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Cancelled

“What are you talking about? What do you mean, canceled?” Mike froze halfway through sliding his credit card back into his wallet. Emma’s sharp tone cut through the constant murmur of the hotel lobby, drawing a few curious glances.

He stepped over to the counter where Emma and Chris were leaning in, their heads close to the receptionist. The air around them already felt tense. Something had clearly gone wrong.

“Can I help?” Mike asked, placing a steadying hand on Emma’s arm as he tried to catch up with the situation.

The young woman behind the desk gave a pinched smile, her voice clipped and professional. “I’m sorry, ma’am. This reservation was canceled six weeks ago—over the phone. We even followed it up with a confirmation email at the time.”

Emma’s eyes narrowed, her expression hardening with disbelief. “That’s ridiculous. This trip is the highlight of our year. Why would we cancel it?” Her voice rose, the irritation in it unmistakable, and Chris shifted uneasily beside her.

The receptionist’s composure didn’t waver. She gestured toward the growing line behind them. “Please, step aside. I have other guests waiting.”

“Something wrong?” Leah asked, as she and Mike crossed the lobby to join them.

“They’re saying Chris canceled the reservation,” Emma snapped, her voice tight with fury. “And now the place is completely sold out.”

Chris winced and held out his phone like it might defend him. “It looks like… they’re right.” On the screen, buried deep in a promotions folder, was an email dated two months earlier—confirmation of the cancellation. Emma’s face shifted from frustration to outright anger as she stared at it.

“What did you do?” she demanded, her voice cutting sharp enough to turn heads nearby. “How could you screw this up?”

Chris looked baffled, even a little panicked, but tried to stand his ground. “I’ll fix this,” he said quickly, before striding back to the front desk. The group waited, tension hanging heavy, until he returned a few minutes later, shaking his head.

“Nothing,” he admitted grimly. “They’re booked solid for the Fourth. I even called around—cabins, motels, you name it. Everything within driving distance is completely full.”

“There has to be something online,” Emma said, pulling out her phone as if sheer determination could will a vacancy into existence. But after several minutes of scrolling and tapping, her shoulders slumped. “This is insane. The only place with a room looks like a rodent colony—and even then, there’s just one. We’d have to split up.”

Defeated, she tossed her phone back in her bag and threw her hands up. “I’m sorry, guys. Looks like this trip is a bust. We’ll just have to head home and salvage what we can.”

Mike felt a pang of guilt twisting in his stomach. This getaway had become tradition—every Fourth of July, the four of them together—and the thought of Chris and Emma bailing out felt unthinkable. “Hey, let’s not give up just yet,” he said quickly. “Our room’s ready. Why don’t we drop our bags, freshen up, and hit the lake? Who knows, maybe someone cancels last minute.”

Emma folded her arms, her skepticism written all over her face. “What kind of idiot cancels a lakeside cabin on July Fourth weekend?” Her tone was sharp, though she shot Chris an apologetic glance. “Sorry, babe. That wasn’t aimed at you—I’m just… furious.”

Chris gave a small, resigned shrug. “Mike’s right. We’ve already made the drive, so let’s unload, grab some lunch, maybe a drink. We’ll see how things shake out later.”

The tension eased a little as they carried their bags into Mike and Leah’s room—and it was stunning. An upgrade had landed them a king bed, a private deck with its own hot tub, and a patio overlooking the lake. On the pillows rested a chilled bottle of champagne, a neat card propped beside it that read: Welcome to your oasis.

“Wow,” Emma breathed, taking in the space with open admiration. “I wish we could—”

Her words were cut short by the sudden pop of a cork, followed by a cheerful fizz. Leah, grinning, tipped the bottle straight to her lips for a long swallow before passing it across to Emma. “Forget the stress. We’ll figure it out later. Right now…” she gave a playful shooing motion toward the men, “…you two can get out and let us freshen up.”

Dutifully, the two men wandered down toward the lakeside bar, a rustic open-air spot with a weathered sign that read Time to Swing. The name wasn’t just a gimmick—off to the side, a thick rope hung from an old oak, its tire swing arcing high out over the lake before splashing back down. The place had an easy charm, with strings of Edison bulbs crisscrossing overhead and a cluster of hammock-style seats pulled right up against the polished wooden counter.

They ordered a pair of beers each, the bottles cold and beaded with condensation, and sank into the hammocks with sighs of relief after the long drive. The view stretched wide across the water, the lake glittering with late-afternoon sun, laughter carrying from the swimmers out near the floating dock.

Mike took a long pull from his beer before breaking the silence. “Look,” he said, lowering the bottle with a dull clink against the bar. “We really love this trip with you guys. It wouldn’t feel the same without you. I know this may sound a little crazy, but… what if you both just stayed in our room? It’ll be tight, sure, but I think we could manage.”

Chris raised his brows, a flicker of amusement crossing his face. “That’s… generous. But you know Emma—she likes her own space. And there’s only one bed. I can’t imagine she’d be too thrilled about squeezing in with three other people.”

Mike shrugged, leaning back into the hammock as it rocked lazily beneath him. “Maybe. But who knows, sometimes these places surprise you. There’s probably a pullout couch or something hidden away. Just think about it, okay? Better than driving all the way home on a holiday weekend.”

Chris didn’t answer right away. He took another sip, his expression caught somewhere between practicality and possibility. At last, he gave a small nod. “I’ll see what she says.”

The subject drifted away as easily as the hammock swayed. The men slipped back into familiar ground—trading stories of past trips, laughing about late nights that had ended in too much whiskey or sunburns from long afternoons on the water. The easy camaraderie eased the sting of the earlier chaos. By the time their bottles ran dry and the sun dipped lower, the lake glowing with amber light, they pushed themselves out of the hammocks and started back toward the room.

Mike didn’t even pause to knock. He had a key, and after two beers at the bar his bladder was screaming at him. He pushed the door open with Chris close behind, only to freeze halfway across the threshold.

Leah was standing in front of the full-length mirror, shoulders bare, arms raised as she adjusted her bikini top. The straps dangled loose, the bright fabric slipping down just far enough to expose the soft swell of her side-boob. She caught sight of the men in the mirror and gave a little gasp, then pressed the material hastily against her chest.

“Oops,” she said with a grin that was anything but embarrassed. Her tone was playful, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she turned halfway toward them. “Well, don’t just stand there gawking. Someone could at least help me tie this thing.”

Her words landed squarely on Mike, who stood frozen, caught red-handed with his gaze lingering too long. He felt heat crawl up his neck as he fumbled for something to say.

Leah arched a brow, letting the silence hang. She tilted her head, still holding the straps together with her fingers. “What’s the matter, boys? Cat got your tongue?”

Mike cleared his throat, shifting awkwardly. “Sorry—I, uh… I really need to pee.” His words tumbled out, more desperate than smooth. He waved vaguely toward the bathroom as if that excused him, already edging away.

Leah’s lips curled into a slow smile. “Oh, then I suppose Chris will have to come to my rescue instead.” She stepped closer, turning her back to Chris and offering him the loose straps draped across her bare skin. “Be a gentleman and give me a hand, won’t you?”

Chris froze, his hand hovering midair. He glanced at Mike, as though waiting for a signal, but Mike was already halfway across the room, torn between jealousy and urgency.

A knot of unease twisted in his stomach. It was one thing to laugh about these kinds of scenarios in their half-drunk late-night conversations, but seeing Leah—his Leah—inviting Chris to touch her, even in something as harmless as tying a bikini, stirred something complicated in him.

Still, his bladder made the decision for him. He muttered something incoherent, shoved the bathroom door open—

—and stopped dead.

Emma was right there, frozen mid-motion, her bikini bottoms still bunched low around her thighs. She was bent slightly forward, one hand tugging the thin material higher, but it hadn’t even reached the top of her legs yet. The position left her ass on full display, round and full, the cheeks taut and generous as they flexed with the effort of pulling the fabric up.

For a heartbeat too long, Mike just stared. The sight hit him like a jolt: the curve of her hips, the subtle dimples at the base of her spine, the faint tan lines framing skin that looked softer than he remembered. His breath caught in his throat, every ounce of urgency in his bladder drowned out by the sudden rush of heat pooling low in his gut.

Emma straightened with a startled gasp, yanking the bikini higher in a quick, clumsy motion as she spun halfway toward him. Her cheeks flushed pink, whether from embarrassment or irritation he couldn’t tell.

“I’m so sorry—shit, I wasn’t thinking. I really have to go.” Mike’s words tumbled out in a rush as he stood frozen in the doorway.

Emma let out a sharp shriek, clutching at her bikini bottoms as she bolted past him, slamming the bathroom door behind her. The sound echoed in the small space, leaving Mike with nothing but the thud of his heartbeat and the ache of a half-erection that made peeing feel like an impossible task. Perfect, he thought grimly, fumbling at the zipper. Now there’s no chance Chris and Emma will want to stick around this weekend.

He tried to force himself to focus, to push the image of Emma’s smooth, curving ass from his mind, but every blink only brought it back sharper. The taut way her skin had caught the light, the way her hips had shifted as she pulled the fabric up—damn it, it lingered no matter how hard he tried to shove it away.

When he finally emerged, the mood in the room had shifted. Both women were now fully dressed, Leah smoothing her hair at the mirror while Emma sat stiffly at the edge of the bed, her arms folded across her chest. Chris was leaning against the dresser, his expression carefully neutral.

Mike forced a weak smile, searching for something—anything—to cut through the tension. “So… did you get that top fixed?”

“Yeah,” Leah replied, her tone deliberately light but her eyes flicking briefly toward Chris before she looked back at Mike. “All adjusted just fine. Maybe you should start knocking if you’re planning to share a room with other people.” Her playful lilt didn’t fully disguise the jab, and the silence that followed felt thick enough to choke on.

Then Leah clapped her hands together suddenly, her grin returning as she slid an arm around Emma’s. “We’re out of champagne. Come on, let’s go find something stronger and really start this trip. Drinks, music, the boat—I can’t wait to get out on the water.”

Every year they booked a boat for the afternoon, the best way to beat the July heat and cool off in the lake, and their reservation was coming up fast. The shift in Leah’s tone was enough to get everyone moving, though the tension hummed just beneath the surface.

Mike trailed behind as the girls made their way toward the bar, his eyes inevitably drifting down. From this angle he couldn’t help but notice just how much skin they were showing.

Leah’s bikini caught his attention first. It wasn’t outrageous, not by the standards of the lake crowd, but it was definitely smaller than what she usually wore. The bright yellow fabric with its scatter of white flowers clung tight across her chest, lifting her perky breasts and leaving her toned stomach bare. The bottoms cut just a little higher than her usual style, flashing more of the curve of her hips and the firm line of her ass than he was used to seeing. On her, the effect was effortless—sunny, playful, and more distracting than she probably realized.

Emma’s suit was different in its own way. A navy bikini with white trim, nothing unusual for her, but the fit seemed determined to betray her modesty. Each step she took, the bottoms crept a little higher, riding up until the soft roundness of her ass was almost fully exposed. The fabric clung snugly across her curves, and every time she tugged it back into place, it seemed to climb right up again. Paired with the way the top shaped her fuller chest, she looked incredible—though Mike doubted she had any idea just how much attention she was drawing.

Together, they looked like two ordinary women out for a summer day—except that both of them, in their own way, were showing just a touch more than usual. And for Mike, walking a few steps behind, that touch made all the difference.

Mike felt a flicker of guilt twist in his chest as his eyes lingered too long on Emma’s curves. She wasn’t his wife—she was Chris’s. But then again, hadn’t Chris just been standing there a few minutes ago with his hands practically brushing against Leah’s bare skin? The thought gave Mike a strange sense of permission, though it didn’t quiet the rush of heat in his blood.

He quickened his pace until he was beside Leah, lowering his voice so only she could hear. “What’s going on here?” he murmured, giving a subtle nod toward her bikini. “Since when do you wear something like that?”

Leah flicked her eyes toward him, her lips quirking in the faintest smirk before she turned her head away again. “I have no idea what you’re talking about,” she said airily, tugging at one strap as if adjusting it. Then, with a mischievous glance over her shoulder, she added, “We’re just having fun at the lake, aren’t we?”

And before he could answer, she slipped a step ahead of him, hips swaying just enough to make him wonder if she knew exactly what kind of fun she was teasing at.

At Time to Swing, Leah leaned confidently against the bar, sliding her card across the polished wood before anyone else could speak. “Four slippery nipples and four margaritas,” she told the bartender with a grin.

Mike’s brows rose. Shots? That wasn’t their usual pace. Most years, they kept things slow and steady—nursing beers through the afternoon, staying pleasantly buzzed without ever tipping over the edge. Shots, though… that was a different game. If they went hard this early, he wasn’t sure he’d stay standing by sundown.

When the drinks arrived, Leah was already lifting her glass, her eyes alight with anticipation. “To a weekend at the lake,” she declared, her voice cutting through the low hum of conversation. They clinked glasses, and before Mike had even brought his to his lips, Leah had tipped hers back, the liquor vanishing in a single swallow. Emma followed immediately, Chris right behind her. Mike downed his with a wince, the burn settling hot in his stomach, before chasing it quickly with a gulp of margarita.

Leah didn’t wait to savor the moment. She grabbed her cocktail and flashed them all a daring smile, already tugging Emma by the arm toward the dock.

Mike exchanged a glance with Chris, then sighed and turned toward the dockhand. Duty called. Together, they went through the routine: checking the emergency kit, verifying the flares and radio, firing up the engine and confirming the tank was topped off. The familiar whir of the motor vibrated under Mike’s palm as he throttled it gently, ensuring everything was in order.

Of course, it also reminded him of the unspoken burden. It would be him at the wheel again this year. He didn’t mind driving—there was a certain satisfaction in cutting across the water—but it meant staying sharp, watching his intake while everyone else got loose and carefree. On a holiday weekend, the rangers would be out in force, ready to slap a citation on anyone too obviously drunk behind the wheel. That meant Mike would spend the day juggling responsibility and restraint, while the others drifted deeper into their buzz.

Neither Leah nor Emma had the faintest clue how to drive a boat, and Chris—well, Chris had tried once. That had ended with a dented hull, a furious marina owner, and a repair bill big enough to sting for months. Nobody wanted a repeat of that disaster.

Mike must have let his irritation slip onto his face, because when the women returned, both were watching him closely. Leah and Emma came striding down the dock, laughing, their arms weighed down by four oversized bags bulging at the seams with snacks, towels, and whatever else they thought necessary for an afternoon afloat.

“Don’t worry,” Leah said, leaning close as the boat drifted free of the dock. Her voice was low, for him alone. “I’ll make it up to you later. Who knows—maybe Emma will give you another peek at that ass of hers.” She punctuated it by tugging at the edge of her bikini top, offering him a fleeting glimpse straight down the front. The sight perked Mike up instantly, the irritation he’d been carrying dissolving as quickly as the fizz of champagne bubbles.

He slipped the lever forward, the motor humming as he eased them clear of the slip before throttling up. The boat surged smoothly out onto open water.

The day was already dazzling. The sun hung low but strong, promising to blaze hotter as noon approached. A light breeze ruffled their hair, carrying the scent of lake water and sunscreen. Leah and Emma had thought ahead, cramming the cooler with drinks and bags full of snacks—including a few token non-alcoholic beers for the driver. How thoughtful, Mike groused silently, pulling a wry face.

Once they were free of the marina’s no-wake zone, he gunned the engines. The boat skipped across the faint chop, the hull slapping the water in a rhythm that sent sprays of mist arching into the air. The wind rushed at them, tugging Leah’s hair back and making Emma laugh as she clutched at her sunhat.

“Where to?” Mike shouted over the roar, glancing at his passengers.

“Let’s head to Willow Cove!” Leah called back, her voice bright with excitement. It was one of their favorite spots—tucked away and secluded, the water calm and shallow enough to drop anchor. Perfect for lounging, tubing, or scrambling onto the shore if they felt like stretching their legs.

“Willow Cove it is,” Mike muttered to himself, turning the wheel and feeling the boat respond beneath his hands.

Behind him, Emma was fiddling with the sound system, and moments later the speakers crackled to life with a blast of eighties classics, music rolling out over the water as they sped toward the cove.

It took about twenty minutes to reach the cove. The ride itself was almost worth the trip—sunlight glinting on the waves, the wind rushing past as the girls leaned back in their seats, hair flying, bikinis clinging to every line of their bodies. From where Mike sat, it was impossible not to notice how stunning they both looked, laughter trailing behind them as the boat skipped over the water.

When they finally rounded the last bend into Willow Cove, Mike slowed the throttle. As always, the place seemed like a secret paradise. The water calmed immediately, turning glassy and still, ringed by lush trees that shaded the shoreline. Not a single other boat was anchored there, which never ceased to surprise him. A spot this beautiful should have been packed, yet it was theirs alone.

He tapped the controls and set the virtual anchor. The boat glided into a gentle stop, rocking softly as Journey poured through the speakers, Carter Perry’s voice echoing across the cove. The heat was pressing in now, the early morning coolness long gone, sunlight baking down on their bare skin and wrapping everything in a shimmer of humidity.

“I’m going to fry out here in this heat,” Emma sighed, rubbing her hands dramatically across her shoulders as though the sun itself were already burning her.

“Don’t worry,” Leah said, reaching into one of the bags and producing a bottle of sunscreen with a sly smile. “I’ve got you covered. Why don’t I do your back?”

The offer hung in the air just long enough to spark something in both men. Mike and Chris exchanged a look but said nothing, each instinctively reaching for their drinks. Mike cracked open a non-alcoholic beer while Chris pulled a cold one for himself, both of them more than happy to let the moment unfold.

Emma hesitated, then stretched out face-down on the padded sun deck, her navy bikini shifting against her curves as she settled into place. The smooth line of her back gleamed in the sunlight, and the men, beers in hand, sat back to watch as Leah knelt beside her, bottle in hand, ready to begin.

“You two really are a pair of perverts,” Emma teased, glancing over her shoulder as the guys sat back with their beers, eyes fixed on her. She poked her tongue out before tugging at the string of her bikini top, loosening it just enough to bare her back.

Leah, already kneeling beside her, gave a mock-dramatic gasp. She squeezed the bottle, releasing an exaggerated blob of sunscreen that landed with a splat in the center of Emma’s back. “Oooops,” she said, her voice playful as Emma squealed at the sudden chill against her overheated skin.

“Cold!” Emma muffled into the towel beneath her face.

“Sorry,” Leah giggled, though the apology didn’t sound entirely sincere. With her palms flat, she began spreading the lotion across Emma’s back, slow and deliberate. At first the motions were purely practical—broad, steady circles across her lower back, working the cream into the warm skin there.

But as Leah’s hands drifted upward, her touch grew lighter, almost absentminded, fingers tracing along the edges of Emma’s ribs. Just brushing, then pulling back, then brushing again—until one fingertip slid fleetingly across the swell of side-boob.

Emma let out a little gasp, half-laugh, half-surprise. “Mmm… that actually feels pretty good,” she murmured, her tone somewhere between playful and genuine.

It certainly felt good for the spectators. Mike shifted in his seat, his shorts tightening uncomfortably as he tried not to be obvious. Chris lifted his bottle for another sip, eyes fixed despite himself.

Leah carried on as if nothing unusual had happened, her hands smoothing up toward Emma’s shoulders. When she realized she couldn’t quite reach comfortably, she swung a leg over, settling herself lightly across Emma’s butt to straddle her.

“Hold still,” Leah said, as though the positioning were purely practical. But her motions began to change, becoming more fluid, her thumbs pressing into the firm muscles at the base of Emma’s neck. She kneaded slowly, the sunscreen glistening across Emma’s back as it caught the sunlight.

Emma exhaled a low sound, not quite a moan but close enough to make Mike’s pulse kick up. It wasn’t the kind of noise people usually made during sunscreen duty.

Leah leaned forward, her hair brushing Emma’s shoulder as she let her hands glide further down, circling the tops of her shoulders, edging toward the line where back turned into chest. Her fingers lingered there, working small circles, edging dangerously close to the upper swell of Emma’s breasts.

“God, I need a drink. This is thirsty work,” Leah sighed dramatically, shaking her hands in the air, lotion glistening across her palms.

Chris reached for her margarita glass, ready to pass it over. But Leah only wiggled her slippery fingers and smirked. “Can’t touch a thing like this. Feed me.” She tilted her head back, lips parting in an exaggerated pout.

Chris hesitated, glass in hand, his eyes darting toward Mike as if silently asking permission. Mike said nothing. His jaw worked, but no words came. He only watched, pulse ticking in his throat.

Taking the silence as consent, Chris lifted the glass and tipped it gently over Leah’s waiting mouth. The pale liquid slid in a narrow stream between her lips, down her throat. A few drops spilled at the corner, rolling lazily down toward her collarbone. Leah swallowed with a low hum of satisfaction, her tongue flicking out to catch what she could.

When she opened her eyes again, she didn’t look at Chris. She glanced straight at Mike, her gaze locking with his for just a beat too long. The smallest curve tugged at the corner of her mouth, as if she knew exactly what she was doing—exactly what he was seeing.

It hit him hard. The sight of his wife, leaning back, another man’s hand pouring into her open mouth—it was playful on the surface, but in Mike’s head it blurred into something far more intimate. His cock stiffened, straining at his shorts, a rush of heat making it impossible to sit still.

“I bet you need a drink too, right, Emma?” Leah teased, glancing down at her friend sprawled on the sun deck.

Emma gave a lazy little hum of agreement but didn’t bother lifting her head. Mike expected Leah to wave Chris over with another glass, but instead Leah tipped her own back, letting the margarita pool in her mouth. She held it there, cheeks puffed slightly, her eyes glinting.

Mike’s pulse quickened. He knew what was coming.

Emma rolled her head toward Leah, her lips parting just enough in invitation. Leah leaned in, pressing her mouth to Emma’s. At first it was playful—just a transfer of liquid—but Emma reached up, her fingers brushing lightly against Leah’s arm as she tilted her chin higher, deepening the kiss. The trickle of alcohol became a soft exchange of lips and tongue, lingering longer than any of them expected.

The men froze, silent, watching as the two women kissed in the full glare of the sun, their lips slick, the sound of it soft but unmistakable over the music. Emma made a faint, satisfied sound in her throat as she sank back against the towel, a trace of moisture glistening on her lips when Leah finally pulled away.

Leah didn’t miss a beat. She reached for the bottle again and squeezed another line of lotion into her palms. “Got to get your legs next,” she said breezily, like nothing unusual had just happened.

She swung around, straddling Emma’s calves, and began working the cream into her skin. At first her hands were brisk, moving efficiently over Emma’s shins and knees. But as she slid higher, her strokes slowed, spreading wider across Emma’s thighs.

Emma shifted beneath her, sighing, her hips moving just slightly. “Mmm… that feels nice,” she murmured, her eyes closed, a small smile tugging at her lips.

Leah leaned forward, voice playful. “Got to make sure we don’t miss anything.” Her hands slipped under the edge of Emma’s bikini bottoms, fingertips tracing dangerously close to where fabric gave way to bare skin.

Emma arched her back a little in response, letting out a low moan that left no doubt she was enjoying the attention. She pressed her thighs slightly apart, just enough that Leah’s fingers could glide higher.

Mike’s breath caught. From where he sat, it was impossible to miss how Leah’s palms were kneading Emma’s ass now, slow and deliberate, her thumbs brushing toward the centerline. Emma’s moans grew softer but more frequent, her body moving subtly with Leah’s touch.

Mike could have sworn—just for an instant—that Leah’s fingers dipped lower, brushing over Emma’s pussy, and Emma didn’t flinch. If anything, she tilted her hips upward as though inviting it.

Then, just when the moment felt on the edge of tipping into something undeniable, Leah pulled back. She wiped her hands briskly along her own legs, stood, and stretched casually in the sun, the picture of innocence—as if she hadn’t just made both men’s cocks ache in their shorts.

“Okay, my hands are killing me. Who’s going to get the front?” Leah announced, shaking the nearly empty tube before tossing it across the deck. It landed in Mike’s lap. “Here you go. Make sure you do a good job.” She flopped down onto her own towel, rolling onto her stomach and tugging her bikini strap loose. “Now, I need someone to do me.”

Mike blinked, stunned. Was his wife seriously going to just lie there while he rubbed lotion into her best friend’s body? The whole setup felt dangerous, a line waiting to be crossed. His heart thudded as he glanced from Leah’s bare back to Emma stretched out beside her.

Leah seemed perfectly at ease, her head pillowed on her arms, the string of her bikini undone, leaving the soft weight of her breasts pressing against the deck beneath her. She looked like she didn’t have a care in the world.

Well… here goes nothing, Mike thought grimly. He squeezed a cool ribbon of sunscreen onto Emma’s stomach, the lotion gleaming against her skin. Then, almost as an afterthought, he tossed the tube to Chris, silently acknowledging the balance: if he was going to have his hands on Emma, then Chris would be putting his on Leah. Somehow that made the situation easier to swallow.

Conceptually, there was no problem—Emma was gorgeous, and the chance to run lotion over her body was hardly a punishment. The only problem was that Leah was lying less than two feet away, and Mike had no idea how she’d react to seeing him do it.

Still, there was no backing out now. Mike dipped two fingers into the pool of cream on Emma’s belly and gingerly traced a line across the flat plane of her stomach, the touch tentative, testing, as though even the smallest misstep might ignite the whole powder keg they were balancing on.

“It’s going to take all day if you keep going like that,” Leah said, lifting herself up on her elbows. There was a sly curve to her lips, though her tone was playful. “Get stuck in there.”

Mike glanced sideways—and saw Chris already had. Leah’s entire stomach gleamed, covered in a sheen of lotion. Chris’s hands were moving with confident rhythm, spreading the cream firmly into her skin. Leah’s eyes were half-closed, her chest lifting slightly with each inhale, though she made no effort to stop him.

Alright then, Mike thought, heat creeping into his neck. Here we go.

He pressed his palms flat against Emma’s belly, smoothing the lotion across her taut stomach and up along her ribcage. The moment his hands began to work, Emma let out a soft moan, her back arching ever so slightly into his touch. The sound jolted through him.

Emboldened, he pushed harder, kneading her flesh with firmer strokes. Emma shifted under his hands, a slow, restless movement that made it hard to tell whether she was trying to escape the heat or lean into it. Every few moments her body brushed deliberately against him—her hip, her side, the soft swell of her breast grazing his arm. Once, twice—by the third time, Mike was certain it wasn’t accidental.

At first, he flinched back, terrified of overstepping. But she didn’t scold him, didn’t move away. Instead, she let out another breathy hum, and he felt her shift just enough to make the contact linger. His cock strained painfully inside his shorts, and this time, he let it happen.

His hands moved higher, skimming the edge of her bikini top. He worked in small, circular motions over the upper swells of her breasts, the thin fabric growing taut beneath his fingertips as her nipples began to press through. Mike swallowed hard, his pulse drumming. Every brush only stoked his arousal further.

Reaching to spread the lotion across her far side, he realized he couldn’t manage it without leaning closer. Half-straddling her, his thigh brushed against her hip, and there was no disguising his erection anymore. It pressed against her side, hot and insistent, the thin barrier of fabric doing nothing to hide it.

For a moment, panic spiked. Emma shifted under him, edging her body slightly away, and he froze, his heart hammering. Had he gone too far?

But then she moved again, this time rolling just enough that on his next downstroke, his hand slipped further than he intended. His fingers slid inside her bikini top, spreading lotion across the smooth curve of her breast. Half her mound glistened under his touch, his thumb grazing close but not quite reaching her nipple.

Her breath caught—sharp, audible—and instead of pulling away, she angled herself a fraction closer, as if daring him to continue.

“I’m so—” Mike started, the apology caught in his throat. But before he could get the word out, Emma groaned softly and pressed back against him, grinding her hips just enough that his erection slid firmly along her side. There was no mistaking it now—this wasn’t an accident, wasn’t a misunderstanding. She wanted the contact.

Mike’s chest tightened. He risked a glance upward—and nearly lost his breath. Chris wasn’t even pretending anymore. Both his hands were buried inside Leah’s bikini top, her yellow straps stretched askew as he kneaded her breasts in slow, deliberate motions. Sunscreen gleamed across her skin, her nipples already pebbling against his palms. Leah’s head was tilted back, eyes half-lidded, her lips parted in a quiet sigh of pleasure.

What’s good enough for her… is good enough for me, Mike thought, the last of his hesitation slipping away. He grabbed another squeeze of lotion, his hands slick as he repositioned himself near Emma’s head.

This time he didn’t bother with careful circles or tentative strokes. He cupped both her breasts through the thin fabric of her bikini, filling his palms with the weight of them. It felt strange at first—the difference impossible to ignore. He was used to Leah’s smaller, perkier frame, and Emma’s breasts were fuller, heavier, but still smooth and pliant under his touch. The contrast was dizzying.

Emma exhaled a long, shaky breath, her body relaxing into his hands. Encouraged, Mike pinched her nipples between his slick fingers, rolling them gently until they hardened, the thin fabric doing little to dull the sensation. Each small twist made her gasp, her back arching to press herself more firmly against him.

I can’t believe this is happening. The thought flickered in his mind, a mix of disbelief and exhilaration. Just hours ago, he’d expected nothing more from this weekend than too many drinks and lazy tubing sessions on the lake. Leah hadn’t given him the slightest hint of anything different—no sly smiles in the car, no whispered suggestions that the boundaries of their friendship might shift.

And yet here they were. His cock throbbed against Emma’s side while his best friend kneaded his wife’s breasts openly just a few feet away. Mike had to swallow down the flare of jealousy that rose unbidden in his chest. The sight of Chris’s hands on Leah—hands that weren’t his—stung in a way he couldn’t fully push aside.

But then Emma let out a throaty sigh, her nipples slipping between his fingers, and the jealousy melted under the rush of heat. He couldn’t complain. Not now.

After a couple of minutes of rubbing lotion over her breasts—just long enough for Mike to sneak the bikini fabric down until both of Emma’s nipples were exposed—she still hadn’t made the slightest move to cover herself. Her chest rose and fell evenly, nipples stiff in the sun, as if leaving them bare was no more remarkable than the breeze playing over her skin.

“I think my bottom half needs doing too,” Emma murmured, her voice low, casual, but carrying just enough weight to make Mike’s pulse stumble.

He froze, certain the spell would break—but she made no attempt to pull her top back into place. Her nipples stayed out, glistening faintly under the thin film of sunscreen. The smallest smile tugged at the corner of her lips as if she knew exactly what she was doing.

Mike shifted between her legs, squeezing fresh lotion into his hands before pressing firmly into her calves. Emma let out a soft sigh at his touch, her hips tilting slightly as she relaxed. Almost immediately, her knees drifted apart, not wide enough to be blatant, but just enough that the narrow triangle of fabric between her thighs was in full view.

Mike’s breath caught. The bottoms were a thong at the back—he knew that much—but up close he could see how little material there was at the front too, the strip pulled taut over her mound before vanishing between the cheeks of her ass. Curvy as she was, Emma’s figure still held a firmness that made the sight impossibly distracting.

He swallowed hard, his cock straining in his shorts. What the hell am I supposed to do now?

He risked a glance across the deck. Chris was in no better shape—his hands still gliding slowly over Leah, whose bikini top sat loose and skewed. Where Emma’s body drew the eye with generous curves and the round fullness of her ass pressing into the towel, Leah’s frame was sleeker, her stomach toned, her breasts smaller but perfectly perky, rising with each shallow breath. She let Chris work her over without a word of protest, her head tilted just enough to watch from beneath half-lidded eyes.

The air was thick with unspoken permission.

Mike raised his hands slightly, shrugging his shoulders in silent question. Chris gave the same helpless gesture, then popped open the lotion again, squeezing a generous dollop into his palm as if daring the moment to play out further.

With no one speaking up to stop him, Mike kept working his way higher along Emma’s thighs. His hands moved steadily, deliberately, the lotion slick beneath his palms. He rubbed down the outer muscles first, careful and measured, but Emma’s reaction was minimal. She gave no sound, no movement—her body loose but indifferent.

It was only when his hands drifted inside, brushing the softer skin of her inner thighs, that her breath changed. A faint hum slipped from her throat, followed by a low, drawn-out “oooh” that she didn’t bother to stifle. When he slid back outward, the noises disappeared. The difference couldn’t have been clearer.

Mike’s pulse quickened. He went inside again, and again she rewarded him with a sound—a sharp intake of breath, her hips tilting ever so slightly upward. It was as though she was training him, wordlessly showing him exactly where she wanted his attention.

The boat rocked gently under them, the music still playing in the background, but to Mike it felt like everything else had gone silent. Just her, just the heat of her skin under his hands, just the coil of desire tightening in his chest.

Soon enough his fingers brushed the very tops of her thighs, where smooth skin met the thin strip of her bikini bottom. He hesitated, his hands hovering. His breath caught as he realized how close he was.

“This part…” Emma’s voice was quiet, almost breathy. “…is really sensitive to the sun.”

Mike swallowed hard. It was all the invitation he needed. “Guess I’d better make sure I do it properly then,” he murmured, inching higher, his fingertips grazing the edge of the fabric.

And then it happened. For the briefest split second, his fingers pressed against the mound of her pussy through the thin blue material. A jolt shot through him—like lightning firing straight down his spine. His cock surged against his shorts, painfully stiff, straining to break free.

He froze, expecting her to flinch, to close her legs, to pull the fabric back into place. But she didn’t. On the contrary, Emma shifted, raising her left knee just slightly—just enough that it brushed firmly against the bulge of his erection.

Mike’s chest tightened, his breath shallow. Her knee pressed, his fingers lingered, the two of them moving in a rhythm that was dangerously close to deliberate. It wasn’t quite sex—not yet—but it was far beyond innocent.

When his hand slid lower again, Emma’s hips rose to meet it, a silent confirmation. The soft mound above her lips was smooth, yielding beneath his fingertips. He could feel the faint ridge of a neatly trimmed strip of hair running upward, pointing the way toward her clit.

Mike’s head spun. Each pass of his fingers edged closer, testing, pressing, exploring the line between boldness and recklessness. Emma didn’t stop him. She didn’t even look at him. She just breathed, long and steady, her lips parted, the faintest smile ghosting her mouth.

And still, that voice in his head whispered warnings. This was too far. Leah was right there, not three feet away. Chris was right there, massaging his wife’s breasts with both hands. All it would take was one sharp look, one wrong move, and this whole fantasy would crash into something impossible to explain.

His cock throbbed, his fingers trembled. For a moment he let them dip, just enough to feel the heat radiating from the heart of her. He was right there—one more inch and he’d be touching her directly, no barriers left.

But the panic spiked again. Against every screaming instinct in his body, Mike forced himself to pull back. He wiped his slick hands on a towel and rose abruptly to his feet, his voice rough. “Looks like you’re all done.”

For a heartbeat, no one spoke. Emma lay still, her chest rising and falling, her nipples still bare to the sun. Then, just as Mike turned away, he thought he heard it—so soft he wasn’t sure if it was real or imagined.

“…not yet.”

From the looks of it, Chris had enjoyed himself every bit as much as Mike had. The outline of his erection was obvious, straining against the front of his shorts. For a moment, the two men caught each other’s eyes—then quickly looked away. It was awkward, standing there with the evidence of their arousal etched so clearly between them.

Mike cleared his throat and dropped onto his stomach. “How about our turn now?” he muttered, trying to redirect the energy.

The girls exchanged a look, then nodded in unison, almost too eagerly. As Mike had guessed, Emma shifted toward him, while Leah moved to Chris.

Emma started out lightly, her hands gliding over his shoulders, kneading just enough to feel good without giving too much away. Her touch was soft, careful, but it didn’t take long for her confidence to grow. Soon she was pressing lower, tracing along the ridges of his back, then down toward his hips.

By the time she reached his thighs, Mike’s muscles were taut with anticipation. Emma’s voice broke the silence, low and playful. “Got to make sure we get right in there.”

Her hand slipped beneath the waistband of his shorts without hesitation. Mike sucked in a breath. She massaged his ass slowly, deliberately, her fingers pressing firmly into the flesh before teasing lower, dipping once in a while between his cheeks. The move was casual enough to pass for practical, but each time her fingertip grazed too close to forbidden territory, Mike felt his cock twitch violently.

He was so hard by now it was almost painful. He clenched his fists, biting back the urge to groan. If he stood up now, he could have driven nails straight into the deck with the thing.

Then Emma’s voice came again, softer this time, right near his ear. “Turn over.”

Mike froze. “Uh… I’m not sure that’s a great idea.” He could already picture it: his erection jutting up, impossible to disguise, nothing left to the imagination.

“Nonsense,” Emma countered smoothly, tugging at the waistband of his shorts. “You’ll burn like a crisp if I don’t get your front.”

Mike hesitated, his chest hammering. Then he rolled onto his back, heart pounding.

Emma’s eyes flicked down immediately—and a sharp hiss escaped her lips as she caught sight of the obvious bulge straining against his shorts.

“Oh yeah,” Emma said softly, her eyes flicking over his chest as she squeezed lotion into her palm. “It’s definitely good we’re doing this side.”

The cool cream landed on his skin in pale streaks, and then her hands were smoothing over his chest. She started out slow, almost clinical, but the pace shifted quickly as she swung one leg over and settled across his hips. Mike stiffened. Now his wife’s best friend was straddling him in her bikini, her weight pressing down right on top of his straining erection.

Her thighs squeezed against his sides as she leaned forward, her bare breasts dragging across his chest. Her nipples, still exposed and glistening from earlier, were rock hard, scraping across his skin with every movement. The sensation made him jolt, his body betraying him with a low groan.

Mike’s thoughts tumbled—this was insane, dangerous, wrong. But the evidence was undeniable: Emma wasn’t pulling back, wasn’t stopping, wasn’t even pretending to be shy. And neither was Leah, who was only a few feet away, preoccupied with Chris’s wandering hands.

Stop second-guessing, Mike told himself, jaw tight. If someone isn’t enjoying this, they’ll say so. Until then… just let it happen.

Emma worked her way lower, smearing sunscreen in slow, languid lines. Each pass made her nipples graze him again—hard little points scraping across his chest, then down over his ribs. When she reached his stomach, her tits dragged directly across his erection, trapped beneath the thin fabric of his shorts. Mike hissed, his hips twitching upward despite himself.

He’d never been much of a fan of tit play—always thought of it as clumsy, overrated. But right now, watching Emma’s full breasts slide across his body, feeling her stiff nipples scrape over the aching length of his cock, it was intoxicating. The sight alone could have undone him.

She made no pretense of working her way down his shins or calves. Instead, her hands slipped directly beneath the waistband of his shorts, moving in slow, tightening circles that dipped lower and lower until there was no mistaking where she was headed.

Mike’s whole body went taut. His heart hammered as he realized what was about to happen.

And then she was there. Emma’s hand closed around his cock, smooth and sure, her palm gliding over him with the faintest squeeze. He jumped at the first touch, a sharp hiss tearing through his teeth—but then his muscles relaxed, his body surrendering to the sensation.

The feeling was heavenly. Different. A strange hand, familiar and foreign all at once, wrapping him, stroking him, sending jolts of pleasure surging through his body. She gave him a few long, deliberate strokes, just enough to make his hips buck. His vision blurred for a second, heat pooling hard and fast in his gut.

And then—just as abruptly—she stopped.

Emma pulled her hand free, grabbed the bottle, and tossed it onto his chest with a smirk. “I think you can get it from here,” she said lightly, as though she hadn’t just had his cock in her hand.


Not Yet

Mike lay there, stunned, his heart pounding, his cock still straining for more. He couldn’t help but wonder—was this her way of getting even for him stopping short earlier, when his fingers had been so close to her pussy?

If so, the message was clear. Not yet.

Mike hurried through the motions of finishing his own legs, the sunscreen slick between his fingers. When he finally rose, his erection was impossible to disguise, tenting his shorts so obviously he felt his face heat. He tried tugging the waistband down, angling his hips, anything to hide it, but it was useless.

“My back still needs doing,” Leah said suddenly, her voice casual but carrying an edge. She remained stretched out on her stomach, her undone bikini strap loose against her toned back.

Chris and Emma drifted toward the cooler, laughing lightly as they went to mix fresh drinks. That left Mike alone with Leah.

He hesitated, tube in hand. He wanted to say something—anything—but the words wouldn’t come. What if she was angry? What if she thought he’d pushed too far with Emma? The last thing he wanted was to break whatever strange, intoxicating spell had settled over them all.

So he stayed quiet and squeezed the lotion into his palm, rubbing it across Leah’s shoulders, down her spine, and along the taper of her waist. Her skin was smooth and warm beneath his hands, muscles shifting subtly as she adjusted under his touch.

He couldn’t help but compare the view now to Emma’s earlier. Emma’s ass had been fuller, rounder—soft curves that spread against the towel, deliciously generous and impossible to miss. Leah’s, though, was the opposite: smaller, tighter, the cheeks pert and toned, flexing slightly as his hands traced over her hips. Both irresistible in their own way, both burned into his mind, both feeding the fire between his legs until he could barely think straight.

As he reached her shoulders, Leah shifted unexpectedly. Her hand slid back beneath her, fumbling for a moment before she caught hold of him. Mike froze as her fingers wrapped around his cock, tugging it free of his shorts. His heart kicked hard against his ribs.

“Shhh,” Leah whispered over her shoulder, her tone half-command, half-conspiracy.

She shifted her legs wider, the thin strip of her bikini bottoms pulled taut against her pussy. The fabric—yellow with tiny white flowers—was stretched tight across her lips, the outline of her folds pressing against the material as though inviting him closer.

Mike’s pulse thundered. He knew what she wanted without needing to ask. He hooked his fingers into the side of her bikini and tugged the damp fabric aside.

The sight undid him. She was glistening, the heat of her arousal visible even before he pressed forward. He guided his cock into her in one long, steady thrust, sliding deep inside her. She was soaking wet, her pussy hot and slick, gripping him with velvet tightness he’d never felt from her before.

Leah gasped, her cheek pressing into the towel. “Just a few strokes,” she whispered, her voice thick. “God, how I want it… but we have to get back to our friends.”

Mike clenched his teeth, fighting himself with everything he had. Every instinct screamed at him to stay buried inside her, to pound into her until he spilled deep inside. Her pussy milked him, every squeeze pulling him closer to the edge. He had no idea where the willpower came from, but somehow he managed to withdraw, his cock slick and throbbing as he shoved it back into his shorts.

Leah tugged her bikini bottoms back into place, pulling the flowers snug across her glistening slit, as though nothing had happened.

Mike turned—and his blood ran cold. Chris and Emma were standing a few feet away, drinks in hand, their faces unreadable.

He had no idea how long they’d been there, or how much they’d seen.

And for the first time all day, he realized he didn’t care.

Afterwards, they lounged on the sun deck, letting the boat rock lazily beneath them. The air smelled of lake water and sunscreen, the faint notes of Journey still drifting from the speakers. Everyone sipped at their drinks—Leah and Chris with cocktails, Emma with a half-melted margarita, Mike begrudgingly nursing a beer-zero.

For a few minutes there was silence, just the sound of ice clinking in glasses and the soft lap of water against the hull. The tension from earlier hung in the air, unspoken but heavy, every glance carrying just a fraction too much meaning.

Emma was the one to break it. She tipped back the last of her drink, then let out a satisfied sigh. “Let’s tube,” she said, her voice light but with that undercurrent of energy that always meant she was about to stir things up.

They hauled the bright inflatable from storage and tossed it into the water with a splash. The tube had been a staple of their trips for years—hours of wipeouts, shrieks of laughter, and sore muscles the next day. It was part of their tradition.

Leah was the first to jump, bounding toward the edge. “I’m going!” she yelled, grabbing Chris by the wrist and dragging him along before he could argue. The two of them tumbled onto the tube, giggling and swearing as they tried to fit themselves on. It was far too small for two grown bodies, their limbs tangling as they wriggled and pressed together. Mike watched as Chris’s hand slid against Leah’s hip, then over her ass in the shuffle. Leah squealed, thrashing in mock protest, but made no real attempt to stop him.

Beside him, Emma leaned forward to steady the tow rope. Her bikini straps had been fighting gravity all day, and as she shifted, one breast popped free, her nipple bouncing fully into view.

But instead of gasping or scrambling to cover up, Emma stayed where she was. She looked down at herself, then at Mike, her lips quirking in a faint smile as if daring him to look. She didn’t move to tug the fabric back in place. She let it hang loose, her full tit bare in the sunlight, the nipple hard and proud.

Mike couldn’t tear his eyes away. He shifted, his cock twitching as the seconds stretched on. She took her time —far longer than necessary—adjusting the strap with deliberate slowness, her hand brushing the underside of her breast as though she was teasing both him and herself. For a dizzy moment, he thought she might not bother covering at all.

And in the way she carried herself—no blush, no awkwardness, no apology—it was clear she wasn’t ashamed. She owned it, reveling in the attention, letting him know that she knew he was staring and that she didn’t mind in the slightest.

On the tube, Leah and Chris were still writhing and giggling, their laughter ringing out across the cove. But Mike’s focus was locked on Emma, the image of her bare breast burned into his mind, more potent than any drink in his hand.

Mike lingered at the stern while Emma bent to secure the tow line. She crouched low, leaning over the edge of the boat, her bikini bottoms stretching tight across her curves. The angle gave him a view so blatant it almost knocked the breath from his lungs.

The thin strip of blue fabric clung to her swollen pussy lips, every outline visible in the sunlight. The swell of her labia pressed against the fabric, round and full, straining to escape, leaving nothing to the imagination.

From where he stood, he could even make out the faint crease at the center, the folds shaping clearly through the taut, wet material. When she shifted her stance to tug the line tighter, the fabric rode higher, splitting the outline of her lips more distinctly before disappearing between the firm cheeks of her ass.

Mike’s cock pulsed hard enough to hurt. He swallowed, but his throat stayed dry. There was no way she didn’t know—her body was practically on display for him, bare and open, daring him to keep looking. And she made no move to adjust, no move to shield herself.

If anything, she lingered there longer than necessary, bent over the line as if savoring his stare.

She had to know. And she wasn’t covering up.

Leah and Chris raised a thumbs-up from the tube and Mike opened the throttle, the engine roaring as the line snapped taut. No mercy, he thought, angling the boat hard. Spray flew up around them as the inflatable skipped across the chop, their screams of mingled fear and laughter carrying back on the wind.

For three, maybe four minutes, they clung on valiantly, knuckles white against the handles. Then Mike yanked the wheel into a vicious turn and the tube pitched sideways, flipping them both in a spectacular crash.

He circled back slowly, easing the boat alongside until Chris hauled himself up the ladder, Leah following, dripping and breathless. She was laughing—until Mike’s eyes widened. Her bikini top was hanging completely loose, the straps flapping uselessly in the wind. Water streamed down her body, highlighting the firm swell of her tits, nipples stiff and pink in the sunlight, on full display not just to the boat but to anyone watching across the lake.

“Oops,” Leah said with mock innocence, one hand fumbling half-heartedly at the dangling fabric. She tried to clutch the top to her chest, but the effort only made her stumble forward into Emma.

“Here—help me tie this?” she asked, voice playful and just a little breathless.

Emma steadied her, then gave a wicked little smile. Instead of fixing the straps, she plucked one up and flicked it over Leah’s shoulder, leaving her entirely topless. The knot dangled uselessly at her hip, the bikini abandoned.

Leah gave a gasp and for a moment she actually blushed, a flush rising across her cheeks. Maybe it was embarrassment, maybe just the alcohol warming her blood. She crossed her arms instinctively, then let them fall. It was pointless. Her breasts were already out, glistening and proud in the sun. With a resigned grin, she shrugged, dropping her arms to her sides.

“Well,” she said wryly, glancing down at herself, “I guess it’s a good thing you didn’t miss any spots with the sunscreen.”

Mike’s cock pulsed at the sight. Leah’s tits were small but impossibly perky, the kind of firmness that seemed to defy gravity.

“Now it’s Emma’s turn.” Leah grinned, clearly meaning the tube.

But Emma’s eyes sparkled, and whether she misunderstood or simply chose to, she reached for the string at her own neck. With one tug, the knot slipped loose and her bikini fell forward, baring her breasts completely. Full and heavy compared to Leah’s smaller chest, they tumbled free, nipples already stiff, catching the sunlight like a dare.

She stretched her arms overhead as though nothing unusual had happened, her tits rising and falling with the movement. “There,” she said, smiling broadly. “Now we’re even.”

And just like that, both women stood before them, topless, owning it—two different bodies, both breathtaking, both leaving Mike and Chris speechless on the deck.

Sadly for Mike, no one else was sober enough to take the wheel. That meant the afternoon was his—ferrying the others around, dragging the tube over the waves while they whooped and shrieked with laughter.

At first it was fine—just one of them clinging on at a time, bouncing and splashing as he threw them into the wake. But soon they doubled up, then tripled, their bodies colliding on the narrow inflatable, tits jiggling wildly as they flew over each crest. Mike gritted his teeth, his cock twitching with every glance. It was especially brutal when Chris got to go out with both women, sandwiched between Leah’s sleek, toned frame and Emma’s lush curves. Mike could hardly bear it. Luckily, the tube was so overloaded it didn’t last; they tumbled in almost immediately, laughing and sputtering as the lake swallowed them whole.

The only consolation for Mike was the attention he got when one of the women stayed behind on the boat. Whether deliberate or not, they seemed determined to torment him—brushing their breasts across his back when they leaned past him, pressing against his chest when they reached for a drink, bending low so the narrow fabric of their bikinis split their asses in perfect view. Leah’s bottoms hugged tight against her pert, compact cheeks, while Emma’s fuller ass spilled around the fabric, the thong vanishing deep between her curves. Both images burned into his mind, impossible to shake.

And then came the moment that nearly broke him.

“Body shots!” Emma announced, her voice slurring only slightly with drink, her eyes glinting with mischief. She grabbed the tequila, the salt, the lime. “Come on, Mike—your turn.”

Before he could protest, she was lowering herself onto the sun deck, grinning as she pressed the salt shaker into his hand. With deliberate precision, she tilted her head back and sprinkled a line of salt across the tops of her breasts. Her nipples were still bare from earlier, stiff in the warm breeze, and Mike’s mouth went dry at the sight.

Then, with a wicked little smile, Emma hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her bikini bottoms and eased them down, just enough to reveal the smooth skin of her mons. A very neat, dark landing strip pointed down toward where the fabric disappeared between her swollen lips. She balanced the shot glass there—on that impossibly intimate shelf of skin—and looked at him expectantly.

Mike froze. Every nerve in his body screamed this was a line too far, and yet the heat pounding through him wouldn’t let him refuse. He bent forward, his lips brushing her breast as he licked the salt from her skin. Emma gave a low hum of approval, her chest arching into his mouth.

He tipped the glass back, the tequila burning down his throat, then caught the wedge of lime she held between her teeth. Their lips almost met as he bit into it, juice running down his chin.

The taste of salt, liquor, citrus, and the warm curve of Emma’s bare breasts blended into a dizzying rush that left him gasping. His rule about not drinking while driving the boat was in pieces, shattered the moment she’d pulled her bikini bottoms down to bare herself for him.

The exquisite combination of pain and pleasure was unbearable—his cock straining as if it might burst, his head swimming with lust, his hands itching to touch more.

By the time they finally reeled in the line and hauled the tube back on deck, everyone was breathless and spent, their laughter tapering into lazy smiles. Mike throttled down and let the boat drift back toward Willow Cove, the engine rumbling softly underfoot.

Neither woman bothered to put their tops back on. Leah sprawled on the sun deck, her small, perky breasts rising with each deep breath as she stretched out in the sun. Beside her, Emma reclined in the opposite direction, her fuller curves bare and glistening, her heavy tits shifting slightly with each movement as though she didn’t have a care in the world. Both looked utterly at ease, skin slick with sunscreen, nipples stiff in the warm afternoon breeze.

They ate lunch that way, casually topless, laughing around bites of sandwiches and chips. Nobody commented on it; nobody needed to. The line between playful accident and deliberate display had long since blurred. Sunscreen was reapplied all around, though without the elaborate theatrics of earlier—it was quieter now, more intimate, the simple press of lotion onto sun-warmed skin still carrying an unmistakable charge.

The eighties soundtrack continued to blare from the speakers, guitars and synths echoing off the cove’s rock walls. It gave the moment a surreal quality—like they were characters in some wild summer movie, half-drunk and sun-drenched, skin glowing with sweat and salt.

As the sun began to dip toward late afternoon, the girls reached for the cooler again, giggling as they poured fresh drinks. But Leah caught Mike’s eye and frowned faintly, then shrugged. “Not fair if you’re the only one sober all day,” she said, her voice loose with alcohol. Emma agreed, and reluctantly, they decided to call it.

Mike pointed the bow back toward the marina, guiding the boat with practiced hands. The girls finally pulled their tops back on, though with an almost lazy reluctance, as if the fabric was only an afterthought. Even covered, the images of them topless—Emma’s generous curves, Leah’s taut lines—burned in his mind, impossible to shake.

Despite the ache of being stone-cold sober while everyone else had floated on a happy buzz, Mike felt drunk on something else. Endorphins flooded him, the rush of adrenaline mixing with the raw heat that hadn’t ebbed since the sunscreen games began. He was horny as hell, his cock pressing uncomfortably at his shorts as he steered them home.

The boat coasted smoothly into the dock, bumping lightly as the line was secured. They clambered off together, unsteady and sunburned, still laughing as they hauled their bags. The scent of sunscreen clung to them, mingled with lake water and the faint sweetness of sweat.

By the time they staggered back toward their cabin, the day felt heavy on their bodies, but the night—whatever it held—was waiting.

“I guess we’d better get out of here and give you your room back,” Emma sighed, her words dragging with a hint of disappointment.

“Nonsense,” Mike cut in quickly. “You’ve both been drinking all afternoon. Neither of you is in any condition to drive. At least stay for dinner, sober up a bit. Besides…” He hesitated, his eyes flicking toward Leah. “My offer still stands.”

“Offer?” Leah’s brow furrowed, her voice edged with suspicion.

“I’ll tell you in the shower,” Mike murmured, taking her hand before she could press further. He led her into the bathroom, closing the door behind them.

The moment the water hit, Mike’s restraint dissolved. His hands moved hungrily over her body—sliding along her neck and shoulders, cupping her breasts, kneading the soft flesh until her nipples hardened under his touch. The slick heat of her skin under the spray drove him wild. He needed her, and he needed her now.

“So,” Leah said, leaning back against the tile, arching her chest into his grasp. “What’s this offer, then?” Her tone was half-curious, half-knowing, as though she already expected mischief.

Mike bent lower, his mouth closing over one nipple, sucking until she gasped. Between kisses, he spoke, words broken by the urgency in his breath. “I told Chris and Emma… they could stay. Share the room. Our bed, if it comes to it.” His hands trailed lower as he spoke, slipping past her waist, down to the curve of her hips.

Leah stiffened slightly, though not enough to stop him. “Oh? And when were you planning on mentioning that to me?” Her voice was sharp, but the moan that followed betrayed her. His fingers had found her clit, already slick and swollen, and he circled it with practiced ease.

“Well, I’m telling you now,” he muttered against her breast, lips wrapped around her nipple. His free hand pressed her closer, while the other teased her relentlessly. “Besides,” he added, lifting his head just enough to meet her eyes, “I figured you’d definitely want to help our friends out.”

“Oh yessss,” Leah gasped as Mike slid a finger inside her, her slick warmth clenching around him. “Yes, we definitely want to help our friends out.” The words carried weight, more than one meaning, and Mike caught it instantly.

Before he could respond, Leah reached down and wrapped her hand around his cock, her grip firm and deliberate. “No more playing,” she breathed, her eyes flashing. “I need this in me. Right now.”

Mike’s pulse thundered. He couldn’t get enough of this side of her—the brazen, hungry edge that left no room for hesitation. He pulled his finger from her and, unable to resist, brought it to his lips. Her taste filled his mouth, sharp and sweet, and the sight made Leah’s breath hitch.

She guided him into position, her hand steady as she lined his cock up with her entrance. Mike pressed forward slowly, savoring the first push as the swollen head parted her folds, stretching her open.

Leah groaned low in her throat, her nails scraping across his back. Then, tilting her hips, she sank down onto him, inch by inch, until he was buried deep inside. Her walls gripped him tight, hot and slick, making his vision blur.

“That feels soooo good,” she moaned against his shoulder, her voice trembling with need. “Fuck me, Mike. Quick and hard.”

He didn’t need telling twice. His cock felt like it might explode from the pressure alone, every nerve in his body on fire after the day’s relentless teasing. He began driving into her, thrust after thrust, each one harder, faster, his mouth finding hers in bruising kisses before dropping lower to bite and nibble her nipples. Her moans vibrated against his lips, her body shuddering in pleasure.

Leah clung to him, her legs locking tighter, urging him to take her harder. Water beat down on them both, steam curling in the air, but all Mike felt was her heat, her slick walls squeezing him, milking him toward the inevitable.

After only a few moments, the edge came rushing too fast. “I’m getting close,” Mike groaned, the words spilling out in apology. He’d been balanced on a knife’s edge all day, and now, buried inside her, there was no holding back.

“Don’t worry, babe,” Leah whispered, her breath hot against his ear, “cum for me… show me how much you want me.”

Mike was right there, trembling on the edge. On instinct, he pulled out of her slick heat, gasping.

“What—?” Leah started, startled as he gently but insistently eased her down onto her knees beneath him. His heart hammered, cock glistening as he guided it toward her lips. She knew exactly what he wanted—she always had. His desire to finish on her face wasn’t some carefully guarded secret; it had been a fantasy he’d confessed to her more than once. And every time, until now, she’d brushed it off.

Leah looked up at him, a smile curling across her lips as she stroked him with firm, deliberate pumps. “Oh, I think I know what you want,” she teased, her tone low and playful. She opened her mouth wide, letting her tongue flick the head as her free hand slipped between her thighs. She rubbed her clit in slow, steady circles as she alternated sucking him into her mouth and stroking him slick with her hand.

Mike’s hips bucked, his cock twitching violently. “It’s happening,” he gasped, his voice breaking as the orgasm tore through him.

And that’s when she did it—pulling her mouth away at the very last moment, leaning back just far enough to lift her face up to him, her eyes locked on his.

“Do it now…” she whispered.

Mike nearly lost his balance. This wasn’t coy, wasn’t shy. She was giving it to him—finally. His fantasy. Her face, open and waiting, daring him to let go. His chest heaved as the reality crashed over him: Leah was about to take what he had always wanted to give her, not with reluctance, but with pride.

Mike seized his chance, wrapping his fist around his cock and stroking furiously, every nerve screaming as Leah knelt before him. She wasn’t coy, wasn’t pretending—her own fingers were a blur at her clit, her hips rocking, her eyes blazing up at him.

Then it hit. His orgasm tore through him with brutal force.

Leah didn’t flinch. She opened her mouth wide, ready, even eager. The first rope shot out, catching her square on the forehead, dripping down between her brows. Mike groaned, half in shock, half in ecstasy. After everything—the teasing, the near misses, the endless edge—it felt like he had a gallon stored inside him.

The next burst painted her cheek in thick white, the one after splashed across her nose, and she stayed steady, letting him mark her. His chest heaved as he pumped harder, rope after rope spilling out. Finally, with a guttural cry, he aimed lower—four heavy spurts right into her open mouth. Leah swallowed some, let the rest spill down her chin, her face, her hair now streaked and glistening with him.

But what undid Mike completely was what happened next.

As the last ribbon struck her lips, Leah’s body shuddered violently. Her moans grew jagged, her fingers pressing harder, faster, until she broke apart. Her orgasm tore through her in waves, her chest heaving, her thighs trembling, her cries echoing off the tiles. She was cumming—hard—while covered in his seed.

“Jesus…” Mike rasped, stunned, as instinct took over. He grabbed her face and mashed his mouth to hers. He didn’t care about the salty taste of his own release smeared across her lips; he kissed her hard, desperate, their tongues tangling as her body convulsed in climax.

They slid down together, collapsing onto the shower floor in a slick, tangled heap, the spray of warm water raining over them, washing streaks of white across their skin. Both were gasping, lungs burning, their bodies utterly spent.

Mike rested his forehead against hers, still shaking. “Man… what came over you?” he panted.

Leah let out a breathless laugh, hugging him close, her body still trembling with aftershocks. “You, silly.” She kissed his jaw softly, her voice lighter now. “But I think I’m going to need another shower to get clean.”

They lingered under the spray longer than either of them intended, taking turns soaping each other, their hands roaming with lazy tenderness. The water sluiced the sunscreen and sweat from their skin, but it was more than that—it felt like they were washing away the weight of everything else, the grind of work, the nagging responsibilities of home. For these few minutes, there was nothing but the slip of wet skin, the warmth of the water, and the glow of what they’d just shared.

Mike lathered her shoulders, sliding his palms down the sleek line of her back, cupping the curve of her ass before kneeling to kiss the water dripping down her stomach. Leah returned the favor, running her fingers through his hair, over his chest, tugging gently at his cock as if she wasn’t ready to let go of it yet. They traded touches and quiet laughter until the steam fogged the glass around them.

Eventually, Mike forced himself to turn off the shower. A stab of guilt pricked him as the silence fell. They’d been gone too long, leaving Chris and Emma waiting. He grabbed a towel, rubbing himself down briskly—then froze.

Through the bathroom door came a sound he knew instantly: low, urgent moans, the rhythmic slap of bodies, muffled cries of pleasure. They weren’t waiting at all. They were busy.

Mike shot a look at Leah, his brows raised. She grinned mischievously and pressed a finger to her lips. “Shhhhh…” she whispered, wrapping her towel tightly around her chest. Then, with a conspiratorial gleam in her eyes, she padded quietly to the door and flung it wide.

The sight hit them like a jolt of electricity.

Chris and Emma were on the bed, tangled in half-kicked sheets. Chris was behind her, hips pumping, Emma’s flushed face buried in the mattress. Their startled yelps filled the room as they scrambled for cover, arms flapping, sheets twisting. But it was too late—Mike and Leah had already seen.

Emma’s breasts bounced as she rolled onto her side, trying to tug the covers over her, while Chris staggered upright, fumbling for a towel. Mike’s eyes, unwilling but unable to help themselves, caught a glimpse of his friend’s cock—thick, slick, and to his surprise, huge. Easily two inches longer than his own, though not quite as thick. The image burned into his mind before Chris yanked the sheet around his waist.

Leah’s laugh broke the tension. “Your turn for the shower,” she trilled, her tone light, sing-song, as if nothing unusual had just happened. She strolled across the room toward the closet, unhurried. With a practiced flick, her towel dropped to the floor.

Mike’s breath caught. Leah bent slightly as she rummaged for clothes, the curve of her back flowing into the perfect swell of her buttocks, water still trickling down the valley between them. She stood there unabashed, giving everyone in the room a full view as though it were the most natural thing in the world.

Chris and Emma darted past, clutching their towels, their hurried attempts at modesty laughably inadequate after what had just been exposed. They disappeared into the bathroom with a slam of the door.

Mike exhaled, still reeling. Then he stepped up behind Leah, sliding his hands over her slick hips before cupping both her breasts in his palms, squeezing them gently, possessively. “I don’t know what’s gotten into you,” he murmured, his voice husky, “but I like it.”

“Again, you,” Emma teased, a wicked grin curling across her lips as she stepped out of the bathroom holding up something delicate and pink. She turned slowly so he could take in the full view of the lace bra and thong set dangling from her fingers. “Do you like these?”

Mike blinked. He had never seen that set before. The thong was minuscule—barely a wisp of lace, light pink and almost transparent. Coverage? Almost none. Sexy? Off the charts.

He swallowed hard as she hooked her thumbs into the waistband and began to pull it up over her legs. The lace disappeared between the cheeks of her ass, snugging into place against her pussy. Mike’s cock twitched as if it had a mind of its own. He couldn’t look away.

“Help me with this.” Emma handed him the bra, turning her back so he could fasten the clasp. The lace was thin, her skin warm against his fingers as he fumbled with the hooks. When it was in place, she turned, presenting herself to him with a raised brow.

“Stunning,” Mike murmured, almost reverently. He reached out and kissed her, his erection already straining, heat rising fast.

“Later,” Leah cut in with a grin, her voice teasing but her hand sliding down to give him a quick, possessive stroke. Mike groaned softly, half in frustration.

Leah slipped a pale yellow sundress over her head, the thin fabric skimming her body. She stood before the mirror, applying a light coat of makeup with practiced ease, her movements calm and deliberate—as if nothing about the last twelve hours had been out of the ordinary. Mike, meanwhile, tugged on khaki shorts and a blue collared shirt, his mind buzzing.

“We’ll meet you at the restaurant. Don’t be too long in there,” Leah called back over her shoulder as she and Emma finally headed for the door, fingers lacing together as they left.

Later, Mike and Leah found themselves seated at a table overlooking the lake. The sun was dipping low, the sky painted in streaks of gold and crimson. They ordered cocktails—gin and tonic for him, vodka seltzer for her.

For a while, neither spoke. They sipped their drinks in silence, the weight of the day hanging between them. The sound of laughter and cutlery drifted from nearby tables, but all Mike could hear was the pounding of his own thoughts.

He relived it all in flashes—the sunscreen, the tube, Emma’s breasts spilling free, Leah’s boldness in the shower, Chris and Emma tangled on the bed. This trip was nothing like the others. The easy rhythm of past summers was gone, replaced by something hotter, sharper, more dangerous.

Finally, he cleared his throat. “Do we… do we need to talk about today?”

Leah turned her head, her expression calm, unreadable. “Why? Aren’t you having a good time?”

“Sure,” Mike admitted, fingers drumming against his glass. “I just—”

“Then what’s to discuss?” Leah cut him off gently but firmly, her eyes steady on his. “As long as we’re all having fun, what’s the problem?”

Mike opened his mouth, searching for a protest, but the words caught. It was hard to argue. And yet… a coil of unease wound tighter in his chest. He didn’t want to push it. Not yet.

After around fifteen minutes, Chris and Emma arrived, the glow on their faces making it obvious what they’d been up to.

“Have fun?” Leah asked, one eyebrow raised in mock innocence. Her tone made it clear no answer was expected, and none was given.

Emma looked dazzling in a tiny black dress that plunged low at the chest, her cleavage spilling generously into the open air. Her legs were long and toned, wrapped in stockings that shimmered faintly under the dim lights. Mike caught himself wondering—were they full stockings with garters, or just thigh-highs? Either way, his cock stirred at the thought.

Chris, meanwhile, had gone casual like Mike, in shorts and a red collared shirt, though there was still an energy about him that spoke to what had happened upstairs.

“Should we swing by reception, see if there’s any chance they’ve got a room for us?” Chris asked hopefully as he slid into his chair.

“Oh, we already did.” Leah’s voice was smooth, final. “Still absolutely nothing.”

Mike opened his mouth to add something, but Leah’s foot nudged sharply into his shin beneath the table. He swallowed his words, disguising the noise with a quick cough and a sip of his drink.

The four of them ordered appetizers—house salads, steamed mussels, and another round of drinks. Mike, finally free of boat duty, ordered stronger than usual, intent on making up for the sober hours he’d endured earlier.

When the food came, they clinked glasses. “To a weekend on the lake,” Leah toasted. Everyone echoed her, laughter and the sound of glassware ringing out over the hum of the restaurant.

The mussels were excellent—tender, cooked perfectly in a spicy red broth. They shared them with chunks of crusty bread, tearing and dipping, the food warming them and adding to the heady haze of alcohol and attraction.

It was in the middle of this that Mike felt it. A foot, sliding softly across his ankle, tracing circles over the top of his toes. He nearly choked on his drink, assuming it was Leah, and let his own foot nudge back in playful reply.

But the texture was wrong. The touch was unmistakably stocking-clad. Leah’s feet were bare.

Mike’s chest tightened as the truth sank in. Emma.

He gulped down half his drink in one go, trying to mask the flush rising in his cheeks. Every instinct told him to pull back. But then, a buzz on his wrist—his watch lighting up with a new message. From Leah.

Go with it.

No other context. Just three words, sharp and permissive. His mind reeled. She knew. She was watching. She was probably doing the same thing to Chris under the table.

The foot continued its slow, deliberate path. Up his shin. Past his knee. His thigh twitched as the pressure increased, creeping higher. He glanced across the table—Emma’s face was serene, her lips pursed around her drink, but her eyes flicked to his just long enough to confirm what he already knew.

Mike’s cock hardened fast, pushing against the inside of his shorts. His mind screamed confusion—was this part of the rules? What rules even existed anymore?

Go with it. Leah’s words echoed in his head as the stockinged toes pressed firmly against his erection. His cock jerked under the touch, betraying him with a twitch that made him suck in a sharp breath.

Mike cleared his throat and forced out another fake cough. “Dropped my fork,” he muttered, letting the silverware clatter onto the floor. He slid from his chair, ducking under the table.

The sight that greeted him almost knocked the air from his lungs.

Leah’s bare foot was pressed firmly against Chris’s crotch, massaging the thick bulge straining at his shorts. Chris’s hand twitched against his napkin, his jaw tight, but he made no move to stop her. The look on his face—part concentration, part surrender—told Mike exactly how much he was enjoying it.

Mike sucked in a sharp breath, reaching for his fork with a trembling hand. That was when he caught the movement across from him.

Emma.

Her legs spread slightly, knees tilting outward just enough for him to see. The hem of her black dress rose higher, baring her thighs, and between them glowed the unmistakable flash of red lace. A thong, clinging tightly to her pussy lips, the fabric wet and shiny where it pressed into her.

As if that wasn’t enough, her hand slid down casually, fingers parting the lace and slipping underneath. She rubbed herself slowly, deliberately, her thumb circling her clit while she stared straight ahead, never acknowledging what she was doing—or who was watching.

Mike held his breath, cock straining, the blood pounding in his ears. Then—bang. He smacked his head against the underside of the table as he sat up too fast, almost knocking his drink over.

“What the heck is going on?” he thought wildly, pulse hammering. He was confused, dazed, but more turned on than he had ever been in his life.

Their main courses arrived, breaking the spell. Plates of seafood—halibut, salmon—alongside tenderloins and sides were set between them, shared family-style. For a few moments, conversation returned to normal, everyone passing dishes, tearing bread, pretending nothing unusual was happening.

Then it started again.

The foot.

It slid into his lap with zero hesitation this time, rubbing directly against his cock, pressing and teasing through the thin fabric of his shorts. Mike froze, fork halfway to his mouth. Then he leaned back in his chair, letting it happen.

He’d never considered foot play before, never thought of it as anything but a joke. But now, with alcohol coursing through him, the golden light of sunset spilling across the lake, and Emma staring at her drink like nothing was happening—God, it was exquisite. Every nerve in his body buzzed. His cock pulsed helplessly against the firm press of her toes and arch, heat surging through him in waves.

He clenched his jaw, fighting to keep from groaning aloud. The longer it went on, the more he thought about Leah—about what she must be feeling under the table at the exact same time.

After a few minutes, the pressure disappeared. Mike exhaled, chest rising and falling, thinking it was over.

Then he looked up.

Emma was watching him. Not openly—just a sidelong glance, the faintest curve of a smile at her lips. Then she leaned back in her chair, parting her thighs again, waiting.

The message was clear.

Mike swallowed hard, grabbed his gin, and took a long, burning swallow. Now or never, he thought. His cock twitched as he slid forward in his chair, his mind flashing to Leah. He could practically feel her giving Chris the same attention across the table.

This wasn’t random. This was planned. The girls had schemed this together.

Obviously.

Mike slipped off his flip-flop under the table, heart pounding as he slid his bare foot onto what he knew had to be Emma’s knee. He paused there, testing her, waiting for a sharp look or the brush of her hand batting him away.

Nothing.

Emboldened, he pressed further, silently thanking Leah for insisting they’d both had pedicures before the trip. His toes slid along silky skin, then lace. Warm, damp lace. Emma’s legs shifted almost instantly, spreading beneath the tablecloth to give him better access.

His breath caught as he pushed against her folds, massaging her pussy lips through the thin barrier. The texture of the lace under his foot felt unexpectedly intoxicating, every press making his cock strain harder against his shorts. Emma tilted her head slightly, and when her eyes met his, there was no mistaking the look that crossed them—lust, soft and heavy. Her lips parted, her face relaxing as if she were giving herself over to the sensation.

She spread wider still, until he was massaging her entire pussy, toes pressing against the mound, heel nudging low against her entrance. Her eyes fluttered half-closed as she leaned into her drink, sucking slowly on the straw. It was almost obscene, the way she took it between her lips, cheeks hollowing slightly as though it were a miniature cock.

Mike’s skin prickled with heat. He risked a glance around the restaurant, panic rising—what if the waitress noticed, what if someone passed by? His foot worked her clit again, and Emma’s body responded with a small jerk that nearly made him groan aloud.

When the waitress returned to ask about dessert, Mike yanked his foot back, his chest tight. Emma straightened smoothly, composure sliding back over her like a mask. She ordered a New York cheesecake for the table, her voice calm and steady, while her flushed cheeks told another story.

Then came the clink of silver on tile.

“Ooops,” Emma said with false sweetness. “I dropped my fork too.”

“I’ll get it,” Mike said quickly, hoping for another stolen glance at her panties. He ducked, but she was already gone—sliding beneath the table herself, onto her knees.

A second later, his world tilted.

Her hand was on him. Not Leah’s familiar touch, not the comfort of decades of marriage, but Emma’s fingers wrapping around his cock through the fabric of his shorts, massaging him slowly. The shock of it nearly made him jolt upright.

Mike swallowed hard, his skin buzzing. This wasn’t just a different woman—it was Emma, in public, while Leah was across from him likely stroking Chris under the same table. The thrill and the wrongness of it tangled together until his cock twitched violently in her grip.

She stroked him with casual confidence, her movements hidden but unmistakable. His pulse thundered, sweat pricking at his temples. It was just her hand—just pressure through fabric—but it felt incredible, more dangerous and illicit than anything he’d experienced before. His body was coiled so tight he was seconds away from losing control.

And then, just as abruptly, it stopped.

“Got it,” Emma said cheerfully as she slid back into her chair, holding the fork between her fingers like nothing had happened.

Mike sat frozen, struggling to steady his breathing. Relief washed through him—because if she’d kept going, he would have exploded right there under the table. And the last thing he wanted was to stand up in a crowded restaurant with a wet patch staining his shorts.

Things slipped back toward normal as they lingered over dessert, sharing bites of New York cheesecake and finishing with small cups of espresso. The table was cleared, glasses emptied, and laughter softened into the warm haze of evening.

Eventually Leah dabbed at her lips with her napkin and pushed her chair back. “Restroom,” she announced lightly, rising from the table.

Emma was on her feet almost instantly. “I’ll come too,” she said with a grin, and the two women disappeared together into the crowd.

The moment they were out of earshot, Chris leaned in, lowering his voice. “So… did the same thing happen to you that happened to me?”

Mike’s heart gave a jolt. He hesitated, then nodded. “Yup.”

Chris let out a quiet laugh, almost disbelieving. “Are you… are you OK with it?”

Mike gave a slow exhale, swirling the last of his espresso. “I am if you are. God, it felt good.”

“Yeah,” Chris admitted, his lips quirking into a grin. “Me too.”

Mike leaned back, the memory flashing through him again—the unmistakable feel of Emma’s stocking under his bare foot, the way she’d opened herself for him. His cock stirred just thinking about it. “I’m not sure how far this thing is going,” he admitted, “but so far? I’m totally OK. Never better, in fact.”

Chris chuckled, nodding in agreement.

The last streaks of sunlight slipped behind the hills outside, painting the windows in fading gold. As they sat there, the bustle of the restaurant softening around them, a strange sense of calm settled over Mike. For the first time all day, he wasn’t worried. Just eager.

The girls returned with a whoosh of perfume and energy. “Let’s explore,” Leah announced brightly, sliding her arm through Chris’s with casual confidence. She tugged him toward the door before anyone could protest.

Mike raised an eyebrow, catching her eye for just a second. There was a spark there, a silent reassurance that she knew exactly what she was doing. He didn’t say a word.

“Looks like it’s you and me then,” Mike said, turning toward Emma. He offered his hand. She slipped hers into his without hesitation, her grip soft but firm, her smile easy.

They strolled along the lake shore, the evening air cooling against their skin. The water rippled under the fading moonlight, a chorus of crickets humming from the trees. Each step sent shocks of excitement through Mike’s body, twined with a sharp pang of jealousy. His wife was ahead with another man, arm in arm. He told himself it was just hand-holding—innocent, harmless—but the thought still burned in his chest.

Emma moved closer, her shoulder brushing his. The thin fabric of her black dress pressed into him, and with each step he felt the warm slope of her breast drag against his arm. Her tits were larger than Leah’s, fuller, heavier, and the firm press of them through the lace bra she’d shown him earlier sent heat rushing straight to his cock.

It throbbed inside his shorts, straining against the fabric until he was sure it would tear free.

Mike drew her tighter against him, unable to resist, inhaling the faint sweetness of her perfume—floral with a bite of something sharp. Emma didn’t pull away. If anything, she leaned in, her body pliant against his.

He had no idea how far Leah planned to take things tonight, no idea what lines were about to be crossed. But in that moment, with Emma pressed warmly against his side, the night stretched before him like a promise.

He was in exquisite agony, every nerve lit, wishing the evening would never end.

“Let’s go in the lake,” Leah’s voice carried back to them, playful and reckless. Mike squinted through the dusk; she and Chris were already at the water’s edge. For a moment he thought—no, he swore—they’d been kissing. He didn’t say anything, but Emma must have seen it too; he felt her body stiffen against his arm.

“But we don’t have swimsuits,” Mike called back, trying to sound light, though his pulse quickened. “What are you saying—skinny dipping?” The words felt surreal. They hadn’t done anything like that since college.

“Nope,” Leah shot back without hesitation. “I’m going in like this.” She laughed, hitching her dress higher as she made a beeline for the water.

Mike blinked. What the hell? Emma was already slipping free of his arm, following after them with no hesitation. For a second he stood frozen, the rational part of him screaming about wet clothes, walking through the resort dripping afterward. But then the rush of the evening—the alcohol, the looks, the teasing—swept that thought away. He wasn’t going to be the one left behind.

He kicked off his shoes and jogged to catch up, the warm water creeping up his legs as he waded in. By the time it reached his chest, the sensation was intoxicating—the cling of wet fabric against his skin, the press of Emma just ahead of him, her dress plastering itself to every curve. The lake smelled faintly of algae and summer air, the moonlight streaking silver across its rippling surface.

He caught up to Emma and slipped his arms around her from behind. She gave a little gasp, then leaned back into him, her body soft and warm beneath the wet fabric. Mike pressed his face into her damp hair, inhaling her perfume, his hands exploring her waist as she relaxed against him. His cock, swollen and aching, throbbed as the water made her dress cling tighter still.

Ahead, Leah and Chris were chest-deep, facing one another. There was no ambiguity now. They were kissing—openly, hungrily.

Fuck it, Mike thought, heat flooding through him. Let’s see where this goes.

He turned Emma in his arms. She met his eyes for a breathless second, then leaned in, her lips crashing into his. For the first time in twelve years, he was kissing a woman who wasn’t his wife. Her lips were different than Leah’s—plumper, fuller, more insistent. She tasted faintly of vodka and lime.

The kiss deepened, becoming urgent, their tongues tangling as if they’d been waiting all day for this moment. Emma moaned softly into his mouth, then climbed up into his lap, wrapping her legs around him. The heat of her crotch ground against his erection through the soaked fabric, and Mike nearly groaned aloud.

The half-moon was climbing over the dark hills, the water lapping around them as if urging them closer. His entire body was on fire, every nerve alight with need.

Feeling bold, he slid his hand upward, cupping Emma’s breast through the clinging dress. Her nipple was already hard, pressing against the wet fabric. He kneaded gently, then more firmly, marveling at the fullness in his palm.

She wasn’t wearing a bra.

“Bite it,” Emma whispered, her breath hot against his ear.

Mike’s cock throbbed as he yanked down the front of her soaked dress, baring her breast to the moonlight. He took her nipple into his mouth, rolling it between his lips, then scraping it lightly with his teeth.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, her hips grinding harder into him. “Keep going.”

Water rippled around them, the sounds of their kisses mixing with her breathy cries. Mike’s head spun. Was she really going to cum like this—fully clothed, clinging to him in the middle of the lake? Was Leah okay with this? Was he? The questions churned, but his body gave him no choice. He couldn’t stop if he wanted to.

Her pussy pressed insistently against his cock through the thin, soaked fabric, every grind sending sparks up his spine. At this point, the only thing keeping them from fucking outright was the flimsy barrier of waterlogged clothes.

“Oh—yes… oh, God…” Emma gasped, her voice breaking as her whole body shuddered. Her thighs clenched around him, her hips jerking against his as wave after wave of pleasure rippled through her.

Mike froze for a heartbeat in awe, then doubled down, teasing her nipple between his teeth, sucking harder as she writhed against him.

“Please, don’t stop,” she begged, nails digging into his shoulders.

“I’m not stopping,” he growled, his mouth locked to her breast while his hands roamed her back, her ass, dragging her harder against his aching cock.

Her orgasm wracked her body until she finally slumped against him, panting, damp hair clinging to her face. “Oh God,” she whispered, chest heaving. “I wasn’t expecting it to feel so good.”

Mike hadn’t been either. He held her tightly, his own arousal raging, his thoughts spinning wildly. What the hell are we doing? Is my marriage still intact?

That was when a soft voice brushed his ear.

“Having fun?”

Mike jerked his head around. Leah and Chris were right there in the water, so close he hadn’t heard them approach. His heart lurched, but Leah didn’t look angry. Far from it—her lips curled into a sly smile, her eyes glittering in the moonlight.

For the first time that night, Mike let himself wonder what she and Chris had been doing out here on their own. They were still dressed, clothes clinging wetly to their bodies… but that didn’t mean nothing had happened.

The moment splintered. They all drifted apart, the heat dissipating into playful splashes and laughter as they wrestled in the shallows. Dresses slipped down in the chaos, exposing breasts to the moonlight before being tugged back up; hands darted out beneath the water, grabbing hips and asses, sending squeals echoing across the lake.

The intimacy was suspended for now, replaced by roughhousing and laughter, though the charged air lingered just beneath the surface.

Mike was oddly grateful for the reprieve. What had just happened with Emma was wildly erotic—more than he could have imagined. And as they all splashed and played in the moonlit lake, the gnawing guilt began to fade. Little by little, the wrongness was giving way to something else entirely.

Eventually the chill set in. The four of them waded back to the shore, shivering, waterlogged clothes clinging to their skin. That was when the flaw in Leah’s plan became obvious—no towels, no way to dry off. The evening breeze turned their damp clothes into ice against their bodies.

“Fuck it,” Leah said suddenly, peeling her dress over her head in one smooth motion. She stood there grinning, wearing nothing but a bra and a thong that left little to the imagination. “Last one back to the cabin’s a loser.”

Mike’s jaw slackened. Was she serious? Running through the resort like this, half-naked, breasts bouncing, asses bare under the moonlight? His cock twitched at the thought, the absurdity only making it hotter.

“Well, it’ll warm us up,” he muttered, yanking off his shirt and kicking away his shorts.

Whoops and laughter rang out as they bolted across the grounds, their wet feet slapping against the stone path. Emma’s dress plastered to her curves, clinging to every line of her body. She had no bra on, and she laughed as she clutched her bouncing breasts with one arm, her hair streaming behind her.

By the time they burst through the cabin door, Mike was breathless, his chest heaving, his blood on fire. The shivers were gone—replaced with raw adrenaline and lust.

Leah and Chris had beaten them, slamming the door open ahead of the others, stumbling inside in a tangle of limbs.

“That was… crazy,” Mike gasped, collapsing onto the bed with Emma beside him. The mattress dipped under their combined weight, damp clothes soaking into the sheets.

Another bottle of champagne was waiting on the nightstand, as if someone had planned it all along. Chris reached for it, raising his brows. “I guess we’re staying over after all,” he said, voice tentative. “Look—we don’t mean to intrude. We can give you guys space if you want.”

“Nonsense,” Leah cut in before Mike could speak. She was already tugging Chris toward the bathroom, her thong riding high as she bent to snatch up two glasses. “I need another shower now.”

She leaned in close as she passed Mike, her lips brushing his ear, her voice low and deliberate. “Have fun. Only soft stuff.”

Then the bathroom door slammed shut, leaving Mike and Emma alone with the champagne, the air thick with heat and expectation.

Mike stood frozen, his mind reeling. His wife—his Leah—who had never once shown interest in another man, was behind a closed bathroom door with Chris. Not just flirting, not just teasing, but gone, after doing God only knew what with him out in the lake. And he’d let it happen. He hadn’t said a word.

What the hell is happening to us?

Half of him wanted to slam the door open, to drag her back out. The other half… the other half was harder than he’d ever been in his life. The sight of her with Chris, the way she’d whispered only soft stuff in his ear—it had left him burning. Were they pushing too far, too fast? Could their marriage survive this?

“I’m starting to get cold again,” came a low, teasing voice behind him.

Emma.

Her full breasts pressed into his back as her arms slid around his waist, her warmth and perfume erasing his spiraling doubts in a single touch.

“Well, we can’t have that,” Mike murmured, his cock twitching violently.

“Just soft stuff, right?” Emma’s hand slipped down, bold and certain, wrapping around the thick outline of his erection through his damp shorts. Her grip made him groan, his hips jerking helplessly forward.

“That’s what the lady said,” he managed, his voice rough. He leaned back into her, surrendering.

“Well,” she whispered against his ear, her breath hot, “I think it’s your turn.”

Before he could answer, she tugged him backward toward the bed, pushing him down onto the mattress. Mike went willingly, lifting his hips as she hooked her fingers into his waistband and slid his shorts away. His cock sprang free, flushed and straining, as Emma’s hungry eyes drank him in.

“I think soft stuff includes mouths, doesn’t it?” she breathed, already lowering herself between his legs.

And then her lips were on him.

Warm. Silken. Relentless.

Mike’s head fell back, his eyes rolling shut as Emma’s mouth slid down his length. Her lips sealed tight around him, her tongue flicking and swirling, her throat opening to take him deeper. Every stroke of her mouth was exquisite, every wet pull sending lightning through his body.

Her breasts pressed against his thighs, soft and heavy, trapping him between her warmth and her suction. He gripped the sheets, every nerve on fire.

He had so much built up inside him—hours of teasing, of watching, of imagining—that he already felt dangerously close to losing it.

God, I’m not going to last…

Emma worked him with a mix of mouth and hand, her lips sliding wetly down his shaft before pulling back to stroke him, then sinking lower again. The sloppy rhythm had Mike groaning, his hips jerking up toward her face despite himself.

Leah sometimes let him fuck her throat, using her mouth like a pussy, and Mike always loved the rawness of it. He didn’t know how far Emma was willing to go, so he kept himself restrained, thrusting gently instead of the hard, reckless pace he craved. Still, the sight of her lips stretched around his cock, the faint gag in her throat as she took him deeper—God, it was incredible.

For a fleeting second his mind flicked to the bathroom, to Leah and Chris behind the closed door, and the possibilities of what they might be doing. The thought was enough to make his cock twitch, but he shoved it away. Right now, all that mattered was Emma’s mouth on him, the heat of her tongue and the way she moaned softly with every inch she took.

The pressure built far too quickly. His balls tightened, his stomach clenched. He groaned, fisting the sheets. I can’t hold this…

He sat up abruptly, pulling himself from her lips with a wet pop. Emma looked up, startled, her eyes wide and lips glistening.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, her voice husky, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

Mike shook his head, chest heaving. “Nothing. Everything’s… too right. You’re going to make me cum if you keep going, and I’ve got a feeling tonight’s nowhere near over.”

A slow, wicked smile spread across Emma’s face. “So you want to save it,” she murmured, licking her lips.

“Exactly.”

Without another word she lay back across the bed, her dress clinging to her body, her chest rising and falling with anticipation.

Mike reached for the champagne bottle on the nightstand, pouring a stream of bubbles across her neck, her cleavage, the soft curves of her breasts. She gasped as the cold liquid splashed against her hot skin, droplets racing down between her tits and across her stomach.

Emma gasped as the champagne splashed over her chest, the cold fizzing across her heated skin. She gave a little whoosh of surprise, but Mike could already tell she was going to like this—just like she had in the lake.

He lowered his mouth, lapping up the rivulets as they trailed between her breasts. At first she giggled, the bubbles tickling under his tongue, but her laughter melted into a sigh as he rolled his tongue over her nipples. He sucked them, teasing, before letting his teeth graze across the hardened peaks.

Her breath hitched.

Encouraged, Mike bit again, gently at first, then harder, watching her reaction. With Leah, he knew exactly how far he could push—their years together had mapped every gasp and moan, every place she loved a little pain. With Emma, he had only minutes of experience and the heady thrill of not knowing how much was too much.

Her sighs deepened into moans, her back arching as his mouth alternated between rough bites and wet, hungry kisses. He pressed his lips to hers hard, crushing champagne-slick kisses onto her mouth, tasting the sweet tang of bubbles as he forced his tongue between her lips. Each time he pulled back, more droplets transferred from his tongue to hers.

The heat between them built fast under the dim bedside lamp. Mike’s hips rolled against her almost unconsciously, his cock grinding into the thin barrier of her thong. The lace was soaked, clinging to her swollen lips, and every movement felt like a cruel tease—like one thrust would be enough to break every promise Leah had whispered at the bathroom door.

Soft stuff only. Soft stuff only, he reminded himself, even as his cock pulsed insistently against her.

Emma’s thighs spread wider, her hips rocking up to meet his grind, until her panty-covered pussy was sliding wetly against him. His restraint felt like it was fraying by the second.

When the champagne trails were gone, Mike lifted his head, breathing heavily as he hovered over her. “You like a little pain mixed with your pleasure, huh?” His voice was low, almost a growl.

For a heartbeat she hesitated, and in the dim light he couldn’t tell if she was blushing. Then she met his gaze, her lips curling into a faint smile. “Only a little… and only with the right person.”

The words made his cock twitch against her. He prayed he was that right person—or at least right enough in this moment. Leah often teased him the same way, moaning you love to hurt me, huh? as he spanked her ass, bit her nipples, slapped her tits. He wasn’t about to leap straight into that with Emma. But the thought that she wanted it—the possibility that she might welcome it—was like pouring gasoline on a fire already roaring inside him.

“I guess they must have been extra dirty in there,” Emma said with a little laugh, nodding toward the still-closed bathroom door.

“Yeah,” Mike chuckled, though the sound was tight in his throat. He hesitated, then asked, “Are you… are you really okay with what’s happening? I’ve never done anything like this before.”

Emma’s eyes softened. “Us either,” she admitted. “I’m nervous, and yeah—part of me is jealous. But…” She let out a shaky breath, her fingers tracing lightly over his chest. “It feels so good. I swear my body’s been on fire all day.”

“Same,” Mike murmured, his voice low. The bathroom door stayed shut, no sound of movement behind it. If Leah and Chris were still lost in their shower, then he had more time — time he wasn’t about to waste.

He eased Emma back onto the bed, kissing his way down her body. His lips lingered over the swell of her breasts, teasing each nipple until they peaked hard against his tongue, then trailed lower over her stomach. Her skin was warm and smooth beneath his mouth, tasting faintly of champagne and sweat.

She wasn’t the sculpted, gym-toned type, and Mike found that only made her more intoxicating. Her belly had a faint softness to it, the small curve of a pooch she probably tried to hide, maybe even resented. But to him, it was perfect—evidence of the woman she was, the mother she’d been, and it made his cock throb with desire.

“Is this okay?” he asked, pausing as his fingers hooked into the waistband of her thong. His voice carried a seriousness under the heat, an invitation to stop if she wanted.

Emma nodded quickly, her eyes dark with hunger. She raised her hips, offering herself to him as he peeled the soaked lace down her thighs, dragging it slowly over her knees, then slipping it from her ankles.

Her pussy came into view, slick and glistening under the dim lamplight. Mike sucked in a sharp breath. Leah always kept herself perfectly bare—waxed every six weeks at his insistence—but Emma was different. Her lips were smooth, but above them was a neat strip of hair, trimmed into a soft landing strip. He’d guessed it earlier, caught glimpses of it in the lake, but seeing it now, so close, made his cock ache.

“Fuck, that’s beautiful,” he groaned, leaning down. He ran his tongue deliberately over the strip, savoring the texture of the fine hair against his mouth.

Emma gasped and pushed her hips into him, but Mike pulled back, a teasing grin tugging at his lips. He wasn’t going to give her what she wanted just yet.

“Please,” Emma whispered, her voice shaky, needy.

Mike almost gave in, but he wanted to draw this out. Instead of diving where she wanted him, he dragged the flat of his tongue along the crease where her thigh met her body, broad slow strokes that made her squirm. He deliberately avoided her lips, avoided her clit, letting the tension coil tighter inside her.

It struck him then—how often, with Leah, he’d slipped into shortcuts. A few perfunctory licks to get her wet before moving to penetration. But this—this teasing, this focus on every reaction—reminded him what real attention could do. He silently vowed not to take Leah’s pleasure for granted again.

Emma whimpered softly, her hips twitching as he inched closer. He licked around the outside of her folds, circling, brushing just near enough to make her tremble. Finally, when her fingers dug into the sheets, he gave one long, deliberate lick straight up her lips, his tongue grazing her clit at the top.

Emma gasped, a broken moan spilling from her throat as her body arched upward. Her taste was sweet and musky, intoxicating. Mike gave her three more slow, lingering licks, then buried himself fully against her. He frantically licked her inner lips, driving his tongue as deep as he could, swirling and probing, desperate to push her over the edge.

Her thighs clamped around his head, her voice breaking into a stream of soft cries, and Mike wondered if she was about to cum again.

That’s when a voice broke through the haze.

“I see we’re both enjoying ourselves.”

Mike jolted, freezing in place.

Leah was standing over them. Her hand came down in a playful swat against his ass. His heart lurched, waiting for anger, accusation—something.

But Leah only smiled down at them, her voice sultry. “Don’t stop on our account.”

Then, without hesitation, her hand slipped lower, cupping his balls with a possessive squeeze, her fingers stroking the base of his thick erection as it pressed against the sheets.

“I bet you’d like to fuck her, wouldn’t you?” Leah’s voice was low, teasing, her hand stroking firmly along Mike’s length as his tongue worked hungrily between Emma’s thighs.

Mike groaned against Emma’s pussy, the vibration making her gasp. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them in the “come-hither” motion Leah loved so much. He had no idea if he’d found the exact spot, but from the way Emma cried out and bucked up against his hand, he knew he was close enough.

Leah leaned in, her breath hot against his ear as she whispered, “Wouldn’t you like to put that hard, thick cock right inside her? Drive into her pussy, feel her clench around you while she moans for more?”

Mike’s hips jerked helplessly at her words, Leah’s strokes keeping him on the edge while Emma writhed against his mouth and fingers.

Leah tightened her grip on him and purred, “You want it, don’t you? To fuck her hard while I watch you lose control?”

“Yes…” Mike managed to squeak out, his voice raw, every nerve firing like a live wire.

“Well, you can,” Leah murmured, her hand still stroking him, “if Emma’s okay with it.”

From the way Emma was writhing beneath his fingers, it looked like she’d say yes to anything right now—even if the whole damn football team lined up.

Emma’s head rolled back, her breath shaky. “Only if it’s okay with Chris,” she whispered, voice hoarse with arousal.

Chris’s nod was short, tight, but clear enough. Permission granted.

That was all Mike needed.

Leah’s hand slid deliberately down his cock, and he felt the roll of latex. His heart lurched. A condom. They hadn’t used one in years—not since before his vasectomy. Leah must have thought ahead, must have wanted this, even planned for it. The thought nearly undid him.

She met his eyes, her gaze steady, almost daring. “Well,” she said softly, “I guess this is it.”

Mike groaned as he pressed the head of his cock along the length of Emma’s soaked slit. She was drenched, the slick heat guiding him as Leah’s hand kept him steady. Then she tilted him into position, lining him up perfectly.

Mike thrust in one long, hungry stroke. Emma gasped, her lips stretching around him, her body yielding with almost no resistance. She was so wet, so ready, that he slid into her like he belonged there.

Emma let out a low sigh, her nails digging into the sheets as her body welcomed him.

The physical sensation wasn’t wildly different from being inside Leah—if anything, Leah’s body gripped him tighter from her years of kegel exercises. But that hardly mattered. What made Mike’s head spin, what made his chest pound, was the raw novelty of it—the staggering, forbidden thrill of fucking someone else’s wife with his own watching and urging him on.

It was almost too much.

Leah leaned in and kissed him, her lips urgent, her tongue slipping against his. Mike froze for half a heartbeat as the taste hit him—musky, salty, unmistakably male. She had just finished with Chris, and now he was tasting another man’s cock on his wife’s breath.

Instead of repulsing him, the realization sent a jolt straight to his cock. He groaned into her mouth and drove harder into Emma, his thrusts finding a steady rhythm. Beneath him, Emma moaned and arched, clutching at his back, her body clenching tightly around him.

“Come here, stud,” Leah purred, breaking from the kiss to glance over her shoulder at Chris. By now he was rolling on a condom, his thick shaft jutting proudly from his fist. Leah dropped forward onto her hands, spreading her legs wide, presenting him with her ass. Mike knew that position instantly—Leah’s favorite. Chris was about to get the view Mike had given her countless times, and the thought made his stomach twist with jealousy.

Then Chris lined up and pushed forward.

“Fuck me,” Leah growled, her voice low and feral.

Chris’s cock sank into her slowly, and Leah flinched, her breath catching as he filled her. The initial stretch, she always called it, that mix of sting and bliss that Mike had seen a hundred times. Except this time, it wasn’t his cock making her gasp—it was his friend’s.

Jealousy stabbed through him, hot and sharp. But then Mike looked down and saw Emma spread beneath him, her pussy gripping his cock, her lips parted in a moan that belonged only to him in that moment. And just like that, the jealousy burned away, replaced by a wave of raw, reckless arousal.

Leah braced herself with her ass toward Emma’s head, her face angled toward Mike. It put her close enough for him to grab her, to kiss her again, even as she was being fucked from behind. Their tongues tangled while Mike’s hands slid up her body, squeezing her breasts, pinching and tugging at her nipples until she moaned into his mouth.

Passion overtook him. He mauled her tits with rough urgency, all the while pounding into Emma, who writhed and whimpered beneath him.

It hit him then with stunning clarity—there was no undoing this. No erasing it. They were both fucking other people, and the line had been crossed forever.

You can’t unfuck that pussy, he thought, the crude truth of it sparking through him. He’d always heard swinging was the great ruiner of marriages—how jealousy and resentment seeped in, breaking couples apart. Maybe that was true. Maybe they’d regret this in the morning.

But right now, watching his wife being taken from behind while he was buried inside another woman, he didn’t care.

They would deal with feelings later. For now, all he wanted was more.

Emma’s moans filled the room as Mike drove into her, but her eyes weren’t on him anymore. They kept flicking upward, again and again, until it was obvious she wasn’t even trying to hide it. She couldn’t take her gaze off Leah—the sway of her breasts as Chris pounded her from behind, the way her nipples jutted stiff and proud, the sheen of sweat coating her flushed skin. Emma’s mouth parted, her tongue darting out to wet her lips as though she were starving.

Finally the words tumbled out, shaky at first, as if she hadn’t meant to say them out loud.
“I… I’ve always wanted to lick a girl’s pussy,” she gasped, her voice breaking between moans.

Mike’s thrusts faltered. Chris even slowed, glancing up. For a heartbeat the room held its breath.

Then Leah turned, catching Emma’s hungry gaze. A slow, knowing smile curved across her lips. “Well, sweetheart,” she purred, easing herself off Chris’s cock with a wet slap, “you’re in luck.” She prowled forward on her hands, glistening body sliding over Emma’s, until she hovered above her face, her thighs framing Emma’s head. Her eyes gleamed with wicked promise. “It’s been years since I fucked a woman.”

Emma’s breath hitched, her eyes going wide. “I… I don’t know if I’ll be any good,” she stammered, voice trembling.

Leah smirked, lowering herself an inch closer, her pussy dripping and glistening above Emma’s lips. “Trust me, darling. You’ll be just fine.”

Tentatively, Emma lifted her head, her tongue darting out for the first tentative stroke. Just a flick, a nervous brush across Leah’s slit.

Leah’s reaction was instant—a guttural moan ripped from her throat, her head tipping back. “Ohhhh, fuck, yes. God, I’ve missed this.” She ground forward slightly, rewarding Emma with a fresh taste of her arousal.

Encouraged, Emma licked again, longer this time, her tongue dragging slowly from Leah’s entrance up to her clit. Her hands, which had been clenching the sheets, came up uncertainly to Leah’s thighs, gripping them for balance. She moaned softly into Leah’s pussy, the sound vibrating against her lips.

“Mmmm, that’s it,” Leah groaned, rolling her hips to chase the tongue. “Don’t be shy, baby. Lick me. Make me cum.”

Emma whimpered against her, her tongue growing bolder, circling Leah’s clit now, then darting lower to taste her more deeply. Every sound Leah made seemed to fuel her, each moan making her move faster, more eagerly.

“Ohhh fuck… yes, right there,” Leah gasped, her hands fisting in Emma’s hair, tugging gently as she ground down harder. “God, a woman’s tongue just knows. Knows exactly what another girl needs.”

Her moans grew louder, rawer, her body rocking against Emma’s face. Then she giggled breathlessly, glancing down at Emma’s heaving chest. “Mmm, funny thing… the last girl who did this to me had massive tits too.” She gasped as Emma’s tongue flicked her clit again, harder. “I guess I’ve got a type with girls!”

By now Emma wasn’t nervous anymore—she was ravenous. She moaned as she licked, her tongue plunging and circling with a feverish intensity, her hands sliding around to grip Leah’s ass. With a sudden, desperate growl, she grabbed Leah’s cheeks and pulled her down hard, burying Leah’s pussy against her mouth.

Leah cried out, her hips jerking, her body shuddering as she rode Emma’s face, her moans filling the room with shameless pleasure.

The men had never witnessed anything like it—not live, not inches away. Leah sat astride Emma’s face like a queen taking her throne, her thighs spread wide, grinding shamelessly down on her. Emma clutched at Leah’s hips, fingers digging in as she held her in place, her muffled cries of effort vibrating against Leah’s pussy. Every movement was raw, primal, without a hint of gentleness—just a woman ravenous to taste another, and another reveling in being devoured.

Mike’s cock twitched violently at the sight. Leah wasn’t playing coy or easing Emma in—she was using her. Riding her tongue with abandon, moaning, throwing her head back as her body rocked. Emma, for her part, had gone from tentative flicks to full, desperate devotion. Her moans, though muffled, were constant—hungry little growls that betrayed how much she was getting off on this herself. Her nails dug into Leah’s ass, pulling her down harder, her tongue chasing every movement, eager to drink in more.

Mike knew Leah’s body too well not to spot what was coming. Her chest flushed dark pink, her nipples hardened to little stones, and her legs began to tremble against Emma’s cheeks. He couldn’t stop himself—he reached up, grasping her tits hard, rolling her nipples between his fingers.

“I’m… cummmiiiiiing!” Leah wailed, her voice cracking as the orgasm ripped through her. She bucked violently against Emma’s mouth, shuddering so hard that Mike had to hold her steady by her breasts. Her thighs clamped tight around Emma’s head, grinding down into her face as wave after wave tore through her.

Emma’s muffled moan vibrated against her pussy, as though she were savoring every spasm, and her hips writhed against the sheets as if she were on the verge of cumming herself just from giving.

Leah’s climax stretched on and on, until finally her strength gave way and she collapsed forward, body still twitching with aftershocks. She slumped down on Emma’s chest, breathless, hair sticking to her flushed face.

There was a pause, the air thick with the scent of sex and sweat—then, almost absurdly, they all burst into laughter.

“That was fantastic,” they said in unison, the words tumbling out at once.

The accidental chorus set them off again, giggles bubbling up until they were sprawled in a heap, bodies tangled, the tension broken by the sheer outrageousness of what they had just done.

“What now?” Mike asked, his voice rough. The desperate edge of his need to cum had dulled after being out of the action, but his cock still throbbed painfully hard.

Emma’s eyes flicked to him, wild and hungry. “I want you to fuck my face,” she said without hesitation, then added breathlessly, “while Leah licks my pussy.”

Mike blinked. He wasn’t about to argue—and no one else spoke up either. The idea hit the room like a live wire.

Emma slid back onto the bed, dangling her head over the edge, her throat exposed, lips parted in invitation.

“Ready?” Mike asked, holding his cock in hand.

She nodded, and he eased himself between her lips. He started slow, letting her adjust, but with every bob of her throat, he grew bolder. Their earlier play had given him confidence—he knew now how far he could push her.

He fed her inch after inch, watching in awe as her mouth stretched around his thickness. He wasn’t long, but his girth could sometimes make deepthroating a challenge. Tonight, though, Emma seemed determined.

Leah, taking the cue, lowered herself between Emma’s legs, spreading her folds with practiced fingers before dragging her tongue over her clit. Emma’s muffled groan vibrated around Mike’s cock, nearly making his knees buckle.

Mike groaned and pushed deeper, withdrawing almost to the tip before thrusting forward again, splitting Emma’s lips wide. She gagged, coughed, then recovered, her throat working as she took him deeper.

“Oh, fuck yes…” Mike hissed, his cock sliding further until her lips kissed the base of his shaft. The sight of her throat bulging around him nearly undid him.

Leah gasped suddenly as Chris slid into her from behind, his cock stretching her open once more. She moaned into Emma’s pussy, the sound vibrating against Emma’s clit while Mike’s cock filled her mouth completely.

“Godddd,” Leah groaned, grinding back against Chris while her tongue flicked over Emma’s swollen clit, her voice muffled but dripping with pleasure.

Mike thrust steadily into Emma’s throat, his cock stretching her lips wide as Leah worked eagerly between her legs.

Leah pulled back for a breath, her face glistening with Emma’s arousal. “Mmm… God, I’ve missed this,” she moaned, licking her lips. “Missed the taste of pussy on my tongue. And you—” she gave Emma’s landing strip a playful flick with her tongue “—you’re the first girl I’ve gone down on who isn’t totally bare. I kinda love it.”

Emma’s muffled moan vibrated around Mike’s cock, her hips jerking.

Leah smirked up at her. “You’re soaked already. Maybe I should make you cum on my tongue…”

Even with Mike’s shaft filling her throat, Emma managed a breathless, gagging laugh. “Oh? Are you sure you’re good enough?”

Leah’s eyes flared wickedly. “Good enough? I’ll make you cum so hard you forget your own name.”

Then she dove back in. Her tongue lashed Emma’s clit in rapid, relentless strokes, her fingers curling hard against her G-spot. Emma shrieked into Mike’s cock, the sound muffled but urgent, her entire body jerking as if an electric current had hit her.

Mike could feel it—the way her throat squeezed and convulsed around him as her orgasm built. Leah didn’t let up, grinding her face against her folds, moaning into her like she was starved for it.

Emma bucked wildly, her nails tearing at the sheets, her muffled cries rising higher and higher until finally they broke free—she yanked her mouth off Mike’s cock just long enough to scream.

“Ohhh fuuuuuck—God, I’m cummmming! I’m cumming so hard!”

Her whole body convulsed, legs clamping Leah’s head, hips slamming up into her face as wave after wave of orgasm wracked her. She sobbed and wailed, her voice raw, her tits bouncing under Mike’s rough grip.

When it finally eased, she collapsed back onto the bed, gasping, trembling, hair plastered to her flushed face.

“That… that was the hardest I’ve ever cum,” she blurted out, her voice ragged. Her eyes flicked instantly to Chris, panic flashing across her face. “Oh God, I—sorry, I didn’t mean—”

But Chris just smirked, still thrusting into Leah. “Don’t be sorry. Watching you lose it like that was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Emma groaned, covering her face with her hands for a second before peeking out between her fingers, still trembling. “Fuck,” she whispered. “I can’t believe how good that felt.”

Leah gave her one last slow lick before pulling back, her chin slick, her grin wicked. “Told you I was good enough.”

“Finish with me this time, lover,” Leah gasped, her voice raw, barely able to hold her focus as Chris’s long cock split her open. With a shudder, she slid herself off him, her body quivering. Chris tore off the condom with a grunt, leaving Leah flushed and glistening, her chest heaving.

She lay back on the bed and spread her legs wide, her eyes locked on Mike. He didn’t need another invitation. He positioned himself between her thighs, and suddenly it was just the two of them again—husband and wife, partners in every sense—returning to each other after everything that had happened.

Missionary. The most basic of positions, often dismissed as boring. But in that moment, after everything they’d done and seen, it was perfect. Intimate. Raw.

Electricity shot through Mike’s body as he drove into her, clutching her shoulders like she was the only thing tethering him to the earth. He slammed in and out with piston-like thrusts, his body desperate, feral, unstoppable.

“Come for me,” Leah demanded, her nails biting into his back, pulling him down so their chests pressed together. Her eyes burned into his, a mixture of command and devotion.

That was all it took.

Mike’s control shattered. Everything he’d been holding back—the teasing, the jealousy, the arousal simmering since the lake—came surging out in a white-hot wave. His cock pulsed violently as he erupted inside her, thick spurts of cum spilling into her, coating her walls.

“Fuuuck!” he groaned, thrusting deep. Again, again—every pump sent another rush of heat flooding into her. He could feel it spilling back out, slick and hot against his thighs, but he didn’t stop until his cock was twitching empty inside her.

Then the release hit him like a collapse. All the tension, all the adrenaline drained in an instant, leaving him trembling and utterly spent. He dropped onto Leah’s body, still buried in her, his face pressed into her damp neck.

Leah’s hand slid tenderly into his hair, stroking, soothing. He trailed soft kisses up her throat, over her jaw, until he finally reached her mouth. Their lips met in a long, deep kiss that was both desperate and grounding, pulling them back to each other.

“You okay?” he whispered against her lips, searching her eyes for doubt.

Leah smiled, radiant even through her sweat and dishevelment. “Never better.”

They both turned their heads to see Chris and Emma lying beside them, tangled together, lazily stroking each other’s skin. Their flushed faces and relaxed bodies made it obvious they’d already finished too.

“Well,” Chris said with a crooked grin, “I guess we won’t be needing that pullout couch after all.”

The line broke the silence, and all four of them laughed, the sound rough and giddy after everything that had just unfolded.

Gallantly, Mike shifted himself into the warm, wet mess he and Leah had made, nudging her gently toward the edge of the bed so she’d have more room. Then he curled himself against her, wrapping an arm across her stomach and pulling her close.

“I’m done,” he murmured, his voice thick with exhaustion. “See you folks in the morning.”

And just like that, with Leah’s warmth pressed against him and the soft sound of their friends breathing nearby, he let go, slipping into a passion-drunk sleep.


Awaken

Mike woke first, his eyes blinking against the thin light creeping through the blinds. For a moment he wondered if it had all been a dream—too wild, too unreal to be true. But then he looked around.

The room told the story better than any memory. Wet clothes scattered across the floor. Rumpled sheets twisted into knots. Empty champagne bottles tipped on their sides. Condoms—used and crumpled—strewn carelessly on the nightstand. The place looked less like a lakeside cabin and more like a hotel room trashed by a rock band after a three-day bender.

Beside him, Leah slept peacefully, her hair fanned across the pillow, her chest rising and falling in slow rhythm. The others were sprawled in tangled heaps on the bed, still lost in heavy, dreamless sleep.

Mike leaned close and brushed his lips against Leah’s shoulder. She stirred, blinking awake. He pressed a finger to his lips, urging her to keep quiet, then tilted his head toward the door. He didn’t regret a thing about the night before—but he needed a moment alone with her, just the two of them, without the weight of an audience.

They slipped into their clothes in silence, their movements soft and deliberate, like teenagers sneaking out before their parents could catch them. Then they slipped out the door, the morning air cool against their skin, and walked hand in hand down the quiet path toward the restaurant.

Neither spoke. They didn’t need to. Leah’s hand squeezed his tighter every few steps, a silent reassurance that whatever they had crossed into last night, she was still with him.

At the restaurant, they chose a corner table by the window. They ordered coffee—black for him—steak and eggs on his plate, French toast on hers. The waiter left them in peace, the faint clatter of dishes and low hum of other guests filling the silence.

Mike watched her across the table, studying the familiar face that somehow looked different this morning. Brighter. Looser. More dangerous, maybe. He drew in a breath, finally voicing the question he’d been carrying since he opened his eyes.

“Are you… are you okay with what happened last night?”

“Yes.” Leah’s smile was soft but certain. “It went further than I expected—much further, really. But…” she let out a breathless little laugh, shaking her head, “God, it was fantastic.”

Mike studied her, the words stirring a flicker of unease. Much further than expected? he thought. And yet, she’d somehow had condoms tucked away, ready. He let the thought go, deciding not to spoil the moment with questions she might not want to answer.

“This isn’t going to destroy us, is it?” he asked finally, his voice dropping low, a hint of worry threading through the words.

Leah reached across the table, her fingers closing over his hand. “Only if we let it,” she said firmly. Her eyes held his, clear and steady. “And I have no intention of doing that.”

Mike exhaled slowly, relief mixing with the last traces of nerves. “Me either.” He paused, searching her face, then cracked a wry smile. “So… does this make us swingers?”

Right then the waiter appeared, setting down plates of steaming steak and eggs, French toast dusted with sugar. The timing couldn’t have been worse. Mike felt his face heat, certain the guy had overheard every word.

Leah’s lips twitched, fighting a grin as she squeezed his hand again under the table.

Leah leaned in, her voice low but steady. “I think… only if we do it more than once.”

The words sent another jolt of excitement through Mike’s chest. Until now, he’d been too focused on replaying the chaos of the night before to even consider what might come next.

“Is that something you want?” he asked carefully.

Leah’s eyes softened. She hesitated, then gave a slow nod. “Yes. I think so. But…” she squeezed his hand across the table, “…I want to take it slowly. I don’t want us to hurt ourselves in the process.”

Mike nodded quickly, relief mixing with the thrill of her admission. “Same here.” He paused, searching her face. “With Chris and Emma… or with others too?”

That caught her. Leah froze, the fork hovering just above her plate, the question hanging between them. For the first time since the conversation began, she didn’t have a ready answer.

“I’m… not sure yet,” she admitted at last. Then she smiled faintly, leaning over the table to kiss him deeply, lingering long enough for him to taste the sweetness of syrup on her lips. “But I’m definitely willing to discuss it.”

And with that, she dove into her food, leaving Mike reeling—not with doubt, but with anticipation.

Mike’s mind was a blur. The night replayed in fragments—Leah’s screams, Emma’s taste, Chris’s cock inside his wife—and every piece of it was erotic, electrifying. He wanted it again. God, he wanted it again. But beneath the arousal sat a heavy knot of caution. The last thing he wanted was to damage the one thing he valued above all else—their marriage.

He was pulled from his spiraling thoughts by the sound of chairs scraping against the floor. Chris and Emma had arrived.

Emma looked radiant, somehow fresh despite the late night. Her pink short-shorts clung snugly to her hips, her white top pulled tight across her chest, leaving little to the imagination. Chris was dressed in his usual polo and shorts, casual as ever, though the lines around his eyes suggested the same hangover Mike felt simmering at the edges.

“Hey guys,” Chris said, plunking himself into the empty chair with a groan. “Man, my head is killing me. Coffee—please.” He flagged down the waiter with a lazy wave. Emma slid into the chair beside him.

This time, though, she didn’t reach for Mike’s foot under the table. No teasing, no game. Just a careful, polite smile. The silence that followed felt almost comical—four people who had spent half the night inside each other now suddenly uncertain what to say.

Mike cleared his throat, deciding someone had to break it. “So… are we all okay?” His voice came out more hesitant than he intended.

Emma nodded quickly. “Yes.”

Chris leaned forward, resting his forearms on the table. “We are if you are. We don’t want to feel like we overstepped.”

Mike let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. “It’s all good. Really. We both had a great time.” He glanced at Leah, who gave a small, reassuring nod. “But we don’t want to jeopardize our relationship—or yours.”

“Same with us,” Leah added firmly, her voice steady.

The tension cracked a little then, the sharp edge of uncertainty softening. The waiter returned, took Chris and Emma’s order, and soon steaming mugs of coffee arrived at the table.

The four of them sat in companionable quiet, sipping, letting the caffeine sink in. The silence wasn’t awkward anymore—it felt like a truce. Like the beginning of whatever came next.

Chris nursed his coffee, scrolling absently through his phone. A second later, Mike’s phone buzzed on the table. He glanced down, trying to check the screen without being obvious. It was a message from Chris—just a forwarded email.

Mike frowned, thumb swiping it open. The subject line hit him first: Reservation Cancellation.

At first he didn’t understand. Then his phone buzzed again with another message from Chris.

Scroll down.

Intrigued, Mike did. And then his stomach flipped. At the bottom of the email, in black and white, was the cancellation detail. The name of the person who’d called to nix the reservation. Not Chris.

Emma.

Her name. Her number. Clear as day.

Mike had to blink twice, making sure his eyes weren’t playing tricks on him. But no—it was right there. She’d been the one to cancel the room.

He set his phone down and looked up, his voice calm but edged as he broke the silence. “Anything you ladies feel like telling us?”

Leah froze mid-bite, then slowly tilted her head, feigning innocence. “We still have three days left… and only one room between us?” she said sweetly. The smile tugging at her lips gave her away.

Mike’s eyes narrowed, though amusement began to creep into the corners. The secret was out. The women had orchestrated it. Maybe it had gone further than even they’d expected, but looking at Leah’s sly grin and Emma’s faint blush, it was obvious this had never been an accident.

Leah and Emma exchanged a look across the table, wordless but unmistakable.

No one said it out loud. No one had to.

The moment passed, the tension dissolving into something warmer, almost conspiratorial. They went back to their plates, chatting idly, the conversation light and comfortable. Outside, the early sun climbed higher, painting the lake in gold, as if the whole world was in on their secret.

They were nearly finished with breakfast when the same front-desk agent from check-in appeared at the entrance and gave Chris a polite wave.

“Sir,” she said as she approached the table, “there’s finally a room available for your friends. A guest had to leave unexpectedly due to a death in the family.”

Chris didn’t miss a beat. He leaned back in his chair, a knowing smile tugging at his lips. “Oh, don’t worry,” he said with a chuckle, “we won’t be needing it after all.”

The agent’s brows lifted, just slightly, but she offered no comment. With a polite nod, she turned and disappeared back toward the lobby.

As if on cue, a tray of mimosas arrived at the table. Leah slid the glasses around, then raised hers high.

“To new traditions,” she said, her grin wicked but warm.

They all clinked glasses, the champagne fizzing at their lips.

“I guess this brings a whole new meaning to the name Swing Bar,” Mike added, and the table erupted in laughter before they drank deeply, each of them secretly wondering what the next three days might bring.

As breakfast wound down, Mike leaned back in his chair, rubbing at his temple. “So,” he said, “what do we want to do today?”

Emma dabbed her lips with a napkin, her cheeks still a little flushed. “Looks like they’ve got that farmers’ market downtown again. I think I need a break from the sun until I’m feeling human again.”

Normally, Mike would have rolled his eyes at the idea of strolling through stalls of jam and trinkets instead of hitting the water, but after last night his body was in no shape to argue. His head still pounded and his cock ached in a way that reminded him of every wild thing they’d done. Maybe a slower start wasn’t the worst idea. And besides… there was always the chance for mischief, even in a market.

Back at the cabin, the women shooed them out with a laugh. “You’ve seen it once,” Leah said as she bundled them toward the door, “but that doesn’t mean you get a season ticket.”

So the men retreated to the Swing Bar, ordering mimosas in the hope that “hair of the dog” might settle their heads. Mike popped two ibuprofen with the first swallow, staring out over the glittering water as the citrus and bubbles fizzed down his throat.

Chris stretched out in his hammock chair, sunglasses hiding his bloodshot eyes. “What do you think the girls have planned for today?”

Mike gave a dry chuckle. “Not sure. They were definitely in the driver’s seat yesterday.” He took another long sip, then leaned in conspiratorially. “But I think it’s time we take the wheel for a bit. We’ll go along with the market idea, but after that… maybe we suggest splitting up. Opposite partners, just for fun. Pretend we’re together.” He shrugged, trying to make it sound casual. “Nothing crazy. Just… a little fun.”

Chris didn’t hesitate. He grinned, lifting his glass. “Deal.”

The two men clinked their mimosas, the unspoken promise hanging between them as the lake breeze carried the sound of laughter from somewhere down the shore.

“So,” Mike began, swirling the last of his mimosa in the glass, “it’s maybe not my place… but I was curious. What exactly did you and Leah get up to in the shower? I mean, I had plenty of fun in the sun with Emma, but it was driving me crazy not knowing what was happening behind that door.”

Chris gave a low chuckle, leaning back in his chair. “Yeah, I think that was Leah’s plan—keep you guessing, keep you on your toes. But…” he tilted his head, studying Mike, “if you’re sure you want to know, I’ll tell you. She didn’t say not to.”

Mike hesitated, the question turning over in his mind. Did he really want to know every gritty detail, or was it safer—sexier even—to leave some of it to imagination? Still, curiosity pressed harder. He gave a small nod. “Tell me.”

Chris leaned forward, resting his forearms on the table. “First off, I’m sure you noticed the footsie under the table at dinner. She had me ready to blow right there.”

Mike gave a dry laugh and nodded. “Same with Emma.”

“Right. Well, it didn’t stop there.” Chris’s voice dropped, a touch of heat threading through it. “At the lake, she pulled me in before I even had a chance to strip. Clothes soaking, water everywhere—but fuck, it was sexy. You know that look she gets when she decides she wants something?”

Mike nodded again, his throat dry. “Yeah,” he admitted. “I know exactly what you mean.”

“Then she’s kissing me,” Chris went on, his voice dropping lower, “touching me, rubbing her body against mine. Man… her tits are something else.”

He stopped short, realizing he might have said too much. His face flushed, but Mike didn’t flinch. If anything, his cock twitched under the table. Chris pressed on, emboldened.

“She reached down, stroking my cock through my shorts, running her hands down my chest, grinding her ass against me. And then…” he gave a soft laugh, shaking his head, “she ducked under the water. Next thing I know, she’s tugging my shorts down and giving me a fucking blowjob in the lake. Only lasted a couple minutes—she didn’t let me finish—but Christ, it was hot.”

Mike felt a lurch in his stomach. A pang of jealousy, sharp and sudden. But then he reminded himself: he’d been busy with Emma at the same time. Maybe this was the balance.

“That sounds… awesome,” Mike said, his voice careful, measured. “Me and Emma didn’t go quite that far, but we, uh… we felt each other up underwater, and—” He stopped, the words catching.

Chris leaned in. “And what?”

Mike hesitated. Talking about sex like this—especially with the woman in question being Chris’s wife—was uncharted territory. He knew Leah shared things with Emma; women always seemed more comfortable confiding about sex. But men? Men kept quiet.

And now here he was, about to say the thing. Would Chris be okay with it? Or would it cross some invisible line?

Mike sucked in a breath and went for it. “I was touching her underwater—her tits, her pussy. And man, it escalated fast. Within minutes she was humping my leg… and she came. Hard. I swear she came right there in the water.”

The words hung between them. Mike’s chest tightened. “I hope you’re not pissed. We never really talked about rules, and… I feel like I might’ve overstepped.”

Chris laughed, the sound booming louder than Mike expected. “Mad?” he said, shaking his head. “Hell no. First off, I got to fuck Leah last night—something I’ve been wanting to do for a long time —and then all four of us ended up on the same bed.” He smirked, taking another sip of his coffee. “That’s not exactly a deal I’m upset about.”

Mike blinked, still trying to process it when Chris added, almost casually, “And besides… you two were so wrapped up in each other, you didn’t even notice us watching you.”

“Watching?” Mike repeated, stunned.

Chris nodded. “Yeah. I think Leah has a thing about it—seeing you with other people. The way she was looking last night, man… I’m telling you, she was eating it up.”

Mike sat back, his pulse quickening. Leah had never hinted at that before. The revelation reframed everything—the sunscreen teasing, the lake, the shower. It wasn’t just about her exploring her own desires. She wanted to see him explore too. The realization sent a shiver of both nerves and excitement down his spine. Suddenly, the chaos of the night before felt less reckless and more… intentional.

Chris leaned in again, lowering his voice. “So when she pulled me into the shower… I’ll be honest, I froze. I wasn’t sure what the hell I was supposed to do. I mean, I couldn’t stop picturing you with Emma, and part of me… part of me hoped I’d get the chance to be with Leah.”

Mike’s throat went dry. His mind warred between curiosity and dread. He forced the words out, his voice quieter than he intended. “And did you?”

“Nope,” Chris said easily. “She promised it was only soft stuff for the moment. And honestly? It was perfect that way. I think if we’d fucked the first time without the others around, it would’ve caused resentment. Too much, too fast.”

Mike nodded slowly, relief easing some of the tightness in his chest. But what struck him more was Chris’s phrasing—first time. As if they were all just assuming there would be a second. A third. More.

“That took the pressure off,” Chris continued, leaning back in his chair with a grin. “We were just having fun, you know?”

Mike swallowed, nodding again. He did know. But for him it had felt different—more dangerous, more intense. His trust had rested on the assumption that Leah was following the same boundaries she’d laid down for him. And yet, hearing Chris say it out loud—that she had—both reassured him and left him spinning.

“First, we washed each other,” Chris said, his tone almost casual, though his eyes burned with the memory. “She soaped up my cock, slow, deliberate… and I was working her tits, lathering those amazing curves of hers. God, man—you don’t realize how perfect they are until you’ve had them slick with water and soap in your hands.”

Mike’s chest tightened, a flash of jealousy stabbing through him, but he forced himself to listen.

“Then she turned around,” Chris continued, “and ground herself back against me. Rubbing her ass on my cock, sliding me between her cheeks. It was the closest thing to fucking without actually doing it. Drove me crazy.”

Mike’s throat went dry, imagining Leah doing it, the image colliding with the truth that she had.

“Next thing I know, she’s on her knees in the shower. Mouth on me. Fuck, Mike—you’re a lucky man. Her mouth is incredible. Within minutes, I was ready to blow.” Chris gave a rueful chuckle. “But she pulled back, looked me dead in the eyes, and said there was more in store for later. Wouldn’t let me finish.”

He shook his head, grinning at the memory. “It was hot as hell… but frustrating as fuck. You know what I mean?”

Mike swallowed hard, his cock stirring despite himself. “Yeah,” he said quietly. “I know exactly what you mean.”

“Then she let me lick her pussy,” Chris went on, voice dropping low. “So tight… so soft.”

Mike shifted in his chair, his cock stiffening as he pictured Leah’s thighs spread, Chris’s mouth buried between them. The image was equal parts jealousy and arousal, and he wasn’t sure which was stronger.

Chris smirked faintly, oblivious to Mike’s turmoil. “I used my tongue until she came. Hard. That’s where we left it—ended the shower, cleaned up, and walked out to find my wife on her knees sucking you off.” He gave a short laugh, shaking his head. “Hell of a way to step back into the room.”

Mike blew out a breath, trying to steady himself. Then he gave his side of the story—touching Emma underwater, her riding his thigh, the way she came against him, how far things had gone in the bedroom but not past the “rules.” He made sure to emphasize that line, and from Chris’s easy nods and the relaxed way he sat back, Mike felt certain he believed him.

By the time both men had traded details, their hangovers were fading, replaced with something sharper. Talking through it, filling in the blanks the women hadn’t shared, had left them both buzzing with energy—and both of them hard as steel beneath the table.

“It’s crazy,” Mike admitted with a crooked grin. “But damn, it’s fun hearing what went on behind closed doors.”

Chris raised his glass in a mock toast. “Agreed.”

Just then, Mike caught sight of Leah and Emma strolling toward them, fresh from their showers, hair still damp and faces glowing. His grin widened. “Let’s have some fun at this market,” he said.

Chris nodded in agreement, eyes flicking toward the women with obvious hunger.

Mike let out a low whistle the moment the girls came into view. They were radiant.

Leah wore a white shirt that clung snugly to her chest, the faint outline of her hard nipples showing through, leaving no doubt she’d skipped a bra. A pair of tiny pink shorts hugged her hips, the hem cut high enough to show nearly everything up to her crotch. Mike caught Chris staring openly, his eyes locked on her. Instead of jealousy, pride welled up inside him—pride that someone else wanted her just as badly as he did.

Emma, on the other hand, was every bit Leah’s equal in beauty, just in a different way. She wore a pale blue top cropped high on her midriff, showing off her taut stomach and the generous swell of cleavage that strained against the fabric. A short white skirt skimmed her thighs, her tanned skin glowing against the crisp contrast. Mike’s jaw slackened. Together, the two women were almost too much to take in.

“Hey, you two,” Leah said, smirking as she caught them staring. “Get your jaws off the ground and order us some drinks before we go.”

Mike snapped to attention, grinning as he flagged down the bartender. Soon enough, mimosas were in their hands, the four of them laughing and sipping as if nothing about their world had shifted in the past twenty-four hours—except everything had.

The market was close enough to walk, and Mike welcomed the idea. The exercise would help sweat out the remnants of last night, and maybe clear his head. Because as much as he was enjoying the thrill of the unknown, he knew it couldn’t stay that way forever.

When the glasses were empty, he settled the bill, then slipped his hand into Leah’s as they started toward the street. Her fingers tightened around his, her smile easy, but Mike’s mind was already turning. If the day was going to run smoothly—and if they were all going to keep this delicate balance from tipping—he needed to clear a few things with her. So far, they’d stumbled forward with no rules, no real boundaries. That might have worked for one night, but if they weren’t careful, it was a recipe for disaster.

He had a few ideas in mind for the hours ahead… but first, he needed to know she was on the same page.

Leah glanced at him as they walked, her brow creased just slightly. “You okay?” she whispered, her fingers tightening around his.

“Yeah,” Mike said softly. “I’m fine. But… we’ve kind of been running without rules here. No boundaries. It’s worked so far, sure, but if we’re serious about continuing, I think we should make sure everyone’s on the same page. I’ve had a lot of fun—more than I imagined—but I don’t want any of us to stumble into resentment. Or worse. I want this to stay fun.”

Leah nodded, her expression serious now. “You’re right. The last thing I’d want is for this to hurt us, or them. It was supposed to be fun—that’s all. Something me and Emma cooked up over a boozy lunch one day to… well, to spice things up.” She gave a small, wry smile. “I didn’t expect it to explode into this. But yes. If we’re going to keep exploring, we need to be clear.”

She brushed her thumb over his knuckles, grounding him. “So… what are your concerns?”

“Not concerns exactly,” Mike replied, choosing his words carefully. “Me and Chris had a chat about yesterday—what went on when we split off. He told me what happened with you in the shower. And I told him about Emma at the lake.” Mike swallowed, but there was no judgment in her eyes. “And I’m fine with it. Honestly? Intrigued.”

A flicker of relief crossed her face.

“I assume you two compared notes at least as much as we did?” he asked gently.

Leah gave a small nod, lips quirking as though she knew more than she was letting on.

“So,” Leah said quietly, her voice half-curious, half-nervous. “What boundaries do you think we should set? I mean… feels like we already blew through a couple without really talking about it.”

Mike exhaled, nodding. “Yeah. We did. But if we’re serious about keeping this fun, then we need to be deliberate now.” He gave her hand a gentle squeeze, his eyes holding hers. “First thing? We always use protection with anyone other than each other. No exceptions. I trust Chris and Emma, but… it only takes one slip for things to go wrong. The last thing I’d ever want is for someone to get sick—or for us to bring something home we can’t take back.”

Leah didn’t hesitate. “Easy,” she said firmly, her tone practical but still warm. “That totally makes sense. No argument there.”

She gave him a faint smile, but he could see in her eyes that she was waiting—wondering what would come next.

“Okay,” Mike said, choosing his words carefully. “Another thing—I’m not comfortable with you doing more than soft stuff when I’m not in the room. I’m not saying I’ll never get there, but right now? Kissing, touching, boobs, oral… that’s fine. But nothing beyond that unless I’m there with you. Is that fair?”

Leah nodded immediately, and for just a flicker of a second he thought he saw relief cross her face, like she’d been half-afraid he’d push for more too quickly. “That’s more than fair,” she said softly.

“And…” Mike hesitated, rubbing his thumb across her knuckles. “I’m also not comfortable with you having anal with anyone else. That one’s different for me. Maybe I’ll feel differently down the line, but for now…” He shook his head. “I don’t know why it feels different from vaginal sex, but it does. It’s more personal somehow. And since we don’t do it all that often, it feels special. Ours. You know what I mean?”

Leah’s eyes softened. She leaned into him, brushing her shoulder against his as they walked. “I do,” she said quietly. “And I agree.”

She paused, then gave him a small, knowing smile. “It takes a while to work up to anal with anyone, so I’m fine with that boundary. And if it’s something you want…” her eyes flicked to his, warm and teasing, “…we can make it more of a regular thing between us.”

Mike grinned, the idea sending a spark through him. “I do want that,” he admitted. Bringing other people into their sex life was surprising him—it was stretching boundaries he hadn’t even known were there. But it was also bringing him closer to Leah, opening up new possibilities between them. He liked that.

“Also,” he said after a moment, “last night you asked that we both finish with our regular partner. Is that something you want to stick to? I’m totally cool if you do.”

Leah’s expression softened, thoughtful. “I was feeling vulnerable,” she admitted. “Even though I instigated this, things moved much faster than I expected. I needed to feel your cum inside me—needed that connection to ground me.” She squeezed his hand. “But if—when—we do this again, I’ll be fine with you finishing with her… as long as it’s not that way every time. I still want that to be ours most of the time.”

Mike nodded, relief and excitement tangling in his chest. He hadn’t realized how much these boundaries mattered until he heard her voice them out loud.

“Sounds good,” Mike said. “And one more thing—we should keep checking in. Make sure everyone’s really giving consent, not just going along with the moment. If anyone wants to stop, we stop—no questions asked. Especially if we’re drinking. We can’t let ourselves get so wasted that it’s impossible to say yes or no. If it gets to that point, we pause until we’ve sobered up. Deal?”

Leah smiled softly, then extended her hand. “Deal.”

They shook on it, the gesture half-serious, half-playful. Mike felt a little ridiculous—like they’d just drafted some kind of “sex pact” with each other—but the knot in his chest loosened. Judging by the relief in Leah’s eyes, it grounded her too.

“There’s one more thing I’ve been thinking about,” Mike said carefully, watching her face for a reaction.

Leah tilted her head, an eyebrow lifting. “Oh? What’s that?”

“Well…” he hesitated, then pushed forward. “Last night, walking with Emma by the lake while you were with Chris—that was hot as hell. And the shower thing too… just imagining what you two were doing drove me crazy. So I was wondering—what if we tried splitting up at the market? Swapping couples for a while. Just go our own way, pretend to be paired off. Maybe even the rest of the day if everyone’s comfortable. It could be fun—exciting even—pretending to be with the opposite partner.”

For a heartbeat Leah just looked at him, unreadable, and Mike’s stomach tightened. Had he gone too far?

Then she smiled, her eyes lighting. “That’s a fantastic idea.” She leaned closer, voice dropping. “Every nerve in my body tingled when I was with Chris and watching you with Emma. Not that I don’t love you—I always will—but something about it…” she gave a soft laugh, shaking her head, “God, it wound me up. I felt like I was on the edge of cumming all day.”

Mike felt heat rush through him at her words. “Okay, then—as long as Chris and Emma are on board, let’s do it.”

Leah nodded, her expression turning thoughtful again. “Good. But before we dive in… do you have any worries or concerns beyond what we’ve already talked about?”

“I do,” Mike admitted. “But it feels silly to say out loud. Thinking of you with someone else turns me on like crazy… but at the same time, there are these doubts I can’t shake. What if Chris is better than me? What if he makes you cum harder, or you moan in ways you’ve never done with me? I don’t know how I’d handle that.”

Leah’s eyes widened, then softened with recognition. “Me too,” she said quickly. The words hit him like a balm. She’d been so bold, so confident the night before, it was hard to picture her having her own worries. But she did—and admitting them seemed to lift something heavy between them.

Mike let out a breath. “So what do we do about that?”

“I don’t know if there’s a perfect answer,” Leah said gently. “I think we just have to acknowledge it’s possible… but also remember it’s not the whole truth. We’ve been together forever, Mike. We know each other better than anyone else could. We fit together in ways no one else can.” She squeezed his hand firmly. “If something ever feels off, or one of us gets hurt, we have to talk about it—right away. Not let it fester, not let it grow into something worse. Because at the end of the day, it’s us. Tomorrow, and every tomorrow after.”

Mike nodded, a lump forming in his throat. “That sounds good,” he whispered.

Then Leah said, almost offhandedly, “Oh, by the way—you know the Carters and the Browns are here again this year, right? Whatever are they going to think if they see you touching and kissing someone who’s very obviously not your wife?”

A jolt ran through Mike. The Carters, with their annual site-wide barbecue. The Browns, always hovering nearby with polite small talk. They didn’t know either couple well, but they knew them enough. If either group happened to spot him with Emma instead of Leah, there’d be no way to explain it without raising eyebrows.

Mike should have felt dread. Should have wanted to backpedal. But instead, a forbidden thrill shot straight through him. The idea of being caught—of being seen kissing another man’s wife—was dizzying. What the hell was happening to him? To them?

As they neared the market, Leah gave his hand one last squeeze, a silent question hanging in her touch. Was he sure? Did he still want this?

Mike leaned down, kissed her softly, and whispered, “I love you. This is just a game, right?”

She nodded, eyes bright, then peeled away to rejoin Chris and Emma.

Doubts crept back in as Mike walked. Would Chris and Emma even want to keep going? Was last night just a one- time thing, the kind of mistake people laugh off and quietly bury? The longer his conversation with Leah stretched, the more convinced he became that maybe they’d already gone too far. That maybe sharing a room with them for three more nights would turn awkward, even unbearable.

And then—Emma looked up. She caught his gaze, her lips curving into a mischievous grin, and with a girlish skip she darted toward him.

Mike’s heart lurched. They were going to do this.

“Are you both sure?” Mike asked, searching Emma’s eyes.

“Yes,” she breathed, her voice low and urgent. “God, when Leah told me your idea, I nearly came on the spot. I’ve been so worked up since yesterday… it feels like every nerve in my body is raw. She explained your rules, and we’re totally fine with them. So let’s stop talking and have some fun.”

Relief surged through him, chased instantly by desire. Mike pulled her into him and kissed her deeply—right there, in front of Leah and Chris. It was reckless, dirty, wrong on a dozen levels, but it also felt incredible. A jolt of forbidden electricity ran through him. He glanced back to see Leah and Chris locked together too, Chris’s hand cupping Leah’s ass as if it belonged to him. Instead of jealousy, Mike felt a wave of love so fierce it almost knocked him back. Seeing her like that didn’t diminish what they had; it amplified it.

“Let’s split up,” Mike whispered against Emma’s lips. “Make this extra fun.”

She grinned, eyes sparkling, and the two of them slipped off together, ducking into the cool interior of an antique shop while Leah and Chris continued down the street. Mike felt like a teenager again—nerve endings firing twice as fast, every brush of Emma’s body sending sparks up his spine.

He pulled her in for another kiss, harder this time, and felt her breasts press into his chest, soft and full. His cock was straining against his shorts, so hard it felt like it might split the fabric. His hand slid down to cup her ass, squeezing, drawing a soft gasp from her as she pressed tighter against him.

They were lost in each other for a minute or two before a polite cough broke the spell. Mike turned, his face flushing crimson. An elderly woman—surely the owner—stood right behind them, her expression caught somewhere between disapproval and disbelief.

She looked ancient, practically carved out of wood herself, and the withering look she gave them made Mike feel like he’d just been caught making out behind the bleachers in high school.

“Were you folks interested in anything… in the store?” the old woman asked, her tone sharp, her eyes narrowing over the bridge of her nose.

Mike and Emma couldn’t help it—they both laughed, then darted out of the shop hand in hand, like teenagers ditching class. Their hormones were running wild as they headed toward the produce carts, adrenaline buzzing through every step.

“How do you feel about showing off?” Mike asked, half-teasing, half-testing. For a second he regretted the question, bracing for her to recoil. But Emma turned to him, eyes blazing.

“Right now?” she said, voice low and hungry. “You could parade me naked down Main Street and I’d still beg for more. I’m so wound up I can barely stand it.”

Relief and lust surged through him. “Okay then. You’re wearing panties under that skirt, right?”

Emma giggled. “Kind of.”

“Perfect,” Mike said, his own words surprising him. “Go between those buildings—where people might see. Take off your bra and bring it back to me.”

She didn’t hesitate. With a quick grin, she spun away from him and disappeared into the narrow alley between two stores. Mike’s pulse hammered as he stood on the street, watching her silhouette move. She kept her shirt on but slipped her arms through, unhooking the bra and threading it out through the armholes.

A couple of teenagers wandered past just as she tugged the lacy fabric free. Mike caught their wide-eyed double-take as they craned their necks, trying to glimpse the woman stripping in the shadows.

When Emma emerged again, her nipples were unmistakably hard, pressing against the thin fabric of her top. The swell of her breasts—fuller than Leah’s, yet still high and firm—moved with every step. She strode up to him confidently, dangling the bra by one strap before dropping it into his waiting hand.

It was pink with little polka dots, still warm from her skin. Mike slipped it into his pocket, savoring the intimacy of holding something so personal, so freshly hers.

“Perfect,” Mike said with a grin. “Let’s explore.”

They stopped at a fruit stand, the scent of strawberries and peaches heavy in the air. Mike leaned close, his voice low. “Go over there and pretend to look at the fruit. And make sure you give the guy a good look down your shirt.”

Emma didn’t hesitate. She sauntered over to the crates, then bent deeply at the waist, letting her neckline gape open. From Mike’s vantage point, he knew the clerk was getting a full, unobstructed view—likely right down to her nipples. And as she leaned farther, her skirt rode up her thighs, exposing the lower curve of her ass. Mike stifled a groan, his cock pressing hard against his shorts.

When Emma returned, her cheeks were flushed, her eyes alight. “That was such a turn-on,” she whispered breathlessly. “I felt so damn naughty. He could see straight down my shirt. And… I think I got the fruit practically for free.”

“The view from the back wasn’t awful either,” Mike teased, his voice rougher than he meant it to be.

Her blush deepened, and she gave a self-conscious little laugh, tugging at the hem of her skirt as if that would magically keep it from riding up again.

“What’s next?” she asked, her voice husky now, excitement shimmering in her tone. “I’m enjoying this.”

Mike’s eyes flicked around, searching for the next spark of mischief. His gaze landed on a pastel-painted storefront just down the street. An ice cream shop.

He smiled. “I’ve got an idea.”

“Go in there,” Mike said, nodding toward the shop. “Order ice cream. In a cone. Then sit over on that wall and eat it… but lick it the way you’d lick a cock. Make it real. And when someone walks by, I want you to cross your legs and let them see up your skirt. Show them your thong—but don’t make it look like an accident.”

Emma’s eyes widened slightly at the boldness of it, but after a beat she nodded, a nervous little smile tugging at her lips. Without another word, she slipped inside.

Mike positioned himself across from the spot he’d pointed out, heart thundering, his cock already straining. This was for him as much as it was for anyone who happened to pass by.

When Emma returned, she was carrying a cone topped with a pale pink scoop—birthday cake, maybe. She shot him a knowing look before leaning casually against the wall, tilting her head as though she were simply enjoying her afternoon treat.

Mike’s breath caught as she drew her tongue slowly up the side of the ice cream, circling the top in a motion unmistakably suggestive. She let a little of it melt, making the licks slower, wetter. Then she opened her mouth wider, sliding the tip of the cone between her lips and closing around it. She pulled back slowly, deliberately, her tongue flicking out to catch a drip, her lips glistening.

It was all Mike could do not to stand up, cross the street, and take her right there against the wall.

Emma’s eyes fluttered shut, but her expression made it clear—she knew exactly who she was performing for.

Then came her chance. A middle-aged couple wandered past, mid-forties maybe. Despite the perfect weather, they looked anything but happy—the wife pulling away from her husband’s touch, his shoulders slumped with resignation.

Emma made her move. She let a dollop of ice cream fall between her cleavage and gave a soft, exaggerated, “Ooops.” The sound was enough. The husband’s head snapped toward her, eyes locking onto the little smear of pink melting down her chest.

And that’s when Emma went further. She shifted against the wall, crossing one leg slowly over the other, deliberately spreading her thighs just enough. From the street, most people wouldn’t have noticed. But for anyone in the right place—Mike, and unfortunately the weary husband—it was unmistakable.

Her skirt fell open just enough to reveal the full line of her thighs leading up to a lacy pink thong. It hugged the soft curves of her pussy, stretched tight before vanishing between the cheeks of her ass. Mike’s jaw dropped. So did the husband’s.

It was a perfect, indecent little tableau—Emma showing herself off, glowing with the thrill of it, her curvy hips shifting just enough to make her skirt ride higher, her full tits rising and falling with every breath. The lace of her thong clung to her soft, swollen lips before disappearing between the cheeks of her ass.

She loved it; Mike could tell from the faint, wicked smile tugging at her mouth as she held the pose a second too long.

The wife noticed instantly. The man hadn’t even tried to be subtle. She grabbed his arm in fury and dragged him down the street like a misbehaving child, leaving him stumbling in her wake.

Mike almost felt sorry for the guy. Almost. At least, he thought with a dark chuckle, they’d given him something to remember.

He crossed the street to Emma, leaning in and kissing her hard. Her lips were cool and sweet with cream, her tongue brushing his as though she’d planned the taste just for him. The kiss was heady, dangerous—it was still someone else’s wife in his arms, right here in public.

And then—suddenly—a jolt of shock shot through him.

“Mike?” came a voice behind him.

His stomach dropped. Shit. That voice—Steve Carter?

He froze, Emma still in his arms, her soft curves pressed against him. For good measure, Katie’s voice followed, a polite but clipped, “Oh, hello.”

Leah had warned him the Carters might be around, but he’d been too wrapped up in the thrill of Emma’s body, the daring little games, the taste of ice cream still sweet on her lips. He’d discounted the risk—now here they were, standing behind him while he had his hand firmly cupping Emma’s ass and his mouth still wet from kissing her. Definitely not something he could play off as innocent.

“Steve?” Mike turned, forcing a grin onto his face. “Steve Carter? And Katie? Wow—what a surprise. Great to see you both.”

Steve’s eyes flicked from Mike’s face to Emma, taking in her flushed cheeks, her nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her shirt, the unmistakable intimacy of their pose. A flicker of doubt, confusion—judgment?—crossed his face before he smoothed it away with polite restraint.

“You too,” Steve said, his tone warm but strained. “It’s been too long since we all got together at the cabins. We’re hosting the BBQ again this year. We’d love to have you and your… partners there.” He stumbled on the last word, glancing at Emma, clearly aware she wasn’t Leah. His voice tried for casual, but the stiffness in his posture gave him away.

Katie’s expression was sharper, eyes narrowing briefly at Emma before she tugged at Steve’s arm, as if reminding him not to linger.

Mike felt heat flooding his face. His mouth went dry. “We’d love to come,” he said quickly. “Actually, we were just looking for Chris and Leah. They’re around here somewhere. I know they’d be super excited too.” He winced inwardly at his own words—too fast, too forced. He sounded guilty because he was guilty.

“Right,” said Steve, still not meeting his eyes. “We’ll see you then.” Katie tugged harder on his arm, pulling him back like she couldn’t get away fast enough.

Mike stood rooted as they walked off, his ears buzzing, his whole body on fire from embarrassment.

Emma leaned into him, her breath tickling his neck. “Do you think they saw?”

“Emma,” he muttered, running a hand through his hair, “I think half the damn town saw. That was brutal. I had no idea what to say, I just froze. God, it was awkward.”

For a heartbeat they just looked at each other, faces burning—and then, suddenly, they both broke out laughing. The kind of breathless, uncontrollable laughter that only comes after nearly being caught doing something you absolutely shouldn’t.

Emma caught her breath, her eyes glittering now with mischief rather than nerves. “Well,” she said, her voice husky, “there’s not much we can do about it now. Except… honestly? It turned me on even more.”

She grabbed his hand and pressed it between her thighs. Through the thin lace of her thong, Mike felt the heat of her swollen lips, slick and warm. She was drenched.

“Jesus,” he whispered.

“See?” she breathed, rolling her hips into his fingers. He traced lightly over her clit and she moaned, throwing her head back, eyes fluttering shut. She ground herself against him shamelessly, her skirt hitching up her thighs.

“Not here,” Mike hissed, dragging his hand back. “There are kids around.” His own cock ached, straining at his shorts. “But I’ve got an idea.”

Emma’s eyes lit with curiosity as he nodded toward a storefront down the street. An upscale lingerie boutique, the kind with mannequins in sheer lace and rubber corsets posed provocatively in the window. He remembered passing it every summer, sneaking looks like a horny teenager.

Emma followed his gaze, a wicked smile spreading across her face. “Perfect,” she said.

Mike felt instantly out of place the moment he stepped inside. The boutique smelled faintly of perfume and new fabric, racks of lingerie gleaming under soft lighting—silk, lace, and satin in every shade from innocent white to sinful crimson. Bras with intricate straps, garters he couldn’t imagine untangling, panties so small they looked like they wouldn’t cover anything at all.

How the hell do women even know what to wear in here? he wondered. His palms were sweating, and he half expected someone to ask him to leave.

A sales attendant appeared almost immediately—tall, blonde, and effortlessly attractive, her blouse fitted just enough to make him imagine what lay beneath. Mike felt heat crawl up his neck. Jesus, she’s hot. His cock twitched, betraying him.

“We’re fine,” Emma said smoothly, rescuing him before he had to mumble something awkward. She plucked a couple of delicate, complicated-looking pieces from a rack, then tugged him gently toward the changing rooms with a conspiratorial smile.

“Shhh,” she whispered, disappearing behind one of the curtains.

Mike lingered just outside, painfully aware of the attendant still hovering nearby. For a moment he thought she was going to intervene, but once she realized Emma was in the booth, she drifted back toward the register, leaving him alone in the hallway.

A minute later, the curtain rustled. Mike’s breath caught as Emma stepped out just far enough to show him. The set she’d chosen was clearly a size too small—green lace and satin straining to contain her curves. Her tits spilled over the top of a frilly bustier, nipples almost visible through the sheer fabric. The matching thong bit into her hips, tugging against her swollen lips. She looked obscene and gorgeous all at once.

“Is she gone?” Emma whispered, glancing toward the front of the store.

Mike nodded, throat too dry to speak.

Without hesitation, Emma grabbed his shirt and yanked him inside. He let out a surprised grunt as he stumbled into her soft, curvy body, his hands instinctively finding her waist. She pulled the curtain closed behind them, pressing a finger to her lips in the universal command for silence.

The so-called “door” barely covered the booth, a curtain that didn’t even reach the floor. Anyone walking past could see their feet. Anyone listening closely could hear. The risk made Mike’s cock throb even harder. This was reckless, dangerous, but the possibility of being caught only spurred them on.

“Mmm, is that for me,” Emma purred, her hand sliding over his erection, “or for the blonde you were drooling over out there?”

Mike’s eyes flicked toward the curtain nervously. “Uh… both?” he admitted, half-grinning, half-panicked.

Emma pressed closer, her tits straining against the too-tight green lace, brushing his chest. “God, I couldn’t wait to get back to the cabin,” she whispered. “Especially after the Carters almost caught us. My heart’s still racing.”

Mike swallowed hard. “Yeah… something tells me we might’ve just lost our BBQ invite.” He tried to sound casual, but his hand slipped down and cupped her ass, squeezing the soft, round cheeks. Different from Leah’s firmer, smaller rear, but just as intoxicating—maybe more so in this forbidden setting.

Before he could say more, Emma was suddenly on her knees, tugging at his shorts.

“Whoa—Emma—”

“Ssshhh,” she hushed, a mischievous gleam in her eyes.

Mike’s back hit the strange little stool bolted into the corner, his legs awkwardly spread to give her room. He couldn’t believe what was happening. A blowjob. In a lingerie boutique changing cubicle. A flimsy curtain all that separated them from the rest of the store.

Emma tugged the cups of the bustier open, letting her tits spill free, soft flesh brushing against his thighs as she leaned in. Behind her, the mirror caught everything—the flash of green lace vanishing between the round cheeks of her ass, the swell of her curves framed by the too-small thong. The sight alone nearly undid him.

Then her lips parted, and the warm rush of her breath ghosted over the head of his cock. Mike clenched his fists on the stool, trying not to groan aloud. She looked up at him through her lashes, fingers wrapping his shaft, and then—without hesitation—she sank down, half his cock disappearing into her mouth in one smooth motion.

“Fuck,” he mouthed silently, biting down on his lip to stop a sound from escaping. His whole body jolted at the heat and wetness of her mouth.

Emma cupped his balls, her tongue swirling, then pushed down farther, impaling herself on him. Mike’s vision blurred. The mirror gave him the obscene view of her lips stretched wide around his cock, her ass jutting out, thong taut across her pussy.

He was in heaven. And hell. If anyone pulled back the curtain now, they were finished. But he didn’t care. All he could hope was that the attendant had better things to do than check on them.

Emma slid her lips back up, took a deep breath through her nose, then drove down again—once, twice—until her mouth was pressed flush against his groin. Mike’s cock was buried completely in her throat. He could see her cheeks hollowing, her throat flexing around him, and the round swell of her ass in the mirror as she rocked back and forth, hand twisting on his shaft with every upstroke.

Mike’s head tipped back, his chest heaving. Jesus Christ. All the teasing, all the flirting, all the close calls of the morning—it had primed him. His balls ached, tight and heavy, the pressure building until it felt like he might explode straight through her.

“I’m… close,” he whispered, squeezing her arm in warning.

“Mm-hmm,” came her muffled reply, lips still stretched wide around him. She didn’t slow, didn’t hesitate. He felt the cum boiling inside him, the point of no return racing toward him. He groaned, hips twitching—

Then, ouch.

Emma pulled off abruptly, wrapping her hand in a vise grip around the base of his cock. The sudden pressure stopped his orgasm in its tracks, leaving him throbbing, aching, desperate.

“What the—?” His voice was strangled, half disbelief, half agony.

“Not yet…” Emma’s lips glistened as she gave the head a lazy lick, smirking up at him. “I want you loaded for later. Don’t waste it here.”

Mike sat stunned, panting, his cock purple and pulsing in her fist. She let go and, without a shred of shame, shimmied the tiny green G-string down her thighs and stepped out of it. Naked now except for the too-small bustier hanging half undone, she stood in front of him in the cramped booth like a goddess daring him to take her.

He reached for her instinctively, wanting to bury his face between her thighs and taste her—but she pressed a finger to his lips, shaking her head.

“Later,” she whispered, her eyes wicked. Then she tossed the thong into his lap. “But you can help me get dressed.”

Mike blinked, confused—then his cock twitched again as he realized how much the idea turned him on. He’d always loved watching Leah in the mornings, sliding her panties up over her hips, reaching into her bra to settle her tits in place. It was one of the most intimate rituals, private and unspoken. And now Emma was handing him that privilege, watching with an amused little smile as he fumbled with the lace.

His fingers shook as he pulled the bra back over her shoulders, tugged the straps into place, then gently cupped her breasts to settle them into the cups, his thumbs grazing her nipples. She sighed softly, arching into his touch. Next, the thong—he bent down, guiding the delicate fabric up her thighs, over the curve of her ass, snapping the waistband against her skin.


Pushing The Limit

By the time she was fully dressed again, Mike was harder than he’d been all day, his cock still aching from being denied release.

Emma leaned in, kissed him softly, and whispered against his lips: “Patience, lover. Tonight’s going to be unforgettable.”

Dressing Emma felt like crossing into uncharted territory. It wasn’t just sexual—it was intimate in a way he hadn’t expected. Of course, it didn’t help that he had to stop twice to figure out which strap went where. He still had her bra stuffed in his pocket, warm from her skin, and he had no intention of giving it back.

He crouched with her pink thong, fumbling it right-side out, then guided it up her legs, steadying her as she stepped first one foot, then the other into the holes. The cubicle was so cramped that his chest pressed against her stomach, his thighs brushing hers. As he pulled the thong into place, he had to smooth it flat against her pussy, feeling the heat through the thin lace. Electricity crackled across his fingertips.

The skirt came next, his hands brushing her hips as he shimmied the fabric up, her curves molding against him. Finally, the shirt—he pulled it over her shoulders, easing the cups of her tits into place with palms that lingered a little too long.

By then, his cock was a live wire, straining at his shorts. Every brush of her skin against his felt like sparks catching dry tinder. He kissed her hard, pressing her back against the mirror, drinking in her warmth.

And then—a cough.

Both froze. It came from directly outside the cubicle.

“Oh, fuck,” Mike mouthed, pulling back. Under the curtain, his sneakers were plainly visible. No hiding this.

“Are you okay in there, miss?” came the voice of the attendant, polite but pointed.

Emma’s eyes widened, then narrowed with quick wit. “Yes,” she called back, steadying her breath. “But I think this one’s a size too small. Could you grab me a thirty-six C top?” She held the green lace bustier over the curtain, her hand steady.

Mike thought he heard a small tsk of disapproval, then footsteps retreating. Silence.

Heart pounding, he slid the curtain back an inch. Empty. The coast was clear.

He slipped out first, head down, and made a beeline for the street. Seconds later Emma emerged, radiant, clutching a small paper shopping bag. She slipped her hand into his, and they both burst into suppressed giggles as they hurried away from the boutique.

“Well,” she said breathlessly, “the least I could do was buy something after all that. Besides…” Her eyes glittered. “You didn’t look like you were complaining seeing me in it.”

Mike opened his mouth to answer, but his phone chimed, cutting through the haze. A text. From Leah.

“Want to meet for lunch, then head back to the cabin? By the way, I hear you bumped into the Carters.”

Mike stared at Leah’s text, his stomach lurching. Shit. Had Steve or Katie said something? Was Leah embarrassed? Angry? Or was this her way of teasing him? Hard to tell from her tone. Not much he could do now.

“Sure,” he typed back. “Meet at the Italian café on Main and 4th? Had a lovely chat with the Carters.” He added three devil emojis, hoping the sarcasm came through.

By the time Mike and Emma arrived, Leah and Chris were already seated. Leah had several boutique bags stacked neatly beside her chair, her smile smug enough to make Mike groan inwardly. God only knows how much that little shopping spree’s going to cost me.

The awkwardness he half-expected never came. Instead, Leah rose smoothly and wrapped her arms around Chris, kissing him full on the mouth. At the same time, Emma pressed into Mike, giving him a slow, open kiss in front of everyone. For a moment, Mike wondered what the hell the rest of the café thought—two couples, swapping partners like it was the most natural thing in the world. He found that he didn’t care. If anything, the risk of curious eyes made his cock stir all over again.

Once they’d all settled, drinks were ordered, and menus handed out, Leah lifted her wine spritzer with a satisfied smile. “So,” she said casually, “how were our mornings?”

Mike gave a dry laugh. “Great… until we bumped into the Carters.” He shook his head, still half-amused, half-mortified.

“Ah yes,” Leah said, swirling her glass. “They did seem a little… perturbed when I bumped into them. Stared at me like I had two heads. Didn’t make sense until they mentioned they’d seen you earlier. So—” she fixed Mike with a knowing look “—what exactly did they see?”

Mike grimaced, half-grinning despite himself. “Let’s just say I doubt we’ll be getting an invite to their last-day BBQ this year.” He sketched out the scene—the kiss, the hand on Emma’s ass, the way Steve and Katie had walked up at the worst possible moment.

Leah pressed her lips together, pretending to look scandalized, then broke into a grin. “Whoops. Well… their loss.” She raised her glass. “We can make plenty of our own fun, right?”

Glasses clinked. They drank, laughter covering the curious looks from nearby tables. To anyone watching, the tangled pairings must have looked impossible to decipher: who was married to whom? Who belonged with who? The ambiguity only seemed to feed the undercurrent running between the four of them.

When the plates were cleared, Leah set down her napkin with a satisfied sigh. “I’m done at the market,” she said, her tone casual but her eyes glinting. “Why don’t we head back to the cabin, get some sun?”

No one argued. Chairs scraped back, bags were gathered, and the couples left in their newly swapped pairings—Mike with Emma, Leah with Chris—strolling through town as though it were the most natural thing in the world.

“Want to try out the swing?” Mike asked as he tied the drawstring of his trunks. Chris and Emma had disappeared into the bathroom with their pile of shopping bags, and he suspected it had less to do with modesty and more to do with them wanting a few private minutes to reconnect after the day’s partner swap.

“Sure,” Leah said, turning her back so he could knot the ties of her bikini top. The simple act gave him the perfect excuse to slide his hands lower, cupping her breasts from behind and pulling her flush against him. Her nipples were already pebbled beneath the thin fabric, her skin warm against his palms.

“Did you have fun today?” she murmured, leaning back into his chest.

Mike let out a low groan. “Oh, man… yeah. More than I thought I would. When she dropped to her knees in that changing room, I swear I almost lost it. Felt like I was going to explode the second she took me in her mouth.” Just saying it out loud made his cock twitch, the memory too vivid to ignore. The fact that Leah hadn’t flinched when he said it—had asked—sent a different kind of heat rushing through him. The rules were real now. He didn’t have to hide.

“Good,” Leah purred, turning her head for a kiss. Their lips brushed, lingering, before she whispered against his mouth: “We had a lot of fun too. Chris made me take my panties off… and with that skirt, my ass was on display to every single person we walked past.”

Mike’s pulse kicked. He closed his eyes, picturing it—Leah bare under her skirt, her ass flashing as strangers sneaked glances, maybe even knowing. His hand slid instinctively down her stomach to her hips, fighting the urge to push further.

“Jesus,” he muttered, his breath hot against her ear. “I would’ve killed to see that. Bet half the market did.”

Her answering smile told him she knew exactly how much that image had gotten to him.

“Then he led me onto the trolley,” Leah whispered, her lips brushing Mike’s ear. “We were the only ones on it. I sat in his lap while he fingered me the whole ride. The driver definitely knew something was going on, but he couldn’t see. I was right on the edge of cumming when the ride ended. From the look on his face when we got off, though…” She gave a wicked grin. “Let’s just say the return trip didn’t seem like a good idea. And now—” her voice dropped, sultry, “I’m desperate to finish. I was so close.”

Mike groaned low in his throat, unable to resist. His hand slipped between her thighs, cupping the bare heat of her pussy. She was molten against his palm, slick already. He slid a finger inside, and her hips bucked against him.

“Yes…” Leah hissed, grinding down shamelessly. “God, yes.”

The bathroom door burst open. “What in the hell are you doing with my wife?” Chris barked.

Mike froze, heart slamming, until he saw the grin tugging at Chris’s mouth. Emma giggled, and then they were all laughing—the absurdity, the heat, the tension breaking just enough to keep it playful.

Leah tugged her bottoms back on in a rush, still flushed and glowing, while Mike finished tying the back of her bikini. They were all keyed up, every one of them trying to balance the urge to tear into each other with the unspoken agreement to save some of that fire for later.

No one had really discussed what came next, and that uncharted edge only made the anticipation sharper.

“Come on,” Mike said, grabbing Emma’s hand, his grin crooked. “Let’s hit the swing.”

He’d promised “all day” when he suggested swapping, and he meant it. Emma’s fingers laced into his as Leah trailed behind with Chris, their hands joined too. When Mike glanced back, Leah’s eyes met his—bright with mischief, daring him to keep pushing.

They all knew the risk of discovery was higher around their cabin. Families were wandering the shoreline, kids darting in and out of the shallows, and the bar was only a stone’s throw away. That edge of danger only sharpened the tension that had been coiling in them since morning. Every glance, every brush of skin felt like it might tip into something reckless.

The swing was the centerpiece of the resort’s little cluster of cabins—half nostalgia, half thrill. A thick rope, knotted and weathered, held a fat tire that hung out over the shallows. Small kids splashed closer to the beach while their parents lounged at the Swing Bar, but the swing itself was too high, too heavy for anyone but teens and adults. That was the draw—launching yourself out over the lake, soaring for a heartbeat before the crash into water. A spectacle, and a dare.

“Let’s go,” Mike said, watching Leah and Chris peel off toward the bar to grab drinks. He leaned closer to Emma, lowering his voice. “Think anyone we know is watching us?”

Emma’s eyes gleamed. “God, I hope so. I’m so turned on, I might cum the second you touch me.”

That confession hit him low in the gut. His cock twitched against his trunks as they climbed onto the tire. The cramped seat forced her to take his lap, her warm ass grinding against his straining erection. His arms wrapped tight around her waist as he pulled the rope back, muscles flexing as he pumped them higher, higher.

The rope strained. Their bodies pressed close. Mike counted off, voice husky in her ear. “One… two… three!”

He shoved her free at the arc’s highest point. Emma shrieked—half laugh, half genuine surprise—as she went flying, water spraying around her before she crashed into the lake.

“You bastard!” she sputtered when she surfaced, pushing wet hair from her face. Her grin undercut the words, playful and wicked.

Mike laughed, then let go on the next swing, plunging in beside her with a splash that drew glances from the bar deck. He surfaced right next to her, looping an arm around her waist before she could slip away.

The heat between them reignited instantly. He dragged her close, their bodies slick and buoyant in the warm water. Her legs twined around his waist, her tits pushing up against his chest, nipples hard even through her wet top. He kissed her hard, swallowing her gasp, and ground his cock against the soft heat of her pussy through the cling of her bikini.

Her moan vibrated into his mouth, and for a moment, Mike forgot about the cabins, the bar, the chance of being seen. All that existed was her slick body moving against his, and the dangerous thrill of being seconds from getting caught.

For the next half hour, they played like kids set loose for summer, swapping back and forth between partners, laughing, drinking, and flinging themselves from the tire swing. The line between innocent fun and brazen foreplay blurred with every trade—Mike holding Emma tight one moment, then Leah the next, Chris’s hands sliding just as freely over both women. It wasn’t subtle. Other swimmers and parents at the shoreline began to notice, heads turning, eyes narrowing. But instead of embarrassment, the stares only fed the fire. It was intoxicating—knowing they were being watched, knowing people were wondering what the hell was going on between the four of them.

When the swing lost its novelty, Mike spotted a small rental shack with paddle boards stacked against the dock. “Want to try that?” he asked, heat still thrumming in his veins. “We could get somewhere a little more private.”

The idea landed instantly. Everyone was ready to push things further, away from the curious eyes on shore. They settled their tab at the bar and wandered over to the shack, only to find just two boards left. They hesitated, until the owner, a leathery old guy in cutoff shorts, leaned back in his chair and said, “If you’re friends, you can double up. Two to a board’s no problem.”

Perfect.

They grabbed a couple of six-packs from the shop next door, stringing them in the water off the board hooks to stay cool. Mike insisted Emma take the front, which gave him an uninterrupted view of her ass as she paddled. The tiny thong bikini rode high, the straps buried between the cheeks of her round, wet ass, her muscles flexing with every stroke. He caught Chris’s grin from the other board—it was obvious he’d made the same move with Leah, letting her kneel ahead so he could admire her.

The boards glided easily, cutting through the smooth water as they pushed toward a small, tree-covered island ten minutes away. The further they got from the dock, the more private it felt, the faint sounds of kids and bar chatter fading into the distance until it was just the four of them, the splash of paddles, and the heavy heat of the afternoon sun.

Halfway there, Leah reached back without warning, tugged at the string around her neck, and whipped off her bikini top, tossing it onto the board like it was nothing. Her tits bounced free, her nipples already tight from the breeze coming off the water. She stretched languidly, deliberately arching her back, knowing damn well Chris was getting the show of his life behind her.

Emma laughed, emboldened. She twisted toward Mike with a sly grin. “Untie me?” she asked, her voice low and teasing.

His cock hardened instantly at the invitation. He leaned forward, fumbling with the tiny knot at her back, and when the straps came loose, her bikini top slipped into her lap before she flicked it onto the board. Her breasts spilled free, soft and full, her nipples dark and stiff under the sunlight.

Mike groaned under his breath. Sitting behind her suddenly felt like the worst decision of his life—her tits swaying with every paddle stroke, the lines of her back glistening, her ass still right in his line of sight. He didn’t know where to look first.

He realized, with a dizzy rush of arousal, that he wasn’t just watching his wife anymore. He was watching Emma with the same hunger, the same awe, and the same raw need. He wanted every part of her—her ass, her tits, her mouth—and he knew Chris was thinking the same about Leah.

The island loomed closer, promising shade, privacy, and the chance to let go completely.

As they neared the island, the four of them let their boards drift into the shallows, the water calm and glassy around them. Mike cracked open a beer for Emma and himself, the cold liquid cutting through the heat of the afternoon. For a few moments, they sat in a rare silence, the gentle lap of the water against the boards the only sound, their bodies slick with sun and sweat, the air buzzing with unspoken desire.

When his bottle was empty, Mike felt the restless energy return. He set it aside, shifted onto his knees, and tugged his swimsuit down over his hips, wriggling until it slid free. His cock sprang up, thick and hard, pointing straight toward Emma.

Her eyebrow arched, her lips curving into the faintest grin as she took another swig of her beer. “Bold move,” she murmured, her voice playful but low, like she was daring him.

“Your turn,” Mike shot back, his voice rough with need. “Lose the suit.”

Emma held his gaze for a beat, then turned slowly, deliberately presenting her ass to him. The thin string of her bikini bottom disappeared neatly between her cheeks, the tiny triangle of fabric stretched taut over her pussy. Mike’s breath caught.

Without a word, she hooked her thumbs into the sides and began to peel them down. Inch by inch, her curves were revealed—first the full roundness of her ass, then the smooth skin between, until the thin fabric slipped free entirely. She tossed the bottoms aside and glanced back over her shoulder, letting him drink her in. Her pussy was perfectly smooth, her lips glistening slightly in the sunlight.

Mike groaned under his breath. She looked edible, irresistible.

He shifted forward instinctively, but movement on the other board caught his eye. Leah and Chris hadn’t wasted a second. Chris was stretched out on his back, one hand gripping the side of the paddle board for balance, while Leah straddled him in a reverse crouch. Her mouth slid down the length of his cock with a hunger Mike had rarely seen in her. Her small, perky tits brushed against his stomach with each motion, her tight ass high in the air, swaying with the rhythm of her movements.

Mike froze, torn between raw arousal and a dizzy wave of emotion. Jealousy should have been gnawing at him, but it wasn’t. Instead, what hit him hardest was love. Leah was radiant, her body glowing in the sunlight, her dark hair tumbling forward as she swallowed another inch of Chris’s cock. She was so beautiful, so confident, and seeing her like this—giving pleasure, taking pleasure, unashamed—made his chest swell.

His eyes locked on the sight of Chris’s thick shaft sliding in and out of Leah’s lips, her throat working, her fingers curling into his thighs for leverage. It was obscene and breathtaking all at once, the water lapping softly beneath them as if the whole world had slowed down to watch.

Emma leaned closer, her voice cutting through the haze. “You love watching her, don’t you?” she whispered.

Mike swallowed hard, his cock twitching at the truth of it. He couldn’t deny it anymore.

Mike’s focus snapped back to the woman in front of him. He reached for Emma, spreading her ass cheeks apart, his eyes glued to the glistening lips of her pussy. He leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly along her slit, tasting her, savoring the mix of lake water and her arousal. For a second he hovered lower, at the tight knot of her ass—it looked so tempting—but he pulled back. That was a line they hadn’t agreed to cross, at least not yet.

Instead, he kept his mouth where he knew it was safe, teasing along the length of her pussy, nibbling lightly at her folds, drawing small moans from her lips. The position wasn’t ideal though; he wanted more of her, wanted to see every reaction. He tugged at her hips and whispered, “Turn over.”

Emma obeyed, rolling onto her side before settling on her back. The motion gave her a clear view of Leah and Chris, who were still lost in each other on the other board—Leah bobbing up and down on Chris’s cock, her tits brushing his stomach, her ass flexing with every movement. Emma’s eyes went wide at the sight, her breathing quickening as she pressed back into Mike, her ass grinding against the hardness straining from his crotch.

“God, that’s hot,” she murmured.

“Isn’t it?” Mike replied, his own voice ragged as he turned her fully onto her back. He spread her legs wide, his eyes drinking in the sight of her—smooth skin glistening, her lips parted, the delicate landing strip of hair leading upward from her clit. Leah always kept herself completely bare for him, and he loved that—but this was different, rawer somehow. Variety he hadn’t realized he craved until this moment.

He ran his fingers slowly through the soft hair, feeling the heat radiating from her core, before lowering his mouth to taste her properly. Emma let out a long, needy moan as his tongue slid between her lips, circling and flicking over her clit before plunging deeper. She arched into him, her thighs trembling already, and he could feel her slickness coat his chin.

Encouraged, Mike slipped a finger inside her, searching, testing, until he found the spongy spot on the roof of her pussy. Emma gasped, her hips jerking upward. “Yes… right there.”

He added a second finger, stretching her open, filling her, while his tongue worked relentlessly at her clit. Emma writhed on the paddleboard, her heels digging against the surface for leverage, the whole board rocking gently on the water with her movements. Her hands flew to her tits, squeezing them, pulling at her nipples as she ground herself shamelessly against his mouth.

Every sound she made—the sighs, the sharp breaths, the broken whimpers—mixed with the wet slaps of Leah’s mouth on Chris’s cock across the water. It was a symphony of arousal that made Mike’s cock throb so hard it hurt.

Mike worked her steadily, tongue lapping at her folds while his fingers stretched and probed her, but after a few minutes he pulled his hand free. He clamped his mouth fully over her pussy, sealing himself to her heat, while his hands slid up to her tits. He cupped the heavy swell of her breasts, rolling her nipples between his fingers, pinching and squeezing in time with the flicks of his tongue.

Emma ground against him, tentative at first, small little movements like she wasn’t sure how much she could take. But soon her hips were bucking harder, her pussy grinding against his mouth with abandon, using his face the way she wanted.

“Cum for me,” Mike urged between licks, his voice low and rough against her flesh.

“Yessss…” Emma hissed, the sound almost feral, her thighs pressing tight around his head. His tongue darted against her clit, alternating between soft, teasing strokes and firm, insistent flicks. She writhed beneath him, lost in it, clutching at her own breasts as she gasped for breath.

Then he started nibbling lightly at her clit, and that was the breaking point. Her stomach tightened, muscles fluttering under his palms, and her legs locked around his head like a vise.

“Keep… going,” she panted, her voice half-command, half-plea.

Mike pushed two fingers back inside her, curling them to massage the tight inner ridge at her entrance, tongue circling relentlessly over her swollen clit. That was all it took. Emma arched violently, a cry ripping out of her throat, raw and unrestrained. Her pussy pulsed around his tongue, a sudden rush of wetness coating his chin as her orgasm tore through her.

“Oh God—oh God, yes!” she cried, her hips jerking against him as though she couldn’t get enough. Her face flushed crimson, her tits heaved, her body twisting under the force of it. She rode the orgasm for what felt like forever, clinging to it, until finally her body gave out and she collapsed back onto the board, trembling, her eyes squeezed shut under the afternoon sun.

Mike kissed her inner thigh softly before sliding up beside her, stroking her damp skin. “That good for you?” he murmured.

Her eyes fluttered open, dazed but glowing. “It was incredible,” she whispered. “Different from Chris… not better, just… different. New. With all this tension we’ve been carrying, it’s like my body can’t hold it anymore—I think these are some of the hardest orgasms I’ve ever had.”

The words hit him like a jolt of pride and arousal rolled into one.

She leaned up, brushing her lips to his ear. “Now it’s my turn to treat you.”

But Mike shook his head quickly, forcing a laugh. “Not yet. I need to save it. If you even breathe on my cock right now, I’m going to explode.”

Emma giggled softly, her chest still rising and falling fast. “That sounds like a challenge.”

Mike groaned and rolled onto his back, staring up at the sunlit sky, his cock straining painfully. If this was just the afternoon, the night ahead was going to ruin him—in the best possible way.

They lay side by side on the paddleboard, Emma curled back against Mike’s chest, his arm draped lazily across her waist. Every now and then she’d twitch, a little aftershock from the orgasm still coursing through her. On the other board, Chris had Leah spread wide, his tongue and fingers working in perfect rhythm. Mike glanced over just in time to see Leah’s head tip back, her small breasts bouncing with each desperate thrust of her hips, her cries carrying faintly across the water. Chris gripped her thighs tighter, and within moments her whole body seized, shuddering violently as she came hard, calling out his name with abandon.

The two boards drifted slowly, the gentle current carrying them closer to the island. Sated and quiet, they let themselves float, a lazy calm settling in after the storm of lust. Mike trailed his fingers idly over Emma’s stomach, thinking how surreal it was that this was happening—that this was their reality now.

“Beach,” Mike murmured, spotting a crescent of pale sand tucked between the trees. Emma followed his gaze and nodded. Together they dipped their paddles into the water, guiding the boards toward shore.

As they neared, Mike’s brow furrowed. Four other paddleboards were already pulled up on the sand, no owners in sight. The boards were still damp, water dripping off their edges, proof that whoever they belonged to was nearby.

He felt a ripple of unease—and excitement—pass through him. They’d been close enough to the island for some time now. If anyone had been here earlier, there was every chance they’d had a perfect view of two couples writhing together on their boards, Emma moaning into his mouth while Leah screamed out her release just yards away. The thought of being watched, of strangers maybe sitting in the shadows drinking in every detail, made his cock twitch with renewed life.

They slid their own boards onto the sand beside the others and pulled on enough clothing to keep things casual. The men tugged their swimsuits back up, while Leah and Emma shimmied their thongs into place but left their chests bare, the sheen of sweat and salt water highlighting the swell of their breasts.

“Where is everyone?” Leah whispered, glancing around the empty beach. The forest pressed close, thick and green, but utterly silent. No chatter, no movement. Just the soft lap of water against the shore.

“There,” said Mike, spotting a broad outcropping of rock jutting up from the edge of the beach. It looked like the perfect vantage point, offering a sweeping view of both the lake and the beach below. If anyone had been watching them earlier, odds were they’d been perched up there.

Mike clambered up first, planting his feet on the warm stone, the rough surface scraping his palms as he steadied himself. When he reached the top, he turned and gestured for the others to follow. Emma was right behind him, her thong riding up as she stretched to reach the next ledge, giving him a teasing glimpse of her ass. Then Leah and Chris made their way up together, Chris steadying her with a hand at her hip.

When they reached him, they stood shoulder to shoulder, gazing out across the water. From up here, the resort looked impossibly far away, just a cluster of tiny specks on the shore. But what held Mike’s mind wasn’t the distance—it was the idea that only minutes ago, someone else could have been standing exactly where he was now, eyes locked on the four of them as they’d lost themselves in each other.

The possibility left him flushed, his heart hammering harder than it had on the paddle out.

Mike crouched low, peering over the sun-warmed rock. At first it was just shapes—bodies moving together, pale skin glinting in the light—but then the details sharpened, and his gut lurched.

Two couples. Naked. Not just fooling around—fucking.

And not just anyone.

It was the Carters. And the Browns.

Katie Carter was the easiest to pick out. Her hair—fiery, unmistakable ginger—glowed like a beacon, loose curls spilling down her back as she bobbed her head furiously up and down on Jordan Brown’s cock. Even from above, Mike could see her cheeks hollowing, her big, obviously enhanced tits swinging free beneath her. Every time she plunged deeper, those fake but perfect breasts bounced against her chest, pale flesh catching the light. She looked ravenous, devouring him, her hand pumping the base while her lips swallowed the rest.

Next to them, Amy Brown was riding Steve Carter in reverse cowgirl, and the sight made Mike’s jaw slacken. Amy had always struck him as a little geeky—glasses too big for her face, hair tied back, sensible clothes. But now, with nothing to hide behind, she was just… raw.

Her body was fuller, softer than Katie’s gym-sculpted frame. Her tits, a little saggy, swung heavily with every bounce. Her belly had a pooch, her thighs spread wide as she ground down on Steve. And her pussy—God, she was hairy. A thick, dark bush framed her lips as she fucked him, her curls slick with arousal, matted where Steve’s cock slid in and out.

From above, they had the perfect view: Amy’s ass cheeks slapping against his thighs, her tits jiggling with no restraint, her head thrown back as she moaned to the sky. Steve’s hands were gripping her hips hard, pulling her down onto him, making her bounce harder, ride deeper.

Mike’s mind spun. Katie, the fiery redhead with her big fake tits, was choking herself on another man’s cock like a porn star. And Amy—the frumpy, geeky brunette he’d barely given a second thought to in all their BBQs—was transformed into this wild, hairy, animalistic vision, riding Steve Carter’s cock like her life depended on it.

Emma’s breath hitched audibly beside him. “Oh my God,” she whispered, squeezing Mike’s arm. “That’s Katie. And Amy… holy shit.”

There was no mistaking it. The Carters and the Browns weren’t just neighbors with a fondness for cookouts. They were on the beach, in the open, shamelessly swapping partners and losing themselves in raw, sweaty sex.

And the four of them—Mike, Leah, Chris, and Emma—had front-row seats.

Well, this is going to make the BBQ interesting, Mike thought, barely breathing as they all crouched low behind the ridge at the top of the rock. Just a few feet below, the Carters and the Browns were lost in raw, shameless fucking, oblivious to the eyes on them.

None of the four said a word. They didn’t dare. The air was thick with the sounds from the beach—wet slaps, breathless moans, Katie’s muffled gagging as she swallowed Jordan’s cock, Amy’s loud cries each time she dropped onto Steve’s length. The sun beat down on all of them, hot and heavy, as though it was fueling the madness.

Mike’s cock was like steel inside his shorts, throbbing almost painfully. Without thinking, he reached for Emma, his hand finding the curve of her ass. Her skin was warm, smooth under his palm. She glanced back at him with wide eyes, her breath shallow, then slowly slid her hand across his thigh. Inch by inch, she crept lower, until her fingers hooked the waistband of his shorts. A quick tug, and she had him free, his cock pulsing in the open air.

She wrapped her hand around him and started to stroke—slow, lazy pulls, matching the rhythm of the couples below them. Mike groaned, quietly, his eyes flicking between Katie’s bouncing tits and Amy’s hairy pussy grinding down on Steve.

Not to be outdone, Mike slipped his own hand down the front of Emma’s thong. The thin fabric was damp with heat. He pushed past it, his fingers finding the fuzz of her little landing strip, then sliding lower to the slick warmth beneath. She shivered, biting her lip, and spread her thighs just enough to let him in. His fingers traced her folds, teasing her clit, stroking gently while her hand glided up and down his cock.

Behind him, he could feel Leah pressed close, her breasts at his back, her breath hot in his ear. She shifted slightly, and he could sense the telltale rhythm of her arm moving. Chris. She was stroking Chris just as Emma was stroking him. The realization made his cock twitch in Emma’s hand.

The four of them lay there in silence, hidden, every nerve ending lit up, while below, the Carters and Browns moaned and fucked like animals. It was like the whole lake had gone mad with lust—and they were right at the center of it.

As the four of them crouched behind the ridge, the scene on the beach shifted again. Jordan and Steve pulled back from the sweaty tangle, standing side by side now, stroking their cocks in long, deliberate pulls. Amy dropped obediently to her knees in the sand between them, her glasses slipping down her nose, hair wild, tits sagging slightly as they swung forward. Her hairy pussy glistened with the wet sheen of her arousal, thighs spread clumsily as though she’d forgotten about modesty entirely.

But the real surprise was Katie. The fiery redhead didn’t kneel with her—she stood tall just behind Amy, hands fisted in the brunette’s messy hair. With her enhanced tits pushed forward, nipples hard, Katie looked every inch the dominant, holding Amy’s head firmly in place, angling her face toward the two thick cocks in front of her.

Steve’s massive shaft loomed closest, long and thick enough that Amy hesitated for a second, her eyes going wide. Katie smirked, tightening her grip, forcing Amy’s mouth open. “That’s it,” she seemed to mouth, guiding her like she owned her. Jordan stroked himself next to Steve, the two men looming over her, their balls heavy and ready, Amy’s hands pawing at their thighs like she was desperate to please both.

The contrast was stark: Katie, tall, fiery, confident, in control. Amy, chubby and disheveled, kneeling submissively in the sand, framed by Steve’s monstrous cock on one side and Jordan’s thick shaft on the other.

Mike’s breath caught. He could see it coming—the moment when Amy would be forced to take both loads, Katie holding her in place while the two men painted her face and glasses. It was obscene, humiliating, erotic—and Mike was harder than ever, Emma’s hand still lazily stroking him behind the ridge.

"So hot," Emma whispered, barely audible over the sound of the waves. Her nails dug into Mike’s arm as the scene below unfolded.

Steve was the first to break, his huge cock jerking in his fist as he groaned. A thick rope of cum shot forward, splattering across Amy’s glasses and forehead. She gasped, startled, but Katie’s grip on her hair was iron, forcing her chin up and her mouth open. "Take it," Katie barked, her tits bouncing as she leaned into the control, holding the brunette steady for more.

Jordan wasn’t far behind. His cock pulsed and he spilled over Amy’s cheek and lips, cum running down to drip from her chin. Katie guided her, tilting Amy’s face so that both men’s loads painted her at once—thick streaks coating her cheeks, nose, lips, even tangled in her messy hair.

The sheer volume was staggering; both men must have been pent up, their semen flooding her mouth and plastering her features until her glasses slid sideways, uselessly streaked white. Amy whimpered through it, one hand clutching at Jordan’s thigh while Katie forced her to stay in place, murmuring something in her ear that made her shudder.

When the last spurts oozed out, Katie finally let go, pushing Amy’s face forward so the two cocks rested against her cheeks. Steve and Jordan gave a few final strokes, smearing their cum across her skin before collapsing back on the towels.

Amy slumped forward, gasping, strands of cum stretching from her lips as Katie finally released her grip. The redhead stood above her, grinning wickedly, her big tits rising and falling as if proud of the mess she’d orchestrated.

Mike swallowed hard behind the ridge, his cock aching painfully in Emma’s hand. The sight of Steve’s monstrous shaft pumping its load all over Amy’s submissive, cum-soaked face was burned into his mind—and by the look of Emma’s parted lips and flushed cheeks, it was burned into hers too.

But the show was not yet over. Katie wasn’t about to let Amy slump into the sand. Fist still tangled in the brunette’s hair, she yanked her head back just enough to look down at her. Cum was streaked across Amy’s cheeks and glasses, her face flushed, mouth parted as she panted.

"On your knees where you belong," Katie hissed, pushing her hips forward. "Open that mouth, you fat little slut. Lick my pussy like you mean it."

Emma sucked in a sharp breath at the cruelty of the words, half-expecting Amy to recoil in shame. But to her astonishment, Amy gave a muffled moan and immediately pressed her face deeper between Katie’s thighs. Her hands—small, soft, slightly trembling—slid up Katie’s thighs to clutch her ass, grabbing hold of the redhead’s flesh and pulling her down tighter against her mouth as though desperate to obey.

Katie threw her head back with a laugh that turned into a ragged moan. Her massive tits bounced as she rode Amy’s tongue, grinding down shamelessly. "That’s it," she panted, her voice carrying over the waves. "That’s a good girl. Eat it. Make yourself useful."

From their perch above, Mike couldn’t believe what he was seeing. Emma’s stroking hand slowed on his cock, her lips parted in shock. "She likes it," Emma whispered, almost disbelieving. Down below, Amy’s glasses were askew, her mouth working hungrily, and every insult Katie spat only seemed to drive her harder, her body rocking with need as she devoured the other woman’s pussy.

Katie held her head in place and moaned loudly, her dominance radiating through every word and movement. Amy looked ruined, yet totally consumed with eagerness, as though humiliation itself had unlocked something feral inside her.

Emma’s hand was still on his cock, but her strokes had gone erratic, broken by the way her body trembled. She couldn’t tear her eyes away from the scene below—the redhead forcing the chubby brunette’s face harder into her pussy, Amy moaning into Katie’s cunt like she was born for it.

Mike slid his hand back between Emma’s thighs, finding her thong soaked, her pussy hot and swollen against his fingers. He circled her clit deliberately, leaning into her ear. “You like that, don’t you? Watching her on her knees, licking, humiliated in front of everyone.”

Emma gasped, her hips jerking against his hand. “I—”

“Don’t lie to me.” His voice was low, insistent. He pressed two fingers against her clit and rubbed harder, ignoring the desperate little whimper she made. “Do you want to be like her? On your knees, tongue out, being used?”

“Oh god,” Emma moaned, trying to grind down on his hand. Her cheeks were flushed, her chest rising and falling quickly.

Mike pinched her clit lightly between his fingers, making her squeal. “Say it. Do you want to be a little slut on your knees, eating pussy while everyone watches? Do you want that, Emma?”

Her nails dug into his arm as her body shook, holding back against the pressure, the words caught in her throat. “I… I can’t…”

“You can. Or I stop.” He slowed his hand deliberately, easing off the pressure. The frustrated cry that tore from her lips was almost pitiful.

“Please, don’t stop,” she begged, rocking her hips.

“Then tell me.” He pushed his fingers lower, brushing her entrance, just enough to tease. “Tell me you want it. Tell me you want to be used, like her.”

Emma buried her face against his shoulder, muffling a moan. Her whole body tensed, and then—broken, breathless, desperate—she whispered the words.

“Yes… I want it. I want to be her. I want to be on my knees, used, made to lick pussy like that. I want it so bad.”

Her confession spilled out like a dam breaking, and Mike rewarded her immediately, pressing two fingers deep inside her and rubbing hard against her G-spot. Emma’s cry echoed off the rocks, louder than she intended, her body thrashing as she came undone in his arms.

Mike held her tight as she trembled through it, his mouth at her ear. “Good girl,” he whispered, savoring the way she shuddered and gasped, ruined by her own admission.

As Emma’s orgasm ebbed, her body still quivering against him, she lifted her gaze back down to the beach. Katie had pulled Amy’s messy face from her pussy and leaned in close, whispering something in the brunette’s ear that none of them on the rock could hear. Whatever it was, Amy nodded frantically, her face flushed and glistening with spit and cum, her hands still clutching Katie’s hips like she never wanted to let go.

Emma shivered at the sight, her hand never leaving Mike’s cock. Instead, she stroked him with renewed purpose, her breath hot against his ear. “Yes…” she whispered, almost to herself, but then louder, desperate, “Later, I want both of you to fuck us… and then cum all over our faces.”

Mike’s cock throbbed violently in her hand at her words, the image searing into his brain.

“We’ll share your cum between us,” Emma went on, her tone needy, her strokes firmer now. “Taste it, swap it, let it drip down our chins just like those girls did. And then…” She hesitated only a moment before pressing her lips against his ear. “Then I want Leah to put me on my knees. I want her to use me, just like Katie did with Amy. Make me her slut.”

Mike groaned, his whole body seizing. He had no idea how he had managed to hold back this long, but the combination of her words and her insistent grip broke him. A hot pulse surged through his cock, a thick bead of cum leaking out the tip before he could stop it.

Emma didn’t hesitate. She leaned down, her tongue darting out, catching the droplet. She looked up at him, eyes blazing, and swallowed it slowly, deliberately. “Mmmm,” she purred, licking her lips. “Just a taste—for now.”

Mike shifted, his body finally cooling after Emma’s whispered confession, and glanced over toward the other paddleboard. Chris was slouched against it, cock now soft but still glistening, a lazy trail of cum dripping down his shaft and pooling on his thigh. Leah, spread wide across from him, had her legs open without a care, her pussy so wet it was visibly glistening and dripping down the insides of her thighs. The sight made Mike’s cock twitch again despite his release, Emma’s hand still idly stroking him as she followed his gaze.

“God…” Emma breathed, her eyes fixed hungrily on Leah’s messy, swollen pussy.

Below them, the action on the beach was winding down. Jordan and Steve were moving slowly, satisfied, while Katie knelt in front of Amy a moment longer, catching her breath, before she stood up and they both began to gather up their towels. Once Steve stood, his now soft cock was impossible to ignore—thick and long, hanging heavy between his thighs. Mike had thought it was massive before, but seeing it now, still half-slick with cum, he realized just how much the man carried even without an erection.

Jordan rose next, stretching, and Emma’s eyes were drawn to the way his cock swung as he walked. He wasn’t as thick as Steve, but his size was nothing to scoff at—plenty of length and weight, his soft shaft bouncing freely with each step. What caught Emma’s attention most, though, was the obvious foreskin, a loose sheath that covered much of his cock, folding forward and back as it shifted. She wrinkled her nose faintly, whispering to Mike, “Uncut dick’s not really my thing…” but her hand still squeezed him harder, betraying how much the sight aroused her despite herself.

Katie, radiant and fiery even with her hair a mess, pulled on a skimpy dress without underwear, while Amy scrambled to tug her own clothes over her still-damp body, her glasses crooked, her pussy hair dark and matted with cum. The two men joined them, and together the foursome began packing their things, as though nothing scandalous had just happened.

Mike, Emma, Chris, and Leah exchanged a look. Without a word, they began to creep backward, slipping from their vantage point atop the rock. They mounted their boards quietly, paddles slicing through the water as they rounded the curve of the island.

Behind them, voices carried faintly on the evening breeze, laughter and murmurs of contentment from the beach. Ahead, the open lake glowed gold with the sinking sun. Leah and Emma tugged on their bikini tops again as they neared the dock, disguising the evidence of just how far the day had gone.

Sun-kissed, dripping wet, and still humming with everything they had seen and done, they glided back toward shore—hearts pounding, cocks and pussies aching for more, and the certainty that their summer had only just begun.


Girl on Girl

Once again, the girls kicked them out of the cabin to shower and get dressed, leaving Mike and Chris to wander back down to the Swing Bar. The sun was beginning to sink lower, drenching the lake in gold and orange as they ordered two beers and settled at a table facing the water. Both were quiet for a while, the silence heavy with what they’d seen that afternoon. Finally, Chris let out a low whistle.

“Man,” he said, shaking his head slowly. “The Carters and the Browns. Who the hell would’ve guessed they were dirty little swingers?”

Mike chuckled, but it came out nervous, like he was still trying to believe it himself. “I know, right? And the way they looked at me and Emma earlier, you’d think we were the worst degenerates on the planet. Meanwhile, they’re on that beach fucking like porn stars.”

Chris grinned, leaning in on his elbows. “Well… let’s be real. Katie Carter’s hot. Like, ridiculously hot. Always has been. And seeing her down there today, on her knees with Steve’s cock in her mouth…” He paused, smirking. “That was next-level.”

Mike raised his beer. “I’ll give you that. She’s hot. Sexy as hell, even. But she’s also… fake, you know? Everything about her screams show-off. The tits, for one—yeah, they look good, but come on, they’re so obviously fake. Just sitting up there like balloons. I don’t know, it’s slutty, but in a kind of trashy way.”

Chris laughed, nodding. “Totally. They don’t move right, do they? I mean, don’t get me wrong, I’d still fuck her six ways to Sunday. But she’s definitely going for that pornstar vibe. Kind of makes me wonder how much of what we saw today is just her showing off rather than actually enjoying it.”

“Yeah,” Mike agreed, taking a sip of his beer. “She’s hot, no doubt about it. But slutty. In a way that doesn’t quite… feel real.” He trailed off, and they both sat with the image of Katie on her knees, hair blazing red in the sun, her perfect tits spilling forward as she held Amy down against her pussy.

Then Chris leaned back and gave a small laugh. “But you know what surprised me? Amy.”

Mike barked out a laugh. “Fuck yes. Amy Brown. Geeky, little chubby Amy with the glasses. Man, I don’t know what I was expecting, but it wasn’t that.”

“Exactly,” Chris said, his grin widening. “She’s no Katie Carter, but when she was riding Steve’s cock… holy shit. She was into it. Like, way more than I ever imagined. Watching her tits bounce, watching her get worked up… She’s hotter than a fat brunette has any right to be.”

Mike nearly spat out his drink laughing. “That’s exactly it! She’s not supposed to be hot. She’s average. Bit chubby, saggy tits, hairy pussy…” He trailed off, shaking his head. “And yet… damn. There was something about the way she took it. Like she didn’t give a fuck who was watching. Totally lost in it.”

Chris let out a long exhale. “I’ll say this though—she needs to shave that pussy. Jesus Christ. I mean, I get a landing strip or something, but that? That was like watching seventies porn.”

Mike grinned, nodding. “Couldn’t stop staring though, could you?”

Chris smirked back. “Nope. And judging by the hard-on you had up there, neither could you.”

They both laughed, the tension breaking, their beers clinking together as they leaned back in their chairs, both still buzzing from the memory of the afternoon’s show.

The girls took their time, but when they finally emerged it was worth every second of waiting. Both had clearly gone all out—hair styled, makeup perfect, every detail deliberate. Emma wore a shimmering green cocktail dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, the neckline daring enough to show off her cleavage while still leaving something to the imagination. Mike couldn’t help but wonder if she had chosen the matching lingerie he’d seen earlier, the thought alone sending a shiver through him.

Leah, by contrast, was in a deep wine-red number. The fabric clung to her tighter frame, highlighting her toned stomach and perky tits. The skirts were long but cut high enough on the sides that both women’s legs were nearly on full display, the slit teasing all the way up to their thighs—almost to their waists when they moved just so.

“Wow,” both men breathed out in unison, unable to hide their admiration.

“You girls look… stunning,” Mike added, his throat suddenly dry.

Leah smiled knowingly. “Well, we do like to dress up occasionally. We only have a couple of days left before we head home, and the BBQ is always so casual.”

“If they invite us back,” Mike teased, grinning at the memory of the Carters catching him with Emma earlier.

Leah smirked at that, but as she slid gracefully into her chair across from him, the slit of her dress opened wider than she likely intended—or maybe exactly as intended. Mike caught a tantalizing glimpse higher up her thighs than was polite, and the question struck him like lightning: was she even wearing panties? His cock stirred immediately at the thought.

He leaned toward her, ready to steal a kiss, but Leah pressed her hand lightly to his chest, stopping him. “Not with all that lake water still on you,” she said smoothly, her tone half chastisement, half tease.

Mike sat back, caught between frustration and amusement. She knew exactly what she was doing to him.

“Now,” Leah continued, “you boys go clean up. We laid clothes out for you. The car arrives in thirty minutes—so don’t be late.”

“Car?” Mike echoed, surprised. He hadn’t heard a thing about this.

Emma laughed lightly, her green dress glittering as she shifted in her chair. “You didn’t think we were going to sit around here dressed like this, did you?”

Leah gestured at herself, then at Emma, their legs deliberately crossing in unison so the slits of their dresses fell open just enough to tease. “We have plans. And you’ll both want to look the part.”

Mike swallowed hard, exchanging a glance with Chris. Wherever this night was headed, it was clear the women were the ones driving.

Mike and Chris went back to the cabin where the girls had laid out black suits for them. That alone was enough to make Mike pause. Suits? For a lake trip? Normally the uniform here was board shorts, polos, and swimwear—something casual, sun-soaked, and easy. This was different. This was deliberate. The girls looked like they were ready for a night in Vegas, not a sleepy cabin town, and it was clear they had been plotting.

Chris only shrugged when Mike asked if he knew anything, his face a mixture of curiosity and anticipation. With no other choice, the men showered, shaved, and dressed. The suits were sharp—black jackets, slim-cut shirts, no ties. Mike caught a glimpse of himself in the mirror and almost didn’t recognize the reflection. A man dressed for trouble.

When they met the women back at the bar, the wolf-whistle from Leah and Emma was loud enough to turn heads. Emma gave Chris an exaggerated once-over and smirked. “You boys don’t clean up half bad,” she purred, sliding in to kiss him.

Leah, never one to let Emma outdo her, leaned into Mike as he reached for her. This time she didn’t hold back. Her body pressed against his chest, her soft curves and the faint scent of vanilla surrounding him like home. Her breasts molded into him, her lips parting against his, and for the first time all day he felt like he’d circled back to where he belonged.

“You OK?” Leah whispered against his mouth, her voice low and private.

“Yeah,” Mike said, brushing his hand over her waist. “Today was hot… but this? This feels so good. Like I’m exactly where I should be. It’s been… incredible.”

Leah’s smile curled wickedly as she broke from him. “It’s not over yet.” She tilted her head toward the waiting taxi outside the bar. “Why don’t you sit up front? We’ll trade on the way back.”

At first, the idea of being separated stung, but then the reality sank in—he’d get a front-row view of whatever Leah was about to orchestrate in the back seat. That thought put a grin on his face. “After you,” he said gallantly, holding the door for them.

Chris slid in first, then the girls flanked him, climbing in with deliberate slowness. Leah hiked her dress just high enough for Mike to get a glimpse up her thighs. His jaw nearly dropped when he realized she wasn’t wearing panties at all—her smooth, bare pussy visible for a split second in the low glow of the taxi’s interior light.

Leah caught the look and only shrugged with a mischievous grin. “Impossible to wear anything under this dress,” she said lightly, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

Mike swallowed hard, already feeling the insistent swell of his erection pressing at his zipper. He climbed into the passenger seat, adjusting himself with as much discretion as possible, and glanced at the dashboard. The GPS was already set—destination: the fancy French restaurant across town. Of course. The girls had arranged everything.

As the taxi pulled away, Mike couldn’t resist sneaking a look back. Chris looked like he’d died and gone to heaven, pinned between the two women like a king. And the driver—an older guy who clearly wasn’t paid enough for this—kept sneaking peeks in the rearview mirror, his eyes darting away each time.

Mike didn’t blame him. From where he sat, he had a perfect view of Emma leaning in first, her lips pressing firmly to Chris’s. Then Leah followed suit, her hand on Chris’s thigh as she kissed him too. For a brief, electric moment, Mike saw both women’s mouths on the same man, their lips still glossy from their own cocktails at the bar.

His cock twitched in his suit pants. This was going to be an interesting night.

The action started almost immediately, before they’d even left the resort’s parking lot. Emma shifted in her seat, turning sideways toward Chris. From Mike’s angle, the move looked innocent enough—until her hand slid over Chris’s crotch and began massaging him through his slacks. At the same time, Leah kept kissing him, her lipstick smudging as her tongue darted into his mouth.

The sight alone was hot, but then Emma leaned further across Chris’s lap, giving herself better leverage. In the process her green dress rode high on her thighs, baring her hips and exposing the thong she’d bought earlier at the lingerie boutique. Mike recognized the pink polka-dot fabric instantly. She hadn’t been able to resist wearing it.

The exposure wasn’t just for Mike, either. From the way Emma glanced up toward the front of the car, lips forming a perfect little “O,” she was deliberately giving the driver a show as well. Her painted mouth shaped a silent promise—this is what’s coming later.

Mike’s cock lurched inside his suit pants, straining painfully against the fabric. He could only imagine what the driver was going through, trying to keep the car steady with a front-row view in the rearview mirror.

And then things escalated. Mike caught the subtle movement of Chris’s hand sliding up Leah’s thigh beneath her wine-red dress. She gave a low, unmistakable gasp—“Ooooh”—and shifted in her seat, arching into his touch. Mike’s stomach flipped. His wife was being fingered in the back of a taxi, right next to another woman stroking the same man’s cock.

Chris’s other hand found Emma’s leg, and soon both women had hiked their dresses higher, giving him full access. From the front, Mike couldn’t see much—just flashes of bare thigh, the occasional flash of lace—but that made it more maddeningly erotic. He was left to imagine what was happening under the fabric, the sounds of stifled moans and shifting fabric telling the story his eyes couldn’t.

Then came the sound: ziiiiip. Emma, with deliberate slowness, had unzipped Chris’s fly. The sound was loud in the confined car, and Mike thought his heart might stop.

For a split second, he worried they’d get thrown out. But when he glanced sideways at the driver, the man wasn’t telling them to stop. He wasn’t even pretending not to notice. One hand was firmly on the wheel—but the other was pressed against the bulge in his own trousers, rhythmically stroking himself through the fabric as he squirmed in his seat.

They weren’t going to be stopped. If anything, the driver was encouraging it.

In the back, Chris’s cock was out, straining hard against his briefs. Emma bent down first, lips closing over him through the thin material, dragging her tongue across the outline of his shaft. Leah followed, giggling as she nipped at him through the fabric, her lipstick leaving faint smudges. They took turns teasing him, sucking him through the cloth until it was dark and wet with their spit.

Mike gripped his thighs so hard his knuckles whitened. Watching his wife’s head dip into another man’s lap while her friend mirrored her movements was almost too much.

The car jolted slightly, swerving as the driver stole another glance in the mirror, his face flushed. Then Mike noticed something else: the GPS map had shifted. The driver had deliberately rerouted them, taking the long, scenic road to the restaurant. Buying Chris more time. Buying himself more of a show.

Emma pulled back, licking her lips exaggeratedly. Leah leaned in immediately after, her soft moan filling the car as her mouth moved over Chris’s length through the wet fabric. Chris groaned, his hands sliding into both women’s hair, guiding them down harder.

It looked inevitable. Chris was going to blow his load right there in the back seat. Mike couldn’t tear his eyes away.

But just as Emma peeled his waistband down and reached for his bare cock, the taxi slowed. The restaurant’s glowing sign appeared outside the tinted windows. The driver cleared his throat softly, his other hand finally leaving his lap to shift gears.

Mike realized the man had delayed them as long as he possibly could.

Chris groaned in frustration, tucking himself back into his pants as Emma and Leah smoothed their dresses down, smirking at each other like schoolgirls caught passing notes. Mike’s cock was throbbing painfully, and judging by the wetness of Leah’s lips and Emma’s flushed cheeks, they were every bit as turned on as he was.

The driver put the car in park, glanced at Mike, and gave the faintest, knowing smile.

The night was only just beginning.

The driver slipped a business card into Mike’s palm as he pulled himself together, his voice low but tinged with hope. “I’m working all night,” he said, making it perfectly clear he was angling for the return trip.

Mike shoved the card into his pocket, fighting a losing battle with his erection. The man had already beaten him to the back door, opening it with a flourish. Leah stepped out first. She didn’t even try to cover herself; the high slit of her dress rode dangerously high as she swung her legs out, giving the driver the same view Mike had gotten earlier. The man’s throat bobbed as he swallowed.

Chris followed, still flushed from what almost happened in the backseat. But before Mike could register anything else, Emma chose to slide out the same side as Leah instead of her own. She leaned forward deliberately as she stepped down, her dress parting to give the driver yet another long look straight up her thighs to the lingerie Mike had helped her into earlier. The man’s eyes widened, and Mike had to suppress a grin—he was definitely securing that return fare in his head already.

Then came the kicker. Both Leah and Emma leaned in close to him, one after the other, “thanking” him by pressing their bodies against his and planting soft, lingering kisses on his lips. His hands twitched like he wanted to touch them but didn’t dare. By the time the girls pulled away, his face was scarlet, and Mike knew the poor bastard would be replaying this ride in his head for weeks.

The heat didn’t abate once they stepped into the French restaurant. If anything, it climbed higher. They were led to a dark booth tucked in the back, mercifully private. The low lighting cast shadows across their table, disguising the flush in their cheeks and the wandering of their hands.

Dinner was almost beside the point. Mike ordered something smaller than usual, suddenly aware of pacing himself for later, while the girls leaned in close between them, their perfume curling like smoke in the warm air. Leah and Emma sat in the middle, framed by their men like bookends, their dresses slit so high that bare thigh brushed against bare thigh.

Mike let his hand drift up Emma’s leg under the table, her skin smooth and hot beneath his fingers. But then—another hand. Not Chris’s, not Emma’s. A feminine hand. He froze until he realized it was Leah’s. She had reached across the seat seam, her nails grazing his knuckles as if daring him to keep going.

Mike looked up. Leah gave him the most wicked little wink, then turned her head to Chris, lips brushing his ear as if nothing at all were happening.

So Mike did keep going. He traced the line of Emma’s inner thigh, slipping higher until he found the heat of her pussy through her dress. She was wet. Super wet. His fingertips brushed her lips, pressing through the thin scrap of fabric she wore, and Emma shivered beside him, trying not to make a sound.

Now two women had their hands between his legs under the table, one teasing, one deliberately working him toward madness, and all the while Chris had no idea his wife was stroking her friend’s husband. Or maybe he did. Maybe they all did.

The booth was dark, the restaurant loud enough that no one nearby could notice. And Mike couldn’t help thinking—if they left a damp spot on the leather seats, it wouldn’t be from spilled wine.

After the appetizers were cleared, the conversation lulled into something lazy and comfortable, the kind of silence charged more by heat than by awkwardness. That was when Mike felt it—a deliberate press against his crotch. Emma’s hand.

She didn’t waste time, either. A slow tug at his zipper, the faint rasp of metal teeth parting, and then her fingers slid inside to wrap around him. Mike’s breath caught in his throat. He forced himself to keep his face neutral, his body relaxed, while beneath the table Emma’s hand moved with agonizing leisure, stroking him into steel.

He reached for her in return, his palm sliding up her thigh until he found the damp heat of her pussy. She parted her legs slightly, almost imperceptibly, but enough. He stroked her folds through the thin strip of fabric, then pushed it aside with practiced ease and slipped a finger inside. She clenched around him instantly, her muscles pulsing, her wetness soaking his hand.

The booth became a world of its own. The muted clink of cutlery and low murmur of other diners faded into static as Mike and Emma moved in tandem, lost in the quiet madness of touching each other in public. He stole a glance across the table—sure enough, Leah’s body was shifting against Chris’s, her hand working under the cloth just as Emma’s was now. Both couples were paired off and yet perfectly synchronized, a silent four-way conspiracy.

And then—a cough. Polite, but sharp enough to slice the spell in half.

Mike yanked his hand back as the waiter leaned in, setting down plates with a smile just a shade too knowing. Emma withdrew her hand slowly, deliberately brushing his cock one last time before resting her hands innocently on the tablecloth. Mike’s cheeks burned. He tried to busy himself with his napkin, certain the bulge still straining against his open fly was visible to everyone within five feet.

The waiter didn’t say a word. He simply placed the entrees in front of them—seared duck, roasted vegetables, a fillet of fish—and wished them a pleasant meal. But there was no mistaking the flicker of amusement in his eyes. He knew.

Mike glanced at Emma. Her lips quirked up in a wicked little smile as she picked up her fork and murmured, just loud enough for him to hear, “Delicious.”

It was obvious she wasn’t talking about the duck.

Mike shared bites with Emma, letting her lips close over his fork while he stole mouthfuls from hers. It felt decadent, erotic even, but what really stopped him cold was when Leah and Emma began feeding each other.

It wasn’t playful the way Leah had once described her college flings—back then, she’d painted those encounters as sloppy, rushed, driven by booze and urgency. Girls on their knees in a bathroom stall, licking until someone shuddered out an orgasm, then stumbling away. No preamble, no tenderness.

But this—this was different. Leah lifted a forkful of food to Emma’s lips as though she were placing a jewel on a pillow, her hand steady, her gaze fixed. Emma opened her mouth slowly, drawing the fork out with a deliberate swirl of her tongue. Leah’s own tongue darted across her lips in response, and Mike caught the hard points of her nipples pressing against the fabric of her dress. She wasn’t pretending. She was savoring it.

He was stunned. His wife—his confident, mischievous, no-nonsense Leah—was glowing, her whole body humming with the slow burn of desire, enjoying every second of the build-up in a way he’d never seen before.

Then Leah smiled slyly at Emma, almost too casually, and asked, “So… are you Katie or Amy?”

Emma blinked, caught off guard, then laughed, cupping her heavy breasts with both hands and pressing them together until her cleavage spilled up toward her throat. “With these? I think I’d have to be Katie.”

Leah giggled, but her hand slid under the table, down between Emma’s thighs. Mike saw Emma’s breath catch as Leah’s fingers brushed over the little tuft of hair on her mound. “And with this…” Leah whispered, her eyes flicking down, “…I think you’d have to be Amy.”

Emma didn’t reply. Her eyes fluttered shut, her lips parted, and the softest moan escaped her throat. She tilted her hips forward almost imperceptibly, clearly savoring the idea as much as Leah’s touch.

Mike sat frozen, his fork poised halfway to his mouth, wondering if he’d ever seen anything more erotic in his life.

Leah gave Mike a wicked grin and tilted her head toward the back. “Your turn,” she whispered, gesturing for him to slide in between both women. Mike caught Chris’s amused shrug as he moved toward the passenger seat up front. It looked like tonight, Chris would get the same show Mike had been treated to earlier.

The car pulled away, headlights carving through the dark as the city lights fell behind them. Mike had barely settled into the seat before Leah and Emma pressed in against him, their perfume mingling with the faint scent of wine. Without hesitation, he slipped a hand under each dress.

The contrast made his cock twitch immediately. On his left, Emma’s thong parted easily for him, and his fingertips brushed the soft fuzz of her landing strip before sliding lower to the damp heat of her pussy lips. On his right, Leah was freshly bare. Smooth. Perfect. Her skin felt slicker, cleaner under his touch, her folds shaved and swollen from arousal. He could feel the heat radiating off her, the kind of heat that made his knuckles wet just from grazing her slit.

Two different women. Two different tastes, two different textures—Emma’s little tuft teasing against his fingertips, Leah’s bare mound practically begging to be devoured. The contrast alone nearly undid him.

Leah leaned down, her lips grazing his ear. “Feel the difference?” she whispered, her voice low and sultry. She ground her hips into his hand to prove her point, rubbing herself harder against his fingers.

Before he could even respond, Emma’s hand was tugging at his zipper. “Let’s even things out, shall we?” she murmured, fishing inside to free his cock. He hissed as the cool air of the cab brushed his exposed length, but then Leah’s hand was wrapping around the base while Emma’s lips kissed the tip.

The driver’s eyes kept flicking to the rearview mirror, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. Mike had to bite his lip when Emma slipped halfway down his cock, her tongue swirling, while Leah stroked the rest with a practiced grip. The sight alone—Emma’s cheeks hollowing around him, Leah watching hungrily, her free hand slipping down to stroke her freshly-shaved mound—nearly made him shoot right there.

By the time they were halfway home, Mike was already panting, his cock glossy with spit, the women trading him between their mouths like a forbidden treat. That’s when Leah lifted her head, lips wet and shining, and spoke.

“Driver… can you pull over?”

For a split second, Mike panicked—thinking she might be sick from the drinks. He turned, wide-eyed. “You okay?”

Leah grinned wickedly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “I’m better than okay.”

The car rolled to a halt in the dim lot, the engine ticking down into silence. For a long beat, nobody moved. Mike could hear only his own heartbeat and the faint hum of insects circling the flickering streetlight outside.

Then Leah shifted. She slid across the seat and pushed the door open, heels clicking on the pavement. She didn’t look back at him as she walked toward the driver, only tugged her dress higher with deliberate slowness, like she knew exactly how much of her bare ass the hem revealed with each step.

“Leah…?” Mike half-whispered, but the word stuck in his throat.

The driver was already waiting, leaning casually against the hood, pants open, his bulge straining against his briefs. He looked nervous, but hungry. Leah closed the space with calm, feline grace. She didn’t kneel right away. Instead, she planted herself in front of him and dragged a single manicured nail down the bulge in his underwear. The driver exhaled hard, head tipping back.

From the back seat, Mike sat frozen. His cock throbbed painfully in Emma’s grip.

“Want to watch her take care of him?” Emma breathed into his ear. She kissed his neck once before sliding down and freeing him, stroking him lazily as if she had all the time in the world. “Keep watching her. Don’t miss a second.”

Mike couldn’t have looked away if he wanted to.

Leah hooked her fingers into the waistband of the driver’s briefs and tugged them down. His cock sprang free—thick, veined, the kind of size that made Mike’s gut clench with both dread and fascination. Leah gave a low, approving moan.

“Well, well…” she purred, wrapping her hand around him. “Looks like I found myself a nice fat treat.” She shot a glance back toward the car, straight into Mike’s eyes, her lips curling into a dirty smile. “You don’t mind if I suck this stranger’s cock, do you, baby?”

Mike’s chest tightened. The words hit like a fist—slutty, brazen, shameless. A wave of jealousy roared through him, but so did a flood of heat. His answer stuck in his throat, but Leah didn’t wait for it. She leaned in and dragged her tongue slowly up the length of the driver’s shaft, from base to tip, swirling it around the swollen head before popping it free with an obscene slurp.

The driver groaned, his hand clamping gently on her head, but she pushed it away, taking control. “Mmmm, I want to savor this,” she said, stroking him lazily. “I haven’t had a cock like this in my mouth in years.”

Inside the taxi, Emma sank her mouth down onto Mike’s cock at that exact moment, muffling her laugh as she swallowed him halfway to the root. The sync of sensation and sight almost broke him. He groaned, his hands fisting helplessly at his sides.

Outside, Leah finally sank to her knees on the rough pavement, dress riding up over her hips so that her bare pussy was on full display. She spread her thighs deliberately, letting the driver and her husband both see the glisten of her arousal. Then, with a moan that was part performance, part genuine hunger, she guided the driver’s cock between her lips and took him into her mouth.

Mike nearly bucked into Emma’s throat. The image of his wife—squatting in the shadows, moaning around a stranger’s cock, dress bunched to her waist—was too much. Emma pulled off with a wet gasp, licking her lips before whispering, “Don’t you dare cum yet. Watch her. Watch how much she loves it.”

Leah moaned louder, sloppy and obscene, saliva running down her chin as she bobbed on the driver’s cock, her hands on his thighs, her ass swaying with every stroke. Mike thought he might break apart from the sheer overload—Emma’s perfect mouth working him with expert slowness, Leah groaning on another man’s cock right in front of him. His body screamed at him to release, but his mind was locked in a war of lust and jealousy, humiliation and pride.

Leah’s lips slid farther down the driver’s shaft, the wet, obscene sounds carrying into the taxi. She moaned as though every inch filling her throat was a gift she’d been starved for. Her dress was bunched high around her waist now, bare ass and pussy glistening under the streetlight as she rocked her hips in time with her bobbing.

Mike bit back a groan. His fists clenched, but Emma wouldn’t let him have control. She wrapped her hand tight around the base of his cock, her mouth swallowing the top half in slow, milking pulls. She knew exactly what she was doing—keeping him from fully fucking her throat, dragging him toward the edge then backing off.

“Look at her,” Emma whispered between strokes, her lips slick with his precum. “Your wife’s out there, moaning on a stranger’s cock, and she’s loving it. You hear her? She’s louder than I’ve ever heard her with you.”

Mike’s chest heaved. Leah gagged, then moaned low and guttural, like she wanted them both to hear every filthy detail. The driver’s hips twitched as she forced herself deeper, her throat bulging, her nails digging into his thighs for leverage.

Emma pulled off with a lewd pop and gave his shaft a long, deliberate lick from base to tip, her eyes glinting. “She’s not doing it for him,” she teased, squeezing his cock, “she’s doing it for you. Showing you how much of a slut she can be. Don’t you want to cum watching her like that?”

Outside, Leah took a break only long enough to gasp, wiping spit from her chin with the back of her hand. She shot Mike a look through the windshield, her eyes blazing. “Mmmm, baby… his cock tastes so good… so thick… god, I love having it down my throat…” Then she dove back in, swallowing the driver with a noisy groan that echoed across the lot.

Mike nearly lost it, his hips jerking up. Emma clamped her hand tighter at the base to hold him back, laughing breathlessly. “Not yet. Not until you’ve really watched her lose herself.” She sank her mouth down again, taking him all the way until her nose brushed his stomach, her throat vibrating as she moaned around him—syncing her sounds with Leah’s outside.

The duet of their moans—his wife choking joyfully on a stranger’s cock and Emma humming around his own—was more than he could stand. His vision blurred, his whole body trembling as Emma edged him mercilessly, letting him teeter without release. Every time he thought he’d go over, she pulled back with a wicked grin, stroking him instead.

Outside, Leah was a picture of debauchery—kneeling in the gravel, ass swaying, spit dripping down her chin and tits as she bobbed hungrily, eyes closed in bliss. She moaned so loud it carried into the car, moans that sounded like she was cumming just from sucking him.

Mike’s cock pulsed violently in Emma’s grip. “You’re gonna explode just watching her, aren’t you?” she whispered. “Watching your wife be the nastiest slut in this whole town.”

The driver’s hands clenched into fists against the car roof, his hips jerking forward as his breath broke into ragged grunts. Leah moaned around him, her throat vibrating as she forced him as deep as she could. Then came the warning—half a gasp, half a growl—“I’m gonna cum…”

Mike’s whole body tensed. Emma had him buried to the hilt in her mouth at that moment, her tongue swirling, her hand stroking his base. He felt it—his orgasm boiling up, about to tear through him. He arched his hips, ready to explode down her throat—

And then she stopped. Just like that. She pulled off with a wet pop, her hand falling away, leaving his cock straining in the cool air, purple-red and throbbing, desperate for release.

Mike groaned in frustration, his hands fisting at his sides. “Fuck, Emma…”

She only smirked wickedly, licking his precum off her lips. “No, not yet. Watch her.”

Outside, Leah gagged loudly and then moaned as the driver’s cock twitched inside her throat. Then it happened: a torrent of hot, thick cum erupted into her mouth. She stayed there, swallowing furiously as rope after rope flooded her, but even she couldn’t keep up with the load. White seed spilled from the corners of her lips, dripping down her chin and onto her tits as she tried to gulp it all down.

“Oh my god,” Mike choked, his cock jerking helplessly in the open air, begging for touch.

Leah pulled back at last, gasping, strands of cum still hanging from her lips. She tilted her head up toward Mike through the windshield and opened her mouth, showing him the hot, creamy mess pooled on her tongue before swallowing again with an exaggerated gulp. A dribble still escaped down her chin, splattering onto her dress, and she spat the excess into her hand, wiping her mouth with a satisfied grin.

“Mmm… he fucking filled me up,” she moaned, licking her hand clean.

Inside the cab, Mike throbbed in agony—Emma’s little hand deliberately resting just below his cock, not touching, as if to remind him who was in charge. He was left rock-hard and leaking, denied, forced to watch his wife’s lips and throat painted in another man’s seed.

Leah stood, smoothing down her dress, though her thighs were still streaked with the driver’s cum. The man zipped his fly and muttered a dazed “thanks” before retreating to the driver’s seat.

Then Leah turned back toward Mike. Her lips glistened in the dim glow of the parking lot, faint traces of the stranger’s release still clinging to them. Without hesitation, she leaned in to kiss him.

Mike’s stomach twisted. The taste hit him immediately—salty, musky, unmistakably another man’s cum. His first instinct was to pull back, to turn away. He hated the taste. But Leah’s hand was already sliding onto his cock—bare, still achingly hard, exposed between them. Slowly, deliberately, she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and began to stroke.

Every nerve ending in Mike’s body screamed for release. The revulsion in his mouth battled with the pleasure flooding up from his cock, and in the end, his need won. He kissed her back, messy and hungry, even as the taste turned his stomach. The harder he kissed, the firmer her grip grew, her soft hand pumping ever so slowly, just enough to keep him on the razor’s edge.

Then, just when his hips started to twitch, when he was certain he was about to cum right there in the back of the cab, Leah broke the kiss with a wicked little giggle. She let go of his cock, leaving it twitching helplessly in the air, veins standing out, glistening with precum.

“Not yet, baby,” she whispered, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You’ll get to cum later. For me.”

Mike groaned, half in frustration, half in awe. He sat there, denied and desperate, his cock still rock-hard and throbbing, while Leah smoothed her dress back into place as if nothing had happened. Emma smirked knowingly beside them, watching his torment with a sly smile.

By the time they all slid back into the taxi, the air was thick with sex and tension. Mike’s lips still burned with the taste he despised, his cock ached for release, and all he could do was sit there, silently begging for the chance to finish.

Once back at the cabin, the driver opened the cab doors, and lingered just long enough for both girls to lean in and kiss him on the mouth. Their bodies pressed tight against him as his hands eagerly cupped their tits through the fabric of their dresses, squeezing and kneading while they giggled into his mouth. Then, as suddenly as it had started, they pulled away, thanked him again and walked off into the night, leaving the girls flushed and smirking as if nothing unusual had happened.

They all slipped back into the cabin, Emma tugging the door closed behind them while Leah made straight for the fridge and pulled out another chilled bottle of champagne.

“That was wild,” Mike said, shaking his head as the cork popped. “But damn—super risky. He wasn’t just some friend…he was a complete stranger. I went along with it, but that could’ve gone really wrong.”

“Not so risky,” Leah replied with a sly grin as she poured out the glasses. “He’s not exactly a stranger.”

Mike frowned. “What, there’s some kind of underground taxi-driver escort service in Lake Chelan?”

Leah laughed. “No. My sister hooked up with him last year and vouched for him. Said he was a proper gentleman…and not bad in bed either.”

Mike just stared, half exasperated, half relieved. Of course Leah’s sister had been involved—she’d only joined them one summer before, and had spent most of that weekend off in town after breaking up with her long-term boyfriend. He’d thought she was just partying, but apparently, she’d been laying the groundwork for this madness all along.

It eased his mind to know they hadn’t been in danger, but it also left him wondering: just how long had Leah and Emma been plotting this weekend? And how much further were they planning to push him?

Leah slid in beside him on the couch, her face softer now, less playful than it had been all night. She leaned close, her voice low. “You’re not…angry with me, are you?”

Mike blinked, caught off guard. “Angry?”

“I mean…” she hesitated, biting her lip, “…now that the heat of it’s passed. That was a stranger, Mike. Not a friend, not someone we planned for. I didn’t tell you because I was afraid you’d say no, and I just—I wanted to give us something outrageous, something you’d never forget.” Her hand hovered, then slid over his thigh, slow and cautious, like she was bracing for him to push her away.

Mike’s chest tightened. A part of him had been shocked, unsettled, even worried. But her touch—her soft hand pressing against the bulge in his pants—made anger impossible. His cock twitched instantly beneath her palm, betraying him, pushing against the fabric.

“You see?” she whispered, stroking him slowly now, her eyes wide and searching his. “You’re hard even while you’re deciding whether to be mad at me. You can’t be.”

Mike groaned softly, running a hand through his hair, torn between words and the insistent ache between his legs. “I thought…for a second…we were walking into a mugging, or worse.”

“I know.” Leah’s voice dropped further, her hand squeezing his cock through the fabric. “I won’t ever put you in danger like that again. I swear. But god, Mike…it was so hot, and the look on your face—watching me—it made me feel alive. Tell me you weren’t turned on.”

His body answered for him as his hips pushed into her hand. Whatever unease he felt, it was drowned out by the pulse of desire as she continued stroking him through the fabric, her apology woven together with temptation.

"No, no," said Mike. "I'm definitely not saying don't do that; maybe a heads up?"

Leah nodded and took him by the hand. "I don't know about you folks, but I am so turned on with all the teasing today." And with that, she let her dress slip to the floor, leaving her in only a pair of high heels. She looked stunning, her small breasts high on her chest, her freshly shaved pussy gleaming smooth under the warm light, nothing hidden, nothing to the imagination.

She reached for Emma with a hungry smile and unclasped her dress, sliding it off her shoulders. Emma was now naked except for her tiny green G-string. The fabric was so sheer and tight that it clung to every contour of her lips. Mike could see the faint outline of her landing strip pressing forward against the material, a subtle dark shadow hinting at what lay beneath. It was such a contrast to Leah’s flawless smoothness—two versions of perfection standing side by side.

"Alexa, play Norah Jones—Come Away With Me," Leah said softly as she leaned in, kissing Emma full on the lips. The women began to sway together, bodies pressed close, breasts rubbing as they moved in time to the music. Leah’s silky mound brushed against the taut green fabric covering Emma’s, and for a moment Mike wondered if Leah could feel the outline of that little patch through the lace.

The men stripped off their own clothes, watching in silence as the women held each other, nuzzling necks, whispering little gasps and giggles, swaying closer and closer under the soft sound of the music.

The men lay back on the bed, stroking their erections, unable to look away as the women swayed in the soft light. As the next song began, Leah let her hands glide up Emma’s body, cupping her full breasts with deliberate care. She kneaded them gently, rolling the nipples between her fingers, watching with satisfaction as they hardened under her touch. Emma sighed, tilting her head back, and slid one smooth thigh between Leah’s legs, pressing it up into her mound. Leah gasped, rocking her hips against Emma’s knee.

Without breaking the rhythm, Leah knelt down, her hands hooking into the waistband of Emma’s tiny green G-string. She tugged it slowly down Emma’s hips, dragging the thin fabric over her landing strip before peeling it down her thighs and tossing it aside. As she leaned in, she pressed a kiss just above Emma’s slit, then another directly on her smooth lips, inhaling the heat of her arousal.

Leah pushed Emma gently back onto the mattress, lowering herself on top of her. Their bodies slid together, breasts pressed tight, Leah grinding her slick mound against Emma’s pussy, moving slowly, sensually, as her hands continued to play with Emma’s tits. Emma arched her back, gasping at the sensation of Leah’s shaved pussy grinding against her own.

“I want to taste you,” Leah murmured, her voice thick with lust. She shifted, turning herself around in a slow, deliberate motion until her body stretched out over Emma’s in a perfect sixty-nine. The two women sprawled across the center of the bed, framed by the sight of Mike on one side and Chris on the other, both men stroking their cocks harder now, their breathing heavy.

Leah glanced sideways at Mike, catching his gaze, her lips curved into a mischievous smile. Then she lowered her head and pressed her tongue flat to Emma’s pussy, dragging a long, deliberate lick from the swollen nub of her clit all the way down over her tight, glistening lips. Emma let out a deep moan that vibrated against Leah’s mound.

Mike leaned closer instinctively, his head level with Leah’s as she worked. She turned her face briefly, pulling him into a hot, wet kiss, letting him taste Emma’s sweetness smeared across her lips. The flavor, the mingling of their mouths, the sight of Leah’s face so close to Emma’s pussy—it made Mike’s cock twitch, his arousal surging until his whole body ached for release.

Mike eased a finger inside, the warm velvet of her pussy clenching instinctively around him. He curled it upwards, searching for that soft, spongy patch he knew so well with Leah. Emma whimpered, lifting her hips into him, her thighs trembling as Leah’s tongue circled tighter and tighter around her clit.

“Oh god… ohhh god yes,” Emma moaned, her voice muffled into Leah’s mound as she instinctively buried her face deeper, sucking at Leah’s lips like she’d been doing it all her life.

Mike felt her twitching already, but Leah shook her head against Emma’s pussy, urging him silently to push harder. He obeyed, pumping his finger faster, curling it with that practiced “come-hither” motion that always sent Leah spiraling. Then he added a second finger, stretching her open as Leah clamped her lips right around Emma’s clit, sucking hard.

The reaction was instant. Emma’s back arched violently, her thighs clamping around Leah’s head as her voice pitched into a desperate cry. “Oh god—oh f-fuck—something’s—” Her whole body shuddered, her hips jerking wildly.

And then it happened. A hot rush of liquid shot from her pussy, splashing across Leah’s chin and spraying down Mike’s wrist.

“Holy shit!” Mike gasped, almost losing his rhythm, though he didn’t dare stop. Leah moaned into her, shaking her head from side to side to keep lapping even as her face was soaked.

Emma’s eyes flew open in shock. “What the fuck—oh god—I’m—fuck I’m cumming—” Her body convulsed again, another gush squirting out, splattering across Leah’s chest, leaving trails of wetness across her tits and stomach.

Chris groaned aloud from the chair, stroking his cock faster now, his eyes glued to the sight of his wife’s best friend squirting uncontrollably under his wife’s tongue. “Jesus Christ,” he muttered, his voice thick and raw with arousal.

Emma grabbed handfuls of Leah’s ass, pulling her down harder onto her face as though desperate not to lose the intensity. Her thighs shook violently, her stomach muscles contracting, and then another spray of liquid arced into the air, splattering onto Mike’s forearm and the sheets.

Mike’s cock throbbed painfully as he fingered her through it, watching her come undone in a way none of them had expected. Leah finally pulled back, gasping for breath, her face and chest glistening, a stunned smile on her lips.

Emma collapsed back against the bed, trembling, her chest heaving, her tits flushed and wet with sweat. “I—I didn’t even know I could do that…” she stammered, still shaking, her eyes wide in disbelief as a fresh trickle of wetness slid down her thigh.

Leah wiped her chin with the back of her hand, then licked her lips with a wicked grin. “Guess we found your button,” she purred, before leaning down to press one last teasing kiss against Emma’s overstimulated clit, making her jolt with a sharp gasp.

Mike slowly pulled his soaked fingers free, staring at the glistening mess covering his hand, his cock twitching so hard it hurt. Chris was openly stroking himself faster now, his eyes burning with lust at the sight of Emma completely wrecked.

Emma smiled weakly, still recovering, then tilted her head toward Leah, who was sprawled out, her body writhing with need, nipples hard, her pussy glistening and begging for attention. “But your wife isn’t done,” Emma murmured with a sly grin, her voice low and teasing. “She looks like she’s ready to be ruined.”

Mike shifted toward Leah, sliding between her thighs, his cock throbbing as he guided it to her soaked entrance. “Always,” Leah gasped, spreading her legs wide for him.

Mike sank in on a single thrust, burying himself to the hilt. Her pussy was blazing hot and slick, and she cried out, wrapping her legs around him to pull him deeper.

Beside them, Chris moved forward, stroking his cock over Leah’s lips. She moaned, opening her mouth wide and sucking him in hungrily, the lewd wet sounds filling the room.

Emma propped herself up on her elbows, watching wide-eyed, her lips curling into a smirk. “God, Leah… look at you,” she teased, shifting closer until her face hovered just above Leah’s clit. “Two dicks at once and still greedy enough for my tongue? You’re such a bigger slut than me.”

Leah moaned around Chris’s cock, her eyes rolling back as she tried to nod in agreement, her muffled cries vibrating against his shaft.

“Fuck, I can’t believe this is your wife,” Emma muttered in mock disbelief, leaning down to lick Leah’s clit in long, deliberate strokes as Mike pounded into her pussy. “First the taxi driver’s cock in your throat, and now both of your holes stuffed full at once. You’re insatiable.”

Leah pulled off Chris for just a moment, gasping for air. “Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice raw, her body bucking between all three of them. “Please don’t stop…” Then she swallowed him again, moaning deep in her throat.

Emma giggled against Leah’s clit, flicking her tongue rapidly now. “God, listen to her,” she said between licks, her voice playful but edged with awe. “She fucking loves it. Such a dirty little slut—taking two cocks and my tongue like she was made for it.”

Leah’s response was nothing but muffled moans, her body twisting helplessly under the overwhelming sensations, every nerve ending alive, every hole full, every part of her pushed to the limit.

“Don’t cum,” Leah gasped, her voice strangled by the thick shaft filling her throat. It came out broken, desperate, but they all understood her plea. She wanted this to last.

Mike gritted his teeth, forcing himself to hold back even as Leah’s cunt clenched around him like a fist, slick and scorching. Chris pumped steadily into her mouth, his balls slapping her chin as she moaned helplessly, her body quaking under the triple assault.

Then it happened—Leah’s whole body seized, her thighs locking around Mike’s waist, her nails clawing at his shoulders. A guttural cry vibrated around Chris’s cock as her orgasm ripped through her. She shook violently, bucking against Mike’s buried cock while Emma’s tongue worked mercilessly at her clit, flicking and circling until Leah was writhing in pure ecstasy.

“Fuck… fuck yes!” she managed between muffled moans, her body arching so hard she nearly dislodged all three of them. Mike froze deep inside her, fighting with everything he had not to spill, his entire body trembling on the edge.

Finally Leah sagged back into the bed, gasping, her chest heaving, sweat running down her flushed skin. Her lips slipped off Chris’s cock, strings of spit glistening down her chin as she fell back, utterly wrecked.

The men withdrew, both panting, their cocks still throbbing and slick with her juices. For a moment, all four of them just breathed, the room thick with the scent of sex and sweat.

“Time for a champagne break,” Chris said hoarsely, reaching for the bottle. The suggestion was perfect. He poured generous glasses, and they all sat up slowly, clinking crystal against crystal as if they hadn’t just been knotted together moments before. The bubbles were cold and crisp, shocking against their overheated mouths.

Mike let out a low laugh, shaking his head. “God, I needed that pause.” He grabbed his phone, an impish grin tugging at his lips. “Let’s see if we can get some porn on the TV system here. Why not?”

He cast the screen up onto the big flat panel mounted on the wall. A blue glow washed over the tangled sheets and flushed bodies.

“What do we want to watch?” he asked, scrolling, but no one jumped in right away. The silence was ridiculous—here they were, naked, sweaty, dripping, sharing champagne in bed, yet suddenly shy about choosing porn.

Leah snatched the phone with a smirk. “Fine, I’ll go. You’re all useless.” Her fingers tapped quickly as she scrolled. Mike’s stomach fluttered with anticipation. He knew she watched porn sometimes—he’d caught glimpses of her browsing history—but they’d never actually picked something together. What was she into when it was just her and her vibrator in the dark?

His cock twitched as he imagined what she might pull up. Something soft? Something filthy? Something that mirrored what they were already doing?

Leah’s lips curled into a slow smile as she found her choice. “This should do nicely…”

After a few seconds of buffering, the Pornhub logo flickered across the screen, and then the amateur video began. Mike blinked in surprise. Two men and a woman—nothing fancy, no studio lighting, no airbrushed performers. It looked like it had been shot in some regular bedroom with wrinkled sheets and a cheap tripod.

He hadn’t expected that. In his mind, Leah’s porn tastes leaned toward sleek, professional, maybe guys with sculpted bodies and chiseled faces. But this? It was raw, messy, a little unpolished.

“Really?” he whispered, giving Leah a sideways glance.

She smirked, sipping her champagne. “Don’t ‘really’ me. This is hotter than all that fake, glossy shit.”

Mike shut up quickly as the woman on screen dropped to her knees and unzipped both men, pulling out their cocks. They weren’t porn-star sized, but they were solid, heavy, real. The girl wrapped a hand around each shaft, alternating sucking one cock and then the other, her spit running freely down her chin.

Emma leaned forward, her eyes locked on the screen. “God, that’s filthy,” she murmured, but she didn’t look away. Chris, stroking himself absently, let out a low grunt of approval.

Mike couldn’t take his eyes off Leah, though. She was watching intently, almost hungrily, her nipples visibly hard under her dress. She wasn’t embarrassed, wasn’t pretending indifference—she was turned on.

The girl in the video soon climbed onto one of the men, straddling him and sliding down on his cock with a loud groan. Her tits—huge, far bigger than Leah’s—bounced heavily as she ground against his hips. Mike felt a pang of something sharp, but it twisted into arousal almost instantly. Different, he thought. Just different.

Then the second man grabbed a bottle of lube, pouring it over his hand and his cock, letting it drip down over the girl’s ass.

“Oh, fuck…” Chris muttered, leaning forward.

Mike’s breath caught in his throat as the second man slicked his shaft, then pressed against the girl’s pussy from behind, right where she was already filled.

The man lying back reached for a remote, pressing down on a button. The amateur camera zoomed, the cheap autofocus shifting until their crotches filled the screen. The sight was raw, explicit—two cocks poised at one entrance.

The second man lined himself up, pushed, and the girl’s body jolted forward as he began to sink into her alongside the first cock. Her tits smashed against the chest of the man beneath her, her moans muffled in his neck.

Mike’s cock twitched so hard it hurt. He couldn’t look away.

Leah exhaled softly beside him, her hand slipping onto his thigh. “This,” she whispered, eyes still glued to the screen, “is exactly what I wanted you to see.”

The air in the cabin was thick, everyone silent but breathing hard, watching as the woman on screen was filled in a way none of them had dared imagine until now.

Leah’s eyes slid from the screen to Mike’s face, and in that instant he knew. He knew exactly what was turning her on, what freaky fantasy she wanted to bring out of the shadows and make real. His pulse hammered.

“I’ve been doing some reading,” Leah said, her voice low but steady, like she’d been waiting for the right moment to admit it. “We should put the longer cock on the bottom.”

Mike blinked, torn between arousal and defensiveness. Longer. She meant Chris. He swallowed, telling himself not to bristle. He had girth on Chris—more thickness, more stretch—and if Leah wanted both, then maybe that balance mattered. Still, the words sank into him, hot and sharp.

Chris gave an awkward chuckle as he reached for the stash of condoms, breaking the tension. “Never done this before,” he admitted, shaking a foil packet loose with slightly unsteady fingers.

“Us either,” Leah said quickly, her tone turning playful again as she squeezed Mike’s thigh. Then her gaze shifted toward Emma, her voice softening. “Are you okay with this?”

Emma’s eyes were wide, her chest flushed from wine and anticipation. Slowly, she nodded. “Yeah,” she whispered. “I want to see this. I want to see you take it.”

Something about the way Emma said it—almost reverent—made Mike’s cock twitch. She wasn’t just agreeing, she was aroused by the idea of watching.

Emma leaned forward, tore open the condom wrapper, and with deliberate slowness rolled the latex down over Chris’s thick shaft. Then she pressed a hand to his chest, urging him down onto the bed. Chris lay back, his cock standing proudly upright, ready, the position mirroring the scene they’d just watched on the TV.

Leah licked her lips and stood, her dress already forgotten somewhere on the floor. “Then let’s see if fantasy feels as good as it looks.”

“Fuck… here goes,” Leah muttered, her voice trembling with a mix of nerves and hunger as she straddled Chris. She reached between her legs, wrapped delicate fingers around his shaft, and lined him up with her pussy. Mike watched, transfixed, as she sank down, inch by inch, her lips stretching around his length until he bottomed out. A sigh ripped from her chest, half relief, half delight, and she rolled her hips, testing the fit.

From Mike’s vantage point, half of Chris’s cock was still visible beneath her, slick with Leah’s arousal. That was his space, his invitation. Emma, already flushed and restless, tossed him a bottle of lube with a wicked grin. “Don’t keep her waiting,” she teased, before reclining on the bed with her phone in hand. The glow of the screen lit up her flushed cheeks as she spread her thighs, sliding a finger into her soaked pussy. She was recording them. Recording him.

Mike squeezed the bottle, coating his cock, then drizzled more over Leah’s swollen lips, watching the shimmer of wetness spread between her thighs. His hands trembled slightly—whether from nerves or from sheer arousal, he couldn’t say.

“Let me know if this is too much,” he said, his voice husky. He shifted experimentally, trying to find the right angle. Chris’s legs went wide, then closer, before finally settling apart, leaving space for Mike to kneel between them.

This was new territory—his cock brushing directly against another man’s, the heat and pressure of it—but instead of disgust, he felt a jolt of raw electricity. It was taboo, yes, but not wrong. Not here.

He positioned himself above, his cock pressed alongside Chris’s thick shaft, the two lengths straining together as Leah’s body framed them. He pushed slowly, aiming for the narrow stretch of space left between Leah’s lips and Chris’s girth. For a moment there was resistance, a squeeze of tight muscle, then a sharp gasp tore from Leah’s throat.

Mike froze, heart pounding. “Did I hurt you?”

Leah shook her head fiercely, eyes half-lidded, hips pushing back against him. “No,” she panted, voice thick with lust. “Don’t stop. Fuck—don’t you dare stop.”

With that, the head of his cock slid past, joining Chris inside her. Mike’s breath left him in a shudder as Leah’s pussy clenched hard around both men at once.

“So full,” Leah gasped, clawing at the sheets. Mike could feel every inch of it—the insane pressure of her pussy stretched to the limit, his cock pressing alongside Chris’s inside her. The heat, the squeeze, the slickness—it was almost unbearable. He pushed deeper, inch by inch, and Leah’s cry turned into a guttural moan, her whole body trembling at the intrusion. Chris wisely stayed still, letting Mike ease his way in until his cock was fully buried. Leah was stuffed, completely filled, and Mike could hardly breathe from the intensity of it.

They tried moving together at first, thrusting in unison, but both quickly realized they’d just slide out. So they found their rhythm—one man still, the other pushing forward, their cocks trading strokes inside Leah’s quivering cunt. It was messy, clumsy, but wildly erotic, her walls stretching and clenching around them both in waves.

Meanwhile, Emma shifted. She straddled Chris’s face, but instead of facing away, she turned toward Leah, lowering herself until his mouth disappeared into her soaked pussy. Emma leaned forward, offering her big tits, and Leah latched on hungrily, sucking one nipple, then the other, her cries muffled against the soft flesh.

Emma moaned, then let out a throaty laugh. “God, look at you… stuffed with two cocks and still sucking my tits. You really are a slut, Leah.” Her voice was playful, but there was an edge—sharp and intoxicating.

Leah groaned into her breast, sucking harder, as if the words themselves turned her on.

The sound of Emma’s taunts sent a bolt straight through Mike. His mind flickered back to Katie towering over Amy on the beach, spitting out cruel words while Amy melted beneath them. It was the same energy here—the humiliation, the rawness, and the shocking way it excited Leah instead of shaming her.

Emma reached down, pinching Leah’s nipple as Leah sucked, her voice low and taunting. “Do you love it, huh? Being used like this? Taking two cocks while I sit here calling you names?”

Leah broke from Emma’s breast just long enough to gasp, “Yesss… oh fuck, yes,” before burying her mouth against Emma’s other tit.

Mike could barely hang on, his thrusts faltering as the filthy tableau pushed him closer to the edge. His wife moaning around Emma’s breasts, Chris groaning beneath them as he lapped at Emma’s pussy, Emma’s voice dripping with cruel delight—it was chaos, and it was perfect.

“You…need…to…try…this,” Leah gasped, her voice ragged as another orgasm ripped through her. This one came from somewhere deeper, rawer, than before. Her entire body tensed, back arching, as her pussy clenched down on both cocks at once. The sensation was overwhelming—Mike swore it felt like her walls were sucking him in, milking him with every contraction. The pressure doubled, Chris groaning beneath her as Leah’s tightness threatened to wring them both dry.

Mike gritted his teeth, his hips jerking, desperate to keep from cumming. Leah’s cries filled the room, muffled slightly as Emma pressed one of her big tits to Leah’s lips, feeding it to her. Leah latched on hungrily, sucking as her body shook, every contraction sending shockwaves through both men. Emma moaned above, her hand tangled in Leah’s hair as she rocked on Chris’s face, throwing little taunts down at Leah between gasps.

“That’s it, slut…take both their cocks like the greedy little wife you are,” Emma panted, half-laughing but half-serious, the words charged with heat. Leah only moaned louder around her breast, clearly reveling in the humiliation, in the filthy truth of it.

Mike nearly lost it right there. The sight of Emma feeding her tits to his wife while Leah’s pussy squeezed him and Chris together was almost too much. He groaned, driving forward once more before forcing himself to stop, clutching Leah’s hips to keep from spilling inside her.

Then everything stilled. Leah slumped forward, spent, collapsing on Chris’s chest as his cock slid from her slick hole. Mike pulled free as well, his shaft glistening, aching, throbbing with denial. Emma carefully lifted herself off Chris’s face, her thighs trembling as she wiped at her dripping pussy. The room was filled with heavy breaths and the musky scent of sex, all four of them coated in sweat.

Mike’s legs felt weak. Leah looked wrecked—flushed, glistening, hair wild—as she flopped back on the bed, too exhausted to move.

“Do you…want a go?” she managed to ask Emma, her voice soft, almost teasing.

Emma looked down at her, hesitant. “I—I’m not sure,” she admitted. “It looked incredible… but intense. Maybe next time.”

Next time. The words sent a bolt of heat straight through Mike’s chest. He hadn’t dared assume this was more than a one-off weekend. But now Emma had said it so plainly—next time—and the excitement roared back tenfold.

He didn’t press her, though. They’d all been drinking, and he didn’t want Emma to feel cornered into anything. Instead, he leaned over and kissed her softly, lingering, savoring the taste of her lips. Leah slid behind him in that moment, her small breasts pressing into his back, her arms sliding around his chest.

“I think it’s time for the guys,” she murmured against his ear, her fingers trailing down over his stomach.

Mike shuddered at her touch. He felt spoiled already, wrung out from hours of play, but his cock was iron-hard again, straining, angry with need. He’d been kept on the edge too many times that day, too many teases and denials. Now he was sure—when it finally came—it was going to explode out of him like a cannon.

“How do you want to finish?” Leah purred, stroking both cocks now, her lips glistening with saliva and her eyes darting between the men.

Mike barely managed a groan in reply, but Emma leaned forward, her green eyes glittering. “I think we both know how this ends,” she said, her voice steady, with not a trace of hesitation. There was something almost wicked in her expression, and Mike realized—Emma had done this before. She wanted it.

“Then let’s do it,” Leah said, and she and Emma dropped to their knees at the foot of the bed, side by side. The sight nearly made Mike explode before they’d even started—his wife and her best friend kneeling, mouths open, ready for them.

Leah, always the one to take control, tilted her head back, running her fingers through her hair. “Cover us,” she whispered, stroking Chris’s cock with one hand while tugging at Mike’s balls with the other. “We need to be painted in it.”

Emma chuckled low in her throat, running her hands over her tits, deliberately pressing them together so her cleavage bulged. “God, this is going to be filthy,” she muttered, flicking her tongue out to show just how ready she was.

Both men moved into position, standing in front of the kneeling women. Mike’s cock twitched as he gripped it, swollen and angry, and began to stroke. He could feel the orgasm boiling inside him already, waiting for release. Chris was the same—his chest rising and falling fast, his cock glistening with lube and precum.

Leah reached out, cupping Chris’s balls, whispering encouragement, her face turned up and her tongue extended. Emma, next to her, was more deliberate—she looked at Mike, locked eyes with him, and opened her mouth wide, her tongue hanging out as if daring him to ruin her pretty face.

Then it happened. Chris grunted first, his cock jerking violently, the first spurt flying upward to streak across Leah’s forehead. He moaned, hips bucking, another thick jet erupting. Leah gasped—but just then Emma leaned across, pinching Leah’s nipples hard.

Leah let out a startled scream, her mouth falling wide open just as Chris’s third rope of cum blasted out, landing straight on her tongue and pooling inside her mouth. She gagged slightly, startled, but then shuddered in delight, swallowing greedily as more coated her lips and chin.

“Good slut,” Emma teased, her voice playful but sharp, keeping her fingers locked on Leah’s throbbing nipples. “You love it when they cum in your mouth, don’t you?”

Leah moaned, too full of spunk to speak, her eyes fluttering in bliss as the humiliation sent her deeper into ecstasy.

Mike couldn’t hold back any longer. His orgasm ripped through him, hot spurts exploding from his cock. The first splash hit Emma across her cheek and eye, dripping down the side of her nose. She turned her head slightly and took the next across her open mouth, swallowing hungrily, then angled herself so the last heavy jets sprayed across her tits.

Chris groaned again, pulling his cock free and stroking himself right against Leah’s face. His final spurts blasted across her cheeks and chin, dripping down her neck until she was a mess of spit, cum, and sweat.

When it was over, Leah slumped back, panting, her face streaked, her nipples red from Emma’s grip. Emma, her own face glazed and tits sticky, grinned triumphantly as if she’d won something. She leaned over, scooping a line of cum off Leah’s cheek with her tongue, swallowing it down with a satisfied hum.

Mike’s knees nearly gave out from the sheer depravity of the scene. He had just watched his wife and her best friend covered in his and Chris’s cum, one swallowing, one drenched—and Emma dominating Leah through it all. It was obscene, filthy, and utterly unforgettable.

Leah wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, giggling breathlessly. “Jesus… I wasn’t ready for that.”

“Yes, you were,” Emma teased, leaning in to kiss her deeply, their tongues sliding together as cum smeared between their lips.

The men could only stare—utterly drained, utterly wrecked, and yet already knowing they’d just crossed into new, uncharted territory.

The bed was an absolute disaster zone—sheets soaked through with sweat, streaked with cum, and crumpled beneath their exhausted bodies. No one had the strength or will to strip them away. Instead, they pulled a few spare towels from the bathroom, spreading them across the worst of the mess before collapsing back down in a heap of tangled limbs.

Mike wrapped an arm around Leah, her skin sticky against his, while Emma curled into Chris, both couples pressed close together in the wreckage of their debauchery. The air smelled of sex and champagne, heavy and heady, the faint hum of the air conditioner doing little to clear it.

There was no more talk, no more teasing. Just slow, shallow breaths, the occasional brush of a hand over skin, a sigh of contentment. And then nothing—just silence, the four of them slipping into a deep, dreamless sleep, wrapped in each other and the memory of everything they’d done.

They slept long into the next day, the morning sun creeping across the wrecked sheets without waking them, the cabin holding onto the weight of what had happened there.


The Morning After

If anything, the room looked worse than it had the previous morning. Clothes were strewn everywhere, damp towels clung to the floor in twisted heaps, and the sheets were a sodden wreck of sweat and cum. Empty champagne bottles and half-finished glasses littered every available surface. This time, though, none of them bolted for the door. They all pitched in, silently tidying the wreckage of their excess. Sheets were pulled and bundled into the bathroom, towels piled high in the tub, bottles dropped with dull clinks into the trash.

Mike bent to gather up the small paper bag from the lingerie store—the one Emma had carried out the day before—and was about to toss it into the garbage when something stiff shifted inside. A card slipped loose.

On one side, the store’s logo. On the other, a scrawl of neat handwriting.

That was hot. If you’re still in town, text me – Maggie. A phone number followed, underlined once.

Mike froze, staring at the card, the memory of the cramped cubicle and Emma’s warm mouth flashing through his mind. The attendant must have heard more than he realized. Hell, maybe she had seen something through the curtain. The idea made his pulse quicken.

Interesting, he thought, tucking the card into his pocket. They still had two nights left. The BBQ was tomorrow. Tonight, though…tonight was wide open. His fingers lingered on the card through the denim of his jeans. He didn’t mention it to anyone. Not yet.

Later, when the cabin was quiet and the others were dozing off, Mike slipped out. Mornings had always been his, a time when he could clear his head and think without interruption. He liked the calm after the storm.

At the small café by the lake, he ordered black coffee and dry toast, the bitterness grounding him. With the first few sips settling his nerves, he pulled the card from his pocket again. It felt heavier than it should, as if it carried a decision he hadn’t quite admitted he’d already made.

So far, Leah and Emma had driven most of the weekend—plotting, pushing, pulling him along. It was thrilling, yes, but now it was his turn. He wanted to steer something, to make it his idea.

He thumbed open his phone, the steam from the coffee rising into his face, and typed out a message.

Wondering what you’re doing later. Feel like stopping by the Lake Swing cabins? We’d love to have you.

He smirked to himself as he hit send, amused at the double entendre, though his heart was already hammering. He didn’t expect anything. Maybe Maggie had slipped the card in a moment of bravado and regretted it after. Maybe she’d never answer.

Still, he slid the phone back into his pocket with a small smile. Worth the risk.

A shadow fell across the table, and Leah dropped into the opposite chair with a groan, hair pulled back, no makeup, oversized T-shirt hanging loose. Even dressed down, she was gorgeous.

“Hey, you,” she said, plunking her elbows onto the table.

Mike smiled back. She looked as wrecked by the day before as he felt, but there was warmth in her eyes. And he wondered—if Maggie replied—just how far Leah was willing to let him push tonight.

“Hey yourself,” he said, signaling to the waiter before pouring her a steaming cup from the carafe left on the table.

“Oh, God, I need this.” Leah wrapped both hands around the mug, inhaled the steam, then took a long sip. She ordered a three-egg omelet without even glancing at the menu.

“You still feeling okay?” she asked, her bare foot slipping out of her sandal and pressing lightly against his calf under the table.

Mike smiled at the contact. “Amazing,” he said honestly. “I can’t get last night out of my head.”

“Me neither.” Leah gave a soft laugh, then blushed. “I still need to wash my face…”

The image hit him hard—her sitting across from him now, hair loose, glowing in the morning light, while traces of his and Chris’s cum still clung to her skin last night. His cock twitched despite how sore and spent he felt.

Crazy. Only a week ago he wouldn’t have believed any of this was possible. Now here they were, sipping coffee like any other couple on vacation—except they’d spent the last few days fucking, swapping, and watching their closest friends do the same. They’d even stumbled across the Carters and the Browns going at it like swingers on that hidden beach. Their lives had shifted on their axis, and he wasn’t sure they could ever go back.

“So,” he said, leaning back, “that was hot with the taxi driver last night.” His voice was casual, but his mind replayed the scene—Leah squatting in her dress with a stranger’s cock in her mouth while Emma kept him on the edge.

“You think so?” She tilted her head, searching his face. “I was worried you’d think it was… one dick too many. That we were taking advantage.”

Mike gave a short laugh. “A week ago, I’d have definitely said yes. But after the past few days?” He shifted uncomfortably as his cock tried to stir again. “Now I’m just hoping my body recovers fast enough so we can keep up.”

“Phew.” She exhaled and some of the tension bled from her shoulders. “I was honestly worried we’d pushed it too far there.”

“Not at all,” he said, though he let his tone sharpen just a little. “But I am curious how much of this trip was… spontaneous. I mean, I’m having the time of my life, don’t get me wrong. But sometimes it feels like I’m catching up to a plan you and Emma already set in motion.”

Leah winced, swirling her coffee. “That’s fair. It wasn’t supposed to happen like this. Emma and I were at a boozy lunch one day, talking about how she and Chris were in a rut. She said one of her friends had suggested swinging. I told her that was a terrible way to fix a broken relationship and we laughed it off. We left it there.”

“Okay, so… urm… how did we get here?” Mike leaned forward, eyes fixed on her. He knew there was more to the story.

Leah toyed with her fork, avoiding his gaze at first. “Well… three months later, Emma came back to me. She and Chris had gone to the Diamond Club. They hooked up with another couple—full swap—and she told me afterwards their sex was incredible. Best in years. And I had to admit…” she gave a sheepish grin, “her story had me wet just listening to it.”

Mike raised his brows. “So that’s when the idea started?”

Leah nodded slowly. “That’s when she suggested we try it too. She said the best way was to throw us together—force the intimacy. That’s when she came up with the reservation trick. Cancel their room, make us share. She figured we’d flirt, maybe watch each other across the beds, see each other naked. Just a tease.”

“Risky,” Mike said dryly, though inside he wasn’t surprised. He’d seen the email cancelation himself, Emma’s name right there.

Leah winced, reaching across the table to touch his hand. “It wasn’t supposed to go this far. We thought it’d stop at watching, maybe a kiss or two. But then there was only one bed… then the lake… and then…” she trailed off with a little shrug. “You know the rest.”

Mike held her gaze now. “Are you mad at me?” she asked in a small voice, searching his expression.

“Not at all,” said Mike. “Next time you’ve got a crazy idea… maybe let me in on it before you trick me into it? Deal?”

“Deal.” Leah clinked her mug against his coffee cup with a tired grin.

They settled into a companionable silence for a few minutes, sipping, letting the caffeine do its work. Then Emma and Chris arrived, bleary-eyed, both still in the wrinkled clothes they’d worn the night before.

“Fuck, I feel like something died in my throat,” Emma groaned as she dropped into the chair beside Mike. Chris slumped down next to Leah, looking little better.

Mike poured them coffee and flagged the waiter for another carafe. The table was quiet for a while, filled with the clink of cutlery and the smell of fresh omelettes. They all looked rough—hungover, dehydrated, running on too little sleep—but there was a shared, unspoken satisfaction beneath it.

“I’m not up for much this morning,” Leah admitted eventually. “Maybe a shower, then just crash by the pool?”

No one argued. The plan sounded perfect.

Back at the cabin, they showered one by one while the others lounged on the bed watching trash TV, too lazy to move. When it was Mike’s turn, he came out toweling his hair, only to spot the notification blinking on his phone.

He picked it up—and froze.

Maggie.

I’d love to join you later today. Just say when.

Mike felt his pulse quicken. He shot back their cabin number and address, then slipped the phone into his pocket before anyone else noticed the exchange.

They all changed together into swimsuits, and after the last two nights it barely felt worth pretending at modesty. Boobs, butts, cocks—nothing was new anymore. If anything, pulling on bikinis and shorts almost felt quaint compared to what they’d already done. They headed to the quiet pool, the adults-only one, hoping for a breather from the frenzy of the weekend.

To any onlooker, they would have seemed like two ordinary married couples. The only tell was that it wasn’t husband and wife smoothing lotion over each other’s backs, but the opposite partners. Still, the act felt less sexual than tender—more like small rituals of intimacy they had fallen into. The intimacy of a hand massaging sunscreen into bare shoulders lingered quietly, though Mike couldn’t help but notice how natural it felt watching Emma lean into him, or Leah stretching languidly beneath Chris’s palms.

Mike settled into his lounger, book in hand, sandwiched between Leah and Emma. Within minutes, exhaustion claimed him, and he drifted into sleep—the first proper, heavy sleep he’d had since they arrived.

He stirred at the light scrape of fingernails on his stomach. A lazy touch, trailing down over his abs, then hovering at the waistband of his swim shorts. His eyes blinked open to Emma leaning over him, her bikini top dangling just above his face, her cleavage spilling forward.

“Don’t want you burning,” she whispered, almost innocently. But her hand slipping under his shorts betrayed the pretense.

For a split second, Mike froze. Shouldn’t Leah be the one doing this? But then he glanced sideways. Leah was on all fours on her lounger, laughing softly as she ran her hands over Chris’s chest, her hair falling over her face in the sunlight. The small jealous pang that rose in his chest fizzled out as quickly as it had come. He leaned into Emma’s touch, his cock swelling in her hand.

Mike pressed his face between her breasts, breathing in the scent of sunscreen and her skin, the soft flesh cradling his cheeks. Emma gave a low, pleased hum as her fingers curled around him, stroking slowly.

He forced himself to glance around. This was the quiet pool, not the kind of wild free-for-all they’d already stumbled into elsewhere. For now, they had it to themselves—almost. Across the deck, the same waiter from their first day was collecting glasses. He was trying to look busy, but Mike caught the flick of his gaze more than once—lingering on the deep line of Emma’s cleavage, then sliding to the curve of Leah’s ass as she stretched in her bikini bottoms.

Mike’s pulse quickened. The sun was warm, Emma’s hand was steady, Leah’s laugh carried lightly over the water—and he knew the waiter was stealing looks. That tiny, dangerous exhibitionist streak that had been growing all weekend sparked again.

Interesting thought, Mike mused—yet another person who wants to fuck my wife. The waiter’s glances hadn’t gone unnoticed, and for a fleeting second he pictured himself needing a damn list to keep track. He chuckled inwardly, but pushed it away. Right now, he wanted to focus on the moment—Emma’s hand sliding slow and steady over his cock and balls, her grip firm but teasing, keeping him right on edge without rushing.

After a few minutes of basking in her touch, guilt prickled at him for not returning the favor. He slid his hand across her thigh, slipping beneath the edge of her bikini bottoms. The heat hit him instantly. Her folds were soft and slick against his fingers, the thin strip of hair he’d noticed earlier pressed against his knuckles as he traced along her slit. Emma let out a low, throaty moan, her hips lifting subtly into his hand.

Mike felt like he was floating—sun on his skin, the scent of sunscreen heavy in the air, Emma’s tits spilling against his face as he freed them from her bikini top, her nipples hard and pressing against his lips. Leah’s breasts had always fit neatly into his palms, modest and firm; Emma’s, by contrast, were lush and heavy, filling his face until he could barely breathe. He closed his eyes and let himself sink into the sensation.

But the thought wouldn’t leave him. At the risk of killing the mood, he spoke.
“You don’t… like me more than Chris, do you?” The words slipped out rough, hesitant.

Emma stilled for a second, then tilted her head to look at him. “What do you mean?”

“Well…” Mike swallowed, trying to find the words. “I know it was my idea to pair off with opposite partners yesterday. But here we are again, and I don’t want this to… mess anything up between you and Chris. Or between me and Leah.”

Emma’s face softened. She leaned down, kissed him gently, and whispered, “Oh, sweetie. This isn’t about replacing anyone. This is just… fun. An experiment. Me and Chris? We’re solid. Stronger than ever after this. And I know Leah adores you. She wouldn’t do anything to hurt you. No pressure to keep this going, and definitely no feelings attached.”

The knot in Mike’s chest loosened instantly. He didn’t have feelings for Emma—didn’t want to—but damn if her hand didn’t feel amazing as it slid up and down his cock, stroking him with practiced ease. He relaxed into her, burying his face between her breasts, his free hand pushing deeper between her thighs, parting her folds and pressing a finger inside her. The heat, the wetness, the faint rasp of her landing strip against his palm—it drove him crazy.

A sound from the next lounger pulled his attention sideways. He turned his head and nearly groaned aloud. Leah’s mouth was wrapped around Chris’s cock, her head bobbing slowly, deliberately. Her ass—bare except for a thin thong—was arched high in the air, cheeks round and perfect. Chris’s fingers were buried in her crotch, stroking her in rhythm with the thrusts of her mouth.

Mike’s cock jerked in Emma’s hand at the sight. Jesus Christ. His wife, her ass in the air, lips stretched around another man’s cock—just a few feet away, in broad daylight, at the pool. The sheer wrongness of it, the risk of the waiter glancing back and catching everything, only made the pulse in his cock stronger.

He groaned softly and pushed his finger deeper into Emma, pressing his thumb against her clit as she whimpered against his chest. Her breasts rubbed over his face as she shifted, her hand stroking him faster. It was impossible to believe this was real—his wife with their best friend, and him with hers, at a pool where anyone could walk by.

And he was loving every second of it.

"I think he's stroking himself," Emma whispered, her lips brushing Mike’s ear as her hand paused on his cock. She tilted her head just slightly toward the other side of the pool.

Mike froze, his fingers buried between her folds. "What?" he whispered back, lifting his head from her breasts.

"The waiter," she murmured, biting her lip. "He can see us. And I swear… he’s touching his cock."

Mike glanced over, trying to be subtle and failing miserably. His stomach flipped. Sure enough, the young waiter was standing by the tray stand, plates clinking softly as he moved them pointlessly from one stack to another. But his other hand was too low, too deliberate. Even from here, Mike could tell he was palming himself through his trousers. The angle gave him a perfect line of sight—Emma’s tits hanging free, Mike’s hand moving under her bikini bottoms.

"Oh man," Mike muttered, half-horrified, half-thrumming with excitement. "I think he overheard me the other day, when I was talking about… what we were doing. Maybe he’s been waiting for a chance."

"Creepy?" Emma’s voice dropped into a husky laugh. "No. Sexy. Watching him watch us is getting me hot."

Mike’s cock twitched violently in her hand. Jesus Christ. His first instinct had been to cover her up, but her tone—the gleam in her eyes—told him she wanted this. Needed it.

"Let me sneak a look," he said, craning his neck like a schoolboy caught spying. The waiter didn’t stop. If anything, he adjusted himself more boldly, eyes flicking away only when he thought he might be caught.

Mike’s heart pounded. "Why don’t we… wave him over? Pretend to order something. See how far he’ll go." His grin was crooked, playful, but there was a dangerous edge to it.

Emma arched a brow. "You think that’s a good idea? What if he actually is a creep?"

Mike leaned in, brushing her nipple with his lips. "Well, you’ve got two burly men here to protect you. Worst case, he walks away with blue balls."

She snorted, shaking her head, but her breathing was already shallow. "You’re bad," she whispered, but conceded the point.

Emma shifted on her lounger, deliberately leaning further forward, her breasts falling heavy and full, nipples stiff in the humid air. She adjusted her hips just enough that the outline of her landing strip pressed against her bikini bottom. Then, with an almost mocking purr, she let out a throaty “Uhm-hmmm…” loud enough for the waiter to hear.

It was like she’d fired a gun. The waiter jerked upright, shoving his hand away from his crotch so fast it was comical, fumbling at his apron like he’d just remembered he was supposed to be working. He tried to look busy, stacking plates that didn’t need stacking, face flushed crimson.

"Do you… need something?" he called across, his voice cracking just slightly.

Emma didn’t move to cover herself. This wasn’t a clothing or even top optional resort; she was taking a hell of a risk. That was exactly what made her nipples tighten and her thighs press together. She smirked down at Mike, who gave the smallest nod of assent.

"We wanted to order something to eat," she called back sweetly, arching her back so her tits thrust forward. Her voice was steady, but when she looked down again, her eyes glittered—half mischief, half arousal.

The waiter shuffled closer, notebook in hand, but his eyes weren’t on the page. They were glued to Emma’s breasts, hanging heavy and flushed, and flicking between that sight and the way Leah’s thong barely covered her ass as she continued stroking Chris’s cock under his lounger towel. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed hard.

“Uhm… what did you want to order?” he managed, his voice tight, face flushed crimson.

“This,” Emma purred. Before Mike could process, her hand slid boldly to the bulge in his trousers, rubbing the thick ridge of his erection through the fabric.

Mike’s heart leapt into his throat. Jesus Christ. She actually did it. The insane risk of it all hit him like a bucket of ice water—this wasn’t just playful flashing anymore. They were seconds from full-on getting caught, thrown out, or worse. The resort staff could call the cops, and how the hell would they explain that? He half-opened his mouth to stop her.

But then he caught her expression—her lips parted in a daring smile, her eyes glinting with both mischief and need. She wanted this. Needed it. And his cock surged so hard under her other hand that his protest died in his throat.

The waiter froze for a half-second, then made his decision. He tossed the notebook and towel to the ground like they were meaningless and went straight for his zipper. The metallic rasp filled the silence.

“You’re serious?” he said, glancing nervously at all four of them, his voice somewhere between disbelief and hunger.

“More than serious,” Emma said, her voice low and sultry as she reached into his trousers. She freed him with one smooth tug, his cock springing out hard and thick, and she stroked it slowly as though she were testing the weight of it. “We’ve been… exploring some new territory,” she added, flicking a glance at Mike as though daring him to stop her, “and I’m feeling adventurous.”

Mike’s chest tightened. Every nerve screamed that this was insane, too far—but his cock was throbbing so badly in Emma’s other hand that he couldn’t move, couldn’t breathe. Christ, I’m letting this happen. I’m watching my wife’s best friend jerk off the pool boy in broad daylight while Leah’s ass is in the air and her mouth’s wrapped around Chris.

The waiter gave a short laugh, half nervous, half relieved. “Yeah, I kinda figured,” he said, his eyes roaming over the tangle of bodies and flushed skin. “I’ve spent the past couple of days trying to figure out who’s married to who.”

Emma squeezed him tighter, her lips curling in a wicked grin. “Maybe we like it better when it’s not so obvious.”

Then Emma leaned forward and, without hesitation, slid the waiter’s cock into her mouth. Mike’s head spun. A week ago, he’d never have imagined himself in a threesome. Now he was in one—and not with his wife, but with her best friend and a complete stranger whose name he didn’t even know.

“Alex,” the waiter gasped, his voice tight as Emma worked her lips down his shaft.

“Mike,” Mike replied automatically, not sure if he should be shaking the man’s hand, or his cock, or just pretending introductions weren’t happening while Emma gagged softly on him. “And… this is Emma,” he added, gesturing uselessly toward her head bobbing up and down.

“Hhghhm,” Emma mumbled around Alex’s cock, not bothering to lift her mouth. Her throat flexed as she took him deep, saliva glistening as it coated his length.

Mike forced himself to breathe, his fingers sliding back to Emma’s pussy. She was soaked, her landing strip damp against the edge of her bikini as he teased her folds. Her hand found his cock again, stroking him in rhythm with the way she bobbed on Alex’s shaft, her throat stretching beautifully as she took him.

It hit Mike in a dizzy wave: I’m letting my wife’s best friend suck off a waiter by the pool while she jerks me, and Leah’s right there, ten feet away…

The thought made him glance sideways. Leah was close enough that he could stretch out his foot and brush it over the curve of her ass, raised high as she hovered over Chris’s cock. He needed to know—needed to see if this was too far. Pressing a little firmer with his toes, he waited.

Leah looked up at him, her lips shiny with Chris’s precum, and when her eyes took in the scene on Mike’s lounger, her face lit with a wicked grin. She gave him a huge, exaggerated thumbs-up before tugging her bikini bottom aside.

Then she lay back, legs spread, and pulled Chris’s head between her thighs. Mike watched in a daze as her body arched, Chris burying his tongue in her while Emma swallowed Alex’s cock beside him.

Alex didn’t exactly have the best angle—Chris’s bare ass bobbing in front of him as he buried his face between Leah’s thighs—but from the glazed look in the waiter’s eyes, Mike doubted he cared. Emma had his cock swallowed halfway down her throat, one hand twisting around the slick base while the other massaged his balls. She was focused, committed, her lips stretched wide, drool glistening at the corners of her mouth as she worked him deeper with each steady bob.

She’d abandoned Mike’s cock in her hand, giving Alex her full attention, but Mike couldn’t even be jealous. Not with this view. From where he sat, he had a perfect side angle: Emma’s cheeks hollowing as she sucked, Alex’s shaft sliding in and out of her throat, and just below that, the plump swell of Emma’s ass and her bikini bottoms straining between her thighs. He could see the outline of her pussy lips through the thin fabric, the little landing strip above teasing him with every shift of her hips.

Unable to resist, Mike moved. He knelt behind her, grinding his aching cock against her covered pussy, pressing the fabric between them until it was hot and damp. She gave a muffled moan around Alex’s length, pushing back into him even as she sucked harder, like she wanted to be used from both ends.

Mike reached forward, slipping his hands up to cup her tits. Her bikini top offered no resistance; he shoved it up and over until her breasts spilled free, round and soft in his palms. He kneaded them while she worked Alex, his thumbs rolling over her nipples until they were hard points pressing into his skin.

God, he wanted to rip that bikini bottom aside and sink into her. Every muscle in his body screamed for it. But the rules were ironclad: no penetration without condoms. He wasn’t going to cross that line. Still, nothing said he couldn’t taste her.

Hooking his fingers under the side of her bottoms, he tugged them aside just far enough to expose her glistening lips. The sight made his cock twitch painfully. He bent forward and dragged his tongue up her slit, broad and slow, savoring the heat and the wetness already leaking out of her. Emma let out a strangled moan around Alex’s cock, her throat vibrating as she swallowed him deeper.

He licked her again, circling her clit with the tip of his tongue before plunging it down to tease her entrance. She bucked against him, torn between the cock in her mouth and his mouth on her cunt, every nerve in her body screaming for more.

On the other lounger, Leah writhed as Chris fingered her hard, his mouth locked to her clit. She threw her head back, eyes half-lidded, her tits jiggling with every thrust of his hand. Then, catching sight of Alex’s cock sliding in and out of Emma’s throat, she reached down, grabbed Chris’s wrist, and gasped, “I want some of that,” her eyes locked hungrily on the waiter.

Leah slid gracefully off her lounger, her body glistening with sweat and sun, and settled between Mike and Emma. Chris dropped to his knees behind her, tossing a cushion down for comfort, before burying his face hungrily between her legs. Leah’s back arched as his tongue found her clit, but she kept her focus forward, one hand wrapping firmly around Alex’s shaft, the other cupping his heavy balls like she owned them.

Emma finally released Alex’s cock with a wet pop, strings of spit hanging between her lips and his tip. She groaned, cheeks flushed, and guided the thick length toward Leah’s mouth. Without hesitation, Leah opened wide and slid him deep, her throat taking him like she’d been waiting all day for it. Emma’s fingers instantly found Mike’s cock again, stroking him lazily, deliberately, as if reminding him not to forget who had him in her grasp.

Mike’s head was spinning. Chris was kneeling behind his wife, tonguing her pussy while she gagged herself on another man’s cock, and here he was with Emma’s soft hand milking his shaft, her slick folds glistening inches from his mouth. His tongue darted out, tracing Emma’s lips again, savoring her taste while her hand curled tighter around him.

Leah pulled off Alex’s cock with a messy gasp, spit and precum clinging to her chin. She leaned toward Mike, her voice husky and mocking as she whispered, “Do you like this, baby? Watching your wife choke on another man’s cock? Another big cock?” She punctuated the word by stroking Alex from root to tip, making sure Mike didn’t miss the way his thick shaft pulsed in her hand.

Mike’s voice cracked as he answered, “Yes.” He meant it. Every nerve in his body was on fire. This wasn’t supposed to be his fantasy, yet here he was, harder than he’d ever been.

Leah smirked, satisfied, then swallowed Alex down again, her throat working around him as Chris lapped noisily at her clit. Emma leaned down until her lips brushed Mike’s ear. “I bet you’re dying to cum now,” she whispered, her hand tightening, sliding faster over his cock, thumb smearing his precum across the swollen head. “You want to blow your huge load all over me, don’t you? Spray it across my tits, maybe right across my face?”

“Yes… oh God, yes,” Mike groaned, grinding up into her hand, his tongue still buried in her folds, his whole body straining toward release.

And then—nothing. Emma’s hand slipped away. She sat back, licking her own fingers as if savoring him, leaving Mike’s cock jutting into the air, rock-hard, twitching, and completely unattended.

“Not yet,” she teased, eyes glittering as she squeezed her own breasts together for him. “You’ll cum when we decide you get to cum.”

Above him, Leah was moaning around Alex’s cock, Chris’s tongue working harder between her legs, and Mike could only lie there, denied and desperate, as the women drove him closer to madness under the hot midday sun.

“Are you close?” Emma purred, glancing up at Alex as she lazily stroked Mike’s cock just to keep him suffering on edge.

“Yes,” Alex groaned, his hips twitching. “I’m right there.”

“Good,” Emma said, her tone turning sharp, commanding. She reached over and fisted a handful of Leah’s hair, tugging her head back just long enough for their eyes to meet. “Then you can finish in her mouth.”

Leah barely had time to gasp before Emma shoved her down, forcing her lips wide around Alex’s thick shaft. Leah gagged as he hit the back of her throat, her body jerking against Chris’s tongue still working her clit from behind.

“That’s it,” Emma crooned, voice dripping with wicked amusement. “Take it. Be a dirty little slut for us. Look at you—choking on his cock, drooling on yourself. God, you love this, don’t you?”

Leah’s muffled moans around Alex’s cock were all the answer Emma needed. She tightened her grip in Leah’s hair, holding her firmly down as Alex let out a guttural groan. His cock swelled, pulsed, and then erupted.

Leah’s eyes went wide as the first hot blast of cum hit the back of her throat. She gagged, trying to swallow, but Emma only pressed her further, her voice cruel and teasing. “Don’t you dare waste a drop. Take it all. Swallow like the filthy little cockslut you are.”

Cum spilled over Leah’s tongue, the sheer volume overwhelming her. She sputtered, a thick rivulet spilling from the corner of her mouth and dripping down her chin onto her chest as Alex kept unloading—spurts that seemed never-ending. Emma held her there until his last twitch, Leah’s throat convulsing around him as she tried desperately to gulp it down.

Finally, Emma yanked her off, strands of spit and cum stretching from Leah’s lips to Alex’s softening cock. Leah coughed, her chest heaving, her face streaked with his seed. Her nipples were so hard they looked painful, jutting through the thin fabric of her dress like tiny stones.

Emma smirked, leaning close to whisper in her ear, loud enough for Mike and Chris to hear: “God, you love being used, don’t you?”

Leah, still gasping for breath, nodded helplessly, her entire body trembling as if her arousal alone might break her.

“Oh mannnn, that was amazing,” Alex groaned, arching his back as his last spurts pumped into Leah’s mouth. She held him there until he finished, swallowing hard, her throat working as she took it all down. When she finally let him slip free with a wet gasp, her lips were still slick, a faint trace of cum glistening at the corners of her mouth.

She turned immediately to Mike. His heart thudded—he knew what was coming—and then her mouth was on his, kissing him hungrily. The taste hit him instantly, sharp and salty, remnants of the stranger’s release mixing with her tongue. Mike almost recoiled, but his cock lurched so violently it left him dizzy. His wife moaned into his mouth, grinding her chest into him, her nipples so hard they felt like they might pierce his skin.

Mike kissed her back, desperate, ashamed, and impossibly turned on. Every nerve screamed for release. Leah pulled away with a wicked grin, lips shining faintly. She licked them slowly and whispered, “Mmmm. My dirty husband.”

He trembled, humiliated and aroused beyond reason, his cock straining painfully inside his suit.

“Alright,” Emma said, her tone sharp, breaking the spell. “We’d better cover up before we really do get caught.”

“Don’t worry,” Alex said, zipping himself up with a grin. “I put maintenance signs up at both entrances when I saw you four sneak in. Figured you were up to something. But yeah—you’re right. If I don’t move them soon, someone’s going to wander in.”

That snapped them back. They scrambled to adjust swimsuits and wipe away stray smears before they left any telltale stains. Nervous laughter broke the tension as they checked each other over. For now, it was time to regroup.

But as Mike looked at Leah—nipples still diamond-hard under her bikini, lips faintly glistening with what she hadn’t swallowed—he knew this wasn’t over. Not by a long shot.

Satisfied, Alex bent to scoop up his discarded towel and notebook, tucking himself back together as best he could. His eyes never left Leah and Emma, still flushed and glowing, their lips swollen from use.

“Thank you both,” he said, voice hoarse, gaze sliding hungrily across their tits and asses one last time.

“That was wild,” he admitted, shaking his head in disbelief. “Beyond anything I imagined when I woke up this morning.”

The girls didn’t bother with modesty. They leaned in together, pressing their bodies against him, kissing him deeply in turn. Alex groaned as their tongues toyed with his, his hands sliding instinctively over the curves of their butts, squeezing, then up to cup the swell of their breasts. It was a goodbye and a tease all in one.

“If you’re free later, stop by cabin fourteen,” Emma murmured against his lips. “We’ll be around.”

Alex gave a crooked grin, still catching his breath. “I might just do that—once I’ve recovered.”

With that, he disappeared toward the pool gate, leaving a charged silence in his wake.

Mike’s phone dinged on the lounger beside him, snapping him back. He picked it up. A message from Maggie—the lingerie clerk.

I’ll be there. Let me know what time.

Mike exhaled, cock still half-hard, his head spinning. Between the girls, Alex, and now Maggie… he couldn’t help but laugh to himself. At this rate, they were definitely going to need a bigger bed.

The four of them lazed on the loungers through the late morning, slipping in and out of the pool whenever the heat became too much. On the surface, it looked tame enough—just two couples enjoying the sun. But under that veneer, every touch was deliberate, every brush of skin designed to wind the men tighter. Leah would lean across Mike to take a sip of his drink, letting her breast drag over his chest. Emma made a habit of tugging her bottoms back into place in slow motion, the thin fabric molding against her landing strip as she settled back into the chair.

The girls kept the touching just shy of anything that could explode into full sex—hands sliding over asses, cupping breasts through damp bikini tops, long kisses that ended with the men gasping for more. Each time Mike thought Emma was going to stroke him properly, she’d stop and laugh against his mouth, leaving him throbbing and desperate. Across the loungers, Leah did the same to Chris, her hand resting lightly on his bulge until he groaned, only to pull away with a wicked grin.

What they did insist on, though, was their own release. “It’s different for us,” Leah had teased, pulling Mike down behind the lounger, her thighs spreading. “We don’t run out.” Chris was already buried between Emma’s legs, her soft moans carrying across the pool deck. Mike obeyed, tongue working hungrily until Leah’s hips bucked and her nails dug crescents into his shoulders. Then Emma pulled him over, demanding the same, slick and insistent. The girls lay sprawled in the shade, bodies glowing, both satisfied and smug, while the men knelt panting, their cocks hard and untouched.

By lunchtime, Mike was half feral with lust, his balls aching from being denied again and again. From the look on Chris’s face—jaw tight, cock tenting his shorts—he was just as wrecked. The women, meanwhile, stretched like cats, sipping cold drinks, their post-orgasm glow only making the denial sharper. Mike knew it was deliberate, and he knew it would be worth it later—but right now, it was driving him crazy.

“Want to grab some lunch?” Chris said at last. His stomach was growling, and Mike realized he was famished too. The others agreed readily, eager to regroup.

On their way toward the restaurant, Chris stopped short, pointing at a new sign posted near the lobby entrance.
“Hey—look at this. Four-wheeling. Why don’t we try that after lunch? Could be fun, maybe even find some private spots to explore.”

Mike didn’t even hesitate. “Hell yes. Anything beats getting edged beside the pool all afternoon.” He said it with a laugh, but there was truth behind it—if Emma had stroked him and stopped one more time, he might have lost his mind.

The girls didn’t object, only exchanging sly little smiles as though they knew exactly what they’d been doing to the men.

Lunch was simple—sandwiches stacked high with meat, crispy chips, a cold beer or two. Mike chewed slowly, realizing he’d been carrying a steady buzz since breakfast. Judging from the others, he wasn’t the only one. Better keep that quiet when we sign for the ATVs, he thought wryly, taking another sip.

After they finished, Emma stood, tugging Leah’s arm. “We’re going to hit the room before wheeling. Meet you guys at the rental area in ten. Why don’t you big, burly men sort out the logistics while we…” She gave Chris’s bicep a squeeze, “…freshen up?”

Mike watched them walk off, their hips swaying deliberately in unison. “Jesus,” he muttered under his breath.

Chris groaned beside him. “Man, I’m losing it today. They know exactly how far to push. I’m rock hard, and then—nothing. Over and over.”

Mike snorted, rubbing at the back of his neck. “Tell me about it. I feel like I’m ninety percent there, all the time. One more stroke and I’d cum, but they always pull back. It’s torture.” He paused, then grinned. “But I swear, if I finally get to finish later, it’s going to be the orgasm of my life.”

Chris laughed, though his eyes betrayed the same need. “Same.” He turned toward the rental desk, where an attendant in dusty boots leaned against the counter.

“What’s the scoop?” Chris asked.

The man flipped open a clipboard. “We’ve only got two-seaters left. Hundred twenty-five bucks for two hours, or two hundred for four. Just be back before dark. Other than that, don’t get lost, don’t roll ‘em. Map’s over there on the sign—some good spots marked. Waterfall, swimming hole, a couple rivers feeding down into it. If you’re confident, you can do the full loop. Otherwise, time it and head back.”

“Perfect,” Chris said, slapping his credit card onto the counter.

Mike wandered to the map, snapping a quick photo with his phone. The thought of a hidden swimming hole set his imagination spinning—Leah and Emma stripped down in the woods, water dripping off their tits, the teasing finally breaking. His cock twitched in his shorts at the thought.

The attendant disappeared into the back to prep the ATVs. Still no sign of the girls. Mike checked his watch, exhaling sharply.
“How long does it take to throw on a bikini and smear some sunscreen?” he muttered.

Chris only grinned. “Long enough to make sure we’re desperate by the time they get here.”

Mike couldn’t even argue.

“That was insane earlier,” Chris said, shaking his head as he leaned against the counter. “That waiter could’ve had us all thrown out.”

Mike gave a dry laugh. “I know. Part of me was panicking, the other part was so turned on I could barely breathe. The guy must’ve overheard us the other day and thought he’d struck gold. No wonder he kept hanging around.”

Chris smirked. “Yeah, well, you’ve got Leah’s ass and Emma’s tits in his line of sight—hard to blame him. Still, are we really OK with this? Letting random people in on what we’re doing?”

Mike hesitated, then shrugged. “Honestly? I think so. At least for now. It’s not like we’re handing out invites to the whole damn resort. As long as he doesn’t fuck Emma better than either of us can…”

That made Chris chuckle, low and knowing. “Good point. God forbid we set the bar too high.”

Mike grinned. “Exactly. It’s all happening so fast, though. Feels like we’ve stepped into some alternate life. I just hope when we’re back in the real world, it won’t feel like we pushed too far.”

Chris’s expression softened, thoughtful. “I get that. But look, I’ve been married long enough to know opportunities like this don’t just fall in your lap twice. I don’t know if we’ll ever be in this situation again, so I’m taking everything I can, while I can. No regrets.”

Mike nodded slowly, feeling the weight of that. “Yeah. No regrets. Just… lean in and embrace it.”

Chris clapped him on the shoulder. “Exactly. Besides, we’ve got two girls who clearly want to push the envelope. If we’re smart, we hang on and enjoy the ride.”

“Speaking of that…” Mike felt heat rise in his cheeks. He hadn’t meant to bring it up, but the guilt had been chewing at him since breakfast.

Chris squinted at him. “Go on?”

Mike shifted his weight, lowering his voice. “Well, remember the little… changing-room escapade at the market?”

Chris nodded immediately, grinning at the memory.

“Well, turns out the store attendant—Maggie—left a card in the bag. I, uh… might’ve texted her. Invited her over later.”

Chris blinked. “Whaaaaat?” His voice cracked with disbelief. “What do you mean might’ve? Either you did or you didn’t.”

Mike sighed. “Fine. I did. Sent her the cabin number and everything.”

Chris’s grin faltered, replaced with wide-eyed shock. “Jesus, Mike. And Leah? What did she say?”

Mike rubbed the back of his neck. “She, uh… doesn’t know. Not yet. But come on—it’s fair play, isn’t it? They set this whole thing up with the room trick. Feels like I should get one move of my own.”

Chris groaned, half impressed, half horrified. “Careful, man. Leah’s feisty. She might take it as you going rogue. Let’s just hope they take it well—because if they don’t, this ride we’re on? Could be over.”

The weight of his words sank into Mike’s chest. A sudden swirl of excitement and dread coursed through him. Had he just ruined everything with one impulsive text? He didn’t have much time to dwell on it, though.

The low rumble of tires against gravel made them both look up. The attendant was wheeling out the ATVs, helmets bouncing on their handlebars. And behind him—

Mike’s heart skipped. Leah and Emma were walking toward them from the lodge.

He felt his jaw slacken. They looked unreal.

Leah had swapped into a bottle-green bikini, most of it sheer mesh. It clung to her petite frame like it had been painted on, the faint shimmer of her skin visible beneath the gauzy fabric. Her nipples were barely concealed, darker circles pressing against the thin material.

Beside her, Emma wore a light-pink two-piece that hugged every curve of her fuller figure. The top was cut so low it seemed impossible it stayed on, her cleavage swelling enticingly as she moved. The bottom dipped into her waist, accentuating the soft hourglass shape that drove Mike wild.

They weren’t just walking—they were on display. Heads turned from across the rental area, and Mike knew every guy there wished they were in his or Chris’s shoes.

Chris muttered under his breath, “Holy shit.”

Mike swallowed, torn between awe, lust, and the gnawing fear of what Leah would say when she found out about Maggie.

The attendant gave a low whistle as Leah and Emma strolled up. “Man, you are two lucky guys.”

If only he knew half of it, Mike thought. Hell, if anyone knew even a fraction of it, their jaws would be on the ground. He added the guy, mentally, to the ever-growing list of men who clearly wanted to fuck their wives.

Leah leaned in and kissed him hello. Her perfume was floral, sweet, but there was another scent on her lips too—something muskier, familiar. Pussy. He raised his eyebrows at her in silent question. Leah only smirked and shrugged, her eyes daring him to say something, then sauntered off toward the row of ATVs.

Mike’s suspicion only grew as he watched both women bend over the four-wheelers, pretending to examine them. The attendant suddenly became very eager to demonstrate every lever and switch, his gaze glued not to the mechanics but to the tight curves bent in front of him. Emma’s thong vanished between her ass cheeks, the string disappearing into the deep cleft as she leaned further forward. Leah wiggled her hips and pretended not to understand the gearshift, stroking the knob on the lever like it was a cock.

The poor bastard went scarlet. His words faltered, but he couldn’t stop staring down Leah’s nearly sheer bikini top as her breasts swayed with the motion. Emma wasn’t much better, leaning in so far the attendant had no choice but to stare straight down her neckline.

Mike wasn’t sure what he felt—jealousy? Pride? Both. Seeing them command that kind of attention stirred something primal in him. They weren’t just his wife and his friend anymore. They were sirens, teasing this poor guy to the edge of madness, and somehow it only made Mike want them more.

He decided to put the attendant out of his misery. Sliding into the driver’s seat, he buckled his helmet with a snap. “Let’s go,” he said firmly, patting the passenger seat for Leah. She grinned and slid in beside him, leaving the poor rental guy to stew in his own arousal.

They rumbled out of the complex and onto the trail. The warm air rushed past, and for a few moments it was just the growl of the engine and the buzz of adrenaline.

“New bikini?” Mike asked, glancing sideways at Leah.

“You like?” she teased, thrusting her chest out, the mesh straining against her nipples. Her hand slid over his thigh, casually brushing against his cock as if it were the most natural thing in the world. His shaft stiffened almost instantly under her touch.

“Amazing,” he groaned, running his own hand up her thigh until his fingers grazed the edge of her bikini bottom. “But you look a little overdressed.”

She gasped in mock outrage. “This? Overdressed?”

Mike grinned, eyes darting down to the thin scraps of fabric that barely concealed her. “Maybe you lose the top.”

“Ohhh, I get it.” She leaned closer, her lips brushing his ear, her voice a sultry whisper. “You want to see my tits bouncing while you aim for every pothole, don’t you?”

“Exactly,” he laughed, already swerving toward the rougher part of the trail, his cock thickening against the press of her hand.

Without hesitation, Leah flipped her top off, baring her chest, her nipples already stiff from the wind rushing past them. Mike loved the way she looked—confident, wild, completely unashamed. Since he hadn’t picked up to full speed yet, Leah snapped her seat belt open, stood carefully, and twisted around so she could flash her breasts at Emma and Chris.

To no one’s surprise, Emma was already topless too, her full tits jiggling freely as Chris steered their ATV just behind. Leah laughed, leaning back toward Mike. “That bitch beat me to it,” she said with a grin, then dropped into her seat, reached over, and freed Mike’s cock from his shorts in one fluid motion.

She slid down, her lips wrapping around him, taking his length deep into her throat. Mike’s knuckles whitened on the handlebars as she bobbed, the sun glinting off her skin.

“Don’t hit any huge potholes,” Leah warned between strokes of her tongue, giving him a wicked glance upward. “I’d rather not bite this thing off.” Then she went right back down, swallowing him to the hilt. Mike gritted his teeth, carefully timing every bump so she only felt them when her mouth came up for air. A trip to the ER would have ruined more than just their afternoon.

After a while, Mike caught his breath long enough to smirk. “So… I love the new perfume, but I don’t think they sell mouthwash in pussy flavor, do they?”

Leah froze for the briefest moment, looking up at him with wide eyes, his cock still between her lips. Then, instead of flinching or denying it, she slowly pulled off and gave him a wicked, guilty little grin. She knew she was caught.

“It’s totally fine,” Mike said, reaching down to cup her tit, thumb brushing across her stiff nipple. “I just wish you hadn’t kept it from me. Maybe invited me and Chris along for the show. How long’s this been going on?”

“Not long,” she said quickly. “Just here and there. Nothing serious.” She kissed the tip of his cock before sliding him back into her mouth, as if to seal her words with action.

Mike did know. He understood—and though he’d never imagined doing anything similar with Chris, the idea of Leah and Emma tangled together in secret only made his cock swell harder in her mouth.

"I'm fine with you trying new things. Heck, this entire weekend has been one new thing after the other. Just… communicate with me, OK? Don’t leave me to find things out later on."

Leah nodded, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she slid her lips back down his shaft. Mike placed a steady hand on her head, guiding her, thrusting his cock deep into her throat. He held her there until she tapped frantically at his thigh, her throat spasming around him. When she finally pulled back, her face was a glorious mess—her eyes watering, her cheeks flushed, strands of spit and pre-cum stringing from her lips to the head of his cock.

"Oh, so you like it messy, huh?" she teased, her voice husky.

Mike nodded, jaw tight.

"Don’t cum," she warned, licking her lips before taking him back into her mouth. "You don’t get to cum until I say so."

That single command nearly undid him. His whole body screamed for release, but somehow he held on, steering the ATV with one hand while the other pressed against the back of her head, feeling her throat stretch and contract around him. Every bump in the trail threatened to push him over the edge.

Ten agonizing minutes into the drive, Mike’s phone dinged with a text. He fumbled for it with one hand, nearly swerving off the trail, but what flashed on his screen made the risk worth it. Chris had sent a video clip. Emma was on her knees, tits bouncing with each thrust as she swallowed Chris’s cock down her throat. The camera dipped lower, giving Mike a close-up of her thong cutting high between her cheeks, the thin fabric pulled tight into her pussy. It was raw, reckless, and filthy—and it only made Leah’s lips wrapped around his cock feel even more unbearable.

By some miracle—or perhaps Leah’s expert teasing had sharpened his focus instead of destroying it—Mike navigated the twists of the trail without crashing. They eventually rolled up to the swimming hole he’d spotted on the map. Clearly it was a known spot: a weathered swim platform bobbed at the edge of the water, and across the way, an old tire swing dangled from a sturdy oak branch, waiting for someone reckless enough to test it.

Mike cut the engine, chest heaving, cock still slick from Leah’s mouth. He had no idea how much longer he could keep playing her game before losing control entirely.

They pulled up by the shore and killed the engines. The quiet was almost eerie after the steady roar of the ATVs—the only sound now the distant call of birds and the soft lap of water against the rocks. Leah reached immediately for her phone, thumbing the screen with quick, deliberate taps. Mike couldn’t tell if she was checking a message, snapping a discreet photo, or sending something out, but her expression was unreadable—focused, secretive. She clicked a final button, then slipped the phone back into her bag with a little smile, as though she’d just set something in motion.

The sun beamed down through the canopy of leaves, casting shifting dappled patterns across the water. It was a perfect, secluded spot. Mike’s pulse picked up with anticipation. He stripped off his swim shorts, letting them fall around his ankles, his cock already swelling from the day’s endless teasing. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Chris doing the same. The girls, still topless from the ride, looked breathtaking—their breasts catching the sunlight, nipples taut against the warm breeze.

With a whoop, Mike sprinted toward the lake and dove in, the cold water shocking and delicious against his overheated body. Chris splashed in right after him, the two of them sending waves rolling toward the little swim platform. Seconds later, the girls followed, shrieking and laughing as they waded in, droplets catching the light as they tumbled down their bodies.

Mike reached for Leah, scooping her against his chest. Crystal water cascaded off her stomach and breasts as he pulled her close. He kissed her deeply, tasting lake water and heat all at once, his cock brushing insistently against the thin barrier of her bikini bottoms. Her skin was silk under his palms, her ass round and firm as he gripped it, pulling her tighter.

Leah ground her hips into him, her breath quickening as he licked and nibbled his way down her chest. His erection throbbed as her body pressed against him, need pouring from her movements. Slipping a hand between them, he tugged her bikini aside and eased forward. The head of his cock slid between her wet folds, stretching her open. Leah sighed into his mouth, her moan echoing over the water as she welcomed him inside.

"Yessss," Leah gasped, arching her back as she forced herself all the way down onto him, swallowing his cock to the hilt. The heat of her pussy gripped him tight, wet and slick, pulsing as though it had been waiting for this moment all day. Mike groaned into her neck, overwhelmed by how perfectly she fit him—familiar and yet fresh every time, like his body had been wired to crave hers above all else.

He grabbed her hips with both hands and started using them like handles, hauling her up his shaft and then slamming her back down, hard and deep. Water splashed around them with each thrust, droplets glittering in the sun as her cries echoed across the secluded cove. Leah’s nails raked across his shoulders, leaving faint trails, her mouth open in ragged moans that were part ecstasy, part demand for more.

The thin strip of her thong was bunching between them, rubbing raw against her folds and his balls. Growling, Mike yanked free, hooked a thumb into the fabric, and ripped it off her, tossing it high with his toe so it landed somewhere on the shore. Now there was nothing between them but bare, desperate flesh. He slammed back into her, their bodies colliding with wet, hungry force, the sounds of water and skin mingling in a rhythm that was anything but gentle.

Out of the corner of his eye, Mike caught Chris peeling Emma’s bikini off her body, her tits bouncing free as she wrapped herself around him. Chris whooped with exhilaration as Emma rode him against the shallows, their mouths locked in a fevered kiss. The sight spurred Mike harder, and he spun Leah, pushing her onto her back in the water, legs wide, the surface breaking in shimmering ripples around them.

Leah reached for Emma, their hands tangling together, their tits pressing as they leaned close enough to kiss while the men drove into them from opposite sides. Mike gritted his teeth, every thrust into Leah’s soaked cunt pulling a guttural cry from deep in her chest. It wasn’t tender anymore—it was raw, primal, months of pent-up fantasies crashing loose in the sunlight.

Leah’s cries grew louder, echoing off the trees, until Mike felt her body clench violently around him. She arched, water spraying from her hair as she screamed his name, cumming hard on his cock. He held her hips down and thrust through it, desperate, wild, the world dissolving into water, heat, and the pounding of their bodies.

After a while, Mike reached across, his fingers brushing against Emma’s damp skin. He paused, catching both her and Chris’s gaze, silently asking if it was okay. Both of them nodded with a hungry grin, and Mike let his hand slide further, exploring the new terrain.

The contrast with Leah made him shiver. Emma’s stomach was flatter but softer, her body curvier where Leah’s was wiry and tight with muscle. And then there were her breasts—full, heavy C’s compared to Leah’s smaller, perky handfuls. Mike had spent hours with both of them over the last few days, but the thrill of shifting between the two—the supple weight of Emma’s tits under his palm while Leah’s smaller breasts pressed hot and hard against his chest—made his cock throb inside Leah so much that she gasped and threw her head back.

“Ohhhh yeah,” Leah moaned, her voice ragged. “You like touching her tits while you fuck me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he groaned, biting down on Leah’s nipple until she yelped. “I love your body—I love every inch of you—but feeling both of you at once… it’s insane. It’s too much.”

Chris was in on it now too, his hands sliding up Leah’s ribs, feeding her breast into Mike’s mouth as if offering her to him. Four hands and two mouths worked over both women’s chests, pinching, squeezing, licking, sharing their flesh back and forth as the men fucked and the girls writhed together in the water.

Emma let out a needy sound when Mike’s hand left her tits and dragged lower, over the taut plane of her stomach and down between her thighs. He found her clit, slick and swollen beneath the lake water, and circled it firmly with his thumb. She bucked against his hand, clinging to Chris’s shoulders for balance, then let out a low, desperate growl.

“God,” Emma panted, “I wish we didn’t have to wear these stupid condoms. Do you know how hot it would be if we could just… swap? Back and forth, both of us, taking both of your cocks raw, filling us, no stopping, no hassle…”

Her words hit Mike like a thunderbolt, his cock surging inside Leah. Leah cried out at the sudden swell, her nails raking down his back, while Emma ground against his hand, eyes half-closed, drunk on the thought of being fucked bare by them both.

“Yes,” Chris grunted, his thrusts slowing as if the fantasy alone was nearly enough to tip him. “I’d love to get you ladies lined up—side by side—so Mike and I could fuck you one at a time and then switch back and forth. Just keep trading, keeping you both filled until you don’t even know whose cock is in you anymore.” His eyes burned into Leah’s as he added, voice dropping, “I’d love to feel him cum in you, Leah. Cum dripping out of you while I slide right in after, fucking you while you’re still leaking with his load. That’s what I want. That’s what you deserve.”

The words nearly made Mike lose it on the spot. The image of his wife, spread open and dripping with his cum, only to have Chris push inside her before it even had a chance to run down her thighs—it was obscene, filthy, humiliating… and unbearably hot.

Before this weekend, Mike would have recoiled at the thought. Cum had always been something private, messy, not to be dwelled on. But now? The sight of Leah swallowing another man’s load, of Emma’s tits streaked with white, of his wife’s face painted by him and Chris together—it was rewiring him. He felt his fetish for it blossoming in real time, like a new part of his sexuality was being dragged out into the open under the summer sun.

And Leah seemed to be right there with him. Her nails dug into his shoulders, her pussy clamping down on his cock at Chris’s words, as if her body was answering for her. The idea of being filled, used, bred—of carrying both men’s cum inside her at once—made her shudder and cry out.

Mike caught Emma’s gaze. She was panting, watching the two men talk about swapping and filling their wives bare, and her landing strip was glistening against his hand. She clearly loved it too.

The thought burrowed into him: when they got back home, if this wasn’t just a one-off, if they were really going to continue… maybe it was time to bring it up. Testing. Trust. A deeper bond than he’d ever imagined sharing with another couple. The idea of fucking Leah raw was second nature—but fucking Emma raw, or watching Chris pump cum into Leah without latex between them, that was new territory. Unimaginable a week ago. Now? Now it was all he could think about.


A Welcome Guest?

The sharp crack of a log splitting underfoot shattered the rhythm of their movements. Mike froze mid-thrust, heart hammering, his body half-submerged in the lake. Chris stilled too, his cock buried in Emma, both of them glancing wildly toward the sound.

On the bank, silhouetted against the sunlight, stood two figures in swimwear. For a split second, Mike thought it had to be strangers, hikers maybe, or even someone from the resort. But then his stomach dropped as recognition hit him like a hammer. Steve. And Katie.

Steve Carter, broad and sunburned, was standing just a few feet from their campsite, his arms folded loosely across his chest. Katie was next to him, fiery ginger hair catching the light, her bikini top doing little to contain her surgically-enhanced breasts. She tilted her head slightly, as if enjoying the show more than she should.

“Oh shit,” Mike muttered under his breath, pulling Leah tighter against him, trying to shield her while still very much inside her. Emma had twisted off Chris, her eyes wide, breasts heaving as if she’d been caught red-handed—which, in fairness, she had.

For a heartbeat, no one spoke. The only sound was the water lapping gently against their skin. Then Leah—cooler than the rest of them, her voice steady but edged with suspicion—broke the silence.

“Well, hi guys,” she said, almost too casually, water dripping from her hair as she turned to face them. “Fancy meeting you here.”

Her words floated over the lake, calm but barbed. Mike stared at her, shocked that she could speak so evenly while he was still buried inside her. Steve and Katie didn’t look surprised, not really. If anything, they looked like they’d been expecting this. Katie’s lips curved into the faintest of smirks as her eyes swept over the four of them tangled in the water.

“Hi there,” Mike called back weakly, his voice cracking slightly. Surely Steve and Katie would take the hint—see the four of them already in the small lake, half-naked and clearly busy, and find another spot. That’s what normal people would do. But then…

“Mind if we join you?” Steve’s voice carried easily across the water, casual, like they’d just stumbled on friends having a picnic instead of… this.

“Damn it,” Mike muttered under his breath, pulse thudding in his ears. He leaned close to Chris, whispering, “Well, there goes our fun.”

But his cock was still inside Leah, and her warmth was impossible to ignore. Instinctively, he gave a few shallow thrusts, trying to maintain his erection. Leah let out a loud, involuntary moan, her pussy clenching tightly around him, as if her body was refusing to let the intrusion of reality spoil the heat between them.

And then—Mike’s jaw nearly dropped—Katie reached behind her back, untied her bikini, and let it fall carelessly to the sand. Steve followed suit, stripping with zero hesitation. In seconds, both of them were naked, strolling toward the water as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

Mike’s eyes were drawn down despite himself. There it was again—Steve’s massive cock, even soft, hanging heavily between his legs, thick and long enough to make an impression no man could ignore. It swung side to side as he waded in, the sight equal parts intimidating and mesmerizing.

Next to him, Katie’s fake tits sat unnaturally high on her chest, the sunlight glinting off the pale curves of her ginger body as she sauntered into the shallows. She wore a sly little smile, clearly enjoying their stunned silence.

Mike felt Leah gasp against him, her nails digging lightly into his shoulders. She sucked in a sharp breath as her pussy clenched tight around his cock, gripping him so hard he nearly groaned. She was as shocked as he was—but maybe, just maybe, the fun wasn’t over after all.

“We wanted to make sure we obeyed the dress code,” Steve said easily as he waded in, water lapping at his thighs before he pushed off and paddled into the deeper part of the lake. The sun caught his wet shoulders, droplets running down the ridges of muscle on his back, but Mike’s eyes couldn’t help darting lower—where even half-submerged, Steve’s cock still swung visibly beneath the surface, the water doing nothing to disguise its sheer size.

“I hope we’re not imposing,” Steve continued, his tone maddeningly casual. “I know it’s pretty isolated out here—you probably came to get away from things for a while.”

“Not at all,” Leah answered smoothly before anyone else could. Her voice carried an edge Mike couldn’t quite place—was it genuine, or was she masking nerves? “We’re glad it was you two and not someone looking to make off with our stuff. Walking back from here would’ve sucked.”

She smiled as she said it, but Mike felt her clench around his cock again, her body betraying the tension she was trying to keep out of her voice. Katie floated in behind Steve, her ginger hair glowing like fire in the afternoon sun, her surgically enhanced breasts bobbing just above the surface as she drifted closer, eyes locked on the foursome in the shallows.

The dynamic had shifted—suddenly it wasn’t just their private play anymore. It was on display. And from the way Leah was squeezing him inside her, Mike wasn’t sure if she was more nervous… or more turned on.

Steve nodded as Katie swam up beside him, the two of them cutting an almost intimidating figure together. They were a few years older than the foursome, but it showed in a way that worked for them—Steve’s body sculpted and powerful, chest broad, shoulders like stone, every move betraying years in the gym. Katie’s curves were another kind of statement: her breasts were enormous, far bigger than Leah’s or Emma’s, the kind that looked as if they’d been built to command attention. The small landing strip of bright ginger hair between her thighs caught Mike’s eye as she slipped cleanly beneath the surface and glided through the clear water.

For a heartbeat, Mike forgot to breathe. Katie had swum right between him and Leah before surfacing on their other side, the water cascading down her pale skin in sheets, and there was no way she hadn’t glimpsed the very obvious coupling under the surface—the way Mike’s cock was still buried inside his wife as she clung to him.

Mike froze, unsure whether he should untangle himself from Leah or pretend nothing was happening. His pulse hammered. For a split second, it felt like they’d been caught red-handed in something unforgivable.

But then Steve’s voice, low and unbothered, cut through the silence. “Don’t stop on our account,” he said with a half-smile, his tone almost daring. “You mind if we do the same?”

Mike blinked, startled, then gave a shaky laugh. “The more, the merrier, I guess,” he said, trying to sound nonchalant despite the pounding of his heart. “Although I’d never have taken you and the Browns for… well, swingers. You always seemed so… normal.”

His words hung in the air, the “normal” part sounding ridiculous now, given the sheer brazenness of what was unfolding in this hidden lake. Katie gave a little smirk at that, her enhanced breasts bobbing just above the ripples as she glanced knowingly between Leah, still clamped tight around Mike, and Steve, whose half-hard cock already swayed beneath the surface like it belonged here.

“Swingers? Whatever do you mean?” Steve said with a mock-innocent grin, reaching out to clap Mike on the shoulder.

Mike faltered, realizing he’d slipped. The only way he could know the Carters and Browns were swingers was if he’d been watching them.

“It’s fine,” Steve said, chuckling. “We knew we were being watched yesterday. Honestly? We put on a bit of a show. That ridge doesn’t exactly hide much.” His grin widened, unashamed. “I figured it might’ve been you and Leah, but then I saw Emma’s hand halfway down your shorts at the market and thought, ‘Well, hell, maybe the whole crew.’”

Katie waded closer, water shimmering across her pale skin and enormous breasts as she smirked. “We weren’t exactly subtle. Amy loved showing off for an audience. And I’ll admit—so did I. Knowing someone was out there, watching every thrust, every drop of cum… it made me wetter than I’d been in years.”

Mike blinked, the realization hitting hard. “Oh man. I thought you caught me kissing Emma and assumed I was cheating on Leah. I was sure you were disgusted with us.”

Steve laughed, shaking his head. “Disgusted? Not a chance. Surprised at first, yeah. But then we saw Leah and Chris later, and it was obvious you four were all in on it together. That’s what makes it good, right? Everyone’s in the loop. Just healthy fun between friends.”

Katie tilted her head, giving Mike a slow, deliberate once-over before letting her gaze linger on Leah. “Besides… ‘normal’ is overrated.”

“We only really started… this…urm…this trip,” Leah admitted carefully, “but it’s been incredible. How did you two get into it?”

Katie smirked, glancing at Steve as if to check whether he was going to answer. Then she shook her head and spoke up herself, her voice thick with amusement and memory. “Honestly? It was me. After one of our BBQs a few summers back, when everyone else had wandered off to their cabins, it was just us and the Browns left to clean up. I’d had a few too many glasses of wine, and Amy—oh God, Amy—dared me to give Jordan a kiss. Just a silly little dare.” Katie laughed, shaking her head. “Only, it didn’t stop at a kiss. Next thing I knew, I was on my knees under the picnic table, drunk as hell, with Steve watching me suck his best friend’s cock.”

Steve chuckled, sliding his thick length lazily into her as if punctuating the story. “Katie likes to say Amy dared her. But the truth is, Amy knew exactly what she was doing. She was already whispering in Jordan’s ear about how much she wanted to see his cock disappear down Katie’s throat.”

Katie rolled her eyes playfully but grinned. “Fine. She did push me. But once I started, things snowballed fast. Amy stripped off her sundress right there on the grass, tits out, hairy pussy glistening, and threw herself onto Steve like she hadn’t had a cock in months. And the dirtiest part? She begged him to cum on her face while she was still grinding herself on his thigh. She wanted it messy, filthy, and she didn’t care who was watching. That was Amy—the most daring, shameless little slut of all of us.”

Leah blinked, surprised, and Mike caught Emma’s eyes widening as Katie went on.

“The next morning, I thought we’d all regret it. But instead, Amy came strutting out of their cabin still half-naked, bragging about how she’d made Steve eat her out while she was still covered in Jordan’s cum.” Katie gave a helpless laugh. “That woman has no filter. And from that day on, well… the four of us never looked back.”

All three couples were at it now, side by side along a half-submerged tree branch that jutted out over the shallow water. The lake lapped at their waists, taking some of the weight off the men as they thrust, while giving each of them a perfect view of breasts bouncing and nipples hard in the afternoon sun. The air was thick with grunts, splashes, and the slap of wet flesh.

Steve bent lower to Katie, his mouth closing around her freckled nipple, sucking hard enough that she threw her head back, red hair plastered damply to her shoulders. “How about you guys?” he asked between licks, voice muffled against her tits.

Mike felt Leah’s nails dig into his shoulders as he fucked her against the log, her chest slick with water and sweat. He caught her eye, saw the faintest flicker of guilt—or maybe pride—on her face. “Why don’t you explain, my dear?” he said, his tone carrying more than a hint of emotion.

Leah took a breath, her words coming between gasps of pleasure. “Emma and I had a boozy lunch one day. We were laughing, complaining… we love our husbands, but we both admitted the spark was fading. The maintenance sex was still there, but the raunchy, knock-down, drag-out fucking we had in the early days? Gone. We missed it.” Her back arched as Mike drove into her, but she pushed on, her voice raw, unashamed.

“So we started searching online,” she said, lips curling into a smile as Chris’s hips smacked against Emma only feet away. “Some article suggested swinging. At first we were shocked, but a few more drinks in and we were daring each other to try. That’s when we came up with the ‘canceled reservation’ trick—to force us all into one room. It was a risk, but…” She moaned as Mike slammed deep, then continued, “well, here we are.”

Emma let out a laugh, breathless as Chris pinned her against the branch. “And of course, we didn’t find out until later that every guide says don’t bone your best friends. But so far… it’s been working out better than anyone expected.”

The couples laughed raggedly together, even as their bodies kept moving, the water splashing higher against the branch. The mix of candor and carnal intensity only made the moment hotter.

That gave Steve a deep chuckle, his big hands sliding over Katie’s hips as he thrust lazily into her. “Well, I’ve got to admit—you folks seem to be making it work, and you don’t look half bad yourselves. Honestly? I felt guilty at first for spying on you four out there on those paddleboards. But watching you… fuck, it was hot. Got us all worked up. And when we heard noises up on the rocks, we figured it had to be you spying right back on us. Guess turnabout’s fair play, huh?”

Mike laughed, shaking his head as Leah clung tighter around him. “Ha, yeah. We thought we were being stealthy, but I guess none of us would last long in the Eagle Scouts.”

Katie giggled, arching her back as Steve’s cock slid deeper. “Sneaky or not, it did the trick.”

Steve grinned and kissed her shoulder. “What we found over time is that it actually made us closer. Katie and I… we come back to each other wanting each other more than ever. The time we spend with Jordan and Amy makes us crave this again.”

“It’s been the same for us so far,” Leah admitted, her voice a mix of moan and confession as Mike rocked into her from behind. “I just hope we never lose that. It’s hard sometimes, though—trying to get past that old conditioning we grew up with. That voice in your head that says you have to be with just one person, or that you’re bad, or slutty, or broken if you sleep around.”

Mike kissed the back of her neck, both reassurance and arousal in the gesture, while Katie gave a knowing smile. “Yeah,” Katie said, “we had to beat that voice down too. Took us years to stop caring what anyone else thought.”

“Same here,” Katie admitted, her voice low but honest. “We’ve been doing this a few years now, and still… there’s always that nagging voice at the back of my head. Like, when I’m with Jordan—or Amy—I’ll sometimes get that little stab of guilt, like I’m doing something wrong. It gets easier, but it’s never completely gone. I guess we’re always working through one set of feelings or another.”

Her confession lingered in the humid air, heavy but not unwelcome. For a minute or two, the lake fell into a strange kind of quiet—just the sound of water lapping against bodies as each couple slowed their pace, holding their partners close. It was almost grounding, each of them reaffirming that bond: cocks sliding slowly in and out, hands gripping hips, mouths pressed to shoulders and necks. For all the wildness of the weekend, this was still about connection.

Then Mike broke the silence. “Speaking of expanding out…” He cleared his throat, feeling heat creep into his cheeks. “I mean, I don’t want to be too forward, but since we’re all here, I figure better to just be upfront. I think… we might be game, if you folks are. Leah’s been dying to try out your huge cock ever since she saw it, Steve.”

Leah’s head snapped around, eyes wide. “Miiikkkkee…” she gasped, swatting his arm with a splash that was more playful than angry. Her face flushed crimson, a mix of mortification and arousal betraying her.

Steve’s gaze shifted to his wife, waiting, not assuming. Katie met his eyes, then glanced back at Leah, her expression softer, more thoughtful than lustful. She gave the smallest nod, but there was hesitation in it, a flicker of uncertainty that Mike noticed immediately. His gut twisted. The last thing he wanted was for this to turn into pressure or obligation.

He put a hand on Leah’s hip, grounding himself as much as her, and looked back at the Carters. “Only if you’re all comfortable,” he added quickly. “Seriously. We’re not here to make anyone do something they don’t want to do.”

Katie’s lips curved into a faint smile, but her eyes still lingered on her husband’s monster cock before flicking back to Leah. The tension was thick, teetering between a thrilling possibility and the risk of overstepping.

“Here’s what I think we should do,” Mike said finally, breaking the tension that had been hanging in the air. “I’m getting cold out here, so I’m going to take my wife onto the shore and hope she lets me have my way with her. Chris and Emma can join if they want. Why don’t you two chat for a bit? If you’re interested, come over and join us. If not, no harm done—we’ll wrap up and head out.”

He didn’t wait for an answer, just slipped his arms under Leah’s thighs and carried her toward the shallows. She clung to him, water streaming off their bodies as they climbed ashore. Behind them, Chris and Emma followed in silence, equally curious, equally aroused by the unspoken possibility.

By the time they reached the sand, Mike’s cock was harder than ever, jutting forward like a compass needle pointing straight at Leah. The idea that this could be the first time they truly welcomed another couple into their little circle made his stomach flip—half from nerves, half from sheer hunger.

“I hope I didn’t speak out of line,” he murmured once they were on shore, setting Leah down gently on a flat stretch of sand. He searched her eyes, anxious for her read. “We’ve talked about bringing in others, and hell, we already let that waiter get involved earlier. But this… this is bigger. If you don’t want it, if it feels wrong, I don’t want to push. I just…” He trailed off, rubbing the back of his neck, cock throbbing in the cool air. “They’re not bad-looking. And it felt like the right moment. But yeah—I know I started this without talking it through with you first.”

Leah stretched out on the sand, her damp skin glowing in the afternoon sun. She looked at him for a long beat, unreadable, then let her hand drift deliberately over his shaft, stroking him once, slow and teasing. “You did speak out of line,” she whispered, her lips quirking into a smile. “But maybe it’s exactly what needed to be said. And anyway, I’m fine with it.”

Chris and Emma nodded almost in unison. Emma smirked. “Besides, he’s got a nice-looking cock. I wouldn’t mind getting to know that better.”

The words hit Mike in two places at once—his cock twitched, but his stomach clenched. He was the one who had opened this door, but now that it was swinging wide, he felt the chill of doubt slip through. He and Chris were close enough in size that comparisons didn’t sting; there was no obvious winner or loser. But Steve? Steve was in another league entirely. Just the memory of seeing that massive cock dangling between his legs was enough to make Mike’s pulse quicken with both fear and arousal.

Would Leah still look at him the same way after feeling that inside her? Would she crave it in ways he couldn’t match? He shoved the thought down hard. This was his idea, his fantasy, and if he lost himself in jealousy now, the whole thing would unravel. What turned him on most wasn’t cock size—it was the tangle of bodies, the sense of being swept up in something bigger than himself. Four, six, even more—it was chaos, intimacy, and filth all rolled into one.

He pulled Leah into a kiss, deep and consuming, needing to anchor himself. She melted back against the blankets, her skin still damp from the lake, her nipples pebbling in the cool breeze. Mike’s hand slid down between her thighs, finding her clit with practiced ease. She gasped, lifting her hips toward him.

Since she’d teased about Steve earlier, he decided to lean into it, to turn his own fear into fuel. He slipped a finger inside her slick warmth and murmured against her ear, his voice low and rough.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? Having his huge cock stretching your tiny little pussy?”

Leah moaned, her hips grinding onto his hand, and the sound made Mike’s cock ache with need.

“Yesss,” Leah hissed, her voice trembling as she arched up into his hand, desperate for more. Mike slid a second finger inside, stretching her tighter walls, feeling her heat clamp down around him. She pushed harder against him, her hips grinding as though she wanted to swallow him whole.

“Yes, more,” she gasped, her nails scraping across his chest.

Mike’s lips curled into a wicked grin. He leaned close, letting his breath tease her ear. “Oh, I get it. You want to feel it…you want to feel a huge cock spreading this tight little pussy wide open, don’t you?”

Leah moaned in response, almost frantic now, and Mike drove the fantasy home by sliding in two more fingers. Four, buried deep inside her, his knuckles straining against her opening. They had never tried this before—he’d only seen it in porn, always assuming it must be too much. But here she was, writhing beneath him, her body swallowing his hand like she’d been waiting for it.

“God, you’re taking it,” he growled, slowly working his hand back and forth. Her juices slicked his fingers, making the movement easier, her body greedily pulling him deeper. Leah’s head thrashed against the blanket, her thighs quivering as she clamped down on him, her moans spilling into the air without restraint.

Emma, riding Chris hard just a few feet away, was watching with wide eyes, her own hips bucking harder as she took in the sight of Leah being filled so utterly. Chris gripped Emma’s ass, slamming up into her, his gaze darting between the woman he was fucking and Leah being stretched open on Mike’s hand.

Mike’s knuckles were nearly swallowed when he felt a shift in the air. A presence. He glanced up and his stomach clenched.

Steve and Katie had arrived.

They weren’t lingering back on the shore—they were right there, close enough to see every detail. Steve’s eyes flicked down to where Mike’s hand was buried in Leah, his jaw tight, his massive cock already swelling in his swim shorts. Katie licked her lips, her enhanced tits barely covered by her bikini top, her expression a mixture of hunger and delight.

They’d made their choice. They were joining in.

“Would you mind if I took over?” Steve’s voice was calm, steady, but to Mike it landed like a challenge.

For a heartbeat, Mike didn’t move. His four fingers were still buried deep inside Leah, her body clutching around him, slick and stretched, her lips parted in breathless pleasure. Did she want this? Did he?

He looked down at her, searching. Leah’s eyes flicked up to his, shining with lust, and she gave the smallest nod. That was all it took. Mike eased his hand out, his fingers wet and trembling, and shifted aside.

The absence of her warmth hit him immediately, like being pushed out of his own place. Then Steve stepped in, and Mike’s heart clenched. That cock—already swelling in Steve’s fist—was obscene, heavy, swinging as it hardened, thicker even half-hard than Mike was at full mast. He felt the old stab of inadequacy flare inside him. Could Leah ever look at his body the same way once she’d been stretched by that monster?

But he forced himself to breathe, to stay in it. This was trust. This was the game. And Leah wanted it—her body arching, her thighs falling open as Steve slid two thick fingers inside her, replacing Mike’s hand with practiced confidence. She moaned, clutching at the blanket beneath her, welcoming him.


Certain?

Mike pulled back slightly and that was when he saw Katie.

She had already shed her bikini top, her massive tits bare in the sunlight, the pale curves rising and falling with each breath. Her nipples were hard, dark against her pale freckled skin, and her red hair caught the light like fire. She was watching closely, almost intently, her hands resting idly on her thighs as though daring him to come closer.

Earlier she had seemed uncertain, holding herself back. Now her chest was heaving with arousal, her tits bouncing slightly as she leaned forward. Mike couldn’t look away.

But the conflict burned in him—did she want him, or was her hunger fixed on the sight of Leah being opened by her husband’s cock? He could go to her, bury his face in those impossible tits, let her distract him from the storm in his chest. God, he wanted to. His erection throbbed at the thought.

And yet…what if she didn’t want that? What if her nipples stood taut not for him but for the raw spectacle in front of her?

He lingered on the edge, caught between desire and doubt, Leah’s gasps filling the air while Katie’s bare breasts swayed with every little movement she made. The ache in him built unbearable, but still he hesitated, waiting to see what she would do.

Katie’s hand hovered for a moment before finally brushing against his cock, the faintest stroke that sent a jolt through him. Mike sucked in a breath, not sure if she was really going to go through with it. Her touch was tentative, almost testing—like she wanted to know if he was trembling as much as she was.

“I—I know it’s not as big as Steve’s,” he blurted before he could stop himself. The words came out almost like an apology, shame and insecurity twisting inside him.

Katie’s eyes snapped to his, fiery and steady, and she pressed a finger to his lips to silence him. “Don’t,” she whispered firmly. Then her mouth curled into the faintest smile. “It looks perfect. And trust me—if you know how to use it, it’s beyond enough.”

Something in the way she said it—confident, sultry, without hesitation—cut through his doubt. His cock twitched in her hand, hardening further under her touch. Around them, Leah was moaning as Steve worked his massive fingers inside her, grinding her hips up to meet him, while Chris pounded into Emma with a steady, relentless rhythm. The air was already thick with wet sounds, panting, and the slap of bodies, but Katie’s voice was all he heard.

“Get on your back,” she said. It wasn’t a request.

Mike lay down, his heart racing. Katie shifted with slow, deliberate grace, swinging one leg over him so her tits swayed above his chest, before settling between his thighs. She leaned over, her red hair brushing across his stomach, the pale weight of her breasts pressing warmly against his thigh. She looked up, her eyes locking onto his, holding him there.

And then she took him into her mouth.

No teasing, no warm-up—just straight down, her lips sealed tight around his shaft, her throat opening to take him deeper than Leah or Emma ever had. Mike gasped, his back arching, the sensation electric. Her tongue swirled along the underside as her throat squeezed around the tip, pulling a groan from deep in his chest.

“Oh my god,” he whispered, barely able to get the words out.

Katie pulled back just far enough to smirk around his cock before sinking down again, slower this time, dragging her tongue across every inch of him. Her tits pressed harder into his thigh as she found a rhythm, bobbing, twisting, swallowing him down like she’d been built for this. Steve might have been huge, but clearly Katie had spent years perfecting the art of taking him, and Mike was reaping the reward.

Steve was a lucky bastard, Mike thought hazily—but then Katie hollowed her cheeks and sucked harder, and he lost the ability to think at all.

Mike lay back, surrendering to Katie’s mouth. Heaven—that was the only word for it. The sun warmed his skin, the water lapped against the shore, and the air was thick with the sounds of sex all around them. Groans, wet slaps, ragged breaths—an intoxicating chorus.

Katie had his cock buried in her throat, her lips stretched wide around him as she pumped her head up and down in a steady rhythm. Each time she swallowed, the velvet squeeze of her throat wrapped him tight, her hand stroking in sync, milking him with practiced precision. Her messy red hair tumbled across his stomach, her big tits pressing into his thigh as she worked him, and Mike could only gasp and clutch at the blanket beneath him.

Out of the corner of his eye, he caught movement—Steve rising above Leah, rolling a condom down the length of his monstrous cock. Even half-covered, it looked obscene in its size, heavy and veined, dwarfing Mike’s in every possible way. Mike’s heart lurched as Steve pressed the wide, blunt head against Leah’s pussy.

She flinched—her body tensed as he spread her entrance wide—but then a shuddering sigh spilled from her lips as the thick crown pushed past her folds. Mike could see how slowly Steve had to go, inching forward, sinking maybe three inches into her while Leah clutched at the blanket, her chest rising and falling in shallow gasps.

The contrast burned in Mike’s mind—Katie’s skilled mouth making him feel like a king, while his wife tried to adjust to the sheer size of Steve inside her. His cock twitched helplessly in Katie’s throat as he watched, jealousy and arousal tangling together in his chest until he could hardly breathe.

"Slow," Leah breathed, her voice trembling. Steve pulled back an inch, her pussy lips dragging along the thick shaft of his cock, then pushed forward again with deliberate control. This time half his length slid inside, stretching her open, making her gasp.

Mike and Katie both froze, watching. Leah’s face was flushed, her mouth open, her fingers digging into the blanket as she rocked her hips to take him deeper.

“I love to watch him with someone else,” Katie murmured, her hand lazily stroking Mike’s cock as though the rhythm could sync with what she was seeing.

Mike nodded, breathless. It wasn’t something he ever imagined enjoying—but the sight of his wife spread around Steve’s massive cock was doing things to him he couldn’t have explained if he tried. It was jealousy and awe, humiliation and raw lust, all crashing together in his chest.

Katie shifted off his lap and got onto all fours, presenting herself to him, her big tits swaying, her wet pussy glistening in the dappled sunlight. She looked back over her shoulder with a sly grin. “We can watch better like this,” she said, reaching between her legs to guide him. Her fingers found his cock, slicking the head against her entrance before easing him inside.

Mike groaned as her warmth closed around him, snug and wet, and leaned forward to steady himself with his hands on her hips. Together they looked past her body at Steve and Leah, their view uninterrupted.

“Does that feel good?” Katie teased, her eyes fixed on the sight of Leah being slowly filled. “Is her pussy nice and tight around your huge cock?”

“Yesss,” Steve growled, sinking deeper, his hips rocking forward with steady power. Leah moaned loudly, her body twisting, her thighs quivering as she struggled to handle his size. Every slow, glistening withdrawal and thrust made her pussy cling desperately to him, juices coating his shaft as he pushed himself further inside her.

Mike slid his more modest cock slowly in and out of Katie, her pussy warm and slick around him. She had a stunning body—her waist curving into full hips, her big tits bouncing lightly with each thrust—and the way her wetness clung to him made every movement effortless. Still, no matter how good she felt, his eyes kept darting to Leah, stretched wide around Steve’s enormous cock, and that image alone had him throbbing.

Katie moaned beneath him, her voice low and sultry. “Mmm, yes… squeeze my tits, yeah, that’s it.” Her words drove him harder. He reached down, taking her breasts in both hands, marveling at the weight and softness of them, kneading her nipples between his fingers. They were bigger than anything he was used to, spilling between his hands as he thrust deeper into her.

Katie’s pussy didn’t feel much different from Leah’s or Emma’s—not tighter, not looser—but that wasn’t what was making him ache. What sent heat burning through him was the sight in front of him: Leah, his wife, moaning desperately as Steve’s monster cock split her open inch by inch. Every thrust into Katie was fueled by watching Leah’s body take more of him, the contrast making Mike’s cock pulse as though it were swelling inside Katie.

Katie shifted forward slightly, keeping Mike’s cock buried inside her as she leaned down. Her mouth closed over Leah’s nipple, tugging it between her teeth, flicking her tongue against the hard bud. Leah gasped and arched her back, her tits jiggling as she ground herself down on Steve’s cock, taking him deeper still.

Mike groaned, gripping Katie’s hips tighter as his thrusts grew sharper, the wet slap of her pussy echoing in time with the squelch of Steve’s cock plowing into Leah. He couldn’t look away. It was raw, filthy, and overwhelming—and yet he never wanted it to stop.

Katie pinched one of Leah’s nipples hard while sucking the other into her mouth, tugging and teasing until Leah’s chest arched high. Mike saw it before he heard anything—the subtle tremor starting in her thighs, the way her stomach muscles rippled, her back bowing as if she were caught between pain and pleasure.

Her lips parted, but no words came. Just breath. Short, shallow gasps, caught in her throat. The moans that usually filled the air were gone; she was too overwhelmed even to give them voice. The silence made it more intense, more shocking.

Steve didn’t relent. His hands clamped on her hips, his monstrous cock pushing deep with steady, relentless strokes that looked like they were splitting her apart. Each thrust made her body jolt, toes curling in the water, her legs trembling helplessly.

Mike’s heart hammered. He knew that look on her face—he’d seen her orgasm a hundred times—but never like this. Not silent, not completely lost to anything but the feeling inside her. It was obvious Steve’s cock was doing something to her she’d never experienced before. Her pussy clenched around him so hard it looked like she was trying to milk him dry.

Jealousy twisted through Mike’s chest, a sharp stab right beneath the heat pooling in his cock. That should be him making her body writhe like that. For years he had been the one who knew her best, the one who could make her scream and moan, the one who drew those frantic, breathless orgasms from her. But now—now she was cumming harder than he had ever seen, and it wasn’t because of him. It was because of Steve. Because of Steve’s sheer size.

And God help him, it was the hottest thing he had ever seen.

His cock throbbed violently inside Katie as he watched his wife convulse in silence, her eyes squeezed shut, nipples stiff and aching, her whole body shuddering under the assault of Steve’s massive cock. Mike couldn’t tear his eyes away. Each pulse of her orgasm seemed to squeeze his chest tighter, drowning him in equal parts arousal and envy.

Leah’s legs locked around Steve’s waist as if she couldn’t bear to let him out of her, her body quaking, trembling, pulling him deeper. She wasn’t saying a word—but her pussy was screaming for him. Mike almost lost it right there, the sight of his wife silently cumming harder than she ever had with him making his cock swell to the edge of release inside Katie.

He forced himself to hold back, teeth clenched, torn between wanting to bury himself in Katie to escape the jealousy and wanting to memorize every single second of what he was seeing. Because even if it hurt, even if it twisted him up inside, it was also unbearably, devastatingly erotic.

“I’m gonna cum!” Steve groaned, his voice low and guttural, hips jerking as his massive cock throbbed inside Leah.

Leah’s nails dug into his back, her legs still trembling from her silent orgasm, her voice hoarse but steady: “Do it. Cum all over me… cover me.”

With a roar, Steve pulled free, his cock glistening with her juices as it slapped against her belly. Katie was there instantly, wrapping her hand around the thick shaft, struggling to close her fingers around it. She stroked him fast, milking him like she’d done a thousand times before.

The first jet was monstrous, splattering across Leah’s chest with such force it striped her left nipple and streaked down to her stomach. She gasped, her hands automatically flying to spread the warmth across her skin. The second shot arced high, striking between her tits and up her throat, leaving pearly trails that ran down between her breasts. The third thick spurt pooled into her belly button, overflowing as more ropes painted her stomach.

Mike’s mouth went dry as he watched his wife coated in another man’s seed, her skin glistening under the sun, her tits slick and her stomach smeared in white. Leah wasn’t looking at Steve—she was staring at him. Her lips parted, her chest heaving, silently daring him to take in the sight.

Steve kept groaning, pumping out more, until the sheer volume left Leah’s body a sticky canvas. Katie’s hand slowed, coaxing the last drops as Steve finally collapsed back, panting, utterly spent.

“That was… fucking incredible,” he rasped, his cock still half-hard, twitching as it lay heavy against his thigh.

Leah just lay there, chest rising and falling, her skin gleaming with cum. Her nipples were stiff points, slick with Steve’s load, and the look on her face wasn’t shame—it was raw, unfiltered satisfaction.

Mike’s cock throbbed inside Katie, jealousy and arousal colliding so hard he could barely breathe. He couldn’t look away. His wife, glistening in another man’s cum, had never looked more beautiful—or more unreachable.

Mike was still buried inside Katie through all of it, her slick warmth clenching down on him as Steve emptied himself all over Leah. Every thrust threatened to undo him, his orgasm clawing at the base of his spine, begging to be released. He wanted—needed—to cum, to lose himself inside Katie’s tight, wet cunt. But Katie’s earlier words echoed in his mind: not until tonight.

He clenched his jaw, gritting his teeth against the rising wave of pleasure. His cock pulsed inside her, aching, swollen, every nerve screaming for release. And then he made the mistake of looking—really looking—at Leah.

She was a vision of debauchery, Steve’s seed slick and shining across her stomach and tits, dripping toward her navel. Her hands spread it across her skin like lotion, massaging it into herself, reveling in being coated. Katie leaned across, her tongue darting out to lick Steve’s cum from Leah’s nipples, making her gasp and arch her back.

Mike’s body spasmed. He was right on the edge, desperate, his hips jerking without control. His eyes locked on Leah’s, pleading silently for permission. But she only shook her head, her lips parting around a sultry smile. She mouthed not yet, her gaze merciless. The denial nearly broke him.

His cock throbbed helplessly inside Katie, his balls aching so badly he thought they might burst. He had never been this close, this strung out, in his life. Every muscle in his body trembled with the effort of holding back.

Mercifully, Katie’s body tensed beneath him. “I’m close,” she gasped, her breath hitching. He reached around her, pressing his fingers hard to her clit, circling fast. The reaction was immediate—Katie’s pussy clenched like a fist, spasming violently as she cried out in ecstasy. Her body convulsed around him, her cunt milking him with each tremor as she came undone.

Mike groaned, every shudder of her climax pushing him closer to the edge. But somehow, impossibly, he held on. His vision blurred, sweat dripping from his forehead as Katie collapsed against him, panting, utterly spent. He could feel his cock twitching inside her, so close to exploding that it hurt.

They toppled down together onto the blanket beside Leah and Steve, bodies overheated, breathing ragged. Cum gleamed across the four of them in streaks and smears, the air heavy with the scent of sex.

“Well,” Mike managed, forcing a weak laugh as his cock throbbed angrily inside him, “I think we need to do that again.”

Beside them, Chris and Emma had finished as well—Chris sprawled out on his back, Emma curled against his side, her lips still glistening from where she’d been sucking him. The ground looked like a warzone of pleasure, cum everywhere, drying on skin and smeared into hair.

With a shared glance, the six of them staggered back to the lake, wading into the cool water. They washed each other playfully, hands roaming across wet skin, lips brushing in lingering kisses. This time, there was no frantic rutting, no desperate climax—just the slow, sensual glide of bodies against bodies.

Emma floated close to Steve, her hand slipping beneath the water, fingers closing around his half-hard cock and stroking it reverently. He groaned, and she smiled, pumping him beneath the surface. On the other side, Chris marveled openly at Katie’s huge tits as she waded against him, cupping and squeezing them together, laughing as his eyes bulged.

And all the while, Mike stayed locked in his own turmoil—hard, aching, denied—watching his wife glowing with another man’s cum, and wondering how long he could keep himself from breaking.

Once they were clean, they dressed again, still laughing softly as if trying to shake off the sheer madness of what had just happened.

“Should be an interesting BBQ,” Steve said, smirking as he leaned in for one last kiss with Leah. Then, with Katie at his side, they disappeared down the trail, leaving the foursome standing in silence for a moment, the echo of his words lingering.

“Man, that was awesome,” Leah sighed, still flushed, her lips curved in a wicked smile. She turned toward Emma. “Steve has a monster. You should try it next time.”

Emma froze, a flicker of apprehension darting across her face before she tried to mask it with a laugh. “It felt huge just in my hand,” she admitted, shivering a little as if the memory alone was enough to unsettle her. “Like it was alive or something. I’m not sure I could even get it all in me.”

“We should definitely try,” Chris chimed in without hesitation. He reached over to squeeze Emma’s hip, grinning. “And I’d love to spend more time with Katie’s tits. Man, those things are incredible.”

Emma rolled her eyes, pretending to scold him, but Mike could see the way her gaze dropped briefly, the way her thighs pressed together. She was already imagining it, already weighing the thought of Steve’s massive cock stretching her in a way she’d never experienced before. Mike felt the familiar twist in his stomach—equal parts jealousy and arousal—as the idea took root.

They climbed back into the four-wheelers, roaring up the trail to finish the full loop. The air was cooler now, rushing past their skin, drying sweat and lake water. For the first time in hours, there was no grinding of hips, no moans—just the hum of engines and the scent of pine and earth as they took in the sweeping views. It was almost normal. Almost.

When they returned to the rental area, Mike caught the attendant watching Leah and Emma again. His eyes lingered too long, his gaze fixed hungrily on their bodies. And why wouldn’t he? They looked radiant—sex-smeared makeup fixed as best they could, hair brushed back, but with that unmistakable “just-fucked” glow that no amount of powder or lipstick could disguise. Mike smirked, part of him tempted to push things further, to see how far the girls’ exhibitionist streak would go. But with Maggie already set to come by, and Alex possibly circling back later, he decided to leave it be—for now.


The Final Surrender?

Back at the cabin, the routine was automatic. Clothes off, showers on, soap and shampoo replacing the slick remnants of lake water, sweat, and cum. By the time Emma padded back into the bedroom, towel draped over her shoulders, her damp hair clinging to her collarbone, her breasts swayed softly with every movement. She caught Mike watching and smiled knowingly.

“You think that waiter—Alex—will stop by later?” she asked casually, toweling at her hair. Her tits bounced lightly with the motion, and her voice carried that mix of curiosity and hunger that made Mike’s cock stir all over again.

"I give it fifty-fifty," said Mike, trying to sound casual. Then he took a breath. "But… I’ve got a confession to make."

Three pairs of eyes turned to him. He felt his stomach drop. His mouth went dry.

"That attendant from the lingerie store—Maggie. She left her business card in the bag. With a note. I, uh… I texted her. Asked if she wanted to hang out with us."

The silence was immediate and crushing. Mike felt like the air had been sucked out of the room. He replayed his own hypocrisy—telling Leah not to blindside him with strangers, demanding “heads up,” and here he was, doing the exact same thing. His face burned hot as he braced for Leah’s anger.

Finally, Leah broke the silence. "Is she cute at least?" Her tone was light, teasing even, but her eyes lingered on him just long enough to let him know he wasn’t off the hook.

Mike exhaled, relief flooding through him. "More than cute," Emma cut in before he could answer. "I think she heard us in the dressing room. Honestly, she looked like she wanted to jump in right then."

Leah raised an eyebrow, but her lips curled into a smile. "Well, let’s not sit around waiting for either of them," she said, stepping into the lead. "I need a drink. Let’s hit the bar."

They scribbled a note for Alex—Swing Bar, come find us—and left it on the door. Mike sent Maggie a text, thumb hovering nervously before pressing send. As they walked down the path toward the bar, he slipped his hand into Leah’s.

"I didn’t mean to keep it a secret," he said quickly. "I don’t even know why I did it—it was a whim, and—"

Leah squeezed his hand, cutting him off. "It’s OK," she said softly, her eyes glinting with amusement. Then she leaned close and whispered, "Just give me a heads up next time." She mimicked his exact words from the other night, the irony so sharp Mike couldn’t help but laugh, even through the flush of guilt.

It looked like he was going to be OK. For now.

Leah smiled, her expression calm but deliberate. "This is new for all of us," she said, her voice low and steady. "And I feel like we’re getting pretty deep into it now. So let’s make sure we’re talking and communicating, always. If you think someone’s hot, I’m more than happy to consider hooking up with them. Male or female."

Mike’s cock pulsed at that. She’d told him stories before—those drunk, wild nights back in college where she’d fooled around with girlfriends, gotten licked to orgasm at parties, or made out for the thrill of an audience. But this was different. Leah wasn’t laughing about some half-remembered escapade; she was telling him, straight out, that she wanted more. That she was open to making women part of what they were doing now. The thought sent heat flooding through his chest and groin.

He exhaled, letting out a breath he hadn’t realized he’d been holding. "Thank you," he said quietly.

Her brow furrowed just slightly, curious. "For what?"

"For being understanding. For not getting mad."

Leah gave a little shrug, her eyes softening but her tone still grounded. "As long as we’re true to each other and we keep talking, I’m not going to be mad. Ever. I might ask us to back off, slow down, maybe even stop for a while. But I won’t be angry. Not if we keep making each other the priority."

Mike leaned closer, his lips brushing her ear before kissing her cheek. He pulled her against him, savoring the warmth of her body pressed tight. "I want to hear more about this… your thing for women," he whispered so only she could hear, his voice rough with arousal.

Leah tilted her head, her smile curling wider. She didn’t answer immediately, just let her hand slide down to his thigh, her fingernails grazing lightly over the fabric, leaving him restless with anticipation.

"I bet you do." She swatted at him with a playful grin. "Now go off and look for your new girlfriend. Maybe we’ll both get to fuck her later."

Mike laughed, but there was warmth behind it. As attractive or new as other people might be, Leah was his person—his one, his safe space. She was his home, the gravity he’d always return to. Nothing would ever come before that. Watching her so confident, so unafraid, only deepened the connection he felt. He hoped Chris and Emma were in a similar place, grounded in each other the way he and Leah were. So far, they had shown no sign of discomfort bringing others into the mix, but Mike knew not to take that for granted. He also noticed that at the swimming hole, they hadn’t swapped partners except at the very end. Maybe that meant something. Maybe it didn’t.

Mike caught Chris at the bar, waiting for drinks, the low hum of conversation and clink of glassware filling the pause between them.

"Hey," Mike said, resting his forearms on the counter. "Crazy weekend, yeah?"

Chris exhaled with a shake of his head, a wry grin tugging at his lips. "Yeah. I’d never in a million years have thought it would turn out like this. Feels like we’ve been missing out in previous years."

Mike nodded slowly. He felt the same way, though the thought brought a swirl of emotions with it. Sure, they could look back and wonder what they’d skipped over, but in truth, it was only now—after all these summers, all the trust and laughter and quiet nights built up between the four of them—that he felt ready for this kind of wildness. A year ago, even six months ago, he wouldn’t have been. It was easy to frame it as missed opportunities, but he realized the timing was exactly what made it possible now. The foundation was strong.

And beyond that? They still had plenty of years ahead. Mike felt a rush of excitement as he thought it—this didn’t have to be a one-off. If they handled it right, if they stayed honest, maybe this could become part of the life they built together. He hoped they’d be able to stage a repeat or two in the future, maybe even take it further.

Mike shifted his glass between his hands, eyes flicking from the bottles behind the bar back to Chris. “I wanted to check if you guys are OK with what’s going on, especially as our group is… well, growing. I realized that Leah and I were leading much of this, and I’m worried we’re pushing things too far, too fast.”

Chris’s expression softened, the faintest trace of relief crossing his face. He took a slow sip of beer before answering. “Thanks for checking in, man. Emma and I actually talked about this exact thing in the shower earlier. We both liked that it started slow—just the four of us, easing into it. But I’ll be honest, it does feel like things have sped up recently. Yesterday was like opening a floodgate.”

Mike nodded, feeling the truth of that.

Chris went on, lowering his voice. “It was nice for me and Emma to have time together earlier. Just us. That felt important. It was definitely hot watching the four of you, but I think we both needed that reconnection. Reminded us that underneath all this, we’re still us.”

A pang of guilt tugged at Mike, though he tried not to show it. He’d been swept up in Leah’s momentum, in his own arousal, barely pausing to check in until now.

“We’re OK right now,” Chris said firmly, as if sensing his worry. “But I appreciate you asking. It means a lot, honestly. It’s possible we might need some alone time tonight, and yeah—that might be tricky in one room. But we’ll figure it out.”

He hesitated, then smirked, lowering his voice even more. “I won’t lie though… I’d love to get my hands on Katie’s tits at some point. And the sight of Emma’s tiny hand wrapped around Steve’s monster cock…” He gave a low chuckle, shaking his head. “Fuck, man, I was ready to explode right there in the lake.”

Mike let out a breath somewhere between a laugh and a groan, his own cock twitching at the memory. He understood exactly what Chris meant. The intensity of it all was dangerous—but addictive.

“Haha, well, let us know,” said Mike. “We’ll do our best to get out of your hair if you need us to.”

They grabbed the drinks and headed back toward the girls. Mike felt lighter, relieved he’d voiced his concerns. If nothing else, it meant he and Chris were on the same page—or at least close enough.

The four of them kept drinking and dancing as the sun dipped lower, stretching golden shadows across the cabin complex. The heat of the day still clung to the air, warm enough that soon they’d shed layers until they were barely decent. Leah wore a short white dress with bold cutouts down the front and back, exposing her stomach, spine, and shoulders. Every time she bent or twisted with the music, the hem lifted, flashing her thong—white and stretched tight against her pussy. Mike’s eyes locked on it every time, never tiring of the sight. And he wasn’t the only one—he noticed more than a few lingering glances from other men around them. She was magnetic, and Mike both swelled with pride and burned with jealousy at how much attention she drew.

Emma was no less reckless—dressed in a thin tank top and a loose skirt, with nothing underneath. She pressed against Mike as the music slowed, reaching behind herself to guide his hand down over her bare ass. The heat of her skin against his palm sent a jolt of electricity through him, and she smirked knowingly, as if daring him to get hard right there on the dance floor.

They drank more—shots followed by cocktails, then lazily sipping wine as the music pulsed on. The four of them blurred into the rhythm, laughing, swaying, grinding without care for who might be watching. Mike was slow-dancing with Leah, her body warm and pliant in his arms, when movement at the edge of the crowd caught his eye.

Maggie.

She stood a little way off, scanning the crowd, until her gaze landed on him. For a moment, Mike felt his stomach lurch—guilt, nerves, excitement all tangled together. He raised a hand in greeting, giving her a wave, and she smiled, making her way through the dancers toward them.

Even through the blur of alcohol, Mike realized: this was the moment everything shifted.

“Hey,” Mike said awkwardly, “I wasn’t sure if you’d come… or if it was even OK that I invited you.”

“Sorry,” Maggie replied, brushing a strand of blonde hair behind her ear. “I had to work late. Honestly, I wasn’t sure if I should come at all. I wrote that note on a whim. Hearing you and your wife in the cubicle got me worked up. It was… rash, and I probably shouldn’t have.”

Wife. Mike nearly laughed. If only she knew. This should be fun, he thought, already picturing Leah’s reaction.

“No need to worry,” Mike said quickly. “I’m glad you came. This is my wife, Leah.”

As soon as the words were out of his mouth, he realized what a complete idiot he sounded like. Leah raised her brows, amused. Maggie, on the other hand, flushed bright red. She froze, her confusion plain as she extended a hand.

“Uh… lovely to meet you.”

Leah took it smoothly, giving Maggie a reassuring smile. “You too.”

Maggie’s eyes darted back to Mike. “Wait—what? I… don’t understand.”

“It’s not what you think,” Mike blurted, his nerves betraying him.

Maggie arched an eyebrow, skeptical, but before she could press further, Emma swooped in, warm and smiling, pulling Maggie into a hug like they’d been friends for years.

“What the heck is going on here?” Maggie said, blinking between them.

“I think I need a drink.”

“Good idea,” Leah cut in smoothly, laying a gentle but decisive hand on Maggie’s arm. “Husband, why don’t you go get us something while we girls have a little chat?”

Mike almost sagged with relief. Leah would smooth it over—she always did. He nodded and slipped away toward the bar, leaving Maggie with Leah and Emma. The low thrum of music followed him as he threaded through the crowd, and then he caught sight of someone he hadn’t expected.

Alex. The waiter.

Of course.

“Hey,” said Mike, extending his hand.

Instead, Alex pulled him into a firm man-hug, clapping him on the back. “I wasn’t sure if you meant to invite me,” he admitted with a grin, “but I got off work a few minutes ago and thought I’d take a chance. Stopped by your cabin and saw the note.”

Mike exhaled in relief. “I’m glad you came. We both had a lot of fun earlier—and were hoping to continue, if you’re interested.”

Alex smirked, grabbed a beer from the bar, and nodded. “Works for me.”

Mike collected three red wines and followed Alex back to where the music pulsed. By the time they returned, Leah, Emma, and Maggie had clearly worked things out. The tension was gone, replaced with hips grinding, arms wrapped tight, and hair whipping under the neon lights. The three women moved like they’d known each other for years, not minutes, hands roaming, pulling each other close in a mess of laughter and teasing touches.

Mike handed out the wine, his pulse racing at the sight of Maggie caught between Leah and Emma, her earlier hesitation dissolved into the rhythm. He caught her flushed cheeks and wide eyes—half overwhelmed, half thrilled—as he set a glass in her hand.

“This is Alex,” Mike said, slipping an arm around Leah as he introduced him. “We met him at the restaurant. Let’s just say… we’ve become friendlier since.”

The bar had loosened everyone up. Shots had been replaced by wine, laughter by moans disguised as giggles, and Leah was already pressing her body against Maggie like they’d known each other for years. Emma wasn’t far behind, slipping into Maggie’s space, brushing her hip with deliberate little touches.

Maggie was tiny—barely five feet tall—but she carried herself with the kind of confidence that made her look bigger. Slim, wiry almost, her small tits pressed flat beneath her short black dress, nipples just visible through the thin fabric when the lights caught them. Ink trailed down both her arms, intricate tattoos that seemed to move when she danced. Her hair was long, straight, and dark, flowing almost to her waist, and the contrast between her size and the way she handled Leah and Emma was intoxicating.

Mike and Chris exchanged a look from the sidelines.

“She’s not looking at us,” Chris said with a half-smile.

“Nope,” Mike agreed, swallowing hard.

Maggie’s focus was all on the women. When Leah pressed in behind Emma, grinding against her ass, Maggie slipped her hand between them, splaying her fingers wide, effectively taking control of both. When Emma leaned forward, whispering something in her ear, Maggie gave a sharp little grin and murmured back something that made Emma’s knees buckle.

“You two would look incredible on your knees,” Maggie whispered, low and sultry. “Hair fisted in my hand, waiting to be told when you’re allowed to lick.”

Emma’s breath hitched audibly. Leah let out a throaty giggle, though there was nothing humorous in the heat in her eyes.

“Oh, you like that thought,” Maggie teased, one finger tracing the outline of Emma’s top where her nipple pressed against the fabric. “Good little girls, everyone watching you… waiting for you to open those pretty mouths.”

Mike’s cock pulsed at the words, jealousy mixing with arousal until he could barely breathe.

By the time the drinks were finished, the dance floor had practically become their stage. Maggie guided Leah and Emma with subtle, confident touches—hands on hips, fingers grazing the undersides of their breasts, the occasional squeeze of an ass that made them gasp and melt against her.

When Mike finally waved toward the door, suggesting they head back, no one argued. Maggie didn’t even hesitate. She slid her small hands firmly down both women’s lower backs, cupping their asses in her tattooed palms as she guided them forward.

From behind, the sight was unmistakable. Two tall, curvy wives bracketed on either side of the slim, inked shop girl, her long brunette hair swaying as she led them, her hands possessive on their asses as if she already owned them.

Anyone watching them leave the bar knew exactly where this was heading.

And Mike, hard as stone and reeling from the sight, couldn’t stop himself from thinking: what the fuck have I just unleashed?

The walk back to the cabin felt like an eternity. Mike and Chris trailed behind, watching the sway of hips and Maggie’s tattooed hands cupping the girls’ asses with casual ownership. Leah and Emma glanced at each other, nervous but flushed, and neither pulled away.

When the door closed behind them, Maggie wasted no time. She turned to Emma, eyes locked on her with a heat that made the taller woman’s breath catch.

“Come here,” Maggie said softly, but it was a command, not a request.

Emma stepped forward. Maggie tilted her chin up with one small, inked hand and kissed her. It wasn’t tentative. It was deep, deliberate, claiming, her tongue sliding between Emma’s lips as if she’d been waiting all night for it. Emma let out a muffled moan and leaned into her, her full tits pressing against Maggie’s smaller frame.

Without breaking the kiss, Maggie’s hands went to Emma’s tank top. She tugged it up, slow and unhurried, peeling it away from her body. Emma raised her arms, letting Maggie strip her, her breasts bouncing free. Maggie cupped one in her hand, thumb brushing the nipple until it hardened, then bent her head to suck it into her mouth. Emma gasped, swaying slightly, her hands frozen at her sides.

“Good girl,” Maggie murmured against her skin. “Now the rest.”

Emma’s skirt was next. Maggie slid it down over her hips, revealing the tiny green thong Mike remembered from the store. Maggie hooked her thumbs under the waistband, tugged it down Emma’s thighs, and let it drop to the floor. Emma stood in the middle of the room, naked and trembling, her pale skin flushed with arousal.

Maggie circled her slowly, tattoos shifting like shadows in the lamplight as she stalked her prey. Then, without warning, she landed a sharp smack on Emma’s ass. The crack echoed in the cabin. Emma let out a shocked cry, half pain, half moan, her body jolting forward. Her big ass rippled under the blow, and Maggie smiled in satisfaction, running her hand over the reddening mark.

“That’s better,” Maggie purred. “I like hearing you squeal.”

Mike’s heart hammered in his chest. He’d never seen Emma like this—submissive, shivering under someone else’s hand—and the sight of Maggie’s small figure commanding her so completely was almost surreal.

Then Maggie turned her gaze toward Leah.

“You,” she said, crooking a finger. “Come here.”

Leah hesitated for a moment, then stepped forward. Maggie moved behind her, pressing her tattooed arms around Leah’s waist, pulling her close. Her small hands roamed Leah’s body with confident ease, cupping her tits, tracing down her stomach, brushing over the taut line of her thong. Leah’s head tilted back slightly, a soft sigh escaping her lips as Maggie nuzzled against her neck, whispering something only she could hear.

Mike swallowed hard. This wasn’t swinging anymore. This was Maggie taking control.

And nobody in the room seemed ready to stop her.

Maggie’s hands slid lower, tugging at the fabric of Leah’s dress. “This is in my way,” she said simply, peeling it up over her body. Leah raised her arms obediently, and Maggie stripped her bare with the same slow deliberation she had used on Emma. The white thong that Mike had been admiring all evening followed, leaving Leah naked in the warm cabin light.

Maggie stepped back, eyes roving over her, and smirked. She cupped Leah’s breasts in her small tattooed hands, squeezing gently before giving one nipple a sharp pinch that made Leah gasp.

“Cute little tits,” Maggie said with a teasing lilt. “Almost as small as mine.” She laughed softly, clearly amused by the irony, then bent her head to flick her tongue over one nipple. Leah shuddered, her breath hitching.

Emma, still naked, watched with wide eyes, her own hand straying to her stomach as if to steady herself.

Maggie looked up, her eyes flicking between the two women. “Don’t pout, Leah,” she said, giving her nipple another playful squeeze. “Some women are blessed with big tits…” she tilted her head toward Emma, “…and some of us get to be the tight little sluts with perky ones. Lucky us.”

She released Leah’s breasts and ran her palms down her torso, over her smooth pussy, pressing her hand hard enough to make Leah moan before pulling away. Then Maggie stepped back just far enough to take in the sight of both women standing there—Emma tall, full-breasted, her big ass still glowing red from that spank; Leah petite, small tits high and firm on her chest, her pussy bare and glistening already.

The two wives, stripped naked and waiting for whatever Maggie decided to do next.

The room had fallen into a thick silence, the kind that comes not from awkwardness but from expectation. Emma and Leah stood naked in the soft lamp glow, their bodies flushed from alcohol and the dance floor, their nipples still hard from Maggie’s earlier teasing. Mike and Chris sat on the edge of the bed, both of them with cocks swelling again despite the long day, their eyes darting between their wives and the tiny brunette commanding the room.

Maggie hadn’t stripped. She hadn’t even loosened a strap. She was still in her snug black tank top and short denim skirt, boots laced tight around her calves, hair falling straight down her back. A wisp of smirk tugged at her mouth as she regarded the two women standing before her. She was barely five feet tall, slim and wiry, the compact kind of strength that came from hours in a gym rather than genetics. Tattoos crawled up both arms and peeked from the edge of her skirt, hints of ink on her thigh and lower stomach. She exuded authority without raising her voice.

“Funny,” she said softly, looking between Emma’s heaving tits and Leah’s smaller, taut breasts. “You’re both standing there, stripped bare for me, and yet… I’m still dressed. Doesn’t feel balanced, does it?”

Emma swallowed. Leah shifted her weight nervously.

Maggie’s grin widened, sharp but playful. “Take it off me,” she commanded, her voice cutting the air. “Every stitch. Do it slowly. Like you mean it.”

Emma glanced at Leah, then back at Maggie. This was new territory. They had been naked and submissive with each other, yes, but this—kneeling to strip a woman who had barely touched them yet—felt different. It was surrender, pure and simple.

Maggie spread her arms lazily, like a queen receiving service. “Start with the boots. On your knees, both of you.”

Leah dropped first, Emma a moment later, the contrast between their bodies striking: Emma’s full tits swaying as she bent forward, Leah’s lean frame folding easily to the floor. Their hands fumbled with Maggie’s boot laces, undoing them one by one until they could tug them free. Maggie lifted each foot obligingly, not helping, just letting them work.

“Good,” she murmured as the boots clattered to the side. “Now the top. Together.”

They rose back up, standing chest to chest with her, and reached for the hem of her tank. Maggie didn’t move, forcing them to tug it upward themselves. Emma’s fingers brushed Leah’s as they worked, and both women trembled as the cotton rose inch by inch, revealing Maggie’s tight stomach, ink curling around her navel, the sharp lines of muscle carved just under the skin.

“Slower,” Maggie hissed, her hands still at her sides. “Don’t rush. I want to feel your hands on me.”

Leah obeyed, sliding her palms up Maggie’s ribs as she lifted the shirt, thumbs brushing the underside of small, firm tits contained by nothing underneath. Emma took the other side, her nails scraping lightly, and Maggie shivered despite her control. The tank peeled away, baring Maggie’s chest fully now. Her breasts were small, barely more than handfuls, nipples pierced with silver barbells that gleamed under the light.

Emma inhaled sharply at the sight, but before she could speak, Maggie raised a finger to her lips. “No words. Just hands.”

She let the shirt drop to the floor. Both wives were staring, mesmerized, and Maggie relished the moment—her tiny chest, so unlike Emma’s heavy curves or even Leah’s pert handfuls, was commanding all of their attention.

“Skirt,” Maggie said simply.

Emma reached for the button, fumbling slightly with the metal clasp, while Leah traced the line of Maggie’s hipbone. As the skirt came down, inch by inch, tattoos were revealed—inked flowers curling up one thigh, a bold geometric design stretching across her lower belly and disappearing downward.

When the skirt pooled at her feet, Maggie was left in nothing but plain black panties, snug and damp against the mound of her pussy. The faintest shadow of hair was visible above the waistband, hinting at what was beneath.

“Panties last,” she said, reaching out to pinch Leah’s nipple hard, making her gasp. “But you’d better make it memorable.”

Emma and Leah nodded, almost in unison, and lowered themselves again, faces close to Maggie’s hips. Emma kissed one tattoo on her thigh, Leah kissed the other, their mouths brushing warm skin as their fingers hooked the fabric. They eased it down slowly, teasing themselves as much as her. The waistband cleared her mound, and the first thick tuft of brunette hair spilled free, coarse and unapologetic.

Leah’s eyes flicked up, startled, but Maggie caught her gaze and smirked. “Problem, sweetheart?” she teased.

Leah shook her head quickly, lips brushing Maggie’s inked skin in reassurance. Emma didn’t flinch at all; instead, she dragged the panties lower, exposing the full hairy pussy beneath, the hair trimmed but not hidden, a dark patch framing pink folds already glistening with arousal.

“Oh fuck,” Emma whispered before catching herself. Maggie gripped her chin hard, tilting her face up.

“I said no words,” Maggie said sternly. “But yes. This is what you’ve been working toward.” She pressed Emma’s lips back to her thigh, dismissing her like a mistress correcting a pet.

The panties slid all the way down, leaving Maggie completely bare. She stepped out of them, one foot then the other, and nudged them aside with a toe. The three of them—two wives kneeling, flushed and naked, one tiny tattooed brunette standing proud—formed a tableau that burned itself into Mike’s and Chris’s minds.

Maggie placed a hand on each woman’s head, fingers threading into their hair, pulling them closer until their noses hovered just above her dark, musky bush. “Breathe me in,” she whispered. “Get used to it. This is your new place.”

Emma’s eyes fluttered shut, nostrils flaring. Leah let out a shaky breath, chest rising and falling. Maggie chuckled low.

“You smell that? That’s what real power smells like. You think you’ve been sluts this weekend?” She gave their hair a tug, making both of them moan softly. “You haven’t even started.”

Mike shifted uncomfortably on the bed, his cock aching. Chris had gone rigid beside him, eyes locked on his wife kneeling obediently between Maggie’s legs. Neither man could speak, as if acknowledging what they were seeing would break the spell.

Maggie pressed their faces closer until Leah’s lips brushed her inner thigh and Emma’s cheek grazed the rough hair at her mound. Then she released them abruptly, stepping back, arms spread like she was presenting herself for worship.

“Now,” she said, voice firm, “look at me. All of me.”

They obeyed, lifting their faces, their eyes roving up her small tits, over the piercings, across the tattoos. Maggie’s body was a paradox—slim but muscular, small-breasted but powerful, hairy and raw in a way neither Emma nor Leah had ever dared to show themselves.

“You stripped me,” she said slowly, savoring each word. “But make no mistake. I’m the one who owns you tonight.”

Emma shuddered. Leah’s nipples looked painfully hard.

Maggie reached down, cupping her own hairy mound, dragging her fingers through the coarse curls. “You want this. I can see it in your eyes. And when you’re on your knees licking me, I want you to remember who told you to undress me first.”

She let go, licking her fingers, and smirked. “Now… crawl back to the bed. Both of you. Side by side. On your knees at the end of the bed. Move, sluts.”

The silence in the cabin had weight to it now. Emma and Leah were still kneeling by the bed, flushed and obedient, their naked bodies gleaming with a thin sheen of sweat. Maggie hadn’t moved far—just enough to stand in front of them, hands on her hips, her hairy pussy inches from their faces. The lamp glow caught the tattoos spiraling up her stomach and thigh, her small tits tipped with pierced nipples standing taut. She looked like some pagan goddess, tiny in stature but absolutely commanding.

“Let’s set the tone properly,” Maggie said, her voice low but sharp. “Leah. Go get me a drink from the minibar. Something cold.”

Leah hesitated for the briefest second—just long enough for Maggie’s eyebrow to arch. Then she scrambled to her feet and crossed the room quickly, her small tits bouncing, her ass tight with nervous energy. She grabbed a tiny bottle of vodka and a can of soda, fumbling with the opener. Maggie chuckled, enjoying the spectacle of the normally composed brunette fumbling like an intern in front of a boss.

Emma stayed kneeling, eyes glued to Maggie’s mound, close enough that she could smell the musk of arousal thick in the air. Maggie rested her hand lightly on Emma’s head, as though she were a well-trained pet. “See? That’s better. Some order around here.”

Leah hurried back, offering the drink with both hands like a servant. Maggie took it, cracked it open, and sipped. Then, deliberately, she pinched Leah’s nipple hard, making her gasp. “That’s for hesitating,” she said calmly. “Never make me wait.”

Leah nodded, cheeks flushed. Emma swallowed hard, feeling Maggie’s fingers still stroking the back of her neck, almost lovingly—until suddenly they fisted in her hair and yanked her forward.

“On your knees, red,” Maggie said, forcing Emma’s face directly against her hairy cunt. “Let’s see what that mouth of yours is good for.”

Emma moaned softly, opening her lips and pressing them against the musky heat, tongue darting out to taste. The coarse hair brushed her cheeks as she licked up Maggie’s folds. Maggie let out a deep sigh and tugged Emma’s face closer, grinding against her nose.

“Messy little slut,” Maggie said, her voice vibrating with cruel delight. “Already drooling on me. Use your tongue properly—flatten it. Don’t be lazy.”

Emma obeyed instantly, flattening her tongue and dragging it slow and broad over Maggie’s pussy. Leah watched, still standing, nipples hard as stone. Maggie took another long sip of her drink and glanced sideways at her.

“See, Leah? She’s greedy. She’s got that big mouth, always moaning, always sucking cock. You can feel it in the way she licks—sloppy and hungry. Look at her face buried in me.”

Emma moaned again, the vibration humming through Maggie’s mound. Maggie yanked her hair, lifting her face just enough to look up. Emma’s lips were glistening, her cheeks flushed.

“Keep those eyes on me, red,” Maggie commanded. “I want to see how desperate you are to make me cum.” She shoved Emma’s face back down, grinding hard against her, using her like a toy.

After a minute she released her, shoving Emma backward. “Enough. Leah, down.”

Leah dropped to her knees immediately, already panting, eyes locked on Maggie’s hairy mound. Maggie reached out and cupped Leah’s small tits, rolling the nipples between her fingers, then pinched them brutally. Leah cried out, but instead of pulling away, she surged forward, mouth pressing into Maggie’s cunt.

“Good girl,” Maggie purred. “You’re tighter. Smaller mouth. You work harder for it. Let’s see what you’ve got.”

Leah’s tongue flicked quickly, delicately at first, teasing Maggie’s clit, and Maggie groaned, her head tipping back. Her fingers twisted Leah’s nipples even harder, and when Leah whimpered, Maggie snarled, “Don’t stop. Sluts don’t get breaks.”

Emma was watching, lips parted, chest rising and falling. Maggie caught her gaze, grinning wickedly. “Look at the difference. Leah’s careful. Precise. Like she’s studying me. You’re all hunger and no finesse. Maybe if I combine you two, I’ll finally cum the way I want.”

She grabbed Leah’s hair suddenly, pulling her off her pussy with a wet sound. Then she shoved Emma forward again, forcing her back between her thighs. “Red, tongue deep. Get inside me. Leah, watch and learn.”

Emma plunged her tongue into Maggie, her nose pressed against wiry hair, her lips working furiously. Maggie moaned louder, tugging her head forward and back as though she were fucking her face.

“Yesss… that’s it. Fucking slutty mouth. You taste that, boys?” she called over her shoulder at Mike and Chris, who were silently stroking their cocks on the bed, eyes wide. “That’s your wives on their knees, worshipping my hairy pussy like it’s holy.”

Emma whimpered against her, muffled, desperate. Maggie pulled her back, saliva dripping down her chin.

“Switch.” Leah dove forward, her smaller tongue flicking fast against Maggie’s clit, her lips sucking noisily. Maggie grabbed a fistful of Emma’s hair and shoved her face against her thigh. “Watch her. Watch how a good girl works.”

Emma whimpered again, humiliated, but her eyes stayed fixed. Maggie groaned, hips rocking, her free hand slapping down hard on Emma’s ass, making her yelp.

“God, I love spanking your fat ass,” Maggie said, smirking. She delivered another, harder slap, then forced Emma’s face back to her pussy. “Now both of you. Together.”

Leah licked Maggie’s clit as Emma lapped at her folds, their tongues crossing, their noses brushing. Maggie moaned long and low, yanking both their hair, grinding herself against them.

“Fuck yessss… two married sluts, fighting over my cunt. Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop until I cum.”

The room was filled with wet sounds—licking, moaning, Maggie’s gasps. She pulled their hair brutally, forcing them to alternate: Emma’s wide licks, Leah’s sharp flicks, Emma’s deep tongue-fucking, Leah’s precise sucking. Maggie was ruthless, making them trade off, forcing them to compete with each other for her orgasm.

“Better,” she panted. “Almost there. Red’s sloppy tongue or little Leah’s careful mouth—who’s going to make me cum first? Which one of you is the better whore?”

Emma moaned hard against her, pressing in deeper, desperate. Leah’s fingers joined in, circling Maggie’s clit as her tongue flicked. Maggie’s whole body tensed, tattoos flexing over her taut muscles.

“Yes… yes… oh FUCK—” She threw her head back, yanking both their hair, grinding down against their faces as her orgasm tore through her. Her thighs trembled, stomach clenched, breath hissing through clenched teeth.

She held them both there, suffocating them against her mound until she finally let go with a guttural moan, collapsing back onto the chair behind her. Her chest heaved, small pierced tits rising and falling rapidly.

The wives pulled back, panting, faces shiny with her wetness. Emma’s lips were swollen, Leah’s cheeks flushed crimson.

Maggie laughed breathlessly, sipping her drink again. “Fuck. That’s how you do it.” She looked down at them, both still kneeling, hair mussed, eyes glazed. “You two couldn’t be more different—and I loved every second of it. Emma, you’re messy and greedy. Leah, you’re precise and obedient. Together… fuck, you’re perfect.”

She reached down, cupping their cheeks, smearing her wetness across their faces. “You made me cum harder than I have in months. But don’t get cocky—it wasn’t because you’re special. It’s because I know how to use you.”

Emma shuddered at the words. Leah whimpered softly, her nipples so hard they looked painful.

Maggie finally let her head fall back against the pillows, chest rising and falling, tattoos slick with sweat. The little brunette looked utterly spent but radiantly satisfied. Leah and Emma remained where she’d kept them—on their knees between her legs, lips parted, hair disheveled, eyes wide and dazed. They looked like supplicants waiting for permission to breathe.

After a long, luxurious stretch, Maggie sat up and swung her legs over the edge of the bed. She reached lazily for her clothes, tugging her bra back on, then sliding into her tight jeans with a slow, deliberate wiggle of her hips. The entire time, she ignored the women still kneeling at her feet, treating their desperate silence as background noise.

When she finally looked down, she smiled wickedly. “You’re waiting for me to return the favor, aren’t you?” Her voice was teasing, but the steel underneath made Leah’s stomach flutter. “Poor girls. That’s not how this works.”

She slipped her shirt over her head, covering her tattooed stomach, then bent to buckle her boots. “I don’t lick pussy,” she added with a laugh, glancing up through her long, straight hair. “Never have, never will. I like being worshipped, not the other way around.”

Emma’s breath hitched. Leah swallowed hard. Both of them shifted slightly on their knees, thighs trembling, as though their bodies couldn’t decide whether to collapse or crawl after her.

Maggie stood, smoothing her hair back into place, and reached for her phone and wineglass. She looked powerful, composed, completely in control again—as if the storm of the last hour had been nothing but a casual indulgence. She drained the last sip of wine and set the empty glass on the dresser.

“You were both… adequate,” she said with a mocking little smile that only deepened the ache in their bellies. “With practice, maybe even exceptional.” She stepped toward the door, her boots clicking against the floor. “But remember—when I want more, I’ll come find you. Until then…” She blew them a kiss, deliberately cruel in its playfulness. “Stay hungry.”

The door shut behind her with a soft click.

For a long moment, the room was silent except for the ragged sound of the girls’ breathing. Leah’s nipples were still painfully hard; Emma’s thighs were slick and trembling. They turned to each other slowly, both flushed, both wide-eyed, both shocked at how completely the tiny brunette had unraveled them.

Emma broke first, whispering hoarsely, “She just… left.”

Leah gave a shaky laugh, equal parts disbelief and arousal. “And we just let her.”

They pulled themselves up off the floor at last, unsteady on their legs. Both of them were still reeling, still trying to process the brutal dominance they’d just surrendered to. Neither had ever been treated like that before—spoken to, handled, used, and then discarded without a second thought.

And yet, as they stood there naked and trembling, the truth was written on both their faces: shocked, uncertain… and aching for more.

The door clicked shut behind Maggie, and the room was plunged into an almost eerie silence.

Leah and Emma stayed kneeling on the carpet, shoulders hunched, breasts rising and falling as they tried to catch their breath. They looked like women who had been through a storm—hair wild, lips swollen, thighs trembling. Neither spoke. They didn’t need to. The atmosphere was thick enough to choke on: shock, disbelief, and arousal all tangled together until it was impossible to tell them apart.

Mike and Chris sat frozen on the edge of the bed. They’d both watched every second, powerless to intervene, their cocks aching in their fists the whole time. Now they sat in silence, still hard, still dripping precum, as the reality of what had just happened sank in.

Emma finally pushed herself upright, legs shaky. She ran a hand through her damp hair and let out a breathless laugh that was more like a gasp. “She just… used us. Didn’t even…” She trailed off, biting her lip, as though saying it out loud made it even more humiliating.

Leah, still on her knees, pressed her hands against her thighs. Her nipples were rock hard, painfully tight against the cool air. “God,” she whispered. “I can still taste her.” She licked her lips without meaning to, and that tiny, involuntary gesture made Mike’s cock twitch visibly.

The two women looked at each other then, really looked. It wasn’t anger or resentment in their eyes, but something far more dangerous: raw hunger. They had been dominated, discarded, and yet both of them were shaking not from fear but from how badly they wanted more.

Mike cleared his throat, trying to break the spell. “Jesus, you two…” His voice was hoarse, as though dragged up from somewhere deep inside him. “Do you even realize what you just did?”

Leah turned her head toward him slowly, her cheeks flushed. For a moment, Mike thought she might lash out, defend herself, claim she’d been pushed too far. Instead, she crawled forward on her hands and knees, breasts swaying beneath her, and stopped just short of his knees. She looked up at him with wide, glassy eyes.

“I’ve never been that wet in my life,” she whispered.

Emma followed, moving to Chris in the same way, her big ass swaying hypnotically as she crawled. When she reached him, she pressed her face against his thigh, her lips brushing the fabric of his shorts. Chris groaned, unable to help himself.

Mike could hardly breathe. His wife, the woman he’d always thought of as playful but measured, still looked wrecked from Maggie’s dominance—and yet here she was, on her knees, gazing up at him with desperate need.

“Leah…” he murmured, but she didn’t wait. She reached up, wrapped her hand around his cock, and squeezed.

It was almost painful how fast the arousal ripped through him. All day, all weekend, he’d been teased, denied, edged within an inch of his sanity. Now Leah’s small hand was pumping him, fast and urgent, slick with precum. Her grip wasn’t playful—it was raw, determined, like she needed this as much as he did.

Across from them, Emma was doing the same to Chris. She had both hands wrapped around his cock, sliding up and down, her tits pressing against his thigh as she worked him furiously. “You’re so fucking hard,” she panted, stroking faster. “So fucking hard because of her. Because of what she made us do.”

Chris gritted his teeth, his whole body tensing. “Emma—fuck—I’m not gonna last—”

“Don’t,” she hissed, eyes burning into his. “Don’t you dare hold it back. Cum for me. Right now.”

Mike’s gaze flicked back to Leah. She was biting her lip, her eyes locked on his cock as she worked him with the same brutal rhythm Maggie had demanded of them earlier. “Cum,” she whispered, voice trembling. “Cum for me, Mike. I need it. I need to feel you lose it.”

That was it.

Mike let out a strangled groan as his orgasm tore through him. His cock pulsed in her fist, spurting hot ropes across her chest and neck. Leah gasped as it hit her skin, but never slowed, milking every drop out of him until he collapsed back on the bed, dizzy and weak.

At the same moment, Chris let out a roar, his cock erupting all over Emma’s tits. She moaned, squeezing him tighter, stroking him through every spasm, until both men were spent, trembling wrecks.

Silence fell again, broken only by the sound of their ragged breathing.

Leah looked down at herself, streaked with Mike’s cum, her nipples glistening. Emma wiped a streak from her tits with her fingers, staring at it as though she barely believed it was real. Then, without a word, the two women turned their heads toward each other.

They were flushed, sweaty, hair wild, still marked by Maggie’s rough hands and voice. And yet, in that instant, it was clear: they weren’t ashamed. They weren’t regretful. They were hungry.

Emma gave a soft, incredulous laugh. “We just let her… do that.”

Leah’s lips curved into a small, wicked smile. “And we fucking loved it.”

The men lay back, cocks still twitching, bodies trembling, watching their wives glow with the aftershock of submission and dominance tangled into one.

Mike reached out for Leah, pulling her against him despite the mess on her skin. Chris did the same with Emma. The four of them lay tangled together on the wrecked bed—sore, sticky, and utterly spent.

For a long time, no one spoke. There was nothing left to say.

Maggie had left them shocked and aching. Their own release had been quick, desperate, almost humiliating in its speed. And yet, as the quiet of the night settled in around them, one truth was undeniable: they’d crossed a line that could never be uncrossed.

They were changed.

Forever.

And as Leah nestled her head against his chest, still slick with his cum, Mike realized that he didn’t regret a second of it. Not one.

The weekend had been more than just wild. It had been transformative. And as the four of them drifted into an exhausted sleep, he knew this was only the beginning.


Epilogue

Six months later

The Carters’ backyard smelled of grilled meat and smoke, laughter drifting on the summer air. From the outside, it looked like the same old respectable neighborhood barbecue—burgers, beers, kids darting around on the grass. But tucked away at the far end of the house, behind the locked door of Steve’s pool cabana, the real party was underway.

Mike could hardly believe how far they’d all come since Lake Chelan.

Katie was bent forward between him and Chris, her fake tits bouncing wildly with every thrust. She was spit-roasted between them, moaning shamelessly as Chris drove into her mouth and Mike hammered her from behind. The feel of her tight, wet pussy wrapped around him, the sight of her tits slapping together, the obscene noises spilling from her throat as she tried to breathe around Chris’s cock—it was pure filth, and he was lost in it.

Leah and Emma weren’t far away. They were draped over Steve’s massive body like worshippers at an altar. Leah straddled his face, grinding her bare pussy down against his tongue, her head thrown back in ecstasy. Emma knelt between his legs, her lips wrapped around the thick length of his cock, two hands struggling to manage his size as she worked him deep into her throat. The sight of Steve’s monster stretching Emma’s lips, the sound of Leah gasping as his tongue worked her—it was almost too much for Mike to take in.

The six of them moved together in rhythm, sweat slicking their bodies, moans mingling with the muffled beat of music from the backyard. Outside, the neighbors thought they were hosting another wholesome family event. Inside, the truth was written in every filthy thrust, every hungry kiss, every shameless cry for more.

Mike’s hands clamped down on Katie’s hips as he fucked her harder, Chris groaning as he pushed deeper into her throat. Leah screamed out on Steve’s tongue. Emma gagged, then redoubled her efforts, stroking his cock as if desperate to milk every drop from him.

It was chaos. It was madness. It was perfect.

And as Mike felt himself hurtling toward the edge, watching his wife ride Steve’s face while her best friend swallowed his cock, he knew beyond any doubt that none of them would ever go back to the lives they’d lived before.

The BBQs would never be the same again.
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Taken While Her Husband Watches: A Wife's Transformation

Mike only ever wanted Emma to feel sexy. A flirtatious bikini here, a cheeky comment there—just something to spice things up.

So how did they end up here?

Here, where Emma’s on her knees sucking two strangers' cocks while Mike watches, rock hard and speechless. Here, where she’s moaning as they take turns filling her up with their thick, cum-loaded cocks. Here, where fantasy crashes into reality and no one can pretend it doesn’t feel incredible.

The path from playful teasing to raw, unfiltered reality was a short one—just a weekend at the lake, a few too many drinks, and two young studs who couldn’t take their eyes off Mike’s stunning wife.

Now Mike has to confront the truth: he wanted this. But is he ready for what comes next?



While He Watches: A Wife Discovers That Size Matters

I still can't get my head around it. Even now, after six months, I don't get it.

I walk through the door having just sucked a random guy's big cock, and my husband Chris doesn't want to shout at me; he doesn't want a divorce. No, none of that.

What he wants to do is lay me down and eat me out while I tell him all about it. My God, ever since the first time I did it, he's been on another level with his oral—like he's trying to compete, but he knows his cock isn't enough.

The weird thing is, my friend Michelle told me this would happen. She told me that ever since she started to open her legs for other guys, her husband became so competitive, so attentive, so willing to please.

But even now, six months and many cocks later, it's so hard to believe. So I've decided to take it to the next level. Tonight, I won't be coming home to Chris to tell him how Edward's big black cock stretched me out.

No, tonight he's going to be watching.

Taken: By Her Husband's Friends

As Jessica looked up she saw him standing there and froze. She couldn't believe what she was seeing. Her husband Mark, stood there with a smile on his face. How could he be smiling? How could he be happy about this?

He had just walked in on his wife, on her knees, with another man's cock in her mouth. She was going down on his friend Ben and all Mark could do was smile.

And then Ben dropped the bombshell. He looked down at her and said 'Mark told me you were a good cock sucker.'

That was it, the moment something snapped in Jessica's head. If he told Ben all about it, then maybe it was time to really show him just how good she was. If Mark's prepared to brag about it to his friends, maybe Jess deserves to enjoy this too.

And the Luke and James walked in......
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