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Chapter 1

The evening air was warm, carrying the faint scent of freshly cut grass and charcoal from a distant barbecue. Steve and I leaned back in our chairs on the deck, each nursing a cold beer, our legs stretched out comfortably. The sun was dipping low on the horizon, painting the sky in streaks of orange and pink. Laughter came easily between us, the kind that only years of shared history could produce. We’d been swapping old stories—half-remembered antics from our teenage years, some exaggerated for effect, others as raw and real as the scars they left behind. The familiar rhythm of our banter felt as natural as breathing, a testament to decades of friendship.

Steve and I had been inseparable for 32 years, the kind of bond that felt more like family than friendship. Growing up side by side, we shared everything—secrets, struggles, successes, and plenty of beers like this one. Over the years, our conversations had deepened, venturing into corners most friendships never reached. Nothing was off-limits. We knew the intimate details of each other’s lives: the fights and the makeups, the dreams and the regrets, and even the explicit truths most would shy away from. Steve had told me what his wife loved in bed, the little quirks that made her moan, and her dirtiest fantasies. I’d shared just as much about my wife. We’d even joked about the details most men wouldn’t dare speak aloud—the shape, the texture, even the scent of our wives’ pussies. It was raw, unapologetic honesty, the kind only we could share.

Steve had always been a serial dater, jumping from one relationship to the next for as long as I’d known him. He had a type, too—petite blondes with gym-toned bodies and infectious laughs. So when he married Cassie, it was a bit of a surprise. Cassie wasn’t the kind of woman anyone expected to see on his arm, but she had a confidence about her that made her stand out. She was 32, with soft brown eyes and matching brown hair that framed her face in loose waves. At 5'6" and 170 pounds, she wasn’t small, but her curves worked in her favor. Her 36C breasts had a fullness to them that was impossible not to notice, and her hips and ass gave her a classic hourglass shape. She wasn’t a perfect 10 by conventional standards, but she had an undeniable sex appeal that I couldn’t help but appreciate.

What really caught my attention, though, was her laugh. Cassie had a dirty laugh—low, throaty, and completely unrestrained. It was the kind of laugh that hinted she didn’t take herself too seriously and probably had more than a few filthy stories to tell. It was disarming and magnetic, the sort of thing that made you want to be the one to make her laugh, just to hear it again.

By comparison, my wife Gemma was a study in contrasts. At 30, she was petite and delicate, standing just 5'1" and weighing 110 pounds. Her dark blonde hair and light blue eyes gave her a striking, almost ethereal look, and her perfectly proportioned 34C breasts seemed to defy her small frame. Where Cassie exuded earthy sensuality, Gemma radiated elegance and poise. To me, Gemma wasn’t just beautiful; she was breathtaking. Even after nearly a decade of marriage, I still caught myself staring at her, wondering how I’d gotten so lucky.

Still, there was something about Cassie. She wasn’t like the girls Steve had chased in the past, but I could see why he’d fallen for her. She had a raw, approachable kind of sexiness—one that had sparked more than a few fantasies of my own.

With the addition of Cassie, Steve and his new wife quickly became an integral part of our lives. We all lived in the same area, and it wasn’t unusual for the four of us to go out for dinner, catch a movie, or simply hang out at each other’s homes. Steve was as outspoken as ever, and over the years, his fondness for Gemma had become increasingly obvious. He wasn’t shy about showing it, either—whether we were alone or in public.

When it was just the two of us, Steve didn’t hold back. “You know,” he’d say with a grin, “if you ever want to spice things up, I’d be happy to lend a hand. Or something else.” He’d laugh, but the look in his eyes told me he wasn’t entirely joking. Other times, he’d lay out elaborate scenarios, clearly meant to plant a seed in my head. “Picture this,” he’d say, leaning forward like he was sharing a secret. “Cassie and I come over for drinks. One thing leads to another, and next thing you know, we’re all in bed together. Cassie wouldn’t even need much convincing, I bet.” He always framed it as a joke, but there was no mistaking his intent.

In public, Steve’s comments were more restrained, though no less lewd. “Damn, Gemma,” he said once, while we were all out for dinner. “That dress should be illegal. You’re killing me here.” Gemma just laughed and shook her head, brushing it off with a roll of her eyes. Another time, as we all walked to our cars after a movie, Steve sidled up to her and said, “You know, if you ever get tired of David, I’m just down the street.”

I never called him out on it, not because I was afraid or unsure of how to respond, but because I could tell Gemma wasn’t bothered. She treated his comments like harmless banter, and I knew how much Steve liked her. For all his big talk, I saw his comments as nothing more than playful teasing—a reflection of his bold, irreverent personality.

And despite all the banter, my wife and I had never had sex with another couple. The idea had never gone beyond casual jokes, mostly on my part. I liked to test the waters with Gemma now and then, tossing out hypothetical questions just to see how she’d react. “What would you do if Steve ever actually propositioned us?” I’d ask, keeping my tone light and teasing, but watching her closely. Gemma never gave me a direct answer. She’d usually laugh or shake her head with a faint smile, as if the notion was too ridiculous to entertain. But there were other times—quieter moments—when her body language seemed to close off completely, her brows pulling together as if the very idea made her uncomfortable. I always let it drop before pressing too far, but the curiosity lingered, gnawing at the edges of my mind.

I had to admit, though, some of Steve’s scenarios really turned me on. His imagination seemed boundless, and he spoke with such ease about things most people would never dare bring up. He’d describe everything from sneaking into our dark bedroom while we were making love to walking straight up to Gemma and Cassie at dinner and suggesting a wife swap with a grin. “You know, no pretense, no buildup—just lay it all out there,” he’d said once, laughing like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Cassie herself wasn’t exactly my type, but I couldn’t deny she was attractive in her own way. She had a softness to her features and a curviness that drew the eye. But it wasn’t just her appearance that made me look at her differently—it was the things Steve told me. The stories he shared added a layer of intrigue that made it impossible not to think about her sexually. Like how she always finished blowjobs by letting him cum in her mouth, something Gemma had never done. Or how she’d told him to stop the car more than once just so she could bend over the hood and let him fuck her right there on the side of the road. Those stories played on a loop in the back of my mind, and every now and then, I’d catch myself glancing at Cassie, wondering what it would be like to experience that side of her for myself.

But as much as the thought of Cassie stirred something in me, it was nothing compared to the way I felt about imagining Gemma with Steve. That idea was far more complex—equal parts arousing and unsettling. I could picture it with startling clarity: Gemma’s petite body stretched out beneath him, her blonde hair fanned out on the bed, her blue eyes clouded with lust as he moved inside her. The image was as vivid as it was disconcerting, a collision of emotions that left me torn.

On one hand, the thought of Gemma with someone else—even my best friend—felt like a betrayal of everything our marriage stood for. I loved her fiercely, and the idea of sharing her, of watching someone else touch her the way only I had, made my chest tighten with something dangerously close to jealousy. But there was another side to it, a darker, more primal part of me that found the thought intoxicating. I imagined her letting go in ways I’d never seen, surrendering herself completely to the moment. That mental image had a magnetic pull I couldn’t deny, even if it came wrapped in guilt and confusion.

The inner conflict was maddening. How could I feel both possessive and aroused by the same thought? How could I want something so badly while dreading what it might mean for us? The fantasy was as alluring as it was unsettling, leaving me to wrestle with feelings I barely understood.


Chapter 2

Last summer, I called Steve and asked if he and Cassie wanted to join Gemma and me for a weekend of boating at Lake Havasu, Arizona. Steve didn’t hesitate to check with Cassie, and the next day, he called back to confirm they were in.

By Thursday morning, we had our truck packed and ready to go, the pontoon boat hitched securely behind us. We swung by Steve and Cassie’s house to pick them up, and they climbed into the back seat of my four-door pickup with bags and cooler in tow. We’d done this trip together a few times before, so the routine was familiar—friends piling into the truck, the boat rattling behind us, and the promise of sun-soaked days and cool water waiting at the end of the long, hot drive.

The road stretched out before us in shimmering heatwaves, but the constant flow of conversation made the miles slip by easily. We swapped stories, cracked jokes, and planned out the weekend ahead—what coves to explore, which spots had the best views, and who was responsible for grilling dinner. But as the chatter ebbed and flowed, my attention kept drifting to Cassie.

Every now and then, I caught glimpses of her in the rearview mirror. She sat comfortably in the backseat, her dark brown hair pulled into a high ponytail that bounced slightly when she spoke. She was dressed for the heat, wearing a bikini top that framed her full, round breasts perfectly, and a pair of small cotton shorts that left little to the imagination. Her skin had a sun-kissed glow, and her lips—God, her lips—seemed to draw my attention like a magnet. Full and soft, they moved in an almost hypnotic rhythm as she spoke, shaping her words with an effortless sensuality I hadn’t noticed before.

As much as I tried to focus on the road ahead, my mind kept wandering back to all the things Steve had told me about her. The stories he shared weren’t helping my self-control. I could practically hear his voice describing the way she’d let him cum in her mouth every time she gave him a blowjob, or how she’d begged him to stop the car so she could bend over the hood and let him fuck her right there on the side of the road. Those images, paired with the sight of her in the mirror, were doing things to me I couldn’t ignore.

I felt the faintest twitch in my pants as my cock stirred to life, swelling with each glance at her. I gripped the steering wheel tighter, willing my thoughts to shift elsewhere, but it was no use. She was right there, close enough to touch, her laughter and casual conversation filling the cab, completely oblivious to the effect she was having on me.

I shifted in my seat, adjusting myself discreetly as my arousal built. It was going to be a long drive, but for entirely different reasons than the heat and distance.

After a couple of hours, the conversation began to fade, and the hum of the truck and the radio filled the cab. Gemma leaned her head against the window and drifted off to sleep, her breathing slowing into a steady rhythm. Cassie wasn’t far behind, resting her head on Steve’s shoulder, her eyes fluttering closed as the long drive lulled her into a light nap. I kept my focus on the road, letting the faint music from the radio and the occasional rattling of the boat trailer occupy my mind. My thoughts wandered aimlessly, daydreaming about nothing in particular as the miles rolled by.

About thirty minutes later, I felt a nudge against the back of my seat. It was faint, like a knee pressing lightly into the leather. At first, I didn’t think much of it and kept driving, my eyes fixed on the stretch of road ahead. A moment later, there it was again—another nudge, more deliberate this time. I glanced into the rearview mirror to see Steve grinning at me. His expression was playful, the kind of look he always wore when he was up to something.

At first, I didn’t catch on. He shifted slightly, glancing downward with an exaggerated motion before meeting my eyes in the mirror again. Curious, I let my gaze follow his, glancing back through the mirror. That’s when I saw it. Cassie’s bikini top had shifted—or maybe it had been moved—just enough to expose her left breast, her nipple fully visible against her smooth, tanned skin.

For a second, I wasn’t sure what to make of it. Maybe it was accidental, a casualty of her leaning against Steve while she slept. Or maybe it wasn’t. The ambiguity sent a jolt through me, a mix of surprise and arousal I wasn’t prepared for. Steve caught my eye again in the mirror, his grin widening like he knew exactly what I was thinking.

I forced myself to look away, gripping the steering wheel a little tighter. But the image stayed with me, vivid and impossible to ignore. My pulse quickened, and I felt a familiar heat building low in my belly. I was already horny from the long drive and the sight of Cassie in her bikini, but this...this was something else entirely.

I didn’t dare steal another glance, but the memory of what I’d seen played on repeat in my mind. Whether it was an accident or deliberate, it didn’t matter. It was a tantalizing moment I wouldn’t soon forget.

After four long hours on the road, we finally pulled into Lake Havasu City. The blazing sun was high in the sky, its heat radiating off the pavement as we checked into our side-by-side motel rooms. We barely paused to drop our bags before agreeing to head straight to the lake. After a quick piss to shake off the road weariness, I banged my hand on the adjoining wall—a signal to Steve and Cassie that we were ready to go. A few minutes later, they joined us at the truck, their excitement evident in their wide smiles and eager energy.

We drove to the boat ramp and launched the pontoon, the hum of the engine breaking the silence of the shimmering water. While the others waited for me at the dock, I parked the truck, feeling the anticipation of the weekend ahead settle in my chest. As we pulled away from the ramp, a sleek powerboat caught my eye. It looked familiar—too familiar. When we got closer, I recognized Pete, a coworker of mine, and his wife, Melissa, lounging at the helm. After a quick round of greetings, Pete invited us to follow him to a cove where a group of his friends were hanging out. The idea of a ready-made party was too good to pass up, so we followed their lead to a picturesque spot on the south end of the lake, almost down to Parker Dam.

To my surprise, about 20 of Pete’s friends were gathered there, along with three or four boats anchored in the cove. The atmosphere was lively and welcoming, the air filled with the sounds of laughter, music, and kids diving into the water from the backs of boats. Coolers were cracked open, grills fired up, and people mingled in the shallow water with beers in hand. It was one of those afternoons where time seemed to blur, the hours slipping by in a haze of conversation, cold drinks, and sunburned shoulders.

By the time I noticed, the alcohol had taken its toll on all of us, loosening tongues and lowering inhibitions. Steve and Cassie had slipped away, grabbing life vests and floating about 100 feet from the group. Gemma and I decided to join them, grabbing our own vests and a few more beers before swimming out to meet them. The water was cool against my sun-warmed skin, and I felt the tension of the long drive fully dissolve as we floated closer to where they were.

We sipped our beers and chatted, basking in the easy, sun-soaked camaraderie of the day. Gemma and Cassie quickly fell into conversation, their laughter carrying softly over the water. Steve and I drifted away from them slightly, the distance giving us an unspoken sense of privacy. Steve leaned in closer, his voice barely above a whisper.

“We were just talking before you guys came out,” he said, glancing back toward Cassie with a sly smile.

“What about?” I asked, curious but already anticipating something bold.

Steve’s grin widened. “We were going to float further out and fuck in the water where nobody would see us.”

I felt a jolt of arousal at the image his words painted. “That is fuckin’ hot,” I said, laughing quietly. “We’ll leave you two alone if you want.”

But Steve shook his head, holding me back. “Let me ask you something,” he said, his voice dropping even lower. “Is this lake big enough where people on other boats can’t see what you’re doing if you park out in the middle?”

I nodded, already knowing where this was headed. “Oh yeah. This lake is huge. Once you’re out in the middle, it’s like you’ve got the whole place to yourself.”

I paused for a moment, lowering my voice to match his. “Gemma lays out topless on our boat all the time. As long as you pick your spot, you’re golden.”

Steve’s expression changed, his brow furrowing slightly as he started to brainstorm. I knew that look all too well. He was plotting something, and I didn’t need to guess what—it was obvious he was working on some plan to see Gemma naked. The idea sent a jolt through me, a mix of arousal and hesitation. I was still horny from earlier in the day, and the alcohol had me feeling more uninhibited than usual. A small, unspoken part of me hoped Steve’s plan would be as audacious as his ideas always were.

It didn’t take long. A few seconds later, he broke the silence.

“Is Gemma really drunk?” Steve asked, his voice low and conspiratorial.

“Yeah,” I admitted, glancing toward her. “She’s fucked up.”

“Cassie is too,” Steve said with a sly grin. “And you know how both of them get when they’ve been drinking—they get really horny.”

I couldn’t help but chuckle. “Yeah, I know.”

Steve leaned in slightly, his grin widening as his voice dropped even lower. “Let’s take advantage of this moment.”

“What’s the plan?” I asked, my curiosity piqued despite myself.

“Let’s tell the girls we’re taking a boat ride,” he said, his tone growing more animated. “We’ll park in the middle of the lake, far from everyone else. We start making out with our wives, see how frisky they’re feeling. Cassie’s already in the mood—I can tell—so I know she’ll be up for it. Let’s see what happens.”

The idea hit me like a bolt of electricity, sending a rush of adrenaline and arousal through me. I hesitated, feeling the weight of the moment, before asking cautiously, “Soft swing?”

Steve frowned slightly, the term unfamiliar. “What’s that?”

“That’s when two couples make love to each other in the same space, but there’s no swapping. Just sex in front of the other couple.”

A flicker of recognition crossed his face before his grin returned, wider than before. “Let’s see if we can make that happen.”

I felt a knot of anticipation twist in my stomach, a mix of nerves and excitement I couldn’t ignore. The alcohol buzzed in my veins, loosening my usual inhibitions. “Let’s go,” I said, feeling a reckless edge creep into my voice.

Steve and I moved closer to our wives, casual smiles on our faces, and suggested a boat ride. Gemma and Cassie didn’t hesitate to agree, their relaxed, drunken grins mirroring our own. Back at the beach, I let Pete know we were heading out for a bit and would be back soon. He gave a thumbs-up, already lost in his own conversation, and we climbed back onto the pontoon boat.

We fired up the engine and headed north, steering toward the open, expansive area of the lake nestled between the London Bridge and the river. It was quieter out there, a stretch of water that seemed to swallow us whole with its vastness. When we found the perfect spot, I cut the engine, letting the boat drift lazily on the gentle current. The sun was dipping lower in the sky, casting golden streaks across the water. We drank beer, cranked up the music, and occasionally dove into the cool lake to shake off the lingering heat of the day.

As the boat rocked gently, my gaze kept drifting to Cassie. She moved around the deck with a relaxed ease, her bikini snug against her curves. A few times, she bent over to dive off the back of the boat, her full, round ass pressing against the thin fabric. The sight stirred something primal in me, and I wasn’t the only one who noticed. Steve floated at the back of the boat, his grin widening every time he caught me sneaking a glance. The unspoken tension between us only fueled my arousal.

Gemma stood at the edge of the boat, preparing to dive in, her petite frame silhouetted against the late afternoon sun. She looked carefree and radiant, her blonde hair tumbling over her bare shoulders. I was drunk, horny, and far past caring about consequences. My cock throbbed with a dull ache, half-hard and straining against my shorts. I wanted something to happen—needed it, even—and the alcohol buzzing through my veins made it feel like anything was possible.

On impulse, I walked up behind Gemma and called out, “Steve!” As she turned her head slightly, I tugged at the string on the back of her bikini top. The knot came undone effortlessly, and the fabric fell away, leaving her breasts bare in the golden light.

Time seemed to slow for a moment. Steve and Cassie both turned toward us, their eyes widening as Gemma’s breasts were fully exposed. Her nipples were taut, her smooth skin catching the warm glow of the sun. Steve let out a whoop of delight, his voice echoing across the water.

For a split second, I thought Gemma might get angry, but instead, she surprised me. Without hesitation, she jumped into the water, her laughter trailing behind her. She treaded water with her bare breasts just beneath the surface, her movements sending ripples across the lake.

My heart raced, a mix of nerves and excitement coursing through me. I glanced toward Steve, who was grinning from ear to ear, his expression a mix of amusement and something deeper—something darker. Cassie was watching too, her gaze flickering between me and Gemma with a curious intensity. The air between us felt electric, charged with unspoken possibilities.

I jumped into the water after her, the coolness washing over me as I floated beside Gemma. She drifted close, her bare breasts bobbing just below the surface, her nipples occasionally brushing against my chest as we moved. I leaned in to kiss her, slow and lingering, the taste of beer and lake water mixing with her warmth. My hand wandered over her body, pinching her nipples lightly, drawing quiet gasps from her lips.

Without warning, Gemma reached down, her hand wrapping firmly around my cock beneath the water. I froze for a moment, caught off guard, before a wave of arousal crashed through me. She began to stroke me with slow, deliberate movements, her lips capturing mine again as her grip tightened. I groaned softly into her mouth, my hands instinctively moving to her hips.

She pressed my hands lower, guiding me to slip inside the waistband of her bikini bottoms. I let my fingers trail over her, tracing the curve of her pussy, the slickness of her skin under the water teasing me. I tried to push a finger inside her, but the resistance of the water made it awkward, almost impossible. Frustration flickered in her eyes before she leaned into my ear, her breath hot against my skin.

“I want to make love on the boat,” she whispered, her voice low and husky.

My heart skipped a beat. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. Gemma had always been spontaneous, but this? This was another level. I fought to keep my excitement in check and nodded calmly. “Okay,” I said softly, trying to match her tone, but inside I was reeling.

Pulling her gently, I began to swim toward the boat, the thought of what was about to happen sending my pulse racing. I couldn’t believe this was her idea, that she had been the one to suggest it. As we reached the back of the boat, I turned to her, needing to be absolutely sure.

“Are you positive you want to do this?” I asked quietly. “With Steve and Cassie right here?”

Gemma’s eyes met mine, her pupils wide and her voice thick with alcohol and arousal. “I need to fuck now,” she said, her words dripping with urgency.

I glanced toward Steve, who was now floating on his back a short distance away. Cassie had his bathing suit down to his knees and was working his cock with her hand in long, deliberate strokes. Steve caught my eye, grinning ear to ear as he gave me an exaggerated thumbs-up. Cassie seemed oblivious to everything else, her attention wholly on the task at hand.

Gemma began climbing the small ladder at the back of the boat, her bare breasts glistening in the sun as she hoisted herself up. I followed closely, my body taut with anticipation. She reached back to grab my hand, pulling me toward the front of the boat with surprising determination.

When we reached the rear-facing seat, she didn’t hesitate. She pushed me down with a forcefulness I wasn’t expecting, her hands already tugging at the waistband of my swim trunks. In one swift motion, she yanked them down to my ankles, leaving me completely exposed.

Without a word, she dropped to her knees between my legs, her eyes locking on mine for a brief second before her mouth closed around my cock. The warmth of her lips, the pressure of her tongue, and the rhythm of her hand stroking me sent a jolt of pleasure straight through me. I leaned back against the seat, letting out a low groan as she took me deeper, her bare breasts brushing against my thighs with each movement.

The absurdity of it all struck me—my beautiful, bare-breasted wife was blowing me in the middle of Lake Havasu, with friends just a short swim away. The mix of adrenaline, arousal, and the sheer audacity of the moment made it feel surreal, like something out of a dream.

What more could a man possibly want?

Just as Gemma’s lips tightened around my cock, I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. Steve’s head rose above the side of the boat, followed by his broad shoulders as he climbed the stairs. Cassie was right behind him. My pulse quickened, a mix of excitement and nerves coursing through me.


Chapter 3

Steve froze the moment he stepped onto the deck, his eyes locking onto the scene in front of him—Gemma on her knees, her bare ass pointed directly at him, her head buried in my lap. His expression shifted, the realization lighting up his face as a wicked grin spread across his lips. I could see the hunger in his eyes as they stayed glued to Gemma’s bikini-covered ass, his breath catching slightly. He was so transfixed that he didn’t even turn to help Cassie as she struggled to climb up behind him.

When Cassie finally stepped onto the boat, her gaze followed Steve’s line of sight. Her eyes widened slightly as she took in the scene at the front of the boat, but to my surprise, there wasn’t a hint of disgust. Instead, a small, knowing smile curved her lips. My heart pounded as the realization hit me: she wasn’t just okay with this—she was enjoying it.

Gemma, oblivious to their presence, continued her relentless assault on my cock. The warmth of her mouth and the rhythmic stroking of her hand sent waves of pleasure crashing through me, but the added element of being watched was a new kind of thrill. Knowing Steve and Cassie were both seeing this intimate, raw moment between us made it infinitely more erotic than I’d ever imagined.

I watched as Steve stepped closer to Cassie, pulling her into a heated kiss. His hands moved immediately to her body, tracing her curves over the thin fabric of her bikini. Cassie responded just as eagerly, her hand sliding down to rub his cock through his trunks, her movements bold and unreserved.

Steve wasn’t subtle. With practiced ease, he slipped the straps of Cassie’s bikini top off her shoulders, letting the fabric fall away to reveal her breasts. I couldn’t help but stare. They were as full and beautiful as Steve had described, the curve of them rising and falling with her quickened breaths. He leaned down to take one of her nipples into his mouth, sucking slowly, and Cassie tipped her head back, her eyes fluttering closed as her lips parted in a soft moan.

His hand moved lower, slipping into the waistband of her bikini bottoms. Within moments, his fingers were moving in quick, deliberate strokes, his hand working furiously between her legs. It was clear what he was doing, and the sight of it sent a surge of heat straight through me.

Cassie’s eyes suddenly snapped open, and they locked onto mine. For a moment, the world seemed to stop, the connection between us sharp and undeniable. Her gaze didn’t falter as she reached down, grabbed Steve’s wrist, and pulled his hand away from her. With deliberate movements, she pushed her bikini bottoms down her legs, letting them drop to the floor of the boat.

Now standing completely naked across from me, Cassie’s full, curvy figure was even more stunning than I’d imagined. Her breasts, her hips, the soft curve of her stomach—it all felt surreal, like something out of a fantasy brought to life. Her confidence in that moment, her unabashed boldness, only added to her allure.

My cock twitched in Gemma’s mouth, the sight of Cassie combined with the warm, wet rhythm of Gemma’s lips nearly sending me over the edge. The pressure was building fast, my release hovering just out of reach. I didn’t want her to stop—every nerve in my body was screaming for more—but at the same time, I didn’t want to cum yet. I wanted to take Gemma fully, to feel every inch of her, before I gave in to the pleasure threatening to overwhelm me.

As I gently pulled Gemma’s face from my lap, my breathing ragged, I glanced toward Cassie. What I saw made my pulse hammer against my ribs. Steve was now completely naked, his body pressed against Cassie’s back as she bent over the boat railing, her hands gripping the edge for support. He was poised at her entrance, the tip of his cock teasing against her wet folds, the anticipation thick in the air.

Before I could fully process the moment, Steve thrust forward, burying himself inside her in one smooth motion. Cassie let out a moan so loud it cut through the hum of the boat rocking gently on the water. Her voice was raw, unfiltered, a sound of pure pleasure.

Gemma snapped her head toward the noise, her blue eyes widening as she took in the sight of Steve buried deep inside Cassie. She turned back to me, her voice barely above a whisper. “I thought it was just us up here.”

I met her gaze, my hands resting on her hips. “We’re all horny,” I murmured. “Just ignore them. It’s okay.”

Gemma hesitated for only a moment before stepping fully out of her bikini bottoms. Her body glistened under the fading sunlight, her skin still damp from the water. She moved with quiet confidence, straddling my lap, positioning herself above me. I barely had time to brace myself before she lowered herself onto my cock, her slick heat swallowing me inch by inch.

She let out a soft gasp as she settled against me, planting her feet on the seat outside my thighs for leverage. Slowly, she began to move, lifting her hips before sinking back down, her body molding to mine in a rhythm that felt effortless, intoxicating. My hands slid up her thighs, gripping her waist as I watched her take me fully, over and over again.

We weren’t just lost in each other—we were watching them too. Our bodies moved in sync as our eyes stayed locked on the couple just feet away. Steve’s thrusts grew rougher, his hips snapping against Cassie’s ass with force, each impact making her soft flesh ripple. Her moans had turned to cries, sharp and uninhibited, echoing across the open water.

The voyeurism only fueled our own urgency. Gemma’s movements quickened, her thrusts deeper, harder, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps as she rode me. I looked down, mesmerized by the sight of my cock disappearing inside her, slick and glistening, only to reappear before she took me in again, swallowing me to the hilt with every stroke.

Suddenly, Steve pulled out of Cassie, gripping her wrist and leading her toward us. My attention flicked to his face, then to Cassie’s, her expression dazed with pleasure. Gemma slowed but didn’t stop, her eyes following Steve’s movements as he guided Cassie closer.

Steve’s gaze flickered to Gemma’s spread thighs, his eyes drinking in the sight of her bare, glistening pussy taking my cock. He wasn’t even trying to hide it. Gemma caught him staring, her lips parting slightly, her expression unreadable.

But my attention had shifted. Cassie was only a few feet away now, walking toward us completely nude, her skin flushed, her nipples tight, her pussy still glistening from being thoroughly fucked.

I couldn’t stop myself from looking—staring, really. Her bald cunt looked exactly as Steve had once described it in one of his more explicit retellings. Like a perfectly rolled soft taco.

And now, standing there before me, it was impossible to unsee.

Steve guided Cassie onto the seat beside us, positioning her so that her legs dangled toward him, her ass perched right at the edge of the cushion. Gemma and I didn’t stop—our bodies still locked together, the rhythm of our fucking intensifying as we watched what was unfolding just inches away.

Steve wasted no time. He grabbed Cassie’s thighs, spread them wider, and thrust his cock deep inside her, burying himself to the hilt in one swift motion. Cassie cried out, her hands gripping the seat as Steve began driving into her with raw, unrelenting force. Her moans turned to screams, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure overtook her again and again. It was pure, unfiltered lust, playing out right in front of me.

I couldn’t look away. Seeing Cassie getting pounded inches from where I was buried inside my own wife was something I never thought I’d experience, and yet, here we were. The heat between us all was unbearable, the air thick with sweat, sex, and the faint sounds of the water lapping against the boat.

Gemma suddenly lifted herself off my cock, shifting her position. Straddling me face-to-face, she sank back down, impaling herself on my length once more. Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her nails digging into my shoulders as she rode me harder.

I was drunk on it all—on the feeling of Gemma’s tight, wet heat wrapped around me, on the sounds of Cassie’s pleasure, on the sight of Steve hammering into her, on the knowledge that this moment was real. My hands itched to reach out, to touch more, to claim more of the experience for myself.

And I did.

As Gemma rocked against me, I reached out, trailing my fingers across Cassie’s right breast, marveling at how soft and full it felt beneath my touch. I found her nipple, already stiff, and rolled it between my fingers, giving it the slightest pinch.

Cassie turned her head toward me, her lips parting into a slow, knowing smile.

Before I could react, Gemma’s voice rang out over the sound of our bodies colliding. “Pinch them harder!”

Something about the way she said it—loud, commanding, desperate—made Steve lose control. He suddenly pulled his cock free from Cassie’s pussy, gripping his shaft as he groaned. With a sharp grunt, he came hard, spraying thick ropes of cum across Cassie’s chest, his release splattering against my hand in the process.

For a split second, I froze. My fingers, still pinching Cassie’s nipple, were now slick with Steve’s cum. The moment was so raw, so filthy, that it sent a fresh wave of arousal surging through me.

But nothing could have prepared me for what happened next.

Gemma grabbed my wrist, pulling my cum-covered fingers toward her mouth. I barely had time to react before her tongue darted out, licking the warm seed from my skin.

I stared at her, stunned.

She’d always hated the taste of cum—hated it so much she’d never swallowed mine, always pulling away at the last moment. She had once told me she couldn’t stand the texture, the saltiness, the way it coated her tongue.

And yet, here she was, moaning as she sucked Steve’s cum from my fingers, her eyes fluttering closed as if she were savoring it.

The sight of it sent me spiraling over the edge.

My body tensed, the tight coil of pleasure snapping inside me as I groaned, “I’m going to cum!”

Gemma lifted herself off my cock, her body still trembling from the intensity of our movements. My release was seconds away, the pleasure coiling tight in my gut, and I could see the intent in her eyes as she moved downward. She had done this before, finishing me off with her hand, letting me cum on her chest, but as she reached for my cock, Steve intervened.

Before she could wrap her fingers around me, Steve caught her by the waist, lifting her effortlessly and sitting her down right beside Cassie. She let out a breathless laugh, momentarily startled, but she didn’t protest.

To my amazement, before Gemma could react, Cassie suddenly shifted. Without hesitation, she moved between my legs, her body pressing between my thighs as she took control. Her hand wrapped around my cock, stroking me with confident, steady pumps. My breath hitched, my body wound so tight I was barely hanging on.

Then she dropped her mouth onto me.

The heat of her lips, the way her tongue curled around my shaft as she took me deep—it sent me careening into oblivion. The moment her mouth sealed around me, my orgasm tore through me like a wildfire.

I groaned, my hands gripping the back of her head as I erupted, thick ropes of cum spilling into her throat. Cassie didn’t hesitate, didn’t falter. She sucked slowly, methodically, her tongue swirling around my sensitive tip as she swallowed every drop.

I barely had time to catch my breath, my body still pulsing with the aftershocks, when my brain caught up to what had just happened. Cassie had swallowed my cum—something Gemma had never done.

Instinctively, I glanced toward my wife, bracing myself for a flicker of jealousy, a moment of hesitation, maybe even a spark of anger.

But Gemma wasn’t even looking at me.

My eyes widened as I followed her gaze—straight down to Steve, who was now buried between her legs.

He had her spread wide, his face pressed tightly against her cunt, his tongue working her with deep, deliberate strokes. The sight was nothing short of raw, animalistic. His hands gripped her thighs, holding her in place as his mouth moved hungrily over her pussy, his tongue flicking and teasing, sucking at her swollen clit before plunging deep inside her again.

And Gemma—my beautiful, reserved, never-swallowed-my-cum wife—was completely lost in it.

Her head tilted back, her lips parted in a moan, her fingers tangled in Steve’s hair as she gripped him tighter, pulling him impossibly closer. The way her hips moved, the way her body trembled beneath his mouth—it was clear she wasn’t thinking about anything other than the pleasure coursing through her.

Cassie slowly lifted her mouth off my cock, licking her lips as she smirked up at me.

I exhaled, my entire world tilting sideways as I took in the scene before me. I had expected jealousy, hesitation.

What I got instead was my wife lost in another man’s tongue, moaning his name.

And fuck if that didn’t turn me on even more.

Steve had his mouth locked onto Gemma’s clit, his tongue relentless as he drove her into an orgasmic frenzy. Her body reacted violently to his touch, her hips bucking wildly against his face as she lost all control. She let out her signature orgasmic moans—loud, raw, uninhibited—as wave after wave crashed over her.

Her legs clamped around Steve’s head in a vice grip, holding him in place as her body convulsed with pleasure. She was completely gone, surrendering to the pleasure as she rode out the longest, most intense orgasm I had ever seen from her. My best friend was buried between my wife’s thighs, fulfilling a fantasy he had confessed to me more times than I could count—and I wasn’t just okay with it. I was fucking happy for him.

I couldn't stop smiling, watching my wife come undone at the hands—and tongue—of another man.

When the chaos finally settled and the heavy breathing slowed, the four of us melted into each other in the post-orgasmic haze. The energy between us had shifted—no longer just lust, but something intimate, something deeply shared. There were no words, just the soft sounds of the water rocking the boat and the warmth of our bodies pressed against each other.

Steve laid naked on his back, his body spent, with Gemma draped over him. Her head rested on his chest, her fingers tracing idle patterns across his skin as if she had always belonged there. Meanwhile, Cassie curled into me, her bare body warm and soft against mine. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her closer, my lips finding the curve of her ear as I placed a gentle kiss against her skin.

For a few moments, we just breathed together, the weight of what had just happened settling in.

I whispered, “Thanks.”

Cassie turned her head slightly, just enough for her lips to brush against my jaw as she smirked. “What?” she teased, voice low and playful. “You thought I was just gonna sit back and watch?”

Her tone was mischievous, laced with something sultry, something knowing. She tilted her head, letting her dark brown eyes meet mine, amusement flickering in them. “I told you,” she murmured, trailing a slow finger down my chest, “I didn’t want to be left out.”

Her lips curved into a wicked little smile, her breath warm against my skin. It wasn’t just a flirtation—it was a promise.


Chapter 4

After about thirty minutes, we had all regained our composure, the heat of the moment giving way to quiet satisfaction and the hazy exhaustion of sun, alcohol, and sex. One by one, we slipped back into our bathing suits, our bodies still flushed, our minds still replaying the events on the boat. The weight of what had just happened lingered between us, unspoken but heavy with meaning.

I pulled out my phone and called Pete, letting him know we were heading back to the motel for the night. I wasn’t in the mood for more drinking, more socializing—not after what we had just shared.

When we arrived at the launch ramp, Cassie offered to walk with me to get my truck while Gemma and Steve stayed behind at the dock with the boat. As we made our way through the dimming evening light, Cassie looped her arm through mine, pressing her body lightly against me. Her head rested on my shoulder as we walked, an effortless intimacy that felt strangely natural.

I glanced back toward the dock, and my breath caught slightly. Steve and Gemma were sitting in my boat, wrapped in each other’s arms, kissing deeply. There was no hesitation, no awkwardness—just the same raw passion I had seen on the boat.

I turned back around, a slow smile creeping onto my face. Whatever had been set into motion today wasn’t over. This trip was going to be special.

Once the boat was loaded onto the trailer, we piled back into the truck, the four of us quiet during the drive to the motel. The silence was different now—charged, reflective. I could almost hear the thoughts turning in everyone’s heads, especially Gemma’s. People do abnormal things in the heat of passion, but what happened today had felt more than just impulsive. It had felt inevitable.

I wasn’t sure how the others were processing it, but I knew where I stood. I was comfortable with it. Hell, I was more than comfortable. I knew Steve felt the same. This wasn’t an accident—we had both seen this coming.

When we pulled into the motel parking lot, Steve turned to me. “What’s the plan for dinner?” he asked casually, as if today had been like any other lake trip.

I thought for a second before suggesting my favorite restaurant. “How about The Admiral Lounge?”

No one objected, so we agreed to take quick showers and head out before the night crowd filled the place.

Once Gemma and I stepped into our room, I shut the door behind us, exhaling in relief. After spending the entire day in the punishing hundred-degree heat, the cool air inside felt like heaven. But more than that, I was relieved to finally have a moment alone with her—to find out what she was really thinking.

I watched as she peeled off her bikini, her movements as unhurried as always, no trace of hesitation. She was getting ready for a quick shower, but I needed answers first.

I kept my voice quiet. “Are you okay?”

Gemma didn’t stop undressing, didn’t even look at me. “Yeah. Are you?”

“I just want to make sure you’re okay with what happened.”

She unfastened her top and tossed it onto the bed, finally meeting my eyes. “I’m fine. I knew what I was getting into… and I got what I got.”

I stared at her, unsure of what to make of that answer. Her tone was even, unreadable.

I let out a short laugh, shaking my head. “Cool. I got all hot and heavy and couldn’t stop myself from letting Cassie finish me off.”

Gemma then shocked the hell out of me.

“I didn’t have to let Steve eat me out,” she said, her voice casual, like we were discussing dinner plans instead of the fact that my best friend had buried his face between her legs. She met my gaze, her expression unreadable. “But I did. His tongue worked wonders on my pussy.” She paused for a moment, letting the words settle before adding, “I might have to return the favor tomorrow.”

I just stood there, speechless.

This was Gemma—the same woman I had always considered somewhat reserved when it came to sex. The same woman who had always been hesitant about pushing boundaries, who I had fully expected to feel guilty about what had happened on the boat. But regret wasn’t even a flicker in her expression. She wasn’t just okay with what had happened—she was ready for more.

I felt my lips tug into a crooked grin, though I was sure I looked half-dazed, still processing the fact that my wife had just announced she was considering blowing another man.

Gemma leaned in, brushing her lips over mine in a soft, teasing kiss before turning and walking toward the bathroom.

My head spun, my heart pounded.

I started pacing the motel room, unable to wipe the grin off my face. My mind raced, already trying to picture tomorrow, to see my wife kneeling in front of Steve, her lips wrapped around his cock. The thought alone sent blood rushing south, my cock swelling as the images played in my head.

Then I heard the shower start.

That was all it took.

I stripped off my bathing suit in record time and strode naked toward the bathroom, my body already humming with need. As I stepped inside, Gemma was just about to step under the warm spray.

I caught her wrist, stopping her. “Wait.”

She turned back, raising an eyebrow. “What?”

I stepped closer, my voice low. “I want to experience the favor before Steve does.”

Gemma’s lips parted slightly, confusion flashing across her face. “Huh?”

I let my fingers trace down the curve of her arm. “I want you to show me how you’re going to suck Steve’s cock.”

A slow smile spread across her lips—mischievous, almost playful. Then, without a word, she reached past me and shut the shower off. The soft patter of water faded, leaving nothing but thick, charged silence between us.

Gemma turned and lowered herself onto the edge of the bathtub, her legs slightly parted, her bare breasts rising and falling with each breath. Her blue eyes flickered up to meet mine, a spark of something new—something hungry—burning in them.

She curled a finger at me, beckoning me closer.

I didn’t need to be told twice.

The moment I stepped in front of her, her fingers wrapped around my already-hard cock, stroking me with slow, deliberate movements. She looked up at me, her expression one of pure seduction, before leaning in and pressing her lips to the sensitive tip.

The first flick of her tongue sent a shiver up my spine. Then, in one smooth motion, she took me into her mouth, the warmth of her lips sealing around me as she sank down, inch by inch.

I groaned, gripping the edge of the sink for balance.

This wasn’t like the quick, efficient blowjobs she used to give me before sex—this was different. She wasn’t just going through the motions. She was savoring it. Enjoying it.

Her tongue swirled around my shaft as she took me deeper, sucking with just the right amount of pressure. One of her hands tightened around the base of my cock, working in rhythm with her mouth, stroking me as she bobbed her head.

I let out a deep, shaky breath. “Fuck, Gemma…”

She moaned around my length, the vibration sending another jolt of pleasure through me. Her free hand slid up my thigh, her nails raking lightly against my skin, adding to the overwhelming sensations flooding my body.

She looked up at me then, her lips stretched around my cock, her eyes dark and full of heat. It was the sexiest fucking thing I had ever seen.

She hollowed her cheeks and sucked harder, her pace increasing, saliva dripping down my shaft as she let herself get messy with it. The slurping sounds filled the small bathroom, raw and unfiltered, and it only made me harder.

I tangled my fingers in her damp blonde hair, guiding her movements as she worked me over like never before. It was incredible, better than I had ever imagined, better than anything she had done before.

I could feel it building fast, the tight coil of pleasure threatening to snap at any second.

“Gemma,” I groaned, warning her, my hips bucking slightly against her mouth.

But just when I thought she might take it all—just when I thought, maybe this time—she suddenly pulled back, her hand replacing her mouth, jerking me off with practiced skill.

I barely had time to register the shift before my orgasm slammed into me, white-hot pleasure exploding through my veins.

Thick spurts of cum shot from my cock, landing across her bare chest. She stroked me through it, milking every last drop as she watched with a satisfied smirk.

My knees nearly buckled.

As the aftershocks pulsed through me, I met her gaze, my chest rising and falling in deep, ragged breaths.

She grinned. “Still don’t swallow,” she teased, running a finger through the mess on her skin.

I let out a breathless laugh, shaking my head. So close.

But fuck, even without swallowing, that had been the best damn blowjob of my life.

We quickly rinsed off in the shower, the heat still lingering between us as we toweled off and got dressed.

By the time I called Steve and Cassie’s room to tell them to meet us in the truck, my mind was still reeling.

My wife had changed. Something had awakened in her today—something raw, something hungry—and I had a feeling this was just the beginning.

As the four of us climbed into the truck and headed for dinner, I couldn’t help but wonder what tomorrow would bring.

And I couldn’t fucking wait to find out.

When we arrived at The Admiral, the hostess led us to a table tucked away in a dimly lit corner of the restaurant. It was the kind of spot that offered just enough privacy to make it feel intimate, yet not so much that it seemed like we were hiding something.

At first, the air between us was thick with unspoken thoughts. The menu became our temporary shield, each of us pretending to be more interested in grilled entrees and seafood specials than the thing that was really on our minds.

The waitress arrived, took our drink and food orders, and then disappeared, leaving the four of us alone—no distractions, no excuses. The tension sat there between us, unspoken but heavy, until I finally decided to address it head-on.

Now that I knew for sure Gemma wasn’t harboring regrets about what had happened on the boat, I was curious about Steve and Cassie.

I leaned forward slightly, glancing between them. “Are you guys okay?”

Steve grinned instantly, no hesitation. “I’m real good.”

I turned my attention to Cassie. She hesitated just a beat, swirling the condensation on her water glass with her finger before meeting my gaze. “I had a great time,” she admitted, but her voice softened slightly. “I’m just a little embarrassed. And maybe a little scared that Gemma might be mad at me.”

Before I could say anything, Gemma spoke up.

She looked Cassie dead in the eye and, with absolute confidence, said, “Don’t worry about me. If it’s legal, consensual, and it feels good, I say go for it.”

Cassie’s lips parted slightly in surprise before a slow, relieved smile crossed her face.


Chapter 5

The waitress returned with our drinks, setting them down one by one, and we made a collective effort to steer the conversation into lighter territory. Small talk came easier now, the tension melting into something more comfortable.

I made it clear to Steve and Cassie that what had happened wasn’t something I would’ve felt comfortable doing with just any couple. “It’s different with you two,” I said, swirling the ice in my glass. “We’re best friends. That makes it more tolerable… and a hell of a lot less awkward.”

Steve nodded, understanding. Cassie, still smiling, seemed visibly more at ease.

The waitress reappeared, this time with a warm smile. “Your food will be out in just a minute,” she said before slipping away again.

As soon as she was gone, Gemma shifted in the booth and turned to me. “I’m gonna run to the bathroom before the food gets here,” she said. “Let me out.”

Cassie pushed her chair back at the same time. “I’ll go with you.”

The two of them slid out and walked off together, leaving Steve and me alone at the table.

Steve wasted no time. The moment they were out of earshot, he leaned in. “Did you talk to Gemma about it?”

I smirked. “Yeah. She’s totally cool with everything. I couldn’t quite believe it. I really thought she’d freak out once the alcohol wore off, but she didn’t.”

Steve let out a short laugh, shaking his head. “Cassie said the same fucking thing!” He sat back in his chair, rubbing a hand over his jaw. “Dude, she was so hot when we got back to the room. She made me fuck her again—like, immediately.” He exhaled, then grinned. “I came so fucking quick because I was still thinking about Gemma’s pussy.”

I let out a quiet laugh, shaking my head.

Steve was still grinning, clearly reveling in the memory of Cassie riding him again after the boat. But I could tell he was waiting—waiting for me to say something that really mattered.

I leaned in slightly, lowering my voice just enough to make it clear this was something serious. “Gemma gave me head.”

Steve’s smirk deepened, but I didn’t let him get a word in.

“Not only was she cool with what happened,” I continued, my heart hammering just a little, “but she actually loved it.” I met his gaze, watching as realization dawned in his expression. “And get this—she said you really know how to eat pussy.”

That stopped him. He blinked, clearly surprised. Then he let out a quiet chuckle, shaking his head like he couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

I exhaled, forcing myself to finish the last part. “She told me she wants to return the favor tomorrow.”

Steve’s grin widened. His eyes flickered with something unreadable—anticipation, disbelief, lust.

Before he could respond, the waitress appeared beside us, setting our plates down in front of us with a practiced smile. We both straightened up instinctively, shoving the conversation back into the shadows of our thoughts.

Gemma and Cassie weren’t far behind.

To my surprise—to both of our surprises—they didn’t return to their original seats. Instead, they slid into the booth from opposite ends, forcing Steve and me to shift inward toward the center.

Gemma nestled in beside Steve, her bare leg brushing against his under the table. Cassie did the same with me, her body settling comfortably against my side as she flashed me a casual smile, like this was the most natural thing in the world.

Steve and I exchanged a brief glance.

We both noticed what was happening. We just weren’t about to point it out.

Not when our wives—our best friends’ wives—were making it this easy.

We ate our food, ordered another round of cocktails, and let the conversation drift into familiar territory. It was almost surreal, how quickly things slipped back into normalcy. We bitched about work, swapped complaints about our neighbors’ obnoxious dogs, joked about old stories that had nothing to do with what had happened earlier in the day.

But beneath it all—beneath every laugh, every casual comment—there was an undeniable current pulling us all in the same direction.

Something had shifted.

And none of us were in a hurry to turn back.

The waitress returned with a polite smile, balancing a tray as she asked if we wanted dessert.

Everyone at the table already knew my answer—I never skipped dessert. I ordered my usual ice cream sundae, and Steve opted for a slice of cherry cheesecake. The wives, however, declined.

“I’ll just steal a bite of yours,” Cassie teased, flashing Steve a knowing smirk.

Steve shook his head, chuckling. “Like you always do.”

When the desserts arrived, I casually dug into my sundae, letting the cool, rich sweetness melt on my tongue. Cassie, true to her word, leaned in and pouted slightly. “I did say I wanted a bite.”

Without hesitation, I scooped up a spoonful and fed it to her. Her lips wrapped around the spoon slowly, savoring the taste before pulling back with a satisfied hum.

I continued eating, but something made the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.

Cassie wasn’t looking at me anymore—she was looking past me, a grin creeping across her lips.

Curious, I turned my head to see what had captured her attention.

And then I saw it.

Steve’s head was tilted downward, his tongue flicking against the fabric of Gemma’s shirt—right over her left breast.

For a moment, I just stared, my mind catching up with what I was seeing.

Gemma, unbothered, glanced up at us over the top of Steve’s head and casually explained, “I dripped some cherry sauce. He’s just cleaning it up.”

Cassie and I exchanged a slow, knowing smile.

But then my eyes drifted lower—and that’s when I saw what was really happening.

Gemma’s right hand was moving over Steve’s lap, her fingers rubbing the outline of his cock through his shorts. And she wasn’t doing it lightly. Her grip was firm, deliberate.

A fresh wave of heat surged through me.

Before I could fully turn back, Cassie suddenly shifted closer, pressing her thigh against mine.

Her breath tickled my ear as she whispered, “Hot fudge?”

I barely had time to react before she dipped her finger into my sundae, dragging it through the thick, warm fudge before dabbing it onto her lips.

My pulse kicked up.

She held my gaze, her lips slightly parted, the smear of chocolate dark against her skin. There was no mistaking the challenge in her eyes—the playful, seductive invitation.

I put my spoon down, my focus entirely on her now.

Leaning in, I slowly licked the outside of her lips, tasting the sweetness before deepening the kiss. Cassie melted into it, her mouth parting to let my tongue slip inside, teasing, exploring. Her fingers curled lightly around the back of my neck, keeping me there as we sank into the slow, intoxicating rhythm of the kiss.

It felt endless—hot, lingering, utterly unhurried.

When I finally came up for air, I found Gemma and Steve watching us, their expressions unreadable but their smiles unmistakable.

Cassie pulled back slightly, grinning, her fingertips brushing against my thigh in an innocent but unmistakably suggestive way.

We both smiled back at Steve and Gemma, and I pulled Cassie into a brief, teasing hug, my lips grazing the shell of her ear before releasing her.

The waitress returned with the check, setting it down between Steve and me.

As we reached for our wallets, ready to settle the bill, the women suddenly leaned in, their voices laced with something dark and thrilling.

And then they made a startling statement.

Gemma leaned forward slightly, her voice casual—too casual—as she said, “Cassie and I did a little girl-talking in the bathroom.”

I immediately looked at her, sensing something behind her tone. “And…?”

She smiled, her eyes flickering with something unreadable. “We both had a great time out on the lake today.”

Steve, picking up on the same tension I felt, cocked his head. “And…?”

Cassie turned to him, her expression confident, her voice light but firm. “You’re sleeping in their room tonight.”

Steve blinked. “What?”

Gemma turned to me, her eyes locked onto mine. “And you are sleeping in their room tonight.”

I froze. The words hung in the air between us, thick with meaning.

Slowly, I asked the only question that mattered. “Okay… where are you and Cassie going to sleep?”

Gemma’s smirk deepened. “I’m sleeping in our room. With Steve.”

For a second, all I could do was stare at her.

Then I turned to Steve, whose face mirrored the same stunned disbelief I was feeling.

Cassie just sat back, looking entirely pleased with herself, swirling the last sip of her cocktail in her glass like this was the most natural conversation in the world.

I could barely wrap my head around it. This wasn’t just dipping our toes into the water. This was a real swap.

I should’ve said something—asked why, asked if they were serious—but my brain was lagging behind the reality of what was happening.

Steve and I exchanged a glance.

This was too good to be true.

And yet, as I looked back at my wife—my wife—sitting there so calm, so collected, so sure of herself, I realized something else entirely.

She wasn’t hesitating.

She wasn’t nervous.

She had decided this.

And now, I needed to figure out if I could handle it.

I leaned forward slightly, trying to keep my voice steady. “Let me get this straight. I’m sleeping with Cassie tonight?”

Gemma and Cassie, completely unfazed, answered in unison. “Yep.”

I exhaled, running a hand over my jaw. The weight of what was happening settled deeper into my chest. This wasn’t just an idea floating in the air—this was real. It was happening tonight.

I glanced at Steve before looking back at the women. “And… are there any rules? Any limits?” My voice dropped slightly, more serious now. “Is everyone really okay with this?”

Steve shrugged, flashing an easy grin. “I’m cool with it. Just don’t hurt her.”

That earned a round of laughter, breaking the tension just enough to keep the moment from feeling too heavy.

I turned to him, mirroring his smirk. “I’m good with it too. Just treat her right.”

Steve’s grin widened. “Oh, trust me. I will.”

Another ripple of laughter passed between us, but beneath the humor was something electric—a charge that none of us could deny.

We weren’t just talking about it anymore.

It was real.

Steve and I wasted no time settling the bill, tossing cash onto the table for the check and tip. Almost in sync, we both stood and said, “Let’s go!”

I stretched dramatically, adding, “Man, I’m exhausted!”

The women just laughed, seeing right through us.

As we walked out of the restaurant, Steve and I led the way, heading straight for the truck with purpose. Behind us, Cassie and Gemma strolled leisurely, laughing at our barely contained excitement.


Chapter 6

On the short drive back to the motel, Steve turned to me. “Still early. You want a few more drinks?”

I didn’t hesitate. “Hell yeah.”

Steve grinned. “I brought some Jim Beam from home.”

When we pulled into the parking lot, we hopped out immediately, making a beeline for the motel. The women lingered behind, still teasing us with their laughter.

As we reached the doors, Steve and I turned back to them. “We’re having a little cocktail party in our room,” Steve announced with a grin.

They shrugged as if they didn’t mind, but I caught the glint in Gemma’s eyes.

We sat around for a couple of hours, drinking and talking—laughing at old stories, the lingering tension from the night only adding an extra edge to every glance and touch.

By the time the clock hit nine, I turned to Gemma. “I’m gonna grab my stuff,” I told her, standing up from the chair.

“I’ll come with you,” she said softly.

We walked to our room together, slipping inside without a word. The moment the door shut behind us, Gemma turned to me, looping her arms around my neck and pulling me into a deep kiss.

I exhaled against her lips, feeling the warmth of her body pressed to mine.

I whispered, “Thank you.”

She smiled against my skin. “No. Thank you.”

There was something in her voice—something I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

I grabbed my duffel bag, my heart thudding a little harder now.

As I stepped out of the room, Steve was leaving his at the same time, a huge grin plastered across his face. We met in the middle, exchanged a handshake and a shoulder hug—silent confirmation that neither of us could believe this was actually happening.

And then we continued on our way.

When I entered Steve and Cassie’s room, I found Cassie standing at the bathroom mirror, her back to me. She had changed—now wearing nothing but a soft bathrobe, loosely tied at the waist, the fabric barely concealing her curves.

She lifted her brush, combing through her long hair, her eyes catching mine in the reflection. She didn’t speak, didn’t smile—just watched me.

I swallowed, suddenly aware of the electricity in the air.

Then, without breaking eye contact, Cassie said, “Close the door, for Christ’s sake.”

I exhaled a quiet laugh, shaking off my nerves as I turned and shut the door. Then, for good measure, I moved to the window and drew the shades.

When I turned back, I didn’t hesitate. I peeled off my shirt, tossing it carelessly to the floor before stepping toward her.

Reaching her, I pressed my lips to the side of her neck, my breath warm against her skin.

Cassie tilted her head slightly, inviting me in.

To my surprise, she whispered, “Thank you for staying with me tonight.”

I let out a soft chuckle against her skin. “Thank you? No. Thank you.”

I pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. “I’ve wanted this for a long time,” I admitted, my voice lower now. “But I never thought Gemma would go for it. I’ve fantasized about you for so long.”

Cassie turned to fully face me now, the playfulness fading slightly, replaced with something deeper.

“I was dying to kiss you at dinner,” she confessed. “That’s why I went to the bathroom with Gemma.”

I raised an eyebrow, waiting.

She took a slow breath before continuing. “I asked for her permission to kiss you anytime for the rest of the weekend.”

My stomach tightened. “And?”

She gave me a small, knowing smile. “She brought up this idea instead.”

I blinked.

Cassie leaned against the counter, watching my reaction closely. “She told me you two had already talked about taking things further—if the circumstances allowed.” She tilted her head slightly, amusement flickering in her gaze. “Guess what? They allowed.”

I exhaled, my mind racing.

“She said she wanted to be in control of it,” Cassie added. “That if something was going to happen, it should be on our terms. No sneaking, no wondering, no regrets. Just us, in control of what happens to our own marriages.”

I let that sink in, my pulse hammering.

Cassie’s eyes softened slightly. “She agreed to share you with me,” she murmured. “And I agreed to share Steve with her.”

There it was.

No hesitation. No second-guessing.

This was real.

I stared at her, trying to process what this meant—what it really meant.

Cassie’s lips curved into a slow, wicked smile.

“Now…” she said, reaching for the tie of her robe. “Let’s make it worth it.”

I hesitated for a moment, still processing the reality of what was happening. “So… Gemma didn’t want all four of us to be in the same room?” I asked, my voice laced with curiosity.

Cassie’s lips curled into a slow, knowing smile. She stepped closer, her bare skin brushing against mine as she whispered, “I wanted you to myself.”

That was all I needed to hear.

I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her flush against me, capturing her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss. Our tongues tangled, exploring, tasting, the wet sounds of our lips filling the quiet motel room. Her breath was warm, laced with the faintest hint of whiskey from the drinks we’d shared earlier, and the way she pressed into me—soft curves against hard muscle—set my blood on fire.

My hands found the belt of her robe, tugging at it slowly, deliberately. The fabric loosened, slipping open, but I didn’t push it off just yet. I wanted to savor this.

Cassie’s hands worked on my shorts, unbuttoning the denim with practiced ease. The sound of my zipper being pulled down sent another jolt of arousal straight through me. She pulled back just enough to let her gaze drop, her fingers curling around the waistband as she pushed my shorts down, letting them pool at my feet.

My cock sprang free, thick and hard, already slick with pre-cum.

Cassie licked her lips as she dropped to her knees, her hands resting on my thighs. But just as she leaned in, I reached down and stopped her.

“My turn,” I murmured, my voice low and firm.

She arched an eyebrow, clearly amused but willing to play along.

I slid the robe from her shoulders, letting the silky fabric slip down her arms and cascade to the floor. The sight of her naked body in the soft motel lighting was breathtaking—her full, round breasts rising and falling with each breath, her nipples tight and begging for attention.

But it was her panties that had me utterly transfixed.

She wore delicate, white cotton panties—so tiny, so snug against her hips that they barely covered her. The thin fabric clung to her in just the right way, creating the slightest hint of a camel toe that had me aching to tear them off with my teeth.

Cassie noticed where my gaze had landed, and she smirked.

“Gemma told me you love panties,” she teased, her voice dripping with seduction.

I exhaled slowly, unable to look away. “She’s right.”

Cassie ran a finger along the waistband of her panties, toying with the elastic, teasing me.

“These are my favorite pair,” she murmured.

My cock twitched in response, the anticipation sending a pulse of need through my body.

I guided Cassie toward the bed, my hands firm but deliberate as I urged her onto her back. The moment her body hit the mattress, she let out a quiet, expectant sigh, her dark eyes locked onto mine.

I ran my palms up her thighs, feeling the smooth warmth of her skin as I slowly pushed her legs apart. Her breathing hitched, anticipation written across her face as she let her knees fall open, revealing the delicate curve of her camel toe beneath those tiny white panties.

Seeing it up close, the thin cotton molded so tightly to her lips, was almost too much to take.

My restraint snapped.

I leaned in without hesitation, my mouth pressing directly over the damp fabric, my tongue flicking out to find the swollen bud of her clit.

Cassie gasped, her hips jolting upward at the contact.

I pressed my tongue firmly against her, dragging it in slow, deliberate circles over her sensitive nub. The friction of the dampened fabric only intensified the sensation, and within seconds, her quiet moans filled the air.

Her thighs trembled as I continued, my hands gripping her hips, keeping her steady as she squirmed beneath me. Her body jerked unpredictably, the raw pleasure sending jolts through her limbs, but I didn’t let up.

I licked her clit over and over, my tongue working her through the cotton, each stroke making her wetter. Her panties were soaked now, the thin fabric darkened with a mix of my saliva and the arousal spilling from her. The taste of her, even through the cotton, was addictive—musky and sweet, completely intoxicating.

Her hands fisted the sheets. “Oh… fuck,” she whispered, her voice thick with lust.

That was all the encouragement I needed.

I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her panties, tugging them down her thighs. Cassie lifted her hips eagerly, helping me strip them off completely. She pressed her knees together for a moment, letting the soft fabric slide past her ankles, and then—without hesitation—she spread herself wide.

The sight of her completely bare and open before me made my cock throb painfully.

She pulled her legs back, her hands hooked behind her knees, exposing everything—her smooth, glistening pussy, the tight, pink entrance of her ass.

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath, unable to tear my eyes away.

Cassie smirked, clearly enjoying the effect she had on me.

I dove in.

My tongue flicked over her clit, bare now, with nothing between us. The first touch made her entire body jolt, her back arching off the bed.

“Jesus,” she gasped, her fingers tightening around her thighs as she struggled to stay still.

I flattened my tongue against her, dragging it up the length of her slit, savoring the way she tasted. She was soaked, dripping, the heat of her arousal coating my lips as I worked her over.

Then I slipped my middle finger inside her.

Cassie moaned, a low, desperate sound as I pushed deep, feeling the tight heat of her walls squeezing around me. I curled my finger upward, searching, until—

“Oh fuck!” she cried, her hips jerking violently.

I had found her G-spot.

I rubbed slow, firm circles over the spongy spot inside her, my tongue never ceasing its assault on her clit. The combination had her writhing, moaning, completely unraveling beneath me.

Her legs quivered, her breath hitched, and then—

Cassie let out a strangled scream, her entire body locking up as the orgasm tore through her.

I felt it happen—her pussy tightening around my finger, the way her muscles tensed, her thighs trembling uncontrollably as wave after wave crashed over her.

She couldn’t hold herself up anymore. Her legs dropped back onto the bed, her chest rising and falling in deep, shaky breaths as the aftershocks rolled through her.

I kissed the inside of her thigh, my lips brushing over her trembling skin.

Cassie’s fingers slid into my hair, tugging lightly as she looked down at me, her face still dazed from pleasure.

“Come up here,” she whispered.

And I had never obeyed an order so fast in my life.

I shifted my body, moving up to lay directly on top of Cassie, our bare skin pressing together, her warmth enveloping me. Face to face, she gave me a quick, breathless kiss, her lips still wet from my efforts between her thighs.

“That was awesome,” she murmured, her voice thick with pleasure. “I come quick when it’s done right.”

I smirked, still riding the high of making her scream. But before I could respond, she tilted her head, her brown eyes locking onto mine with something darker, filthier.

“I know this sounds a little weird,” she whispered, a wicked grin creeping onto her lips. “But I love to have my face fucked.”

The words sent a jolt of raw arousal straight through me.

My cock twitched against her thigh, still aching, still desperate for more.

Cassie’s grin widened at my reaction. “Will you fuck my face?”

Jesus.

I inhaled sharply, pushing myself up, nodding as I climbed off her body.

Cassie repositioned herself effortlessly, shifting until her head hung slightly off the edge of the bed. Her messy brown hair cascaded over the mattress, her full, naked breasts rising and falling with anticipation.

I stood beside the bed, my cock thick and pulsing, watching as she turned toward me with a look that nearly made me lose it right then and there. Her lips parted, her tongue darting out to wet them, waiting for me to give her what she wanted.

I placed my cock against her mouth, sliding it between her lips as she eagerly took me in.

I started slow—just shallow thrusts, letting her adjust, feeling the way her soft lips tightened around me.

But Cassie wasn’t having it.

She reached up, wrapped her fingers around my shaft, and pulled me out with a wet pop.

“All the way in,” she demanded, her voice husky, her dirty little laugh rolling out as she licked the tip of my cock.

Fuck.

She didn’t just like sucking cock—she fucking loved it.

She guided me back into her mouth, this time dropping her hands to her sides in full surrender.

I hesitated for a second. I’d never done this with Gemma—hell, she wasn’t even into blowjobs most of the time, let alone something like this. But who was I to deny Cassie when she was practically begging for it?

Bracing my hands on the bed, I leaned over her, angling my hips as I slowly pushed deeper.

The tip of my cock brushed against the back of her throat, and she moaned around me, the vibrations sending a shockwave of pleasure through my entire body.

I started a rhythm, letting my cock sink in farther with each thrust. Cassie gagged slightly, her throat tightening around me, but she didn’t pull away—if anything, she wanted more.

I picked up the pace, my hips rolling into her mouth as I felt the wet heat of her throat opening up for me.

She was perfect. So fucking different from Gemma.

Where Gemma had always been hesitant, Cassie was completely uninhibited. She wanted to be used, to be fucked, to please.

And fuck, I was going to give it to her.

I gritted my teeth as I drove into her, her lips tightening like a vice, her throat spasming slightly as I bottomed out. My balls swung freely, the wet slap of my hips against her forehead echoing through the room.

Cassie gagged with every pump, but the dirtier it got, the more she seemed to enjoy it.

Her moans were muffled, her body squirming as she took everything I gave her.

I was losing it.

I could feel my orgasm building fast, my control slipping with every stroke.

I wanted to cum down her throat—I needed to. But not yet. Not this soon.

With a strangled groan, I yanked myself free, my cock coated in her spit, a strand of saliva stretching between us as she gasped for air.

She looked up at me, her lips swollen, her chest heaving, her eyes dark with satisfaction.

I shook my head, breathing heavily. “I don’t wanna cum yet,” I admitted, my legs trembling from the effort of holding back.

Cassie laughed—that laugh, that filthy, breathless sound that sent another wave of arousal straight to my cock.

She wiped the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand, her grin never fading.

Then, with a playful tilt of her head, she reached for the bottle of water on the nightstand, unscrewed the cap, and took a long sip.

Lowering the bottle, she licked her lips and met my gaze.

“You ready for more?”

Fuck.

I was so not going to last the night.

I took a deep breath, steadying myself. “Yep.”

But just as the word left my mouth, a sound from the next room caught our attention.

Cassie and I both froze, listening intently.

A second later, the unmistakable, breathless cry of Gemma’s orgasm filled the motel room.

I knew that sound—I had heard it so many times before, had caused it so many times before. But hearing it now, with him, sent a strange pulse through my chest.

I turned to Cassie, but instead of hesitation, she grinned.

“Bingo,” she whispered, her eyes flashing with excitement.

I exhaled slowly, pushing any lingering thoughts aside as Cassie scooted back onto the bed, sitting up and motioning for me to follow.

I complied without question, climbing up beside her, my body still buzzing with lingering arousal. But this time, she took control.


Chapter 7

With surprising strength, she placed both hands on my chest and pushed me onto my back.

I let out a breath of laughter, but it was cut short as she crawled over me, her thick, curvy frame straddling my hips, her full tits swaying slightly with each movement.

Leaning forward, she brought her lips just inches from mine and whispered, “Don’t cum in my pussy.”

Her words sent a shiver through me—not what I was expecting, but I quickly nodded.

I didn’t ask why. Maybe she wasn’t on birth control. Maybe she had other reasons. Either way, I wasn’t about to argue.

Cassie straightened up, walking her knees backward along my thighs, adjusting herself as she reached down and wrapped her fingers around my cock.

I was only semi-hard after the intensity of what had already happened, but that didn’t last long.

Her grip was confident, practiced. She stroked me slowly, backhanded, her fingers sliding over the sensitive skin with an ease that had me pulsing back to full hardness in seconds.

Cassie gave me a wicked smile. “There we go.”

Then, without hesitation, she positioned my cock beneath her and dropped onto it.

A deep groan ripped from my throat as she sank down, taking me in one smooth, aggressive movement.

Cassie was noticeably different from Gemma—not so much that it felt wrong, but enough that I felt the difference immediately.

She was looser, her walls stretching more easily around my cock, welcoming me in a way that was unfamiliar but still unbelievably hot.

I let out a breath, my hands gripping her hips as she adjusted to the fullness.

The sensation was different—not the snug, gripping tightness I was used to with Gemma, but a warmth, a depth, a different kind of pleasure that had its own appeal.

It still felt incredible.

Cassie rolled her hips slightly, testing the fit, her head tilting back as a moan escaped her lips.

Finally.

My longtime fantasy was coming true.

I had spent years imagining what it would be like to be inside her, and now that it was happening, the sheer reality of it nearly sent me over the edge right then.

I clenched my jaw, forcing myself to hold back.

Not yet.

I wanted to enjoy this. I wanted to take my time with her, feel every inch of her before it was over.

Cassie smirked down at me, clearly sensing my struggle.

But just as I was beginning to lose myself in the rhythm of her movements, another thought crept into my mind.

Steve.

My best friend.

The one currently buried between Gemma’s legs, making her moan loud enough for us to hear.

And his cock…

My stomach tightened slightly as the realization hit me. Steve was thicker than me. I’d seen it before, when we had stripped down after the lake, but now the image came rushing back, uninvited.

Cassie was different, yes—looser—but… how much of that was him?

Had Steve stretched her more than I had expected? Had she enjoyed him more?

The thought made my heart pound for a different reason entirely.

I needed to push that away.

Cassie’s body rocked against mine, her tits bouncing slightly as she found a steady rhythm. Her expression was pure pleasure, her dirty little moans punctuated by that laugh—that wicked, breathless giggle that sent heat flooding through me all over again.

I let out a groan, gripping her ass tighter.

Maybe Steve had been here before me.

Maybe she had enjoyed him.

But right now, she was riding me.

And I was going to make sure she fucking loved it.

Cassie planted her feet firmly on the mattress, shifting her balance as she braced herself.

Then, she took me.

There was no hesitation, no easing into it—she fucked me, her thick, curvy body bouncing on my cock with reckless abandon.

I groaned, gripping the sheets as she rode me like she was trying to break me.

Her huge tits swayed wildly, hanging just above my face, teasingly close but just out of reach. The tips of her long, dark hair tickled my nose as she threw her head back, gasping between ragged breaths.

I looked down, mesmerized by the sight of my cock disappearing inside her perfect pussy, wet and glistening as she took every inch.

Cassie’s breath quickened, her rhythm growing more erratic, more desperate. The wet sounds of our bodies colliding filled the room, mixing with her filthy moans.

She owned this moment. Owned me.

But I wasn’t about to let her have all the control.

Reaching up, I grabbed her back, yanking her down onto me, stopping her frantic thrusts in an instant.

Cassie let out a breathless growl, her body still trembling with need, but I wasn’t done with her yet.

I slid my hands lower, gripping two full handfuls of her soft, shapely ass, spreading her open as I planted my feet and thrust upward, slamming my cock into her from below.

She gasped, digging her nails into my shoulders. “Fuck, yes!”

I drove into her hard, relentless, each thrust sending a ripple through her thick curves.

And then, a thought flashed in my mind—something Steve had told me.

Cassie loves anal sex.

I tested the waters, sliding my middle finger along the soaked seam of her pussy, then pressing it inside alongside my cock.

Cassie shuddered.

Her breath hitched, her hips grinding down, taking me even deeper.

“Ohhh, fuck,” she moaned. “More.”

I withdrew my finger, bringing it lower, tracing the tight ring of her asshole.

I hesitated for half a second—until Cassie arched her back, tilting her hips to give me better access, silently demanding it.

Fuck.

I pressed forward, my slick fingertip pushing past the resistance of her tight hole, easing in inch by inch.

Cassie let out a deep, guttural moan, her thighs clenching around me as I filled her from both ends.

“More fingers!” she growled, her voice thick with need.

I pushed my index finger in alongside the first, stretching her, feeling her ass suck my fingers deeper.

Cassie whimpered, her body shaking as she clawed at my chest, but she wasn’t satisfied yet.

“More!” she demanded.

Jesus Christ.

I pushed a third finger inside her ass, feeling her hole stretch around them as I continued slamming my cock into her dripping pussy.

Cassie screamed.

Her body convulsed, her thick thighs squeezing tight around my waist as her second orgasm ripped through her.

Her pussy clenched and spasmed around my cock, her ass squeezing my fingers in rhythmic pulses, her moans turning into a deep, filthy laugh as the pleasure wracked her body.

She was so fucking different from Gemma.

Gemma was sensual, playful, hesitant at times.

Cassie was a beast.

And fuck if I wasn’t going to keep up with her.

A deep, guttural grunt ripped from my throat as my hips slowed, my cock swelling as the pressure inside me built to an unstoppable peak. My balls tightened, my entire body tensing as my orgasm raced to the surface.

Cassie felt it.

She knew I was seconds from spilling my load deep inside her, and just as the pleasure threatened to overtake me, she suddenly pulled off my cock.

I let out a frustrated groan as the sudden loss of friction left me aching, my body screaming for release.

Before I could even catch my breath, Cassie hopped off the bed, her thick ass bouncing with every step as she strutted toward the bathroom.

She cast a wicked glance over her shoulder, her dark eyes gleaming.

“Follow.”

My breath hitched.

Jesus.

Still rock-hard, still on the razor’s edge of cumming, I stumbled after her, my pulse hammering as I watched her step into the bathroom and turn on the shower.

Cassie tested the water with her hand, waiting for the warmth to kick in before reaching into her travel bag and pulling out a small bottle.

She turned to face me, holding it up between two fingers.

KY Jelly.

Her lips curled into a smirk. “I love when Steve fucks my ass in the shower.” She tossed me the bottle, watching as I caught it clumsily with one hand. “And I want you to love it too.”

My cock twitched.

I followed her into the tub, the warm spray hitting my skin as Cassie backed up toward the far end, opposite the showerhead.

Droplets of water slid down her soft, curvy body, tracing over the swells of her tits, down the curve of her waist, disappearing between her thick thighs.

She pulled me close, crashing her mouth against mine in a deep, aggressive kiss.

Our tongues tangled, hot and frantic, her breath coming in soft gasps as she molded her body against mine.

My left hand gripped the bottle of lube, but my right slid between her thighs, finding her drenched pussy and filling her with two fingers in one rough thrust.

Cassie gasped into my mouth, her hips grinding against my hand as I fucked her with my fingers, hard and fast.

Her moans echoed in the small bathroom, bouncing off the tile, mixing with the sound of the water cascading over us.

She was already close again.

But I knew what she really wanted.

I pulled my fingers from her cunt and grabbed her hips, spinning her around with ease.

Cassie giggled—that filthy, breathless little laugh—before instinctively planting her hands against the shower wall and arching her back.

She walked her feet backward, pushing her thick, round ass toward me, spreading herself open in invitation.

“Fuck,” I muttered, my voice thick with lust.

I flipped open the bottle of KY, squeezing a generous amount onto her cheeks before rubbing it into her skin. The warm water mixed with the lube, making her slick, slippery—ready.

I spread her wide, my fingers teasing between her cheeks, circling her tight hole before pressing in.

Cassie let out a long sigh, her body shuddering slightly as my fingers pushed past her resistance.

Her ass sucked me in, taking two fingers deep as I began to stretch her, working her open.

Her nails scratched against the shower wall, her moans growing needier, hungrier.

I could feel her ass loosening around me, adjusting, preparing for what was next.

But I couldn’t wait any longer.

The sight of her bent over, her thick, wet body glistening under the steam, her eagerness for it—fuck, I was done.

With a growl, I yanked my fingers from her ass, grabbed the bottle, and squeezed a fresh stream of lube onto my throbbing cock.

My hand stroked it over my length, making sure I was slick enough.

Then I grabbed her hips, lined up the head of my cock with her tight, eager hole, and pushed.

Cassie groaned, arching her back further, her ass pushing against me in desperate invitation.

Her voice was rough, raw with need. “Come on, babe, fuck it!”

My cock twitched at her words, at the way she demanded it, unlike Gemma, who would never—ever—take it like this. Gemma had always shied away from the idea, shutting it down before I could even bring it up.

But Cassie?

Cassie fucking wanted it.

Still, I hesitated for just a moment, pressing the thick head of my cock against her tight, puckered entrance, feeling the heat of her body resisting me.

I didn’t want to hurt her.

I pushed forward carefully, letting the tip breach her tight ring of muscle. But before I could ease in, Cassie let out a filthy little grunt and forced her ass backward, impaling herself onto my cock with one brutal thrust.

I groaned, gripping her hips as my entire length disappeared inside her.

Jesus fucking Christ.

Cassie let out a strangled moan, her body shuddering as I bottomed out, the tip of my cock pressing deep into the tight end of her rectum.

I was buried balls-deep in the ass of my best friend’s wife.

Cassie exhaled sharply, adjusting to the stretch. Then, in a voice laced with pure sin, she murmured, “This is where I want you to cum.”

Fuck.

A surge of primal hunger shot through me, every muscle in my body tightening at the thought.

I was going to cum in her ass.

Gemma would never let me do this.

But Cassie—Cassie was giving me everything.

I tightened my grip on her waist, bracing myself as I reached down with my right hand, sliding it around her hip to find her clit. My left hand reached up, grabbing a handful of her bouncing, heavy tit.

Then I started to move.

Slow at first, letting her adjust, feeling the tight grip of her ass squeezing every inch of me. But when Cassie moaned, when she started pushing back to meet my thrusts, I let go of every last ounce of restraint.

I fucked her.

Hard. Deep. Unrelenting.

Wet slaps echoed through the shower, the water cascading over us as my cock drove into her ass again and again.

Cassie screamed.

Her voice was wild, filled with both pleasure and that delicious edge of pain, exactly the way she liked it.

The difference between her and Gemma was stark.

Gemma was soft, sensual, controlled.

Cassie was raw, animalistic.

Gemma would never let me take her like this, but Cassie craved it.

She demanded it.

My fingers worked her clit in tight, rapid circles as I slammed into her, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through both of us. Her ass squeezed around me, tighter than I thought possible, milking my cock with every stroke.

I wasn’t going to last.

I clenched my teeth, my rhythm faltering as the orgasm started to take hold.

Cassie must have felt it, sensed the way my body tensed, the way my cock pulsed inside her, because she let out a filthy groan and gasped, “Cum, baby. Cum!”

Her desperate voice sent me over the edge.

I growled, grabbing her hips with bruising force, and drove deep—balls-deep—into her ass one last time.

A violent shudder ripped through me as I erupted, thick ropes of cum shooting into the depths of Cassie’s bowels.

I groaned loud, my entire body trembling as pleasure overtook me, my fingers digging into her soft skin as I emptied my balls inside her.

Cassie whimpered, her body shaking beneath me as I slowed, giving her ass a few more shallow thrusts, trying to wring out every last drop.

But I was done.

My cock was too sensitive, the pleasure too overwhelming.

I had to pull out.

Gasping, I slid out of her, watching as my cum dribbled from her stretched, used hole, mixing with the water as it streamed down her thighs.

We were both wrecked.

Panting, chests heaving, muscles burning.

My legs were shaking so badly I had to lean against the shower wall just to stay upright.

Cassie let out that laugh—that filthy, satisfied laugh—and looked over her shoulder at me with a lazy smirk.

“Damn,” she breathed. “Steve’s gonna have some competition.”

I grinned, still catching my breath.

She had no idea.

When Cassie and I finally caught our breath, we lingered under the warm shower, washing each other in slow, intimate strokes. My hands slid over her soft curves, savoring the heat of her skin, the way the water cascaded between us. She returned the favor, running her fingers over my body, massaging my sore muscles with deliberate, sensual movements.

By the time we stepped out, dried off, and got dressed, the exhaustion was starting to settle in—but neither of us was ready to call it a night just yet.

Cassie stretched, letting out a soft sigh. “Let’s get some air,” she suggested.

I nodded, following her outside.

The motel’s pool area was quiet, the distant hum of traffic the only sound as we sat down on a couple of lounge chairs. The night air was warm, the scent of chlorine lingering in the air as we leaned back, letting the events of the night settle between us.

Cassie glanced at me, a teasing glint in her eye. “You think they’re done yet?”

I smirked, already knowing exactly who she was talking about. “Who? Steve and Gemma?”

She nodded.

I exhaled, running a hand through my damp hair. “I’m sure they are.”

Cassie grinned. “Steve is wild in the sack. I hope she’s still in one piece.”

I laughed. “Don’t worry. Gemma’s a pro. I’m just glad Steve is finally fulfilling his Gemma fantasy.”

Cassie raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Gemma fantasy?”

The way she looked at me, that slow, knowing smirk creeping across her lips—I knew she wanted details.

And I was more than happy to share.

I leaned back in my chair, stretching out my sore muscles as Cassie watched me with that ever-present, teasing glint in her eye. The night was thick with humidity, the motel pool lights casting a soft, wavering glow over us.

I exhaled and ran a hand through my damp hair. “Steve has been trying to fuck Gemma for years,” I admitted. “But the timing was never right. And, honestly, I never thought she’d let it happen.”

Cassie tilted her head, listening intently.

I smirked. “We’ve always shared… secrets with each other. And trust me, he’s been dying to make love to Gemma.”

Cassie let out a low chuckle, licking her lips. “And you?”

I met her gaze. “Steve knows I’ve been dying to fuck you too.”

That dirty little laugh spilled from Cassie’s lips, the kind that sent a pulse of heat straight to my cock.

“Mmm,” she hummed, her voice dripping with mischief. “Well, babe… it isn’t just Steve that has a Gemma fantasy.”

I blinked, stunned for a moment.

Cassie smirked, leaning in close, her breath warm against my ear. “You think I haven’t looked at her?” she whispered. “Those perfect tits… that tight little body? I’ve definitely thought about it.”

Jesus.

Cassie grinned wickedly, stretching her arms above her head, making her big tits press against her thin top. She looked so satisfied, so filthy—and yet, there was still hunger in her eyes.

“Let’s go,” she said suddenly, pushing off her chair. “Round two.”

I blinked. “Already?”

She let out that dirty, breathless laugh, the one that sent a surge of heat straight to my cock. “What? You thought I was done with you?” She tilted her head, smirking. “Come on, baby.”

She grabbed my wrist and pulled me up from my chair, her grip firm, demanding. There was no hesitation, no second-guessing. Cassie knew what she wanted, and she was going to take it.

She led me inside the motel room, shutting the door behind us, flicking the lock with one smooth movement before turning to face me.

Her eyes flickered down to my cock.

It was still soft, spent from earlier, but she wasn’t fazed.

Instead, her smirk deepened.

She stepped closer, pressing her soft, curvy body against me, her lips brushing against my ear.

“Soft cocks don’t stop a girl from cumming,” she purred, her breath warm against my skin. “Not when there’s a tongue that can be used.”

Before I could react, her hands were on me—tugging at my shirt, yanking it over my head, working my shorts down my legs.

In seconds, I was naked.

Cassie gave me a long once-over, her eyes lingering on my soft cock with a lazy, knowing smirk.

Then she pushed me onto the bed.

She crawled over me, straddling my chest, her soaked pussy inches from my lips.

“Be a good boy,” she murmured, tilting her hips forward. “And make me cum.”

Fuck.

I groaned as she lowered herself onto my mouth, my hands gripping her thick thighs as I dove in.

Cassie moaned instantly, grinding herself against my tongue, rolling her hips in deep, slow circles.

Her taste was intoxicating—soaked, warm, salty-sweet.

I licked her clit, flicking my tongue over the swollen bud, teasing before sucking her into my mouth.

Cassie gasped, her thighs trembling around my head.

I tightened my grip on her ass, pulling her down harder, making her ride my tongue.

As I worked my mouth over her, the unmistakable sound of Gemma’s screams filled the motel room.

Cassie froze for half a second, her breath catching.

Then she laughed—a breathless, wicked sound that made my cock twitch against my thigh.

“Damn,” she whispered, shivering slightly. “Guess Steve knows what he’s doing.”

I growled into her pussy, flicking my tongue faster, determined to pull those same noises from her.

Cassie moaned, her hips jerking. “Ohhh, fuck, baby—yes, just like that!”

I devoured her, my lips and tongue working her clit with raw desperation.

Even as my cock remained limp, something dark twisted inside me—something primal, something competitive.

Steve can get hard again within minutes after cumming.

Cassie had said it so casually, but the thought stuck.

Had he already fucked Gemma twice? Was that why she was screaming like that?

That thought sent a rush of energy through me.

I groaned against Cassie’s clit, sucking harder, tongue-fucking her as if my life depended on it.

Cassie shuddered, her fingers gripping her own tits, tweaking her nipples as she moaned.

“Ohh, babe,” she gasped. “That tongue is magic.”

My cock stirred.

The more I licked her, the harder I got.

The thought of Steve, the sound of Gemma, the way Cassie gasped above me—it all sent my blood roaring, my body reacting.

Then suddenly, Cassie cried out, thighs squeezing tight around my head.

Her body shook, her hips rolling erratically as she came, her pussy flooding my mouth.

I kept going, licking her through it, swallowing everything she gave me.

When she finally slumped forward, gasping, I was fully hard again.

Cassie looked down, her lips curving into a satisfied grin.

“Well, well,” she mused, sliding off my face. “Looks like you’re ready after all.”

Before I could say anything, she lined herself up, grabbed my cock, and sank down onto me in one smooth, wet motion.

We both groaned as she took me deep, her pussy still fluttering from the aftershocks of her orgasm.

She felt tighter now.

The overstimulation, the way her body clenched—it was like she was gripping me, milking me with every slow roll of her hips.

This time, she didn’t rush.

She rode me, deep and slow, savoring every inch, every thrust.

Her hands slid over her own body, caressing her breasts, pinching her nipples, lost in the pleasure as she took everything I gave her.

By the time I was close, she felt it.

She lifted herself off my cock, slid down my body, and wrapped her lips around me.

Fuck.

Her mouth was heaven.

Soft, warm, wet, her tongue swirling around the head as she sucked me deep.

I groaned, gripping her hair, trying to hold on.

Cassie moaned around my length, sucking harder, her hands stroking what her mouth couldn’t take.

It was too much.

I growled, my hips jerking, and suddenly I was cumming, thick ropes spilling into her mouth.

Cassie took it all.

Swallowed every drop.

She sucked me until I was empty, until I was completely spent, before finally pulling off, licking her lips like she had just enjoyed the best dessert of her life.

I collapsed back onto the bed, utterly wrecked.

Cassie slid up beside me, curling into my chest.

We lay there, bodies tangled, exhaustion settling deep into our bones.

She let out one last, breathless little giggle.

“Told you a soft cock wasn’t a problem.”

I chuckled, pulling her closer.

And with that, we both passed out, tangled in each other’s arms, utterly spent from the best night of our lives.


Chapter 8


It was around 8 a.m. when I stirred, the weight of a brutal hangover pressing against my skull. My body ached in ways I hadn’t expected—not just from the alcohol, but from everything we had done the night before.

The motel room was a disaster.

Clothes were strewn across the floor, empty water bottles and beer cans littered the nightstand, and the unmistakable scent of sex still hung thick in the air. It was as if a tornado had touched down in the middle of the bed and left chaos in its wake.

And sprawled across the mattress next to me, still gloriously naked, was Cassie.

She lay on her stomach, her thick, curvy body half-tangled in the sheets, her bare back rising and falling with the slow, deep breaths of someone utterly wrecked.

For a moment, I just watched her.

She looked peaceful—satisfied, even.

And then, as if sensing me staring, she inhaled deeply, stretching her arms above her head, her toes pointing as her body flexed beneath the rumpled sheets.

A soft, lazy moan slipped from her lips before her eyes fluttered open.

She blinked at me, her gaze hazy with sleep, and then she gave me a slow, knowing smile.

“Wow,” she murmured, sitting up and rubbing her eyes.

She glanced around at the wreckage of our night—the twisted sheets, the discarded pillows, the condoms still half-hidden in the folds of the blankets—and let out a breathless little laugh.

“Holy shit.”

I smirked, rubbing a hand over my face. “How are you feeling? Got a hangover like me?”

Cassie exhaled sharply, tilting her head back. “Yeah,” she admitted, her voice thick and raspy. “I’m wrecked.”

The way she said it sent a pulse of heat through me, but my body was too exhausted to react.

I stretched, forcing my sore muscles to cooperate, then pushed myself out of bed. “I’m gonna run across the street to the diner and grab us some coffee.”

Cassie hummed in approval, already flopping back onto the bed, her arm draped over her eyes.

I threw on some clothes, grabbed my wallet, and stepped outside into the crisp morning air.

The diner was nearly empty, just a few early risers sipping coffee at the counter, the smell of bacon and fresh toast filling the small space.

By the time I returned to the motel, coffee cups in hand, the room had been transformed.

Cassie had straightened up everything—the blankets were back in place, the floor was cleared, and she was now standing in front of the bathroom mirror, fully dressed, brushing out her damp hair.

She had showered.

I set her coffee down on the counter next to her and took a sip of my own, watching her in the mirror’s reflection.

Her skin was glowing, her lips still slightly swollen from the night before, and—fuck—that’s when I saw them.

Hickeys.

A shitload of them.

Dark, bruising marks decorated her neck, trailing down the side of her throat, disappearing beneath the collar of her top.

Jesus.

I didn’t mention them, but she must’ve caught my stare because she shot me a small, mischievous grin in the mirror.

I cleared my throat, taking another sip of coffee. “Any word from Steve or Gemma yet?”

Cassie shook her head, still brushing out a tangle in her hair. “Nope.”

I leaned against the counter, watching her carefully, my mind still replaying everything from last night.

How was Gemma feeling this morning? How was Steve?

And more importantly—where the hell did we all go from here?

I walked to the edge of the bed and sat down, sipping my coffee, my mind still trying to process everything from the night before. The room still smelled like sex, sweat, and the remnants of a night none of us would soon forget. Cassie stood near the bathroom mirror, running her fingers through her damp hair, lazily sipping at her own coffee.

We made small talk—light, easy, but there was an undercurrent to it, something unspoken in the way our eyes met, in the slight smirk that still tugged at her lips.

After a moment, I cleared my throat. “You want to go next door? See if they’re awake yet?”

Cassie let out a small, sleepy chuckle and stretched her arms above her head, her oversized top riding up just enough to tease the bare skin of her thighs. “Yeah,” she murmured. “Let’s see what our lovers are up to.”

We both moved sluggishly toward the door, exhaustion still clinging to our bodies.

When we reached Steve and Gemma’s room, I raised my hand to knock—but then noticed something.

The door wasn’t completely shut.

My breath caught slightly as I pushed it open, Cassie peering over my shoulder as we stepped inside.

Their room was just as much of a wreck as ours had been.

Sheets tangled, pillows tossed aside, the faint scent of sex still lingering in the air.

And in the middle of it all, Gemma and Steve—still asleep, their naked bodies barely concealed beneath the twisted sheets.

Cassie and I exchanged a glance.

There was something about seeing them like this—so natural, so comfortable—that made a strange knot twist in my stomach.

I walked over to the far side of the bed, where Gemma was lying face down, her blonde hair spilling across the pillow, her bare back rising and falling with her deep, steady breaths.

Leaning down, I kissed her ear softly and whispered, “Time to wake up, baby.”

Gemma let out a sleepy little hum, stirring slightly before rolling onto her back.

Her beautiful tits peeked out from beneath the crumpled sheet, standing firm against the cool morning air.

She blinked up at me, her lips curving into a lazy smile, then reached up, wrapping her arms around my neck.

I leaned down, kissing her gently, the taste of last night still faint on her lips.

Meanwhile, Cassie made her way over to Steve and woke him in a similar fashion, murmuring something that made him smirk as he rubbed the sleep from his eyes.

I glanced between them, then cleared my throat. “Coffee?”

Steve and Gemma both murmured a groggy yes, so I nodded, grabbed my wallet again, and headed back to the diner.

When I returned a few minutes later, the atmosphere in the room had shifted.

Steve and Gemma were dressed, Cassie moving about, tidying up the mess from the night before. But there wasn’t much talking—just quiet movement, as if we were all processing what had happened in our own way.

The air between us felt… different.

Not bad. Not regretful. But charged—like we had crossed a line we could never uncross.

I set the coffee down, taking a slow sip, watching Gemma as she folded a towel and placed it on the chair. She had her hair pulled up into a ponytail, her expression unreadable.

I exhaled and finally spoke. “Want to come with me to get gas and ice for the boat?”

Gemma met my gaze, and for a second, I thought she might hesitate.

But then she nodded. “Yeah, sure.”

Cassie and Steve barely acknowledged us as we told them we’d be back soon.

We stepped out into the morning heat, the sun already burning high in the sky as we walked across the motel parking lot toward my truck.

But something felt off.

The silence between us was heavy—weighted.

I could feel the jealousy creeping in, the nagging thoughts I had tried to suppress all night coming back in full force.

Had Steve made her scream like that again this morning?

Had she enjoyed it more than us?

Was she still thinking about him?

I swallowed hard, my jaw clenching slightly.

And then—just as if she could sense my spiraling thoughts—Gemma slid her arm around my waist.

She pulled me in close, pressing her body against mine as we walked, her fingers curling into the fabric of my shirt.

I let out a slow breath, feeling some of the tension drain from my body.

She wasn’t pulling away from me.

She was still mine.

Now that the alcohol had worn off, the night before played on a loop in my head.

Gemma’s screams.

The raw, animalistic way she had come apart in Steve’s hands.

It gnawed at me, a sharp edge of pride and jealousy clashing in my chest.

I had always known how to pleasure my wife—had spent years learning her body, memorizing the little sounds she made when she was close.

But last night…

Last night had been different.

Steve hadn’t just fucked her.

He had turned her out.

The realization settled like a heavy weight in my gut.

Another man had not only taken my wife—but had made her lose herself in a way I’d never heard before.

And now, in the stark clarity of morning, that truth was harder to ignore.

I swallowed back the uneasy feeling, forcing my expression to stay neutral as we reached the truck.

I pulled open the passenger door, and Gemma climbed in, moving with the effortless grace she always had.

But just as I was about to close the door, she did something unexpected.

She reached up, her fingers wrapping around the back of my neck.

And then she pulled me toward her.

The kiss was soft—gentle—nothing like the rough, desperate passion I had heard from her the night before.

When she pulled away, she held my gaze, her light blue eyes searching mine for something unspoken.

Then, in a voice that was just above a whisper, she asked, “How was your night?”

I hesitated for only a second before replying.

“Good.”

Simple. Short. The only thing I could manage in the moment.

Gemma studied me for a beat longer, as if she could hear all the unspoken thoughts in my head, then gave a small, knowing smile before leaning back into her seat.

I exhaled slowly, closing the door and walking around to the driver’s side.

Sliding in, I started the truck, gripping the wheel tighter than necessary.

The silence between us was thick, heavy with the weight of everything we had done.

And as we pulled out of the motel parking lot, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something between us had changed.

Gemma shifted slightly in her seat, her fingers idly toying with the hem of her shorts. She was watching me—reading me—the way only she could.

“I can tell you’re upset,” she said softly.

I kept my eyes on the road, gripping the steering wheel a little tighter.

She exhaled. “We talked about this beforehand. We all agreed to it.”

“I know,” I admitted. “I just… I didn’t think I’d be jealous.”

Gemma nodded, as if she had expected that.

“Look at it this way,” she said after a pause. “We all know each other. These aren’t strangers. I didn’t sneak off to some bar and hook up with some random guy behind your back.”

I swallowed, nodding, but the knot in my stomach didn’t loosen.

She tilted her head slightly, her voice softer now. “And it’s not like you were sitting at home watching TV while all of this was happening,” she added. “You were right there with me. You were with Cassie. We were all involved. It wasn’t just me.”

I let out a slow breath. “I know.”

Silence stretched between us for a few minutes, the only sound the hum of the truck’s tires against the pavement.

I wasn’t angry. Not really.

I was conflicted.

Gemma reached out suddenly, her fingers lightly brushing over my arm before settling on my thigh.

She hesitated—then, with a small smirk, she asked, “So… how was it?”

The tension in my chest loosened just a little.

I let out a slow exhale, smiled, and paused for a beat.

Then, finally, I admitted, “Awesome.”

Gemma laughed softly, shaking her head. “Yeah?”

I glanced at her, my own smirk forming. “Yeah.”

I shifted my hand, resting it over hers, squeezing gently.

I met her gaze, watching the way her lips curled slightly, the way her body relaxed just a little more into the seat.

“What about you?” I asked, my voice quieter now.

Gemma bit her lip, her cheeks slightly flushed.

A small, knowing smile played at her lips.

“Fucking incredible,” she murmured.

I exhaled, somewhere between jealousy and pride, my grip tightening just a little over her hand.


Chapter 9

I glanced at Gemma, my stomach twisting with curiosity and something I couldn’t quite name.

“Really?” I asked. “He was that good?”

She let out a soft laugh, her fingers still resting on my thigh. “Yeah, he was,” she admitted. But then, her smirk widened, a flicker of mischief lighting up her face. “But honestly, all I could think about was the fucking show Cassie was putting on.”

I raised an eyebrow.

She shook her head, still grinning. “Jesus, she’s a noisy bitch. I could hear her cumming over and over, just screaming for it.”

I chuckled. “Yeah… well, to be fair, it was mostly my mouth.”

Gemma turned to me, amused. “Oh?”

I shot her a smirk. “Yeah. That girl loves getting eaten out. But you’re right—she’s loud.”

Gemma exhaled, biting her lip. “You know… it was weird, but hearing her cum like that? It actually turned me on.”

I raised an eyebrow. “Yeah?”

She nodded. “I don’t know why, but it gave me this… sense of pride. Like, that’s my husband making her scream like that. Kind of strange, right?”

I let out a low chuckle. “I mean… maybe a little. But I get it.” I shot her a playful look. “Kind of like how I was proud of you for taking his big cock so well.”

Gemma laughed, covering her mouth for a second before shaking her head.

“Oh my God, yeah,” she groaned. “His cock is fucking thick. Honestly, it’s actually kind of hard to suck. My jaw was aching.”

I swallowed, my grip tightening slightly on the steering wheel.

“But fuck, does it feel good,” she continued, her voice a little lower now, as if replaying it in her mind.

I clenched my jaw, not sure if I was more turned on or envious.

She shifted in her seat, then gave me a teasing glance. “So come on then,” she murmured. “What does Cassie like in bed?”

I smirked. “Everything.”

Gemma raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Everything?”

I nodded.

She studied me for a second, then her lips curled. “Even anal?”

I let out a short breath, shaking my head. “Yep. Massive ass freak.” I glanced at her, waiting for her reaction. “She loved it. Honestly? It was like fucking her pussy.”

Gemma went quiet for a second.

She wasn’t shocked.

She wasn’t grossed out.

But she was thinking.

Something flickered in her expression, something unreadable.

I let the silence stretch, waiting.

Because whatever was going through her mind right now…

I really wanted to know.

Gemma let out a breath, her fingers still lightly tracing patterns over my thigh.

“I didn’t give him my ass,” she admitted suddenly.

I glanced over at her, raising an eyebrow. “You didn’t?”

She shook her head. “Nope. He wanted it.” She let out a small, amused laugh. “But there’s no way that cock is going up my ass.”

I smirked. “Really…?”

She gave me a look, already knowing where my mind was going.

“Jesus,” she said, rolling her eyes playfully. “You remember that one time we tried? I was sore for days after, and your cock isn’t as thick as his. Imagine what he would do to me.”

I exhaled, gripping the wheel a little tighter, processing that thought.

“So…” she shifted in her seat, turning slightly to face me, her smirk returning. “Come on then. Is Cassie good?”

I hesitated for a second, thinking about how to answer.

“Urm…” I rubbed the back of my neck. “It’s weird.”

Gemma arched an eyebrow. “Weird how?”

I exhaled, gathering my thoughts. “She’s like a fucking animal in bed, you know? Just… completely uninhibited. But honestly? Not as good as you.”

Gemma gave me a look of mock skepticism. “Oh really?”

I grinned. “Really.” I paused, considering my words. “But… she was different.”

Gemma tilted her head, studying me. “Different how?”

I let out a breath, gripping the wheel a little tighter. “I guess… I’m just used to you. Your gorgeous little body, the way you feel, the way you move in bed.” I shot her a sideways glance. “And Cassie, well… she’s bigger, isn’t she?”

Gemma let out a soft laugh. “You saying you like a bigger girl?”

I smirked, shaking my head. “I was just surprised at how good she looked naked, you know? But… nothing compared to you.”

Gemma’s smile lingered for a moment, but I could tell she was still thinking.

After a beat, she asked, “Would you do it again? I mean, with Cassie?”

I exhaled, giving it an honest moment of thought before nodding. “Yeah… yeah, I think I would.”

She studied me for a second before nodding. Then, she casually asked, “Would you want me to do it with Steve again?”

I glanced at her, my heart beating just a little faster.

“Would you?” I countered.

Gemma hesitated just long enough to make my stomach tighten.

“Yeah,” she admitted. “Probably.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Only probably?”

She smirked, her lips curving into something just a little devious.

“I will,” she said, her voice dropping just slightly.

Then she turned to me, her blue eyes locking onto mine.

“But this time… I want you to watch.”

Fuck.

I swallowed, gripping the wheel tighter.

I swallowed hard, gripping the wheel as Gemma’s words settled over me.

“Really…” I exhaled, shaking my head. “I don’t know if I can do that.”

She tilted her head, watching me.

I glanced at her before continuing, my voice tight. “I mean, I don’t know if I could just sit there and watch while you get laid. It was bad enough just hearing you.”

Gemma blinked. “You heard us?”

I let out a dry, humorless chuckle. “Yep.”

Her eyes widened slightly. “How much?”

I kept my gaze on the road. “Every fucking time you came.”

Gemma was quiet.

I exhaled, gripping the wheel a little tighter. “I heard Steve too. A few times.”

She shifted in her seat. “Did that… bother you?”

I let the silence stretch for a second before nodding. “Not at first.” My jaw clenched. “But this morning? Yeah.”

The image had been burned into my brain. The way she had screamed for him. The way she had let him take her. The way I knew she had lost herself in it.

And then the thought that had been eating at me spilled out.

“All I can picture in my mind is Steve cumming all over you.”

Gemma hesitated—just long enough for my pulse to spike.

Then, with a small shrug, she said simply, “He didn’t cum on me.”

I turned to her, my stomach tightening.

She met my gaze, eyes calm. “He came in me.”

My chest tightened. My hands locked around the steering wheel.

I snapped my head toward her. “What?” My voice was louder than I intended. “In your mouth?”

She shook her head.

“No. In my pussy.”

A rush of heat spread through me, a punch of emotions I couldn’t even name.

I opened my mouth, then closed it.

I could feel my pulse in my fucking teeth.

Gemma raised an eyebrow. “Did you cum inside Cassie?”

I froze.

The air in the truck shifted.

Gemma’s eyes stayed locked on mine, waiting.

I exhaled slowly, forcing myself to push down the tightness in my throat.

Then, in a low voice, I admitted, “Yeah.”

Gemma’s expression didn’t change.

I swallowed. “She asked me to. In her ass.” I shifted in my seat, rubbing my palm over my jaw. “We were in the shower. I came in her ass.”

Gemma exhaled through her nose, nodding slowly.

“Then don’t get pissed at me,” she said evenly. “You came inside Cassie too.”

I let out a slow breath, trying to sort through the mess in my head.

Then, after a moment, I asked the question I wasn’t sure I wanted the answer to.

“How many times did he cum inside you?”

Gemma didn’t hesitate.

Her voice was casual—too casual. “Two or three.”

I felt my stomach tighten.

She shrugged. “I don’t remember exactly.”

The rest of the drive to the gas station was wrapped in silence.

Heavy. Charged.

Gemma stared out the window, and I kept my grip tight on the steering wheel, my mind still racing.

The second I pulled into the station, I threw the truck into park and jumped out, needing something to focus on.

But as I stood there, pumping gas into the boat, my mind betrayed me.

Flashes of the night before played on repeat, like a fucking movie I couldn’t turn off.

Gemma.

Flat on her back.

Legs spread wide.

Steve’s thick cock stretching her, filling her, his cum spilling deep inside her pussy—inside my wife.

A sharp bolt of anger tore through my chest.

But then—something else.

Something darker.

My stomach tightened, my pulse quickened, and before I could stop it… my cock started to grow.

Jesus Christ.

The thought should have infuriated me.

But instead, all I could think about was how much of him was still inside her.

Gallons of Steve’s cum, deep in her pussy.

Marking her.

Owning her.

I clenched my jaw, gripping the gas nozzle tighter, struggling with the shift inside me.

And then, suddenly, all I wanted to do was fuck her.

To fill her up again.

To mark my fucking territory.

I wanted to bury myself so deep inside her that nothing else would matter.

The pump clicked, snapping me out of my trance.

I moved fast, grabbing a bag of ice from inside the station, throwing it into the cooler before jumping back into the truck.

As soon as I was behind the wheel, I turned to Gemma, my blood roaring.

Before she could say a word, I grabbed the back of her head and crashed my mouth onto hers.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss.

It was desperate. Claiming.

I pushed my tongue inside, demanding her, tasting her, taking her.

At first, she stiffened, surprised. But then—fuck—she moaned, melting into it, her hands flying up to my neck as she yanked me closer, her tongue tangling hard with mine.

Our kisses turned louder, hungrier, until I finally broke away, panting against her lips.

“I can’t wait to cum inside you again,” I growled, my cock already rock-hard beneath my jeans.

Gemma’s breath hitched.

She pulled back slightly, her blue eyes burning into mine.

And then, with a slow, deliberate smirk, she whispered,

“I want you now.”

Fuck.

That was all I needed to hear.

I slammed the truck into drive, speeding back toward the motel, my fingers gripping the wheel like I was about to lose my fucking mind.

We barely made it into the parking lot before we were unbuckling, our bodies moving with the same reckless urgency.

By the time I cut the engine, Gemma had thrown open the door, practically running toward our room.

I was right behind her.

We burst inside, slamming the door shut, and immediately started ripping at each other’s clothes.

Shirts hit the floor. Shoes were kicked off. Jeans were shoved down and tossed aside in a blur.

Within seconds, we were completely naked.

My cock stood thick and aching, twitching at the sight of her—her nipples hard, her body flushed, her gorgeous pussy already slick with need.

I couldn’t fucking wait.

With a low growl, I grabbed her by the hips and shoved her backward onto the bed.

Gemma let out a sharp gasp, her blonde ponytail spilling over the pillows as I yanked her thighs apart, spreading her open for me.

My breath hitched at the sight of her—so fucking wet, so swollen, her perfect pink pussy still stretched from taking Steve the night before.

And fuck, the only thing I could think was—

That’s mine.

And I was about to fucking prove it.

I dove between Gemma’s thighs, my mouth crashing against her slick, overused cunt.

The scent of sex—deep, musky, filthy—filled my nose the second my lips sealed over her. The taste hit my tongue immediately—hot, sweaty, the raw flavor of an oversexed pussy still drenched in the remnants of the night before.

She hadn’t showered.

She hadn’t cleaned herself up.

And that meant—fuck—I wasn’t just tasting her.

I groaned into her folds, licking up everything, my flat tongue dragging from the base of her slit to the swollen peak of her clit.

Gemma shuddered, her hips jerking, a sharp moan spilling from her lips as her fingers buried themselves in my hair, yanking me tighter against her.

I didn’t stop.

I wrapped my lips around her throbbing clit, flicking my tongue against it in fast, teasing strokes before sucking hard. The loud, wet sounds of my mouth working her filled the room—obscene, filthy, each slurp pulling another needy cry from Gemma’s throat.

I slid my hands beneath her ass, gripping her soft, flushed cheeks as I lifted her hips higher, tilting her so her open, used pussy was perfectly lined up with my mouth. Then I plunged my tongue inside her.

Jesus fucking Christ.

Her pussy was loose.

I felt it immediately. The way my tongue sank in deeper than I expected. The way her walls—so soft, so fucked-out—barely gripped me as I pushed in as far as I could go.

My teeth pressed against her stretched lips, and I groaned at the realization.

Steve had fucked her wide open.

And she still hadn’t recovered.

That thought alone made my cock throb.

Gemma let out a deep, raw moan, her hands grinding me against her, her hips writhing as I ate her with pure, primal need.

And then—fuck, fuck—I tasted it.

Her slick was thicker now, her juices mixed with something else.

Steve’s cum.

Jesus.

His load, buried deep inside her, was liquefying again—dripping into my mouth, mingling with her arousal, coating my tongue with their combined filth.

I should have stopped.

Should have been disgusted.

But fuck, I wasn’t.

I groaned, sucking on her, swallowing everything, my mind swimming in the sheer insanity of it.

I couldn’t stop.

I didn’t want to stop.

I was losing myself in it, devouring every drop, every shudder, every filthy moan that spilled from my wife’s lips as her pussy gushed for me.

By the time I finally pulled back, my lips were soaked, my chin wet with the mixture of her and Steve.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, breathing hard.

And then, without hesitation, I climbed over her.

Gemma gasped, her flushed face tilting up toward me, her lips swollen from our earlier kiss.

I didn’t speak.

I grabbed the undersides of her thighs and folded her legs back, pinning her knees to the bed behind her ears, exposing her completely.

Her swollen, loose pussy was spread wide open before me, her lips parting easier than I remembered in this position.

Jesus.

I had fucked her in this exact way hundreds of times.

But now?

Now she was different.

Her used, wrecked cunt—still soft, still stretched—was a fucking masterpiece.

And knowing it was because another man had ruined her only made me harder.

My cock ached, desperate to fill the same space that Steve had claimed just hours before.

Because this time—

This time, she was mine.

And I was about to fucking mark her.

I gripped the base of my cock, guiding the thick head between Gemma’s swollen, wrecked cunt lips.

She was already gaping, her slick folds parted so easily that there was barely any resistance.

My breath caught.

Jesus.

She had never felt like this before.

My stomach tightened as I lined myself up, and then, without warning, I thrust forward, forcing my cock deep inside her.

Gemma sucked in a sharp breath, her teeth clenching as she let out a choked little gasp.

“Fuuuuck—”

I drove in until my balls were flush against her soft ass, my cock sinking into the same used, stretched-out hole that Steve had filled last night.

I held there for a moment, adjusting to the sheer, impossibly loose feel of her pussy around me.

Then, shifting my weight forward, I grabbed her ankles and pinned them to the bed beside her ears, locking her in place.

I pulled out—just enough to see her lips drag along my shaft—before slamming back in.

Gemma let out a deep, muffled, “Awwwwhh—!”

Her slickness coated every inch of me, a wet, obscene suction pulling at my cock as I fucked into her again, deeper, harder.

A thick, filthy squelch filled the room every time my cock pumped into her soaked, overused pussy.

Jesus Christ.

She was sloppy.

Stretched.

My shaft glistened as I picked up the pace, the wet slap of our bodies echoing through the motel room, bouncing off the walls.

The realization hit me like a gut punch.

My cock was feeling the same thing Steve’s did last night.

My fucking wife’s pussy was so loose, I could barely feel her walls gripping me like I usually did.

A growl rumbled in my chest, my muscles tightening as I pounded into her, over and over, as if I could fuck her back into shape.

Slap, slap, slap!

The sound of my hips crashing into hers was deafening.

Gemma screamed, her back arching, her tits bouncing wildly with every brutal thrust.

“Oh my God—Oh, fuck!”

My body was coiled, my abs flexing, sweat dripping down my spine as I slammed into her, again and again, pushing deeper, harder, owning every inch of her used, sloppy, stretched-out cunt.

She was mine.

And I was going to make sure she fucking knew it.

Gemma wrenched one hand free from my grip, her fingers immediately diving between her legs.

She found her own clit, rubbing fast, messy circles over the swollen bud, her loose, slick labia shifting under her touch.

Her body began to vibrate beneath me, her hips rolling up to meet every brutal thrust I drove into her.

Her breath hitched—then, suddenly, her whole body arched, her back bowing, her fingers gripping her cunt as she came hard.

Her signature, wild moan tore through the room, loud and fucking shameless, her legs shaking as she rode out her orgasm, her muscles clenching around my cock.

But I didn’t stop.

I refused to stop.

I kept going, my hips slamming into hers, my cock still burying itself inside her over and over.

Her loose, wrecked pussy swallowed me greedily, soaked and wide open, taking everything I gave her.

Her body was still quivering when I felt it.

A rush of heat surged through my spine, my balls tightening, the head of my cock twitching uncontrollably.

My rhythm broke, my thrusts turning erratic as I felt my orgasm build, climbing fast, pushing me to the edge.

Faster. Harder.

Gemma’s fingers were still working her clit, her hand slipping over the slick mess between her legs, her body still trembling as I fucked my release out of her.

And then—fuck—fuck—I couldn’t hold back anymore.

With a deep, guttural groan, I slammed my cock all the way in—driving myself as deep as I could possibly go—and held it there.

My body locked up.

My vision blurred.

And then I came.

Hard.

My cock pulsed violently, dumping an enormous, unstoppable flood of cum into Gemma’s gaping, used pussy.

Her free hand shot up, gripping my ass, keeping me inside, her nails digging into my skin as if she needed every drop.

I held her there, my weight pressing her into the mattress, our bodies melded together as my cock emptied into her, spurt after fucking spurt.

I groaned, shuddering, my breath ragged as the last waves of pleasure rolled through me.

Then, finally, I pulled out.

And Jesus fuck, it was immediate.

My cum poured out of her—thick, white streaks spilling from her swollen, loose pussy, mixing with everything still inside her, dripping in obscene, wet streams onto the bed.

It looked like gallons.

A fucking flood.

And all I could think was—that’s mine.

The last man to cum in her.

The last mark inside her body.

And as I stared at the mess we’d just made, the evidence of what we’d just done, I felt a dark, twisted surge of satisfaction.

Steve had taken her first.

But I had claimed her last.

And that?

That was all that mattered.


Books By This Author

Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Swap: A Ski Trip With A Difference

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

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

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

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

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

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

Shared: A Husband Watches His Wife For The First Time

Andy had always wanted his wife Gemma to be a little bit more adventurous. Nothing too much, just maybe a little bit of revealing clothing when they went out, or just a bit of mild flirtation with another guy.

So how did they get from that point to the here and now? The here and now where Gemma has he face between her friend's legs while another guy is filling her up with his cum?

How does the conservative wife become a complete slutwife?

Well, the background is complicated, but the events of this night aren't. Some drinks with friends, a couple of decisions that could have gone either way, and here we are.

But how will Andy feel as he watches his wife getting shared for the first time?
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