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Chapter 1

The numbers on the screen blurred together as I rubbed my temples and leaned back in my chair. The latest quarterly sales report for EdgeTech Solutions—my company, a mid-sized software firm specializing in automation—wasn’t looking bad, but I’d seen better. Growth was steady, but I wasn’t a fan of 'steady.' I wanted aggressive, year-over-year dominance in the market, and my team needed to push harder.

I exhaled and reached for my coffee, glancing at the clock. 9:42 a.m. My inbox was a mess, and I had a meeting in twenty minutes to go over next quarter’s projections with my senior managers. Another fun-filled Monday.

A chime from my phone pulled my attention, and I glanced at the screen. Michelle.

Michelle: Morning, babe. Looked at vacation options yet?

I smirked, thumbs tapping a reply.

Me: You mean my five-minute break from spreadsheets and people demanding my attention? No, not yet.

Michelle: Slacker. I found a few places! 😘

She sent a link to a high-end resort on the island. The pictures looked stunning—crystal blue waters, overwater bungalows, the kind of place you’d see in a travel magazine.

Me: Looks nice. You in a bikini is the real selling point, though.

Michelle: Bikini? Pffft. Maybe I’ll go topless.

I laughed under my breath, shaking my head.

Me: Now you’re just trying to distract me.

Michelle: Is it working? 😏

Me: Yes. I’ll book whatever you want tonight. Gotta get into a meeting.

Michelle: Fine. Work hard. I’ll be waiting.

I put my phone down, still grinning. No matter how many years passed, Michelle had a way of keeping things playful between us. I liked that.

The rest of the day blurred into conference calls, number crunching, and more coffee than was probably advisable. By the time I wrapped up, I was more than ready to shift gears.

That evening, after dinner, Michelle and I sat down with a glass of wine and went through our options. We landed on a gorgeous resort in Bora Bora—something a little different from our original plan but still in the same stunning region.

“Steve and Emma would love this place,” Michelle said, scrolling through the pictures.

“You want to invite them?” I asked.

“Why not? They seemed keen on the idea when we had dinner at theirs last month..”

I considered it for a moment. Steve and I had been friends since college, and over the years, we’d gotten close as couples. Plus, I had to admit—there was a little extra thrill in the idea. Steve’s wife, Emma, was stunning, and I’d entertained a few thoughts over the years. Not that I’d ever admit that to anyone but myself.

“I’ll call Steve,” I said, reaching for my phone.

Michelle smiled over her wine glass. “Good. This is going to be fun.”

July 20th arrived faster than expected, and before I knew it, we were at LAX, boarding our nine-hour flight to paradise.

Michelle looked effortlessly stunning, wearing a soft, low-cut tank top and leggings that hugged her curves just right. She shot me a playful smile as she slid into the seat beside me, buckling her seatbelt with an innocent tilt of her head.

“Excited?” she murmured, resting a hand on my thigh.

“I will be once we land,” I said, eyeing her suspiciously as her fingers trailed higher.

The cabin lights dimmed as we settled in, and Michelle took full advantage of the privacy. Throughout the flight, she toyed with me—her fingers brushing over my lap, just enough to make me twitch beneath my jeans. Every time I shifted, trying to ease the growing pressure, she’d lean in with a wicked smile, whispering something innocent like, “Comfortable, babe?”

By the fifth or sixth pass of her teasing fingers, I leaned in close.

“If you keep that up, we’re gonna be making headlines as the couple arrested for indecency at 35,000 feet.”

Michelle bit her lip, her eyes gleaming. “I think you’d like that.”

She wasn’t wrong.

Stepping off the shuttle and onto the resort property felt like stepping into a postcard. The air was thick with the scent of salt and tropical flowers, the soft lull of waves echoing from all sides.

At check-in, the clerk smiled warmly and slid a room key across the counter. “We have an upgrade available—our two-bedroom overwater suite. It’s quite private and perfect for couples traveling together.”

I exchanged glances with Steve and Emma.

“Two bedrooms?” Emma asked.

The clerk nodded. “Completely separate spaces, but a shared living area and private deck over the water.”

Steve hesitated, but Michelle grinned. “Sounds perfect. We’ll take it.”

The bellman led us down a winding boardwalk, the bungalows stretching out over the crystal-clear lagoon. When we reached ours, I was struck by how open it was—glass walls all around, sliding doors that led to a wraparound deck, and nothing but the ocean beyond.

Inside, the layout was sleek and modern, yet undeniably tropical. The living space had plush white furniture, the whole suite bathed in natural light. The bedrooms were identical, both with king-sized beds, private bathrooms, and breathtaking views.

“Holy shit,” Steve muttered, taking it all in.

Emma ran her hand over the linen-covered bed. “This is incredible.”

Michelle, meanwhile, had already wandered outside. I followed her to the back deck, where she stood at the edge, looking out at the ocean.

“No walls, no barriers,” she murmured, tilting her face to the sun. “Just this.”

I stepped up behind her, slipping my arms around her waist. “You like it?”

She leaned back against me, letting her fingers slide over my forearm. “I love it.”

Then, just as my body molded to hers, she pressed back—subtly, deliberately. Her ass nestled right against the front of my jeans, and she rolled her hips, ever so slightly.

I tensed, gripping her tighter. “Michelle.”

“Mmm?” she hummed innocently.

I glanced back through the glass, spotting Steve and Emma still inside, completely oblivious.

“You’re playing dangerous games,” I muttered into her ear.

She turned her head slightly, her lips barely brushing my jaw. “Maybe I like a little danger.”

Her fingers trailed down my arm, then lower, skimming the front of my jeans for just a second before she pulled away. With a smirk, she wandered off, pretending to admire something near the deck’s edge.

That’s when I noticed it—the shower.

I followed Michelle as she wandered further along the deck, stopping in front of a sleek, minimalist showerhead mounted against a smooth wooden post. The silver fixtures gleamed in the sunlight, positioned so that the only backdrop was the endless horizon of the ocean.

“Interesting placement,” Michelle mused, trailing her fingers over the water controls.

I scanned the bungalow again, frowning slightly. The interior bathrooms were spacious, modern… but missing something. No bathtubs, no indoor showers.

I stepped back inside, calling out to Steve. “Hey, did you notice something weird about the bathrooms?”

Steve appeared from their room, looking puzzled. “Yeah—no showers. What the hell?”

Emma peeked over his shoulder, a slight frown on her lips. “Wait… so, where do we…?”

Michelle turned the handle on the outdoor fixture, and a stream of water cascaded down in a warm, steady flow. She stepped back, watching the droplets catch the sunlight before turning to us with a slow, knowing smile.

“This is it,” she said. “This is the shower.”

Steve let out a laugh. “You’re joking.”

“Nope.” I pointed to the plumbing running across the ceiling, leading from the bungalow’s main water supply directly to this single outdoor unit. “Unless there’s a secret bathroom we missed, this is the only way we’re getting clean this week.”

Emma’s lips parted slightly, her eyes flicking toward the open deck. “So… we’re just supposed to shower out here?”

Michelle shrugged. “I mean, it’s kind of genius, isn’t it? The view is unbeatable, there’s no one around to see…”

I raised an eyebrow at her. “And you’re totally fine with it?”

She gave me an innocent look. “Why wouldn’t I be?”

Steve ran a hand over his face. “Damn. I hope I packed enough body wash.”

I smirked, but my mind was already elsewhere. Michelle might be fine with it, but what about Emma?

She was usually reserved, modest—yet something about the way she kept glancing at the shower made me wonder.

I wasn’t the only one picturing her beneath that steady stream of water, was I?

None of us had eaten a proper meal in hours, so we made our way to the main hotel lobby, drawn in by the warm glow of a stylish restaurant. The scent of grilled seafood and spices filled the air as we settled in, the clinking of glasses and low murmur of conversation adding to the cozy ambiance. We lingered over lunch, letting the tension of travel fade with each bite and sip, conversation flowing more easily now that we were settled.

On the way back, we ducked into the hotel store, picking up a cold pack of beer, the bottles clinking softly in the bag as we strolled through the sun-drenched paths leading to our bungalow. By the time we stepped inside, the sky had deepened to a dusky orange, the air thick with the warmth of the early evening. Michelle and I, still worn out from the long flight, shared a knowing look before excusing ourselves, retreating to our room for the night, the quiet hum of laughter from the others fading as we closed the door behind us.


Chapter 2

The next morning, we woke early, the golden glow of the rising sun filtering through the windows. The scent of fresh coffee filled the air as Michelle and I stepped out into the living room, stretching off the last remnants of sleep. Steve and Emma were already up, lounging comfortably in the plush, complimentary hotel robes.

I smirked, unable to resist. "Are you both naked underneath?"

Steve grinned as he leaned forward, a playful glint in his eyes. "We’ve got bathing suits on. We’re heading for a swim out back. Feel free to join us."

With that, Emma and Steve made their way down toward the water, their robes swishing around their legs as they disappeared onto the sand. Michelle and I took a slow, relaxed seat on the couch, cradling our coffee mugs as the morning settled around us. The silence between us was easy, companionable, until Michelle spoke.

"This is a beautiful suite," she mused, glancing around at the high ceilings and wide-open views. "But it would be perfect if we could be naked."

She let the words hang between us before adding, almost teasingly, "I wonder if Emma and Steve would be comfortable being naked in front of us?"

I snorted. "I highly doubt it."

But the thought lodged itself in my mind. As I sipped my coffee, I found myself wondering—was it possible? Were they the type to embrace nudity, or at least open to the idea? To be honest, both of them were good-looking, and I couldn’t deny that the thought of seeing Emma naked had a certain appeal.

After a couple of cups of coffee, we finally changed into our bathing suits. Michelle slipped into a red bikini, the fabric hugging her curves just right—modest enough, but still leaving plenty to the imagination. I grabbed a few beers, and we made our way down the rear steps, the warm sand soft beneath our feet as we waded into the waist-high water to join our friends. The ocean was surprisingly warm, its gentle waves rolling against our bodies.

I passed out the beers, and the conversation started to flow, easy and light. Before long, we naturally paired off—Steve and I talking about guy stuff while the girls drifted into their own hushed conversation.

At some point, Steve and I were ready for another beer. As I started heading back toward the bungalow, Emma stopped me with a quick, "I’ll grab them. I need to use the bathroom anyway."

Michelle waded over to join us as Emma made her way toward the steps. Casual conversation continued, but my gaze flicked toward her just as she stepped up out of the water. That’s when I saw it—her yellow bikini bottoms shifting just enough to expose a teasing glimpse of her ass.

I hadn’t seen Emma in a bikini before, but damn—her ass was even better than I had imagined.

As if she knew we were watching, she tugged her bottoms back into place, throwing a quick glance over her shoulder. She caught us all looking, but instead of flinching, she just smiled before disappearing into the suite.

I chuckled. "Poor Emma. How embarrassing."

Steve smirked. "She didn’t seem that embarrassed."

"Day one, and Emma’s already getting naked," I mused.

Steve shrugged, grinning. "Honestly, I’m surprised it took her this long."

The three of us laughed, but my curiosity was sparked. This was the perfect moment to test the waters, to get a feel for whether they were nudists—or at least open to the idea. I was still thinking of how to phrase the question when Michelle suddenly chimed in, her voice light but deliberate.

"We should all get naked!"

Steve’s head snapped toward her, his expression shifting from amusement to something more intrigued. His gaze flicked between the two of us before he cautiously asked, "Are you guys actually comfortable being nude in front of us?"

Michelle smirked, playful yet confident. "We’ve been known to get naked."

Steve let that sit for a second before nodding. "Let me have a little talk with Emma."

Right then, Emma appeared at the top of the bungalow stairs, calling down, "Steve! A little help here?"

He waded over to meet her, taking the beers from her hands. As he did, it was obvious they were having a quiet conversation, their heads tilted close together, voices too low for us to catch.

A few moments later, they made their way back toward us. Emma handed me a beer, her lips curving into a knowing smile as she said, "So… I hear we have a couple of nudists on our hands."

As soon as I took my beer, Emma reached behind her neck, grabbed a fistful of fabric, and in one fluid motion, pulled her bikini top over her head. She let it drop into the water without a second thought. Her beautiful little breasts were now fully exposed, the sunlight glistening off her damp skin. Having never given birth, her tits were perfectly shaped, her small, pink nipples standing perked against the warmth of the tropical air.

Michelle caught sight of this and, without hesitation, slipped off her own bikini top, casually handing it to me before hooking her thumbs into her bottoms and sliding them down her legs. Two seconds later, she was completely naked.

I grinned, tugged my swim shorts off, and held up the small bundle of suits. "I’ll put these on the steps."

Before I could even blink, Steve and Emma were already peeling off their own swimwear, handing them over as well. In an instant, all four of us stood completely naked in the waist-deep water, nothing between us but the sun, the ocean, and years of friendship.

I tossed the pile onto the steps and made my way back to the group, my mind reeling with how surreal—and absolutely thrilling—it was to be standing here, nude, with our longtime friends. And in beautiful Bora Bora of all places.

At first, there was an unspoken awareness between us, everyone doing their best to act like respectful nudists. But I caught the subtle glances—the stolen peeks at bodies that had only ever been imagined before this moment. It was slightly awkward at first, that natural hesitation of stepping past a boundary we had never crossed before. But as the minutes passed, the tension eased.

Being naked like this wasn’t just about shedding clothes—it was about shedding inhibitions. There was a freedom to it, an openness that felt both liberating and exhilarating. Still, I had to admit, my pulse quickened as I caught Steve and Emma stealing little glances at Michelle’s tits.

And who could blame them?

At 45, Michelle was absolutely stunning—5'2", 120 pounds, with mesmerizing blue eyes and long, golden blonde hair. Her tiny frame carried a perfect balance of delicate femininity and toned curves, her ass firm and round, her long legs leading up to a body that could rival any 25-year-old. And then there were her tits—gorgeous, perky 32D implants, perfectly shaped, with tight, ever-hard nipples and just the right size areolas. The only sign she’d ever given birth was the faint incision mark on her otherwise flawless, flat stomach—just above her completely bare, smooth pussy.

I wasn’t the only one appreciating the view.

Emma was 45, like Michelle, but stood a little taller at 5'5" and carried a bit more weight, probably around 140 pounds. She had striking blue eyes and medium-length blonde hair that framed her face in soft waves. In my opinion, she wasn’t as pretty as Michelle, but that didn’t mean she wasn’t attractive—far from it. Her body was tight and toned, her stomach flawlessly flat, her small B-cup tits perfectly shaped, with delicate, pink nipples that stood out beautifully against her tanned skin. And then there was her ass—that cute little thing I’d just gotten a glimpse of a few minutes ago.

Her pussy, however, was still hidden beneath the waterline. I hadn’t gotten a look at that yet.

I’d never really been attracted to Emma before. She was a friend, nothing more. But standing here, naked with her, watching the way her body moved so freely in the warm water, I had to admit—I was lusting over her a little now.

I took a sip of my beer and forced myself to look away, reminding myself that this was just harmless nudity between friends. But my body didn’t quite agree.

I was 42, standing at 6'3" and weighing in at 220 pounds. I kept myself in decent shape, though I had to work for it more than I used to. My head was shaved smooth—something I embraced years ago—and I prided myself on maintaining a completely hairless body, including my slightly above-average-sized cock.

Steve, on the other hand, had always been naturally lean, tall, and toned. He was 45 as well, with a bald head like mine, but where I had to battle my weight, he seemed to stay effortlessly fit. A lifetime of strict veganism kept him trim, and it showed.

And, as any man in this situation would, I found my gaze flicking toward him, sizing him up—not just his body, but what was swinging between his legs. I noted the light dusting of hair on his chest, the way his muscles cut more sharply than mine, and the fact that he was, like me, mostly hairless below the waist.

Then there was his cock—flaccid, but still looking to be a pretty damn good size.

I took another sip of my beer, forcing my gaze back up, pretending I hadn’t just done the very thing men always swore they didn’t do.

Naked or not, some curiosities were impossible to ignore.

The next couple of hours passed in a haze of conversation and sun-soaked relaxation. We floated in the water, sipped our beers, and let the warm tropical breeze wash over us, growing more comfortable in our nudity with each passing minute. It was strangely liberating, the four of us completely bare, letting go of any initial awkwardness as the afternoon stretched on.

At one point, Steve and I found ourselves alone in the bungalow, grabbing more beer from the kitchen while the women lingered downstairs in the water. The air-conditioning hit my bare skin as we stepped inside, the contrast from the heat outside making me instantly aware of just how naked we both were.

That’s when I got a proper look at him.

I had stolen a few quick glances earlier—what guy wouldn’t?—but now, standing next to him in the bright indoor lighting, there was no avoiding the comparison. His cock hung loose between his legs, thick and heavy, the head fully exposed, a reminder of the difference between us. Steve was circumcised. I wasn’t.

Size-wise, we were pretty close in length, but that’s where the similarities ended. Steve was definitely thicker than me—noticeably so. Even soft, his cock carried a weight to it, the kind of girth that couldn’t be ignored.

I felt a flicker of something unexpected—not quite jealousy, but an awareness. A quiet, instinctive acknowledgment of the difference. I’d never really thought much about circumcision before; growing up uncut, it had always just been normal to me. But now, standing here in full view of each other, the contrast was obvious. His shaft was smooth and thick, while mine, though respectable in its own right, had the natural taper of foreskin resting just over the head.

I reached for a beer, using the motion as an excuse to shift my focus.

"Crazy how fast it gets hot out there," I muttered, just to say something.

Steve nodded, grabbing a bottle for himself. "Yeah, you really feel it when you're not wearing anything."

He smirked, maybe catching on to the quick glance I’d taken, but he didn’t say anything. Just twisted open his beer and took a long, slow sip.

I did the same, feeling the cold liquid slide down my throat as we stood there, both knowing exactly what had just happened but leaving it unspoken.

After a moment, I cleared my throat. "We should probably get these down to the girls before they come looking for us."

"Yeah," Steve said, still smirking. "Wouldn’t want them to think we ran off to compare dicks or something."

I let out a short laugh, shaking my head as we headed back outside, the warm sun hitting our bare skin once again.

As we stepped back outside, the heat of the sun immediately warming our skin, Steve turned to me with a curious smile. "We had no idea you guys were nudists. We don’t have any other friends who are this open-minded, so this is a nice surprise."

I chuckled, twisting open my beer. "Michelle has always had a feeling that you and Emma were either nudists or… swingers."

Steve paused mid-step, giving me a look that was equal parts amused and intrigued. "What made her think that?"

I shrugged. "Not sure. Maybe it’s her woman’s intuition."

He considered that for a moment, then took a swig of his beer before asking, "Have you and Michelle ever played with other couples?"

His tone was casual, but there was an unmistakable weight behind the question.

I hesitated for just a second before saying, "Clarify what you mean by playing. Do you mean swinger stuff?"

Steve nodded. "Yeah."

I exhaled, deciding there was no reason to dance around it. "We’ve had sex in the same bed with another couple, but we’ve never swapped partners."

Steve’s expression didn’t change, but I could tell he was taking in every word.

I continued, explaining how we had other friends who were swingers, how we’d been invited to join them before but had never actually gone through with it. There had always been curiosity, always a lingering temptation, but so far, the line had never been fully crossed.

Steve seemed to process that before asking, "Did you enjoy it? The whole thing—having sex while someone else was watching?"

I let out a short laugh, not needing to think twice. "Fuck yeah! Michelle and I really enjoyed it. It was hot as hell. We were insanely turned on by it."

Steve gave a slow, knowing nod, his smirk deepening just slightly, as if confirming something he had already suspected.

The conversation hung between us for a beat, thick with unspoken possibilities.

Then, as if on cue, the sound of laughter drifted up from the water, breaking the moment. We glanced toward the stairs, where Michelle and Emma were still floating lazily, completely at ease in their nudity, oblivious to the quiet shift happening between Steve and me.

Without another word, we grabbed our beers and headed down to join them.

I glanced at Steve, my pulse kicking up a notch as I finally asked the question lingering between us. "Do you and Emma play with other couples?"

Steve smirked slightly, then nodded. "We don’t full swap, but we play. Pretty much everything except fucking."

I felt my grin spread instantly. "I’d be up for that," I admitted, then exhaled, shaking my head. "But I doubt Michelle would go for it."

Steve arched a brow.

"We’ve talked about playing with our swinger friends before," I explained, "but Michelle’s always been closed to the idea." I hesitated for a second, then decided to just say it. "That being said… I’ve always had this fantasy of watching Michelle with another man."

Steve studied me for a moment, then nodded as if something clicked into place. "Funny," he said, taking a slow sip of his beer. "Emma’s actually mentioned you and Michelle before. But we never asked because we never imagined you’d be open to it."

His smirk deepened, and then he added, "But I’m sure she’s happy with what she’s seen today."

As soon as the words left his mouth, I felt it—a surge of heat, a rush of blood straight to my cock.

I swallowed hard, locking eyes with him. "Are you happy with what you’ve seen?"

Steve didn’t hesitate. "Very."

Fuck.

I could feel my cock twitch, and the last thing I needed was to stand there fully exposed, sporting a growing hard-on while we were having this conversation. I quickly grabbed a couple of beers, needing a distraction, and made a beeline for the door. Steve followed behind, and as we stepped back outside, the sound of water lapping against skin and soft laughter met us.

The moment we hit the steps, the women’s conversation halted, their eyes shifting toward us. But it was Michelle’s gaze I noticed first.

She wasn’t looking at me.

Her eyes were locked on Steve as he walked behind me, drinking in his naked form with an openness that sent a jolt of electricity through me. She wasn’t even trying to hide it, wasn’t the least bit subtle in her interest.

And then she caught me watching her.

Instead of looking away, Michelle simply smiled—a slow, knowing curve of her lips, like she wasn’t the least bit ashamed of being caught. Like she wanted me to know exactly what she was thinking.

That smile flipped something inside me.

Maybe she would be up for playing with Steve and Emma. Maybe the idea wasn’t as impossible as I’d assumed.

And after seeing Emma naked, I sure as hell wasn’t opposed to the idea anymore.

My cock stirred again at the thought, thickening in anticipation. I clenched my jaw and stepped into the water, letting the warmth of the ocean swallow me, grateful for the cover as my body reacted to the possibilities unraveling before me.

After some easy conversation, the late afternoon began creeping toward evening, and talk of dinner naturally followed. Steve mentioned he had spotted a vegan-friendly restaurant listed in the yellow pages and asked if we’d be open to trying it out. We agreed, but Michelle stretched her arms above her head, letting out a soft sigh.

“I want to take a quick nap before we head out,” she said, her voice still lazy from the warmth of the sun. With that, she started wading toward the stairs, the water parting around her as she moved.

And just like that, all eyes were on her.

Her gorgeous little ass swayed with every step, droplets clinging to her smooth, tanned skin as she climbed onto the wooden platform. She didn’t hesitate—didn’t throw us a glance, didn’t acknowledge the attention she knew she had. Instead, she simply turned on the outdoor shower, letting the cool spray cascade over her body.

And then, she put on a show.

Slow, deliberate movements. A knowing tease. She lathered up her hands, sliding them across her soft skin, starting at her shoulders before working her way down to her full, round tits. Her fingers kneaded the supple flesh, squeezing, teasing, rolling her nipples between slick fingertips before moving lower, down the smooth plane of her stomach, over the subtle scar that barely hinted at her past pregnancy. And then, without hesitation, her hands moved between her legs, washing herself with an unabashed sensuality that made my breath hitch.

She never looked over, never acknowledged us, but she knew damn well we were watching.

By the time she finished rinsing off and disappeared into the bungalow, my hormones were raging, my cock thick and aching with need.

I couldn’t sit still any longer.

“Better be ready by seven,” Steve called out as I started toward the stairs, his voice filled with amusement.

I didn’t bother answering. My cock was already at half-mast, swaying between my legs as I climbed up, and I didn’t care to hide it anymore. The shower was still warm as I stepped under the spray, rinsing off quickly before heading inside. As I entered the bungalow, I caught a glimpse of both Emma and Steve sitting together, their eyes immediately dropping to my naked body.

Emma smirked. Steve simply smiled.

I hesitated for just a second, giving them a knowing look before moving straight to our bedroom.

Michelle was already waiting for me.

She lay sprawled on the bed, completely naked, legs spread wide, her fingers gliding slowly through the glistening wetness between her thighs. Her breathing was already deep, her skin flushed, her blue eyes dark with need as she watched me step inside.

“Get on the bed,” she ordered, her voice thick with lust.

I obeyed without hesitation, my cock now fully erect, the need to be inside her overpowering every rational thought. The moment I lay back, she climbed on top of me, positioning herself over my shaft. Her pussy was dripping, her slick heat pressing against the tip of my cock as she held my gaze, teasing herself with the thick head before finally sinking down, taking me in one slow, effortless slide.

A groan ripped from my throat as she bottomed out, her tight, wet cunt squeezing me like a vice. She didn’t waste time—her hips began moving instantly, rocking back and forth with an urgency that made my pulse hammer against my ribs.

Her tits bounced with every thrust, her fingers gripping my chest for leverage as she fucked me hard and fast, completely unrestrained.

I could feel it—her arousal, her hunger—how her body clenched tighter every time she took me to the hilt. It didn’t take long. Within seconds, she gasped, her back arching as the first orgasm slammed through her, her pussy clenching around my cock as she came hard, drenching me in her release. But she didn’t stop.

She kept riding me, her slick juices dripping down my shaft, smearing across my pelvis as her moans turned desperate.

I was right there with her, barely holding on.

Then, just as I felt myself teetering on the edge, the image of Michelle’s shameless hunger for Steve flashed through my mind—the way her eyes had followed him, the way she hadn’t even tried to hide her attraction.

The thought sent a primal jolt through me.

I grabbed her, pulling her down against my chest, burying my face in the crook of her neck as my orgasm hit. My cock pulsed deep inside her, thick ropes of cum spilling into her as I let go completely, the pleasure ripping through me like a tidal wave.

She moaned as she felt it, her hips slowing, grinding against me as if savoring the sensation of being filled.

For a long moment, neither of us moved, our bodies tangled in the humid air, the scent of sex thick between us.

Then Michelle exhaled a satisfied sigh and whispered, “I needed that.”

I smirked, still catching my breath. "Yeah, I could tell."

And with that, she rolled off me, stretching like a lazy cat before curling up beside me, completely spent.

Dinner could wait.

Michelle turned to me, her expression unreadable. "Do you know Emma and Steve are more than just nudists?"

Playing dumb, I raised a brow. "What do you mean?"

She hesitated for just a second, then said, "When you and Steve were inside the bungalow getting beer, Emma and I were talking about nudism—how freeing it feels, how nice it is to be this open. But then… I think she slipped up."

That got my attention. "Slipped up how?"

Michelle shifted slightly, swirling the water with her fingertips. "She told me that sometimes she and Steve ask other couples to sleep with them."

I exhaled slowly, my pulse kicking up a notch. "Yeah… Steve actually told me the same thing."

Michelle looked at me, her blue eyes sharp, searching. "And? What do you think about that?"

I hesitated, suddenly feeling the weight of my answer. This wasn’t just a casual question—this was a moment, a door creaking open to something that could change everything.

Cautiously, I admitted, "I’m open to the idea… with the right couple." I swallowed, then added, "And lately… I’ve been fantasizing about seeing you with another man."

Michelle’s lips parted slightly, surprise flickering across her face. "You want to see me fuck another guy?"

The bluntness of it sent a jolt through me. I forced myself to nod. "I think I’d be open to watching you play with another man… but it would have to be the right guy, the right situation."

She studied me, her expression unreadable. Then, after a beat, she asked, "What do you think of Emma and Steve?"

I took a breath, steadying myself. This was it. No more hypotheticals.

I met her gaze and said, "The more important question is, what do you think of Steve?"

For a moment, I expected hesitation, maybe even an outright dismissal. But to my absolute surprise, Michelle answered without missing a beat. "If we explore with anyone, I want it to be people we know—people we trust with something this private."

My heart thumped harder in my chest.

My mind started racing, fast and reckless, already painting the images in vivid detail. The idea of Steve touching Michelle, of him exploring her body, fucking her while I watched—it was exhilarating and terrifying at the same time. The conflict clawed at my chest, excitement warring with the deep-seated possessiveness I wasn’t sure I’d ever be able to shake.

And then there was Emma. The memory of her naked body flashed in my mind, how I had secretly lusted over her when she climbed out of the water. Could I handle seeing Michelle with Steve? Could I handle touching Emma myself?

The possibilities felt intoxicating.

Before I could spiral any further, Michelle’s voice pulled me back to the present.

"I think Steve and Emma are people we can trust."

Her words settled between us like a final decision, an unspoken agreement hanging in the thick, humid air.

And just like that, the door was no longer just open—it was wide fucking open.

My cock twitched, swelling with arousal as my mind spiraled into forbidden territory. The thought of my fantasy inching closer to reality sent a thrill through me—Michelle, on her knees, taking Steve’s thick cock into her mouth, her lips stretching around him, her eyes flicking up to meet mine as she sucked him deep. And Emma—her toned little body writhing beneath me, her legs spread wide as I buried my face between her thighs, tasting her, making her moan.

My cock was fully erect now, pulsing with need.

Michelle shifted beside me, her breathing slow and measured as if she could feel the weight of my thoughts. Then, without a word, her hand slid between us, fingers wrapping around my shaft. A shiver ran through me as she stroked me lazily, dragging her soft palm up and down my length, feeling the rigid heat of my arousal.

She didn’t rush. She took her time, teasing the swollen head with her thumb, spreading the first bead of precum as if testing just how ready I was. Then, finally, she moved, swinging her leg over me, straddling my waist as her wet pussy hovered just above my cock.

Her gaze met mine, dark with lust, before she reached down, gripping me at the base and rubbing the slick head against her entrance. A low groan rumbled in my throat as she teased herself with me, sliding my cock through her folds, coating me in her arousal.

Then, in one slow, effortless motion, she sank down onto me.

A sharp gasp escaped her lips as she took me to the hilt, her tight heat squeezing around my cock. She didn’t speak, didn’t have to—her body responded before her words ever could.

I shifted beneath her, thrusting in slow, shallow strokes, teasing her, stretching the moment as our minds burned with the same fantasy. She arched slightly, moving with me, her slick heat squeezing around my cock as we found a steady, unhurried rhythm. There was no rush, no frantic urgency—just a slow, intoxicating build as we both let our imaginations run wild.

Her breath hitched, her hands sliding up my chest, gripping my shoulders as our movements became more deliberate. The idea of another man touching her, fucking her, had always been something she dismissed—but now, she was grinding against me, moaning softly, her body betraying her true desires.

A sharp gasp escaped her lips. Her back arched.

Then, her whole body shuddered.

A deep, guttural groan tore from her throat as her pussy clenched hard around my cock, her orgasm rolling through her in waves. I held her close, feeling every delicious tremor, knowing exactly what had just pushed her over the edge.

She had just cum thinking about fucking Steve.

The realization sent another pulse of heat straight to my cock, but I forced myself to stay still, letting her ride out the pleasure. As her spasms faded, she melted against me, her breath warm against my chest, her body completely relaxed.

For a long moment, she stayed like that—silent, sated, lost in thought.

I stared up at the ceiling, my heart still pounding.

The door had been cracked open before.

Now, it was hanging wide fucking open.

Not long after that, it was time to get ready for dinner. Right at 7 o’clock, we met Steve and Emma in the living room, all dressed casually—the men in t-shirts and shorts, the women in light, flowing sundresses that hinted at the curves beneath. The air between us felt different now, charged with something unspoken, something we had all acknowledged in our own way but hadn’t fully addressed.

As we stepped toward the door, Michelle suddenly turned to Emma and asked, "Are you wearing panties to dinner?"

Emma laughed, giving a playful shrug. "Yeah, I am."

Michelle smirked. "I think this should be a panty-free week, don’t you?"

Without hesitation, Emma grinned and reached under her dress, slipping the tiny scrap of lace down her legs. Michelle did the same, both women bending slightly as they stepped out of their panties, leaving them in a crumpled heap right where they stood.

Steve and I exchanged amused glances, grinning like two men who had just won the lottery.

Neither woman made a move to pick them up. Instead, they simply smoothed their dresses back down, acting as if nothing had happened, before heading out the door.

Dinner was in Bora Bora, a short cab ride away, and I had to admit—I was skeptical about a vegan restaurant, but the meal was surprisingly good. Rich, flavorful, and filling in a way I hadn’t expected. The conversation was light at first, touching on travel, work, and the beauty of the island, but as the wine flowed and the relaxed energy settled in, the discussion naturally turned toward nudism.

I leaned back in my chair, running a finger over the rim of my glass. "I always wanted to check out that nudist resort near our house," I admitted. "When I started dating Michelle, I didn’t expect her to be into it, but she surprised me. We went a few times and loved the freedom of it… but the problem was the crowd. Not exactly the kind of people you’d want to see naked."

Emma and Steve laughed knowingly.

I glanced at them. "What about you guys? How did you get into it?"

Emma gave a playful tilt of her head, her blue eyes flickering with something mischievous. "I guess you could call us nudists because we like being nude, but really… we’re just very sexual people."

Steve smirked at her response but let her continue.

"A couple of years ago, we were in a hot tub with some friends," she said, swirling the last of her wine. "At some point, they started kissing. We didn’t know what else to do, so… we started kissing too. Next thing we knew, everyone was naked and having a really great time."

My cock twitched under the table, hardening at the thought of Emma naked, wet, tangled in bodies in the heat of a bubbling hot tub.

The more time I spent around her, the more I wanted her.

I shifted in my seat, adjusting discreetly before clearing my throat. "So… was it awkward after?"

Steve shook his head. "We didn’t play with that couple that night, so it wasn’t weird. But the next time we were together, after having sex with them watching… it actually enhanced our sex life. It added something new, made things fun again."

I felt another pulse of arousal, my mind painting the scene in vivid detail—Emma, flushed with excitement, knowing she was being watched. Steve, fucking her, turned on by the same voyeuristic thrill that had gripped me when Michelle admitted to lusting over him.

Michelle hadn’t said much, but I could see it—the way she listened, the way her fingers lazily traced the rim of her wine glass, her lips parted slightly as if she was thinking through the possibilities herself.

Steve turned his attention to Michelle, his expression curious but unreadable. "Would you feel comfortable if someone was watching you make love to Ben?"

Michelle hesitated for only a second before answering, her voice thoughtful. "I guess it depends on the situation. I felt really comfortable being naked with you and Emma today, so I would be fine in this situation. But I don’t think I’d be comfortable around strangers… or people I’m not attracted to."

Both Emma and Steve smiled at her answer.

I could feel the weight of the moment, the way the energy between the four of us was subtly shifting.

Trying to keep things moving, I asked, "Do you guys have any rules when you play?"

Steve leaned back in his chair, taking a sip of his drink before answering. "We allow kissing and touching, but that’s about as far as we generally go."

Emma tilted her head slightly, smirking as she interjected, "Sometimes we allow oral sex, but it just depends on the couple."

I swallowed hard, my cock already stirring again. The casual way Emma said it, as if talking about the weather instead of who she and Steve had sucked and licked, sent another pulse of heat straight to my groin. My mind was now racing with images—Michelle on her knees in front of Steve, taking him into her mouth, the way her lips would stretch around his thick shaft.

I shifted in my seat, discreetly adjusting myself under the table. I needed dinner to be over.

By the time we finished eating, the unspoken tension between us was undeniable. No one acknowledged it, but it was there—in the way our eyes lingered too long, the way Steve would glance at Michelle, the way Emma would occasionally wet her lips when looking at me.

Needing a distraction, we decided to walk to the nearby bar scene, hoping a little dancing and a few more drinks would shake off some of the heat simmering between us.

We found a small, lively bar with a live band playing and a packed dance floor. The music was pulsing, the crowd moving as one, bodies pressed close together in the dimly lit space.

After ordering a round of drinks, I turned to Emma and asked, "Would you like to dance?"

Her response was immediate. She popped up from her seat, grabbed my hand, and pulled me toward the dance floor with zero hesitation.

As we weaved through the crowd, I glanced back at Michelle. She met my eyes and gave me a slow, approving smile—one that sent a spark straight through my chest.

Emma and I moved into the rhythm easily, the beat pulsing through us as we swayed together. At first, it was playful—smiling, maintaining eye contact, moving in sync. But as the song changed and the drinks settled into our systems, our bodies drifted closer.

I stole glances down at her petite frame, my eyes trailing over her small, firm tits beneath her sundress, the way her hips moved, the way I knew she wasn’t wearing any panties. That fact alone made my cock stir again, knowing just how little was between her bare pussy and my thigh as we danced.

As time passed, the space between us shrank. Our movements became more fluid, more natural, our bodies brushing against each other—not overtly sexual, but charged with something undeniably hot.

Then Emma leaned in, her lips close to my ear, her voice low and teasing.

"I can feel you through your shorts."

I froze for a split second, a jolt of electricity running through me at her words.

Emma had always been friendly, playful, but this? This was different. This was deliberate.

I had spent years thinking of her as just Steve’s wife, our good friend, someone safe. But tonight, that version of Emma was fading. She wasn’t just my friend anymore—she was a sexy, confident woman pressed against me, openly acknowledging the fact that she could feel my cock against her body.

And fuck, she wasn’t wrong.

My semi-hard dick was straining against my shorts, and I knew exactly what she was talking about. I swallowed, forcing myself to stay composed, to act like it wasn’t affecting me as much as it was.

I just smirked, meeting her gaze, and kept dancing.

But inside, my pulse was hammering, my cock thickening, and my mind was spinning with the realization that maybe… just maybe… the door we’d cracked open earlier was about to be blown wide apart.

After a few more songs, we made our way back to the table, our bodies still humming from the heat of the dance floor. Steve and Michelle were seated close, the music forcing him to lean in, his lips brushing near her ear as he spoke. I smiled to myself, knowing that Michelle’s ears were one of her most sensitive spots—something Steve had no idea he was triggering.

And from the look on Michelle’s face, I knew exactly what that meant.

She was horny as hell.

Emma and I sat down, and Steve reached for Michelle’s hand, silently leading her toward the dance floor. I let them go without hesitation, my mind already stirring with the possibilities of the night.

Turning to Emma, I smirked. "You look sexy as hell in that dress. And I really enjoyed that dance."

Emma’s lips curled into a knowing smile, but before she could answer, my eyes flicked back to the dance floor.

Steve and Michelle were moving slowly now, bodies flush, their hands exploring in small, subtle ways. And then I saw it—Steve’s lips brushing against Michelle’s neck.

And she was letting him.

Not just letting him—tilting her head, subtly baring her throat, inviting his touch.

A jolt of arousal shot through me, my cock stiffening at the sight of my wife leaning into another man’s kiss.

Emma’s voice pulled me from my trance.

"Too bad we aren’t dancing naked," she teased, her voice light but laced with intent.

I turned to her, processing her words, and felt my pulse kick up another notch.

I hesitated for only a second before asking, "Should we take the other two back and dance in our bungalow?"

Emma followed my gaze toward Steve and Michelle—who, at that moment, were now lightly kissing on the dance floor.

She giggled, standing up. "Looks like they’d rather leave too."

I watched as she sauntered toward them, stepping between their embrace with a playful grin. Whatever she said made Michelle glance over her shoulder at me, her pupils dark with desire.

Without another word, Michelle took my hand, pulling me along as we all walked toward the exit.

Outside, I hailed a cab, the four of us slipping inside wordlessly, the tension crackling like static electricity.

Steve took the front seat while I slid into the back with Emma and Michelle.

The second the cab pulled away, Michelle turned toward me, her lips crashing onto mine.

Her kiss was deep, urgent, her tongue sliding against mine with unmistakable hunger. She wasn’t just turned on—she was desperate. I could feel it in the way she grabbed at me, how her fingers curled into my shirt as she pressed herself closer.

I didn’t need to ask if she’d accepted the idea of playing with Steve.

She had already made her decision.

I groaned into her mouth, matching her intensity, my cock thickening by the second. The heat of her body against mine, the taste of wine and desire on her lips—it was too much.

Then, suddenly, a new sensation.

A soft touch.

A hand resting on my thigh.

I broke the kiss just enough to glance down—and my breath caught.

Emma’s hand.

Her delicate fingers were splayed against my leg, light and deliberate. When I looked up, her blue eyes locked onto mine, unreadable but so full of intent.

Beside her, Steve was watching, his gaze flicking between us, his expression calm. Expectant.

A silent yes.

I didn’t speak. I didn’t have to.

Instead, I turned back to Michelle, kissing her even harder as Emma’s hand moved.

She slid it higher, fingertips trailing over the outline of my cock through my shorts, teasing me with just enough pressure to make me ache. She traced the length of my shaft with her palm, moving slow, testing, feeling.

It was just a simple touch—barely more than an introduction.

But fuck, it was enough to make me throb.

Emma pulled her hand away just as quickly as she had placed it, as if reminding me that this night was only just beginning.

And as the cab sped toward our bungalow, my pulse pounded with the certainty that this was going to be a night I would never forget.


Chapter 3

We arrived back at the hotel, paid the cab driver in hurried silence, and strode briskly through the lobby. The hotel bar was alive with music and the hum of conversation, a live band playing to a crowd packed tight with vacationers looking to let loose. But none of us so much as slowed down. There was only one thing on our minds now, the tension that had been building all night reaching an undeniable breaking point. We blew past the main building and headed straight for our bungalow, moving like a pack of animals too desperate to wait a second longer.

As the front door came into view, the need to get inside, to get naked, to get to it became overwhelming. Without a second thought, I grabbed the hem of Michelle’s dress and yanked it over her head in one swift motion. She let out a breathless gasp, her body immediately on display, bare and stunning in the moonlight. Steve, just as impatient, ripped off his shirt and dug into his pocket for the key. His chest was heaving, his muscles flexing as he fumbled for a second before finally shoving it into the lock.

The moment the bolt clicked, Steve threw the door open and dropped his shorts in one fluid movement. Emma let out a squeal of laughter before jumping into his arms, wrapping her legs around his waist as he caught her effortlessly. I barely had a second to process the sight before following them inside, kicking the door shut behind us. The energy was feverish now, primal, urgent. I pulled off my own shirt, yanked my shorts down, and let my rock-hard cock spring free, jutting out in front of me, fully engorged, pulsing with need.

Steve wasted no time. He carried Emma straight into the living room and threw her down onto the couch, their bodies moving in a flurry of hands and heat. Within seconds, he had stripped her of her dress, leaving her completely bare beneath him. At the same time, Michelle grabbed my wrist and yanked me toward the couch right next to them, her body trembling with anticipation. She threw herself backward, landing against the cushions with her legs spread wide, her wet, glistening pussy completely exposed beside Emma’s.

For the first time, I finally got a full view of Emma’s pussy. My breath caught, my cock throbbing painfully at the sight. She was completely shaved, her bare pink folds swollen and dripping, already soaked with arousal. And then, just as I was taking it all in, Steve slammed into her, burying his thick cock deep inside her in one brutal thrust.

I nearly lost it right then.

Emma cried out, her back arching as Steve drove into her, his hips snapping forward with a force that shook the couch beneath them. The sound of their bodies colliding, wet and raw, filled the room, the air thick with the scent of sweat and lust. My mouth went dry, my pulse hammering in my ears, my cock throbbing so hard it was almost painful.

I turned to Michelle—my beautiful, insatiable wife, already lost in her own desperate need—and I dove between her legs without hesitation.

The moment my tongue pressed against her slick folds, Michelle let out a sharp, desperate moan, her fingers tangling into my hair as she yanked me even harder against her. I groaned into her cunt, savoring the taste of her, licking up the sweet, intoxicating juices that coated her pussy. Her hips rolled against my mouth, grinding against me, demanding more.

Beside us, the sounds of Emma and Steve grew louder. Steve’s grunts were deep, guttural, raw with pleasure, while Emma was screaming—not just moaning, not just gasping, but screaming for him to keep going, to fuck her harder. The slap of flesh against flesh was deafening, each thrust driving into her with unrelenting force.

The room was nothing but sweat, heat, and the sounds of wild, animalistic fucking.

Michelle was writhing beneath me now, her thighs trembling, her moans dissolving into broken, gasping cries. My cock ached, pulsing between my legs, begging for relief. But I wasn’t stopping until I made my wife cum first.

And judging by the way she was bucking against my tongue, it wouldn’t take long.

"Fuck me harder!" Emma’s scream filled the room, her voice raw with need. Steve was giving her everything he had, his hips slamming into her relentlessly, his thick cock driving into her soaked pussy with punishing force. Her cries built to an almost frantic pitch before suddenly cutting off, her entire body seizing up. It was obvious—she was cumming, hard and repeatedly, waves of pleasure crashing over her.

"Oh my God! Oh my God! Fuck!" Emma was barely coherent, her voice cracking as Steve fucked her through her orgasm.

The sight of them, the rawness of it all, had my cock aching, but I wasn’t done with Michelle yet.

I tightened my grip on Michelle’s thighs and buried my face even deeper between her legs, my tongue lapping at her clit in long, deliberate strokes. She was already dripping, her pussy soaked with arousal, her body twisting beneath me as I worked her over. Her fingers were still locked in my hair, her hips rocking in desperate little rolls against my mouth, trying to chase the climax that was so close.

"Yes, yes—fuck, don’t stop!" Her voice was breathless, trembling, her thighs shaking harder by the second.

I sucked her swollen clit into my mouth, circling it with the tip of my tongue while pressing two fingers deep inside her, curling them just right to hit that perfect spot. Michelle’s entire body went rigid, her back arching so sharply her shoulders barely touched the couch.

"Oh God—oh fuck!" she cried, her pussy clamping around my fingers as she came, a hot rush of wetness coating my hand. She held my head against her, grinding against my face as her orgasm rolled through her, shuddering and gasping as wave after wave of pleasure tore through her.

Only when her grip on my hair loosened, when her body finally relaxed into the cushions, did I pull away—my lips glistening, my cock throbbing so hard it was almost unbearable.

I needed to be inside her. Now.

I rose up, gripping the base of my cock, and without hesitation, I drove my length deep into Michelle’s freshly fucked cunt. Her soaked heat swallowed me effortlessly, her body still trembling from her orgasm as I filled her to the hilt. Her hips bucked against me, and I set a steady rhythm, pulling almost all the way out before thrusting back in, deep and deliberate, just the way she liked it.

The slick, tight grip of her pussy was pure heaven, and I knew there was no way I’d last long. But I wanted to draw it out, wanted to savor every second of this.

Not long after I started, Michelle’s body began to tremble again. I knew that telltale shudder, the way her breath caught just before she came. I buried myself deep, grinding against her, not moving, just letting her feel me stretch her, fill her, own her. Her face flushed red, her nails digging into my back as she gasped, her whole body locking up.

"Yes!" she cried out, announcing to everyone in the room that she was cumming again.

I held perfectly still, letting her ride it out, feeling the way her walls pulsed around my cock, milking me as her climax rolled through her.

As her orgasm faded, I started moving again, thrusting deep and steady, my eyes flicking toward the couch next to us.

Emma was now on her knees, her hands braced against the cushions, and Steve had taken her from behind, his thick cock buried deep in her pussy. His hands were locked onto her waist, holding her steady as he drove into her, his muscles flexing with every powerful thrust.

The sight of my longtime friends fucking right in front of me, so raw and uninhibited, was something I never imagined I’d see. But now that I was watching it—experiencing it—I realized nothing had ever turned me on more in my life.

And as Michelle rocked against me, gasping my name, I knew we had just crossed a line that there was no coming back from.

As I thrust deeper into Michelle, my body humming with the overwhelming heat of the moment, an idea struck me. Without hesitation, I reached over and grabbed onto Steve’s left hand. He stiffened slightly, his attention snapping toward our joined hands, his brow furrowing in curiosity. I met his gaze, smirking as I guided his hand and placed it directly onto Michelle’s left breast.

For a moment, everything slowed. Steve’s movements inside Emma faltered as his focus shifted entirely to my wife beneath me. His fingers spread over Michelle’s soft skin, hesitantly at first, but then more assured as he gave her tit a slow, testing squeeze. Emma must have sensed the shift, because she lifted her head from the cushions and watched, her lips slightly parted as she took in the sight of her husband touching another woman.

Michelle let out a soft, shivering sigh, her gaze locking onto Steve’s as a smile curved her lips. There was no hesitation, no nervousness—just acceptance.

Encouraged, Steve rolled her nipple between his fingers, pinching and tugging lightly, testing her response. Michelle’s eyelids fluttered, her lips parting as her breath hitched. The sight of her enjoying another man’s touch, reveling in it, pushed me to the edge.

I tried to slow my thrusts, to hold on just a little longer, but the mounting pressure was unbearable. The way Steve touched her, the way Michelle let him, the pure eroticism of the moment—it was too much.

"I'm going to cum!" The words ripped from my throat, my entire body locking up as the orgasm surged through me.

I drove deep inside her, my cock throbbing as I emptied my load, volley after thick volley of hot cum spilling into her, coating her walls in warm release. My head tilted back, eyes squeezing shut, the pleasure crashing through me like a tidal wave.

Michelle gasped, her entire body tightening around me, her pussy pulsing with her own climax as she trembled beneath me. Her nails bit into my shoulders, her breath coming in soft, broken cries as she shuddered through her orgasm, milking me for every last drop.

For a long, breathless moment, we stayed there, tangled in the aftermath, our chests rising and falling in time. Eventually, Steve pulled his hand away from Michelle’s beautiful tit, but not before casting one last glance at her, his eyes dark with arousal. It was obvious—Michelle had loved every second of it just as much as I had.

With a satisfied groan, I withdrew my dripping cock from Michelle’s soaked pussy and sank onto the couch between the two women, my body still humming with lingering pleasure. But our night wasn’t over yet.

I turned my attention to Steve and Emma, just in time to see him grabbing her hips and slamming into her again, his thrusts picking up speed, his intensity growing. His muscles flexed with every movement, his cock driving into Emma’s soaked pussy in long, brutal strokes. The air was filled with the raw, wet sound of their bodies colliding, Emma moaning shamelessly as she took everything he gave her.

But it didn’t last long.

With a sharp grunt, Steve suddenly yanked himself free and staggered back, his cock glistening with Emma’s juices as he clenched his jaw, his breath coming in heavy, erratic bursts.

"Oh fuck!" he growled.

Emma knew exactly what that meant.

She turned on the couch, spinning to face him, her eyes immediately locking onto his cock, now thick and pulsing with the inevitable release. Without hesitation, she reached out, wrapping her fingers around his slick shaft, stroking him with quick, eager pumps. The head of his cock swelled, glistening with precum and the remnants of her arousal, and Emma stared at it, waiting, anticipating.

And then, before I even realized what I was saying, I turned to Michelle, met her still-dazed but curious gaze, and said the words that sealed everything.

"Help her."

Michelle didn’t even blink. Without hesitation, she slid off the couch, sinking to her knees beside Steve, her blonde hair cascading over her shoulders as she positioned herself close. Emma, still gripping his slick shaft, let go without a word, seamlessly allowing Michelle to take over.

My wife wrapped her small hand around Steve’s thick cock, her fingers barely able to encircle his girth. The sight was intoxicating—Michelle’s delicate fingers stroking another man, her wedding ring catching the light as it slid up and down his shaft, a symbol of our bond now wrapped around something so forbidden.

All three of us focused on the same thing, our breath held in anticipation.

Steve groaned, his muscles tightening, his hips twitching as his orgasm built to its peak. He reached down, gripping Michelle’s shoulder, steadying himself as his body prepared to unload.

And then, with a deep, guttural grunt, his cock swelled in Michelle’s hand, his hips jerking forward toward Emma as the first thick rope of cum erupted from his tip. The force of it was incredible—an explosive first shot that flew across the couch, landing on Emma’s bare skin.

Michelle held on, gripping him firmly, guiding the next powerful surge of cum as it pulsed from his cock in thick, hot streams. Shot after shot spilled from him, coating Michelle’s fingers, her wrist, the glistening head of his shaft. His cock throbbed violently in her grip, each spasm delivering another load of warm, sticky release.

The sheer intensity of Steve’s orgasm felt endless, the weight of it thick in the air. Emma watched in fascination, her lips parted, her body still trembling from her own climax. Michelle remained steady, her hand milking the last few drops from his sensitive tip before finally releasing him.

As she pulled her wet fingers away, Emma leaned forward, capturing Michelle’s lips in a slow, lingering kiss. The sight sent another pulse of heat straight to my cock—my wife, freshly covered in another man’s cum, kissing Emma like she’d done this a thousand times before.

Michelle broke the kiss and turned to me, her blue eyes searching mine for a reaction. I held her gaze, my lips curling into a slow, approving smile. She smiled back, her entire body glowing with post-orgasmic satisfaction.

Emma stood and disappeared into the bathroom, returning moments later with warm towels. We spent the next few minutes cleaning each other up—Emma and I, Michelle and Steve—wiping away the remnants of the night, but not the weight of what had just happened.

We had done it.

The seal had been broken on this new, unexplored part of our relationship, and to my surprise, it felt effortless. No guilt. No regret. Just an intoxicating, lingering satisfaction.

And as I looked around at these people—our closest friends, our lovers—I realized something else.

This wasn’t just sex. This was trust. This was freedom.

And fuck, it felt incredible.


Chapter 4

Emma, Steve, Michelle, and I lounged on the couch, our naked bodies sprawled in the open, the air between us still thick with the weight of what had just happened. The energy was different now—not awkward, not uncertain, but charged with the kind of unspoken connection that only comes from crossing a line together. My body was exhausted, but my mind? My mind was already racing ahead, craving more.

But were the others feeling the same?

I pushed myself up from the couch, stretching lazily before glancing toward the women. “Anyone want a drink?”

Michelle barely hesitated. “A beer sounds good.”

I turned toward Emma, catching her staring directly at my cock—semi-hard, glistening with the aftermath of what I’d just done to Michelle. There was no subtlety, no attempt to look away when I caught her. She was openly admiring me, her gaze lingering, her lips parting slightly.

Smirking, I pointed to my face. “Hey. Up here.”

Emma’s lips curled into a slow, teasing smile. “Yes,” she murmured, finally meeting my eyes, but still looking like she wanted to drop her gaze back down. “I’d love a beer.”

I didn’t need to ask Steve—I already knew he was in. As I headed toward the fridge, I heard the others shifting behind me, the soft creak of the back door opening. Michelle’s voice drifted back, casual but full of intent. “Meet us in the water out back.”

That was all I needed to hear.

Grabbing four beers, I stepped outside, the warm night air instantly wrapping around me. The sky was dark, endless, the stars scattered like diamonds against the blackness. The only real light came from the dim porch glow, just enough to illuminate the wooden stairs leading down to the water.

I made my way down, the cool sensation of the ocean swallowing me as I joined the others. The water was waist-deep, warm, calming—but the energy between us was anything but.

I passed out the beers, my voice light, but weighted with the undeniable satisfaction still buzzing in my veins. “Wasn’t that great?”

Emma let out a breathy laugh, taking a sip of her drink. “I admire everyone’s enthusiasm.”

I turned toward Michelle, stepping in closer, lowering my voice so only she could hear. “You amaze me every day, baby.”

She leaned in, her lips grazing my ear as she whispered, “I’ve been wanting to do that for years.”

I froze for a split second, the words hitting me with more impact than I expected.

Years?

I logged it away, making a mental note to revisit that later, but I didn’t acknowledge it out loud. Instead, I glanced at Steve, smirking. “You’re a fucking rock star, buddy.”

Steve chuckled, shaking his head. “Once Michelle got involved, I couldn’t help myself.”

Emma rolled her eyes, smirking. “Steve’s been dying to have Michelle touch him for years.”

We all laughed, the tension morphing into something easier, something familiar—but beneath it, the electricity still crackled. We stood there in the water, half-drinking, half-processing everything, and I realized something.

I was still thinking about Emma.

Watching her earlier had changed everything. Seeing her bent over the couch, taking Steve’s cock so beautifully, cumming so hard she was screaming… it flipped a switch in my brain I hadn’t expected. She wasn’t just our friend anymore. She wasn’t just Steve’s wife.

She was someone I wanted. Badly.

And I had a feeling she knew it.

Unfortunately, the conversation took a shift back toward reality. Plans for tomorrow. Sightseeing. The city bus tour that was supposed to be a great way to take in the island. The four of us agreed to be up at 8 AM, and just like that, the moment passed. Michelle and I finished our drinks, exchanged a few more words with Emma and Steve, and started heading up the stairs.

Just as we reached the first step, Steve’s voice called out.

“Hey, guys.”

Michelle and I both turned back.

“Thanks for inviting us to Bora Bora.”

A slow, knowing smile spread across my face. I glanced down at Michelle, seeing the same expression mirrored in her own. Without hesitation, she gave Steve a thumbs-up before turning toward me, taking my hand, and leading me inside.

As the door shut behind us, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this trip had only just begun.

Once inside our room, I shut the door, turning toward Michelle as the weight of the night settled between us. For a moment, neither of us spoke. We just stood there, smiling, staring into each other’s eyes, lost in the shared experience of what had just happened. My thoughts were a tangled mess—excitement, arousal, disbelief. The fact that we had just been intimate with our closest friends was one thing, but what truly rattled me was Michelle’s willingness, her eagerness, to wrap her fingers around Steve’s cock.

I tried to process it all, the heat still lingering in my veins. The image of her kneeling before him, her small hand stroking his thick shaft, her wedding ring in full view as if marking the contrast between the familiar and the forbidden—it was burned into my brain now, impossible to ignore.

After a couple of minutes of silence, I finally broke it.

“So, how did it feel?”

Michelle’s lips curled into a teasing grin. “Hard and veiny.”

I let out a sharp laugh, shaking my head, and within seconds, we were both laughing uncontrollably, the tension breaking, the moment turning light. It felt good to let it out, to embrace the absurdity, the thrill, the sheer wildness of what we had done.

After what felt like an eternity, I caught my breath and smirked. “No, smart ass. I meant, how did it feel to touch another man’s cock?”

Michelle’s smile didn’t fade, but she didn’t answer right away. Instead, she simply held my gaze, something unreadable flickering in her expression. Then, slowly, she lowered her eyes, her silence saying more than words could.

I tilted my head. “You’ve been wanting to do that for years, huh?”

Still smiling, she looked down again, exhaling softly. “Yeah.”

That one word sent a bolt of something sharp and electrifying through me.

I stepped closer, my voice quieter now. “Please explain.”

Michelle’s fingers played with the hem of her dress, a nervous energy rolling off her. But it wasn’t the kind of nervousness that came from regret—it was the kind that came from opening up, from knowing she was about to reveal something she had kept to herself for a long time.

I could feel it now. This wasn’t just a spur of the moment thing for her. This wasn’t just some heat of the night decision.

Michelle had wanted this.

For years.

And as I waited for her answer, my pulse pounded with anticipation, my body already responding to the realization that this—this trip, this moment, this shift in our marriage—was about to go somewhere I had only fantasized about before.

I just had to know how deep it ran.

Michelle’s expression softened as she took a slow breath, her fingers idly tracing the edge of her thigh. “I’ve always had a little thing for Steve since the first day you introduced me.”

The words sent a quiet thrill through me. I had spent years assuming Michelle’s desires revolved solely around me, that her thoughts never drifted elsewhere. But now, here she was—completely bare, not just in body, but in truth, revealing something she had never once hinted at before.

She met my eyes, her gaze steady. “And it’s not just Steve,” she continued. “I’ve been extremely attracted to Emma too.”

That was unexpected. I sat forward slightly, my pulse kicking up a notch. “So… you’re attracted to Emma also?”

Michelle hesitated, as if weighing her words, then nodded. “As you know, I’m not normally into women. But there’s something about Emma that turns me on.”

Wow.

Michelle had always been the most thoughtful, deliberate woman I had ever known—never one to act on impulse, never one to reveal attraction to anyone but me. And yet, here she was, openly admitting not only her lust for Steve but also her unexpected desire for Emma.

I let that settle, processing the shift between us, the way the air felt heavier now, tinged with something new. Then, finally, I plopped down onto the couch beside her. “Tell me more,” I said, my voice quieter now, more eager than I intended.

She smiled, glancing at me before looking away, as if embarrassed to admit it out loud. “I fantasize about kissing Emma… touching her.” She ran a hand through her hair, exhaling. “But mostly… my fantasy is having passionate sex with Steve.”

The honesty of it sent a pulse of heat straight through me.

Hearing Michelle confess her desire to fuck Steve, not just as a casual thought, but as a long-standing fantasy, had my mind spinning in ways I couldn’t control. This was beyond what I had imagined. This wasn’t just playful curiosity. This was something she had wanted.

“Your turn,” she said suddenly, breaking through my thoughts. Her eyes locked onto mine, playful but intense. “Tell me about your fantasies.”

I took a slow breath. No point in holding back now. “I fantasize about watching you fuck someone we know.”

Michelle’s lips curled into a small, knowing smile. “Which of our friends have you thought about watching me with?”

I met her gaze, steady and sure. “Steve.”

She held my stare for a moment, something flickering in her expression—excitement, curiosity, arousal.

Then, shifting slightly on the couch, she leaned in just enough that her voice came out softer, more sultry. “What turns you on about seeing me with Steve?”

“Men have an unspoken curiosity about their friend’s wife,” I admitted, stretching out beside Michelle in bed. “I’ve never really been attracted to Emma, but I’ve wondered what she looks like naked. It’s just the way the male brain is wired, I guess. In the fantasy world, I can give my friend something he’s always wondered about, and vice versa.”

Michelle hummed in quiet understanding, her fingers idly tracing circles on my chest. There was something different in the way she looked at me now—not just as her husband, but as someone who was willing to explore these thoughts with her. To give them space to exist in reality.

With that, we both slipped under the covers, the weight of the night settling in as exhaustion finally overtook us.

The morning came too soon.

We got up and prepared for what would undoubtedly be a long day of sightseeing. After getting dressed, we met Emma and Steve in the living room, sharing quiet cups of coffee before heading out. The air between us was light, playful, tinged with something unspoken but deeply felt.

As we walked to the lobby, my gaze kept drifting to Emma’s cute little ass. This time, it was hidden beneath a pair of loose shorts, but I knew exactly what was underneath. The image of her naked, bent over, taking Steve’s cock as she moaned shamelessly, was still burned into my brain. And fuck, I already couldn’t wait to see her that way again.

The day itself was long—hours of sightseeing, taking in the island’s beauty, listening to guides talk about history and culture—but the flirtation between the four of us made it fun. Something had shifted overnight, subtle but unmistakable. Emma and Steve were far more touchy-feely today, their hands lingering longer, their playful teasing carrying an undertone that hadn’t been there before. And it wasn’t just them—Michelle and I had fallen into it too. The way her hand would brush against Steve’s arm, the way Emma’s fingers trailed lightly over my back when we passed through a crowded street. The interest was obvious.

By the time we got dropped off back at the hotel, exhaustion had set in. We walked back to our bungalow and collectively agreed on a nap before dinner.

Michelle and I retreated to our bedroom, collapsing onto the bed together. Within minutes, we were both asleep, wrapped in the lingering warmth of the day’s adventure.

When we finally emerged, stretching and shaking off the haze of sleep, we found that Emma and Steve were still in their room. Not wanting to waste a perfectly good afternoon, Michelle and I grabbed a couple of beers and stepped out back for some naked relaxation in the sun.

The heat of the afternoon was thick, the gentle ocean breeze barely cooling the warm air against our bare skin. I stretched out on a lounge chair, sipping my beer as Michelle settled beside me, her golden skin glowing under the sun.

She took a sip of her drink before turning to me. “So, how do you think today went?”

I smiled. “I think it went great. The island is beautiful, and the flirting was fun.”

Michelle studied me for a moment, tilting her head slightly. “Did it make you jealous?”

I considered that for a second before shaking my head. “Not really. It was fun watching Steve show interest in you, but it was kind of weird having Emma flirt with me. I’ve known her for so long, and never in a million years did I think she would ever be interested in me like that.”

Michelle nodded, sipping her beer again. Then, after a pause, she met my gaze. “I was a little bit jealous,” she admitted, “but I enjoyed watching you two interact.”

That caught my attention.

She didn’t just tolerate it—she enjoyed it.

The thought settled in my mind, warm and enticing. She had watched me flirt with Emma, and instead of feeling territorial, she had liked it. Was she starting to become interested in the same ideas I had?

A few quiet moments passed, the only sound the soft waves rolling against the shore. Then, out of nowhere, Michelle spoke again.

“Do you remember Emma and Steve telling us they’ve had oral sex with another couple?”

I turned to her, nodding. “Yeah.”

She hesitated, licking her lips, choosing her words carefully. “Do you… want to take that next step with them?”

My heart pounded.

I forced myself to stay composed, to think, even though every nerve in my body was already buzzing with excitement. I had fantasized about this for years, dreamed of the moment Michelle would offer this without me even having to ask. And here it was—laid out in front of me like the most tempting gift imaginable.

But I knew I had to handle this right.

I couldn’t jump too fast, couldn’t let my eagerness scare her away.

So I took the marital approach, thinking carefully before letting the words explode out of my mouth.

Inside, I was jumping out of my skin.

But on the surface? I played it cool.

“We’ve both fantasized about it. I’d be okay with it… but only if you are.” My voice was steady, measured, but inside, my pulse was pounding. The words felt huge, like they were shifting the foundation of everything we had built together.

I took a breath and continued, “I won’t lie, these last couple of days… I’ve developed an interest in Emma. We know them. We trust them. If either of us is uncomfortable, we never have to do it again.”

Michelle held my gaze, considering my words carefully, her blue eyes searching mine for any hint of doubt. When she found none, a soft smile crept onto her lips.

Without another word, we kissed, sinking into each other, the heat of the island sun still warming our bare skin. Michelle’s arms wrapped around my neck as our bodies pressed together in a tight embrace. I ran my hands down her back, feeling the familiar curves of my wife, but now with the added thrill of knowing that I was about to share her.

And fuck… I liked it.

The thought of Steve’s hands on Michelle, his thick cock stretching her, his mouth tasting the same perfect skin I had worshipped for years—it didn’t make me jealous. It made me excited.

Then, suddenly, we heard Emma’s voice break through the moment.

“Hey guys! Do you want a beer?”

Michelle and I turned toward the stairs, finding Emma standing there, completely naked, a bright, innocent smile on her face as if she hadn’t just interrupted an intimate confession between husband and wife.

I stalled before responding, using the moment to let my gaze travel over her flawless little body. Her small, perky tits sat high on her chest, her nipples already slightly hard from the cool air, and her completely bare pussy was right there—smooth, pink, and so fucking inviting. The sight alone sent a fresh pulse of heat straight to my groin.

I gave her a thumbs-up, watching as she turned and walked back inside, my eyes glued to the soft sway of her round little ass.

Michelle exhaled beside me. “She’s so cute.”

I was thinking the same thing.

Less than a minute later, Emma reappeared, making her way down the stairs and into the water with us. She waded in slowly, her toned, petite body glistening under the sun. She grinned as she reached us. “I see some beautiful bodies down here.”

Michelle smirked. “I see a beautiful body joining us.”

Emma handed out the beers, and then, without hesitation, Michelle leaned in and gave her a quick but unmistakable kiss on the lips.

It was soft. Simple. But powerful as hell.

The moment lingered for just a second too long, both women pausing, smiling at each other afterward. My cock twitched involuntarily beneath the water. I had never seen Michelle interact with another woman like that before, and fuck if it wasn’t the hottest thing I’d ever witnessed.

Trying to ground myself, I cleared my throat. “So, where’s Steve?”

Emma sighed dramatically. “Moving so slow this morning. But he’ll be down soon.”

The conversation continued, light and casual, but I wasn’t fully present. The talk I had just had with Michelle made everything feel real now. I wasn’t just fantasizing about it anymore. It wasn’t just a hypothetical.

Michelle was ready.

Which meant Emma was real to me now—not just as Steve’s wife, not just as our friend, but as a possibility.

I kept stealing glances at her, watching the way the water glided over her skin, the way her perky tits moved with each shift of her body, and more than anything, I kept thinking about what she tasted like.

I needed to step away before I lost my composure completely.

After just a few minutes, I excused myself and headed up to the bungalow. The idea of fucking Emma was consuming my thoughts, but I had another conversation I needed to have first.

Inside, I found Steve sitting on the couch, sipping a cup of coffee, still completely naked. His legs were spread slightly, and his flaccid cock hung straight down over his balls, thick and heavy-looking, even soft.

I tried not to stare, but the thought was already creeping in. Michelle is going to put that in her mouth.

Fuck.

Steve looked up as I sat in the chair across from him, setting my beer on the table. We made small talk for a minute or two, but the words felt empty, like we were both just waiting for the real conversation to begin.

I leaned forward, meeting his gaze. “Michelle and I just had a conversation…” I exhaled, feeling the weight of what I was about to say. “And we want to take our friendship to the next level.”

The words hung between us for a moment.

Then, as if we both already knew where this was heading, we grinned at each other.

I leaned back in my chair, my fingers drumming lightly against my thigh as I looked Steve in the eye. “Michelle told me her fantasy.” My voice was steady, deliberate, letting the weight of those words settle before I continued. “She admitted that she’s fantasized about you for years… and then we realized something crazy.” I exhaled a slow breath, letting the moment hang. “We’ve both been fantasizing about you and Emma for years, but we never knew it.”

Steve’s brows lifted slightly, the surprise on his face looking genuine. But after a beat, he let out a short chuckle and ran a hand over his scalp. “Damn,” he muttered. Then, as if deciding there was no reason to hold back now, he leaned forward. “Okay, I have to admit something too. Emma and I have talked about you guys before.”

I tilted my head slightly. “Yeah?”

Steve smirked. “Emma has wanted to suck your cock since the day she met you.”

My cock twitched at his words.

He leaned back, taking a sip of his coffee like he had just dropped the most casual bombshell in the world. “We’ve even role-played about you guys. More than once. Emma acts like a wild animal when she gives you a blowjob.”

My pulse kicked up a notch. I shifted slightly in my seat. “So she gives you head… and pretends it’s me?”

Steve gave a slow nod, his smirk widening.

That image—Emma on her knees, sucking Steve’s cock while imagining it was mine—sent a surge of heat straight to my groin. I could feel my dick hardening, swelling against my thigh, and judging by the subtle shift of Steve’s posture, he was right there with me. His cock, which had been soft and hanging just minutes ago, was now at half-mast, thick and stirring with arousal.

“Emma and I talked about it in bed last night,” Steve admitted. “We were this close to breaking down your door.”

We both laughed, but there was an unmistakable edge to it—an energy, a shared knowing of exactly where this was heading.

I exhaled. “Michelle and I have never done this before. What are the rules?”

Steve hesitated for a second before answering, his tone turning more serious. “I’ll be blunt—Emma wants all of you.”

A fresh jolt of arousal shot through me at his words.

“She and I have never gone past oral with another couple,” Steve continued. “But this… this would be new for us too. We talked it over last night, and we both agree—you and Michelle are the couple we want to try it with.”

I glanced down at myself, watching as my cock hardened completely within seconds. I made no effort to hide it. There was no point. Steve had already seen me hard, and right now, the thought of what we were discussing—of Emma’s mouth wrapped around me, of Michelle’s lips around his cock—was too much to ignore.

I met his gaze, my voice thick with anticipation. “I’m pretty hot for Emma right now,” I admitted, my cock twitching against my thigh. “And I know Michelle is hot for you.”

Steve grinned, his own erection now fully formed, thick and heavy between his legs. “Well then, let’s make this happen. We were going to propose it later in the week anyway—if things were going well.”

I smirked. “Michelle and I talked about her giving you head, and vice versa, but we didn’t talk about a full swap…” I paused, letting my words sink in before adding, “Although, I’m pretty sure she wouldn’t stop you.”

We both smiled at that, and without another word, we jumped up, grabbed some beers, and headed toward the stairs, our cocks bobbing slightly as we walked. At this point, there was zero embarrassment—I wanted Emma and Michelle to see me like this.

As we stepped outside and started down the stairs, the women turned toward us immediately, their eyes dropping to our obvious erections.

Emma arched a brow and smirked. “You boys weren’t jerking each other off up there, were you?”

Michelle quickly chimed in, her tone playful yet deliberate. “Ben was probably just telling Steve about our little conversation earlier.”

Emma cocked an eyebrow, her curiosity piqued. “What little conversation?”

There was a brief pause. Michelle glanced at me before turning back to Emma, her expression open, but charged with meaning. “Ben and I have really been enjoying the nakedness… and we definitely enjoyed what happened last night. And since the chemistry between the four of us seems to be going great, we wanted to ask if you and Steve would be willing to go a little further with us.”

I watched as Emma’s playful smirk faded into something more serious—not apprehensive, but thoughtful. She didn’t respond right away. Instead, she turned to Steve, meeting his eyes, exchanging something silent and unspoken between them.

Then, slowly, a small smile curved at her lips, and when she turned back to me, there was no hesitation.

“That’s funny,” she said, locking onto my gaze. “Because Steve and I had the same conversation last night after you two went to bed.”

A wave of heat rolled through my stomach, that sudden, exhilarating flutter of fuck, this is really happening.

I had fantasized about this for so long—Emma’s mouth around my cock, Michelle taking Steve inside her, watching them together, hearing her moan for another man—but now, in this moment, the reality of it made my pulse pound in a completely different way. Excitement, yes. But also a raw, unfamiliar nervousness. Because Michelle’s fantasy—our fantasy—was no longer just talk. It was about to happen.

Steve took a breath and ran a hand over his head. “Emma and I agree,” he said, his tone easy, natural. “But we don’t want to force anything or make it uncomfortable between us. If it happens, great. If not, that’s great too. It has to be natural.”

Emma nodded. “There’s no obligation to do anything with anyone. We’re all here to enjoy Bora Bora first and foremost.”

That grounding statement should have eased some of the tension in my chest, but all I could focus on was Emma—the way her body moved as she spoke, the way her perky little tits lifted just slightly with every breath. The way her tongue darted out to wet her lips, like she knew exactly how much power she was holding over me in that moment.

I needed to break the tension before I got too lost in my own head.

“How about we act like kids and play a little game of Truth or Dare?” I offered, smirking.

The suggestion earned a round of giggles, but before anyone could respond, Emma tilted her head and leveled me with a look—a look that sent another pulse of heat straight to my cock.

“Screw the game,” she said smoothly. Then, without breaking eye contact, she let the next words roll off her tongue, slow and deliberate.

“I’ll just start by telling you that I’ve wanted to suck your dock for a long time.”

My cock twitched instantly.

I grinned, my response coming without hesitation. “And I want you to suck my cock for a long time.”

Laughter erupted between the four of us, but beneath it, the air crackled. Because this wasn’t just a joke.

I glanced over at Michelle, immediately catching the look of surprise on her face. It was subtle, but I knew her well enough to recognize the flicker of something—not quite discomfort, but a moment of processing. Hearing another woman openly say she had been wanting to suck my cock was a new experience for her.

Emma, still grinning, turned to Michelle. “Your turn,” she teased.

Michelle hesitated for just a second before shifting her gaze to Steve. There was a slight awkwardness in her expression, a hesitation that told me she wasn’t sure how bold to be. “Steve, you go next.”

Steve, never one to back down from an opportunity, leaned slightly forward and met Michelle’s eyes. His voice was smooth, confident, but not overbearing. “If we’re being honest here, I’ll just come out and say it—I would love to make passionate love to you, Michelle.”

I nearly smirked. Perfect answer.

Steve knew exactly what to say. The words weren’t crude or aggressive. They were sensual, intimate, perfectly calculated to make Michelle feel wanted in the deepest way. And fuck, it worked—on both of us. My cock was already throbbing, my blood pumping harder with each passing moment.

Michelle, however, still looked slightly unsure, like she was struggling to process everything. This was the moment we had talked about, the moment I knew was coming, but I could sense the weight of it hitting her all at once.

Wanting to ease her tension, I spoke up. “Michelle and I talked earlier. We haven’t really discussed sex with you two, but…” I exhaled slowly, locking eyes with her, making sure she felt the truth of my words before saying them. “I’ll admit—it would turn me on if it happened.”

There. It was all on the table now.

Everything we had hinted at, flirted around, danced with—it was spoken aloud, out in the open, real. And judging by the way Steve and Emma’s eyes lit up, I could tell they felt it too.

Just as I was about to steer things forward, Emma grinned and broke the silence. “Should we all go upstairs and have another beer?”

Michelle exhaled sharply, as if the question was a lifeline, something to ground her for just a moment. “That’s the best suggestion I’ve heard all day.”

And with that, we started toward the stairs.

I intentionally moved closer to Emma, while Steve gravitated toward Michelle. There was something unspoken in the way we paired off, something completely natural about it. As we waded through the water, I noticed Michelle slowing down slightly, letting Emma and Steve move ahead. Then, just as I reached her, she stopped at the base of the stairs, turned to me, and kissed me.

It was soft, slow, filled with something deeper than lust. A confirmation. A reassurance.

When she pulled away, her voice was barely above a whisper. “I like both of their suggestions.”

A slow grin spread across my face. “So do I.”

We kissed again, lingering just long enough before turning and following Emma and Steve inside.

Steve was already at the fridge, pulling out beers, while Emma casually made her way toward the couch in the living room. I naturally moved toward Steve, taking two bottles from him as our eyes met.

Neither of us spoke. We just grinned uncontrollably, like two men who had just won the goddamn jackpot.

With beers in hand, we made our way to the living room.

And then, as we rounded the corner, my breath caught.

Michelle and Emma were making out on the couch.

The scene in front of me was unlike anything I had ever witnessed, unlike anything I had ever imagined actually happening.

They weren’t just kissing playfully. This was something more—slow, deliberate, sensual. Their naked bodies were wrapped together, limbs tangled effortlessly, mouths exploring in a way that told me this wasn’t just for show.

Emma was mostly on top, her petite frame draped over Michelle, her leg hooked over my wife’s thigh, pressing their bodies flush against each other. Michelle’s hands ran gently down Emma’s back, her fingers splayed as if savoring the feel of her soft skin.

But the part that truly sent a surge of heat straight to my cock?

Emma’s right hand was cupped around Michelle’s left breast, kneading it softly as they kissed, her fingers rolling over the stiff peak of Michelle’s nipple.

Steve and I stood frozen for a moment, watching in awe as Michelle and Emma continued their slow, sensual exploration of each other. Our cocks stood thick and hard, protruding from our bodies without a hint of shame. The scene in front of us—our wives entangled, their naked bodies pressed together, mouths hungry, hands wandering—was more erotic than anything I had ever witnessed in real life.

But after the initial shock, my eyes drifted lower, locking onto the perfect view of Emma’s completely bare pussy.

Her legs were still hooked over Michelle, her soft pink folds glistening, slightly spread from the way her body was positioned. My chest tightened, my breath growing heavier as I realized how badly I wanted to taste her.

This was the moment I was going to make it happen.

Without hesitation, I set my beer on the floor and moved toward Emma, a surge of lust-fueled confidence driving me forward.

I reached for her ankle, my grip firm but gentle as I guided her leg off of Michelle’s body. As I moved her limb back over herself, her swollen, wet lips spread open slightly, offering me an even better view. My cock pulsed at the sight, the raw, exposed beauty of her sex more intoxicating than I had ever imagined.

Gripping both of her ankles, I pushed her legs upward, fully exposing her to me.

Her tight, bald pussy. Her delicate little pink asshole. Fuck.

It was more than I had expected—more than I had prepared for. She was gorgeous, spread and waiting, glistening and wet.

I didn’t waste a second.

In one swift motion, I lowered my head and sealed my mouth over her pussy, covering her completely in a deep, hungry kiss.

Emma’s entire body jolted, her hips jerking instinctively at the first touch of my lips. I sucked her soft labia into my mouth, pulling at them slightly, tasting the sweet, addictive flavor of her. My tongue flicked against her heat, and a rush of warm, fresh arousal coated my mouth, her juices filling my senses.

She gasped, her fingers immediately tangling into my hair, gripping me hard, yanking my face deeper into her cunt.

The scent of her—the scent of a new woman—was intoxicating.

But it wasn’t just any woman.

It was Emma.

I sucked hard, drawing every inch of her into my mouth before slowly releasing the pressure. My lips found her clit, capturing the swollen nub between them, teasing it with slow, deliberate strokes of my tongue.

Just then, Emma let out a sharp cry.

“Oh yeah, baby. Eat her pussy!”

The words sent a shiver through me, but at first, I didn’t register why.

Then it clicked.

She wasn’t talking to me.

She was talking to Steve.

The realization hit me like a wave, crashing through my body in a fresh surge of arousal.

Steve was going down on Michelle.

I wanted to pull away, to watch as he pleasured my wife with his mouth, to see his face buried between her legs, but Emma wasn’t letting me go anywhere. Her grip was firm, demanding, wordlessly telling me she needed me to keep going.

The thought of Steve’s tongue inside Michelle only fueled me further.

I tightened my grip on Emma’s thighs, adjusting my position as I refocused.

With long, slow strokes, I ran my tongue vertically between her slick folds, tasting every inch of her soft, silky cunt. She was fucking delicious. So sweet. So perfect.

The realization that I was finally devouring my friend’s wife, that I was tasting Emma after all these years of wondering, sent me into a frenzy.

Growling against her heat, I sucked her clit deep into my mouth.

Emma let out a loud moan, her body arching as the pleasure coursed through her.

I flicked my tongue over her swollen bud, tracing delicate patterns, teasing, tasting, keeping her on edge before shifting into a slow, steady rhythm.

Her hips began to move, rolling into my face, her legs trembling slightly in my hands. I knew then—I had found exactly what she needed.

My fingers slid between her slick folds, gliding through her wetness before pressing gently at her entrance.

The moment my fingertips breached her, Emma gasped.

“Yes!”

Encouraged, I pushed deeper, sinking two fingers inside her, feeling her warm, soaked walls stretch around me. I curled them upward, searching for that perfect spot.

The moment I found it, I began to rub in slow, firm strokes, my tongue still working her clit in perfect unison.

Emma was losing it.

Her hands tugged at my hair, her thighs squeezing around my head, her hips rocking urgently against my face.

The sounds of her pleasure—moaning, gasping, whimpering—filled the air, mixing with the unmistakable wet sounds of my tongue against her cunt.

The aroma was intoxicating, thick and heavy in the air, a scent I had known for years—the unmistakable essence of arousal, of raw, uninhibited pleasure. And yet, this was Emma. The realization sent another pulse of heat through my cock, still achingly hard as I worked my fingers inside her.

Emma’s body jerked suddenly, her hips bucking wildly against my face.

Her breath hitched, breaking into a sharp, uncontrollable scream.

I didn’t let up. My tongue remained relentless, my lips wrapped around her clit, pulling, sucking, driving her over the edge. Her thighs clamped around my head as her entire body convulsed, trembling violently beneath my grip.

Then I felt it.

The first trickle of wetness, warm and sudden, coating my lips.

And then—fuck.

A surge of liquid erupted from her cunt, hitting my chin, spilling down her thighs, drenching the floor in an unstoppable, glistening stream.

I pulled back slightly, stunned, watching as Emma squirted all over the living room floor, her body still shaking through the aftermath.

Jesus Christ.

I had never seen anything like it.

She twitched and gasped, her breath ragged, her body slowly coming down from the orgasm that had just rocked through her. I wiped my mouth, my heart pounding, my cock throbbing harder than I thought possible.

I turned, hoping to catch the same sight with Michelle, hoping to see Steve buried between her legs, but instead—

Michelle was moving.

She was getting up from the couch, switching places with Steve.

The instant Steve dropped onto the cushions, Michelle sank to her knees in front of him, positioning herself between his spread legs.

I watched, stunned, as my wife wrapped her small fingers around his thick cock, stroking him slowly, deliberately, from base to tip. His shaft twitched under her touch, and as her grip reached the swollen head, a thick bead of pre-cum oozed from the tip.

Michelle paused, staring, squeezing his cock just enough to force out even more.

She turned, her blue eyes locking onto mine, reading my expression, checking for any hesitation. But all she found was hunger.

I gave her the smallest nod.

She smirked.

Then, without looking away, she turned back to her new cock.

Michelle leaned forward, her lips parting, her tongue flicking out to taste the slick, glistening tip. She let out a soft moan as she lapped up his pre-cum, then moved lower, tracing her tongue down his shaft, dragging it along the thick vein that ran underneath.

Steve groaned, his head falling back, his breath coming heavier.

She licked all the way to the base, lingering there, inhaling the scent of another man’s arousal, then slowly made her way back up, her hand still stroking him in steady, even pumps.

Then she hesitated.

For a second, I thought she might be having second thoughts, her body pausing as she held Steve’s cock just inches from her lips.

I saw it flicker in her eyes—the final moment of indecision, the last second before she crossed a line she could never uncross.

I leaned forward, my voice steady. “Go ahead, baby. Suck his cock.”

Michelle exhaled softly, closed her eyes for just a second—then opened them again, locked onto Steve’s cock, and took him into her mouth.

My breath caught as I watched his thick head disappear past her lips, vanishing into the wet heat of my wife’s mouth.

Steve let out a quiet groan as Michelle moved lower, his shaft sinking deeper, inch by inch, until her lips stretched wide around his girth. She took him deep, her throat flexing as she adjusted to his size, then slowly pulled back, hollowing her cheeks before sinking back down.

His hand found the back of her head, not forcing, just resting, feeling her work.

Michelle started slowly, her hand and mouth moving together, finding a steady rhythm, the wet sound of her lips gliding over his cock filling the room.

My cock ached at the sight.

I was in complete fucking bliss, watching my wife on her knees, sucking off my best friend, enjoying it.

I didn’t even realize I had started stroking myself until Emma’s voice pulled me back to reality.

“Ben,” she purred, her voice playful, teasing. “You better save that load for me.”

I looked up and saw Emma standing over me, her expression flushed with satisfaction, her chest still rising and falling as she recovered from the orgasm I had just given her. I hadn’t moved from the floor, still kneeling where I had made her cum. My cock was raging, harder than it had ever been, throbbing with an unbearable need to be inside someone—her.

Emma reached down, lacing her fingers through mine, and gently tugged me to my feet. My cock jutted out in front of me, stiff and slick from my own arousal, ready to be used.

She didn’t say a word. She just led me by the hand out of the living room.

I had no idea where she was taking me, but as we moved, I glanced back one last time. Michelle was still on her knees in front of Steve, her lips stretched around his thick cock, her hand stroking him in perfect rhythm as she bobbed her head. Fuck, she looked incredible. The scene was almost too much to walk away from, but Emma’s grip on my hand was firm, her silent demand undeniable.

I turned my attention back to her and let my gaze drop, watching the hypnotic sway of her perfect, petite ass as she led me into the kitchen.

She stopped at the counter, turning to face me with a hunger that sent a fresh pulse of blood surging into my cock. Without a word, I jumped up, settling on the cool surface of the countertop, my cock standing at full attention—right at Emma’s eye level.

She wasted no time.

In a split second, her mouth was on me, swallowing the head of my cock with zero hesitation.

I gasped, my fingers gripping the edge of the counter as her soft lips sealed around my shaft.

Emma grabbed me with both hands, her small fingers wrapping tightly around the base of my length, stroking aggressively as she bobbed her head with desperate, eager need.

She pulled off for just a second, her lips slick and swollen, a wild gleam in her eyes.

“I finally get to suck your cock,” she breathed.

Then she attacked me again.

Her mouth was ravenous, slurping and pulling, her tongue lashing against my shaft as she worked me like a woman starved. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the kitchen, obscene and perfect, her enthusiasm unlike anything I had ever experienced.

Jesus Christ.

It had been years since I had felt the mouth of another woman, and fuck—Emma’s excitement, her animalistic hunger for me, was blowing my goddamn mind.

Steve had told me that Emma became a beast at the thought of sucking my cock.

And fuck, now I understood exactly what he meant.

Her fingers twisted and pumped in perfect unison with her mouth, her tongue swirling, teasing, taking me deeper every time she went down. Her throat flexed, swallowing me whole, her lips tight around the base as she moaned like she couldn’t get enough.

I was already fighting to hold back, trying desperately to make this last longer—but I had no chance.

Emma was too good.

Too eager.

Too fucking hungry.

My orgasm surged up the shaft of my cock like a runaway train, unstoppable, inevitable.

“Fuck—Emma—” I groaned, barely able to choke out the words.

At the very last second, I grabbed the back of her head, fingers tangling in her blonde hair as I pushed myself deep into her throat.

And then I exploded.

Shot after thick, pulsing shot of cum erupted from my cock, spraying the back of her throat, filling her mouth in heavy, desperate bursts.

Emma didn’t flinch.

She held still, her throat working around me, swallowing what she could as more and more pumped into her, her hands still gripping me, still milking me for every last drop.

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, a small dribble of cum leaking out of her mouth, sliding down her chin.

I groaned, overwhelmed by the sheer filth of it, the sheer perfection of her taking me like this.

My orgasm finally slowed, and I loosened my grip, pulling back just enough to let her breathe. My cock slipped from her mouth, and the last remnants of my load dripped from her lips onto the floor.

Emma wiped her chin with the back of her hand, still smiling, then leaned in, pressing her lips against mine in a messy, dirty kiss.

I didn’t hesitate.

I devoured her.

The taste of my own cum mixed with her tongue, but I didn’t care. The only thing I cared about was the fact that Emma had just worshiped my cock like it was the best fucking thing she’d ever had in her mouth.

As if on cue, Michelle and Steve came walking around the corner, hand in hand.

Michelle smirked. “We’re going downstairs for a swim,” she said, casually, as if she hadn’t just had Steve’s cock down her throat minutes ago.

I glanced at Steve, who just grinned, then turned back to Emma.

She was still standing between my legs, still looking at me with a hunger that told me she wasn’t nearly done with me yet.

She leaned in, her lips brushing against my ear as she whispered, “I want you inside me.”

My cock twitched in response.

I exhaled slowly, letting the moment settle before pushing off the counter and grabbing her hand.

“Let’s see if we can arrange that.”

And with that, I led her toward the back door—because fuck, I was more than ready to make that happen.


Chapter 5

As Emma and I reached the back door, I realized something—I was still rock hard.

After what we had just done, I should have been spent, my body should have needed time to recover. But fuck, Emma had kept me throbbing, my cock still standing at full attention, still aching for more.

Wanting to buy myself a couple of minutes to let it settle, I turned abruptly and made my way to the fridge, pulling out four more beers. As the cold cans pressed against my palm, a thought crossed my mind—there had only been a few women in my life who had kept me this hard after I had already cum.

And now, I was mentally checking the box next to Emma’s name.

I turned back around just in time to see Emma reaching for two of the beers, her fingers brushing mine as she took them from my grasp.

Her lips curled into a teasing smirk. “Steve and I already gave each other the green light.”

She pulled gently at my hand, coaxing me toward the hallway. “Come into our bedroom.”

I followed for a few steps before stopping.

“What’s a green light?” I asked, still gripping the remaining beers.

Emma turned back, her blue eyes locking onto mine. “Yeah. We want you and Michelle to be our first.”

My breath hitched slightly. I had been hoping this was where the night would lead, but hearing it confirmed sent a fresh pulse of excitement through my body.

“Believe me, Emma,” I said, my voice thick, raw with need. “I want you to be our first. But Michelle and I haven’t clarified anything yet. This could be an amazing thing for a long time, and I don’t want to screw it up.”

Emma tilted her head slightly, studying my expression. For the first time all night, a flicker of uncertainty crossed her face.

“I hope I didn’t scare you away,” she said, her voice quieter now.

I frowned. “Scare me away? Why would you think that?”

Emma hesitated for a fraction of a second, then exhaled. “I forgot to tell you—I squirt a lot.”

A slow grin spread across my face. That’s what she was worried about?

I stepped closer, lowering my voice as I said, “Hell no! That turned me on even more.”

Her smile returned instantly, playful and relieved at once.

Then, with a little tilt of her head, she teased, “Are you just going to ask Michelle bluntly?”

I considered that for a moment. The safest approach would be to gauge Michelle’s feelings first, let her lead, let her show me she wanted this as much as I did.

“I think the best way is to just tell her I’m ready for more… and hope she agrees.”

Emma’s smirk widened, as if she already knew the answer Michelle would give.

With that, we walked down the stairs together, stepping into the warm, waist-deep water where Steve and Michelle were waiting. The atmosphere felt different now—not tense, exactly, but a quiet sort of anticipation hung between us. A shift had happened.

Emma and I walked directly to our spouses, handing them their beers.

The moment I passed Michelle hers, she reached for my hand. “Let’s go for a swim,” she murmured, her voice warm, playful.

I followed without question, letting her lead me out toward deeper water. We moved carefully, keeping our beers above the surface, the ocean surrounding us like a private escape from the world.

When we stopped, the shore a little farther behind us, Michelle turned toward me, her blue eyes bright under the moonlight.

Then, with that perfect little smile, she wrapped her legs around my waist, pressing her body against mine.

I caught my breath.

Fuck, she looked incredible.

Her skin was glowing, her wet blonde hair slicked back, her breasts pressing against my chest as her body clung to mine in the weightlessness of the water.

I had seen her like this a thousand times, had held her like this for years, but right now?

Right now, she was more beautiful than I had ever seen her—except, maybe, on our wedding day.

Michelle’s arms tightened around my shoulders, her bare skin warm and soft against mine as she smiled up at me. Her blue eyes glowed with satisfaction, still hazy from everything we had just done. “So,” she murmured, tilting her head slightly. “How was it?”

I exhaled, smirking as I ran my hands over her hips. “Better than I expected.”

“I bet. Your dick is still hard.” Her eyes dropped between us, and we both laughed, the tension breaking just for a moment. But beneath the humor, the electricity between us still pulsed.

“How was it for you?” I asked, watching her expression carefully.

“Amazing,” she admitted. “It was a little strange being sexual with someone else, but it was a great experience.” She ran her fingers over my back, her voice growing softer. “Do you want more?”

The question hit me in a way I wasn’t expecting, not just because of what it meant but because of the way she asked it. There was no hesitation, no nervousness—just curiosity, maybe even hope. I brushed my lips over her jaw and murmured, “Right now, I want you.”

Michelle’s smile widened as she kissed me, slow at first, then deeper, her body pressing against mine. “Let’s go back to our room.”

I had never wanted Michelle more in my entire life. The desire to be inside her, to make love to her, to claim her after everything that had just happened burned through my veins. As we waded back toward the shore, I glanced up just in time to see Steve and Emma quickly making their way up the stairs and into the bungalow. They weren’t wasting any time, and neither were we.

At the top of the stairs, we stepped under the outdoor shower, the warm water cascading over our bodies, washing away the saltwater but doing nothing to cool the heat between us. Michelle reached down, wrapping her fingers around my cock, stroking it with a teasing smirk. I groaned, gripping her hips, but before I could take her right there, she whispered, “Inside. Now.”

We walked into the bungalow, Michelle leading the way. Steve and Emma’s bedroom door was shut, and I smirked, knowing exactly what was happening behind it. Good. They were just as turned on as we were.

Inside our room, I gently laid Michelle onto the bed, trailing slow, sensual kisses down her neck, across her collarbone, then lower, teasing my way toward her sweet, bare pussy. The scent of her arousal filled my senses, making my cock ache with need. And as I lowered my mouth to her, all I could think about was the fact that Steve had just been here. His mouth had been on my wife, his tongue had been inside her, tasting exactly what I was tasting now. The thought sent a surge of primal need through me, making me throb even harder.

I flicked my tongue over her swollen clit, teasing her, but before I could lose myself in the taste of her, Michelle reached down and tangled her fingers in my hair, pulling me up. “No,” she whispered breathlessly, her blue eyes blazing. “Make love to me.”

I didn’t hesitate. I positioned myself between her thighs and pushed my cock deep inside her. Michelle gasped, her back arching off the bed as I filled her, stretching her with a single, powerful thrust. I knew exactly what she needed. I knew how she liked it when she was this turned on. Gripping her thighs, I pressed her knees back toward her chest, opening her up completely, then started pounding her.

Her moans filled the room, raw and uninhibited, her hands clutching at my back as I drove into her with deep, relentless thrusts. The bed creaked beneath us, the wet sound of our bodies colliding sending another jolt of arousal through me. She was wild, desperate, clinging to me like she never wanted this to end.

“Oh, baby… I love you so much!” she cried out, her voice thick with pleasure.

And fuck—this wasn’t just fucking. This was more. This was the most intense sex we had ever had. The emotions between us were overwhelming, the connection raw, deeper than it had ever been before. I had never felt closer to her, never loved her more. She was my wife. The most loving, beautiful woman in the world. And right now, I was going to show her exactly how much I loved her—again and again—until neither of us could move.

Michelle reached down, her fingers sliding between us as she rubbed her clit in frantic circles, chasing her orgasm while I drove into her with everything I had. The way her body clenched, her back arching, her breath catching in desperate little gasps—it was fucking perfect.

“Ohhhh, Ben! Ohhhh, Ben!” Her voice was raw, breaking apart with every thrust.

I felt it building, the tight coil in my spine snapping as my balls tightened. My cock swelled, ready to release, but Michelle was right there with me, her body tensing as her orgasm took hold.

With one final deep thrust, I came, groaning as I emptied myself inside her, feeling her tighten and pulse around my cock. At the same time, her pussy gushed, soaking me in her release, her thighs trembling as she cried out my name. I kept moving, grinding my hips against hers, making sure every last drop of cum drained from my balls while she rode out the aftershocks of her climax.

Slowly, we stilled, our sweaty bodies pressing together as our frantic breaths evened out. I kissed her, slow and deep, savoring the taste of her lips, the warmth of her body, the intimacy of the moment.

"I love you, Michelle," I whispered against her lips.

She smiled softly, her hands running through my hair. "I love you more."

"Impossible," I murmured, pressing one last kiss to her mouth before finally slipping out of her.

I flopped onto my back beside her, still feeling the pulse of our shared orgasm in my veins, my body spent in the most satisfying way possible. We laid there in silence for a few minutes, just breathing, letting the weight of everything settle between us.

Then Michelle broke the silence. "What has gotten into us?"

I let her words hang in the air for a moment, letting my mind sort through what she might really be asking. Was she feeling regret? Was she second-guessing what had just happened? Was she rethinking the entire trip, wondering if we had crossed a line we couldn’t uncross?

Carefully, I turned to her, my voice steady. "Have we gone too far?"

I needed to know where her head was at. Because right now, the only thing I felt was alive.

I turned onto my side, watching Michelle carefully as she processed everything. Her expression was thoughtful, but there was no hesitation, no trace of regret.

"I'm not saying that," she said finally, her voice soft but steady.

"You're okay with everything so far?" I asked, needing to hear it outright.

She exhaled, her fingers tracing lazy patterns over my chest. "It was just a blow job, but for some crazy reason, it made me want you even more."

That admission sent a quiet thrill through me, not just because of what she was saying, but because I felt the same way. The intensity of the night, the rawness of everything we'd just experienced—it had been insanely hot in the moment. Watching Emma come apart, feeling her soak my face, knowing Michelle was on her knees for Steve—fuck, I had never been so turned on in my life.

But when it was over?

When the adrenaline settled, when the reality of what we had done sank in?

I hadn’t wanted Emma.

I had needed Michelle.

"I felt the same way, honey," I admitted, brushing my fingers over her arm. "It was a little awkward at times because I had no idea what everyone else was thinking. But all I knew—all I knew—was that I needed to be with you immediately after it was over."

Michelle nodded, her lips curving into a slow smile. "The whole thing was extremely hot."

"I agree."

For a moment, we just laid there, both of us turning over everything that had happened, everything that was still possible. Then, finally, I broke the silence.

"Did you know Emma and Steve already gave each other the green light?"

Michelle’s brow furrowed slightly. "Green light?"

"Yeah," I said. "With us. They’ve already given each other permission to be with us. Emma has been like a ravenous animal trying to get me to fuck her."

Michelle’s reaction was instant. "Well, I thought we gave each other the green light already." Her voice was casual, as if the decision had already been made, as if we had just been waiting for the right moment to acknowledge it.

I exhaled, running a hand through my hair. "Are you ready for that?"

Michelle’s blue eyes met mine, unwavering. "Yeah, I’m ready. But I wanted to talk it over with you and make sure we’re both ready."

"I'm ready," I said without hesitation.

Michelle’s expression didn’t shift, but there was something knowing in her smile. "I could've had Steve right there on the couch," she admitted, a flicker of something dark and enticing flashing through her eyes. "But all I thought about was having you."

Her words hit me hard, my cock twitching beneath the sheets.

There was something so raw, so intimate about her confessing that. The idea that she wanted to go further, that she could’ve, but her desire for me overrode everything else—it was the sexiest fucking thing I had ever heard.

A long pause stretched between us, charged with possibility.

Then, softly, Michelle asked, "How do you think this should happen?"

I turned onto my side, facing Michelle, my fingers trailing absentmindedly over her hip. The conversation we were having wasn’t just talk anymore—it was real, something we were both on the edge of stepping into. There was no hesitation in her voice, no second-guessing. We were in sync.

"Michelle, I told you my fantasy earlier, and I want to be there when it happens. I want us to be together, and I really want to watch." I held her gaze, letting her see that this wasn’t just a fleeting thought, but something deep-rooted, something that truly turned me on. "Are you okay with that?"

"Yes," she answered without hesitation. "I think it would be a beautiful thing if all four of us did this together."

We smiled at each other, a quiet understanding settling between us. The weight of what we were about to do was thrilling, charged with anticipation, but it was also ours—a decision we were making together.

Michelle tucked a strand of damp hair behind her ear, looking at me with curiosity. "Do you want me to ask them?"

I thought about it for a second, weighing whether a direct conversation would be too formal, too forced. No, this wasn’t a business deal—it was something organic, something that needed to happen naturally.

"When we're ready," I said, a grin forming, "we’ll just invite them to our bedroom for a sleepover."

Michelle smirked, nodding in agreement.

We took our time in the shower, letting the warm water wash over us, enjoying the quiet intimacy of just being together. Even after everything that had happened, this—just me and Michelle, sharing a moment—felt grounding. Like a reminder that no matter what we did, no matter who we shared ourselves with, this was the foundation.

We put on our robes and made our way into the living room and found Steve and Emma sitting on the open patio, watching the last streaks of orange and pink disappear over the ocean. There was something peaceful about it, the four of us here together, all knowing what was coming, but none of us needing to rush toward it.

I suggested we head out for dinner before it got too late. Everyone agreed.

Emma stretched, standing up with a playful grin. "Does the no panty rule still apply?"

Michelle turned to her with an exaggerated look of innocence. "Panties? What are panties?"

We all laughed, the easy comfort between us making the night feel effortless.

We split off to get dressed. It only took me a few minutes to throw on some clothes, so I made my way to the kitchen and grabbed a cold beer from the fridge. As I twisted the cap off, I heard footsteps behind me.

Steve emerged from the hallway, dressed casually but still radiating that same quiet confidence. He walked over to the counter, grabbing a beer of his own.

For a moment, we didn’t speak.

We just looked at each other, the energy between us electric, unspoken but understood.

We knew what was coming.

And we couldn’t wait.

Emma emerged from the bedroom, her little white skirt swaying gently as she moved, the soft fabric barely reaching mid-thigh. My eyes traveled upward, drawn instantly to the tight baby blue top that clung to her petite frame, the thin spaghetti straps accentuating her bare shoulders. But what truly captivated me—what sent a pulse of heat straight to my cock—was the way her nipples stood prominently against the fabric. No bra. Just soft, perky tits pressing against the thin material, teasing me, making it impossible to look away. That alone was one of my biggest turn-ons.

The skirt was innocent enough at first glance, but knowing what lay beneath—knowing her perfect, pantiless pussy and bare ass were just a whisper of fabric away—made it all the more hypnotic. My mind flickered back to the memory of her squirting beneath me, her body trembling as I made her cum, and fuck… I had to look away before my arousal became too obvious.

Steve, seemingly unfazed by his wife’s choice of clothing, poured two glasses of white wine. I reached over, handing one to Emma.

"You look amazing," I said, my voice lower than I intended.

Emma smiled knowingly. "Thank you."

We sipped our drinks, standing around with a quiet, shared anticipation, all of us subtly glancing at our bedroom door, waiting to see what Michelle had in store for us. The seconds stretched, thick with tension, until finally, she stepped out.

Michelle had chosen a tight, tan-colored tank top and a pair of loose-fitting palazzo pants. My breath hitched at the sight. The soft, slinky material of her top hugged every perfect curve of her breasts, the thin straps revealing just enough shoulder to make my fingers itch to touch her. And her tits—fuck, her tits looked incredible, the fabric doing nothing to hide the way they sat full and high on her chest, her nipples pressing ever so slightly against the thin material.

She crossed the room, her hips swaying effortlessly, and as soon as she reached me, I pulled her in for a kiss.

"You look beautiful, honey," I murmured against her lips.

Steve handed her a glass of wine, raising an eyebrow at her outfit choice. "Pants?"

Michelle smirked, taking a slow sip before replying, "Don't worry, they come off easy."

We all laughed, but the implication hung in the air between us, thick and charged.

The four of us made our way to the lobby, catching a cab into town. The evening air was warm, the city buzzing with energy as we found a charming little outdoor café and settled in for dinner. The conversation flowed easily, much more naturally than I had expected. There was no awkwardness, no hesitation—just four people who had shared something incredibly intimate, yet still felt entirely comfortable together.

It almost felt surreal how normal it all was. We ate, drank, laughed, and even made plans to get up early and go parasailing the next morning. For a moment, it was easy to forget the deeper, unspoken truth hanging between us.

At one point in the conversation, there was a short pause—a moment where the energy between us shifted, as if something unspoken was lingering in the air. Michelle glanced at Emma, her lips curling into a small, knowing smile.

"Green light," she said simply.

Emma blinked. "What?"

Michelle chuckled. "Ben explained this whole green light thing. Just so everyone is clear, Ben and I have also given each other the green light."

Steve and Emma exchanged a glance, a silent understanding passing between them before their smiles widened. Emma turned her gaze toward me, and across the table, Steve’s eyes flickered toward Michelle. There was no awkwardness, no uncertainty—just a quiet thrill, a shared knowing of exactly what that meant.

I slid my hand onto Michelle’s leg beneath the table, squeezing gently, wanting her to feel my presence, to know I was with her in this, that this wasn’t just my fantasy—it was ours.

Emma exhaled, her smile deepening. "This is the first time we’ve ever given each other the green light, and just the thought of it has made Steve and I fall even deeper in love. Who would have thought?"

I nodded, feeling a familiar pull in my chest. "That’s exactly what happened to us earlier today. After everything… we felt so close. I have no idea what causes it, but it has to be something psychological."

I glanced at Michelle, watching the way her fingers traced the stem of her wine glass, her expression soft but thoughtful.

"It’s almost like," I continued, trying to put it into words, "giving each other permission—allowing ourselves to feel this kind of attraction, this kind of pleasure—somehow makes us want each other even more."

Steve nodded. "Yeah, that’s how it feels for us, too."

I took a breath, deciding now was the time to set expectations. "We talked it over," I said, "and we both agreed that if something happens, we want to be present—together. And we want to take it slow. If anyone feels uncomfortable or changes their mind at any time, we stop. No pressure, no expectations."

Michelle reached for my hand, lacing her fingers through mine as she looked at both of them. "Our friendship with you guys is more important than sex. The last thing we want is to ruin that."

Emma’s expression softened. "I think that’s a beautiful way to do this."

Steve nodded. "That’s perfect. We talked it over, too, and decided that if it happens, it happens. We don’t want expectations—we want it to be natural."

Emma tilted her head slightly, eyes warm with curiosity. "Do you guys have any other rules?"

We exchanged glances, then shrugged at the same time. Michelle spoke first, her voice light but certain. “Nope.”

I smirked. “Do you?”

Steve exhaled, considering for a second before shaking his head. “Umm… nope. No rules.”

Emma immediately chimed in, raising her glass. “Don’t put anything in my butt.”

We all lost it, laughter spilling across the table as we clinked our glasses together in a toast.

Dinner wrapped up soon after, and we spent some time wandering the streets, browsing the local shops, enjoying the warm night air. It felt effortless, natural—four friends moving through the night together, the undercurrent of what was coming hanging between us, electric but unspoken. As the shops began closing, we decided to head back to the bungalow.

Once inside, we all split off to our rooms to put our things away, but before long, we were all back in the living room—naked.

I was glad to see that everyone was still abiding by our nudist pact from earlier in the week. The comfort between us was still there, still unbroken despite how much things had shifted. It was sexy, but more than that, it was freeing.

Steve, Michelle, and I settled onto the couch while Emma rounded the corner, holding a handful of drinks. She passed them out before plopping down next to Steve, stretching out in a way that made it impossible not to look at her body.

I smirked, watching her settle in. “I was hoping you’d still be wearing that little skirt.”

Emma raised an eyebrow. “You don’t like seeing me naked?”

I hesitated, my cock twitching slightly at the teasing edge in her voice. “I… yes, I do, but—”

Michelle cut in with a devious grin. “Ben has a little thing for panties and skirts.”

Emma’s smile turned playful. “Well, I’m sorry to disappoint you.”

I let out a dramatic sigh, then shot her a teasing look. “You look beautiful either way.”

We all got comfortable, our bodies relaxed as we settled into easy conversation. Michelle stretched out, draping her legs over mine, her skin warm against me. Emma shifted, laying back and resting her head in Steve’s lap. The atmosphere was light, casual, and yet… charged. Every movement, every glance held something beneath the surface.

Steve exhaled, his tone thoughtful. “This weekend has been nothing like I ever expected.”

Michelle gave a soft laugh. “Tell me about it. We didn’t even know you guys were nudists.”

Emma smirked. “Goes to show that most people don’t really know everything about their friends.”

As we finished the last sips of our drinks, I caught Emma trying to stifle a yawn. The conversation had slowed, the warm buzz of wine and the exhaustion of the day settling into our bodies. It had been a long, intense day—one that none of us could have predicted when this trip began.

I stretched, letting out a satisfied sigh. "It's getting late, and it looks like everyone is tired. Why don't we call it a night and reconvene in the morning?"

Steve nodded. "Good idea."

We all stood, gathering our empty glasses. I took them to the kitchen, tossing the trash into the bin. As I turned around, I saw Emma standing there with me.

Steve had already disappeared into the bedroom, and moments later, I heard the sound of the outdoor shower turning on. It was just the two of us now, the bungalow suddenly feeling quieter, heavier with something unspoken between us.

Emma smiled, but there was something sincere in it, something meaningful. "Steve and I want to thank you guys for being as open as you are."

I met her gaze, sensing the weight of her words. "Michelle and I love you guys to death, and I hope today hasn’t changed our friendship."

Emma’s eyes softened. "Obviously, our friendship has changed a little bit," she admitted. "But I think it’s changed for the better."

I took a step closer, lowering my voice slightly. "By the way… you look gorgeous with or without the skirt."

Her lips curved into a knowing smile.

I leaned in, pressing a soft kiss to her lips—quick, teasing, but enough to send a jolt of anticipation through me.

"Good night," I murmured.

Emma turned, pausing just long enough to glance back over her shoulder. "Good night, sexy."

I watched her go, my eyes glued to the subtle sway of her perfect little ass as she disappeared into the bedroom.

Steve is a lucky man.

And if things kept moving the way they were… maybe I would be, too.


Chapter 6

The sound of the shower shutting off snapped me back to reality. I grabbed a towel and stepped outside, just in time to see Michelle emerging from the warm mist. Her skin glistened under the soft glow of the porch light, her blonde hair damp and slicked back, her body looking fucking incredible.

I handed her the towel, watching as she dried off, the heat between us still simmering from earlier. As soon as she was done, I stepped under the shower myself, rinsing off quickly before following her back inside.

We climbed into bed, the room dark and quiet, the only sound the faint rustle of the palm trees outside.

Michelle let out a contented sigh. "That was a nice day."

"Yeah," I agreed, my voice thoughtful. "It sure was."

I laid on my back, staring up at the ceiling, but my mind was far from quiet. Visions of Emma flickered through my thoughts—the way she looked in that skirt, the way she had kissed me in the kitchen, the way her naked body had felt against mine earlier that day.

My cock twitched under the sheets, the blood rushing down before I could stop it.

Just as I reached over to turn off the light, I felt Michelle shift beside me. I turned my head to see her watching me, her expression unreadable. She wasn’t saying anything, but she was thinking something.

I smirked. "What?"

She hesitated, her lips pressing together for a moment before she finally spoke.

"Should we invite them for a sleepover?"

My cock throbbed instantly.

I grinned. "You read my mind."

Michelle slid out of bed without a word, her movements slow and deliberate as she padded toward the door. I watched her disappear into the hallway, my pulse steady but expectant, knowing that whatever was about to happen next would change everything.

A few minutes passed before she returned. She didn’t speak right away, just climbed back into bed and settled against me, her body warm and familiar.

"So, what happened?" I asked, brushing my fingers over her hip.

She smiled, her voice soft. "I just told them that we’ll leave our door unlocked… and that they’re welcome to sleep over anytime they want."

A quiet heat flared in my chest. This wasn’t just a tease, not just hypothetical. The invitation had been extended. Now it was just a matter of if they would take it.

Michelle and I lay together, our bodies tangled as we kissed lazily, the exhaustion of the day settling over us. Her breathing slowed, her warmth molding against me as she began to drift. I wasn’t far behind, my body relaxed but my mind still buzzing, still replaying the sight of Emma’s body in that tight little skirt.

The soft glow of the bedside lamp cast gentle shadows across the room, keeping me from slipping fully into sleep. I reached up, fingers brushing the switch, about to click it off—

Then the door creaked open.

I turned my head just in time to see Steve.

He smiled, his voice light but edged with something deeper. “May we join you?”

Michelle stirred against me, blinking as she looked up. "Where's Emma?"

Before Steve could answer, Emma stepped into the room.

And fuck.

She was wearing nothing but that little white skirt from dinner.

Her bare chest was fully exposed, her perky little tits on full display, nipples hard and pink. The soft fabric of her skirt barely covered the curve of her hips, hanging just short enough that I knew if she moved just right, I’d see everything. She stood in the doorway like a vision, like a fantasy brought to life, her eyes smoldering as she took us in.

I knew exactly what this meant.

Emma meant business.

Without a word, Michelle and I scooted over, pulling the sheets back. An unspoken agreement passed between us—we were doing this.

Emma slipped into bed beside Michelle, her body pressing flush against my wife’s, while Steve climbed in behind her. The air was thick with heat, the tension so electric that my cock twitched just from the sheer reality of it.

Emma leaned in, her lips hovering an inch from Michelle’s, her breath warm as she murmured, "We’re here for a sleepover."

Michelle didn’t hesitate.

She closed the space between them, her lips meeting Emma’s in a slow, unhurried kiss. It wasn’t rushed, wasn’t frantic—just sensual, exploratory, deliberate. I watched, mesmerized, as their full heads of hair moved in unison, their mouths melting together in deep, wet kisses.

A soft sound escaped Emma’s throat, a quiet moan as she shifted, pressing her body against Michelle’s. She climbed on top of my wife, straddling her, their chests pressing together, the contrast of Michelle’s fuller tits against Emma’s smaller, perky breasts making my cock throb.

I reached for the sheets, gripping them with one hand and tossing them to the floor. I wanted nothing to be hidden.

Now I could see everything—Emma’s toned, petite body straddling Michelle’s, her perfect little ass pushed out, teasing me with the way it curved just beneath the hem of that damn skirt.

Emma broke the kiss just long enough to look down at Michelle, her lips curling into a teasing smirk. "So, I hear you fantasized about me too?"

Michelle just smiled, her blue eyes dark with hunger, her silence screaming her answer.

Then, in a swift, unexpected move, Michelle flipped them, pressing Emma onto her back and reversing their positions. The shift in control was immediate, the heat between them palpable.

Michelle lowered herself slowly, her lips brushing down Emma’s collarbone, her breath warm against the sensitive skin of her chest. She hovered there for a second, teasing, making Emma wait for it—

Then, finally, she took Emma’s nipple into her mouth.

Emma let out a long, breathy sigh, her back arching, her fingers threading into Michelle’s hair as she cradled her head against her chest. Michelle sucked gently at first, pulling Emma’s nipple between her lips, circling it with her tongue, teasing and flicking before sucking harder.

Emma gasped, her hips rolling slightly beneath Michelle, her body already responding to my wife’s mouth.

Michelle trailed her kisses lower, her lips gliding down the taut plane of Emma’s stomach, dipping just below her navel, teasing the sensitive skin along her hipbones. Emma’s breathing deepened, her body already reacting to the promise of what was coming. She lifted her hips slightly, her thighs parting instinctively, the invitation unmistakable.

Michelle hesitated only for a moment, lifting the front of Emma’s little white skirt to reveal the bare, glistening pussy beneath it. She paused, taking in the sight of Emma’s smooth, pink folds, her body already wet and ready. My cock throbbed just watching my wife staring at her first pussy, preparing to taste another woman for the first time.

I glanced at Steve, catching the way his eyes were locked on the scene before us, the same anticipation burning in his expression.

Then Michelle moved.

She didn’t tease, didn’t hesitate—she simply devoured.

Her mouth sealed over Emma’s pussy in an instant, her tongue sliding through the slick heat of her folds, finding her clit with expert precision.

Emma gasped, her head rolling back, her hands gripping the sheets as her body arched into the sensation.

Steve and I acted on instinct. He grabbed one of Emma’s legs, and I grabbed the other, spreading her open, offering Michelle complete access to her. Her cunt was fully exposed, her tight little asshole visible as well, every inch of her bared for my wife’s eager mouth.

I reached down, pulling the front of Emma’s skirt back, not wanting anything to obstruct my view. Michelle’s head moved in slow, deliberate motions, her lips and tongue working over Emma’s clit before dipping lower, licking and sucking, learning the taste of another woman for the first time.

Emma squeaked—high-pitched little gasps that escaped her throat every time Michelle’s tongue flicked against her clit.

Her body was already trembling, her pussy glistening as her arousal built, her juices starting to coat Michelle’s lips, her chin, soaking her face as she worked her over with a hunger I hadn’t expected.

I caught Steve’s eye and then nodded toward Emma’s tits.

Without a word, I leaned down and took her right nipple into my mouth, sucking it deep, rolling my tongue over the hard peak.

Steve took the cue immediately, mirroring my actions as he wrapped his lips around her left nipple, his tongue flicking over her sensitive skin.

Emma was ours now—our shared project, our mutual pleasure, her body completely at our mercy.

Her breathing grew frantic, her back arching higher as she rocked against Michelle’s mouth, her nipples hardening under our tongues. Her entire body was alive, responding to us, unraveling beneath the relentless pleasure we were giving her.

Her moans turned into full-on whimpers.

Then, her voice broke through the heat of the moment, her desperation evident.

“Oh my god,” she gasped. “I need to cum!”

I knew exactly what Emma’s desperate plea meant. She was right there, teetering on the edge, and I wanted to push her over it. I latched onto her nipple harder, sucking and flicking my tongue over the stiff peak, determined to send her spiraling into release. Michelle’s tongue worked frantically between Emma’s legs, her lips wrapped around her clit, and Steve continued kneading her other breast, his fingers rolling and pinching her nipple in perfect rhythm with my mouth.

But I could tell she wasn’t quite there yet.

Emma was close—her body was trembling, her legs twitching, her moans rising in pitch—but she needed something more.

I knew what it was.

I reached down, sliding my hand in front of Michelle’s face, silently offering to help.

But Michelle got the hint immediately.

Instead of letting me do it, she swatted my hand away and took control. Without hesitation, she sunk two fingers deep inside Emma’s soaked cunt, curling them upward, finding the spot that would break her completely.

Steve, knowing his wife better than any of us, reached down at the same time and stroked her clit in a precise, sideways motion.

And that was it.

Emma cried out, her entire body locking up as her orgasm tore through her.

Then, suddenly, a powerful stream of liquid shot out of her pussy, spraying Michelle square in the face.

Michelle jerked back in shock, blinking rapidly, clearly unprepared for the absolute flood pouring from Emma’s body.

But Emma didn’t stop.

Her thighs shook violently, her entire body trembling beneath us as the pleasure overtook her. More liquid spurted from her cunt in sharp, pulsing bursts, covering Michelle’s chin, her lips, everything. I watched as my wife let out a stunned little laugh, quickly wiping at her face before leaning back down, licking Emma’s inner thigh, tasting the mess she had just created.

Emma’s body was locked up, her hips still jerking slightly, her chest rising and falling in rapid, uneven breaths. Eventually, she sagged into the mattress, her limbs heavy, her entire body spent.

For a moment, none of us spoke.

We just stared at Emma, taking in the sight of her flushed, wrecked body.

Then, finally, she let out a breathless, satisfied laugh.

"That... was fucking intense."

Michelle smiled, moving back up Emma’s body. She hovered over her for a moment, then leaned in, kissing her softly on the lips. The kiss was slow, sensual—one of gratitude, of shared pleasure.

I leaned in next, catching Michelle before she could pull away, kissing her deeply, my tongue tracing the lingering taste of Emma’s juices on her lips. Fuck, that was hot.

Michelle shifted, rolling onto her back beside Emma, settling between her and Steve. The room was filled with heavy breathing, our bodies still humming from what we’d just witnessed.

But I could tell we weren’t done yet.

After just a few minutes of rest, Steve made his move.

Slowly, he climbed over Michelle’s torso, his thick, hard cock resting against her stomach as he hovered over her. She looked up at him, her lips curling into a teasing smile, clearly enjoying the weight of him pressing her down.

Steve reached back, his right hand sliding between her legs, gently spreading them open. The moment his fingers made contact with her pussy, Michelle let out a sharp breath, her thighs twitching as he pushed one finger inside her wet heat.

I heard the slick sound of his finger moving inside her, the way her breathing stuttered as he curled it just right.

Michelle moaned softly, reaching between them, her small hand wrapping around Steve’s shaft. She stroked him slowly, her fingers gliding up and down the thick length of his cock, her wedding ring flashing as she moved.

And fuck, watching my wife’s hand wrapped around my best friend’s cock, seeing the way she touched him, explored him—it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

I lay beside Emma, propped up on one elbow, looking over the top of her as I watched my wife and my friend pleasure each other.

And from my vantage point, Steve’s cock looked incredible.

Long, thick, slick with pre-cum as Michelle’s delicate fingers worked it, her thumb swiping over the head, smearing the liquid around.

And my own body responded.

I could feel it—pre-cum pouring from the tip of my own cock, a steady pulse of arousal building with every stroke of Michelle’s hand on him.

We were right on the edge of something incredible, something brand new—and I didn’t want it to stop.

Emma’s small hand wrapped firmly around my cock, her fingers squeezing just enough to send a fresh pulse of arousal shooting through me. I groaned at the contact, my eyes flicking down to see her watching the scene in front of us with just as much intensity as I was. Her grip on me tightened as she pumped my shaft slowly, savoring the moment.

Steve caught our reaction, smirking as he moved forward and straddled Michelle’s face. Without hesitation, Michelle intercepted his cock with her mouth, parting her lips to let him slide deep down her throat.

The sight was mind-blowing.

Michelle’s fingers wrapped around the base of his shaft, stroking in perfect rhythm as her other hand cupped his balls, rolling them between her fingers. Steve arched above her, his hands planted on the bed for support as he slowly fucked her throat, his hips moving in deliberate, shallow thrusts.

And fuck, my wife was taking it like a pro.

Watching her mouth stretch around him, seeing the way her lips sealed tightly around his thick length, listening to the wet, obscene sounds of her sucking him down—it was more than I could handle.

I needed Emma.

Now.

I tore my attention away, rolling off the side of the bed and stalking toward the foot of it. I grabbed Emma’s ankles, her petite frame still sprawled against the sheets, and yanked her down toward me in one swift movement.

She let out a surprised yelp, her body sliding easily across the bed, but I didn’t care.

I needed to taste her again.

I spread her knees apart forcefully, keeping her open as I slammed my mouth onto her pussy, devouring her in an instant.

Her little white skirt draped over my head, creating an intoxicating cocoon of her scent. The aroma of her soaked, flooded cunt was overwhelming, and I fucking loved it. My tongue flicked over her clit, circling it, teasing, before dragging through her wet folds, scooping up every drop of her juices.

Emma writhed, her hands flying into my hair, gripping tightly as she rocked against my tongue. "Oh fuck—yes, baby!" she gasped.

I could barely focus. My body was on the brink, the pressure in my cock unbearable, but I wasn’t stopping now.

The green light was on.

And I was going for it.

I moved up, positioning myself between Emma’s legs, my cock thick and heavy, aching to be inside her.

Our eyes locked, her pupils blown wide with lust, her lips parted as she panted beneath me.

Emma smiled, breathless. "Oh yeah, baby. I never thought I’d be able to have you."

Her legs wrapped around my back, her heels digging into me, pulling me closer—pulling me into her.

She wanted this.

She needed this.

And I refused to make her wait any longer.

I reached down, gripping my cock, pressing the head against her dripping entrance, teasing her for only a second before Emma tugged me closer with her legs, her body arching up to meet me.

I pushed.

The head of my cock slipped between her slick pussy lips, stretching her open slightly.

Then I let my body weight go.

With one deep, unrelenting thrust, my entire cock slammed into Emma’s cunt, burying myself to the hilt in one motion.

Emma screamed, her back arching violently, her fingers clawing at my arms as I stretched her out, filling her completely.

I groaned, my body on fire.

I was finally inside her.

And fuck, she felt incredible.

I stayed there for a long moment, my cock buried deep inside Emma, savoring the feeling of her tight, warm pussy wrapped around me. It was more than just the physical pleasure—though that alone was fucking unreal—it was the moment itself. The sheer surreal nature of what we were doing, the shared intimacy between the four of us, the realization that Michelle and I had taken this next step together in our marriage.

This was only the second pussy I had felt in years, and fuck, Emma’s warmth, the way her body clenched around my cock, made me wish we had done this a long time ago.

I turned my head, drawn to the movement beside us, and my breath caught at the sight of Michelle and Steve.

Michelle was on top of him, her body sprawled over his as they kissed deeply, her fingers tangled in his short hair. Their lips moved hungrily, their bodies flush, their chemistry undeniable.

Then, I watched as Michelle reached between them, her small hand wrapping around Steve’s thick cock.

My pulse pounded as I saw her stroke him slowly, teasingly, her fingers tightening around the heavy shaft.

Then, with effortless control, she lowered herself.

I watched in absolute lust as the fat head of Steve’s cock spread her open, her slick cunt taking him in inch by inch, stretching around him, welcoming him inside.

Fuck.

She rolled her hips in slow, fluid movements, grinding down onto him, taking him deep, her breath coming out in soft, pleasured sighs.

I was mesmerized.

My wife—the love of my life—was fucking my best friend right in front of me. And it wasn’t just happening—it was beautiful.

"Ben!"

Emma’s voice snapped me out of my trance.

I looked down, meeting her wide, lust-darkened eyes, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted as she panted beneath me.

Her hands moved up my back, nails dragging softly as she whispered, “Ben… I need you to make love to me.”

Her words sent a fresh jolt of arousal straight through me, my cock throbbing inside her at the desperation in her voice.

I leaned down, cupping her face as I kissed her deeply.

This wasn’t just sex.

This was everything we had built up to.

And fuck, I was happy beyond belief that it was Emma.

I broke off the kiss, my forehead resting against hers as I whispered, "This is amazing. Thank you."

Emma smiled up at me, her fingers tracing over my back, her legs still locked around my waist. There was something deeply intimate about this moment, something beyond just the physical act. It was the culmination of years of friendship, years of unspoken tension, now fully realized.

I pulled back slightly, shifting my weight, and slowly began to move inside her.

Emma’s breath hitched, her thighs tightening with each deep stroke as I thrust in and out of her, savoring every sensation. She was warm, so fucking wet, and every squeeze of her inner walls sent a fresh jolt of pleasure through me.

My rhythm picked up, my body moving with hers, each roll of my hips met with an eager little thrust of her own.

I could feel the pressure mounting, the way my balls tightened with each deep thrust, my orgasm creeping closer with terrifying speed.

I tried to slow down, to hold back, to make this last—

But it was too much.

The sheer intensity of everything—Michelle fucking Steve beside me, Emma’s tight pussy milking my cock, the sheer fact that we had finally crossed this line—it sent me spiraling.

A deep groan tore from my throat as my body tensed.

With one final thrust, I slammed my cock all the way inside her, grinding against her cervix, and held still.

Emma’s eyes widened, her expression caught between pleasure and surprise as she felt my cock pulsing inside her.

Then, the release.

Cum surged up my shaft like a freight train, hot and uncontrollable, spilling into her in thick, endless pulses.

I clenched my jaw, breathing heavily as I filled Emma, the warmth of my release spreading inside her, my cock buried as deep as it could go.

Emma blinked, her mouth parting slightly, as if she were processing the reality of what was happening.

And fuck—I was still hard.

I stayed inside her, panting, my cock still twitching from the intensity of my orgasm.

Finally, I let out a breathless laugh, looking down at her with something between apology and amusement.

"Emma, I’m so sorry," I groaned, still feeling the aftershocks of my climax. "I’m so fucking turned on by this whole thing… I couldn’t stop it."

Emma’s expression shifted into something knowing, something wicked.

Her legs squeezed around me, pulling me in tighter.

"Who said I wanted you to stop it?" she whispered.

That was almost too much for me. The second Emma’s words left her lips—Who said I wanted you to stop?—I could feel my cock twitching, already stirring back to life inside her.

I didn’t give her a chance to say anything else.

I just fucked her.

This time, there was no hesitation. No slow build.

I slammed into her, my cock driving deep into her slick, loaded pussy, determined to take full advantage of this opportunity.

"Oh yeah! Oh my god! Fuck!" Emma cried out, her nails clawing at the sheets as I pounded into her.

My hips snapped forward, my rhythm fast and unrelenting. The sounds of our bodies colliding filled the room—the wet slap of my cock plunging into her, the breathless moans tearing from her throat, the obscene, slick noises of her pussy taking every inch of me.

Emma released her legs from around my back, shifting her position. She pulled her knees back to her chest, holding onto her ankles, offering herself to me in the most filthy, submissive way possible.

I groaned at the sight—her wide-spread, dripping pussy fully exposed for me, the pink, swollen lips stretched around my cock as I continued blasting her.

"Keep going! I’m almost there!"

The second she said it, I stopped.

I pulled out, my cock throbbing, the head slick and coated in the thick mixture of our cum.

I wasn’t done with Emma yet.

She could cum all she wanted, but I was going to give her the performance she deserved.

My eyes dropped to her pussy, watching as my cum dripped from her entrance, spilling down her inner thighs. Fuck, that was hot.

"Get on your hands and knees," I commanded.

Emma didn’t hesitate.

She flipped onto all fours, arching her back perfectly, pushing her ass toward me in full offering.

But her damn little skirt was still hiding too much.

I moved in, pressing a firm hand against the back of her neck, gently pushing her face into the bed. Then, with my other hand, I flipped the back of her skirt up, draping it over the small of her back, finally revealing the full, breathtaking view of her ass and pussy from behind.

Jesus Christ.

Her swollen, cum-dripping pussy looked even more amazing from this angle, the slick folds glistening in the dim light.

And just above it, her perfect, tight little asshole.

I gripped her hips, lined myself up, and slammed into her in one deep, brutal thrust.

Emma screamed.

I froze.

"Are you okay?" I panted, my hands firm on her waist, my cock buried to the hilt inside her.

Emma turned her head slightly, her cheek still pressed into the mattress, her voice desperate.

"Yes! Fuck me!"

I started off slow, letting Emma feel every inch of me stretching her open again, letting myself savor the way her tight, slick pussy clenched around my cock. But it wasn’t long before my need took over. My grip on her hips tightened, and I began to pound her, slamming into her over and over, the wet sounds of our bodies colliding filling the room.

Emma moaned loudly, her fingers gripping the sheets, her ass pressing back against me with every thrust.

Then, suddenly, her moans shifted—deepening, turning into something raw, something almost animalistic. A low, guttural growl rumbled from her throat, her entire body tensing beneath me.

She was cumming.

And fuck, she came hard.

Her pussy clamped down around my cock as her orgasm ripped through her, her legs trembling, her body shaking violently beneath me. Then—holy shit—a fresh wave of liquid gushed from her cunt, drenching my thighs, soaking the sheets beneath us.

I groaned loudly, watching her lose complete control.

“Fuck yeah!” I yelled, gripping her ass tightly, my thrusts not faltering for a second. “My god, this is amazing!”

Emma’s body kept trembling, little aftershocks of pleasure rolling through her even after the initial explosion had passed.

I wasn’t done yet.

With a firm hand between her shoulder blades, I pushed her face down flat against the bed, keeping her exactly where I wanted her. My other hand gripped her waist, holding her steady as I thrust into her with deep, relentless strokes.

And then, fuck, I felt it.

The telltale tightening, the rapid climb, the orgasm coiling deep inside me, ready to break loose.

I let out a guttural groan, slamming into her one final time before burying myself to the hilt, my cock pulsing violently as I emptied into her.

Thick ropes of cum spilled deep into Emma’s cunt, mixing with her own release, filling her completely. I gritted my teeth, my body shuddering as I gave her every last drop.

When it was finally over, I collapsed onto the bed beside her, our bodies slick with sweat and sex. Emma turned to face me, her expression soft, sated. We didn’t speak at first—just felt—our hands lazily tracing over each other’s skin as we caught our breath.

I didn’t even need to check on Michelle.

I knew she was in good hands.

And right now, in this moment, all of my focus was on Emma.

We laid there together for a while, exchanging slow kisses, reveling in the aftermath of what we had just done.

Eventually, we decided to get up and rinse off.

When we stood, I realized Michelle and Steve were no longer in the room.

Emma and I exchanged a glance, then made our way to the outdoor shower, the cool night air brushing against our heated skin.

And that’s where we found them.

Michelle and Steve were already there, standing beneath the warm stream of water, their bodies pressed together, their hands gliding over each other’s slick skin.

They both turned to look at us, grinning.

Neither of them spoke.

Instead, they simply reached out, their hands gesturing for us to join them.

I stepped forward, reaching for Michelle.

Emma moved straight into Steve’s waiting arms.

And just like that, the night continued.

Michelle and I wasted no time, our mouths crashing together in a hungry, desperate kiss. My cock was already stirring again, aching for my wife, aching to claim her after watching her take Steve.

And as I slid inside her, as I felt the remnants of what Steve had left behind, I grinned.

I had left him two gifts.

And fuck, that made this even hotter.

The four of us fucked under the warm water, the steam wrapping around us, our bodies moving together in ways we never thought possible.

And the best part?

We still had three days left in Bora Bora.


Chapter 7

The four of us returned to our respective rooms, our bodies still buzzing from the night’s intensity. Michelle and I laid down, our faces close, our noses touching as we stared into each other’s eyes without speaking. Words felt unnecessary—everything had already been said in the way we touched, the way we loved each other tonight.

We wrapped our bodies together, exchanging slow, lingering kisses. There was no urgency now, no hunger—just the quiet intimacy of two people who had just shared something incredible and were still absorbing it. Sleep took us before long, our limbs tangled, the warmth of Michelle’s body pressed against mine grounding me in a way I hadn’t even realized I needed.

The next morning, I woke to the sound of the door creaking open, followed by the unmistakable aroma of fresh coffee. Blinking awake, I turned my head to see Emma standing in the doorway, completely naked, holding two steaming cups.

"Parasailing starts in about an hour," she said cheerfully, as if she weren’t standing there in all her naked glory, her perky little tits and smooth, bare pussy on full display. "I thought you’d like some coffee before we head out."

Michelle and I sat up, rubbing the sleep from our eyes, taking in the absolute vision before us.

Fuck, what a way to wake up.

"You’re so sweet," I said, my voice still rough with sleep.

Michelle reached for her cup. "How did you and Steve sleep last night?"

"Like babies," Emma replied with a soft chuckle. "We were both exhausted."

I smirked, exchanging a glance with Michelle. "Us too."

Emma gave us a playful smile before turning toward the door, her hips swaying slightly as she walked away.

"See you in a few minutes. Make sure you wear bathing suits."

We both watched Emma’s cute little ass as she left the room, the sway of her hips lingering in our thoughts long after she disappeared down the hallway. Michelle and I exchanged a knowing smile, the shared memories of last night still fresh, still thrumming between us as we sipped our coffee.

Eventually, we pulled ourselves out of bed and began getting ready for the day. But I couldn’t stop watching her.

Michelle stood at the bathroom sink, brushing her hair, completely naked, her soft blonde waves cascading over her shoulders. The morning light from the window illuminated her skin, highlighting the curves of her back, the perfect roundness of her little bare ass.

Seeing her like this—knowing that last night had changed everything between us—sent a deep, consuming rush of love and desire through me. Sharing her with Steve and Emma was one of the most beautiful things I had ever done for her, and she had done for me.

And now, my infatuation with her, my need for her, had never been greater.

My cock stiffened at just the thought of touching her again.

I stepped up behind her, pressing my lips to the warm skin of her neck, breathing her in as I whispered, “I love you, Michelle.”

She turned in my arms, looking up at me with a radiant, knowing smile. “I love you too, baby.”

That was all it took.

We melted into each other, our lips meeting in a slow, hungry kiss. The electricity between us was undeniable, our bodies still high from the experiences of the night before.

Michelle pressed against me, her soft fake tits molding into my chest as her hand slid between us, wrapping around my cock.

She stroked me slowly, teasingly, her palm gliding over my sensitive tip with every upward pass.

I groaned, my fingers digging into her waist. “You’re gonna make me cum if you keep doing that.”

Michelle smirked, her breath warm against my lips. “Just touching your cock is about to make me cum right now.”

Fuck.

I pulled away from her grip before I lost control, gripping her hips and lifting her onto the bathroom counter. She scooted forward, her ass perched right at the edge, her legs spreading open to reveal her perfect, dripping wet pussy.

I didn’t hesitate.

Dropping to my knees, I devoured her, sealing my mouth over her clit, sucking it gently between my lips.

Michelle gasped, her fingers immediately threading into my hair, pulling me deeper.

I swirled my tongue over her clit, teasing, flicking, alternating between soft kisses and deeper suction. Her hips began to move in slow circles, grinding against my mouth, chasing her pleasure.

She was already so close, her breath ragged, her body arching off the counter.

I slid one finger inside her, curling upward, searching—

The instant I found her G-spot, she broke.

A deep, guttural moan tore from her throat as her entire body locked up.

She clenched down on my finger, her thighs trembling, her breath stuttering as her orgasm took hold.

I held her there, my tongue still working her clit, my finger pressing against that sensitive spot inside her, prolonging every wave of pleasure.

Her lower half vibrated intensely against my face, the raw power of her orgasm thrilling to witness.

Then, slowly, she relaxed, her body melting against the counter, her grip on my hair loosening as the aftershocks pulsed through her.

I stayed there for a moment, enjoying the taste of her, loving the way her body responded to me.

And fuck, I wasn’t done with her yet.

I stood up, taking in the sight of Michelle, her body still sprawled against the mirror, her face flushed, lips parted as she caught her breath. She looked completely satisfied, completely content, a woman who had just experienced pure pleasure and was glowing from it.

After a few moments, she opened her eyes, a slow, lazy smile spreading across her face.

"You made me cum so fast."

I just smirked.

I stepped forward, wrapping my arms around her waist, lifting her effortlessly off the counter. She let out a soft laugh, wrapping her arms around my shoulders as I carried her into the bedroom.

As soon as I laid her down on the bed, she pulled me down on top of her, her lips immediately finding mine. But she didn’t stop there. Without hesitation, she slid down my body, kissing her way down my chest, my stomach—until she was exactly where she wanted to be.

My cock was still achingly hard, still pulsing from how fucking hot it was to watch her lose control like that.

Michelle didn’t waste a second.

She took me into her mouth, sucking me deep, her lips and tongue working me with skill and pure hunger.

Fuck.

It took less than two minutes before I lost it. My fingers tangled in her blonde ponytail as I groaned, my hips jerking as I shot my load straight down her eager throat.

She swallowed every drop, her tongue flicking over my sensitive tip as she pulled away with a satisfied hum.

I exhaled, still recovering, but then glanced at the clock and realized shit—we were really running late now.

I ran a hand through my hair, still breathless. "We should probably hurry up and get out there."

Michelle grinned, completely unbothered, and hopped out of bed.

We spent the next ten minutes scrambling to get ready. I pulled on a pair of board shorts while Michelle slipped into a cute blue bikini, throwing on a pair of denim shorts over the bottom half. She quickly tied her blonde hair into a ponytail, adjusting it in the mirror, and turned to me with a little twirl.

Even though her bikini was modest, her tits looked incredible—those perfect, fake D-cups pressing against the snug fabric, making it impossible to ignore just how damn good she looked.

We brushed our teeth, grabbed a couple of towels, and finally made our way out to the living room where Emma and Steve were already waiting.

Steve had thrown on a pair of shorts similar to mine, looking relaxed and ready. But Emma—fuck.

She stood there in a white bikini top, her lower half wrapped in a loose black sarong that sat low on her hips. The fabric was sheer enough that I could see the faint outline of her curves underneath.

And those perfect little tits?

Her nipples were just barely visible through the white fabric, teasing us without even trying.

Michelle and I exchanged a quick glance, both clearly thinking the same thing—this day was already off to a great start.

"Good morning, guys," Michelle said cheerfully as we stepped into the living room.

Emma and Steve smiled. "Good morning."

I stretched, still feeling the aftershocks of an incredible night. "Let's get going."

We all grabbed our things and headed out of the bungalow, making our way toward the lobby to catch a taxi. The morning air was warm and salty, the tropical breeze waking us up as we walked in comfortable silence. It was strange, in a way—after everything that had happened, none of us had spoken about it yet. But the energy between us was light, easy. There was no awkwardness, no hesitation. Just a shared understanding that we had crossed into something new, and it felt good.

When we arrived at the taxi stand, there was already a cab waiting for us. We piled in quickly, Steve and Emma sliding into the third row while Michelle and I took the seats directly in front of them.

As soon as I gave the driver our destination, I turned around in my seat and grinned. "So, how’s everyone doing this morning?"

Emma reached up and lightly touched my shoulder, her fingers warm against my skin. "We are doing fantastic this morning."

Steve chuckled. "How’s everything on your side of the house?"

I opened my mouth to answer, but Michelle cut in before I could speak. "This has definitely been the best vacation ever."

Emma, Steve, and I all responded at the same time. "I agree!"

We all burst into laughter at how ridiculously in sync we were. It was just another confirmation that everything we had done—everything we had explored—had only strengthened our bond.

The cab ride was short, and soon we arrived at the beach, greeted by the bright sun and the sound of waves crashing against the shore. Our parasailing guide was already waiting for us, clipboard in hand. He walked us through a safety briefing, explaining the harnesses, the liftoff process, and how to control ourselves in the air.

Then he gave us a choice: individual rides or dual rides.

We all exchanged quick glances, already knowing the answer before anyone even spoke.

"Dual rides," Michelle said, grinning.

"Of course," Emma added with a smirk.

Steve and I nodded in agreement.

There was no way we weren’t experiencing this together.

We hopped into the boat, the hum of the engine vibrating beneath our feet as we took off. The salty breeze whipped past us, carrying the scent of the ocean. About ten minutes later, the guide slowed the boat to a stop and started handing out harnesses. He slipped one over his shoulders, demonstrating how to secure the straps, then clapped his hands together.

"Pair up and help each other buckle in," he instructed, before heading to the back of the boat to prepare the parasail.

Instinctively, I turned toward Michelle, but before I could reach her, Emma slid in front of me, a playful gleam in her eyes.

"Do you want to be my partner?" she asked, her voice light but suggestive.

Michelle overheard and smirked. "Aren’t you already?" she teased, flashing Emma a knowing look.

I hesitated only for a second before holding out the harness, arranging it just like the guide had shown us. Stepping closer, I wrapped the top straps around Emma’s back and asked her to hold onto them. Then, I lowered myself to my knees in front of her to secure the bottom portion.

But her feet were too close together.

I glanced up at her and said, "Spread 'em."

Emma giggled, the sound light and playful, then parted her legs slightly. I reached between them, searching for the lower harness straps. Just as I started pulling them forward, she realized the problem.

"My sarong," she murmured. "Take it off."

The request alone sent a jolt of heat through me. My fingers found the knot at her hip, and with a quick tug, the sheer fabric unraveled, slipping away from her body. I set it aside without thinking—because the moment I looked back up, my breath caught in my throat.

Fuck.

Emma’s bikini bottom was sheer white, just like her top, but the fabric was stretched so tight over her cunt that it left absolutely nothing to the imagination. The thin center seam split her pussy lips apart just enough to emphasize every delicate contour, her swollen clit pushing against the material like an invitation. The sun overhead cast just the right amount of light to highlight every detail, every curve, every shadow.

I froze, staring openly, drinking her in.

Emma’s smile widened. She’d caught me—completely mesmerized, utterly transfixed.

"Do you like my new bikini?" she asked, her voice teasing, knowing, daring me to answer.

"Do I like it? No, I fucking love it!"

Emma burst out laughing, her whole body shaking with amusement. "It’s called a Wicked Weasel," she said, grinning.

I let out a low whistle. "I can definitely see why they call it that."

Grinning, I grabbed her by the waist and spun her around, using the excuse of checking her harness—but really, I just wanted a full view of her ass. And damn, was it worth it. The bikini bottom had no real back, just the thinnest scrap of fabric that disappeared between her perfect, round cheeks, leaving her bare in a way that made my dick throb.

Emma turned back to face me, and just like that, her pussy was right there again, a teasing invitation framed by the barely-there bikini.

I tore my eyes away and looked toward Michelle, who was standing nearby while Steve helped her buckle in. When she glanced over, I smirked.

"I have to get you one of these," I said.

She blinked. "One of what?"

I nodded toward Emma. "Look at her bikini!"

Michelle’s eyes widened. "Oh my God, I can see all your bits!"

Emma just grinned, completely unbothered. "It’s like being naked, but not."

"Where did you get that? I want one!"

"Steve ordered it from Australia," Emma said, throwing him a playful wink.

Michelle let out a low, appreciative whistle. "Damn, Emma. You look so hot."

As I buckled the last strap on her harness, Emma turned and stepped behind me, taking over to secure mine. When she bent down to grab the bottom half, she was suddenly face-to-face with the bulge in my shorts.

She froze for a second, then looked up at me, her lips curling into a slow, knowing smile.

"Wow, Ben. My bikini got you that excited?"

I met Emma’s gaze and said, "Emma, everything about you gets me excited."

Her lips curled into a knowing smile, but before she could respond, the guide called out, signaling it was time. With our harnesses secured, he clipped us into the parasail and gave us a final check before slowly reeling us out.

The moment our feet left the boat, a weightless sensation washed over me. The ascent was smooth, effortless, the wind carrying us higher and higher until we hovered nearly 200 feet above the water. From up here, Bora Bora looked like a dream—an endless stretch of vibrant blue reefs encircling the lush island, the kind of view you'd expect on a postcard but even more breathtaking in person.

I had no idea just how beautiful this place really was until now.

Surprisingly, it was quiet up here. The wind wasn’t roaring the way I’d expected. Instead, it was peaceful, a tranquil moment suspended between the ocean below and the open sky above.

Emma let out a contented sigh beside me. "This is so beautiful, isn’t it?"

I turned my head to look at her, taking in the soft glow of sunlight on her skin. "Yeah," I murmured, "so amazing."

I meant the view—but I wasn’t looking at the island.

Emma sat relaxed beside me, her legs dangling freely, her bare thighs smooth and golden against the sunlight. The white bikini top hugged her petite tits, the thin fabric clinging just enough to reveal the faint outline of her nipples. That barely-there bikini bottom still left nothing to the imagination, and fuck, she looked so effortlessly sexy.

I’d spent years fantasizing about her, but sitting beside her now, weightless above the world, I realized—I wanted her more than ever.

We sat in silence for a few moments, just taking it all in. Then, Emma spoke, her voice softer now. "Are you and Michelle still okay with everything that went on?"

I glanced at her, sensing the sincerity in her tone. "Yeah. We’re more than okay with it. We feel closer than ever. I can’t keep my hands off of her, and she can’t keep her hands off me. It’s been... incredible for both of us so far."

Emma smiled, visibly relieved. "It’s been rejuvenating for us too. We feel so safe with you and Michelle."

I reached over and squeezed her hand, my thumb brushing lightly over her knuckles. "Us too. You guys have made this so easy, so comfortable. I’m seriously so happy this worked out for all of us."

Emma exhaled, her grip tightening slightly. "It could have so easily gone bad."

She let that thought hang between us, as if acknowledging the risk we had all taken. Then, after a pause, she turned to me again. "Do you think we can keep this up after we get home? I mean, would you and Michelle be up for that?"

I smirked. "Who knows?" I let the question linger, but I already knew the answer. "But I’m pretty sure we’ll all want to vacation together more. Shit, I’m already planning the next one."

Emma smirked. "Australia?"

We both burst into laughter, the sound carrying over the waves, light and carefree.

As the laughter faded, Emma reached for my hand, her fingers slipping between mine in a slow, deliberate motion. Her touch was soft, warm, and something about the way she held me—like she wasn’t ready to let go—made my pulse quicken.

Her voice dropped into something more intimate. "So, did last night fulfill those fantasies you and Michelle were talking about?"

I hesitated, not because I didn’t have an answer, but because I wanted to be honest.

"I really wanted to see Michelle and Steve together," I admitted, "but I was so obsessed with you and that little skirt that I wasn’t able to watch them." I glanced at her, smirking. "How about you?"

Emma’s eyes darkened slightly, a slow smile curving her lips. "You were every bit of what I expected... and more."

I felt the heat of her words settle deep in my chest, but before I could respond, she added, "But, I want even more."

That caught my attention. "More?"

Emma nodded, her thumb grazing the back of my hand. "More of you. More time with you. The first time is always a little awkward, but I have an idea."

I tilted my head. "What’s your idea?"

Just as Emma parted her lips to answer, the boat jerked slightly, and we felt the steady pull of the line reeling us back in. The moment between us was cut short as the guide unclipped our harnesses, directing us to switch places with Steve and Michelle.

We moved to the front of the boat, settling in as they took off into the sky. The hum of the engine beneath us blended with the lapping waves, but Emma didn’t say anything right away. Instead, she leaned into me, resting her head on my shoulder.

I felt the warmth of her skin against mine, the press of her body relaxed and unguarded. My arm slid around her, instinctive, natural.

I glanced down at her, taking in the way her sun-kissed skin glowed, how effortlessly sexy she looked. My gaze drifted lower, the white bikini still teasing me, still making it impossible to forget the way she had looked standing in front of me, so brazen, so unbelievably perfect.

I let out a low breath and murmured, "You look amazing in your bikini."

"Thank you."

Emma parted her legs slightly, just enough to give me an even better view. The sheer white bikini barely concealed anything, her clit pressing against the thin fabric, teasing me with every little movement.

"I love wearing this bikini," she murmured, watching my reaction.

I didn’t respond. I didn’t need to. I just sat there, letting my gaze linger, drinking in the sight of her—completely mesmerized by the way the sunlight highlighted every perfect detail.

Emma broke the silence. "I was going to tell you my idea."

I dragged my eyes back to her face. "Oh yeah? What were you going to say?"

She smiled. "I think we should do a sleepover tonight."

"You guys are always welcome to sleep over with us like you did last night."

She shook her head. "No. I mean, you should come sleep with me tonight."

That made me pause. "Where…"

Emma cut me off before I could finish. "And Steve can go to your room and sleep with Michelle."

I sat with that for a moment, trying to piece it together. This arrangement—this whole experience—had been incredible for all of us. It was strengthening our marriages, breathing new life into our sex lives. We had all talked about it, how good it felt, how safe it felt.

So why would Emma want to separate from Steve for the night?

Cautiously, I said, "I’d be okay with it, but… what brought this idea on?"

Emma turned to me, her eyes intense, honest. "I don’t think you and Michelle really know how much Steve and I have fantasized about you two. For years, we’ve thought about all the ways we could make this happen. We’ve even considered just coming out and asking bluntly to see if you guys would want to play with us."

I exhaled a quiet laugh. "I wish you would have. You never know unless you ask."

Emma held my gaze now, no hesitation, no teasing. Just pure, unfiltered truth. "We have both been unbelievably attracted to you and Michelle. We’ve obsessed over the possibility of playing with you guys for years. And now it’s finally happening."

Her voice lowered slightly, as if she were admitting something she’d kept bottled up for far too long. "So far, we’ve both been able to contain ourselves, but now… I have to tell you the truth."

I met Emma’s gaze, searching for the real meaning behind her words. "Emma, are you saying you want to have a relationship with me?"

She hesitated, then nodded. "Well… kind of. Steve and I want to have an open relationship with you and Michelle."

The weight of what she was suggesting settled over me, my mind racing even as my cock started to stir at the sheer kinkiness of it all. The idea was hot—undeniably—but I needed to make sure I understood exactly what she was saying.

"So, let me get this straight," I said slowly. "Steve and Michelle can go on dates without us… and vice versa?"

Emma’s eyes lit up. "Yes. That’s exactly what I’m saying."

I exhaled, running a hand through my hair. "Hmmm… this is a lot to process right now." I paused, glancing toward the sky as if searching for an answer. "I’m not sure if Michelle would go for this, but you can ask her opinion. You’ll have to see what she thinks about it."

Before Emma could respond, our conversation was interrupted by a sudden burst of high-pitched screams from above. We looked up to see Steve and Michelle soaring through the sky, their laughter and shouts cutting through the peaceful air. Definitely not the quiet, intimate experience Emma and I had shared.

She chuckled, nestling closer against my side as we watched them. I wrapped my arm around her, feeling the warmth of her skin, the subtle rise and fall of her breath. We sat like that, comfortably tangled together, until the boat reeled them back in.

Once Steve and Michelle were safely back on board, Steve stretched and let out a groan. "I’m starving. Is everyone ready to have lunch?"

We all agreed, and as we prepared to leave, I couldn’t help but notice the way Emma wrapped that damned sarong around her waist again, covering up the perfect camel toe I’d been enjoying all morning.

With shirts and shorts back on, we stepped off the boat and walked across the road to a casual beachside pizza place. The patio overlooked the water, offering the perfect spot to unwind after our adventure.

As we settled at the table, I glanced at Steve. "It sounded like you guys were having fun up there. We could hear you two screaming the whole time."

Steve scoffed, shaking his head. "Fun? I was scared shitless! I was yelling at the guy to bring me down!"

We all burst out laughing, the sound carrying over the breeze. The tension from earlier lingered in the back of my mind, but for now, the four of us were just friends, sitting together under the sun, enjoying the kind of day we’d never forget.

Michelle smirked at Emma. "You guys were quiet up there, unlike scaredy-cat over here."

Emma laughed. "We talked a little and just enjoyed the views. It was so gorgeous up there."

Steve raised an eyebrow. "Let me guess—Ben was talking about your bikini the whole time?"

Emma giggled. "Actually, no. We were talking about what a great vacation this has been… and the possibility of continuing this little arrangement."

I grinned. "I’m already planning our next vacation."

Steve chuckled. "So, when and where are we going next?"

Michelle held up a hand. "Wait, wait, wait. Let’s give it a little time."

I looked at her, curious. "Why?"

Michelle leaned back with a playful smirk. "I’ll speak for myself and say that my little kitty is probably going to need some rest after the two of you are done with it this week."

The second the words left her mouth, heat shot straight to my cock. There was something so damn hot about hearing my wife casually include both Steve and me when talking about her pussy—like an open invitation, a confirmation of everything that had happened over the past few days, and a promise of what was still to come.

Emma grinned. "Michelle’s right. I’m pretty sure we’ll both be walking like cowboys by the time this vacation is over."

That sent us all into laughter, the kind that carried just a little extra weight now—a knowing, intimate amusement that none of us could ignore.

I still wasn’t sure how Michelle would take to Emma’s latest proposal, but the idea had been simmering in my mind ever since she brought it up. The thought of having two women available to me at any time was undeniably intriguing, but it also introduced a dangerous element—one where emotions could shift, where love could get tangled in ways we hadn’t prepared for.

I sure as hell wasn’t sold on it.

But I was curious to see what Michelle thought.

Steve broke my thoughts. "So, what does everyone want to do tonight?"

Michelle stretched, looking content. "Why don’t we head back to the bungalow and swim for a while? Then we can go to the hotel lobby for dinner and drinks. The hotel schedule says there’s a guitarist playing in the bar tonight—we could check that out after dinner."

We all agreed, finished our lunch, and grabbed a taxi back to the hotel.


Chapter 8

Inside the bungalow, we went to our respective rooms to change—or in our case, strip down—before heading outside. By the time I grabbed a few beers from the fridge, the other three had already made their way out the back door. I stepped outside, assuming we were all naked, but as I started down the stairs toward the water, I noticed something was off.

Emma wasn’t in the lagoon.

Frowning, I looked around. "Where’s she at?"

I reached the bottom of the stairs just as Steve met me, grinning as he grabbed the beers from my hands.

"Hey, dummy," he chuckled. "You walked right past her."

I looked up and spotted Emma at the top of the stairs, standing under the outdoor shower, her bikini drenched from the rinse. The thin white fabric had gone completely sheer, clinging to her body like a second skin. It was as if she wasn’t wearing anything at all—just a few delicate straps over her shoulders and a barely-there waistband sitting low on her hips.

The rest of her bikini had vanished.

Her nipples were right there, perfectly visible through the wet fabric, so taut and defined that she might as well have been topless. And lower… fuck. The material hugged every inch of her smooth, bare pussy, the seam nestled between her soft lips, framing her in a way that made my cock instantly throb.

She noticed my stare and smirked. "See? It disappeared!"

I swallowed hard. "You look so fucking hot."

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. The sight of her standing there, water glistening on her skin, completely exposed yet somehow still technically covered—it was mesmerizing. I had no idea how this bikini worked, but I wasn’t about to question it.

Emma tilted her head, playful, teasing. "Do you want to help me take it off?"

Instinctively, I glanced down toward Michelle, half-expecting to need permission, but she and Steve were already tangled up in each other, their mouths fused, hands roaming. They were lost in their own moment.

I looked back at Emma—and there was no hesitation left.

I closed the space between us, trailing my lips over the damp skin of her neck, inhaling the soft scent of saltwater and her warm, intoxicating perfume. My hands moved with purpose, reaching behind her back, fingers finding the clasp of her top.

Emma exhaled, her body pressing into mine as she reached down with one hand, finding my cock through my shorts, fingers wrapping around the thick outline. With her other hand, she grabbed the back of my neck, guiding me closer.

She rose onto her tiptoes, lips parting just as I slid the straps down her arms, and the moment we kissed, it was electric—hot, needy, unrestrained.

I broke away, my breath shallow, just in time to watch her top slip from her shoulders and fall to the floor.

Goddamn.

Her tits were perfect—small, perky, her nipples tight and begging for my touch. I reached for her, rolling one stiff peak between my fingers as I sank to my knees, my hands trailing over her wet, heated skin.

Slowly, I hooked my fingers into the waistband of her bikini bottoms and dragged them down, watching with rapt attention as the wet fabric peeled away from her glistening cunt, the material clinging for a moment before finally giving way.

I pushed the scrap of fabric to the floor, placed a quick kiss just below her navel, and let my hands skim the curve of her hips. My cock was now painfully hard, aching with the need to sink into her.

Emma sighed, her fingers running through my hair. "Thank you, baby."

I stood, and the second I was upright, her lips crashed into mine, her soft hand wrapping around my cock again, this time without any barriers between us.

I broke off the kiss, still catching my breath, and asked, "Will you wear that bikini for me later?"

Emma didn’t answer. She just turned away, switching her grip on my cock as she did. Then, with a mischievous smile, she used it as a handle to lead me down the stairs and into the water, her fingers wrapped firmly around me.

By the time we reached the lagoon, Michelle and Steve were already standing together, watching us. Their smiles said everything.

We soaked in the warm ocean for nearly an hour, the water lapping around us as we enjoyed the company of not just friends—but lovers. The flirting was heavy, teasing touches and stolen glances exchanged between all of us, but we mostly stayed with our own partners.

Mostly.

Every now and then, Michelle drifted toward Steve, and Emma toward me, their hands lingering just a little longer, their kisses a little more daring. Even Emma and Michelle shared a few quick, playful pecks, their chemistry undeniable. The conversation was easy, casual even, but beneath it was something unmistakable—an undercurrent of heat, of anticipation, of unspoken promises waiting to be fulfilled.

Eventually, the sun dipped lower in the sky, and we decided to head in and get ready for dinner.

Michelle and Emma agreed to dress casually since we were just going to the hotel restaurant. Once inside, we retreated to our rooms.

Michelle slipped into a loose-fitting shirt that hung off one shoulder, a pair of denim shorts, and flip-flops. Simple, effortless. And yet, she looked absolutely stunning. The way the soft fabric draped over her skin, the way her legs stretched out from beneath those shorts—I couldn’t take my eyes off her.

We stepped out into the kitchen, where Steve was already sipping his drink, as had become our nightly ritual before dinner.

Steve looked up, his gaze settling on Michelle, and he grinned. "Michelle, you look gorgeous."

Michelle smiled, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "Thank you."

A few minutes later, Emma emerged from the bedroom wearing a tight little tank top, denim shorts, and a pair of wedge heels. The thin fabric of her shirt hugged her petite frame, cradling her small tits perfectly, and her hard little nipples poked through, making it impossible to look anywhere else.

But just as quickly as she stepped into the room, she glanced at Michelle, hesitated for a second, then turned right back around and disappeared into the bedroom again.

When she returned, the wedges were gone, replaced with flip-flops, and a loose-fitting flannel shirt was draped over her tank top, hiding what had been so deliciously on display moments ago.

Michelle sighed dramatically. "Damn it, Emma. I was hoping to stare at your boobies at dinner."

Emma smirked. "You can stare at them all you want when I put them in your mouth later."

Holy. Fucking. Shit.

My cock thickened instantly, filling up the front of my shorts at the sheer filthiness of these two teasing each other. It was surreal, listening to my wife flirt so openly, so wickedly, with another woman. This entire trip had been a revelation—every day, every moment unraveling a new layer of Michelle, a version of her I had never seen before. And I fucking loved it.

As we made our way toward the restaurant, I slid an arm over Michelle’s shoulder, pulling her close. The air between us was charged—excitement humming beneath the quiet anticipation.

I leaned down, my lips brushing the shell of her ear. "You look amazing."

She glanced up at me, her eyes soft but knowing, a secret smile playing at her lips. She didn’t say a word—she didn’t have to.

We just kept walking, the night unfolding ahead of us, promising more surprises yet to come.

We reached the restaurant and were quickly seated at a table near the window, overlooking the water. The sky was awash in fiery streaks of orange, pink, and gold, the sun slowly dipping toward the horizon. I sat next to Michelle, while Emma slid in beside Steve, all of us soaking in the breathtaking view.

We ordered drinks, settling into light conversation, but Steve and I made sure to lace it with plenty of sexual undertones—just enough to keep the atmosphere charged.

The whole time we talked, I couldn’t stop glancing at Emma. She hadn’t removed her flannel, but she hadn’t exactly kept herself covered either. The shirt hung loose, framing her petite tits, the fabric barely brushing against her skin. Her nipples stood out even more than they had at the bungalow, stiff and undeniably visible, teasing every time she shifted in her seat. It was clear she was putting on a show, letting all of us—Steve, Michelle, and especially me—enjoy the view.

And I wasn’t the only one noticing.

Michelle’s gaze kept drifting toward Emma’s chest, lingering just a little longer than necessary. She wasn’t even trying to hide it.

We placed our food orders and eased back into conversation, the tension simmering just beneath the surface. After a few minutes, Steve leaned forward slightly, his tone shifting.

"So… where do we go from here?"

Michelle and I exchanged a glance before looking across the table at Emma. We were all curious about what he meant, though I had a pretty good idea.

Michelle tilted her head. "What do you mean?"

Steve hesitated for a second, then smirked. "Well… last night was pretty amazing. Speaking for myself, of course. But it seemed like we all had a great time."

Emma didn’t even wait a beat before chiming in. "I’d like it to continue. I’m hoping it’s going to continue. Is it?"

Michelle grinned, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "We still have a couple days left here."

I exhaled, taking a moment to appreciate just how rare this was—how lucky we were to have found ourselves in this situation with two people we trusted completely.

"I think we all know how rare this is," I said sincerely, glancing between them. "Fantasies were conquered. Nobody felt jealous. We’ve tapped into something incredible here."

I leaned forward slightly, meeting everyone's gaze. "I mean, it’s not every day that two couples can sit across from each other at dinner and call each other both friends and lovers. I think we’re in a unique place now."

Emma nodded, her eyes flicking between Michelle and me. "Ben and I were talking on the parasail earlier, wondering how the two of you would feel about expanding this arrangement to our regular lives back home. Maybe we could have sleepovers… or something like that."

I hesitated, giving Michelle space to respond first. But she didn’t.

Glancing at her, I spoke cautiously. "I’d be okay with them sleeping over."

Michelle finally stirred, exhaling as she considered the idea. "Obviously, we’ll keep this between the four of us—that’s not my concern. My concern is monogamy. I guess we’re technically ‘swingers’ now, but I don’t want any diseases."

Steve chuckled. "We don’t have any diseases."

Michelle rolled her eyes. "Not you, silly. I mean the people out there. I’m okay continuing this back home, but only if we all agree to keep it exclusive. If it’s just the four of us, we don’t have to worry about anything. Plus…" she smirked slightly, "I don’t want any bitches sleeping with my men."

Emma grinned. "You mean, our men."

Steve and I exchanged a look, unable to hold back our laughter. This weekend had been fucking incredible, and now, hearing our wives talk about us like this? It was surreal. We high-fived across the table, shaking our heads in disbelief.

Emma stood. "I’m gonna run to the restroom."

I needed to go too, so I followed her. But just as she reached the women’s room, I stopped her in the hallway.

"You didn’t ask Michelle about the open relationship," I murmured, keeping my voice low.

Emma glanced toward the dining area, then back at me, a playful smirk on her lips. "Let’s see how the sleepovers go first. It may happen naturally."

I considered that, then nodded. "I agree."

Emma leaned in, her lips brushing against mine in a quick, teasing kiss before turning toward the bathroom.

As she walked away, I took a second to admire her—those long, toned legs, the way her denim shorts hugged her perfect ass, the gentle sway of her hips.

Emma must have felt my gaze because she suddenly stopped, then turned around, catching me in the act.

She smiled, her eyes full of mischief. "You still like what you see, huh?"

I didn’t answer. I just smirked.

Emma took a step closer, lowering her voice. "There’s enough room in here for both of us."

I chuckled, shaking my head. "You naughty girl."

She grinned, giving me one last playful glance before slipping into the women’s restroom.

As I walked into the men’s room, a thought settled over me—I was the luckiest guy alive. I had the most beautiful wife a man could ask for, and the naughtiest girlfriend imaginable.


Chapter 9

By the time I returned to the table, Emma was just sitting back down. The waiter arrived moments later, setting our plates in front of us. Emma picked up her fork but barely glanced at her food before saying, "Let’s skip the music tonight. Michelle can’t keep her eyes off my tits, and I want to be naked."

Michelle snapped her head toward me, catching the slow, devious grin spreading across my face. Her gaze darted to Emma, then to Steve—both of them smirking just as knowingly.

I slid my hand onto Michelle’s thigh under the table, feeling the way she tensed, then shifted, a clear sign that she was already aching for more.

We ate quickly, anticipation thrumming between us, then walked back to the bungalow. The moment Michelle and I entered our room, we stripped down, freshening up before heading back out to find Emma and Steve.

As I finished up, Michelle leaned against the dresser, tilting her head. "What’s this unfinished business Emma mentioned?"

I shrugged. "I dunno. Just more fantasies, I guess. Maybe something kinkier."

Michelle smirked. "That wouldn’t surprise me."

She turned, rummaging through a small cabinet. "I found some board games in the utility closet the other day. I’m gonna see if they’re interested in playing."

I laughed. "Board games? That’s what you’re thinking about right now?"

Michelle just winked, grabbed the box, and walked out ahead of me.

When we stepped into the living room, Emma and Steve were already on the couch—completely naked. They lounged comfortably, as if this was the most normal thing in the world.

Michelle and I sat down beside them, the air thick with unspoken possibilities.

After some light conversation, Michelle casually brought up the board games. "I found a few in the closet the other day. You guys want to play?"

Emma smirked. "Sure, or we could play Truth or Dare like Ben suggested yesterday."

The second she said it, I knew exactly why she brought it up. She was playing the perfect wingman, setting the stage for my unfulfilled fantasy. My cock twitched, already growing half-hard at the thought of what this game could turn into. I just hoped Michelle and Steve were ready to take it there.

Michelle’s eyes lit up. "Sure!" she said enthusiastically.

Emma clapped her hands together. "Alright, let’s get comfy. Everyone, up!"

We got to our feet as Steve and I grabbed all the bean bag chairs scattered around the room, dragging them into the center to form a loose circle. Once settled, we found ourselves seated across from our spouses—Emma to my right, Steve to my left, and Michelle directly across from me.

Emma leaned forward slightly, mischief dancing in her eyes. "I’ll start. Ben, truth or dare?"

I smirked. "Truth."

Her lips curled in a knowing smile. "Okay. Have you ever fantasized about fucking any of Michelle’s friends?"

I chuckled. "Of course I have."

Michelle narrowed her eyes, her brow furrowing slightly as she studied me. "Which one?"

I shrugged, keeping my voice casual. "Pretty much all of them… except Sam. She’s a bitch."

Laughter erupted around the circle.

Emma grinned. "Okay, Ben. Your turn. We’ll go around clockwise."

I turned to Steve. "Steve, truth or dare?"

Steve cracked his knuckles. "Dare."

I paused, considering my options. Then an idea hit me. I smirked. "Alright. The neighbors on our right are usually sitting on their balcony right about now. I dare you to do the backstroke past them."

Steve didn’t hesitate. He grinned. "Challenge accepted."

Steve wasted no time. He jogged down the stairs and waded into the water, completely naked, swimming toward the neighboring bungalow. The three of us giggled like kids, watching as he casually made his way past their balcony.

But the real surprise came when he actually stopped and struck up a conversation with them.

That sent us into fits of laughter, barely able to contain ourselves as we huddled near the window, listening to the distant murmur of their voices.

By the time Steve swam back, still grinning like an idiot, Michelle tossed him a towel, shaking her head. "You’re insane."

"Rules are rules," he shot back, running the towel over his shoulders.

Once we were all back inside, it was his turn.

He turned to Michelle, his eyes gleaming with mischief. "Truth or dare?"

Michelle didn’t hesitate. "Dare."

Steve leaned back, stretching his arms over the couch. "I dare you to make out with Emma. No rules. We’ll just sit here and watch."

Michelle smirked, barely blinking. "Oh, that’s easy."

Before anyone could say another word, she was already moving. She climbed onto Emma’s lap, straddling her face to face, spreading her legs wide as she settled in.

Steve and I were treated to a sight neither of us would ever forget—Michelle’s gorgeous pussy, fully on display, her tight little asshole visible between her parted thighs. She didn’t hesitate, didn’t waste a single second before leaning in and pressing her lips against Emma’s in a deep, eager kiss.

The sound of it was instant—soft, wet smacks filling the air, their passion undeniable.

Emma’s hands slid down, gripping Michelle’s bare ass, fingers digging into her soft flesh before pulling her cheeks apart. The motion spread Michelle open completely, giving Steve and me a perfect, unobstructed view of her dripping cunt.

Jesus.

I glanced at Steve, watching as his eyes locked onto the sight in front of him, his lips slightly parted, breath uneven. He was literally salivating over my wife’s most intimate parts.

And fuck, I didn’t blame him.

Michelle broke the kiss and lifted herself off Emma’s lap. For a moment, I thought the session was over—but then, without hesitation, she slapped the inside of Emma’s knees, silently ordering her to spread her legs.

Emma obeyed immediately, parting her thighs without question.

Michelle sank to her knees between them, her hands gliding up Emma’s soft, trembling thighs. Then, she leaned forward, wrapping her lips around Emma’s right tit, sucking the entire thing into her mouth.

Emma gasped, her head falling back against the couch, fully surrendering to the sensation.

Michelle wasn’t gentle—she devoured her. Her right hand moved to Emma’s left breast, kneading and squeezing it while her mouth worked the other, sucking hungrily, flicking her tongue over the hardened peak.

The sight was fucking incredible.

Emma’s perky tits—the same ones that had stolen our attention all through dinner—were now being worshipped right in front of us. The way Michelle was lost in it, the way Emma moaned and arched into her touch, had my cock stiffening, my body heat rising.

Steve exhaled beside me, his voice thick with arousal. "Goddamn, she’s so hot."

I glanced over at him, watching as his gaze fixated on Michelle—specifically, the way her bare ass was on full display as she knelt between Emma’s legs. His hand was wrapped around his cock, stroking it slowly.

I smirked. "Michelle?"

His eyes didn’t leave her. He swallowed hard and whispered, "Yeah."

I leaned back against the couch. "Go over there and get her."

Steve hesitated for only a second before I added, "You take Michelle, I’ll take Emma."

He groaned slightly, but I could see it in his face—he wanted her too much to argue.

"You go," I said, stretching out and letting my cock rest against my stomach, already hard as steel. "I’ll sit right here and watch."

That was all the encouragement he needed.

Steve moved toward the women, and I laid back on the couch, letting my eyes drink in every second of what was unfolding in front of me. My cock stood tall, throbbing with anticipation, eager to see what would happen next.

Steve stepped beside Emma, his cock thick and ready, hanging in front of her face. She blinked up at him, her eyes dark with lust, and without hesitation, she leaned forward, wrapping her lips around his length and taking him deep into her mouth.

Michelle shifted slightly, watching Emma work, then moved in closer—her mouth opening, her tongue flicking out as she patiently waited for her turn.

Steve groaned, pulling his cock from Emma’s eager lips, and Michelle wasted no time—she took over, wrapping her soft mouth around his swollen head, sucking gently while Emma slid lower, her tongue darting out as she sucked one of Steve’s balls into her mouth.

Fuck.

Both women worked in perfect rhythm, taking turns on Steve’s cock, sharing him between them. One of them would suck him deep, swallowing every inch of his length, while the other licked and teased his balls, their tongues flicking and gliding over his sensitive skin.

They were completely lost in it, moaning softly as they tasted him, their hands exploring, their mouths wet and eager.

It was fucking incredible to watch.

Steve groaned, his breathing turning ragged. His hands flexed at his sides like he was trying to hold back, but it was clear he wouldn’t last much longer.

Finally, he pulled away, his cock slick with their saliva, his chest rising and falling as he turned to me.

"I need your help over here," he panted. "They’re gonna make me cum too fast."

At that moment, both Michelle and Emma looked over and saw me still sitting on the couch, my hand wrapped around my cock, stroking it slowly as I watched.

Michelle licked her lips. "Get over here and play."

I stood up, but instead of joining them, I walked straight to Michelle, leaning down to whisper against her ear. "I want to watch you play with them… alone."

She tilted her head up, her eyes meeting mine, and a slow, knowing smile spread across her face.

I backed away, sinking into the couch, my cock standing tall as I prepared to enjoy the show.

Michelle turned back toward Steve and Emma, who were now tangled together on the couch, their mouths fused in a deep, needy kiss. Without hesitation, she dropped to her knees again, sliding Steve’s cock between her lips, taking him all over again.

Emma’s eyes flicked toward me, as if asking permission to move, but before she could, Michelle’s hand shot out, grabbing her wrist.

Michelle pulled off Steve’s cock just long enough to say, "Stay here. I need your help."

Emma paused, glancing back at me one last time. I smirked and gave her a slow thumbs-up.

That was all she needed.

Her focus snapped back to Steve—and to Michelle.

Emma took Michelle’s hand, guiding her to her feet before turning to Steve. "Stand up," she said softly.

He did.

With a devious smile, Emma glanced at me and said, "Follow us."

The three of them disappeared into Emma and Steve’s bedroom, leaving me standing there with my cock throbbing, my body on fire with anticipation. I didn’t hesitate.

I walked in to find them sprawled across the bed, tangled together in a slow, sensual kiss. Michelle and Emma were on either side of Steve, their hands moving in perfect unison as they stroked his thick, aching cock.

I sat down in the chair in the corner of the room, my pulse pounding as I watched, knowing I was about to witness something incredible.

It didn’t take long before Emma shifted, swinging her leg over Steve’s face and lowering herself onto his mouth, facing me as she straddled him. The moment she settled in, Steve gripped her hips and buried his tongue between her slick folds, eating her out like he was starving for her.

Emma let out a deep, shuddering moan, her head falling back in pleasure as his tongue lapped at her dripping pussy. I could hear the wet, messy sounds of him sucking and slurping, catching glimpses of his tongue as it darted between her swollen lips.

Just as I was getting lost in the sight, Michelle moved.

She crawled over Steve’s lap, blocking my view of Emma, and positioned herself above his cock. Her perfect little ass was now in full view, her thighs spread wide as she reached between them, gripping Steve’s thick shaft.

I watched, breathless, as she angled him upward, the flushed head of his cock pressing against her slick entrance. She paused for just a moment before slowly lowering herself onto him, letting his tip push past her tight opening.

Fuck.

Michelle’s pussy stretched wide around him as she took more and more of his length, her body sinking down at an agonizingly slow pace. My cock twitched, a bead of pre-cum leaking from the tip as I watched her take him deeper, inch by inch.

Then, suddenly, she dropped.

Her body fell flush against his lap, his entire cock buried to the hilt inside her.

Michelle gasped, her fingers gripping Steve’s chest. "Oh God, honey," she moaned, her voice shaking.

She stayed still for a moment, adjusting to the thick stretch of him inside her. Then, slowly, she started moving, rolling her hips in a steady, rhythmic motion, fucking him in long, deep strokes.

The sight was pure ecstasy. My wife—my gorgeous, naughty wife—was riding Steve’s cock right in front of me, and I had never been more turned on in my life.

After a few minutes, Michelle leaned forward, her mouth seeking out Emma’s breast. She took Emma’s nipple between her lips, sucking hungrily as her hips kept moving. But the angle was difficult—her rhythm faltered as she struggled to focus on both pleasures at once.

Emma let out a soft laugh, then cupped her own breast with both hands, squeezing it together like a sandwich and guiding it back to Michelle’s mouth.

"Here, baby," Emma purred. "Suck it properly."

And Michelle did.

Michelle was finally living out her deepest fantasy, and she wasn’t holding back. She abandoned Emma’s breast and focused entirely on riding Steve, her pace turning wild, primal—like she’d been waiting her whole life for this moment.

I watched in absolute lust, completely transfixed by the way her little ass flexed and bounced as she fucked him relentlessly, grinding down onto his cock with an almost desperate hunger.

For at least ten minutes, she rode him hard, her movements sharp and eager, her moans growing louder, rawer. The wet slap of their bodies filled the room, and I could see the proof of her pleasure—white, creamy juices collecting at the base of Steve’s shaft, slicking him as she lost herself in the moment.

Her moans turned into cries, her breathing uneven, her hands gripping Steve’s chest for leverage as she picked up speed, fucking him at a blistering pace.

I sat still, my cock gripped tight in my hand, too mesmerized to even stroke myself. I wanted to—I needed to—but I knew if I did, I’d cum instantly. Watching Michelle like this, watching her surrender completely, was the most arousing thing I had ever witnessed.

And then, suddenly, she pulled herself off his cock completely, letting out a piercing scream.

Her back arched, her body trembling, but it was her hand—the frantic motion of her arm—that told me exactly what she was doing.

She was masturbating furiously, chasing the last wave of pleasure on her own, her fingers working her swollen, overstimulated clit.

Her entire body shook.

And then it happened—clear, glistening fluid rained down onto Steve’s stomach in hot, pulsing spurts.

Michelle was squirting.

I groaned out loud, unable to look away, watching as her ass quivered, as her thighs trembled uncontrollably, her breath coming in sharp, uneven gasps.

For nearly thirty seconds, her body remained locked in that state, her fingers slowing, then finally stopping as the last pulses of pleasure rippled through her.

Completely spent, she collapsed onto the bed beside Steve, a blissed-out smile stretching across her flushed, rosy face.

Emma had moved off Steve’s face by now, her own body still glistening with arousal as she and Steve both turned their heads, grinning down at Michelle.

Michelle let out a breathless laugh, her chest still rising and falling rapidly. "Oh my God," she panted. "I haven’t cum like that in a long time!"

I swallowed hard, my cock throbbing painfully as I resisted the overwhelming urge to stroke myself.

There was something so intensely satisfying about seeing another man make my wife cum like that—so completely, so uncontrollably.

And I had never been prouder to be her husband than I was at that moment.

I had always thought I knew exactly how to give Michelle her most powerful orgasms. But now, watching her, I realized something undeniable—she had found something with Steve too. Something that sent her over the edge in a way I had never quite seen before.

And fuck, that turned me on more than anything.

Steve wrapped a hand around his cock, stroking himself slowly, his body still tense from the overwhelming pleasure of Michelle riding him moments ago.

Emma noticed immediately. Her eyes flicked to his thick shaft, still glistening from Michelle’s wetness, and without hesitation, she swung her leg back over his chest, straddling him once more.

Goddamn, she looked incredible—her nipples tight and flushed, her pussy a delicate pink from grinding on Steve’s face.

She inched forward, aligning herself over his cock, her thighs flexing as she hovered just above him.

I held my breath, completely transfixed, waiting for the moment Steve’s cock disappeared inside her—just like it had inside my wife.

And then she dropped.

Emma impaled herself in one quick, brutal motion, taking him to the hilt in a single, greedy thrust.

Her eyes flew open wide, then immediately rolled back, her mouth parting in a sharp gasp as the full stretch of him filled her completely. She sucked in a ragged breath through her teeth, her body shivering from the sheer intensity of it.

For a moment, she didn’t move.

She just sat there, motionless, letting herself feel every inch of her husband inside her. Slowly, her head tilted forward, a soft moan spilling from her lips, her body trembling as she adjusted to the sensation.

Then she leaned forward, placing both hands on the bed in front of her.

Her hips began to move.

Steve’s hands immediately gripped her waist, holding onto her as she started fucking him, rolling her body up and down in a slow, controlled rhythm.

I watched, completely mesmerized.

There was something so primal, so liberating about seeing my best friend work his way through our wives, and there was no doubt now—I was right on the edge.

Pre-cum leaked steadily from my cock, pooling at the tip, my body so wound up with arousal that I could barely contain myself.

Emma’s pace picked up.

Her moans grew louder, her thighs tightening, her movements growing more erratic as she fucked her husband harder.

I couldn’t hold back any longer.

Gripping my slick cock, I began stroking myself, the pleasure so immediate, so fucking intense, that my entire body tensed. It felt incredible—finally giving myself release after watching them all night—and I knew I was close, so fucking close, ready to send myself over the edge.

My eyes stayed locked on Emma’s cunt, watching it stretch and slide over Steve’s thick cock, watching the way her body trembled, the way she took him over and over again.

I was right there—seconds away from my own explosive climax—when suddenly, Michelle’s small hand wrapped around mine, snapping me out of my trance.

My grip loosened immediately, and before I could react, Michelle took over.

Her delicate fingers stroked me slowly, teasing me with deliberate, controlled movements. Then, without warning, she lowered her head and took my cock into her mouth.

Her lips wrapped around my length, her tongue flicking and swirling as she worked me in perfect, unrelenting unison—her hand stroking, her mouth sucking, her hot breath sending shockwaves through my entire body.

Fuck.

My orgasm was coming whether I was ready for it or not.

And with Michelle’s mouth on my cock, there was no chance of stopping it now.

The wave of pleasure built inside me, tightening, ready to crash over me—but just as I was about to erupt, Michelle suddenly stopped.

She pulled off my cock with a loud, wet pop, her lips glistening, her breath ragged.

"I fucking love your cock so much," she panted, her eyes burning with lust.

Then, without hesitation, she dove back down, taking me deep again, her mouth working me with even more urgency. Slurping sounds filled the air as her pace quickened, her tongue swirling, her throat tightening around my shaft.

I glanced back at Emma just in time to see Steve gripping her hips, thrusting upward into her with deep, powerful strokes. Emma held herself still above him, letting him do all the work, her body jolting each time he drove himself inside her.

His thrusts were so strong, his grunts so raw, that the entire room was filled with the sound of his pleasure.

My body burned with the need for release, but I wasn’t ready to let go just yet.

I reached down, gripping Michelle’s head firmly, holding her still as I took control, thrusting into her mouth at the same punishing pace that Steve was pounding into Emma.

Her throat opened up, taking me effortlessly, no resistance, no complaints—just pure, eager submission.

Emma, meanwhile, was losing herself completely.

She reached down with one hand, rubbing her clit in fast, desperate circles. Her cries grew louder, her body tensing as she chased her orgasm.

Steve’s pace stayed relentless, but his grunts began to slow, turning deeper, rougher, more strained.

I could feel it—he was close.

Michelle never let up, her lips wrapped tightly around my shaft, sucking me with perfect rhythm, her hands gripping my thighs as she took everything I gave her.

My senses were overloaded.

The wet heat of Michelle’s mouth.

The sight of Emma’s body trembling as she fucked herself into oblivion.

The raw, animalistic sounds of Steve’s climax building.

And then—it hit me.

I fought to hold out, hoping they would finish first, but it was no use.

Pleasure surged through me like a runaway freight train, white-hot and unstoppable.

I groaned, my entire body tensing as I yelled, "I’m gonna cum!"

Right then, I heard Steve groan loudly, his voice strained with urgency.

"I’m gonna cum," he gasped.

Emma's body tensed, her hand working between her thighs with frantic desperation. She let out a sharp, broken cry as her orgasm took over, her fingers flicking over her clit in erratic, messy strokes. And then—she squirted.

Liquid sprayed between her fingers, splashing onto Steve’s stomach, soaking the sheets beneath them. Her cries turned into deep, shuddering moans as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through her.

Steve gritted his teeth, gripping Emma’s hips as he pulled her down hard onto his cock, burying himself inside her one last time just as his release hit. His body went rigid beneath her, a rough growl ripping from his throat as he spilled his cum deep into her dripping cunt.

At that exact moment, my own orgasm exploded.

I groaned, my grip tightening on Michelle as my cock pulsed hard inside her mouth, ropes of hot cum surging to the back of her throat.

She took it all.

Every last drop.

Emma continued trembling, still rubbing herself through the aftershocks, still squirting, her whole body shaking as Steve emptied himself inside her.

I exhaled heavily, my body spent, my balls still twitching as the last of my load trickled down the underside of my shaft, coating my skin in warm, sticky release.

Gently, I pulled Michelle’s head up, letting my cock slip free from her swollen lips with a wet pop. My breath was still uneven, my heart hammering in my chest, but I wasn’t ready to let go of her just yet.

I pulled her up to me, wrapping my arms around her, and kissed her deeply.

Her lips were soft, her mouth still warm from everything she had just done to me. I could taste myself on her tongue, and for some reason, that only made me kiss her harder.

We stayed like that for a long moment, our bodies pressed together, until finally, my cock softened, sated, completely spent.

I leaned back, taking in the scene around me. Emma, still straddling Steve, her body glowing with the aftermath of her orgasm. Steve, looking completely wrecked, his hands lazily running up and down her sides.

And Michelle, my beautiful wife—flushed, satisfied, still curled against me.

I felt like the luckiest man alive.

I had just fulfilled my ultimate fantasy—watching my wife fuck Steve—and I had been given the perfect reward: Emma’s body unraveling in pleasure right before my eyes.

There was no doubt about it.

This was the greatest night of my life.
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Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Hedonism: A Couple's First Experience

When my wife told me she had booked a surprise vacation for my birthday, I honestly never would have expected this. Sure, we had talked about it, briefly, sometimes. But I think a lot of couples talk about it in the heat of the moment.

Hedonism - Just the name of the resort is all it takes to send vivid images flashing through your mind. Images of what you think the place will be like.

But really, no one has any idea until they get there.

You can go as far as you want, or you can just chill by the pool in the non nude area and see what happens.

But what surprised me the most was that although this had always been my fantasy, it was actually Sarah who seemed to be pushing it once we landed!

This is Hedonism; this is our first experience, and this is happening!

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?
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