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Warning



This novel contains explicit sexual content. It is intended for adult audiences only. Reader discretion is advised.


Chapter 1: Chris's Birthday Bacchanalia



The Atlanta skyline sparkled like scattered diamonds against the night sky, visible through the floor-to-ceiling windows of Bacchanalia. I smoothed my hands over my burgundy dress, the silky fabric clinging to every curve. Chris had raised an eyebrow when I'd stepped out of our bedroom earlier—that look that still made my stomach flutter after all this time.

"Mrs. Reyes," the maître d' greeted us with a professional smile. "Mr. Reyes. Your usual table is ready."

Chris's hand found the small of my back as we followed the host through the restaurant. His charcoal suit was impeccably tailored, accentuating his broad shoulders and trim waist. I noticed several women tracking him with their eyes as we passed. The burgundy pocket square that matched my dress was his idea, a subtle announcement that we belonged together.

Our table offered the best view in the house, both of the skyline and the elegant dining room. As Chris pulled out my chair, his fingers brushed my shoulder, a casual touch that carried promises for later.

"You look stunning tonight," he murmured as he took his seat across from me. "What is it the young people say today? That dress makes you look fire."

"That was rather the point." I crossed my legs, letting my stiletto dangle from my foot. "I wanted to give you something to look at during dinner."

"As if I need any encouragement to look at you."

A server appeared with a bottle of champagne we hadn't ordered, pouring two flutes with practiced precision.

"Compliments of the owner," he explained before disappearing.

Chris lifted his glass, the bubbles catching the light. "To new beginnings and successful ventures. The new restaurant exceeded projections in its first quarter."

I clinked my glass against his. "But more importantly, happy birthday to my dear husband," I said, taking another sip. The champagne was perfectly crisp.

"And to you, finishing your first three books. I always believed in you." Chris's eyes crinkled at the corners.

We lifted our glasses again. "And to meeting Nathan and Michelle. Hard to believe it's been almost nine months now. Our lives have changed so much."

The transformation hadn't happened overnight. It started with Michelle's gentle introduction to the lifestyle, that first nervous dinner where Nathan and Michelle revealed they were swingers. I remembered how my heart had pounded when Michelle first suggested we visit a swingers' club with them, how terrified I'd been of what it might mean for Chris and me.

But instead of driving us apart, each new experience had pulled us closer together. Every boundary we'd crossed, every rule we'd established and sometimes broken, had been another thread weaving us more tightly into a relationship stronger than where we'd started.

"Remember how nervous we were that first night at Club Paradise?" I shook my head at the memory.

"Of course I do. And do you have any regrets?"

His hand reached out to hold mine. "Only that we didn't discover it sooner." His eyes darkened. "We've had our challenges over the last nine months, but I think we're strong and happier."

The server returned to take our order.

"The chef's tasting menu," Chris decided without looking at the options. "With whatever wine the sommelier recommends."

"I'll have the sea bass," I added.

As our server departed, I swirled the champagne in my glass. "Remember Michelle pulling me into that changing room at her yoga studio?" I lowered my voice so the diners at the other tables wouldn't hear us. "I was so shocked when she seduced me. I'd never been with a woman before."

Chris leaned forward, his tie dipping dangerously close to the candle flame. "I remember you coming home flushed and guilty, confessing everything. You thought I'd be angry."

"Instead, you were turned on." I laughed softly. "That should have been my first clue about what was to come."

Our server appeared, balancing two artfully plated dishes. Chris's plate consisted of three perfectly seared scallop medallions, nestled atop a bed of cauliflower purée, with microgreens scattered like confetti. My beet salad was a masterpiece of color: ruby red spirals, emerald arugula, and crumbles of goat cheese dusted with pistachios.

The sommelier followed close behind, a distinguished man with silver hair and knowing eyes. He presented our bottle with reverence—a New Zealand Sauvignon Blanc.

"For your enjoyment," he explained, executing the opening ritual with theatrical precision. The cork emerged with a soft pop. He poured a small taste into Chris's glass, waiting as he swirled and sipped.

Chris complimented the wine. "It bursts across the palate—crisp citrus notes that made my mouth water, perfectly balanced with an earthy sweetness."

"Thank you, sir," the sommelier nodded, filling our glasses properly before departing. I picked up my fork and smiled at Chris across the candlelit table.

"Speaking of new experiences," Chris said, cutting into his scallop, "have you had any tennis lessons with Tyler lately?"

I nearly choked on my beet salad. Even after nine months of open communication, certain topics still caught me off guard. "Just last week, actually."

Chris's fork paused halfway to his mouth. "And how was that? Is he a good tennis coach, or just eye candy for you and Michelle to toy with?"

The directness of his question made me laugh. "He's actually an excellent instructor. My backhand has improved dramatically since I started working with him."

"Good to hear Tyler's satisfying on the court as well as off the court."

I nearly spilled my champagne. "Chris!"

"What? I'm just saying the young man seems to have multiple talents."

I shook my head, grinning. "He definitely does. Though I think Michelle might be a little jealous that I pulled him into our bedroom without her."

Chris raised an eyebrow. "Michelle? Jealous? That doesn't sound like her."

"She hasn't actually said anything," I admitted, twirling a piece of beet around my fork. "But I can tell she's a little miffed. She found him first, after all. Those private lessons of hers started weeks before mine."

"I don't think Michelle's one to hold grudges," Chris said after taking a sip.

"No, she's not. But I think maybe she was hoping we'd all play together. You know how she likes orchestrating these elaborate scenarios." I paused, considering my words. "I really enjoyed having an experience with just you and one other person, though. Sometimes when there are more people involved, it gets too confusing. Too much pressure to make sure everyone's satisfied."

Chris nodded thoughtfully. "I have to admit, I wasn't planning on joining in that night. I thought I was just going to watch."

This was the first time he'd acknowledged what had happened. I'd been wondering about his decision to participate but hadn't wanted to push him to explain.

"What changed your mind?" I asked gently.

He set down his fork, his expression growing serious. "Watching you with him was incredibly arousing, and there was something about the way you looked at me while he was fucking you from behind. Like you wanted me to be part of it, not just an observer."

I reached across the table to touch his hand. "I did want you involved. I love you just watching, but sometimes it's fun to have you participate. If you feel like it."

"I know that now. It took me a while to understand the difference between being excluded and choosing to be a voyeur." He turned his hand palm up, intertwining our fingers.

"But even when you are just watching, you are still participating," I said. "I love knowing that your eyes are on me. So, don't ever feel pressure to participate."

Our relationship had evolved so much since that first tentative exploration with Nathan and Michelle. We'd learned to navigate jealousy, to communicate desires we barely understood ourselves, to trust each other with our deepest fantasies.

Our conversation paused again as the server brought the next course. The rich aroma of truffle oil wafted up from Chris's risotto.

"So no regrets?" he asked.

"None whatsoever," I said, smiling. "Though I do think we should probably invite Michelle and Nathan next time. Professional courtesy and all that."

The server appeared with our main courses, breaking the moment. As he arranged our plates, I caught Chris's gaze over the candle flame, a silent communication passing between us.

By the time dessert arrived—a chocolate soufflé with salted caramel ice cream—I was pleasantly warm from the wine and the memories we'd revisited.

"Thank you for arranging this," Chris said, reaching for my hand again. "Perfect restaurant, perfect company."

"The night's still young," I replied, running my foot up his calf under the table. "What would you like to do after dinner?"

He caught his lower lip between his teeth, a gesture I recognized as hesitation. "As we were just discussing, it's been a while since... since I just watched you with someone else."

The request sent a thrill through me. It had been over a month since our threesome with Tyler, and Chris had participated in that, not just watched. We hadn't experienced the raw excitement of being with a complete stranger since our last visit to Club Paradise.

"I didn't plan anything," I admitted. "But I'm intrigued."

"We don't have to. It was just a thought," he said.

I glanced around the restaurant, my gaze lingering on our waiter—young, maybe mid-twenties, with a graceful way of moving between tables. He caught me looking and smiled politely.

"He's cute," Chris observed, following my line of sight.

"But probably not appropriate to proposition staff at your favorite restaurant," I replied. "Especially not when your restaurant group might be looking to partner with them next year."

Chris grinned. "Fair point. There's a speakeasy in Buckhead that a wine merchant gave me the pass phrase to."

The idea sent a flutter of anticipation through my sex. "We could have a nightcap and see if we can find someone… interesting."

His eyes gleamed. "I don't think we will have a problem finding someone to fuck you. You practically radiate sexuality these days."

I felt myself blush. "Let's find out."

Chris signaled for the check.


Chapter 2: Pleasure Hunting



The speakeasy was hidden behind an authentic British phone booth painted the same red as my lipstick. After giving the passcode to the doorman, we stepped through into another world—one of dark mahogany paneling, plush leather seating, and the kind of lighting that made everyone look mysterious and attractive.

A three-piece jazz ensemble played in the corner—saxophone, upright bass, and piano—their melody weaving through conversations like smoke. The music wasn't loud enough to drown out normal conversation but provided perfect cover for private whispers.

"This place is incredible," I said, taking in the brass fixtures and vintage photographs adorning the walls. Crystal decanters behind the bar caught the amber light, creating tiny prisms across the polished wood.

Chris guided me through the crowd. The clientele was an intriguing mix—young tech professionals in expensive casual wear mingled with silver-haired men in bespoke suits. Women in everything from cocktail dresses to designer jeans sipped colorful concoctions from delicate glassware.

"Over there," Chris murmured, nodding toward a corner booth with a curved leather bench. It offered a perfect vantage point of the entire room while remaining partially secluded. "Shall we?"

We slid into the booth, and I nestled against him, my dress riding up my thighs. A server materialized almost immediately—a woman with a geometric bob and cat-eye glasses.

"First time?" she asked with a knowing smile.

"Is it that obvious?" I laughed.

"Only because you're still looking around in wonder. What can I get you?"

Chris ordered the bourbon and smoked cherries.

I asked, "What's your favorite?"

She suggested their signature drink—gin, elderflower, and a hint of lavender, garnished with a thin slice of cucumber.

"Mmmm. I'll take that."

When our drinks arrived, we clinked glasses and began our survey for a potential playmate for the evening. The cocktail slid down my throat with a pleasant burn, loosening my inhibitions just enough to make our hunt exciting rather than nerve-wracking.

"What about him?" Chris nodded toward the bar where a man in his forties sat alone. His tailored suit spoke of money, as did the Rolex glinting on his wrist. He carried himself with the unmistakable confidence of someone accustomed to getting what he wanted.

I studied him for a moment, watching how he barely acknowledged the bartender. "Too stuck-up," I decided. "Look how he doesn't even make eye contact with the staff. I bet he's terrible in bed. He looks like the type that would think he was entitled to fuck me."

Chris chuckled. "Fair assessment."

I scanned the room, my gaze settling on a muscular guy in a tight black t-shirt that strained against his tattooed biceps. His jawline could cut glass, and his laugh carried across the room as he chatted with friends.

"Him?" I suggested, tilting my head in his direction.

Chris followed my gaze and frowned slightly. "Too much gym-bro energy. He looks like an asshole version of Tyler. He'd probably want to fuck in front of a mirror so he could look at himself instead of at you."

"True. I want someone who will worship my body, not his own," I conceded with a small smile.

I took another sip of my cocktail, letting my eyes drift across the room. "The night is young. Our perfect third is out there somewhere."

As I nursed my second drink, movement near the back caught my eye. A man stood alone at the pool table, chalking his cue. Something about his quiet focus drew my attention.

"Chris," I whispered, nudging my husband. "Look at him."

The stranger was a light-skinned black man, possibly in his early to mid-twenties, with the kind of lean, athletic build that comes from running, combined with occasional gym sessions. His dark jeans hugged nicely to his hips, and his chambray button-down had the sleeves rolled up to reveal tanned forearms. His hazel eyes looked down the length of the pool cue as he leaned over the table, lining up a shot.

"I see him," Chris murmured, his hand touching my bare knee under the table.

We watched as the man executed a perfect bank shot, sending the three ball smoothly into the corner pocket. There was something mesmerizing about his movements—fluid, like a dancer who knew exactly where his body belonged in space. When he straightened up, I caught a glimpse of his profile—strong jawline, straight nose, and the hint of a five o'clock shadow. He ran his hand over his neatly shaved short brown hair, as he contemplated his next shot.

"He's playing alone," I observed.

"And he's good," Chris added.

The man circled the table, studying angles with a slight furrow between his brows. When he leaned down for another shot, I admired how his shoulders flexed beneath his shirt. The seven ball dropped into the side pocket with a satisfying thunk.

"What do you think?" Chris asked, his voice low and intimate against my ear.

I turned to meet his gaze, finding that familiar glint of excitement there. "I think we should see if he wants company."

Chris smiled and finished his drink. "Let's go." The hunt was on.

We approached the pool table casually, hand in hand. Up close, I noticed the young man had a small scar through his right eyebrow that somehow enhanced rather than detracted from his good looks.

"Mind if we join you?" Chris asked.

The man looked up, seeming to see us for the first time. His smile was genuine and reached his eyes. "Not at all. All my friends found hookups and left, so I'm just killing time before heading home."

"I'm Chris, and this is my wife, Skylar."

"David," he replied, offering his hand to each of us in turn. His grip was firm but not aggressive. When his fingers wrapped around mine, I felt a little flutter in my stomach. He was gorgeous.

"Fair warning," I said, selecting a cue from the rack, "I'm terrible at this."

David laughed—a warm, rich sound. "I could give you some pointers, if you'd like."

Chris winked at me. "Feel free to help her. She won't take my advice."

We fell into a comfortable rhythm, taking turns around the table. David racked a new game, and I watched how his large hands arranged the balls. When it was my turn, I deliberately took a slightly awkward stance.

"May I?" David asked, gesturing toward me.

I nodded, and he stepped behind me, gently adjusting my elbow and the angle of my cue. His chest brushed against my back, and I caught a hint of his cologne—something with notes of cedar and bergamot.

"Like this," he murmured, his breath warm against my ear.

From across the table, Chris caught my eye, his expression a mixture of amusement and arousal. He knew exactly what I was doing.

"Are you from Atlanta?" I asked as David lined up another shot.

"No, actually. I moved here about seven years ago for school."

"Oh, what did you study?"

"I got my doctorate in theology at Emory when I was twenty-one," he said, sinking the twelve ball with ease.

I paused, cue halfway to the table. "That's pretty young for a doctorate, isn't it?"

David's cheeks colored slightly. "I graduated high school at fifteen, got my bachelor's at seventeen. Finished the doctorate four years later, so about a year ago now."

"Wow," Chris said, clearly impressed. "What do you do now?"

"I'm an assistant professor at the university and also pastor at a small church in Midtown."

My heart sank a little. A professor of theology and a pastor. That probably meant our evening was going to end with polite conversation and nothing more. Still, he was charming company, and I found myself genuinely enjoying getting to know him.

"Do you have time for any hobbies with all that?" I asked, chalking my cue.

"Some. I love hiking the trails around North Georgia. I collect vintage vinyl records—mostly jazz and blues. And I have a golden retriever named Archie who keeps me busy."

"That's sweet," I said, warming to him even more.

"My real passion, though, is soccer. I play in a couple of leagues around the city."

Chris perked up immediately. "No way! What position?"

And just like that, I lost both of them to an ever-expanding discussion about formations, favorite teams, and some player I'd never heard of who recently transferred to Atlanta United. I leaned against the wall, sipping my drink and watching David's animated expressions as he and Chris debated the merits of different playing styles.

After what felt like an eternity, David glanced over and caught my glazed expression. "Sorry, Skylar. We're being rude."

"It's fine," I laughed. "I'm used to being ignored when sports come up."

"What do you two do for work?" David asked, clearly trying to include me in the conversation.

Chris went first, explaining his restaurant investment group. When it was my turn, I took a breath.

"I write erotic romance novels."

I watched David's face carefully, expecting shock or judgment. Instead, his eyebrows raised with what looked like genuine interest.

"That's fascinating. Must require quite an imagination."

"More than imagination," I said, the words slipping out before I could stop them. "A lot of my writing comes from experience."

David blinked, his cheeks flushing pink as he processed my implication. When he leaned down for his next shot, his hands trembled slightly, and he completely missed the cue ball.

An hour passed in what felt like minutes. We'd moved from the pool table to a small seating area near the bar, where David told a story about getting lost while hiking in the North Georgia mountains that had us both laughing. Under the table, Chris's hand rested on my thigh, his hand making its way between my legs.

When David excused himself to get another round, Chris leaned in. "He's perfect. Smart, funny, not trying too hard."

"I know," I agreed, watching David at the bar. "The way he moves... I keep imagining what he'd be like in bed. But there's no way he's going to go for what we want. He's super religious."

"Yeah, but you never know unless you ask. I could suggest we continue this somewhere more private?"

I bit my lip, nodding. "Okay. Let's see where this goes."

David returned with our drinks, sliding into his seat with effortless grace. Chris waited until we'd all taken a sip before casually saying, "We're really enjoying your company, David. We'd be willing to get a hotel room for the night, if you'd like to continue this conversation with us there."

Something flickered across David's face—interest, followed quickly by hesitation. He set his glass down carefully.

"I..." he started, then paused, rubbing the back of his neck. A flush crept up from his collar. "I thought that might be where this was leading. I'm really flattered, truly. And I've enjoyed hanging out with you both, but…"

My heart sank as I recognized the tone—the gentle letdown.

"But accepting an invitation to spend the night with two swingers might be just a little out of your comfort zone," Chris finished for him.

David nodded, looking genuinely regretful. "In another life, maybe. Believe me, I'm tempted. You're both great, and I mean that. It's just—"

"We understand," I said, reaching out to touch his arm. "This is not an easy sell for ordinary men."

"No hard feelings," Chris added, extending his hand.

David shook it firmly. "Thanks for saying that. For what it's worth, this has been the most interesting night I've had in a long time."

We finished our drinks with a conversation that had lost its earlier spark, but I found myself wanting him even more. When David checked his watch and mentioned an early morning, we didn't try to keep him.

"It was lovely meeting you. I have to say that I'm very disappointed, but I understand," I said as he prepared to leave.

"Likewise, Skylar." His smile was warm but tinged with what might have been. "Maybe I'll check out one of your books sometime."

After he left, Chris and I sat in silence for a moment.

"Well," I finally said, "that was a bust."

Chris laughed softly. "A pastor. Of all the people in this bar..."

"He was perfect," I sighed, leaning against my husband's shoulder.

"Almost perfect," Chris corrected, kissing the top of my head. "The night's still young. Should we try again?"

I glanced around the speakeasy, considering our options. "Actually, I think I'd rather go home."

[image: ]

As Chris opened the door for me to get into our car, I heard a voice call out for us to wait. I turned and was surprised to see David standing there, slightly out of breath as if he'd run to catch us.

"Just for the record," he said, his voice low and intense, "I am an ordinary man."

The parking lot lights cast shadows across his face, highlighting the determined set of his jaw. My pulse quickened.

"I didn't mean it as an insult," I said, stepping away from the car. "Only that you have a higher calling than most."

David ran a hand over his head, making him look vulnerable. "In my denomination, we don't take vows of celibacy. Even premarital sex is allowed. Of course, what you two are suggesting would be frowned upon," He glanced down, then met my eyes directly. "But, I've spent so much time with my studies and work in the church that I've neglected that side of me, and I do have needs."

I stared at him, trying to process what he was saying. The night air felt suddenly charged with possibility.

"Are you seriously considering taking us up on our offer?" I asked, unable to keep the surprise from my voice.

David approached us, his hands visibly trembling. Even in the dim parking lot lighting, I could see the anxiety written across his face.

"I am," he said, his voice barely above a whisper. "But there's one thing I should tell you first."

"Just say it," I encouraged him. "It's probably nothing we haven't heard before."

He took a shaky breath, running his hand over his head nervously. "I was so much younger than everyone in my classes that none of the girls were interested in me. I was so focused on my studies and then my job, that I..." He stopped, his breathing becoming heavier even though he was standing perfectly still.

He tried again. "I'm..." Another pause, another labored breath.

I looked at Chris, then back to David. Something clicked. "David, are you trying to tell us you're a virgin?"

His gaze dropped to the asphalt, and he nodded slowly, shame radiating from him.

"David, I have a hard time believing that," I said gently. "You're incredibly hot, and surely young women come onto you all the time."

He finally looked up, meeting my eyes. "It's true, but they were either members of my congregation or students, and I just don't feel it's ethically correct to date them." He paused, vulnerability creeping into his voice. "Plus, I feel like I've waited so long that I would be embarrassed by my inexperience. But you seem so sweet and understanding. I feel comfortable with you for some reason."

The weight of his confession settled between us. Here was this brilliant, accomplished man who'd dedicated his life to a higher calling, and he was entrusting us with something so personal.

"Have you had any sexual experience at all?" I asked softly.

Chris remained quiet beside me, letting me take the lead in this delicate conversation. The parking lot felt like our own private world, the distant sounds of the city fading into background noise as we stood there with David's honesty hanging in the air.

He looked around the parking lot, making sure no one was within earshot, before answering, "A girl gave me a handjob once, but that's the extent of my experience."

Chris and I exchanged glances. This was much more than we had bargained for. We were looking for a quick and easy hedonistic experience—not to be someone's sexual awakening, especially not someone whose profession made the whole situation infinitely more complicated.

"David, I'm not sure how I feel about this," I said. "I don't want to go to hell for taking a pastor's virginity."

David actually chuckled at this. "You made me an offer," he continued, his voice steadier now. "My decision whether or not to take you up on it is one hundred percent mine. I could walk away—you didn't pressure me in any way." He took a deep breath. "Is your offer still good?"

I looked again at Chris, who, in a very unhelpful manner, just looked back at me and shrugged, his expression saying this was my call to make.

I thought to myself that this would be yet another first. As far as I knew, I'd never deflowered a man before... much less a pastor. And was it even called deflowering to take a man's virginity? I looked it up later, and it's not.

I felt that certain tingle between my legs and knew I would regret this moment forever if I said no. There was something irresistibly tempting about being someone's first.

"Our offer stands," I said finally, my voice surprisingly steady. "But I need you to be absolutely certain. This isn't something you can take back."

David nodded, a mixture of nervousness and excitement in his eyes. "I understand. I've spent my life following rules and expectations. For one night, I want to make a choice based on what I want, not what others expect of me."

Chris stepped forward. "I'll get us a suite at the Excelsior."

"That sounds good," David said. "I would offer my place, but I have roommates."

As we drove the few blocks to the Excelsior, I couldn't stop thinking about what lay ahead. This wasn't just about physical pleasure anymore—it had become something more profound. We were about to guide someone through an experience they would remember for the rest of their life.

"Are we really doing this?" I asked Chris, watching David's headlights in our rearview mirror.

Chris reached over and squeezed my hand. "If you want to. But this is different than what we planned."

"I know," I said, feeling a sense of responsibility rush through me. "I think that's why I want to do it. There's something... I don't know... almost sacred about being someone's first."

Chris laughed softly. "Only you would find something sacred in being a pastor's first fuck."

I smacked his arm playfully, but he wasn't entirely wrong. As we pulled up to the valet area in front of the hotel, I took a deep breath, preparing myself for a night that would surely be unlike any other.


Chapter 3: Innocence Lost



The Excelsior stood like a monument to luxury, its glass and steel exterior gleaming against the night sky. As we entered the grand lobby, I couldn't help but gawk at the opulence surrounding us. Crystal chandeliers hung from thirty-foot ceilings, casting a warm glow over marble floors so polished they reflected our movements like mirrors. A massive floral arrangement dominated the center of the space, exotic blooms artfully arranged in what must have been a thousand-dollar display.

"I'll get us a room," Chris said, squeezing my hand before heading to the reception desk.

I settled into one of the plush velvet chairs, watching the door. My heart skipped when David walked in, his tall frame hesitating at the threshold as he scanned the lobby. His eyes found mine, and I noticed how his shoulders tensed, his hands fidgeting with the hem of his jacket.

Rising from my seat, I crossed to him and slipped my arm through his, feeling him stiffen momentarily before relaxing into my touch.

"I'm going to make this a night you'll never forget," I whispered, my lips brushing against his ear.

A flush crept up his neck, coloring his cheeks. "I can't even imagine," he murmured, his voice cracking. "I should have told you earlier how beautiful you are. No one has ever accused me of being a ladies' man." He glanced down, a self-deprecating smile on his lips. "I've always been shy around women."

"You don't have to be shy with me," I assured him, running my hand along his forearm. "You can say exactly what's on your mind."

David's eyes darted around the lobby before settling back on me. "I've never come across the type of relationship that you and Chris have. I don't understand how it works."

I guided him toward one of the seating areas, keeping my voice low. "We both have a similar philosophy. We love one another and share our lives, but we believe that each of us is also a separate individual who should be free to find happiness, joy, and even sexual pleasure apart from each other." I smiled, watching his face for signs of judgment but finding only curiosity. "And we only recently stumbled upon the fact that Chris gets sexual satisfaction from watching me with other men."

David's eyebrows rose. "So he'll be watching us, but not participating?"

"Yes," I confirmed. "He might make comments, but don't worry, there won't be any physical contact between you and him." I paused, studying his reaction, and I thought I saw a flicker of disappointment. "Is that okay? Or were you hoping he might be involved… physically?" I asked.

David's eyes widened, and he glanced around the lobby again before his voice dropped even lower. "I've never told anyone this before, but I'm sometimes attracted to men, also. But, that's not something I'm ready to confront about myself yet, so I'm fine with there being no physical contact between him and me."

The vulnerability in his admission made my chest tighten. Here was this young pastor, so careful with his words and actions, trusting me with something he'd never shared with another soul.

"Does your denomination allow gay clergy?" I asked.

"Yes, they do," he nodded. "But I know I'm not gay. I'm very attracted to women, but I might be bisexual as I do get turned on by men sometimes." His hands clasped together in his lap, knuckles white with tension.

The confession surprised me, but I kept my expression neutral. This revelation actually made everything clearer—his nervousness wasn't just about being inexperienced, but about navigating feelings he hadn't fully explored. "This will be perfect then. You only have to play with me, but you'll get to observe Chris. He has a gorgeous cock."

I could see goosebumps rise up on his skin. "That sounds amazing," he said, the words coming out in a rush of breath he'd been holding.

I reached over and placed my hand on his knee, feeling the warmth through his jeans. "There's no pressure, David. Tonight is about you, and if you want to stop at any point, just say so."

"I appreciate that more than you know," he said, covering my hand with his. His palm was slightly damp with nervous sweat, but his grip was firm.

Chris appeared beside us, room key card in hand. "We're all set. Executive suite on the twenty-third floor."

David stood, smoothing down his shirt. "Lead the way."

As we walked toward the elevators, I noticed how David's gaze kept drifting between Chris and me, fear and anticipation warring in his expression. The elevator doors opened with a soft chime, and we stepped inside together. The mirrored walls reflected our trio from multiple angles - Chris confident and relaxed, me practically vibrating with excitement, and David somewhere between terrified and thrilled.

"Ready?" I asked as the elevator began its ascent.

David's reflection met my eyes in the mirror. "As ready as I'll ever be."

The elevator stopped on the tenth floor, revealing four people apparently meeting other members of their party on a higher floor. They squeezed in, and I had to back up, pressing my ass against David's crotch, feeling his unmistakable hardness.

"I'm sorry," he whispered.

I turned my head, meeting his gaze. "No apologies necessary," I murmured, slowly moving my hips in a subtle grinding motion against him.

A soft moan escaped his lips, drawing a disapproving glance from one of the women in the elevator. She frowned, clutching her purse tighter as if our behavior might somehow contaminate her belongings.

The elevator stopped at the fifteenth floor, and the group filed out, leaving us alone in the car. The moment the doors closed, I spun around, my hand finding its way down David's pants, wrapping around his hard cock. I stroked him slowly, feeling him throb against my palm.

"Oh God," he gasped, his head falling back against the elevator wall. "I can't believe this is happening."

I leaned in, trailing kisses along his neck, careful to avoid his mouth—Chris and I had one rule: no kissing on the mouth. That intimacy we reserved for each other.

"Believe it," I whispered against his skin, feeling him shudder under my touch. "We're just getting started."

His hands hovered uncertainly at my waist, wanting to touch but hesitant. I guided one to my breast, encouraging him. "Touch me," I urged.

Chris watched from the corner of the elevator, his eyes full of unmistakable lust. The dynamic was dizzying—David's innocence, Chris's voyeurism, and my position between them, connecting these two vastly different men.

The elevator chimed, announcing our arrival on our floor. I reluctantly withdrew my hand from David's pants, smoothing his shirt down.

"Don't worry," I said, noting his flushed face and quickened breathing. "We have all night."

Chris led us down the hallway, keycard in hand. As we walked, I caught David's gaze, the nervousness in his eyes making my desire spike. There was something profoundly erotic about being someone's first—about introducing them to pleasures they'd only imagined.

The suite door swung open, revealing a sprawling space with floor-to-ceiling windows showcasing the city lights spread below us like fallen stars. A massive king-sized bed dominated one side of the room, its pristine white linens practically glowing in the soft lighting.

David stood frozen in the doorway, taking it all in—the luxury of the room, the intimacy of what was about to happen, the point of no return he was about to cross.

I took his hand, leading him inside. "Welcome to paradise, Pastor David," I whispered.

He stepped further into the room, his eyes wide with wonder. "I've never been in a hotel room this nice before," he breathed, turning in a slow circle to take in the luxurious furnishings, the mini-bar, the enormous bathroom visible through an open door.

I took his hand and guided him toward the floor-to-ceiling windows. The city sprawled beneath us, a tapestry of lights against the night sky.

"Look at that view," I said softly. "Atlanta's skyline gets more impressive every year."

He stood beside me, our shoulders touching, the warmth of his body radiating through his clothes. His reflection in the glass showed a man transfixed—not by the city, but by me.

"This all feels like a dream," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. "I keep thinking I'm going to wake up at any moment, alone in my bed."

I turned to face him, my back against the cool glass. "I can assure you, David, this is very real." I sank to my knees before him, my hands finding his belt buckle. The metal clinked softly as I unfastened it, then moved to his zipper, drawing it down with deliberate slowness.

His breathing quickened, his chest rising and falling rapidly. "Oh my God, this is actually happening."

I smiled up at him, enjoying the mix of terror and desire in his eyes. My fingers hooked into the waistband of his boxers, tugging them down to release his cock. It sprang free—thick and straight, the head flushed a dark pink against the darker shaft. Two veins ran prominently along the underside, pulsing with his excitement. He was impressively endowed, the kind of cock that would fill a woman.

Maintaining eye contact, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to the base of his shaft, then slowly kissed my way up to the tip. My hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently between my fingers as I parted my lips and took him into my mouth.

The sound he made—part groan, part whimper—sent a thrill through me. I slid him deeper, my tongue tracing the most prominent vein, then pulled back to swirl around his head.

I had only taken him in and out a few times when his body tensed. "Oh no..." he gasped, and suddenly my mouth was flooded with hot, salty cum. It shot down my throat in powerful spurts, catching me off guard. I gagged and pulled back, coughing as more of his release spilled onto my chin.

Swallowing what was already in my mouth, I wiped my face and tried to catch my breath. David's face had gone from ecstasy to mortification in seconds.

"I'm so sorry," he stammered, his hands hovering uselessly in the air. "It happened so fast. I didn't feel it coming until it was too late."

I rose to my feet, giving him a reassuring smile. "It's okay, David. You've never felt a woman's mouth on you before. I should have anticipated that possibility."

From the corner of the room, Chris cleared his throat. "My wife's mouth is one of the most pleasant places on earth," he said, his voice low and amused. "It's completely understandable that your cock couldn't take it for long."

David glanced between us, embarrassment still coloring his features. "That felt incredible," he admitted. "I feel terrible, I couldn't last longer."

I reached out, straightening his shirt collar. "Don't worry about it. Let's slow down a little," I led him toward the couch, my fingers intertwined with his. "Now that that's out of the way, we have all night."

His eyes brightened with renewed hope and desire.

"We'll take it nice and slow," I said, guiding him to sit on the couch next to Chris.

I excused myself to the bathroom, needing to clean up my face. In the marble-tiled sanctuary, I splashed cool water on my skin, washing away the traces of David's excitement. The mirror reflected my flushed cheeks and bright eyes—I looked alive with desire, my pupils dilated. I reapplied my lipstick, the deep red making my mouth look fuller, even more inviting.

When I emerged, Chris was at the bar, sleeves rolled up to his elbows as he prepared drinks.

"What can I get you?" he asked, looking between David and me.

"Whiskey, neat," I replied, running my fingers through my hair.

David hesitated. "I don't drink often... maybe something sweet?"

Chris nodded knowingly. "I'll make you a Jack and Coke. Sweet and simple."

"I'll trust your expertise," David said, his eyes following me as I moved across the room.

Chris handed David a lowball glass with amber liquid and a large ice cube, then passed me my whiskey. He poured himself the same.

While the men settled on the couch, I noticed the portable Bluetooth speaker system next to the TV. Perfect. I connected my phone and scrolled through my playlist, finding exactly what I needed. As the first sultry notes of Beyoncé's "Drunk in Love" filled the room, I began swaying my hips, moving slowly toward them.

Their conversation died instantly. I maintained eye contact with David as I reached under my burgundy dress, hooking my fingers into my lace panties. I slid them down my legs with deliberate slowness, stepping out of them one high heel at a time. Walking to David, I dangled the black lace between my fingers before placing them in his hand.

Without prompting, he brought them to his face, inhaling deeply, his eyes closing in pleasure as he breathed in my scent. The gesture sent heat coursing through me.

I moved back to the center of the room, dancing as Beyoncé's voice crooned about surfboards. My hands found the tie at my waist, loosening the knot that held my wrap dress closed. The silk parted, revealing glimpses of my skin as I moved. I let the dress fall open further with each sway of my hips, teasing them with flashes of my bare breasts and the curve of my waist.

Finally, I shrugged the dress from my shoulders, letting it pool at my feet. I stood before them wearing only my black stockings and high heels, my body illuminated by the city lights streaming through the windows behind me.

Chris leaned back, raising his hands to rest casually behind his head, while David sat forward, his mouth slightly open, transfixed. I turned slowly, giving them a view of every angle, before settling into an armchair opposite them. I spread my legs wide, resting them on the arms of the chair, completely exposed.

My hands traced slow circles around my breasts, fingers teasing my nipples until they hardened into tight peaks. I rolled them between my thumb and forefinger, arching my back as pleasure rippled through me. One hand drifted lower, gliding over my stomach to the soft black curls between my thighs. I'd trimmed them into a neat triangle, the hair silky against my fingertips.

I parted my lips with two fingers, already slick with arousal, and began stroking myself slowly. My middle finger found my clit, circling it with gentle pressure while my other hand continued working my breast. Both men watched, mesmerized, as I pleasured myself in front of them.

I curled my index finger, beckoning David to come closer.

He began to stand, but I stopped him with a raised hand.

"No. Crawl to me on your knees."

His eyes widened, but he slid off the couch onto his knees without hesitation, moving across the plush carpet toward me. When he reached me, his face was level with my spread thighs.

"Have you ever gone down on a woman?" I asked, running my fingers through his hair.

He shook his head. "No."

"Well," I smiled, "you're about to."

I reached down, using two fingers to spread my outer lips. "This is my clit," I said, touching the small bundle of nerves at the top of my sex. "It's the center of my pleasure. You're going to lick it—gently at first, then with more pressure as I get more excited."

His eyes were fixed on my exposed flesh, his breathing shallow.

"Use the flat of your tongue in broad strokes, then the tip for more precise sensation. Make circles and various shapes, flick your tongue, and vary the pressure. Listen to my breathing—it'll tell you what's working."

He nodded earnestly, like a student receiving important instructions.

He positioned himself between my legs, his breath hot against my sensitive skin. The first touch of his tongue was tentative, exploring. I guided him with my words and the pressure of my hand on the back of his head.

"That's it... a little harder now... yes, right there..."

For a novice, he was surprisingly attentive, responding to my cues and adjusting his technique.

"Perfect," I breathed. "You're a natural."

His confidence grew with my encouragement. For a first-timer, he was doing remarkably well, though I could already imagine how much better he'd become with practice.

I continued my instruction. "Slide one finger inside me. Curve it upward, like you're beckoning someone."

As pressure built inside me, I gripped the back of his head, my thighs trembling. "Don't stop," I commanded, my voice ragged. "That's it. I'm cumming." My orgasm crashed through me in waves, my body arching as I cried out, holding his face against me until the last shudder subsided.

He pulled back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand as I admired his flushed face. His hazel eyes had a glazed, euphoric quality that made me smile with satisfaction.

"For a beginner, you're a remarkably quick learner," I said, trailing my fingertips along his cheek.

David's chest rose and fell with heavy breaths. "You're an excellent teacher," he replied.

I stood, my naked body silhouetted against the city lights behind me. "Now I want to see you naked. Strip for me."

He hesitated only briefly before rising to his feet. His hands moved to his shirt buttons, fumbling slightly as he undid them one by one. The fabric parted to reveal an unsurprisingly toned chest—not overly muscular, but lean and defined. He shrugged the shirt from his shoulders, letting it fall to the floor.

His fingers moved to his belt, which he'd hastily refastened earlier. The leather slid through the loops with a soft hiss. He kicked off his shoes, then pushed his pants and boxers down in slow motion, stepping out of them awkwardly.

I took my time appraising him—his broad shoulders, the light dusting of hair across his chest that narrowed to a trail leading down his stomach, his strong thighs. His cock stood proudly erect, having recovered impressively from our earlier encounter.

"Sit," I commanded, gesturing to the chair across from the couch.

David lowered himself into the warm leather, his hands gripping the armrests as if to anchor himself. His cock stood so rigid it almost looked painful, the head flushed a deep purple, a bead of pre-cum glistening at the tip.

I positioned myself between his legs and took him in my mouth again, a little apprehensive given his previous premature explosion. It doesn't gross me out, but I'm not a fan of cum in my mouth, and I wasn't eager for a repeat performance.

This time, David seemed more in control, moaning deeply as I worked my tongue around his shaft. I noticed he responded particularly well when I produced more saliva, making the blowjob wetter, sloppier. I exaggerated the slurping noises, feeling him twitch in response.

Glancing up to gauge his reaction, I realized he wasn't looking at me at all. His gaze was fixed forward over my head. Without interrupting my rhythm, I shifted my body slightly to follow his line of sight. Chris was still on the couch, his cock out and in his hand, stroking himself slowly while watching our performance.

David was staring intently at my husband's cock.

For a moment, I felt a twinge of offense, as if I were just a substitute mouth and he might really prefer if it were Chris sucking him off. But I quickly pushed the thought away, reminding myself how complicated human sexuality could be. David had admitted his conflicted feelings earlier—this was simply part of his journey.

I was happy, Chris was happy, and David was clearly enjoying himself. There was no need for negative feelings here. I returned my focus to the task at hand, doubling my efforts and taking him deeper.

David's breathing grew more ragged, his hips beginning to thrust upward involuntarily. I felt his body tensing beneath me, his moans becoming more insistent and desperate. His hands moved to my hair, not forcing but gently holding as if seeking an anchor in the storm of sensation.

I pulled back, releasing him with a wet pop. His cock twitched in protest, searching for the warmth of my mouth.

"I think we should move this to the bed," I suggested, rising to my feet and extending my hand to him.

We made our way to the bed, stopping first at my purse to remove a condom. The foil packet caught the light as I held it between my fingers, walking backward toward the king-sized mattress, my eyes never leaving David's.

"Come here," I beckoned, perching myself on the edge of the bed.

David followed as if in a trance, his erection bobbing with each step. When he reached me, I tore open the packet and removed the latex ring. He watched, mesmerized, as I positioned the condom at his tip and slowly rolled it down his shaft, feeling him pulse beneath my touch.

"There," I whispered, giving him a gentle squeeze. "Now we're ready."

I leaned back on the bed, propping myself up on my elbows. Lifting my legs high, I planted my heels on the edge of the mattress, knees falling open to present my wet, swollen pussy to him. The room's air conditioning clicked on and its cool air kissed my exposed flesh, making me shiver with desire.

From somewhere behind David, Chris's voice floated through the air. "If you thought her mouth felt good, you won't believe how good this is going to feel."

David swallowed hard, positioning himself between my thighs. His hands trembled slightly as he guided his cock to my opening, the latex-covered head pressing gently against my entrance. I was plenty lubricated with my own juices, my body more than ready to receive him.

I stared at his face as he slid in, relishing how his expression changed. His eyes widened, then fluttered closed, his mouth forming a perfect 'O' of surprise. It was pure ecstasy on his face, like he couldn't believe something could feel THIS good.

"Holy cow!" he exclaimed, freezing halfway inside me.

I almost started to laugh. He was so sweet, so genuinely overwhelmed by the sensation. No "fuck" or "hell yeah" from our pastor—just a wholesome expression of astonishment that somehow made the moment even more endearing.

"Keep going," I encouraged, lifting my hips to take him deeper.

He pushed forward until he was fully seated inside me, his pelvis flush against mine. For a moment, he remained still, his eyes closed as if memorizing the feeling.

When he began to move again, his thrusts were tentative, almost careful. I decided to see how he would respond to some dirty talk—words that might free him from his self-imposed restraint.

"Fuck me, David," I moaned, watching his eyes snap open in surprise. "Fuck my pussy good."

His rhythm faltered for a second, then resumed with newfound vigor. His breathing grew more strained, his movements more confident.

"Your cock feels so good inside me," I continued, my words punctuated by the increasing slap of skin against skin.

These were things he might not be able to say himself, but I could feel him respond to them. His thrusts became harder, deeper, his hands gripping my thighs with increasing pressure.

"Turn me over," I commanded, wanting to try different positions.

He withdrew, allowing me to roll onto my stomach. I pushed up onto my hands and knees, looking back at him over my shoulder. "Take me from behind."

David positioned himself behind me, gripping my hips as he entered me again. From this angle, he could thrust deeper, and he hit that spot that makes my toes curl. I dropped to my elbows, changing the angle further, and was rewarded with a deep groan from him.

As he pounded into me, I could see our reflection in a mirror on the wall. I noticed his gaze wasn't fixed on my back or even on where our bodies joined. Instead, his eyes kept darting to the side where Chris sat, watching us intently. Specifically, David's attention seemed drawn to my husband's exposed cock, which Chris was slowly but steadily stroking.

Each time David looked at Chris, his thrusts became more forceful, as if the sight fueled his passion. I found it strangely arousing—this unspoken triangle of desire connecting the three of us in the room.

"Sit on the edge of the bed," I instructed, pulling away from him.

When he complied, I straddled him, facing away so I could make eye contact with Chris while David couldn't see my face. I sank down onto David's cock, taking control of our rhythm while giving my husband a private smile. David's hands found my breasts, kneading them as I rode him.

I slid off David's lap, turning to face him. I told him to lie back on the bed, crawling onto and riding him in cowgirl position. His face was flushed, his breathing heavy as I bounced up and down on his cock.

I turned to Chris, who was watching from the side of the bed. "Come here," I beckoned with my finger. "I want your cock in my mouth while he fucks me."

Chris didn't need to be asked twice. He climbed onto the bed and stood next to me. I turned my head, taking him into my mouth while I continued my steady rhythm, riding David's shaft.

I knew this position would give David a perfect view of Chris's cock sliding between my lips. I could feel David's reaction immediately—he began thrusting harder into me. His eyes were fixed on where Chris and I connected.

I moaned around Chris's shaft, the dual sensations overwhelming me. My hands clutched at the sheets, anchoring myself as pleasure built from two directions.

Chris's breathing grew ragged, his muscles tensing beneath my fingertips. I recognized the signs—he was close.

I released him from my wet mouth. "Cum on my tits," I commanded, my voice full of desire. "I want David to see your cum shoot out of your cock."

Chris nodded, gripping himself and stroking rapidly. His face contorted with pleasure as his release approached. David's pace quickened, his eyes darting between my face and Chris's straining cock.

With a guttural groan, Chris erupted. Hot streams of cum splashed across my chest, painting my skin in pearly white ribbons. The sight pushed David over the edge.

"I'm cumming too," he cried out, hastily withdrawing from me. I flipped onto my back as his fingers fumbled with the condom, tearing it off just in time. His release joined Chris's on my chest and stomach, one wayward jet landing on my cheek.

David collapsed beside me, his chest heaving. Chris sank down on my other side, equally spent. I lay between them, covered in their combined release, feeling deliciously used and satisfied.

Turning to Chris, I captured his lips in a deep, passionate kiss, our tongues dancing together in the familiar rhythm we'd perfected over our years together. Then I shifted toward David, placing a sweet, chaste kiss on his cheek—intimate but respectful of our boundaries.

My hands found their softening cocks, one in each palm. I gave them both a final, gentle squeeze, coaxing the last drops of cum from their spent members. The milky fluid dripped onto their stomachs, drawing satisfied groans from both men. I couldn't resist tasting each, noticing the slight differences in flavor and consistency. Chris was thicker, almost creamy and sweet, while David's cum was more ropey and salty.

We lay in silence for several minutes, our breathing gradually returning to normal. The city lights twinkled through the floor-to-ceiling windows, casting a soft glow over our entangled bodies.

"I think we could all use a shower," I finally said, sitting up and feeling the sticky evidence of our activities beginning to dry on my skin.

We made our way to the bathroom, where an enormous waterfall shower awaited us. The space was easily large enough for eight people—a miniature orgy room with multiple showerheads and smooth marble benches built into the walls.

Hot water cascaded over us as we took turns soaping each other's bodies. David seemed particularly fascinated by the intimacy of this act, his hands gentle as they glided over my curves, washing away the physical evidence of our encounter while cementing the memory of it.

"Thank you both," David said as we stepped out, wrapping ourselves in the hotel's plush towels. "This was... beyond anything I could have imagined."

"Thank you for trusting us with your first time," I replied, genuinely touched by his vulnerability.

Chris nodded in agreement. "It was our pleasure."

We exchanged numbers before David dressed to leave, promising to call him next time we were in Atlanta. As he headed for the door, I didn't see the man who'd entered our hotel room hours earlier—nervous, unsure, burdened by unexplored desires. The man who left walked taller, with a newfound confidence in his stride and a secret smile on his lips.


Chapter 4: Room Service Revelations



After David left, Chris and I crashed onto the bed, our bodies still tingling from the evening's activities. The enormous suite featured a massive flat-screen TV mounted on the wall opposite the bed. Chris grabbed the remote, navigating to Netflix and finding the show we'd been binging at home.

"I can't believe we're watching 'The Great British Bake Off' after what we just did," I laughed, curling against his warm chest.

"Perfect wind-down." He kissed the top of my head, his arm wrapping around me. "Nothing like watching people stress over soggy bottoms after what we just experienced."

I don't remember falling asleep, but the next thing I knew, sunlight was streaming through the windows. Chris was already awake, scrolling through the room service menu.

"I'm ordering everything," he announced. "We earned it."

An hour later, we sat cross-legged on the rumpled bed surrounded by a feast—fluffy pancakes dripping with maple syrup, Eggs Benedict with perfectly poached eggs, crispy bacon, fresh fruit, and a carafe of strong coffee.

"Being someone's first was incredibly stressful," I admitted between bites of perfectly fluffy pancakes. "I've never felt that much responsibility during sex before."

Chris reached over to squeeze my hand. "You handled it wonderfully. David was lucky to have you as his first."

I nearly choked on my orange juice. "You were there too."

"Yeah, but you guided him through everything. You made it special." He grinned. "Though I have to say, he was a quick learner."

"Did you notice how he kept looking at you?" I asked, cutting into the Eggs Benedict.

Chris paused, fork halfway to his mouth. "I did, actually."

"He confessed something to me in the lobby." I set down my fork. "He told me he's curious about men, too. He thinks he might be bisexual, but he's never explored that side of himself."

"That might have been good information to share with me beforehand."

"There wasn't any time! Everything happened so fast."

Chris laughed, shaking his head. "It's fine. I figured it out quickly enough. When a woman as hot as you is sucking a guy's dick and he's not looking at her but at the guy sitting across from him, it's pretty obvious."

I grinned. "So do you think David leans more toward men?"

Chris contemplated this, absently stirring his coffee. "Hard to tell. Human sexuality is so complicated, and I don't like to judge what gets people off. He clearly found you super hot and fucked you easily, so he's definitely not gay."

"His tongue definitely wasn't gay," I said with a laugh. "That was some of the best head I've received."

"Geez, thanks."

"Honey, you're the best," I quickly reassured him. "What I told him to do was exactly what you do to me."

Chris smiled at that. "Good to know my techniques are worth sharing."

I reached for a piece of bacon. "How did you feel about David lusting after you, though? Did it make you uncomfortable?"

"No, not at all. I'm comfortable with who I am. I'm not so fickle as to let it bother me." He shrugged. "He can fantasize about me all he wants—it doesn't affect my manhood."

"But did it turn you on? Did you find David attractive at all?"

Chris set down his coffee cup and was quiet for a long time, really considering the question. "I've never found another man physically attractive. I appreciate the feminine form, and I have zero desire to be romantic or kiss another man. But oddly..." He paused. "I do find looking at cocks, especially larger ones, to be a turn-on. I especially like watching them go in and out of you."

"But you aren't interested in having a guy suck your cock? Or sucking theirs?"

Another long pause. He ran his hand through his hair. "Fuck, I don't know. I've honestly never considered it, but I guess it would feel similar to a woman doing it, so it wouldn't feel bad. And going down on a guy..." He shook his head slowly. "Now that I'm thinking about it, I'm curious what it would be like. Kinda like something I might try just to know how it feels, but not really something high up on my list of things to do in life. Just natural curiosity rather than sexual desire."

"And what about fucking?" I asked.

"I don't think I would be into that," he answered without hesitation. "I just can't imagine it."

"Okay, I'm done interrogating you," I said, reaching for more fruit.

"I don't mind. I hope my answers don't bother you."

"No, on the contrary, they fascinate me."

I noticed all this talk was getting him hard, his cock beginning to stiffen against his thigh. I leaned over and kissed the tip, my lips barely brushing the sensitive head.

Chris jumped out of bed and pulled me with him. "Come here."

He positioned me in front of the floor-to-ceiling window overlooking the city. Our building cast long shadows across the buildings below, and I could see people moving like ants on the streets far beneath us.

"Hands on the glass," he commanded, his voice husky with desire.

I pressed my palms against the cool window, bending forward as he positioned himself behind me. The height made me dizzy for a moment—we were so high up, and my body was exposed for anyone to see.

"What if people in those buildings see us," I whispered as he lined himself up.

"Good," he growled, sliding into me in one smooth thrust.

I gasped, my breath fogging the glass as he began to move. The contrast between the cool window against my chest and his warm body behind me sent shivers through my entire system. Each thrust pressed me closer to the glass, and I imagined office workers in the surrounding buildings getting quite a show with their morning coffee.

"You like that?" Chris asked, his hands gripping my hips. "Knowing people might be watching?"

"Yes," I panted, my palms sliding slightly on the smooth surface.

The city sprawled before us, awakening to another day, while we lost ourselves in each other, high above it all. The possibility of being seen, of being watched, only heightened every sensation. Chris's rhythm intensified, and I found myself pushing back against him, desperate for more contact.

"Look at yourself," he commanded. "Look at us in the reflection."

I focused on the ghostly image in the glass—Chris behind me, my back arched, with him relentlessly pounding me. The sight pushed me over to the edge.

"God, you're beautiful," he whispered against my neck, his breath hot on my skin, as I felt him cum inside me.


Chapter 5: Playing Cupid



Over the next few weeks, I kept thinking about David. The memory of his transformation from nervous virgin to confident lover replayed in my mind constantly. During one of our post-yoga coffee sessions, I told Michelle about the encounter.

"You took his virginity?" Her eyes widened with obvious envy. "God, I'm so jealous. I've never had that opportunity."

"Really? I thought you would have at some point."

She shook her head. "After my first time, I always ended up with older, more experienced guys."

"Exactly the same," I said, stirring my latte thoughtfully. "I've been texting with him, and I've encouraged him to explore his attraction to men. He says he's curious, but too scared and shy to approach anyone."

Michelle leaned back in her chair. "It's harder for guys, you know? How many people have you told about us having sex?"

"No one except Chris."

"Exactly." She pointed her finger at me. "And in popular culture, it's totally normal for women to joke about being attracted to each other or talk about how hot another woman is. But for guys? Much harder territory."

"What are you talking about? Gay guys do that all the time."

"Sure, gay guys. But you don't see many men identify as bisexual. You can be bisexual as a woman, and it's almost trendy. But for guys, you're either gay or straight in most people's minds."

"That's true..." I paused, remembering something. "But Tyler told me he's openly bisexual."

Michelle's expression shifted. "That's right, he did say that. I stand corrected. Maybe this younger generation is more open about such things. Good for him."

She set down her cup with a thoughtful expression, and I could practically see the wheels turning in her head.

"I have an idea," she said, leaning forward conspiratorially.

"Oh no. That tone usually means trouble," I said.

"The best kind of trouble." Her smile turned mischievous. "What if you introduce David and Tyler?" She asked.

I felt a flutter of excitement mixed with uncertainty. "You think Tyler would be interested?"

"Tyler's interested in anyone with a pulse. And David's attractive, right?"

"Oh yeah, he's attractive, alright," I said, remembering those dreamy eyes, lean body, and ample cock.

She raised an eyebrow. "Plus, Tyler's experience could help David explore those curious feelings in a safe environment."
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That night before bed, I ran the idea by Chris while he was reading.

"I talked to Michelle today, and she thinks I should introduce David and Tyler?"

He put down his book and just stared at me. "I swear the two of you come up with the craziest fucking ideas."

I snuggled up beside him.

"Sky, this is none of your business. Leave those poor boys alone. They need to figure life out for themselves."

"I'm not trying to get them to do anything they don't want to do," I protested. "I just think David wants to, but is too shy and scared to explore his attraction to men."

"Leave it alone, Sky." His tone carried that familiar warning I'd learned to recognize over the years.

I gave him a guilty look. "I kinda already asked Tyler about it, and he says he's all in."

Chris's eyes widened. "Oh dear god. Seriously?"

I smiled sheepishly. "Yeah... I'm planning to call David tomorrow."

Chris shook his head, but I caught the hint of a smile tugging at his lips. "You do you, but I think it's a terrible idea. Why don't you just have a party and introduce them?"

I thought for a moment, considering the possibilities. A party felt too chaotic, too many variables. "How about this, we set up a double date? Us and them?"

He shakes his head with resignation. "Okay, what the fuck... that's at least a little more reasonable."

Relief flooded through me. I jumped forward and planted a kiss on his cheek. "Thank you for not telling me I'm completely insane."

"Oh, you ARE completely insane," he laughed, pulling me closer. "But that's why I married you."


Chapter 6: The Virgin's Second First



The following Saturday, Chris and I found ourselves back at the speakeasy on the dancefloor, watching David and Tyler grind against one another. The chemistry between them was undeniable—Tyler's hands resting on David's hips as they moved together to the pulsing beat. Chris had moves of his own, but I've never been a confident dancer. When the song ended, I grabbed Chris's hand and led him off the dancefloor and back to our table.

"So it looks like those two have really hit it off," Chris said, settling into his chair and taking a sip of his whiskey. "I have to hand it to you, Sky. It looks like your instincts were correct."

"I know!" I beamed, smiling ear to ear. "I thought they would like each other, but I had no idea it would go this well. David is really letting go."

"It was natural chemistry from the moment we introduced them at dinner," Chris observed, watching as the boys started another slow song together.

"But I think they both still have a crush on you," I said, nudging his shoulder playfully.

He shook his head dismissively. "You're crazy. What would they want with an old man like me when they look like that?" I glanced back at the dance floor to see them holding each other close, hands on each other's asses.

"Oh, you may not have noticed it, but they both got quiet whenever you spoke and looked at you in that dreamy way that I do."

"You're so full of crap right now. Stop trying to flatter me." He looked at his watch and frowned. "It's getting late, and we still need to drive back to Alpharetta, and Tyler rode with us."

I looked back at the boys on the dancefloor, completely lost in each other. "I don't think they're ready to leave."

"Okay, I've got this." Chris waved to the boys, motioning them back to the table. They reluctantly broke apart and made their way over, faces flushed and breathing slightly heavy.

"I'm sorry if this is too presumptive, but it looks like the two of you want to spend some more time together." Chris made air quotes as he said the word "time." "But Tyler rode with us, and I'm getting tired."

They both made pouty faces that were almost comical to express their disappointment.

"How about this," Chris continued. "I'm kinda too tired to drive back tonight anyway, so why don't I get a two-room suite at the Excelsior for the night? Skylar and I will head there now, and we'll text you the room number and leave the door cracked so that you can come in later."

Their faces lit up like Christmas morning. Both David and Tyler practically bounced in their seats, thanking Chris profusely for his generosity. David reached across the table and squeezed Chris's hand.

"You're amazing, Chris. Thank you so much," David said, his eyes bright with gratitude and anticipation.

Tyler nodded enthusiastically. "We owe you big time."

They immediately returned to the dancefloor as we made our way to the exit.

I grabbed Chris's arm, pulling him close. "What a softie you are," I said, pressing a kiss to his cheek. "They might even start calling you daddy."

Chris frowned and shot me a warning look. "Please don't tell them to do that."

I laughed, imagining the look on his face if either of those beautiful young men actually called him that. "I'm just saying, the way they look at you sometimes..."

"Sky, they're kids. Well, not kids, but you know what I mean."

"David's twenty-one and Tyler's twenty-three. They're not that much younger than me."

"That's different."

"How is it different?"

Chris held the door open for me as we stepped out into the cool Atlanta night. "Because you're my wife, and they're... I don't know what they are to me."

[image: ]

Two hours later, Chris and I had just turned out the lights after watching some mindless late-night TV. The suite was quiet, and I was just starting to drift off when I heard the soft click of the front door opening. Muffled voices carried through the walls—Tyler's distinctive laugh followed by David's urgent whisper.

"Looks like the light in their room is out. Don't wake them up."

I held my breath, straining to listen. That's when I heard Tyler lower his voice to what he probably thought was a whisper but still carried clearly through the door: "I so want to fuck you."

My eyes flew open wide. I couldn't help myself—I slipped out of bed as quietly as possible and pressed my ear to the door, trying to catch every word of their conversation.

"Sky, what are you doing?" Chris whispered from the bed. "Come back here."

I held up a finger, signaling him to be quiet, and continued listening. I could only catch fragments of their conversation, but the gist was clear enough. Tyler wanted to have sex, and David wanted to as well, but was terrified since it would be his first time with a man.

"...just like with Skylar..." Tyler's voice carried through the door. "...I'll be patient too..."

I caught David's response, something about how I had made him feel at ease, and I felt a flush of pride at that. It meant something to know I'd given him support for his first time with a woman.

"Sky, seriously, get back in bed," Chris whispered more insistently.

I waved him off, still straining to hear. Finally, Tyler's voice came through clearer: "Do you want me to see if Skylar will join us?"

My heart skipped a beat.

David's response was immediate: "No, they're already asleep. See, the light under their door is off."

I turned to Chris, my mind racing. "Turn on the TV," I whispered urgently, reaching for the light switch.

"What the hell?" Chris sat up in bed, completely confused as I flicked the lights back on.

Almost immediately, I heard Tyler's voice again: "No, see they're still up."

Footsteps approached our room, and I heard a light rapping on the door. Even though I'd been standing right there listening the entire time, I waited a beat before answering, trying to compose myself.

I slowly opened the door, arranging my face in a look of surprise. "Tyler! I'm glad you guys got back okay. What do you want?"

Tyler stood there, his hair slightly mussed and his cheeks flushed. "Well, David is a little uncomfortable, and he wants his Sexy Mama to join us."

From behind me, Chris burst out laughing. "HA!"

I turned and shot him the ugliest look I could muster.

"Don't look at me like that, Sexy Mama," Chris said, barely containing his amusement. "You created this."

I rolled my eyes but couldn't help the small smile tugging at my lips. Tyler stood there looking sheepish, clearly not having intended for Chris to hear that particular nickname.

"Give me a second," I told Tyler, then walked back to Chris. "What do you think?"

Chris shrugged. "You've already been with both of them. And you're always up for new experiences. You know you want to."

He was right. I was apprehensive, but also excited. "Okay," I said to Tyler. "Let me grab a robe."

I walked into the main area of the suite where David was sitting on the couch, looking like he might bolt at any moment. His hands were clasped tightly in his lap, and his leg bounced nervously.

I sat down next to him, close enough that our knees touched. "David, do you really want to do this? Maybe it's too soon. Maybe you need a little more time. I mean, the two of you just met tonight, after all."

Tyler immediately stepped forward. "David, she's absolutely right. I'm completely fine with whatever you want. I could sleep here on the couch, or we could share the other bedroom and just hold each other. No sex is necessary as far as I'm concerned."

David took in a long, deep breath, his shoulders rising and falling. "I've fantasized about this moment so often that in some ways, I just want to get it over with." He looked up quickly, his eyes wide with panic. "I'm sorry—that sounded way worse than I intended. I've been looking forward to this all week. I want to, and Tyler, you're so hot, and I want you to be my first. I'm just scared because it's all so new, and Skylar, you made me feel so comfortable before."

My heart melted a little at his vulnerability. Here was this brilliant, accomplished young man, reduced to nervous stammers over something so basic yet monumental.

"Very well then," I said, reaching over to squeeze his hand. "But I have one question. Is it okay if Sexy Daddy watches?"

From the bedroom came Chris's immediate response: "Nope! Not going to call me that!"

The tension broke immediately. David actually giggled—a sound so cute that both Tyler and I started laughing too.

"Of course that's fine," David said, his shoulders finally relaxing. "Actually, it would make me more comfortable, it being a group thing and all."

Tyler nodded enthusiastically. "You know me, I love a group. The more the merrier."

Within moments, Chris appeared in the doorway wearing just his boxers and an amused expression.

"Why don't we start slow?" I suggested. "Just like before, David. There's no rush, no pressure. We have all night."

Chris caught my eye and smiled. Despite his protests about the nickname, I could see he was genuinely invested in making sure David felt safe and comfortable. It was one of the things I loved most about my husband—his protective instinct extended beyond just me to anyone we cared about.

I settled back against David on the couch, feeling the warmth of his body through his shirt. His nervousness was palpable—I could feel the rapid beat of his heart against my palm as I pressed it to his chest. Slowly, I began working the buttons of his shirt, while I planted soft kisses along the column of his neck.

"Just relax," I whispered against his skin, tasting the faint salt of perspiration. "We're going to take good care of you."

Tyler kneeled between David's legs as I continued my light kisses above. His hands were gentle but insistent as he worked David's belt free, the leather sliding through the loops with a soft whisper. David's breathing grew shallower as Tyler eased his pants down, followed by his boxer-briefs.

I glanced down and had to suppress a smile. For someone who claimed to be nervous, David's body was telling a very different story. He was already rock hard, his cock standing proud against his stomach.

"Not too nervous after all," I murmured teasingly in his ear, and felt him shiver at my words.

My hands found his chest, fingers tracing the defined muscles before focusing on his nipples. I rolled them gently between my thumb and forefinger, watching as his back arched slightly in response. Below us, Tyler was taking his time, pressing reverent kisses along David's inner thighs, everywhere except where David most wanted attention.

Finally, Tyler relented. He kissed around the base of David's cock, his lips barely grazing the sensitive skin before taking David fully into his mouth. The reaction was immediate and intense—David's head fell back against the couch with a sharp intake of breath, his hips beginning to move in small, instinctive circles.

Tyler was clearly experienced at this. He took David all the way down his throat with an ease that spoke of many hours of practice, and I could hear the wet sounds of his mouth working as he bobbed his head up and down. When he pulled back to focus on David's balls, taking them into his mouth one at a time, I reached down to stroke David's slick shaft.

David's entire body went rigid under my touch, muscles tensing as if he were about to lose control. I immediately backed off, not wanting this to end too prematurely.

"Breathe," I whispered, continuing to play with his nipples while his breathing returned to normal.

Once David had relaxed again, I slid down to join Tyler between his legs. We developed a fun routine, Tyler taking David into his mouth for a minute before tilting his cock toward me like he was handing off a football. David watched us with wide, fascinated eyes, his gaze moving between our faces as we took turns pleasuring him.

"This is incredible," he breathed, his voice thick with wonder and arousal.

Tyler stood with purpose, moving around the couch. He placed one leg over the back, positioning himself so his cock was level with David's face. I kept David in my mouth, watching the interplay above me with keen interest.

David looked up at Tyler with a mixture of desire and uncertainty. Tyler reached down to stroke David's cheek gently.

"Only if you want to," Tyler said softly.

David's response was to lean forward and take Tyler into his mouth. He started tentatively, but his natural enthusiasm quickly took over. I could see him trying to take more of Tyler, his determination evident even as his body fought against the unfamiliar invasion.

He would gag slightly when Tyler hit the back of his throat, pulling away to pant and catch his breath before trying again. After watching him struggle a few times, I released David from my mouth.

"Try breathing through your nose," I advised, stroking his thigh encouragingly. "And relax your throat—don't fight it."

David nodded, taking a deep breath before attempting again. I watched as he focused on my instructions, his body gradually learning to accommodate Tyler's length. After several tries, he managed to take Tyler completely, his nose pressed against Tyler's pelvis.

When he finally pulled back, tears were streaming down his cheeks, but his face was radiant with pride in his accomplishment.

"I did it," he gasped, looking between Tyler and me with pure joy. "I actually did it."

"You absolutely did," I said.

We migrated to the bedroom, the energy shifting but maintaining its tender intensity. I crawled onto the bed on all fours, presenting myself to whoever wanted to take me. Tyler moved behind me without hesitation, his hands gripping my hips as he positioned himself at my entrance.

David climbed onto the bed. Standing over me, he positioned himself in front of Tyler, who wasted no time taking David's cock into his mouth. The position worked perfectly—Tyler could fuck me while sucking David, and I could feel how Tyler's rhythm intensified as David grew more confident, beginning to thrust into Tyler's mouth with increasing passion.

The dynamics were mind-bending. David's growing boldness in fucking Tyler's face spurred Tyler to pound into me harder. We'd found a rhythm that worked for all three of us, our bodies moving together in perfect synchronization.

From the corner of my eye, I caught sight of Chris. He'd pulled a chair up beside the bed and was stroking himself slowly, his eyes dark with arousal as he watched our passionate dance. His presence added another layer to our erotic tableau.

The room filled with the sounds of our pleasure—soft moans, the slick sounds of bodies moving together, the quiet encouragement we offered each other. This was more than just physical gratification; it was an act of trust, of care, of genuine affection between all of us.

Tyler pulled out of me with a wet sound, his hands gentle on my hips as he helped me shift position.

"Turn over," he said softly, his voice thick with lust.

I rolled onto my back, watching as he moved to his overnight bag near the dresser. He rummaged through it briefly before pulling out a small bottle of clear liquid. The sight of the lube made my pulse quicken—I had a pretty good idea where this was heading.

Tyler returned to the bed, the mattress dipping under his weight as he positioned himself on his hands and knees in front of me. He squeezed a generous amount of lube onto his right hand, the cool gel glistening in the dim light. Without hesitation, he reached behind himself, his lubricated fingers disappearing between his ass cheeks as he began preparing himself.

The sight was incredibly erotic. Tyler's face was focused, almost meditative, as he worked to ready himself. His breathing grew heavier with each movement of his fingers, small sounds of pleasure escaping his lips.

David watched from where he knelt on the bed, his cock still hard and glistening from Tyler's mouth. His eyes were wide with fascination and desire, taking in every detail of Tyler's preparations.

Once Tyler was ready, he reached out with that same lubricated hand and grasped David's shaft, coating it thoroughly with the remaining gel. David gasped at the contact, his hips jerking slightly forward into Tyler's grip.

Then Tyler lowered his head between my legs, his tongue finding my pussy lips. The invitation couldn't have been clearer—he was presenting himself to David, ready and willing if David wanted to take that next step.

David hesitated for just a moment, his eyes meeting mine over Tyler's back. I could see the question there, the uncertainty mixed with desperate want. I made a face that I hoped conveyed what I was thinking—this was entirely his choice to make.

Something seemed to solidify within David. He moved behind Tyler with newfound purpose, his hands reaching out to spread Tyler's ass cheeks. From my position, I had the perfect view of everything—Tyler's tongue working between my folds while David lined himself up behind him.

I watched David's face transform as he slowly pushed forward. Tyler tensed beneath him, a sharp intake of breath interrupting his work between my legs for just a moment as David crossed that threshold, entering him for the first time.

The look of pure wonder on David's face was absolutely priceless. His eyes went wide, his mouth falling open slightly as he experienced this new sensation.

"This feels amazing," he breathed, his voice filled with awe. "It's so damn tight."

He began moving with gentle, careful thrusts, clearly mindful of Tyler's comfort. Tyler responded with soft moans of pleasure, the vibrations traveling straight through to my clit as he returned to working me with his mouth.

From the corner of my eye, I could see Chris in his chair, his hand moving more vigorously now along his shaft. The sight of all of us together was clearly affecting him deeply, his breathing growing heavier as he watched our intimate dance.

Tyler pulled away from me briefly, looking back over his shoulder at David with lust-darkened eyes.

"Harder," he panted. "Fuck me harder, David."

David didn't need to be asked twice. His thrusts became more forceful, more confident, and Tyler responded by applying direct pressure to my clit with his tongue, the intensity making my back arch off the bed.

That's when something happened that I couldn't have predicted. Chris rose from his chair and made his way to the bed, the mattress shifting as he crawled toward us. My heart raced with anticipation—I was so glad he had decided to join us instead of just watching.

He leaned down and captured my lips in a kiss, deep and possessive, his familiar taste grounding me even as the pleasure from Tyler's mouth threatened to overwhelm me. When he pulled away, I was shocked to see Tyler's fingers wrapped around Chris's hard cock.

I don't know why the sight affected me so powerfully, but I came almost immediately. There was something incredibly erotic about watching my husband respond to another man's touch, his head falling back as a deep moan escaped his throat. Tyler stroked him with the same skill he'd shown in everything else, his rhythm matching the movements of David behind him.

The visual was too much. I cried out, my body tensing as waves of pleasure crashed over me. My orgasm hit like lightning, every muscle spasming as I arched beneath Tyler's relentless tongue.

As so often happens in these situations, one person's climax creates a domino effect. Chris began moaning loudly as Tyler continued stroking him, his hips thrusting into Tyler's grip. David was crying out too, his thrusts becoming erratic as he lost himself in the tight heat surrounding him.

In less than a minute, we had all reached our peak. Chris shot his load across Tyler's arm and shoulder, thick ropes of cum painting his skin. David buried himself deep in Tyler's ass with a strangled cry. I was still trembling from my own intense orgasm, small aftershocks making my legs shake.

Poor Tyler was the only one left unsatisfied, though he didn't seem to mind. He was breathing heavily, his face flushed with arousal and satisfaction at having brought all of us to completion.

I reached out to stroke Tyler's face, noting the sheen of sweat on his skin and the glazed look in his eyes. He'd given so much of himself to make sure we all felt pleasure.

"What about you?" I asked softly.

Tyler smiled, that same easy grin that had first caught my attention on the tennis court. "Watching all of you was reward enough," he said.

David slowly pulled out of Tyler, both of them wincing slightly at the separation. He looked dazed, like he couldn't quite believe what had just happened.

We all lay there in silence for what seemed like an eternity. The room was filled with the sound of our heavy breathing, the air thick with the scent of sex. I could feel the warmth radiating from the bodies around me, Chris's arm draped across my waist while Tyler and David remained close, their skin glistening with sweat.

The quiet wasn't uncomfortable—we were all processing what had just happened, absorbing the intensity of the experience. I watched the rise and fall of David's chest, noting how his breathing was gradually returning to normal. His face was serene, almost peaceful, like something fundamental had shifted inside him.

Finally, David broke the silence. His voice was quiet but determined, with a newfound sense of confidence and strength.

"Tyler, I want to give you something special."

Tyler turned his head, those whiskey-colored eyes focusing on David with curiosity. "Oh, and what's that?"

David's response made my breath catch. "You didn't get to cum yet, and I want to give you my ass for the first time."

The room went completely still, clearly surprised by David's boldness. Tyler propped himself up on his elbow, studying David's face intently.

"David, that's such a huge step," Tyler said protectively. "I'm not sure you're ready for that yet."

But David's expression was resolute. "I think this is the perfect time. I want to finish what we started here tonight. And Skylar and Chris won't always be here to share the moment."

There was something profound in his words—an acknowledgment that this moment was unique, that we'd created a safe space for him to explore parts of himself he'd never accessed before. He understood that tomorrow would bring different circumstances, different dynamics. Tonight was his chance to experience everything he'd been curious about for so long.

Tyler searched David's face for any sign of doubt or uncertainty. "Well, if you're really sure..."

David nodded firmly. "I am."

Tyler's expression softened, and I could see the care in his eyes as he considered the best way to make this as comfortable as possible for David. "The initial pain won't be so bad if he's being pleasured at the same time," he said, looking over at me. "Will you help?"

I nodded immediately. "Of course."

Tyler guided me to lie on my side. "David, lie behind her and fuck her like you're spooning," he instructed gently.

It took no time at all to get David hard again—his body's recovery was impressive, fueled by anticipation. He positioned himself behind me, his arm sliding under my head as he pressed close. When he slid into me, there was no resistance—I was still wet.

The position felt intimate and comforting, David's breath warm against my neck as he began moving inside me. Behind him, I could hear Tyler preparing, the sound of the lube bottle opening followed by the wet sounds of Tyler coating his fingers.

David's rhythm faltered slightly as Tyler began working him open, soft moans escaping his lips as Tyler's lubricated fingers found their target. I felt David's body respond to the dual sensations—the familiar pleasure of being inside me combined with the new experience of Tyler's fingers entering him.

"Tell me when the burning sensation subsides," Tyler murmured, his voice tender and patient.

David's breathing grew heavier, his thrusts becoming more deliberate as he worked through the initial discomfort. After a short while, his voice was breathless but certain.

"I feel good," he said.

I could sense Tyler moving behind him, and heard the sound of Tyler stroking himself to full hardness. The anticipation in the room was palpable—we all understood the significance of what was about to happen.

Tyler positioned himself carefully behind David, and I felt David's body tense as Tyler spread his cheeks. The moment Tyler entered him was unmistakable—David's entire body went rigid against mine, his thrusts inside me stopping completely as he processed the intense new sensation.

"I'm inside you now," Tyler said.

David laughed slightly. "Yeah, I know. There's no doubt about that."

Tyler's voice was soothing, reassuring. "The worst is behind us. We just need to let your body adjust to my cock."

David held perfectly still for several moments, his breathing deep and controlled as he adapted to the feeling of being filled. I could feel the tension in his muscles, the way his body was learning to accommodate this new experience.

After what felt like an eternity, I felt David begin to move inside me again—tentative at first, then with growing confidence as Tyler began thrusting behind him. This was totally new to me. I had never even contemplated this position, the way sensations could travel through one person to another, creating this chain of connected pleasure.

The dynamics were fascinating. Every movement Tyler made behind David translated into how David moved inside me. I could feel the rhythm building, the way their bodies found a synchronization that worked for all of us.

After a few minutes, I could feel through David's body—and by the sounds coming from behind me—that Tyler was fucking him a little harder now. David suddenly cried out, his back arching against Tyler.

Tyler immediately stopped. "Are you okay?"

David's voice was breathless but reassuring. "Yeah, I just need a little more lube."

Tyler reached for the bottle again, taking care to add more lubrication to both his cock and David's anus before reentering him. I could feel David relaxing again, his body becoming more receptive to Tyler's movements.

"I think David can take it on his own now," Tyler said, pulling out of David's ass.

He guided David to lie on his back, taking time to apply even more lube. When Tyler lifted David's legs over his shoulders and entered him again, the visual was incredibly erotic. David's face showed a mixture of intense concentration and growing pleasure, his hands gripping the sheets as he adjusted to the new angle.

Chris and I positioned ourselves on opposite sides of David, offering encouragement and support. I could see the trust in David's eyes, the way he felt safe enough to be this vulnerable with all of us present.

David was still hard, his cock pressing against his clearly defined abs. I reached out to stroke him, my fingers wrapping around his length as Tyler found a steady rhythm. The combination of sensations was clearly overwhelming David in the best possible way—Tyler's cock inside him, my hand working his shaft, and the emotional support of having Chris and me there with him.

"This is incredible," David gasped, his head thrown back in pleasure. "I never imagined it could feel like this."

Tyler's movements became more confident, more purposeful, as David's body fully accepted him. The sounds they made together filled the room—soft moans, breathless encouragements, the wet sounds of bodies moving together in perfect harmony.

After a few more minutes, David's breathing became more erratic, his muscles tensing in a way I recognized.

"I'm cumming," he announced, his voice breaking with the intensity of approaching orgasm.

Tyler reacted to this declaration by thrusting harder into him, his own control finally breaking as David's anus clenched around his cock. They came simultaneously, their cries of pleasure harmonizing beautifully. David shot his load all over his stomach, thick white ropes of cum covering his dark skin, while Tyler pulled out at the last moment, adding his own release to cover David's cock.

The sight was breathtaking—two beautiful men lost in shared ecstasy, their bodies glistening with sweat and cum. Chris and I exchanged a look of wonder, both of us moved by witnessing something so intimate and transformative.

As they came down from their highs, David's face was radiant with joy and accomplishment. He'd taken every step he'd wanted to tonight, explored every curiosity, pushed every boundary he'd set for himself. Tyler collapsed beside him, both of them breathing heavily but wearing identical expressions of complete satisfaction.

"Thank you," David whispered, his voice barely audible. "All of you. For making this perfect."


Chapter 7: Not to be Rude



After a few more minutes of quiet conversation, Chris gently suggested that David and Tyler might want some alone time together. We slowly exited the bedroom, giving them space to process what had just happened between them.

Chris stopped by the mini-bar in the suite's living area, fixing us each a drink—he prepared two whiskeys neat for the two of us. The familiar ritual felt grounding after the intensity of what we'd just witnessed and participated in.

We settled onto the bed in our room. Chris shook his head slowly, a bemused expression on his face.

"I should know that anything's possible these days," he said, taking a sip of his whiskey. "But I truly didn't see that coming... at least not our participation in it."

"I agree," I replied, curling up beside him. "I certainly didn't see your participation coming."

Chris laughed, running his free hand through his hair. "I just wanted to kiss you when I climbed onto the bed. I never expected Tyler to reach out and grab my cock. But once he did, it felt like it would have been rude to pull away."

I nearly choked on my whiskey, laughter bubbling up from my chest. "Seriously? You just let him stroke you to orgasm so as not to appear rude?"

"Well, kinda..." Chris admitted, his cheeks flushing slightly. "But obviously it felt good too. I'm not trying to deny that, but I truly was not expecting that when I climbed onto the bed."

The honesty in his voice, the way he could admit to being surprised by his own reactions, made my heart swell with affection. I set down my glass and kissed him deeply, tasting the whiskey on his lips.

"God, I love you," I whispered against his mouth. "You never cease to surprise me and make me smile."

To be continued…
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