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Opening Note

This confession was submitted by "Megan," a wife from Florida who asked that names be changed and details protected. What she did not want erased was the tension of that trip: two couples, one shared room in Destin, and a discovery that changed her marriage forever.

— Olivia Cross
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CHAPTER 1 — THE SHARED ROOM

My name is Megan, and I never imagined that an ordinary couples' trip to Destin, Florida, would change the way I saw my husband, my marriage, and myself.

It all began with a booking mistake. Two couples, a packed resort, a family room with two king-size beds, and an intimacy none of us had planned. At check-in, it seemed like nothing more than an inconvenience. That night, I realized that room would become the beginning of a confession I would never be able to erase.

But I need to start at the beginning, Olivia, because nobody understands the fire without understanding the monotony that came before. I was an ordinary wife, thirty-four years old, with a comfortable life, a stable marriage, and a part of me I thought had fallen asleep forever.

Luke and I have been married for eight years. Our marriage is good, solid, the kind people envy. He is a financial analyst, I work in marketing, we have a comfortable house in Tampa, a golden retriever named Cooper, and a sex life I would describe as... functional. We have sex two or three times a week, always pleasant, but predictable. He comes, I come — almost always — and we fall asleep in each other's arms. Nothing wrong with that. But nothing extraordinary either. It was like a movie we'd watched so many times we knew every line by heart. Mission accomplished, but no fireworks.

Claire has been my best friend since college. Blonde, busty, funny, the kind of woman who talks loud and makes everyone laugh. Married to Rick for six years. Rick is the kind of man who attracts attention without trying — tan skin, dark eyes, broad shoulders, a permanent shadow of beard that gives him a sexy lumberjack look. He works construction, which explains his body: strong arms, defined chest, big calloused hands from carrying brick and lumber all day. I had never looked at Rick that way. Never. Until that trip.

It started on a Saturday in September. Claire texted me: "We should take a trip together. Destin. Beach, sun, rest. The four of us." Luke agreed right away. "It's been a while since we went anywhere with them. It'll be fun." Fun. That word always fools me.

We flew from Tampa to Destin on Thursday morning. The airport was crowded, the air-conditioning was broken, and I was already sweating when we boarded the plane. Luke slept through the entire flight, as always. He leaned his head against the window and within five minutes was softly snoring. I kept looking out the window, watching the Gulf of Mexico approach, that turquoise-blue water that looks Photoshopped but is real. The expectation of a week of rest made me feel light. I had no idea that "rest" would be the last thing I would get.

The hotel was beautiful. A beachfront resort, palm trees swaying, an infinity pool that seemed to merge with the sea, the smell of sunscreen and salt air drifting everywhere. The lobby was spacious, with marble floors and a shell chandelier that chimed in the breeze coming through the open doors. Everything was perfect. Until the receptionist made that face.

"Ladies and gentlemen, we've had an issue with your reservation." The young woman wore a tight bun and the strained smile of someone who had delivered bad news too many times that day. "The double rooms you requested are not available. We had an overbooking. We only have one family room, with two king-size beds. Would you accept that? At half price."

Claire and Rick looked at each other. So did we. Share a room? The four of us together? It was strange, but the discount was good — half price was not nothing — and the hotel had no other options for miles. We were right in the middle of high season.

"We can do that, right?" Claire shrugged. "We're friends. It's not a problem."

We accepted.

The room was large and airy, with a balcony that opened directly onto a view of the Gulf. Two king-size beds stood side by side, separated by a nightstand with a yellow-shaded lamp that gave off a soft golden glow. A flat-screen TV hung on the wall, a minibar sat in the corner, and there was a spacious bathroom with a transparent glass shower — which was a problem, because you could see everything from inside the room. White voile curtains filtered the natural light, creating an almost romantic mood. But the closeness of the beds was far too intimate. You could hear the other couple breathing. You could smell their perfume. You could see their shapes in the dark.

That first night, we were all awkward. Each couple in its own bed, talking softly, laughing nervously. I was wearing little shorts and a T-shirt, Luke was in shorts. Claire had on a long nightgown, and Rick was in swim trunks with no shirt.

That was when I saw it for the first time.

Rick got up to get water from the minibar. His back was to me, his body bent forward, and the navy-blue trunks showed everything. And I mean EVERYTHING. The bulge was so obvious I almost choked on my own saliva. That man was packing. Seriously packing. The fabric stretched over a cock that was obviously huge even while soft. The thick shaft ran down his thigh, and his heavy balls pulled the trunks lower.

He came back to bed, and I kept stealing glances. Claire lay down beside him, put her hand on his chest, and I could see that massive bulge there, resting on his thigh. My God.

I turned to Luke, who was beside me checking his phone, and nudged his ribs.

"Luke..." I whispered so softly it was barely audible.

"Yeah?"

"Look at that man's bulge."

He glanced in the direction I indicated, trying to be discreet. His eyes widened for one second. Then he looked back at me, and I saw that spark. That spark I knew so well. The spark of my husband getting turned on by something he did not even know existed.

"It's... big," he whispered back.

"Big? Luke, that is much bigger than yours. Much bigger."

Luke did not answer. He only squeezed my hand under the sheet. And I felt his body respond against my thigh. My husband was turned on because I had noticed another man. That should have scared me. Instead, it went through me like an electric shock.

"Did you like seeing it?" I asked, mischievous, turning my face toward him.

"I did." His voice came out rougher than usual.

"Imagine that hard. That must be one hell of a cock."

"Megan..." His hand tightened on my thigh.

"What? You know I notice. Especially a cock that size. Do you think Claire can take all of that?"

He laughed softly, nervous. "And you? Could you take it?"

I pretended I had not heard him, but the question kept hammering in my head. Could I take it? I looked at Rick again and felt something I had not felt in years: curiosity, danger, and a desire I did not know if I could control.

That night, we all slept together in the same room, with a tension nobody mentioned but everyone felt. The air-conditioner hummed softly, the light from the TV trembled on the wall, and I stayed awake for a long time, listening to the breathing of all four of us and understanding that this shared space had stopped being just a hotel problem.

By the time I finally fell asleep, I already knew something had changed. The shared room was no longer an awkward situation. It was an open door.


CHAPTER 2 — THE TENSION IN THE ROOM

I woke the next morning with Florida sunlight coming through the voile curtains and the uneasy feeling that something inside me had changed. Luke was still asleep beside me, and Claire and Rick's bed was empty. I stared at the ceiling, trying to convince my body that the night before had been nothing more than a passing fantasy.

I got up, took a quick shower, and put on a new bikini I had bought especially for the trip — a black, high-cut set that flattered my ass and left my breasts almost exposed. If I was going to be obsessed with Rick's body, the least I could do was give him something to look at too. When I came out of the bathroom, Luke was already awake, sitting on the bed, checking his phone.

"Good morning, beautiful." He smiled, that sleepy smile I knew so well.

"Good morning." I sat beside him and kissed him. "Did you sleep well?"

"Like a rock. You?"

"More or less." I did not tell him I had spent part of the night awake, silently masturbating while he snored. "I had some strange dreams."

"You dreamed about him, didn't you?"

I felt my face burn. "Luke..."

"You don't have to lie. I was thinking about it too." His voice dropped, rougher. "You said you saw his cock. That it was huge."

"It was. It is. An absurd thing."

"And you liked seeing it?"

"Very much." The word came out before I could censor myself.

Luke was silent for a moment, his eyes fixed on mine. Then he smiled, that dirty smile I was learning to recognize. "Then today you're going to look again. And you're going to tell me everything."

We went down to breakfast and found Claire and Rick at a table near the window, overlooking the pool. Claire looked radiant, her blonde hair tied in a loose bun, sunglasses on top of her head. Rick sat beside her, broad-backed in a tight T-shirt that showed off the muscles of his chest. His trunks were gray today, and I was already looking.

"Good morning, lovebirds!" Claire greeted us with a smile. "Sleep well?"

"Like a rock," Luke answered, sitting down.

"Megan, you look like you didn't sleep very well," Claire observed, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "Everything okay?"

"Everything's fine. Just a little insomnia."

"Uh-huh." She winked at me, and I had the feeling she knew exactly what had kept me awake.

After breakfast, we all went to the beach. The day was perfect — strong sun, cloudless blue sky, the Gulf water shining like liquid emerald. We set up our chairs near the water, and I positioned myself strategically facing the sea, but with my back to where Rick was. That way, when he came out of the water, I would have the perfect view.

Rick and Luke went swimming first. I watched them from a distance: Luke, leaner, the tattoo on his shoulder contrasting with his fair skin; Rick, tanned, broad-shouldered, his swim shorts clinging to his strong thighs. They laughed about something, tossing around a football they had brought. Two friends. Two men. One of them, my husband. The other, the man I could not get out of my head.

When Rick came out of the water, my breath stopped. The gray trunks were soaked and plastered to his body, making the bulge even more obscene than it had been in the room. Water ran down his chest and thick thighs while I followed every drop. The heavy head showed through the fabric, and his thick cock lay along his leg like a sleeping animal. He tossed his wet hair back, and my pussy clenched.

Luke came out of the water right after and sat beside me. He looked at me, then at Rick, and that dirty smile returned to his lips. "The water feels good."

"It does," I answered, my voice coming out thinner than I wanted.

"You're wet, aren't you? And not from the ocean."

I did not answer. I only squeezed his hand and looked away.

I spent the rest of the morning in delicious torture. Every time Rick moved, every time he laughed, every time he spread sunscreen over those broad shoulders, my body responded. The bottom of my bikini was permanently damp. My nipples were hard, pushing through the thin fabric. Luke noticed everything, and with every complicit glance we exchanged, the tension grew.

In the early afternoon, I went back to the room alone with the excuse of getting a book. But the truth was something else. I locked the bathroom door, sat on the toilet, and slid my hand into my bikini. I was soaked. I began masturbating frantically, my fingers circling my clit, my other hand squeezing my breast. I closed my eyes and imagined Rick coming out of the water, his trunks wet, his enormous cock outlined. I imagined him pulling me behind the dunes, pushing me against the sand, taking off those trunks and fucking me hard. I came in less than two minutes, biting my lips so I would not moan loudly. Then I washed my face, composed myself, and went back to the beach as if nothing had happened.

At breakfast the next morning, Claire made the suggestion that changed everything.

"Guys, Rick and I were talking... we wanted to know if you mind each couple having an afternoon of privacy in the room. You know, to... rest." She winked, and that gesture was anything but innocent. "One couple stays, the other goes out for a walk. Then we switch."

Luke and I exchanged a quick look. "Fine by me," I said, trying to keep my voice neutral.

"Perfect. Then this afternoon we stay and you two go out. Tomorrow, you stay and we go out. Deal?"

"Deal."

That afternoon, Luke and I went out to explore downtown Destin. We walked hand in hand through streets full of little shops and restaurants, but my head was back in the hotel room. What were Rick and Claire doing? Was he fucking her right then, with that enormous cock, while I walked around pretending to care about store windows?

"You're quiet," Luke observed.

"I'm thinking."

"About what they're doing?"

"How do you know?"

"Because I am too." He pulled me onto a sidewalk bench. "Do you think he's fucking her right now?"

"Absolutely." I felt my panties get wet again. "Do you think she can take all that cock?"

"She seems to take it. You saw her face afterward."

"I did. She was glowing."

"You'd be glowing too if you took a cock like that."

I looked at Luke, surprised by how naturally he said it. "Would you like seeing me like that? Glowing after giving myself to another man?"

"I would love it." He held my hand. "Megan, I don't know how to explain it. But the idea of you with another man... it turns me on. A lot. Since that first night, when you talked about his bulge, I can't stop thinking about it."

"Do you want it to happen? For real?"

"I do. But only if you want it too."

"I want it." The words came faster than I expected. "Luke, I want it so much. But I'm scared."

"Scared of what?"

"Of you regretting it. Of ruining our friendship with them. Of Claire finding out and getting angry."

"She seems pretty open-minded. You saw how she suggested the privacy thing. She's not innocent, Megan. She knows what she's doing."

"Do you think she knows I look at Rick?"

"I'm sure she does. And she doesn't seem to mind."

When we returned to the room late that afternoon, the air was scented with the sweet smell of candles and sex. The beds were made, but Claire's pillow still held the imprint of her head. Claire was lying down, her blonde hair damp, her skin flushed. A lazy smile rested on her lips. Rick was beside her, sprawled on the bed in nothing but trunks. The trunks were slightly crooked, and I could see a wet spot at the tip. The bulge was there, imposing, and I felt my pussy throb.

"Everything okay with you two?" Claire asked, stretching like a satisfied cat.

"Everything's great," Luke answered. "Looks like you rested well."

"We did." She smiled. "Now tomorrow it's your turn. We go out, you stay."

That night, after dinner, the tension exploded. We had drunk wine, laughed a lot, flirted discreetly. Back in the room, each couple lay in its own bed, but nobody slept.

First, I heard the sheets moving on the bed beside us. Whispers. Muffled kisses. The unmistakable sound of a mouth sucking something wet. Claire was blowing Rick. I knew it. I could hear the suction, the muffled gulps, her soft little moans. My entire body shivered.

Luke heard it too. He turned toward me in the dark and whispered, "They're having sex."

"I know." My hand slid down to his shorts and grabbed his hard cock. "Let's do it too. But quietly."

He turned me onto my side, lifted my nightgown, and slid his cock into my pussy from behind. I was so wet he sank inside with one smooth drive. Luke began fucking me slowly, muffling his moans against my neck while I bit the pillow.

But my eyes were fixed on the bed beside us.

The TV was on, the volume low, dimly lighting the room. I could see the shapes. Rick was on top of Claire, on his knees, and his cock... MY GOD, his cock was completely exposed. He had taken off his trunks and was fucking her face-to-face. And I could see the silhouette of that massive cock going in and out. It was enormous. It looked like an arm. Thick as a clenched fist, long as a forearm. Claire moaned into the dark, and I understood exactly why. That thing must have been splitting her in half.

Luke kept fucking me, and every time he drove into my pussy I imagined Rick behind me instead. I pictured the weight, the veins, the impossible thickness dragging through my cunt. I came quietly with my eyes fixed on the silhouette of Rick’s cock, clenching around my husband while I buried my face in the pillow.

After both sides finished, the room fell silent. Only the heavy breathing of four people remained. The air-conditioner hummed, the TV still flickered. I turned to Luke and whispered, my pussy still throbbing:

"Baby... I saw Rick's cock."

"You did?" His voice was sleepy, but the interest was obvious.

"I did. It was clear. He was fucking Claire and I saw everything. Luke, it's much bigger than yours. Much, much bigger."

He was silent for a moment. But his cock, which had softened, hardened again in my hand. I felt the blood pulsing, filling the flesh.

"Did you like seeing it?" His voice came out rough, almost a whisper.

"I loved it. And I kept thinking... could I take a man like that? A cock that size?"

"Would you want to try?"

“My little cuck...” The words escaped before I could think. “I don’t know if I can take it, but I want to feel that cock stretching my cunt until I can’t think.”

He kissed me. It was a hungry kiss, full of lust and complicity. His tongue invaded my mouth, and I tasted wine and desire. "Maybe one day, Megan. Maybe."

I fell asleep that night with the image of that cock burned into my mind. And I dreamed about it. I dreamed I was on all fours, being split open by that thick cock while Luke watched. I dreamed he said, "That's it, my slut, come for him." I woke with my panties soaked and my heart racing.

Morning sunlight came through the curtain, and I looked across the room. Rick was sleeping on his stomach, his trunks outlining his firm ass. Claire was wrapped around him. And Luke slept beside me, unaware of the volcano that had erupted inside me.

I did not know how, but that fantasy was going to become real. And from the gleam in Luke's eyes, he wanted it too. Now the question was: when?


CHAPTER 3 — CLAIRE'S DEPARTURE

On Saturday morning, Claire received the phone call that changed everything.

The four of us were in the room, finishing getting ready to go down for breakfast. Luke was in the bathroom, Rick was lying on his bed, still in trunks, scrolling on his phone, and Claire was sitting on the edge of the bed brushing her blonde hair. I was on the sofa tying my sneakers when her phone rang.

"It's my aunt in Tallahassee," Claire said, frowning. She answered, and her expression slowly shifted — from surprise to concern. "What? When? But is she okay? Okay, okay, I'm coming. Don't worry. Give me about two hours and I'll be there."

She hung up and sighed. "My aunt June had a fall. She's in the hospital. It's not serious, but she's alone and I need to go. I'm leaving now and I'll only be back tomorrow morning."

My heart jumped inside my chest. Luke came out of the bathroom at that exact moment, still in a towel, and our eyes met in the mirror. He had heard too.

"Claire, I'm so sorry. Do you need anything? We can go with you," I offered, more out of politeness than any real desire.

"No, no. Don't worry. It's family stuff. You stay here and enjoy the day." She paused, looked at Rick, then at me. "Do you mind keeping Rick company here? I don't want him alone all day."

Mind? My heart nearly flew out of my mouth. "Of course not, babe. Go. We'll take care of him." My voice came out higher than usual, almost breaking at the end.

Claire looked at me for a second too long, and that dirty smile returned to her lips. "I know you will." She winked at me, then at Luke, and began packing a small bag with a few clothes.

As soon as the door closed behind her, the room fell silent. A charged, electric silence that seemed to vibrate in the air like the hum of the air-conditioner. Rick was sitting on his bed, in trunks and a T-shirt, barefoot, his eyes fixed on me. Luke was beside me, his hand on my thigh, his thumb making slow circles over my skin.

"So now what?" Rick asked, with a smile that said he already knew the answer.

"Now," Luke answered for me, "we enjoy the day. And tonight... we'll see."

I spent the entire afternoon so horny I could barely think straight. We went to the beach, ate lunch at the hotel restaurant, and swam in the pool, but everything blurred around Rick’s body. Every time he passed me, smiled at me, or spoke my name, my panties got wetter. His gray trunks clung to that bulge, and I could not stop staring. Luke noticed every look and answered each one by squeezing my hand, smiling like the dirty husband he was becoming.

"You're wet, aren't you?"

"I am."

"You want him?"

"Very much."

"Tonight, then. Tonight is the night."

Late that afternoon, we went back to the room. Luke and Rick sat in the armchairs to watch a football game on TV. I announced I was going to shower. I went into the bathroom, closed the door, and spent about twenty minutes under hot water. I shaved carefully — legs, underarms, bikini line — each movement of the razor a promise of what was coming. I rubbed lotion over my whole body: legs, thighs, belly, breasts, ass. Every inch of skin shone like satin. Perfume on my wrists, behind my ears, on my neck, in the bends of my elbows.

I chose the boldest lingerie I had brought — a tiny black thong that buried itself between my ass cheeks and left the lips of my pussy almost exposed. A black lace bra that looked more like two triangles of transparent fabric. My nipples were hard and perfectly visible beneath the thin lace. Over it, nothing. I was going out like that.

I opened the bathroom door and a cloud of steam came out with me. My hair was wet, dripping down my bare back. My skin was flushed, hot, scented. The two men were fixed on the TV, but when I appeared, the game ceased to exist.

Rick looked first. His dark eyes moved down my body as if reading a treasure map. He adjusted his trunks, and I saw the bulge begin to grow beneath the fabric, the head defining itself against the cotton. Luke smiled, the smile of a man who knew exactly what he was doing.

"You look beautiful, baby," Luke said.

"Thank you, my little cuck." I answered, and I saw Rick's eyes widen slightly. He understood immediately.

"Little cuck?" Rick repeated, his voice deeper, his lips curving into a smile.

"That's what he is." I approached, swaying my hips, feeling the cool air-conditioning on my hard nipples. "My obedient little cuck. My favorite voyeur."

Luke did not deny it. He only smiled and adjusted his own cock in his shorts. "She likes to tease."

"She teases very well," Rick murmured, his eyes glued to my ass, to the tiny panties, to the curve of my hips.

"Bring us a beer, Megan?" Luke asked, his voice rougher than usual.

"Of course, baby."

The minibar was near the TV, low in the corner. I walked over there, feeling four eyes burning into my back. The thong was completely buried between my cheeks, leaving both halves fully exposed. Each step made the flesh sway slightly, a hypnotic movement. I reached the minibar and crouched. Very slowly. Deliberately slowly. I bent my knees, pushed my ass out, and lowered myself. The panties were so buried that my pussy was practically visible from behind, the lips swollen and shiny from how wet I was. The cold air from the minibar touched my hot skin, and my nipples got even harder, pushing through the thin bra.

I heard a sigh. I do not know if it was Luke or Rick. Maybe both.

I grabbed three cans and rose slowly too, swaying without shame. When I turned around, Rick's trunks were tented. Very tented. The bulge was colossal, the head pressing against the fabric as if it wanted to tear through it. He tried to hide it by putting a cushion in his lap, but it was too late. I had already seen.

"Megan, you are... beautiful." His voice came out hoarse, almost a whisper.

"Only beautiful?" I teased, handing him the beer. Our fingers touched. He was hot. The electricity of that touch ran up my arm and exploded in my pussy.

"Gorgeous. Your husband is a lucky man."

"He knows." I winked at Luke.

We opened the beers and started drinking. The game played on TV, but nobody paid attention. The conversation loosened, the laughter grew louder, the looks lasted longer. I was sitting on the bed with my legs crossed, and with every movement the bra let a little of my nipple slip out. I did not fix it. I left it exposed. I wanted him to see. I wanted him to suffer with desire.

On the third beer, Rick stood. "I'm going to the bathroom."

He went. And I heard the bathroom door close — but not completely. It stayed open a crack. A crack of maybe four inches. On purpose? I do not know. But I heard the unmistakable sound of piss hitting the water. A strong, thick stream that seemed like it would never end.

Instead of pushing the thought away, I imagined his cock. I imagined him holding that massive cock, aiming at the bowl, that trunk of flesh in his big calloused hand. I felt my pussy pulse, soaking my already damp panties. I looked at Luke. He was watching me with that smile of someone who knew exactly what I was thinking.

"Do you hear that, little cuck?" I whispered.

"I do."

"Imagine the size of that cock. To make a sound like that..."

Luke bit his lips. His cock was hard in his shorts, the bulge obvious. "You want to see it up close, don't you?"

"I do. I want it so much."

"Then tease him."

I did not need any more encouragement. But first, something we had discussed earlier surfaced. Luke took my hand and pulled me close.

Luke pulled me close. “You know what I want,” he whispered. “Tease him. Make your husband watch you turn into a slut for his friend.”

“And what will my cuck do?”

“Sit right here, stay hard, and enjoy every second.”

“My filthy husband.” I kissed him slowly. “My favorite little cuck.”

“Now show him,” Luke said. “Show him what my wife wants.”

I lay down on the bed and pulled Luke close. I began kissing him with tongue, wet and noisy, while my hands took off his shirt. His chest was warm, his heart racing under my palm. I slid my hand down and grabbed his cock through his shorts. It was hard as stone.

While I kissed Luke, I heard the toilet flush. Rick was going to come out any second. This was it.

I tore off my bra, turned around, and got on all fours with my ass aimed at the bathroom door. The thong had vanished between my cheeks until only a thin black string remained. My pussy was exposed, swollen, and shining. The cold air brushed my wet cunt and made me shiver.

I lowered my head and started sucking Luke's cock.

Luke took off his shorts and underwear, and his cock sprang out. It was beautiful, hard, the tip leaking. I began sucking him eagerly, making noise, letting saliva run down his balls. But my attention was on the bathroom door. I heard when it opened all the way.

Rick's steps stopped. The silence that followed was deafening.

I did not need to look to know. I felt Rick’s gaze settle on my exposed ass and heard his breath catch. I kept sucking Luke, slower now, rolling my hips while my panties shone between my cheeks. My pussy was so soaked it ran down my inner thigh.

Luke looked over my head at Rick. “Come closer,” he said, his voice rough. “My wife has been waiting for you.”

I heard Rick's steps approach, heavy on the room's carpet. I felt the mattress dip behind me. His musky scent enveloped me — that woodsy cologne I had memorized over the last few days, mixed with the freshness of bathroom soap.

His hand came first. Big, tan, calloused. He squeezed my ass until the flesh spread beneath his fingers, exposing the buried thong and my swollen cunt. His thumb brushed close to my hole, and I moaned around Luke’s cock.

"She's so wet..." Rick's voice was a low thunder. "Your wife is soaked, Luke."

"She gets like that when she sees big cock," Luke answered, and I heard the lust in his voice.

Rick dragged one finger down my crack and over the thin panties. He pressed against my swollen pussy until the fabric sank between my lips. I moaned with Luke’s cock in my mouth, loud enough for both men to hear.

“She moans beautifully,” Rick said. “Your wife wants my fingers inside her.”

I pulled Luke’s cock from my mouth. “He’s right, love. I want those thick fingers in my cunt.”

Rick pulled my panties aside and put his hand directly on my pussy. His thick fingers parted my swollen lips, dragged through how soaked I was, and smeared it over my clit. Then he pushed one finger inside me. It was so thick I clenched immediately. He curled it, found the spot that made my legs shake, and nearly made me come with his first slow stroke.

"Is she really tight?" Luke asked.

"Very. This is going to be a challenge." Rick laughed softly as he pushed his finger deeper. "But she's ready. She's soaked. She's begging for more."

“Tell him,” Luke said, winding his hand into my hair. “Tell your little cuck how much more you want.”

I took his cock out of my mouth and looked back. Rick's eyes met mine. He was still in trunks, the colossal bulge pressing against the fabric. And I knew that in seconds, those trunks would fall. I would see what I had fantasized about so much. I would feel what I had desired so much.

“I want everything,” I said, staring back at Rick. “Go slow at first. Then fuck me the way my husband wants to watch.”

Rick leaned down and kissed my shoulder. “Then open for me, beautiful. Your husband is going to see exactly what his wife can take.”

Luke leaned back against the bed, his cock in his hand. "So... what are you waiting for?"

Rick stood and took off his trunks. And I finally saw it. But that, Olivia, belongs in the next chapter. Because what happened after was so intense, so dirty, that I still get wet just remembering it. And so does Luke. My little cuck. My love. The man who lent me to his friend's cock and made me the most alive woman in Florida.


CHAPTER 4 — THE FIRST TIME

Rick took off his trunks, and I finally saw it.

His cock sprang free, and the room seemed to stop around it. I was still on all fours, my lips wet from Luke, but I could not look anywhere else. Rick was enormous, thicker than anything I had imagined, with blue veins twisting along the whole shaft. The purple head shone beneath the lamplight, precum already beading at the tip. His heavy balls swung between his thighs, and the musky smell of a horny man hit me hard enough to make my cunt clench.

"Fuck, Luke," I whispered, my voice trembling. "Look at the size of that."

"I'm looking," Luke answered, and I heard the lust in his voice, that rough, excited tone I knew so well. "Can you take it?"

"I can. But go slow, Rick. Please. Very slow."

“Slow at first,” Rick said, his voice deep and controlled. He was not in a hurry. He knew exactly what that cock was going to do to me.

He moved closer, his big calloused hand touching my ass again. His thick fingers spread over the flesh, squeezing, massaging, as if preparing me for what was coming. I moaned softly, my face still buried in Luke's lap, my lips brushing my husband's head. Luke held my hair, but without forcing — it was a gesture of tenderness, of encouragement.

“Look at me, baby,” Luke said. “Show your cuck how badly you want that cock.”

“I want it, love. I want him to stretch your wife open while you watch.”

Rick pulled my thong aside. Cold air touched my soaked pussy, followed by the massive head of his cock. He dragged it over my clit and between my swollen lips, coating himself in how wet I was. Every slow pass made my hips chase him.

I looked back at Rick. “Put it in. Slowly. Make my husband watch every inch.”

Luke fisted his cock. “Take him, baby. Show your little cuck how wide you can open.”

Rick pressed the thick head against my soaked cunt and began to push.

The massive head forced my lips apart and popped into me. I moaned loud. It felt like a billiard ball opening my pussy, stretching me around that thick crown. Every ridge and vein dragged against my cunt. The burn was sharp, then filthy, then good. Rick held still for one breath while my pussy pulsed around the head. I could feel his cock beating inside me.

“Look at her, Luke,” Rick growled. “Look at your wife stretching around my cock.”

“It burns... fuck, love... but I want more. Make him push deeper.”

Rick drove deeper, slow enough to make me feel every thick inch. The widest part stretched my cunt until my legs shook. Every vein scraped inside me while my pussy clenched and opened around his shaft.

"OH MY GOD... IT'S SO BIG... FUCK..."

Rick gripped my hips. “Take it, slut. Let your husband watch me bury the rest.”

"NO! Don't stop. Keep going. Split me open. Fill me."

Luke was in front of me, his cock in his hand, his eyes glassy. "Look at me, Megan," he said. "Look at me while he goes in."

I lifted my eyes to Luke while Rick kept sinking deeper. My husband stared back with love, jealousy, and a hunger that made his fist move faster around his cock.

"Almost there," Rick murmured behind me. "Just a little more."

One final drive buried Rick all the way inside me. His heavy balls slapped my clit, and I screamed. I was completely stuffed with that giant cock, stretched so wide I felt every pulse hammer through his shaft and into my cunt.

"Is it all in?" Luke asked, his voice thin with lust.

"It is. All of it." Rick answered, and I heard the pride in his voice.

"Then fuck her. Show her what a real cock can do."

Rick pulled out slowly. Every vein dragged through my pussy in reverse, leaving a hollow ache behind it. I moaned without caring who heard. Fuck the neighbors. I had another man’s cock stretching me open while my husband watched.

Then he drove back into me. Out. In again. The slow, deep rhythm made my legs shake and my vision blur. Every time he buried his cock, he hit a place Luke had never reached.

"Fuck, she's tight," Rick groaned, his big hands gripping my hips hard. His calloused fingers dug into my flesh, and I knew they would leave marks. "Your wife has the sweetest pussy I've ever fucked."

"She's incredible," Luke answered, his hand on his own cock. "Fuck her right. Make her come."

I went back to sucking Luke, but my mind belonged to the cock stretching my cunt. My mouth moved over my husband while Rick fucked me from behind, filling both ends until I could barely breathe.

Rick began fucking me faster. The bed creaked and the headboard struck the wall. Every hard drive made my breasts bounce and pushed Luke’s cock deeper into my mouth. Sweat dripped from Rick onto my back while skin slapped skin around my muffled moans and both men’s broken breathing.

I was so fucking gone I could not keep a single dirty thought inside my head.

“God... look how he opens me, love... my little cuck... you never filled your wife like this...”

"Harder, Rick... split me open... make me your slut..."

Luke pulled my hair and made me look at him. “You’re my slut, baby. But tonight you’re his whore too.”

“Yes, my husband. Your friend’s bitch. Your big-cock whore.”

Rick changed the angle and drove the head of his cock across that deep spot again. My whole body clenched. Heat gathered low in my belly, building fast enough to erase every thought except the cock pounding my cunt and the husband watching me take it.

"I'm going to come..." I announced, my voice shaking. "I'm going to come on this cock, little cuck... I'm going to come for your friend..."

"Come, Megan." Luke's voice was a rough whisper, full of lust. "Come on his cock. Come for your cuck."

And I came. I came like I had never come in my life.

I came from somewhere deep and raw. My legs went weak, my pussy clamped around Rick’s cock, and my arms collapsed across Luke’s lap. His cock slipped from my mouth while I shook and cried from the force of it, every nerve in my body burning at once.

"FUCK, YES... SO GOOD... DON'T STOP... DON'T EVER STOP..."

Rick kept fucking me while I came, dragging every spasm out until I could barely hold myself up. When the shaking eased, he slowed into deeper strokes, savoring my swollen pussy wrapped around his cock.

"She came hard," Rick commented, his voice satisfied. "It's been a long time since I've seen a woman come like that."

"She's never come like that," Luke answered, and there was a mixture of pride and humiliation in his voice. "Never. Not with me."

"That's because she had never taken a real cock before." Rick smiled, his eyes meeting Luke's. "But she can take it. She was made for this."

"She was," Luke agreed. "My wife was made to take big cock."

I lay limp over Luke with Rick still throbbing inside me. I had come harder than ever, but instead of satisfying me, it left me greedier. I wanted that cock again. I wanted my husband to watch me ask for it.

I lifted my head and looked back, meeting Rick's dark eyes. Sweat ran over his defined chest, over his broad shoulders, and drops fell onto my belly. He was panting, but his cock was still rock hard inside me.

"Turn me over," I asked, my voice still trembling. "I want it face-to-face now. I want to see your face while you fuck me."

Rick pulled out, leaving my pussy empty and aching. My juices and his precum ran down my thigh as he turned me onto my back. Luke moved to the corner of the bed, fist wrapped around his cock, his face wrecked by jealousy and hunger.

Rick lifted my legs onto his shoulders and dragged the huge head across my soaked cunt. He rubbed it over my swollen lips and clit, coating the shaft again while I opened wider beneath him.

“Spread wider, little slut,” Rick ordered. “You’re taking me again.”

"I do. Fuck me again. Split me open."

Rick looked toward Luke. “Watch your wife beg for my cock, cuck.”

I stared at my husband. “Watch me, love. Watch your slut take your friend again.”

Luke jerked himself faster. “Take him, baby. Come on that big cock for your little cuck.”

Rick drove his cock into me in one brutal plunge. My legs on his shoulders let him bury himself deeper than before, the heavy head hammering a spot that stole my breath. Every hard stroke filled my cunt completely.

"See that, little cuck?" Rick groaned, fucking me hard. "Your wife is mine now. She's going to come again on my cock."

"She is," Luke answered, his hand speeding up on his own cock. "My slut. My friend's slut."

Rick fucked me faster, holding my ankles wide while sweat fell across my belly. The angle drove his cock over that deep spot again, and I felt the second wave building fast, my cunt already tightening around him.

"I'm going to come... again... MY GOD..."

"Come, little slut. Come for us."

I came for the second time in less than twenty minutes. My back arched, my nails tore at the sheets, and my pussy clenched around Rick’s cock like a fist. He groaned as my cunt milked his shaft and broke his rhythm.

"Now me," he warned, his voice shaking. "I'm going to come."

"Inside," I asked, without thinking. The words left my mouth before I could censor them. "Come inside me. Fill my pussy with cum."

Rick buried himself deep and looked straight at Luke. “Watch me fill your wife, cuck.”

"Fill her," Luke said, his voice thin with lust. "Fill my wife's pussy with cum."

Rick groaned loudly, an animal sound from the bottom of his soul, and drove his cock all the way in. I felt the first spurt — hot, thick, flooding me. Then the second. The third. The fourth. It seemed like it would never end. The hot liquid filled every inch of my pussy, ran down my thighs, soaked the sheets. Rick kept pulsing inside me for long seconds, his cock still hard, his balls pressed against my body.

When he finally pulled out, the rest of his cum ran out in a thick white stream that dripped onto the bed. My pussy stayed open, throbbing, leaking him. I was wrecked. Split open. And completely happy.

Rick collapsed beside me, breathless, his chest rising and falling. He was sweaty, his eyes closed, a satisfied smile on his lips. "Fuck, Megan. You're incredible."

I lay on my back, my legs still open, his cum slowly leaking out of me. Luke was at the foot of the bed, his cock still hard, his eyes fixed on my freshly fucked pussy.

The three of us lay on the bed, sweaty, exhausted, silent. The air-conditioner hummed, the TV was still on mute, displaying colorful images nobody watched. The smell of sex and cum saturated the room, mixed with Rick's woodsy cologne and my sweet perfume. Outside, the sun had already set, and the window showed the dark Gulf sky.

Rick was the first to get up. He went to the bathroom, took a quick shower, and came back in his trunks, his body still shining with water. "I'm going to sleep in my bed," he said with a calm smile. "You two need privacy."

"Thank you, Rick," Luke said, still lying beside me.

"I'm the one who should thank you." Rick winked at me. "Good night, Megan. You were incredible."

"Good night, Rick." My voice came out hoarse, exhausted, but happy.

Rick lay down in the bed beside us, turned his back, and within minutes began snoring softly. Luke and I remained awake in our bed. Rick’s cum still leaked from my swollen pussy, and my husband’s hard cock pressed against my thigh.

I rolled onto my stomach and pushed my ass into Luke’s lap. “Now you, love. Fuck me hard. Remind me who I belong to.”

Luke grabbed my hips, yanked my ass up, and drove his cock into my cum-filled pussy in one brutal stroke. I cried out as Rick’s cum squelched around my husband’s shaft.

“Tell me the truth,” Luke growled, pounding into me. “Was he bigger than your little cuck?”

“So much bigger, love. Thicker. He stretched me in a way you never could.”

Luke pulled my hair and fucked me harder. “Did you come harder on his cock?”

“Yes, my cuck. Twice. I came so hard I forgot everything except him inside me and you watching.”

“Greedy bitch.” His hand cracked across my ass. “You loved humiliating your husband with that big cock.”

“I loved making you watch, baby. He filled my cunt more, but you’re the man I chose. You’re the husband who made me brave enough to become this whore.”

“Say you’re mine.”

“I’m yours, love. Your wife. Your slut. Your dirty little hotwife. Now fill me and remind me whose bed I come back to.”

Luke buried himself as deep as he could and came with a broken groan. His cock pulsed inside Rick’s cum, and the sound of my husband losing control pulled me over with him. I came around Luke, clenching hard while he held me against his chest.

He stayed inside me and pressed his mouth to my shoulder. “My slut. My wife. My Megan.”

“My husband,” I whispered. “My voyeur. My favorite little cuck.”

"Baby..." I whispered in his ear. "Did you like it?"

"So much, Megan. So much." He kissed my forehead. "It was the most exciting thing I've ever seen in my life."

"Really? Seeing another man fuck me?"

"Seeing you come. Seeing you feel pleasure. Seeing you be desired." He paused, his hand stroking my back. "I always wanted that. I always wanted to see you free. Loose. Unbound."

"You are the best husband in the world."

"You've said that about ten times today."

"And I'll say it ten more. Because it's true."

We were silent for a moment, and then Luke asked, "Do you want to do it again? Do you want to repeat it?"

"With Rick?"

"With him. Or with others. With more than one at the same time. Whatever you want."

"I want to explore. I want to discover new things. But always with you. Always together."

"Always together." He squeezed me tighter. "I just don't want to lose you."

"You will never lose me, Luke. Because no cock in the world, no matter how big, will give me what you give me. Freedom. Complicity. Love." I kissed him, a soft, deep kiss. "You are my little cuck. My voyeur. My owner. My love. No Rick, no bull, nobody will take you from me."

I slept that night with my pussy full of two men's cum. And with my heart full of only one.


CHAPTER 5 — AFTER THE ACT

I woke the next morning with sunlight coming through the voile curtains and a peace I had never experienced before. Luke was still sleeping beside me, his hand resting on my hip, his breathing deep and steady. The bed beside ours was empty — Rick had already left, probably for breakfast, or maybe to give us privacy. He was a discreet man, I was learning.

I rolled in bed and stretched, feeling my body ache. My pussy was swollen, my nipples sensitive, and there were marks on my hips — Rick's fingers had left faint bruises on my skin. I looked at those marks and smiled. They were not wounds. They were medals. Physical proof that all of it had been real.

Luke woke soon after, his eyes still sleepy. "Good morning."

"Good morning, my love."

He looked at me, then at the marks on my hips. "Was that him?"

"It was. But it felt good. Every second."

Luke touched the marks gently, his fingers tracing each one as if reading braille. "I still can't believe we did that."

"We did. And it was incredible." I turned toward him, resting my head on the pillow. "Are you okay? Regretting it?"

"Regretting it?" He laughed, a short laugh. "Megan, I came twice yesterday. Twice. Just from watching. I don't think I've ever been so okay."

I felt an enormous relief. "I came too. A lot. But I was afraid you would wake up different."

"I did wake up different." He pulled me closer. "I woke up loving you more. Much more. Because now I know we can do anything. That there are no limits between us."

We kissed slowly, then showered together. Luke washed Rick’s marks with his palms before turning me around and driving his cock into my sore pussy from behind. He fucked me beneath the hot water with his mouth against my neck, whispering that I was his wife, his slut, and his love. I came with him buried inside me, then stayed wrapped in his arms beneath the stream.

When we went down to breakfast, we found Rick sitting alone at a table, a newspaper in one hand and a cup of coffee in front of him. He saw us and smiled, that calm smile of someone completely at ease.

"Good morning, you two. Sleep well?"

"Like rocks," Luke answered, sitting down.

"I figured." Rick winked at me.

I felt my face flush, but I smiled back. There was no awkwardness between us. Only complicity. The three of us had shared something intense, and it had created a bond that went beyond friendship.

"Claire texted," Rick said. "She's coming back today at noon. Aunt June is better, thank God."

"That's good," I said, and I meant it. "We missed her."

"She missed you too. She asked how well you took care of me."

"And what are you going to tell her?" Luke asked, his voice neutral, but with a hint of curiosity.

"That you took very good care of me." Rick smiled. "Very, very good."

The three of us laughed, and the sound of our laughter echoed through the almost empty restaurant. No one else knew what had happened in that room. No one else knew I had been fucked by my best friend's husband while my husband watched. No one else knew Luke was the happiest little cuck in Florida. And I wanted it to stay that way. Our secret. Our fantasy. Our secret life.

Claire came back at noon, as promised. She entered the room with her usual energy, blonde hair swinging, a smile on her face. She hugged Rick, then Luke, then me. And when she hugged me, she whispered in my ear:

"He's good, isn't he?"

I froze. Claire pulled back and winked at me, that same dirty smile I had seen before.

"What?" My voice came out weaker than I wanted.

"My husband. He's good in bed. Did you like it?"

"Claire, I..."

"Shh." She put a finger to her lips, the way she had done on the beach days earlier. "I'm not mad. I know everything. Actually, I expected it to happen. Rick and I have an agreement. I like knowing he fucked someone else. And you're my best friend. There's nobody better to be his little slut."

I was speechless. Claire laughed and hugged me again.

"We'll talk later. Who knows, maybe on the next trip we do... a full swap?"

She pulled away, that smile on her lips, and went to pack her bag. I stood there, processing. A full swap? Did Claire want to participate? Or did she want Luke? My heart raced just imagining the possibilities.

I looked at Luke, who was across the room helping Rick put away the bags. He lifted his eyes and met mine. He smiled. The smile that said: we are in this together.

And I knew, in that moment, that our adventure was only beginning. Destin had been the first door. But it would not be the last. Because now I knew I was a free woman. An exciting wife. A satisfied slut. And my husband was the best little cuck in the world.

That night, at our last dinner in Destin, Claire made a toast. "To this trip. Unforgettable. And to many more."

"To many more," I answered, raising my glass.

Our eyes met — mine, Claire's, Rick's, Luke's. And in that silent toast, we sealed a pact. A silent pact between couples who had decided to stop pretending. The pact of people who know that desire is not sin — it is life.


CHAPTER 6 — THE CONFESSION

The flight back to Tampa was different from every other flight we had ever taken. Luke and I sat side by side, holding hands, silent. It was not an uncomfortable silence, the kind that begs to be filled with small talk. It was a complicit silence, charged with fresh memories and unspoken promises. Every time our eyes met, a discreet smile escaped — the smile of people who share a secret no one else on that plane could possibly imagine.

Outside, the clouds formed a white carpet beneath the blue sky. The Florida sun shone bright, and I remembered how, on the way there, I had been bored, staring out the window without knowing what awaited me. Now, on the way back, I was another woman. Or rather, I was the same woman, but I had discovered parts of myself that had been asleep for years. Parts Luke had helped me awaken. Parts Rick — with that enormous cock and that quiet confidence — had awakened for good. I felt as if I had spent eight years of marriage wearing fogged-up glasses and suddenly someone had cleaned the lenses. Everything was sharper. The colors, the sounds, the sensations. Even the hum of the airplane engine sounded different.

Luke squeezed my hand, pulling me out of my thoughts. "What are you thinking about?"

“About how I’ve changed. About how we’ve changed. Do you remember the week before Destin? We had our usual Saturday-night sex, and I pretended to come.”

"You faked it?" His eyes widened, surprised.

"I did. I had been doing it for years. Sometimes, when I was tired or distracted, I just wanted it to be over. So I moaned a little louder, tightened my muscles, and you believed me." I felt a sting of guilt confessing it, but also an enormous relief. "I'm sorry. I should never have faked it."

Luke was silent for a moment, processing. Then, instead of anger, he smiled. "Did you fake it with Rick?"

"Not for a second. I didn't need to."

"Then it was worth it. Every second of that trip was worth it." He brought my hand to his lips and kissed it. "Do you regret anything?"

"Not one second. I only regret not discovering this sooner. Spending so much time afraid. Ashamed. Bored."

"Boredom stayed in Destin." He smiled. "We brought the rest back with us."

"What did we bring back?"

"Freedom. Complicity. Lust." He paused, his eyes shining. "Love. So much love."

I kissed him right there, in the middle of the plane, not caring about the other passengers. It was a long, wet kiss, full of promises. When we separated, an older woman in the row beside us looked at us with a mixture of disapproval and envy. I winked at her and settled back against Luke's shoulder.

We arrived in Tampa late that afternoon. Cooper the golden retriever greeted us with jumps and licks, his tail wagging so hard it hit the hallway walls. The house was exactly as we had left it — furniture in place, plants watered by the neighbor, ordinary life intact. But nothing felt the same. Because I was not the same. Every room, every object, every photograph on the wall looked back at me with a new meaning. Even our wedding photo on the living room shelf looked different. I looked at that image — Luke and me, eight years younger, smiling in front of the altar — and thought: that Megan had no idea what was coming. That Megan was still asleep.

On our first night home, after unpacking and ordering pizza, Luke and I sat on the living room sofa. Cooper slept at our feet, exhausted from the excitement of our arrival, and the TV was on some irrelevant show. Luke muted it and turned to me.

"We need to talk," he said, his voice serious.

Despite everything, my stomach tightened. "Talk about what?"

"About what happened. About what we want to do now. About the future."

"Do you regret it?" The question came out before I could control it. Despite all evidence to the contrary, part of me was still afraid. Fear was an old shadow, hard to chase away.

"Regret it?" He laughed, pulling me close. "Megan, that was the best experience of my life. Seeing you come like that... seeing you let go... it was the most exciting thing I've ever seen. And also the most beautiful."

"Beautiful? You think it was beautiful to see another man fucking me?"

"Beautiful. Because you were free. Because you were being yourself. Because you trusted me enough to surrender completely." He paused, his eyes fixed on mine. "I will never forget the look on your face when you came the first time. You were on all fours, his cock inside you, and you looked at me. Not him. Me. As if you were saying, 'I'm with you. I'm doing this for you.' That was the most intimate thing we've ever done."

My eyes stung. "I love you so much, Luke."

"I love you too. And that is why I want to talk about the future." He held my hands. "Do you want to keep exploring? Do you want to do it again? With Rick, with others, with couples, whatever you want."

"I do. But I want to go slowly. I want to discover what we like and what we don't like. I want every step to be taken together."

"Together. Always together." He kissed my forehead. "And Claire's invitation? About the full swap?"

"Would you like that? Being with her?"

"I would like to try. But only if you're comfortable. Only if you want it too."

"I want it." The words came out with a certainty that surprised me. "I want to see you with another woman. I want to feel jealousy, lust, everything mixed together. I want us to live everything we always repressed."

"Then it's settled. On the next trip, we'll talk to them. And see what happens." He smiled, that dirty smile that was now becoming a constant between us. "Can you imagine? You with Rick again, me with Claire, and then we switch?"

"I've imagined it. A lot." I felt my panties get wet just imagining it. "Do you think Claire can take you?"

"After what I saw her take from Rick, I think she can take anything." Luke laughed. "And you? Do you want Rick again?"

"I do. But I also want to try new things. Maybe two men at the same time? You and him?"

Luke closed his eyes, his breathing getting heavier. "You're going to give me a heart attack."

"From lust, you mean."

"Exactly. From lust."

The following week, life returned to normal — or at least to the new version of normal. Work, gym, dinners, Cooper. But there was a constant electricity between Luke and me. We exchanged spicy messages during the day, remembering details from the night with Rick. I would send: "I'm still sore." He would answer: "Sore in a good way?" Me: "The best way. I want more." Him: "Saturday. I'm taking you to dinner. Then we repeat the story. I want every detail again."

At night, Luke made me confess it again. I described Claire leaving, the shower, the black lingerie, the beer, the minibar, the buried thong, then Rick pulling out that enormous cock and slowly forcing it into my cunt. I told him about the screams and the hot cum flooding me. Every retelling made Luke hard and soaked my pussy until we ended up fucking on the sofa, in bed, or on the living-room floor. The story never ran out because every confession made us dirtier.

One night, while I was narrating the part where Rick put me on all fours, Luke interrupted me: "You should write this."

"Write it?"

"Yes. A confession. For that writer, Olivia Cross. She publishes real stories sent by readers. She changes the names, but keeps the details. I've read some of her stories. They're hot, dirty, emotional. Like our story."

"You want me to write about Rick? About us? About the shared room?"

"I do. Because other people need to know this is possible. That desire is not a monster. That marriage can be a place of freedom, not a prison." He paused. "How many wives are out there, bored, staring at the ceiling, thinking life is over? You were one of them, Megan. And look what happened."

I thought about the idea for days. The seed Luke planted kept growing, fed by my own memories. Until one Saturday night, with Luke traveling for work and Cooper at my feet, I opened my laptop and began to write. The words flowed as if they had been trapped for years. I wrote about the boredom of marriage, about the trip to Destin, about the shared room. I wrote about the bulge in Rick's trunks, about the first time I saw his cock through the light of the TV, about the night I was fucked by him while Luke watched. I wrote about the moans, the screams, the hot cum flooding me. I wrote about the immense love I felt for Luke when I saw him watching me with lust and devotion. I wrote about Claire and her dirty smile, about the agreement we had discovered existed between them.

I wrote for hours, without stopping, reliving every moment as if I were back in that hotel room in Destin. And when I finished, I was crying. Not from sadness — from fullness. From gratitude. From lust too, I confess. My panties were wet, my pussy was pulsing, and I had to masturbate right there in the office chair before I could get up.

The next morning, I reread the text, made a few corrections, and sent it to the email Luke had given me. Olivia Cross's email.

"Olivia,

My name is Megan, and this is my confession. Change the names, change the city, change whatever you need. But publish it. Because other wives need to know that desire is not a sin. That marriage can be an amusement park. That fantasy can become reality.

And that the best little cuck is the one who truly loves you. Like my Luke. As always. Forever.

Megan."

I attached the file with the complete story and clicked send. Done. My confession was in Olivia Cross's hands. What she would do with it, I did not know. But the act of writing had already been worth it. Writing made me relive every detail, and reliving it made me understand how transformative that experience had been.

Luke came back from his trip that night. I met him in the living room, his bags still on the floor, and handed him the laptop to read. He read in silence, his eyes moving across the screen, his expression changing with every paragraph. I saw when he smiled, when he bit his lips, when his eyes widened at certain passages. When he finished, he closed the laptop and looked at me.

"You are incredible," he said. "This is the most exciting thing I have ever read."

"Did you like it?"

"Like it? Megan, I've been hard since the second paragraph. You described everything. Every detail. It feels like I was there again."

I laughed and pulled him into the bedroom. That night Luke fucked me on all fours, turned me onto my back, and made me come twice. While he drove his cock into me, he whispered, “Next time, I want to film it.”

Afterward, we lay wrapped together, sweaty and breathless. Luke played with my hair, and I listened to his heart beating in that familiar rhythm.

"Did you save any pictures of him?" Luke asked suddenly.

"Of who?"

"Rick. From the trip."

"I have one. From the beach. He's in trunks, coming out of the water." I picked up my phone from the nightstand and found the photo. It was a picture I had taken discreetly on one of the beach days. Rick was turned away, water running down his broad back, the gray trunks clinging to his body, that absurd bulge outlined. The Florida sun shone on his tan skin, and the drops of water looked like diamonds.

Luke looked at the photo for a long moment. "On the next trip," he said, "I want to film it."

A shiver ran through my body. "You want to film me with another man?"

"I do. To watch later. So we can masturbate together. To keep as a memory."

"My dirty little cuck." I kissed him. "You are the best husband in the world."

"You've said that about a hundred times."

"And I'll say it a hundred more. Because it's true."

I turned off the light and nestled against his chest. Cooper was at our feet, the house was silent, and ordinary life continued. But beneath the surface, there was a volcano. A volcano that had erupted on that trip to Destin and would never fall asleep again.

Because now I knew who I was. A wife. A professional. A friend. And also a slut. My husband's slut. The big-cock whore. The woman who had learned that desire is not sin — it is life.

And if you publish this confession, Olivia, I hope other women read it. I hope other bored wives, staring at the ceiling at night beside a snoring husband, wondering if life is only this, discover that it is not. Life can be much more. All it takes is courage. A husband who truly loves you. And sometimes, a friend with an enormous cock and a wife who understands the game.

The rest? The rest is a story for the next books. Because the adventure with Claire and Rick was only beginning. The couple swap. The nights as four. The discoveries. But that, Olivia, I will tell later. If you publish this one. If other people read it. If the world learns that love and lust can walk hand in hand.

For now, I keep the photo of Rick on the beach hidden in a secret folder on my phone, beside a photo Luke took of me the morning after — me sleeping, the sheets covering only half my body, Rick's finger marks still visible on my hips. They are my medals. My memories. My trophies.

And whenever I look at those photos, I remember that night. The shared room. The cock that split me open. The husband who watched me. And I smile.

Because I am Megan. Luke's wife. Rick's slut. And the most alive woman in Florida.


CONTINUE THE SERIES

The shared room opened Megan and Luke’s marriage. The next confession turns watching into an obsession.

Continue with Book 3, The Watcher, and enter another wife’s secret, another husband’s jealousy, and a marriage transformed by the eyes that refuse to look away.

Find the next confession on Olivia Cross’s Amazon author page.
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