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Just A Normal Day

The sun was high and hot, its shimmer glinting off the pool as I cut through the water in long, unhurried strokes. I floated for a moment, enjoying the weightless calm, then kicked lazily toward the edge, letting myself glide. When I finally pushed up out of the pool, rivulets ran down my skin, tracing the curve of my hips and dripping from my nipples before splashing back into the water. I stood for a second, catching my breath, and caught my reflection in the glass doors of the pool house.

I tilted my head, amused at myself, and gave a slow turn, watching how the sunlight kissed my shoulders and made the droplets sparkle against my stomach. My gaze dropped, and I couldn’t help but smile. I’d shaved smooth that morning, and the sight of my bare lips made me linger. I don’t normally think pussies look hot, I thought with a laugh, but okay—mine does right now.

Satisfied, I reached for a towel and patted myself dry, enjoying the feel of the cotton against my freshly tanned skin. A glance at the clock on the pool house wall reminded me it was nearly two. Time had slipped away, so I wrapped the towel around my waist and padded back inside.

At the wet bar in the den I mixed a Jack and Coke, then poured a gentle Screwdriver, the citrus bright against the amber whiskey. Balancing both glasses carefully, I climbed the stairs to our bedroom, expecting to find Paul, my husband of just two months, sprawled across the sheets. But the bed was empty.

I nudged open the bathroom door, hearing the hiss of the shower and light, girlish giggles threading through the steam.

“I brought you fresh drinks,” I called, setting them on the dresser.

Paul’s voice answered smoothly, “Just put them on the bedside table, please.”

“Thank you, Gemma,” Laura chimed in playfully.

I arched a brow, lips tugging into a smirk, but left the glasses where he’d asked.

Two minutes later, I was stretched back out in the sun, soaking up the afternoon warmth. A faint sigh escaped me. I was disappointed—I’d secretly hoped to catch them tangled together, to watch the way their bodies moved against each other. The idea of slipping in on them mid-thrust made me ache. Oh well, I told myself, closing my eyes to the light, later perhaps. We have all weekend.

* * *

Okay, right—so how did I get there? Me, wandering around naked, serving drinks to my husband and another woman like it was just part of the afternoon routine. I should probably explain, shouldn’t I?

Let’s rewind.

A year and a half earlier, I walked into Dr. Paul Whidborne’s office for my first day as a licensed Marriage Counselor. I was equal parts nervous and eager, trying to hide my jitters behind a professional smile. Paul leaned against the doorframe, calm as always, and said, “Remember…”

I cut in with a grin that I hoped looked confident, “Money or sex.”

He chuckled, gave me an encouraging pat on the back. “Exactly. Find out which one it is, and let that guide you. You’ll be fine.”

Minutes later, Mr. and Mrs. Aiken were sitting stiffly across from me in my new office. On the surface, they looked like a couple from an advertisement—both attractive, fit, well-dressed, the kind of people who drove expensive cars and belonged to golf clubs. She wore a sleek navy dress, her blonde hair twisted into a neat chignon, lips pressed thin in irritation. He had the salt-and-pepper good looks of a man who probably got second glances in boardrooms and on tennis courts, but right now he was fidgeting with his cufflinks like a boy dragged to the principal’s office.

Despite how polished they looked, the tension between them was immediate, almost physical. She sat with her arms folded tight across her chest, eyes locked on him as if daring him to speak first. He stared at the floor, jaw tight, as though already exhausted by the fight.

“Before we begin,” I said gently, “let’s clear the air. I know you’re here under court order before your divorce can move forward.” They both nodded, neither willing to glance at the other. I continued, “And just so you know, you’re my first official clients. I understand my age and lack of experience might make you skeptical, but Dr. Whidborne has complete confidence in me. I’d only ask that you hold judgment until after today’s session. If, afterward, you feel you’d prefer someone older and more seasoned, I’ll help you make those arrangements.”

For the first time, she looked at me instead of him. “Our problem isn’t money,” she said flatly. “We haven’t had sex in almost two years. And when I finally asked him why, he blamed stress. Then I found texts from another woman.”

Her husband’s head snapped up. “There was no affair,” he insisted, voice tight. “She’s blowing things out of proportion.”

I kept my expression neutral, though inside I could feel the charge in the room, the raw pulse of anger, shame, and longing tangled together. Money or sex, I reminded myself. And with that, my chosen career was underway.

* * *

So, about Paul. Or rather, Dr. Whidborne. Back then, he already had this ridiculously successful practice going, which was kind of crazy considering he was only thirty-one. Of course, it helped that he’d been born with just about every advantage you can imagine. Money? No issue—his family was loaded, so setting up shop in a fancy office suite was just another line item on a long list of expenses Daddy probably didn’t even notice. And the name? Well, when your father is one of the most prominent psychologists in the city, let’s just say referrals tend to land in your lap.

Not that I was complaining. His good fortune trickled down to me. I was the first Counselor he ever brought in, which meant he could finally stop turning people away, and I got a steady stream of clients right from the start.

The real education, though, happened after hours. Every day, once our last appointments were done, I’d take my notes into his office. We’d sit across from each other, coffee in hand, and go through what I’d heard, what I’d said, and—more importantly—what I should have said.

One night, I was reading him my notes on a couple I’d just started seeing. The wife had come in first, miserable because her husband didn’t pay enough attention to her in bed. Later, I saw him alone—different story, of course. He swore he loved her, but claimed she never made the effort anymore, never turned him on. Classic standoff.

So, in my session with her, I leaned in and said, “He’s not seventeen anymore, and you’ve been married a long time. If you want sex, you’ve got to prime the engine. Start earlier. Seduce him. Dress sexy, act sexy—plant the seed long before bedtime.”

She stared at me like I’d just told her to sprout wings. “And why exactly is that my job instead of his?”

And here’s where my filter failed me. I grinned and said, “Because you have the tits.”

When I relayed this to Paul, he leaned back in his chair, laced his fingers across his chest, and gave me this slow, incredulous look. “Please tell me you didn’t really say that to her.”

“I did,” I confessed, and couldn’t help but giggle.

He shook his head, trying to look disapproving, but then the laughter broke. He laughed so hard it turned into one of those silent, wheezing fits, and once he started, he couldn’t stop. It went on for nearly a full minute.

And that was when I realized: maybe my bedside manner wasn’t polished yet—but damn, it was memorable.


Lunch

We didn’t usually take lunch breaks together—our schedules were packed—but that day was different. It was my birthday, and by some miracle there were no clients booked between twelve and two. Paul suggested we slip out for something nicer than our usual desk salads, and I wasn’t about to say no.

When I walked into the little bistro he’d picked, he gave me this mock-scandalized look, his smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “My, my, Miss Webster. If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were trying to seduce me.”

I laughed, smoothing my skirt as I sat down. It hit just above the knees—hardly outrageous—but paired with a thin tank top and a scarf, it was definitely less buttoned-up than the work clothes he was used to seeing me in. A little bit of cleavage showing, just enough to remind myself I wasn’t always the woman in a blazer with a clipboard.

“Would that be such a bad thing?” I teased back, raising my glass of wine.

“Not if you want to get fired.” He shot it back immediately, grinning so wide I knew he was kidding.

I leaned in a touch. “Oh my, Doctor, are you admitting you wouldn’t be able to keep work and pleasure separate?”

He gave me a steady, unreadable look, like he was weighing how far to play along, but before he could answer, the hostess arrived to lead us to our table. I smirked at him as I gathered my scarf. “Saved by the bell.”

Once we were seated, menus in hand, he raised a brow. “For the record, I can compartmentalize.”

I bit back a smile. “Lucky you,” I murmured, before shrugging. “Because honestly, I can’t even figure out how, as a licensed sex therapist, I still can’t get laid.”

That got him to laugh, head tipping back as he set down the menu. “Maybe you’re just looking in the wrong places.”

“Oh, I tried looking in those places,” I fired back, grinning. “Sadly, Jess and Chloe just don’t do it for me. Although—” I leaned in conspiratorially, “I’ll admit, Chloe did have some really good tits.”

Paul nearly choked on his water, laughing so hard the couple at the next table glanced over. I sat back, smiling at my own joke, though inside I couldn’t help dwelling on it. For whatever reason, I’d always been ridiculously popular with girls. In college, at parties, even in our office now—there was always some woman giving me a look, sliding in a compliment that lingered just a little too long. And yet, despite all the attention, I’d never once been tempted. Entirely straight.

Still, it was fun to watch Paul laugh like that, shoulders shaking, eyes bright. For a moment, it was easy to forget the professional titles between us and just enjoy the game we were playing.

By Friday, the week had worn me down in the best way. Long days, too many couples with too many problems, and then the ritual of sitting in Paul’s office afterward, our knees almost brushing as we went through my notes. It was always my favorite part of the day—quiet, intimate, full of that low buzz I’d started to crave.

We wrapped up the last case file, and I was gathering my things when he leaned back in his chair, lacing his hands behind his head. “So,” he said casually, “any dinner plans tonight? Or is there already a queue of attractive women waiting to take you out?” His grin widened. “Should I be worried Chloe might kill me if I try to cut in line?”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Nope. No plans tonight. No plans in the morning either, if we’re being specific.” I let that hang there, watching the moment he caught the implication.

His smile sharpened. “Do you like Chinese?”

“Very much,” I said, matching his look with one of my own.

“I make a mean Kung Pao Shrimp. Shrimp fried rice aswell.”

“Nice,” I said, tilting my head. “But how are you with breakfast?”

He gave a mock sigh. “If you want more than coffee and a bagel, you’ll have to bring something and cook it yourself.”

I crossed to his desk and held out my hand. “Your address?”

He scribbled it down and passed me the slip of paper. I took it, tucking it into my bag before heading for the door.

Over my shoulder, I called, “I’ll bring something for breakfast. See you at eight.”

* * *

When I pulled into Paul’s drive, I slowed just to take it all in. The pines lining the long entrance made it feel more like an estate than a house, and when the road opened into a wide circle around a fountain, I actually laughed. Whatever he made at the clinic, it sure wasn’t paying for this.

He opened the door himself, sleeves rolled, no tie, hair a little mussed. It made him look younger, more relaxed—less like the doctor behind the desk and more like the man I’d been teasing all week.

I raised a brow. “No maid?”

He smirked. “Of course there is. Her quarters are in the back. I gave her the night off.”

“Then you’ll have to put these away yourself.” I shoved the grocery bag into his hands and breezed past him, my shoulder brushing his as I stepped inside. The marble floors gleamed under the chandelier, and I couldn’t help but pause, pretending not to be impressed.

“Hey—don’t go wandering. I should give you the official tour.”

I glanced over my shoulder. “What, worried I’ll stumble across the wing where you keep all your girlfriends?”

He laughed, deep and easy. “That would ruin the surprise.”

“Aren’t you supposed to be cooking?” I called as I started down the hall. “If I get lost, I’ll just call your cell.”

He was still grinning when he shot back, “Fine. Just don’t get jealous if Chloe’s room is bigger than yours.”

I didn’t miss a beat. “Please. We both know Chloe would only be interested in me. You’d never get to see those amazing tits of hers.”

That stopped him mid-step. His eyes widened, caught between shock and amusement, but I was already moving deeper into the house, smirk firmly in place.

His laughter followed me down the hall, warm and unguarded, still ringing as he disappeared into the kitchen.

And if you’re wondering whether Chloe was just some made-up name I tossed out to tease him—oh my god, no. Chloe was very real.

For about a month, I had a POF account. Mostly curiosity, a little boredom. I wanted to see what sort of people were out there, maybe who might even be into me. And honestly? I couldn’t believe how many women messaged first. Compliments, cheeky lines, even the occasional straight-up proposition. But Chloe… Chloe was on another level.

She was five feet tall, ginger, with freckles and a mischievous grin that just dared you to get closer. For some reason I’d clicked on her profile and sent a quick hello, not expecting much. What I got back was a flood. Stunning photos, flirty banter that went from playful to explicit in no time, and those tits—well, let’s just say the pictures she sent came as close to turning me as I’ve ever been.

A 28E is hard to put into words, especially when the petite little redhead attached to them was spelling out, in graphic detail, how she’d tie me to a bed, lick me until I begged her to stop, and then push me over the edge with one last, devastating flick of her tongue—so hard I’d cum and cry at the same time.

Part of me was tempted. I even asked, half-joking, if she expected me to return the favor that first night. Her answer? No. Just lie back and enjoy yourself. We’ll save that for next time.

That was Chloe. Real enough that, for a moment, I could almost see it happening.


Shock and Awe

Even after winding my way up the broad staircase and down two wrong hallways, it took me a while to finally stumble across the master suite. The place felt more like a boutique hotel than a home—vaulted ceilings, heavy drapes, a bathroom big enough to echo in. I wandered through, pausing on the balcony that overlooked acres of manicured lawn. Below, an Olympic-sized pool glittered in the fading light, complete with a fountain spraying gracefully at its center. A hot tub sat tucked beside the pool house, steam rising faintly in the cool air. And, yes, off to the side, there really was a separate maid’s quarters.

When I finally tracked Paul down in the kitchen, I leaned against the doorframe and smirked. “You’re definitely overcharging our patients.”

He didn’t flinch, just shook his head and laughed. “Family money. I should’ve warned you.”

I tilted my head, teasing. “No, you wanted the big reveal. Figured I’d get all weak-kneed, make it easier for you to get into my pants.”

“Busted,” he said, flashing me a grin. “I was worried you might play hard to get.” He paused just long enough for his eyes to glint. “And if you did, I’d just end up frustrated… like poor Chloe.”

I barked out a laugh. “Please. There’s no way Chloe’s frustrated. Not with tits like that.”

His grin widened, clearly enjoying the game, while I pushed past him toward the counter, pretending not to notice the way his gaze lingered.

As I turned, I rolled my eyes, though the grin tugging at my lips gave me away. Still, I couldn’t ignore it. “Seriously, though—you don’t need the clinic. You could sit by that pool every day and live off the interest. Why bother with the grind?”

That was when something shifted. He glanced over, not with the easy, joking charm he usually wore, but with a steadier, more thoughtful look. “Because I don’t want my life to be defined by money I didn’t earn. My father—” he paused, as if deciding how much to say, “—everything came easy to him. His reputation, his referrals, the respect. I didn’t want that handed to me. I wanted something of my own. Something no one could say was just the family name or the family bank account.”

His tone softened into a smile, but it wasn’t playful this time—it was genuine. “So, yes. I love the work. Even when it’s exhausting. Even when the problems feel too big. Because at the end of the day, that part of my life, I built myself.”

I let the silence hang for a moment, studying him. The grand house, the glittering pool, the expensive everything—it all looked effortless. But here was this man, leaning on the counter, wanting so badly to prove it wasn’t. And it struck me that maybe that was why he worked so hard, why he carried himself the way he did.

“Okay,” I said finally, a slow smile tugging at my mouth. “You’re still overcharging our patients.”

That broke the seriousness, and he laughed, the sound warm and easy again, before turning back toward the stove.

Dinner was better than I’d expected—better than any restaurant in town, if I was being honest. I pushed my plate back with a satisfied sigh. “You do realize you’ve just ruined takeout for me forever, right?”

Paul gave a little bow of his head. “My work here is done.”

I smirked. “You’ll make someone a great wife one of these days.”

He chuckled, shaking his head as he collected dishes. I joined him, rinsing and stacking, until the kitchen looked as if we’d never even been there. He closed the dishwasher with a firm click.

“You know,” I said, folding my arms, “most men would leave this to the maid.”

He glanced at me over his shoulder, a sly grin tugging at his mouth. “I don’t like leaving her a mess.”

“Oh, please. You’re just showing off now.”

He laughed, drying his hands. “Guilty.”

The air outside was still thick with heat, pressing through the open doors, making the back of my neck damp. I tugged at my scarf, suddenly restless.

“Drink?” he offered casually. “Jack and Coke?”

I raised an eyebrow. “Trying to get me drunk, Doctor?”

He leaned a hip against the counter, eyes glinting. “Only if I have to.”

I stepped closer, brushing his arm deliberately as I reached for my glass of water. “You don’t,” I said softly. Then, louder, with a grin: “But put it in plastic. I’m heading to the pool.”

He tilted his head. “Did you even bring a suit?”

I started toward the patio doors, glancing back with a smirk. “Do I need one?”

His grin widened. “Not on my account.”

The warmth in my chest wasn’t just from the wine anymore. Between the sticky summer air and the buzz of our back-and-forth, the idea suddenly didn’t feel daring at all—it felt inevitable.

When I noticed he was following me instead of fetching the drinks, I tossed him a look over my shoulder. “Forgetting something?”

He shrugged, still grinning. “Plastic cups are at the pool house. Priorities.”

I laughed. “Naturally. What self-respecting pool house wouldn’t have a fully stocked bar?”

While he busied himself with bottles and ice, I peeled off my scarf and tugged my top over my head. “Don’t look,” I called, giggling as the fabric hit the floor.

His laugh carried back to me. “Yeah, right. Now you’re just being unrealistic.”

“Is that your professional diagnosis, Doctor?” I teased, sliding my skirt down and stepping out of my panties.

He opened his mouth to reply, but I didn’t give him the chance. The night air clung hot and heavy to my bare skin as I padded across the tiles, and with a burst of reckless laughter I dove into the pool, the cool water exploding over me in a rush.

The water wrapped around me like silk, cool relief against the heavy heat of the night. It had been years since I’d been skinny dipping—college, eighteen, drunk enough not to care who saw me. This felt different. This felt deliberate.

Paul set our drinks on the edge of the pool before casually beginning to undress. No rush, no self-consciousness—just methodical, like everything else he did. Shirt folded neatly, pants laid across the lounge chair with crisp precision, shoes placed side by side. First the way he handled the dishes, now this. It struck me that he wasn’t someone used to being waited on, despite the house, the money, the fountain out front. He carried himself like a man who took care of his own things.

I, on the other hand, had peeled my clothes off in a messy heap, discarded without a thought. For the first time, I felt a little self-conscious about the pile.

By the time he slipped into the water, I was floating lazily on his side of the pool, glass in hand, sipping slowly. He waded closer until he was right in front of me, droplets clinging to his shoulders in the moonlight.

“Hey,” he said, voice low, playful. “You’re looking.”

I tilted my head, smirking as I met his eyes. “Like you didn’t?”

The corner of his mouth curved up, and for a moment we just lingered there, the unspoken truth of it rippling as strongly as the water around us.

He suddenly ducked under, his body slicing through the water as he dove over my head. I spun, laughing, and a moment later he surfaced beside me, slicking his hair back with one hand. With the other, he reached for his drink from the edge.

“You know,” he said, catching his breath, eyes glinting, “by this point I’ve usually at least gotten a good kiss.”

I arched a brow and took another slow sip of my own drink before replying. “Oh? Does the good doctor expect me to act like all the other bimbos he brings out here?”

His smile faded into something quieter. “There haven’t been that many. Not nearly as many as you probably think.”

That caught me. I tilted my head, studying him. “So what happened to the few you did bring?”

He shrugged, letting the ripples carry him back a little before leaning against the pool wall. “Mostly? Once they saw this place, they started hearing wedding bells. Dreaming about a life of luxury before we’d even finished dessert.”

I swirled the ice in my cup and gave him a knowing smile. “Can you really blame them?”

“No,” he admitted, his gaze steady on mine. “But that’s not what I want. I need more than that.”

There was something in his tone that made me pause, the playfulness edged with real weight. I set my glass back on the pool’s edge, turning to face him more squarely. “Then tell me. Seriously, Paul. What is it you’re really looking for?”

His lips curved into a faint, almost ironic smile. “Sex or money, remember?”

I let out a soft laugh, echoing our very first conversation. “Well, it seems you’ve got the money part pretty well covered. So…” I let my eyes linger on him, just long enough to make it clear what I meant. “What is it about the sex?”

“Do you really want to know?” he asked, giving me a skeptical look.

“Yes,” I said firmly. “I really do.”

He exhaled, the water rippling around his shoulders. “So far, I haven’t found anyone who can keep sex separate from everything else. Fun versus feelings. Physical versus emotional. That’s it.”

I held his gaze, steady and unblinking. “Paul, I’ve told you before—I’m great at compartmentalizing.”

His mouth curved, but his eyes didn’t waver. “Careful, Gemma. I might just fall in love with you.”

That made me laugh. I set my drink on the pool’s edge and pushed off, gliding backward through the water. “You don’t even know if I’m any good in bed… yet.”

He swam after me, catching up in the deeper end, his hands finding my waist as he tried to keep us both afloat. “If tonight’s any indication,” he said, breath warm against my cheek, “I doubt that’s going to be a problem.”

I looped my arms around his neck, helping him paddle, our bodies brushing in the dark water. “I do have a serious question, though.”

He narrowed his eyes, already braced for mischief. “All right, shoot.”

“Does the pool house have a bathroom, or do I need to dry off and trek through the mansion?”

His laugh came low and genuine. “It just so happens it does.”

I grinned. “Silly me. Of course it does.” With a playful giggle, I leaned in and pressed a warm kiss to his lips before slipping free and swimming toward the steps. As I pulled myself out of the water, I called over my shoulder, “Don’t look.”

His voice followed, amused. “Still delusional.”


Back To Reality

When I stepped back out of the pool house, the air felt even warmer against my damp skin. Paul was perched on the edge of the pool, sipping his drink, his legs dangling lazily in the water. He turned at the sound of the door, and I lifted my arms out from my sides, palms open, like I was presenting myself for inspection.

“Okay,” I said with a teasing smile. “I guess you can look now.”

And look he did. His gaze started at my collarbone and moved down in slow, deliberate sweeps, as if he wanted me to feel every second of his attention. I stood there, pretending to be nonchalant, though the way his eyes lingered on my breasts, then slid lower, sent a shiver down my spine.

I knew what he was seeing: breasts still full and high despite my twenty-eight years, the curve of my stomach smooth and flat, legs toned from swimming. Between them, the neat line of my tightly trimmed pussy was visible in the glow of the pool lights, and I caught the flicker in his eyes when he reached that far.

Finally, he let his gaze climb back to my face, lips parting just slightly before he spoke. “Very, very nice,” he said softly, as though weighing the words. “Thank you.”

I crossed the patio and settled beside him, the tiles still warm beneath my skin, then lifted my drink to my lips. “So,” I murmured, shooting him a sideways glance, “did I pass your inspection?”

He let out a loud, unguarded laugh, shaking his head. “Oh, so now you’re gonna fish for compliments, huh?”

The sound of his laughter filled the night, but beneath it I felt the pull—an invisible thread tightening between us, both of us very aware that this little game was inching closer to something neither of us could dismiss as just playful anymore.

I giggled, unable to help myself. “Of course. Now get with the program.”

He turned toward me then, his hand finding my chin, guiding it gently until my eyes locked with his. The playful spark I was used to seeing was still there, but now it was layered with something deeper. “Gemma,” he said quietly, “I love the whole package. But this—” he tapped his finger lightly against my temple “—this is what I love most.”

My pulse jumped. God, I wanted to fuck him right then, to wipe away every last bit of pretense and just give in. But I forced my tone to stay teasing. “Oh? Anything in particular you think you’re so in love with?”

He smiled, slow and certain. “On your birthday, the way you teased me, the way you let me know you were interested. Today in my office, how bold you were, how you wouldn’t let me hide behind professionalism. And even here—this house, this pool, none of it rattled you. You’ve been yourself every minute. That’s rare. And I love it.”

I swallowed, heat prickling at the back of my neck. I tried to mask it with bravado. “Hell, Paul—it’s just sex, remember? I’ve just been jacking off your largest erogenous zone.”

He tipped his head back and laughed, the sound rolling out into the night. “And you’re damn good at it.”

“I’m going to need a shower to wash off the chlorine,” I told Paul, brushing a strand of damp hair from my face.

“I’ll join you,” he said immediately, rising to his feet and offering me his hand.

I pressed my palm flat against his chest to stop him. His skin was warm beneath my touch, and before he could protest I leaned in, giving him a slow, soft kiss. Pulling back just enough to look at him, I murmured, “No. Not yet. I want time to wash, to dry my hair, to get myself ready for you. And something tells me this place won’t exactly run out of hot water.” My lips curved as I added, “You’ve got, what, half a dozen bathrooms to pick from? Take one of those. I’ll call your cell when I’m ready. Okay?”

He studied me for a beat, then smiled knowingly. “Whatever you want.”

I let my fingers trail away from his chest as I stepped back. “Good. What I’d also appreciate is a fresh drink waiting for me when I get out of the shower.”

He chuckled at that, then pulled me in again, his lips brushing mine in another warm kiss. To his credit, he didn’t try to deepen it, didn’t try to push further. He seemed to understand exactly what I wanted—that delicious pause, that teasing build before everything tipped over the edge.

* * *

The master bathroom felt less like a bathroom and more like a spa tucked inside some luxury hotel. The shower alone was breathtaking—spacious enough for four people, with sleek marble walls and a dozen adjustable jets at different heights. When I turned the knobs, water hissed to life in every direction, cascading in sheets, misting from above, pulsing from the sides. I stepped in slowly, closing my eyes as the first rush of heat rolled over me. It wasn’t just a shower; it was a cocoon, a whole-body embrace.

I lingered under it, tilting my head back, letting the spray pound against my scalp. The steam curled around me, softening the edges of everything. I reached for one of the bottles lined neatly along the stone shelf—there were half a dozen different shampoos and soaps, like even bathing here was a matter of choice and indulgence. After sniffing through a few, I settled on one with a subtle, floral scent that clung to me as I lathered it through my hair.

For a long moment, I simply stood there with my eyes closed, massaging my scalp, feeling the water run in rivulets down the curve of my breasts, across my stomach, and between my legs. I could almost imagine Paul’s hands in place of the spray, deliberate instead of random, coaxing instead of washing.

I shook the thought away and focused on the ritual of it: conditioner worked slowly through each strand, soap across my skin, the glide of the razor over smooth legs and the delicate attention I paid between them. Every detail was deliberate. This wasn’t just about getting clean—it was about readying myself, drawing out the anticipation.

When I finally stepped out, the air felt cool against my heated skin. I reached for one of the oversized towels, soft as velvet, and patted myself dry. The mirrors along the wall were concave, angled, designed to give me a view of every angle of myself. I paused in front of them, studying my body as though through someone else’s eyes. The flushed skin, the sheen of water still clinging to my breasts, the trim neatness between my thighs. For once, I allowed myself to really look—and to like what I saw.

On the counter sat a fresh drink, condensation running down the glass. I smiled, picturing Paul somewhere in the house, waiting. Patient. Knowing. The thought of him giving me space to prepare, not pushing, not intruding, made me ache all the more. I took a slow sip, savoring the cold rush of liquor over my tongue, then set the glass down and reached for the hair dryer.

As the hot air roared, I leaned in close to the mirror, running my fingers through my damp hair, smoothing, coaxing, shaping. Strands lifted, curled, fell into place. My body hummed with energy, a subtle trembling in my belly and thighs that had nothing to do with the wine and everything to do with what was coming next.

By the time I was done, I felt almost dizzy with the combination of pampering and expectation. The house was silent beyond the bathroom door, but I could feel him out there, waiting for me, knowing that soon I’d call. That thought alone was enough to make my nipples tighten, to send a warm thrum through my core.

I picked up my phone, flicked it open, and dialed.

“Hello,” I said in my best sultry, mock-professional tone. “Is this Dr. Whidborne?”

“Yes,” came his smooth reply, warm even through the phone.

“Your next patient is waiting in your office,” I said, drawing out each word. “And she’s in desperate need of some very major therapy.”

There was a pause, the kind that made my skin prickle. Then his voice, low and certain: “I’ll be right in… to give her the full shrink treatment.”

* * *

When Paul finally appeared in the doorway of the master bedroom, I was already waiting—naked, stretched across his bed with one elbow propped, glass in hand, angled so the first thing he’d see was me watching him.

He hadn’t rushed. He walked in wearing a deep, elegant robe that looked absurdly decadent, and in his hands he carried a polished tray. He set it down in the center of the bed, careful, unhurried, as though this was just another evening routine. Then, with a small, deliberate pause, he undid the tie of his robe and slid it from his shoulders. He folded it neatly, as though even undressing was an ordered ritual, and placed it on the dressing chair before climbing onto the mattress beside me. He mirrored my posture, leaning on one elbow, close enough for me to smell the faint clean scent of his shower.

“Strawberry?” he asked, plucking one from the bowl on the tray and holding it to my lips.

I leaned forward and bit, juice running over my tongue. While I chewed, savoring the sweet tang, he popped the other half into his own mouth, watching me with amusement.

“So,” he said, eyes locked on mine, “just how do you see this evening going?”

The corner of my mouth curled. I knew exactly what he was doing—handing me the opening, inviting me to play. He was teeing up the ball, and all I had to do was swing.

I reached for another berry, deliberately brushing his wrist as I picked it up. I bit half, then leaned forward and pressed the remaining half to his lips. “Well,” I mused, drawing out the word, “the way I see it… unless you’re gay—” I paused, eyes narrowing with mock suspicion, “you’re not gay, are you?”

He chuckled, flashing me a grin, clearly delighted I’d taken the bait. “No,” he said smoothly. “Not gay.”

“Good.” I let the relief sound exaggerated, theatrical. “Because if you’re not gay, and you didn’t jerk off in the shower a few minutes ago—” I tilted my head, studying him as though he were a suspect under interrogation, “you didn’t, did you?”

His mouth twitched, like he was fighting a smile. “I thought about it,” he admitted, voice low, “but no. I resisted the urge.”

The air between us thickened, playful on the surface but humming with an undercurrent of anticipation, as if both of us knew we were testing just how long we could keep the teasing game alive before the inevitable broke through.

“Good. Now, if you’re not gay and you didn’t jerk off in the shower, then that means you’ve got to be really, really, insanely horny for me right now.” I arched a brow, savoring the tease. “And if I’m right about that—and I know I am, because honestly, what non-gay male wouldn’t be—you’re probably not going to last more than a minute if I let you fuck me right now.”

He chuckled, plucked another strawberry from the bowl, and pressed half against my lips. “Assuming your diagnosis is correct, Doctor, what therapy would you recommend?”

I bit into the fruit, letting the juice linger on my tongue before answering. “Well, with most patients suffering your condition, I’d suggest masturbation before intercourse.” I leaned closer, lowering my voice. “But since you’re… special, I’d say a blowjob is the more appropriate course of treatment.”

His grin widened. “And what’s the long-term prognosis?”

“If we can stay awake that long—and assuming you’re not a ‘once and done’ kind of guy—” I paused, giving him a pointed look, “you’re not one of those, are you?”

“Uh, no,” he said quickly, laughter in his eyes. “Definitely not one of those.”

“Whew.” I pressed a hand to my chest in mock relief. “Glad to hear it. In that case, the prognosis is excellent: a very long night of incredible sex.”

His gaze burned into mine. “And when should we begin your recommended therapy?”

I picked up another berry, teasing it between my fingers before offering it to his lips. “When is only half the question,” I said softly.

“Oh?” he asked, cocking his head.

“Where is also important,” I said, letting the words hang. I’d seen something earlier in his downstairs den, and I intended to take full advantage of it.

His brows lifted, curiosity flickering in his eyes. “Where? Not here?”

I gave him a sly smile. “I’ll show you.”

Rolling off the bed, I extended my hand. He took it without hesitation, and when he was on his feet I led him down the wide staircase, through the hushed stillness of the house, until we reached the den.

“Stay,” I told him, gesturing to the center of the room. He obeyed, naked and patient, his drink still in hand. I went to the bar, mixed him a fresh one, and pressed the cold glass into his palm.

Before he could thank me, I drifted toward the polished humidor in the corner. Sliding it open, I selected a cigar, clipped the end with steady hands, and brought the flame to it. I puffed just enough to coax the ember alive, savoring the ritual.

When I turned, his expression was priceless—part disbelief, part arousal, all intrigue. I stepped to him, met his eyes, and slipped the cigar between his lips.

“Enjoy,” I murmured with a playful giggle.

Then I lowered myself slowly, deliberately, my fingertips grazing down his chest, circling his nipples, giving each a teasing tweak before continuing the descent. By the time my knees touched the rug, my hands were splayed across his thighs, and his breath had already deepened, smoke curling lazily from the cigar as he looked down at me.

Even before I touched him, I could see it—his cock had been straining against his robe from the moment he’d walked into the bedroom with that tray of strawberries. The fabric twitched with each subtle throb, and I let the anticipation hang between us, savoring the power in simply not rushing.

When I finally tugged the robe open, I paused deliberately. His cock sprang free, flushed, thick, and twitching like it had been waiting for this moment as much as I had. I let myself take him in, eyes roaming with a mix of hunger and curiosity. He was slightly longer than average, and the girth alone was enough to make my pussy ache with anticipation. But what made me smile was the little surprise—he was uncut.

For a second I hadn’t expected it. Most of the men I’d been with hadn’t been. But I wasn’t thrown. I’d sucked enough cocks in my life to know exactly what to do with a little extra skin. In fact, part of me relished it—the way it made him more sensitive, the way it gave me more to play with.

I started slow, teasing him with my tongue, licking up the length of his shaft, letting my saliva slick him until he glistened in the low light. I swirled my tongue around the head, savoring the faint salt of him, before letting him slip just far enough into my mouth to hear his breath catch. Then I pulled back, smiling up at him, eyes locked on his as though to say I know exactly what I’m doing.

And I did. Because it wasn’t just about my mouth or my tongue—it was about the setting, the psychology, the staging. Men thought in patterns, and I knew how to hack those patterns. Here, in his den, cigar smoke curling above us, me naked on my knees after making him wait—this wasn’t just sex. It was theater. I could see it in his face, in the way his eyes shone. He wasn’t just enjoying my mouth; he was enjoying that I’d set the stage for him.

I’d spent enough long nights in college studying the psychology of male sexuality to know exactly how deep it ran. My degree might have had “psychology” printed on it, but I’d always known my true focus: human sexuality, its rituals, its triggers, its power. Sometimes I suspected that was the real reason Paul had hired me—that on some level he knew I understood men better than most women ever tried to.

As I licked slowly up and down the length of his cock, I made sure to keep my eyes fixed on his. That was always the key—the connection, the unspoken current between us. He held my gaze almost the entire time, only breaking it now and then to take a sip from his glass or draw on the cigar smoldering between his fingers. The smoke curled lazily above him, his lips parting just enough to exhale, but each time his eyes fell back to me, I felt a rush of satisfaction.

Then I noticed it—the ash at the tip of his cigar had grown long, too long. It wobbled precariously, and the thought of it dropping onto the rug made me grin. Paul was meticulous to his core; there was no way he’d be able to relax and let me keep working if he thought he was making a mess.

“Hang on,” I giggled, slipping a hand from his thigh. I reached over to a small side table, pulled the heavy glass ashtray closer, and set it within his reach.

The relief on his face was almost comical. “Thank you,” he said warmly, flashing a smile that made my chest tighten.

“Can’t have you distracted,” I teased before sliding back into position.

And then I returned to his cock, running my tongue along the underside from base to tip, savoring the weight of him in my hand as I stroked in rhythm. He twitched at the attention, his body betraying what he tried to hold steady. Finally, I parted my lips and let him slip into my mouth, inch by inch, adjusting to the feel of his foreskin, the subtle difference in texture. I didn’t rush. I wasn’t trying to get him off yet. I wanted to make him feel every second of it, to build the kind of ache that made a man remember.

I knew what I was doing—this wasn’t my first time. Far from it. My college boyfriend had been the one I’d practiced on most, learning what worked, what didn’t, what drove a man insane. And there had been others, of course. Boys in high school, fleeting flings after. Enough to make me confident now, enough to know that with Paul, I wanted to take my time.

I swirled my tongue around the head, tightened my lips, then pulled back with a wet sound, watching his jaw tighten as he flicked ash neatly into the tray. Five minutes or more passed like that, a dance of teasing strokes and slow sucks, until I felt the shift in him. His thighs tensed, his breathing grew heavier, and his hips started to roll forward, just slightly, as if his body couldn’t help but try to drive deeper into my mouth.

That urgency was my reward. And I wasn’t about to give it to him too easily.

I tightened my grip around the base of his cock, pumping firmly as my tongue flicked faster against the sensitive underside. His thighs stiffened almost immediately, the telltale tremor of release building in him. That was my cue.

I slid my lips off his shaft and tilted my head back, opening my mouth wide, tongue extended, stroking him with both hands now, directing his swollen head toward me.

Our eyes locked. I wanted him to see me waiting for it, inviting it. His face twisted, a guttural sound escaping his throat, and then the first hot jet splattered across my cheek. I didn’t flinch, didn’t look away. I forced myself to hold his gaze, even as he erupted again and again, thick ropes painting my face, my lips, my chin. Some landed on my tongue, some streaked across my chest, my breasts, even dripping down between them.

None of it surprised me—he’d been holding this in far too long, and I’d teased him mercilessly. This was the payoff, and I relished every messy second of it. When his breathing turned ragged, I leaned forward, sliding him back into my mouth, gently milking the last drops, coaxing every ounce of release from him.

His grin was wide, boyish even, when he finally caught his breath. “I’ll get you a washcloth,” he said.

I shook my head, rising to my feet with a slow, deliberate sway. “Okay—but not yet.” Meeting his eyes, I dragged my fingers through the wetness on my cheek, gathering it up and licking them clean one by one, savoring the way his pupils darkened as he watched.

When I’d finished, he pointed, laughing softly. “You missed some. Right there.” His finger traced the air toward the thick glob resting on my breast.

I giggled, letting my eyes flash with mischief. “No I didn’t. C’mon, I’ll show you.”

Plucking the cigar from his fingers, I pressed it firmly into the ashtray, the smoke curling away as it died. Then, casual as anything, I mixed us both fresh drinks at the bar, handing him his before leading the way back upstairs.

Once in the bedroom, I sauntered to the tray of strawberries, took one between my fingers, and deliberately rolled it through the glistening streak across my breast. Then, with the slowest, most seductive flourish I could muster, I slid the fruit between my lips, sucking it clean while never breaking eye contact.

The huge grin that spread across Paul’s face was all the reward I needed.

I licked the last trace from my lips and smiled. “Now I’ll take that washcloth.”


Lost For Words

I’d love to say the sex that night was incredible, that we went for hours, that we both came again and again. And I can say that—because it’s the truth.

From the very start, it was different. Not just hot, but fun. I don’t think I’d ever laughed so much in bed in my life. He made me laugh while his tongue was buried between my thighs, and my teasing only seemed to make him hungrier. My god, could Paul eat pussy. He knew exactly how to circle, how to flick, how to press just right until my hips were lifting off the bed on their own.

When I caught my breath, I teased him right back—stroking, sucking, licking him back to hardness. I’ve always known I can really suck cock, and he let me know with every groan, every twitch in my hand.

At one point, while my mouth was sliding up and down his length, I licked my finger, slipped it lower, and traced across his ass. The way his body tensed—sharp, instinctive—told me everything. I pulled back with a wicked grin. “Ohh,” I sing-songed. “Somebody’s sensitive.”

He groaned, half laughing, half warning, which only encouraged me. I teased him about it shamelessly, circling back to it again and again until he was the one blushing and laughing into the sheets.

Not that he didn’t get his revenge. He wasn’t shy about exploring me either, and when his tongue pushed lower and slid across my ass, I gasped, clutching at the sheets.

“Oh, someone likes that,” he murmured against me, his voice smug.

“Uh huh,” I managed, breathless.

“Just a tongue,” he asked, deliberately slow, “or a cock as well?”

I didn’t even hesitate. “A tongue, a finger, a cock, a vibe—I like it all. But a tongue’s my favorite.”

He laughed, pleased with himself, and dove back in like he was determined to prove why.

And somewhere in the middle of it all, I realized something. I’d had bigger cocks before—guys who’d been all size and no finesse. But Paul? Paul blew them away. It wasn’t just about what he was packing; it was how he used it, how he read me, how he made it feel like every lick, every thrust, every tease was perfectly tuned to me. I’d never had a man like that, one who could make me laugh and moan in the same breath, one who could make me feel so deliciously taken apart without ever losing the fun of it.

That night, I didn’t just get fucked. I got seen. And it turned me inside out.

Another time, while he was fucking me so hard I’d already cum over and over, my body literally gushing around him, he finally pulled out, laughing breathlessly. “Hang on—I need to grab a towel.”

When he came back and gently dabbed at me, I giggled, shaking my head. “That’s not how you’re supposed to do it.”

“Oh?” he said, quirking an eyebrow.

“I’ll show you. Put your cock back inside me.”

I was sprawled at the edge of the bed, legs in the air while he stood, bracing me. He slid back inside, thick and slick, and I made him stop almost immediately. Then I pushed at his chest until he stepped back. Sitting up, I leaned in and licked him clean, slow and deliberate, tasting myself on him. “A few more times like that,” I teased, “and I’ll be dry enough to do some more serious fucking.”

It worked. Watching me do that got him so hot he couldn’t last, and only minutes later he groaned and came again, pulsing deep.

“Shit,” I laughed, breathless. “Now we have to dry me up again.”

And once more, I sat up, licked him clean, and then slid my fingers inside myself, scooping up his cum, licking them slowly while his eyes never left me. I repeated it until the mess between my thighs had been reduced to nothing more than a wet sheen.

His eyes widened in awe. “Wow. That is the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”

I grinned, smug. “Oh, what? Your bimbos never liked the taste of your cum mixed with theirs? I love it.”

He just shook his head, smiling in disbelief.

Then he leaned closer, voice low, testing me. “One of these days, I’d love to watch you lick my cum out of another pussy.”

For a second, my heart skipped. The suggestion should’ve startled me, maybe even turned me off—but it didn’t. To my own surprise, I felt a shiver of heat rush through me.

For a second, his words caught me off guard. The suggestion should have startled me, maybe even turned me off—but it didn’t. To my own surprise, a shiver of heat rushed through me. I wasn’t into women, not really. The idea of going down on another girl had never been something I craved. But it had never disgusted me either. What stirred me wasn’t the act itself—it was the performance, the theater of it. The thought of doing it while Paul watched, of how badly it would drive him wild. That was the spark that lit me up inside.

“Next weekend?” he asked with a grin that made it clear he was only half joking.

I kissed him softly, lips still sticky with the taste of him. “I don’t happen to have a bimbo on call. Do you?”

His grin widened. “I might be able to find a volunteer.”

I laughed, shaking my head. “Fine. When I get to the office Monday, I’ll check my social calendar.”

The look on his face told me he’d already started planning. And honestly? The thought of performing for him like that—just to watch him unravel—made my body tingle all over again.

When Paul walked me to the door after lunch on Sunday, the afternoon light was warm on the steps, the kind of glow that made everything feel suspended. At my car, I turned to him, cupped his face in my hands, and kissed him hard—deep, hungry, like I wanted him to carry it with him for the rest of the day.

Pulling back, I let my thumb trace his jaw. “I’d like to meet her first,” I said casually, as though it were nothing.

His brow furrowed. “Who?”

I slipped into the driver’s seat, looking up at him through the open door. “The bimbo we’re both going to fuck next weekend.”

The words hit him like a slap and a gift all at once. His eyes went wide, his mouth parted. “You… you were serious about—”

“Paul!” I cut him off, half playful, half stern. “It’s just sex, remember?”

He blinked, then a slow, uncertain smile tugged at his lips. “Right. Okay. Okay then.”

I grinned, shut the door, and started the engine, leaving him standing in his driveway looking like a man who’d just had his entire world rewritten—and was already desperate for next weekend to arrive.


An Air Of Tension

I half-expected the air to be thick with tension when I walked into the clinic on Monday. After everything that had happened over the weekend, how could it not be? But Paul and I slipped seamlessly into our roles. Charts, appointments, the shuffle of patients in and out — it was all business, our exchanges clipped and professional. If there was any charge between us, it was buried deep, both of us compartmentalizing with surgical precision.

By Tuesday evening, though, during our usual after-appointments review, the facade finally cracked. He closed the last file, leaned back in his chair, and studied me with a measured calm. “I’ve arranged a dinner meeting for tomorrow,” he said. “If you’re available.”

I tilted my head, arching an eyebrow. “Oh? Am I going to meet someone?”

His voice was steady, but there was the faintest hint of hesitation beneath it. “If you still want to.”

The tension I’d been holding in slipped, and I chuckled, shaking my head. “I’m guessing you didn’t have to dig too far into your little black book to come up with a willing bimbo.”

“Not that far, no,” he admitted, and the grin that spread across his face told me exactly how much he was enjoying this game.

* * *

I was more nervous than I thought I’d be. This was new ground for me, and no amount of psychology textbooks or roleplay in my head could fully prepare me for the reality of it.

We were waiting in the restaurant bar when Laura arrived. Paul stood immediately, hurrying to greet her with the kind of enthusiasm that told me he’d chosen well. On their way back to me, he informed the hostess that our other party had arrived and that we were ready to be seated.

Laura surprised me. She wasn’t at all the image I’d built up in my head. She was petite, maybe five foot two at most, with a mane of thick ginger hair that seemed to glow under the soft lights. Her figure was impossible not to notice — a trim waist, wide hips, and breasts that pushed confidently against the low neckline of her dress, probably 32Ds if I had to guess. For a second, I thought of Chloe, the fiery little temptation from my inbox months earlier, and the resemblance made my stomach flutter.

But Laura didn’t carry herself like a fantasy. She was warm, approachable, her smile bright and unguarded, her laugh bubbling out easily as we exchanged hellos. She wore a dress that was sexy without being over the top — the kind of plunge neckline that hinted rather than screamed, letting her confidence do the rest.

After some small talk and placing our orders, Paul excused himself to take his drink back into the bar, choosing a spot where he could still see when our food was delivered.

The moment he was out of earshot, Laura turned those green eyes on me, a playful glint in them. “So,” she said, leaning in just slightly, “what’s your secret?”

“Secret?” I echoed, feigning innocence.

She studied me for a moment, as though weighing whether I was being coy or genuinely open. Then she leaned in a little. “Paul and I dated for a couple of months. We got along okay, but we just didn’t click—or at least, I didn’t click for him. I tried everything. I even offered to bring another girl into the bedroom, do a threesome, but he wasn’t interested. And then yesterday, out of nowhere, he calls me and asks if I’d join him for a night of fun with you. So, naturally, I’m curious.”

I sighed, swirling my drink. “I’m not sure how to answer that. Paul and I have known each other for almost a year, worked side by side for six or seven months. But last weekend was the first time we ever crossed that line. I guess… we just clicked.”

Her eyes widened, genuine surprise flashing across her face. “Wow. And you’re already inviting a third into your bed? If you don’t mind me asking—was that your idea or his?”

“Actually, I may have planted the seed,” I admitted with a half-smile. “I was teasing him during sex, playing around with the idea. I didn’t really expect him to take me seriously, let alone move on it this fast.”

Laura tilted her head, her gaze steady, almost challenging. “But you’ve never done it before, right?” she asked, her voice low, her eyes locked on mine.

“Urm… no,” I admitted, my voice quieter than I intended.

Laura tilted her head, skeptical. “Never thought about it?”

The timing was almost merciful — our food arrived just then, giving me a moment to breathe. I glanced toward the bar and saw Paul already heading back, arriving before the servers had even finished setting down the plates.

Once the staff had gone, I picked up where we’d left off, turning first to Paul. “Laura was just asking if I’d ever had any experience with threesomes.” Then back to Laura, I added honestly, “The truth is, I haven’t. Not once.”

Her eyebrows arched, clearly intrigued.

“I don’t really think of myself as bisexual,” I continued carefully. “It’s not about that for me. What excites me is the tease, the idea of putting on a show, of pleasing him. That’s what turns me on.”

Laura’s lips curved into a slow smile. She looked at Paul, then back at me. “Well… I’m in if she is.”

Paul’s eyes flicked to mine, searching, almost holding his breath.

I laughed softly, more to settle my nerves than anything else. “I’m more than in,” I said, letting my hand brush the stem of my glass. Then, meeting Laura’s gaze, I winked. “I’m anxious.” It was the truth — nervous and excited, tangled together in a way that made my stomach flutter.

As it turned out, Laura wasn’t shy about flirting either. After dinner, she and I excused ourselves to the ladies’ room.

Inside, we each disappeared into a stall, and when we met again at the sinks, she glanced at me in the mirror, a sly little smile on her lips. “When we get outside,” she said casually, “the two of you should walk me to my car.”

I raised an eyebrow, suppressing a grin. “Oh? You think we should give him something to think about for the rest of the week?”

Her grin widened, sharp and knowing. “Don’t you?”

I giggled, shaking my head. “Absolutely.”

As I reached for the door, I felt her hand slide across my ass, firm and deliberate. I froze, glancing back over my shoulder. “Getting an early start?”

“You’ve got a great ass,” she said without apology. “I just couldn’t resist. But honestly, that’s nothing compared to the urges I plan on satisfying once we get to my car.”

The heat in her tone followed me out into the cool night air. Paul slipped his arm around my waist as we walked, steady, casual. But when we reached Laura’s car, she pivoted, pressing a hand to his chest before pulling him down into a long, hungry kiss. I felt his body tense beside me, but I knew it wasn’t reluctance—it was the fact I was there, watching.

When Laura finally broke the kiss, she turned to me, eyes alight with mischief, and grinned. Then, without hesitation, she slid her hand firmly over my breasts. “Sorry,” she teased, “but I’ve been dying to do that all night.”

I laughed, though my pulse spiked. “Well, I’ve wanted to do this all night.” I cupped the back of her head and drew her into a kiss—hot, lingering, wetter than I’d planned. A full minute passed before we parted, both of us breathing harder, her lips swollen and glistening.

Behind us, Paul chuckled. “You two are going to get us barred from this place.”

As we walked back toward my car, I leaned close to him, still a little breathless. “I like her,” I admitted. “I think she’s going to be a lot of fun. You picked wisely.”

He laughed out loud. “Hell, she’s the only one I knew who might actually say yes.”

But I wasn’t joking. I did like her. More than I expected. Her laugh, her boldness, the way she made me feel… and, if I was honest, the way her curves pressed into mine when we kissed. I’d surprised myself with how much I enjoyed it—not just the idea of teasing Paul, but Laura herself. For the first time, I wondered if maybe this whole thing would be even more dangerous—and exciting—than I’d imagined.

That night, lying in my own bed, I couldn’t shut my brain off. It was happening more and more lately—ever since Paul and I crossed that line. I’d gotten into the habit of touching myself most nights before sleep, but now it wasn’t just idle habit. It was obsession.

The sheets were cool against my bare skin as I slid my hand down over my stomach, lingering for a moment before dipping lower. The first brush against my clit made me sigh, the ache already there, waiting. It didn’t take long for Paul to appear in my mind. He always did. I pictured him behind me, tall and steady, his hands gripping my hips, pulling me back onto him like he couldn’t get enough.

In my fantasy he was rougher than he’d ever been in reality—shoving me down, pushing my face into the mattress as his cock slammed into me, hard and deep, each thrust making me gasp. The thought of him using me that way made my clit throb beneath my fingertips.

And then, without warning, Laura appeared. Not just Laura, but Laura’s pussy, hot and wet in front of my mouth. In the fantasy Paul’s hand pressed the back of my head down, forcing me to lick her.

The thought shocked me for a moment. I wasn’t bisexual, not in the least. I’d never really wanted a woman before. But I couldn’t shake it. The image of her short, curvy little body, the way her breasts had pressed against me when we kissed outside the restaurant, the way her green eyes had sparkled when she squeezed my ass in the ladies’ room—it all came rushing back.

My hand worked faster as I wondered if she shaved like I did, or if she left a little strip. With her hair that fiery ginger, I imagined a matching patch between her legs, soft and red, framing her clit. Just the thought of that color against pale skin made my pussy clench.

Would I even be good at it? Could I make her cum? The competitor in me whispered yes—I wanted to, badly. If I was going to do it, I wanted to do it better than anyone else ever had, make her moan, make her grip my hair, make her forget her own name. The thought of her hips grinding against my mouth, of her thighs trembling around my face, made me whimper into the quiet darkness of my room.

I rubbed harder, slipping two fingers inside myself, my palm grinding against my clit as I imagined Paul behind me, fucking me senseless, his cock slamming into me over and over, each thrust driving me deeper into Laura. He’d hold me down, force me to stay there, his hand fisted in my hair, his voice low in my ear telling me to make her cum.

The fantasy blurred and spun as my hips arched up against my hand, chasing the edge. Now Laura wasn’t just beneath me—she was on top of me. Straddling me. Sitting on my face, her thighs tight around my cheeks, her weight holding me down as Paul drove into me from behind. She’d lean back, her tits bouncing as she rode my tongue, while Paul filled me, fucked me until I screamed.

The image was too much. My orgasm hit hard, a sharp, tearing wave that ripped through me, leaving me gasping, my back arching up off the bed. My fingers worked frantically, desperate to wring out every drop of release as my thighs shook.

When it finally passed, I collapsed against the sheets, trembling, my skin slick with sweat. I stared up at the ceiling in the dark, heart hammering, breath still ragged.

I’d just made myself cum harder than I had in weeks, and the last image in my mind was Laura sitting on my face while Paul fucked me from behind.

And that realization stunned me almost as much as the orgasm itself.


The Mood Shifts

Later, after we’d cleaned up and drifted back inside, the mood shifted. The easy silence from the deck gave way to something heavier, charged. Paul followed me into the bedroom, and as soon as I slid beneath the sheets he was there with me, warm, solid, pressing me into the mattress.

This time there was no game, no props, no staging. Just us. He kissed me deeply, slowly, like he had all the time in the world. His hands moved over my body with a patience that made me melt—palms cupping my breasts, thumbs teasing my nipples until they hardened beneath his touch. I arched up into him, fingers digging into his shoulders as his mouth trailed down my neck, my chest, then back up to capture my lips again.

When he finally pushed inside me, I gasped, wrapping my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. The stretch of him filled me perfectly, and for a moment neither of us moved—we just stayed locked together, breathing each other in. Then he began to thrust, slow at first, grinding deep with every push, his pelvis pressing against my clit just enough to make my toes curl.

Fifteen minutes must have passed like that, though it felt like forever and no time at all. He kept the rhythm steady, his lips brushing mine, our bodies slick with sweat, the sound of skin on skin filling the room. His hands roamed, groping, squeezing, exploring me as if he couldn’t get enough, and I returned the favor, tracing the lines of his back, clutching at his ass to drag him even deeper into me.

I moaned into his mouth as my orgasm built, slow and insistent. He seemed to sense it, adjusting his angle just slightly, hitting that spot inside me again and again until I was trembling beneath him. When it finally broke, I clung to him, crying out as my body clenched hard around his cock.

Only then did he let go. A few seconds after I came, his hips thrust harder, deeper, his breath ragged in my ear as he spilled inside me. I felt the heat of him filling me, pulse after pulse, his weight pressing me into the mattress.

When he finally collapsed against me, still buried deep, we both lay there gasping, our hearts pounding in sync.

I tilted my head to look at him, brushing damp hair from his forehead. “Were you holding back?” I whispered.

He smiled sheepishly, his chest still heaving. “I wanted to make sure you came first.”

I grinned and kissed him, lingering, tasting the honesty in his words. “Good answer. But you know…” I let the pause drag, my tone turning wicked, “…even if you’d finished first, you still have your mouth.”

He froze, eyes wide, blinking down at me like he wasn’t sure he’d heard right. The shock on his face made me laugh, even as I tightened my legs around his waist to keep him inside me.

“What?” I teased, running a finger down his chest. “It’s nothing you don’t already expect me to do with Laura. Touche, Doctor.”

His jaw dropped for a second, then he shook his head, chuckling in disbelief, equal parts aroused and unsettled. “Jesus, Gemma…”

I just smirked, stretching beneath him like a satisfied cat. “Don’t act surprised. You started this.”

* * *

Laura showed up right on time—straight up eleven o’clock. She pulled into Paul’s drive with a confidence that made it clear she wasn’t second-guessing the invitation. Paul was already in the kitchen, sleeves rolled up, humming to himself while he chopped vegetables for lunch. He greeted Laura with a smile and a peck on the cheek before disappearing back into the kitchen.

Laura turned to me, green eyes twinkling. “He looks busy. Why don’t we leave the chef to it and catch a little sun?”

I nodded. “Perfect idea.”

The late-morning air was already warm as we stepped out onto the back patio. The pool sparkled, glassy in the sunlight, and the loungers beckoned. Laura slipped out of her sandals with a casual flick of her toes and padded over to one, the sunlight catching in her ginger hair until it burned copper-bright.

“No jokes about needing sun cream or getting burnt, okay?” she said with mock severity, glancing back at me over her shoulder. “I actually do alright in the sun.”

I laughed. “Noted. No lobster jokes. But if you start glowing like one, don’t expect me to stay quiet.”

She shot me a grin as she lowered herself onto a lounger, adjusting her sundress so it barely covered her thighs. “Fair warning taken. But really, I’ve got tougher skin than people give me credit for.”

I slid onto the lounger beside hers, pulling on my sunglasses. For a moment we just stretched out, the air filled with the faint hum of cicadas and the clatter of Paul in the kitchen.

“You’re handling this very well,” Laura said after a pause, her head turning toward me.

“Handling what?” I teased.

She smirked. “Everything. Most women would be biting their nails right now. But you—” her eyes lingered on me, bold and curious—“you look like you’re exactly where you want to be.”

I let out a soft laugh. “You grabbed my ass in the bathroom last night. I’d say you’re the one setting the tone.”

Her laugh bubbled out, low and amused. “And you didn’t exactly stop me, did you?”

“No,” I admitted, lips curving. “I didn’t.”

The pause that followed wasn’t awkward, but it was thick with unspoken possibilities. Laura shifted, rolling onto her side so she faced me, propping her head up on one hand. Her sundress slipped, and for the first time I noticed the curve of her cleavage framed by freckles scattered across her chest.

“So, tell me,” she asked, voice softer now. “Are you nervous about today? Or are you one of those women who dives straight in without thinking?”

I turned to meet her gaze, the sun warm on my skin. “Maybe a little nervous,” I admitted. “But not in a bad way. More like… anticipation.”

She gave me a slow smile. “Good answer.”

For a moment we just looked at each other. Then her hand moved—casual, as though brushing something away—but her fingers grazed the back of mine where it rested on the lounger. It was light, testing.

I didn’t pull away.

Her lips curved, satisfied. “You’re easier to read than you think,” she murmured.

“Oh, really?” I arched a brow. “And what do you think you’ve figured out?”

“That you like me,” she said simply. “Not just the idea of teasing Paul with me—but me.”

My breath caught. She wasn’t wrong. I’d been telling myself it was all performance, all part of the show. But here, with the sun warming her skin and that mischievous grin tugging at her lips, I realized how much I actually did like her—personally, physically, maybe even dangerously so.

And the realization sent another flutter through my stomach, sharper this time.

Laura stretched out on the lounger beside me, tugging her sundress a little higher on her thighs. “You know,” she said, tipping her sunglasses down to peer at me, “if we’re going to be out here long, we should probably think about tan lines.”

I laughed. “Oh, are you one of those no-straps, even-tan purists?”

“Guilty,” she said with a grin. “I mean, what’s the point of sunbathing if I’m just going to end up looking like a candy cane when I take my top off later?”

I smirked and tilted my head. “Bold of you to assume I’ll complain about seeing you without a top.”

Her laugh was low and warm, and then, without a hint of hesitation, she reached back and tugged her t-shirt over her head in one smooth motion. Her bra barely contained her curves, freckles scattered like constellations across pale skin. “Problem solved,” she said breezily, tossing the shirt onto the lounger.

“Wow,” I blurted before I could stop myself, my eyes glued. “Seriously… wow.”

Laura beamed, clearly enjoying the reaction. “Thanks. But now you’re just being rude, sitting there all covered up while I’m doing all the work for my tan.”

I rolled my eyes dramatically, but I was smiling. “Fine, fine.” With a quick tug, I peeled off my sundress, letting it slide down into a pool at my feet. I turned toward her, arms out wide in mock presentation. “There. Happy now?”

Her gaze swept over me slowly, deliberately, lingering in places that made my skin prickle. “God,” she said with a grin, “you’re even sexier than I imagined.”

When she stepped closer, her breasts brushing against mine as she leaned in just a little, the teasing tone in my head was gone, replaced by a sudden rush of heat I hadn’t expected.

And when she wiggled, pressing us tighter together, laughter tangled with a gasp in my throat, and the jolt of it almost undid me on the spot.

Then she kissed me.

It wasn’t a cautious brush of lips, either. Laura kissed with the kind of confidence that came from knowing she was wanted. When we finally pulled apart, she let out a little breathless laugh. “Whew. We’d better save some of that for Paul.”

I giggled, flopping back onto one of the lounge chairs, still warm from the sun. Laura sank into the one beside me, reaching into her bag and pulling out a small bottle of suntan lotion. She popped the cap, squeezed a ribbon onto her hand, and started rubbing it into her freckled thighs with slow, deliberate strokes.

“So,” she said casually, glancing at me from under her lashes, “do you have a game plan? Or are we just going to wing it?”

I propped myself up on my elbows, watching the way her fingers glided up her calves. “I’ve been giving it some thought,” I admitted. “I think we should tease the shit out of him for as long as we can before sealing the deal.”

Her grin spread wide. “Oooooh, I love the sound of that. Make him squirm a little.”

“Exactly,” I said. “Drag it out until he’s about ready to explode.”

Laura nodded, rubbing lotion higher up her thigh. “Should we stay naked for this grand performance?”

I laughed. “Nah, not yet. Too much too soon.”

She leaned back, thoughtful, then snapped her fingers. “There’s a closet upstairs that has a whole collection of robes—some plain, some ridiculously sexy. We could pick a couple that look innocent at first, but easy to slip out of.”

“Perfect,” I said, already picturing it. “You’ll have to show me where. We’ll pick something that’ll drive him crazy.”

I tilted my head at her. “You do know the kind of teasing I’m talking about, don’t you?”

Laura gave a wicked little chuckle. “Oh, I do. And if I’m honest, it’ll probably make me hornier than it does him.”

“Me too,” I confessed with a giggle, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks.

She turned her head then, really looking at me. Her green eyes sparkled in the sunlight. “You know,” she said softly, “unless he’s changed things recently, Paul’s never been with two women at once.”

That made me sit up straighter. “No way. Seriously?”

She nodded. “Seriously. You might be his first.”

A sly smile crept across my face. “Oh wow. I didn’t know that. That little piece of information will definitely come in handy.”

Laura capped the lotion, stretched out, and let the sun warm her freckled shoulders. “By the way,” she added, her tone curious now, “how exactly did you entice him into it?”

I sighed, leaning back into the lounger. “Honestly? It wasn’t even some master plan. I was just… playing around with him after we’d fucked. You know, fishing his cum out of my pussy with my fingers and licking them clean. He seemed really into watching that. Then he sort of hinted—half-joking—that maybe he should see me lick it straight out of another pussy.”

I gave a little shrug, smiling sheepishly. “And I, um… well, I didn’t exactly object.”

Laura froze for half a beat, then burst into laughter so loud she nearly dropped the bottle of lotion. “That’s it? That’s all it took? Shit, I wish I’d thought of that!”

I laughed with her, covering my face with one hand. “Yeah, apparently it doesn’t take much to plant a seed with him.”

She grinned wickedly, leaning closer across the gap between our loungers. “Oh honey, you didn’t just plant a seed. You practically dropped a bomb on him. No wonder he called me out of the blue.”

Her laughter was infectious, but beneath it there was a flicker of something else in her eyes—excitement, anticipation. And in that moment, it hit me again: I liked her. More than I’d expected.


The Closet

Laura had been right about the closet full of robes. We stood there laughing like teenagers as we tried a few on, trading comments about which ones were too frumpy, which ones screamed “Vegas bachelorette,” and which ones were just plain slutty. In the end, she picked a sheer black one that clung beautifully to her pale, freckled skin, making her red hair look even more vivid. I went with white—short, sheer, and playful against my dark brown hair. Both robes hit well above mid-thigh and left very little to the imagination.

When we padded into the kitchen, Paul’s back was to us as he worked at the counter. Laura and I stopped in the middle of the room and slipped our arms around each other’s waists. I giggled, “We decided to dress up for lunch.”

Paul glanced over his shoulder, eyebrows arching. His eyes traveled slowly from our bare thighs to the sheer fabric straining against our breasts. “Very nice,” he murmured.

Laura, never one to waste an opportunity, hiked my robe just enough to bare me completely. “And,” she added slyly, “there’s easy access.”

Paul only shook his head with a smile before turning back to the cutting board. “You two can set the table. I’m just finishing the salad.”

I slid an arm around his waist and purred, “We’ll finish up here. You’re overdressed.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said with a chuckle, pointing toward a bottle of wine. “I’ll be back down in a minute. Have whatever you like.” Then he disappeared upstairs.

The kitchen was quiet for a moment, just the faint clink of dishes as Laura set plates on the table. Then, out of nowhere, she looked up at me with that mischievous smile.

“You know,” she said, as casually as if she were suggesting we open the wine, “I’ve been dying to get a taste of these since the pool chairs.” Her eyes flicked to my chest, bold and hungry.

My breath caught. “Laura…” I started, nerves fluttering in my stomach.

She closed the space between us, gentle but insistent. “Don’t worry,” she murmured, brushing her lips near my ear. “Just let me try. If you hate it, you tell me to stop.”

Before I could think of a reply, her hands slid my robe open, her warm breath grazing my skin. The first brush of her lips around my nipple made my whole body tense.

I’d expected to feel awkward, self-conscious. And for a few seconds, I did—my hands hovering, not sure where to put them, my heart hammering. But then her tongue flicked, slow and deliberate, and a soft moan escaped me before I could stop it.

Laura pulled back just long enough to smile up at me. “Relax,” she whispered. “Just enjoy.”

And I did. The nerves melted as she sucked gently, then a little harder, her hand cupping the weight of my breast as though she’d done it a hundred times. The sensation was electric, sharper and sweeter than I’d anticipated, and before long I was gripping the back of her chair, tilting into her mouth.

That was how Paul found us when he walked back in—Laura seated at the table, robe slipping off one shoulder as she licked and sucked at my nipple, and me standing in front of her, head tipped back, robe hanging open.

I caught his eye and managed a breathless giggle. “She’s just having a little appetizer.”

Paul chuckled, the corner of his mouth twitching as his gaze lingered on us. “By all means.”

* * *

Lunch was fantastic. Paul had made parmesan-crusted chicken cutlets with a side of roasted vegetables—simple, but so perfectly seasoned and crisp it felt like something out of a restaurant. Laura and I ended up splitting one of the larger pieces, laughing as we fought over who got the crunchiest edge.

Afterward, she and I cleared the table and loaded the dishwasher while Paul poured himself a drink and headed outside to wait for us.

As we were wiping down the counters, Laura leaned in, her voice dropping conspiratorially. “Wait until you hear the pool house setup. He’s got the whole thing wired with Sonos—Spotify, Apple Music, the works. You can stream anything, and the speakers out there will blow your mind.”

She wasn’t kidding. The second we walked in, I was floored. Any song, any playlist—it was all there, and when we turned the volume up, the bass thrummed through the walls like a live concert. With no neighbors anywhere close, we cranked it until the glass rattled and danced ourselves silly, laughing so hard we had to collapse onto the loungers just to catch our breath.

The music shifted from pulsing bass to something slower, sultry, the kind of song that begged for bodies to be closer. Paul lingered on the edge of the pool house, sipping his drink, clearly enjoying the show, while Laura reached for my hand and tugged me toward her.

We started swaying, her arms sliding easily around my waist, mine draping over her shoulders. At first it was playful—we were still laughing from the last song, cheeks flushed and breathless. But then her lips found mine again, and the laughter melted into something hotter, needier.

God, she could kiss. There was no hesitation, no awkwardness—just soft lips pressing, parting, her tongue teasing mine in perfect rhythm with the music. I surprised myself with how quickly I leaned into it, how natural it felt to match her, to let my mouth open wider, to give in to the slow build of heat.

When we finally broke for air, she rested her forehead against mine and whispered, “Mmm, you taste good.”

I let out a nervous laugh, though the truth was I didn’t feel nervous anymore. I was buzzing, drunk on the combination of music, movement, and the warmth of her mouth.

As we swayed, my hands began to explore—first sliding down her back, over the silky fabric of her robe, then skimming along her hip. I told myself it was just part of the tease, part of the performance for Paul. But then, without even thinking, my hand slipped inside the folds of her robe and landed full on her breast.

I froze for a second, shocked at myself. But her tits were so full and firm, warm beneath my palm, her nipple already tightening against my fingers.

Laura gasped softly into my mouth, then kissed me harder, grinding her body against mine like she’d been waiting for me to do exactly that.

The shock gave way to arousal so fast it made my head spin. I squeezed, really squeezed, rolling the weight of her breast in my hand as our tongues tangled. My other hand slid lower, across the curve of her ass, pulling her tighter against me until there was no space left between us.

I’d told myself this was all about teasing Paul. But right then, with Laura’s tits in my hand and her mouth devouring mine, I wasn’t teasing anyone. I was burning.

Dancing close, our robes loosened, slipping open with each slow turn until they barely clung to our shoulders. At some point, without a word, we both let the ties fall. The sheer fabric shifted aside as we pressed tighter, breasts sliding against breasts.

The sensation was electric—her long, stiff nipples brushing over mine in slow, deliberate strokes that made me gasp into her mouth. She seemed to love it as much as I did, her breath quickening, lips deepening the kiss every time our chests grazed. My thighs trembled when she pressed hers against me, the slick heat of her arousal leaving no doubt how much the moment was consuming her. And then, when I mirrored her, lifting my leg just enough to rub back, I felt the wetness I was leaving on her too.

It wasn’t frantic. It wasn’t rushed. It was slow, decadent, each touch dragging the heat higher while still holding something back.

Eventually, Laura pulled away, cheeks flushed, lips wet, eyes sparkling. She gave me a playful squeeze on the ass before whispering, “I’m grabbing us drinks. Don’t let him get too comfortable without me.”

I laughed, breathless, watching her slip toward the bar in the corner of the pool house. Her robe trailed behind her, barely concealing her curves, and for a moment I just admired the sight.

That was when Paul slid in behind me, his hand settling on my hip as another slow song began to play. I turned into him, letting my body rest against his, my cheek brushing his shoulder.

“God, I love her,” I purred softly in his ear, unable to hold it back. “You couldn’t have picked a more perfect match for us.”

He pulled back just enough to look me in the eyes before kissing me deeply. When he broke the kiss, his voice was warm, steady. “I’m glad you like her. That means a lot.”

I smiled, fingertips tracing the line of his jaw. “If we were just putting on a show for you, you’d know.”

“You’re right,” he admitted. “And that wouldn’t be nearly as much fun.”

“So,” I asked, holding his gaze, “you’re having fun?”

His grin was boyish, disbelieving almost. “More than I ever dreamed. This whole thing… it’s nothing like what I expected.”

“Oh? And what did you expect?”

He sighed, shaking his head. “I don’t know. I guess just jumping into bed, the three of us fucking and calling it done.”

I laughed, running my fingers down his chest. “We’re not through playing with your biggest erogenous zone yet… or each other’s. There’s plenty of time for fucking and sucking later.”

“As long as you’re enjoying yourself,” he said softly, brushing his thumb over my lip, “I’m in no hurry. Watching the two of you is more than enough.”

I laughed again, catching his wrist and tugging his hand down between my thighs. My robe fell open as his fingers pressed against me. “Do you think I’m enjoying myself?” I whispered, eyes locked on his.

His expression shifted instantly—surprise, hunger—before he groaned. “Holy shit. You’re drenched.”

“Gushing is more like it,” I teased, rocking my hips against his palm. My voice dropped, breathless. “I’m so fucking horny, Paul. I don’t know how much more I can take.”

Before he could reply, I slid my own hand beneath the folds of his robe. My fingers wrapped easily around his cock, hard and heavy in my grip. “Ooooh,” I purred, squeezing lightly, “I guess I’m not the only one worked up.”

“Make that three of us.” Laura’s voice came from just behind me, playful and warm.

I crooked a finger at her, grinning at Paul. “You should confirm that.”

Laura stepped closer, her robe already slipping off one shoulder. Paul didn’t hesitate—his free hand moved between her thighs, cupping her, testing. Laura let out a little gasp, her hips tilting toward his touch.

“Yep,” he said with a grin, glancing back at me. “She’s right there with you.”

The three of us burst into laughter, the tension breaking just enough to keep it playful. I leaned into Paul’s chest, still stroking him lazily as I started singing under my breath, half-giggling: “There’ll be a hot time in the old town tonight…”

Laura rolled her eyes, but she was grinning as she pressed closer, her hand sliding over mine where I still held Paul’s cock. “Oh, there’s definitely going to be a hot time,” she murmured.

By now the air in the pool house felt thick with heat and music, our laughter mixing with the faint clink of ice in glasses. Laura and I had been tangled together on one of the loungers for what felt like ages, trading kisses and lazy touches, my mouth lingering on her tits until she was sighing and arching into me.

Still, through it all, Paul sat back, robe parted, cock hard and heavy, throbbing with the kind of tension that had been building for over an hour. Every time I glanced his way, it looked even stiffer, his hand flexing on the arm of the chair like he wasn’t sure if he should touch himself or not.

I leaned close to Laura, my lips brushing her ear as I whispered just loud enough for him to hear too, “We really should take care of him soon.”

She giggled, turning her face so her breath tickled my cheek. “Mmm, you’re right. If we don’t, he’s not going to be worth two cents later… or should I say two minutes?”

I laughed out loud, covering my mouth as I glanced at Paul, who was definitely listening. “That’s cruel, but fair.” I let the words hang for a beat before adding slyly, “Maybe we should team up on him. A double-header blowjob ought to sort him out.”

Laura’s eyes lit up, green and wicked. She licked her lips, deliberately slow. “Yummy,” she purred. “Now the question is… do we take him fast and make him explode, or go slow and drive him half-insane?”

I trailed a finger down the valley of her breasts, smirking. “You start. Torture him a little. I’ll be right back—I need to grab something inside.”

Her smile turned devilish as she glanced over at Paul, then back at me. “Oh, don’t worry. I’ll keep him warm for you until you return.”

I kissed the corner of her mouth before slipping away, leaving her to stalk toward Paul with the grin of a woman who knew exactly how powerful she was about to make him feel.

She gave me a quizzical look when I slipped away, but I didn’t explain. I dried off, took my time moving inside, savoring the anticipation of what I knew I’d return to.

By the time I came back out, the scene waiting for me nearly stopped me in my tracks. Paul was half-reclined in one of the big lounge chairs, robe loose and spread, his cock standing tall against his stomach. Laura was already kneeling on the cushions at his side, her fiery hair falling over her shoulders as she leaned in to lick slow, deliberate strokes up and down his shaft. She had one hand curled at the base, the other braced on his thigh, and she was taking her time—enjoying herself as much as he was.

I let the moment linger before crossing to the bar in the pool house. From the humidor I’d raided earlier, I clipped and lit one of his cigars, then poured him a fresh drink. The scent of the tobacco curled lazily in the air as I brought both to him.

Paul let out a low chuckle, accepting them with one hand while the other stayed firmly knotted in Laura’s hair. He exhaled, a long, contented sigh. “Life doesn’t get any better than this.”

Laura and I both laughed at that, though neither of us stopped what we were doing.

I dropped a cushion on the opposite side of his chair and slid down to my knees, my robe slipping open as I leaned in. His cock twitched at the sudden attention of two tongues, and I started at the other side of the shaft, licking long, slow stripes up the thick vein.

What surprised me wasn’t just the taste of him—it was the way Laura and I kept brushing against each other. Our tongues met at the base, swirling together before sliding apart to claim our halves. It felt unexpectedly intimate, more than just “sharing” him. Her lips brushed the corner of mine, her cheek warm against mine as we worked in tandem.

I pulled back for a second to watch her, mesmerized. The way she sucked his tip into her mouth, the wet sheen of her lips, the soft hum she made when she let him slide free—I realized my hand was drifting on its own, slipping beneath the edge of her robe.

I squeezed her hip first, meaning it as playful encouragement. But then I found myself tracing higher, over the curve of her waist, until my palm cupped her breast through the thin fabric. Her nipple was hard beneath my fingers.

She moaned around Paul’s cock, the vibration making him groan above us, and instead of pulling away, she leaned into my touch. That was all the permission I needed. I tugged her robe aside, letting her breast spill free, and gave it a firm squeeze before rolling her nipple between my fingers.

I hadn’t expected to enjoy it so much, the feel of another woman’s body under my hand. But there I was, kneeling beside her, licking the same cock she was, my tongue brushing hers while my hand worked her breast like I’d been aching to touch her all along.

When she pulled back to gasp for air, she turned to me suddenly, lips parted. Without thinking, I kissed her, tasting Paul’s slick arousal on her mouth, her tongue tangling with mine. His cock bobbed unattended between us for a moment, wet and shining, as Laura and I devoured each other.

Then, almost laughing, we both dove back down together, licking from base to tip, trading kisses and strokes, making him groan and mutter curses under his breath.

It wasn’t just about teasing Paul anymore—it was about the way Laura made me feel, the way our mouths moved in sync, the way her body leaned into mine like we’d been doing this for years. My hands couldn’t seem to leave her, roaming from her tits to her ass, squeezing and stroking as much as I licked Paul.

For the first time, I realized I wasn’t only putting on a show. I wanted her—her moans, her body, her taste—and that realization made me wetter than I’d ever admit.

The thing that stunned me most—the thing I hadn’t expected to love—was kissing Laura with the head of Paul’s cock pressed between our lips. Our tongues brushed over each other as we slid our mouths up and down him, trading kisses that tasted of skin and salt and arousal. Every time our lips met with his cock still between us, Paul groaned louder, his hips jerking helplessly.

He didn’t complain, not once. If anything, he was losing his mind watching us, his hand gripping the armrest tight, his cigar forgotten as we devoured him together.

That’s how it happened—our mouths sealed around his swollen head, tongues teasing each other as much as him—when Paul suddenly stiffened. His body went taut, and then he erupted.

Hot spurts filled our mouths and spilled onto our tongues, and instead of pulling away, Laura kissed me harder, deliberately sharing it with me. I moaned into her mouth, shocked at how much it turned me on. We traded his cum back and forth, tongues swirling, lips sticky, until the last oozing drops slid free.

I’d never experienced anything like it before. The decadence of it. The intimacy. The sheer filth. And I loved it—absolutely loved it.

Even after Paul’s cock began to soften, Laura and I stayed locked together, kissing hungrily, licking the taste of him from each other’s mouths. Finally, we both leaned up toward him, drawing him into a messy three-way kiss that left us all breathless.

When we pulled back, Laura grinned wickedly and said, “Now we’re going upstairs to get ourselves ready to fuck your brains out. Give us about an hour.”

Paul chuckled, shaking his head in disbelief. “I suppose you expect fresh drinks waiting for you when you get out of the shower?”

Laura giggled, her hand sliding into mine as she tugged me toward the house. “That would be sweet of you. Thanks.”

And the two of us, still sticky and flushed, disappeared inside, leaving him smiling like the luckiest man alive.


For Whose Benefit

I’d always assumed that threesomes were about putting on a show for a man—that the women were just there to act out his fantasy. Everything for his benefit, every touch, every kiss exaggerated so he’d get off on it. This was nothing like that.

Paul wasn’t with us when we slipped into the master bathroom. He had no idea how much Laura and I already enjoyed kissing each other, how natural it felt to keep our hands roaming as the steam rose around us. He didn’t see how much of it was for us.

The shower was huge, warm water pouring down from multiple jets. Laura stepped in first, her pale skin glistening, freckles disappearing under the rivulets. I followed, and almost instantly, we were facing each other under the spray, laughing as the water pounded against us.

It started playfully—her reaching up to rub shampoo into my hair, her fingers massaging my scalp with slow, sensual circles that made me shiver. I closed my eyes, enjoying it far more than I should have, until her fingers trailed down my neck, lingered at my shoulders, and slid across my breasts under the guise of rinsing.

“Your turn,” I whispered, and I returned the favor, working lather into her ginger hair, tugging gently at the roots until she sighed and leaned into my hands. When I rinsed her, my palms traveled down her back, lingering at the curve of her waist, the swell of her ass, before sliding around to the front. I pretended it was practical—just washing—but we both knew it wasn’t.

We soaped and rinsed each other everywhere. My hands glided over her stomach, her thighs, her breasts. She gasped when I rolled her nipple between my fingers under the spray, but instead of pulling away, she pressed closer, her tits grazing mine as she grinned. I surprised myself again—how much I liked it, how much I wanted more.

By the time we stepped out, the air felt cool against our wet skin. We took oversized towels and dried each other slowly, dragging the soft fabric across flushed bodies. Laura giggled when I dabbed at her inner thighs, and I giggled back when she did the same to me, both of us buzzing from the closeness.

It didn’t stop there. We ended up sitting on the edge of the bed, brushing each other’s damp hair, taking turns tugging the brush gently through tangles, then smoothing the strands with our fingers. It was strangely intimate, almost domestic, and it left me feeling dizzy.

Then we stretched out facing each other on the bed, propped up on our elbows, sipping the fresh drinks Paul had sent up. The shower had rinsed away any pretense. We were bare, honest, and humming with anticipation.

We started talking about Paul—what we wanted to do with him, what we wanted him to do to us. Laura teased me about how hard I’d grabbed her tits earlier, and I teased her about the little moan she made when I squeezed her ass. The laughter gave way to more serious plotting, tossing ideas back and forth like conspirators.

“How should we start tonight?” I asked, licking a bead of condensation from my glass.

Laura grinned wickedly. “I’m guessing you already have something in mind.”

“I do,” I admitted, leaning closer. “I want us both on the bed, together, teasing each other, making him watch until he can’t stand it anymore.”

Her eyes lit up immediately. “God, yes. Torture him with it. Make him beg.”

We clinked our glasses together, sealing the pact.

For a moment after, it was quiet except for our breathing. Her hand drifted across the bedspread and found mine, fingers lacing together. “We could start without him,” she whispered, eyes searching mine.

The thought jolted through me like a spark. My body screamed yes, but I managed a breathless laugh. “Tempting. But no. He’d never forgive us.”

Laura smirked, rolling onto her back, stretching her arms overhead, her breasts rising beautifully as she sighed. “You’re right. But damn, it’s hard to wait.”

I lay back beside her, the space between us narrowing until our thighs brushed. And there we stayed for nearly an hour—talking, sipping, plotting, resisting the urge to give in completely—saving it for Paul, even though every nerve in my body begged me not to.

Laura and I were already tangled together when Paul walked into the bedroom—kissing deeply, hands roaming boldly over each other’s bare skin. We’d stacked pillows against the headboard in preparation, and when I saw him pause in the doorway, eyes widening at the sight of us, I smiled and beckoned him closer.

“Sit,” I told him, patting the spot. He obeyed, reclining against the pillows, legs spread wide. I grabbed another pillow and placed it across his lap, then lay back against him, my head resting just under his chin, angled enough that I could still see Laura.

“We thought you might like seeing this from our perspective,” I teased, pulling my knees up and spreading them slowly, deliberately.

Laura grinned wickedly, her red hair tumbling over her shoulders as she crawled between my thighs. She started at my knees, kissing the soft inside of each, then worked her way upward with maddening patience. Every brush of her lips was slower than the last, every stroke of her tongue just enough to make me shiver.

By the time she reached my pussy and flicked her tongue along my slit, I was already moaning. My hips lifted on their own, desperate, and I reached for Paul’s hands, guiding them to my breasts. His palms cupped me firmly, and I urged him on, whispering for him to squeeze, pinch, twist until the sharp mix of pain and pleasure had me gasping.

“You’re right,” Paul purred in my ear, his voice husky with awe. “This is a great view.”

I barely managed to nod. Laura’s tongue was everywhere—long, slow licks up and down, circling my clit without quite committing, making me squirm. When she finally sucked my clit into her mouth, her tongue flicking rapidly as her teeth grazed just enough to make me jolt, the orgasm tore through me fast and hard.

My cry echoed off the bedroom walls, muffled only by Paul’s arms tightening around me, holding me against his chest as though he wanted to feel every spasm with me.

“Oh, wow,” he mumbled, kissing my hair. “Oh, wow.”

Laura pulled back just enough to giggle, her lips glistening. “I’m just getting started.”

And then she dove right back in, lapping at me hungrily, like my climax had only whetted her appetite.

* * *

“He’s ready,” I giggled to Laura, my voice still shaky from the aftershocks of my third orgasm. I’d checked under the pillow with one hand, fingers wrapping easily around Paul’s cock, finding it thick, hot, and straining hard.

Laura gave me a sly little smile and slid gracefully off the bed, pausing to sip her drink like she had all the time in the world. My body was still trembling, desperate for more, but she was in no rush. That confidence of hers made my stomach twist with anticipation.

I spun around on the bed, repositioning myself with a pillow at the foot, my head dangling back just slightly over the edge. It left me exposed, wide open, my chest rising and falling as I spread my legs in invitation. Laura climbed back onto the bed, crawling over me with feline grace. Her robe slipped open completely as she swung one thigh across my chest, lowering her pussy until it hovered just inches above my lips. I tilted my head, inhaling her sweet, musky scent, already aching to taste her.

“C’mon, lover boy,” she purred over her shoulder, looking back at Paul with a wicked grin. “It’s time for you to fuck her.”

Paul needed no more prompting. He stepped up behind her, cock in hand, and pressed the head against her swollen slit. I could see it perfectly from where I lay—every detail of the moment. The thick crown parting her folds, sliding slowly up and down to coat himself in her wetness before pushing deeper.

My tongue darted out, flicking her clit just as he eased in.

“Ohhh, fuck,” Laura moaned, bracing her hands on either side of me, her hips rolling forward as his cock sank fully inside her. Her cry vibrated down into my mouth as I sucked her clit, flicking faster, harder, desperate to make her cum.

From my angle, I had the best view imaginable: his cock sliding in and out of her, glistening with her arousal. I shifted slightly, craning my neck so that when he withdrew, I could drag my tongue along his shaft, tasting her slickness coating him, before he buried himself back inside. Then I’d return to her clit, circling, sucking, listening to her breathless gasps.

She was gone almost immediately. Her thighs clamped tight around my head, her whole body trembling as she came hard, crying out into the thick air of the bedroom. Her juices spilled freely, soaking Paul’s cock, and when he pulled out slightly, I licked it eagerly from his shaft, savoring the tang of her orgasm.

Paul groaned above us, gripping Laura’s hips as he thrust harder, while she rocked forward into my mouth, her clit throbbing under my tongue. I felt the heat building again inside me, even though neither of them was touching me. Just the sight, the taste, the sounds—it was enough to have me writhing, desperate for more.

Laura was already shuddering from her second orgasm, her body trembling above me, when I slid out from beneath her. My face was wet with her taste, my lips tingling, and my own thighs slick from how turned on I was just watching her unravel. I stepped around to where Paul was gripping her hips, his cock still driving into her with steady, hungry thrusts.

“Now fuck her good,” I whispered hotly into his ear, then raised my voice so Laura could hear too. I smacked her ass hard, the sharp crack echoing in the room. She gasped, her head flying up, red hair sticking to her sweaty cheeks. “Fuck her until she begs you to stop.”

I slapped her ass again, harder this time, leaving a crimson handprint blooming on her pale skin. She moaned like she loved the sting, her hips pressing back into Paul with even more urgency.

Stepping to the side of the bed, I slid my hands beneath her swaying body, cupping her heavy tits. They filled my palms beautifully, firm and full, the nipples already stiff and sensitive from his relentless fucking. I kneaded them slowly at first, then rougher, pinching each nipple between my fingers until she was whining, grunting, her mouth spilling curses into the pillow.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” she groaned, guttural and raw.

I leaned over her, lips brushing her ear as I whispered, “You’re close, aren’t you? I can feel it. You’re right on the edge.” Then I pinched her nipple brutally hard and smacked her ass over and over with my other hand, each strike making her body jolt against Paul’s cock.

“She’s almost there,” I urged, eyes flashing up to Paul’s sweat-damp face. “Fuck her harder. Slam your cock into her. Cum in her hot pussy.”

His eyes darkened at my words, his grip on her tightening as he yanked her back into him. He began thrusting with wild, punishing force, the sound of his hips slapping against her ass mixing with her ragged cries.

Laura was gone. Thrashing her head from side to side, hair flying, her mouth open in a scream that built higher and higher. Then it tore from her throat, raw and unrestrained:

“FUUUUUCK!”

Her whole body convulsed, clamping around his cock. Paul roared above her, his own orgasm triggered by the sheer violence of hers. I watched, mesmerized, as he slammed deep and held there, groaning into her back, cock jerking as he flooded her. Her pussy was gushing, his cum spilling with it, the thick white mess streaming down her thighs in hot rivulets.

It was one of the most incredible sights I’d ever witnessed—two bodies utterly lost in lust and need, shaking, moaning, breaking apart together.

I dropped to my knees at the side of the bed as Paul finally slumped back, pulling his softening cock from her drenched pussy. I was ready. My tongue darted out immediately, licking him clean from base to tip. He hissed at the sensitivity, but I was gentle, feather-light, savoring every drop of their combined juices.

“Turn over,” I murmured to Laura, voice low and hoarse. She obeyed, rolling onto her back, legs still trembling, her thighs glistening with cum. I spread her wide and dove in, licking and sucking their mingled spend from her swollen lips, her thighs, her still-twitching clit.

The taste was heady, obscene, decadent—and the act itself pushed me over. My pussy clenched around nothing as I licked her, waves rolling through me until I realized with shock: I was actually cumming, just from tasting them. My moans vibrated against her pussy, and Laura threw her head back with a broken laugh that turned into another shuddering cry.

I didn’t stop until she collapsed fully against the pillows, limp and sated, and Paul sat stunned, staring at us both like he’d stumbled into the wildest dream of his life.


The Morning After

Paul had enjoyed himself that night… and again the next morning. But honestly? Only half as much as I did. I’d never had that much fun in my life. There was a moment burned into my memory—Paul deep inside me, thrusting hard, while Laura knelt over me, her lips wrapped around my nipple, her fingers circling my clit with relentless precision. The combination shattered me. I came in short, rapid-fire bursts, one on top of the other, like a machine gun firing until the final one ripped through me with the force of an atomic bomb. I screamed, thrashed, laughed, and cried all at once. It was pure, uncontrollable release.

Afterward, we collapsed in a tangle of arms and legs, slick with sweat and cum, too exhausted to move. Later, a sweet, leisurely shower together washed away the mess, but not the closeness. We soaped each other gently, rinsed each other’s hair, kissed under the spray like lovers who couldn’t quite say goodbye yet.

When we finally padded barefoot into the kitchen, wrapped in towels, Paul was still upstairs snoring softly. Laura brewed coffee while I leaned against the counter, the morning sunlight spilling across the tiles. We sat down at the little table, steaming mugs between our hands, and for the first time in hours there was silence—no moans, no music, no laughter. Just the two of us.

“I’m sad the weekend is over,” I confessed, surprising myself with how heavy the words felt.

“Oh?” Laura cocked her head, her green eyes studying me carefully. “Any particular reason?”

I smiled faintly, tracing the rim of my mug. “I just… I enjoyed it. All of it. Not just Paul. You and me—especially when it was just us.”

Her eyebrow arched, a slow smile spreading across her freckled face. “Maybe next time we get together… we won’t invite him.”

I blinked at her, heat rising in my cheeks even as my stomach fluttered with excitement. “You mean that?”

Laura leaned forward, covering my hand with hers, her touch warm and sure. “I do.”

I squeezed her fingers, unable to stop my grin. “I think I’d like that.”

And in that quiet morning moment, sipping coffee with her hair still damp and her freckles glowing in the sunlight, I realized the weekend hadn’t just changed Paul and me. It had changed me and Laura, too.

* * *

Paul and I had a dinner date set for the following Wednesday. He wouldn’t tell me where we were going—only, “Wear something classy.” That, of course, sent my curiosity spiraling.

When he pulled up in front of the clubhouse of an exclusive private golf club, I felt my eyebrows shoot up. The place was stunning, its manicured lawns stretching out like something from a magazine. My curiosity gave way to nerves as he opened my door and led me inside.

The moment we walked through the entrance, I realized this wasn’t just dinner. A hostess ushered us toward a banquet hall, and when the doors opened, my breath caught. The room was enormous, filled with dozens of round tables dressed in crisp white cloths, gleaming china, and elaborate floral arrangements. A soft buzz of conversation drifted through the air.

But then something happened that made my stomach lurch. A voice came over the speakers: “Ladies and gentlemen, our guests of honor have arrived.”

The words barely had time to register before the room rose to its feet. Every face turned toward us. Applause erupted, punctuated by whistles and warm cheers.

I leaned closer to Paul, my smile frozen in place. “Are you receiving some kind of award or something?” I whispered, half-panicked, half-hopeful.

His grin was maddeningly mischievous. “I hope so.”

From there it was a blur of handshakes, cheek kisses, and introductions. His parents. His sister. Golf buddies. Colleagues from the hospital. I nodded, smiled, exchanged pleasantries, but my heart was hammering in my chest. Why were all of these people here? Why were we the guests of honor?

When everyone was seated, the MC took the stage, microphone in hand. He welcomed everyone formally, cracked a few jokes, then invited a pastor forward to give the benediction. My palms began to sweat.

And then—casually, almost playfully—the MC said, “Now, there’s only one person in this room who doesn’t yet know the reason we’re all gathered here tonight.”

Dozens of eyes swung my way. My throat went dry.

He gestured toward Paul. “Doctor Whidborne, if you would join us at the front.”

Paul rose, his composure steady, his smile easy, while mine faltered. He thanked people by name, acknowledged friends and family, and then—like the seasoned speaker he was—he slipped into a story.

“You know,” he began, “some of you in this room are lawyers. And if I recall correctly, one of your golden rules is never ask a question you don’t already know the answer to.”

The crowd chuckled.

“In my profession, however,” he went on, pausing just long enough to let the room settle, “that’s exactly what we do all day long.”

My chest tightened. The air seemed suddenly too thin.

Then his eyes found mine. “So, continuing in that vein… Gemma, would you please stand?”

My knees almost gave out right there. Oh my god. He’s not—he can’t—

But he was.

I pushed back my chair, hands braced against the table for balance, legs trembling so badly I thought they’d fold beneath me. When I finally stood, Paul’s voice rang out, strong and certain:

“Gemma Elisabeth Webster, will you do me the great honor of being my wife?”

The room dissolved into silence, and for a moment all I could hear was the rush of my own blood in my ears. My knees wobbled again, and one of the nearby doctors shot up to steady me, a firm hand on my arm keeping me upright.

I blinked back tears, took one faltering step, then another. Each pace forward felt like moving through a dream. By the time I reached him, tears were streaming freely down my cheeks.

“Yes!” I managed, my voice breaking but growing louder with each word. “Yes!”

The room erupted. Applause thundered, chairs scraped back, whistles and cheers filled the air. But none of it mattered. None of it even registered.

Because all I could feel was Paul’s arms around me, his mouth on mine, his heartbeat pressed tight to my chest as the world clapped and hollered around us.

* * *

The patio door slid open and the warm air rolled over me. Laura was the first out, hair still damp and clinging in a few rebellious curls, and Paul followed close behind—both of them completely, absurdly naked. For a second I just took them in: the little smear of wet where the sun hit Paul’s chest, the way Laura’s freckles scattered across her shoulders like a constellation. My stomach kicked.

Laura moved with that same easy confidence she always had and dropped into the lounger beside me with a satisfied little thump. She propped her sunglasses on top of her head and grinned, the kind of grin that always made my pulse skip. Paul padded to the wet bar, already reaching for glasses and ice.

“Ready for one, Gemma?” she asked, eyes flicking to my face, voice casual but heated at the same time.

I didn’t bother pretending. “Please,” I breathed, and then, because mischief had been my unofficial state ever since I put that ring on, I turned to her. “Did you leave any of him for me?”

She laughed, low and delighted. “Hell no. Did you expect me to?”

The sound escaped me—a loud, easy laugh that felt like it wanted to burst out of my chest. “Then I guess you’ll have to take care of me later yourself,” I said, waggling my brows.

Laura peeked over the top of her sunglasses, eyes bright and wicked. “Now that will be my very great pleasure.” Her voice softened, and there was a moment when hers and mine met across the sunlit air and something more private passed between us—an electric acknowledgment that we both meant it.

Paul came back with two plastic tumblers, condensation beading on the sides. He handed one to Laura, then to me, and lingered where he could watch the small tableau we’d made. For once the newness of being his wife and the raw, hot present of what we’d all just done sat together in my chest as something beautiful rather than complicated. The ring on my finger caught the sun and flashed like a secret.

Laura tipped her drink and gave me a teasing look. “So, Mrs. Whidborne, you okay with being waited on for a bit? Or do you want to start without me going full siren?”

“Start without you?” I echoed, mock affronted. “Please. You know I could never be that cruel.”

She rolled her eyes but didn’t move away. Instead, she shifted so the side of her thigh brushed mine—just grazing—and I felt hot all over. The contact was tiny, trivial, but it sent heat right where it needed to go. I traced one lazy arc on the lounger with my thumb, watching the way Paul’s jaw tightened when she leaned forward and let her hand travel slow and deliberate across his hip.

“You two are impossible,” he said, amusement woven with surrender. “Do what you want. I’m trying to be patient.”

“Patience is overrated,” Laura answered, tipping back the last of her drink and setting the tumbler down with exaggerated care. Then, softer, she added to me, “But we will be gentle. For now.”

I made a face, but it was all performance. Inside, something calm and ferocious hummed—new-wife certainty braided with the old thrill of being desired by these two. The afternoon sunlight gilded the curve of Laura’s collarbone; Paul’s shoulders rose and fell as he watched us, like a man holding himself taut with anticipation.

I eased down into the lounger, let my head fall back, and gave myself up to the moment—the lazy heat, the soft clink of ice in the glass, the murmur of distant birds—knowing very well that later would come, and when it did it wouldn’t be gentle at all. For now, there was laughter to be shared, and the delicious, private knowledge that we’d still have each other’s bodies to explore when the sun dipped lower.

Laura reached over and squeezed my hand, quick and warm. “Promise?” she murmured, just for me.

I squeezed back, answering with the same crooked, certain smile I’d used in the banquet hall when I said yes. “Promise,” I said.

She pulled her sunglasses down again, gave Paul a last wicked look, and then settled back as if she’d always belonged in that lounger beside me—sun-kissed, dangerous, and utterly, wonderfully ready.

The End
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Shared on the Beach: A Couple Stumble Into A New World

Chris only ever wanted Gemma to feel desired. A playful fantasy here, a teasing look there—just something to keep things exciting.

So how did they end up here?

Here, where Gemma’s tied to a motel bed in red fishnet, sucking one man’s cock while another pounds her dripping pussy—and Chris is standing at the bedside, hard and breathless, watching every second. Here, where moans and wet slaps fill the room as her body is used, filled, and adored by men they’d only just met. Here, where the fantasy they once whispered about explodes into reality, too intense to ever take back.

The path from innocent teasing to raw, unapologetic pleasure was shorter than they ever imagined—a vacation, a reckless decision, and two men eager to fuck Gemma until she admitted just how much she loved being their slut.

Now Chris has to face the truth: this is what he wanted. But is he ready for what comes next?

Shared by the Lake: A Couple Discover Their Deepest Secrets

It was supposed to be a relaxing getaway for two couples who had been best friends for years. But when a simple mix-up with a reservation forces them all into a single room, the boundaries of their friendship begin to blur.

What starts as playful teasing with sunscreen and shed bikinis quickly escalates into something far more dangerous. The line between flirtation and infidelity is erased, leading to a night of partner swapping, threesomes, and an unexpected descent into the world of swinging.

Mike discovers a side of his wife, Leah, he never knew existed, as she and her friend Emma explore a raw, primal sexuality that leaves them all breathless and wanting more. From a daring blowjob in a taxi to a shocking encounter with a stranger from a lingerie shop, the thrill is mixed with a dangerous fear that they are pushing too far, too fast.

As their inhibitions crumble, they stumble upon their neighbors, the Carters and the Browns, who reveal themselves to be seasoned swingers. Their uninhibited passion challenges everything Mike and his friends thought they knew about love, marriage, and desire.

Will this unforgettable weekend bring the two couples closer together or tear their lives apart forever? Or is this just the beginning of a whole new life?

While He Watches: A Wife Discovers That Size Matters

I still can't get my head around it. Even now, after six months, I don't get it.

I walk through the door having just sucked a random guy's big cock, and my husband Chris doesn't want to shout at me; he doesn't want a divorce. No, none of that.

What he wants to do is lay me down and eat me out while I tell him all about it. My God, ever since the first time I did it, he's been on another level with his oral—like he's trying to compete, but he knows his cock isn't enough.

The weird thing is, my friend Michelle told me this would happen. She told me that ever since she started to open her legs for other guys, her husband became so competitive, so attentive, so willing to please.

But even now, six months and many cocks later, it's so hard to believe. So I've decided to take it to the next level. Tonight, I won't be coming home to Chris to tell him how Edward's big black cock stretched me out.

No, tonight he's going to be watching.
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