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Origin

Natalie and I both grew up in the dusty, sunbaked town of Willow Creek, a speck of a place in rural West Texas where the horizon stretches forever and everyone knows your name before you introduce yourself. We were the same age, attended the same high school, but our worlds barely overlapped. She was the golden girl—cheer captain, homecoming court, straight-A honor roll, always surrounded by laughter and admiring glances. I was the quiet one in the back row, more comfortable tinkering with engines or shooting pool with my handful of buddies than chasing popularity. I slacked through classes, coasted on just enough effort to graduate, and spent most weekends nursing cheap beer under the stars or working odd jobs to save for something—anything—beyond that small-town trap.

College changed everything, though neither of us expected it to. We both ended up at Texas Tech in Lubbock—big enough to feel like escape, small enough that paths still crossed. Senior year, fate (or bad scheduling) threw us together in an advanced ethics seminar, the kind of class that forces group discussions and late-night study sessions. At first, it was just polite nods across the lecture hall. Then one evening in the library, when the fluorescent lights buzzed and the air smelled faintly of old coffee and desperation, she slid into the seat beside me.

“You’re from Willow Creek, right?” she asked, her voice soft but direct, like she’d been waiting to say it.

I looked up from my notes, startled. Up close, she was even more striking—dark hair falling in loose waves, green eyes that seemed to see right through the walls I’d built. “Yeah. You too.”

We started talking. Not small talk—real talk. About how the town had felt suffocating, how we’d both carried pieces of it with us even here. She confessed she’d always felt the pressure to be perfect, the good girl who never stepped out of line. I admitted I’d spent high school hiding behind sarcasm and beer because I didn’t know how to be anything else. Hours slipped away. The library emptied. By the time we walked out into the cool night air, something had shifted—quiet, electric, undeniable.

From there, it unfolded naturally. Coffee turned into dinners, study sessions into long drives out to the edge of town where the city lights faded and the stars felt close enough to touch. I found myself opening up in ways I never had—laughing louder, risking vulnerability. She let her guard down too, showing the sharp, curious mind beneath the polished exterior, the way her laugh could turn husky when she was truly relaxed. The attraction built slowly, then all at once: stolen kisses in the shadows of the engineering building, hands lingering longer than necessary, the heat of her body pressed against mine in the front seat of my beat-up truck.

I’d buckled down in college, trading late nights partying for late nights studying. Engineering clicked for me in a way high school never had; I graduated with honors and a stack of job offers that felt like a ticket out. Natalie finished strong too—top of her class in public relations and nonprofit management.

That summer, under the wide Texas sky back in Willow Creek for the wedding, we said our vows in a simple outdoor ceremony at her parents’ ranch. The air smelled of mesquite smoke and fresh-cut hay. She wore white lace that hugged her curves, her eyes shining with a mix of nerves and certainty as she promised forever. I slipped the ring on her finger feeling like the luckiest man alive.

We moved to Houston right after—a sprawling, humid giant of a city that swallowed us whole. I started as a junior engineer at one of the big international oil and gas firms downtown, the kind with glass towers and global reach. Natalie landed a role at a prominent environmental nonprofit, the sort that threw galas and fundraisers to court donors. Coming from dirt roads and quiet nights, the city hit us like a wave: traffic that never slept, skyscrapers blotting out the stars, the constant hum of possibility.

But we had each other, dual incomes, no kids yet, and money left over after rent and bills. We dove into it—weekend brunches in Montrose, rooftop bars with skyline views, friends who were as ambitious and hungry as we were. Natalie thrived in that world. Her job demanded she charm rooms full of wealthy strangers, so she sharpened her style: sleek dresses that clung in all the right places, heels that made her legs look endless, makeup that turned heads without trying too hard. She’d always been beautiful, but now she owned it—confident, magnetic, a little dangerous in the way she moved through a crowd.

She coached me too, gently at first. “Stand taller,” she’d murmur before a company event, adjusting my tie with fingers that lingered on my chest. “You’ve earned this room.” Little by little, the awkward small-town kid faded. I learned to hold eye contact, to joke without apology, to feel at ease in tailored suits and crowded receptions. She made me better—bolder, more present—and in return, I watched her bloom into someone who commanded attention without ever demanding it.

The city didn’t just change our address. It cracked us open, let new desires breathe. We started noticing things: the way other couples moved together, the electric undercurrent at those late-night parties, the thrill of pushing boundaries just a little further each time. Natalie’s eyes would sparkle with mischief when she caught someone staring. I’d feel a possessive heat in my gut—and something else, something darker and more exciting, stirring beneath it all.

We were still us, still the kids from Willow Creek. But we were becoming something more.

My hard work hadn't gone unnoticed. Two years into the Houston grind—long hours in glass-walled offices overlooking the bayou, presentations that actually mattered—my boss called me in one afternoon. The air conditioning hummed too loud in the silence as he slid a folder across the desk: a rare expat posting in the Middle East. Saudi Arabia, to be precise, one of those Aramco-linked opportunities that fast-tracked careers if you could handle the isolation and the heat. It wasn't glamorous—dry, conservative, far from everything familiar—but at 24, with Natalie and me still young and hungry for more than suburban routines, it felt like the kind of leap you don't turn down.

We packed up our Houston apartment in a haze of excitement and nerves, saying goodbye to rooftop bars and weekend drives to Galveston. The flight was endless, landing us in a world of blinding sun and sand that stretched like an ocean. The company spared no expense: a sprawling villa in a gated compound with high walls, a maid who appeared like magic to handle the laundry and meals, a driver who navigated the chaotic highways with calm precision. It was luxurious in a way that felt almost unreal—marble floors cool underfoot even in 110-degree heat, a private pool shimmering under date palms—but it came with rules. Strict ones. Natalie couldn't work; her visa tied her hands. At first, the days stretched long and quiet while I was at the office or on-site.

She adapted faster than I expected. Through coffee mornings and compound playgroups, she found a tight-knit circle of expat women—Americans, Brits, Aussies, a few Europeans—who'd all landed in the same strange paradise. They swapped stories over iced mint tea, planned escapes to the Red Sea or Dubai malls, laughed about cultural mishaps. Natalie thrived in it. The restrictions that might have stifled someone else only seemed to fuel her. She threw herself into organizing trips: long weekends in Jordan to float in the Dead Sea, quick hops to Istanbul for spice markets and Turkish baths, European layovers on our annual home leave. We'd return sun-kissed and buzzing, collapsing into each other on cool sheets, whispering about the places we'd seen, the way the world felt bigger now. Those nights, her body pressed against mine in the dark, felt charged—her confidence growing, her touch more assured, like she was claiming space in this new life we'd built.

The last four months of her first pregnancy, though, the distance became too much. Kristian was due, and the local hospitals, while modern, felt foreign in ways that unnerved us both. She flew back to Texas alone, staying with her parents in Willow Creek while I wrapped up loose ends. Video calls became our lifeline—her glowing on the screen, hand on her swollen belly, telling me about kicks and cravings. When our son arrived, healthy and screaming, I flew home in a blur of airports and jet lag, holding him for the first time in the same hospital where we'd both been born decades earlier. It grounded us, reminded us of roots even as we lived uprooted.

After two years, the company moved us again—this time to Asia, Singapore to be exact. Cleaner air, greener streets, a city-state that welcomed families with open arms. English everywhere, international schools, malls that felt like air-conditioned wonderlands. Natalie joined me a few weeks after I'd set up our apartment—high-rise views of the harbor, a nursery already painted soft blue. Kristian was barely walking, toddling into everything with fearless curiosity. We settled in quickly. The expat community here was vibrant, less cloistered: barbecues by the pool, playdates in botanical gardens, nights out in Clarke Quay where the lights reflected off the water like scattered jewels.

Before long, Natalie was pregnant again. This time, she stayed. The hospitals were world-class, the doctors spoke flawless English, and after one birth abroad already under her belt, she trusted the system. Harriet came into the world on a humid evening, the delivery room filled with the low hum of monitors and Natalie's determined breaths. I held her hand the whole time, watching her strength, the way she owned every moment. Afterward, in the quiet hours while the baby slept between us, she'd look at me with that same spark I'd first seen in the library back in Lubbock—fiercer now, deepened by motherhood and all we'd navigated together.

We stayed nearly three years, long enough for the kids to develop little Singaporean accents on certain words, for us to feel the rhythm of the place become part of us. The life was good—very good. Challenging projects that earned respect and bonuses, weekends on Sentosa Island building sandcastles, quiet evenings when the city lights twinkled and we'd sit on the balcony, wine in hand, talking about everything and nothing. But eventually, the call came: a management role back in Texas, Houston again, but this time with real authority.

Leaving was bittersweet. We said goodbye to friends who'd become family, to the ease of compound life and the thrill of constant newness. Natalie cried on the flight out, Harriet asleep on her chest, Kristian staring wide-eyed out the window. I felt it too—a quiet ache for what we'd built, mixed with anticipation for home. We'd changed. The world had cracked us open, shown us possibilities we'd never imagined back in Willow Creek. Natalie especially—she carried herself differently now, more self-possessed, more alive. And in the stolen glances we shared across airplane seats, I sensed something stirring deeper: a hunger for more than stability, a curiosity about where our story might lead next.

With the expat savings stacked up and my new management salary kicking in, we finally pulled the trigger on a house that felt like a real step up. A four-bedroom in a leafy Houston suburb—big backyard for the kids, wide porches, the kind of neighborhood where people wave from driveways and kids ride bikes until the streetlights come on. Kristian was three, full of endless energy and questions; Harriet was almost two, toddling around with that determined little waddle that made us both melt. It was the life we'd dreamed of back in Singapore, but grounded now, rooted.

Natalie decided she didn't want to jump back into full-time work until Harriet started kindergarten. "I want these years," she said one evening, wiping applesauce off Harriet's chin while Kristian built an elaborate block tower nearby. So she became the full-time mom and homemaker—no maid, no driver, just her and the daily rhythm of laundry, meals, playdates, and nap schedules. She took it in stride, never complaining. If anything, she seemed to find a quiet satisfaction in it—the control, the routine, the small wins of a clean house and happy kids. To give herself breathing room, she found a reliable woman who came Tuesdays and Thursdays mornings. Those hours became sacred: she'd disappear for a gym session, a coffee run, or just to wander the bookstore alone, coming back with a glow that had nothing to do with makeup.

Fitness became her thing, almost an obsession in the best way. After Harriet, she'd been relentless. The first three months postpartum, she was at the gym or pounding the neighborhood sidewalks every day she could manage, eating clean, tracking everything. By the time Kristian turned three, she was within five pounds of her high school weight. I thought she looked incredible—curves softened just enough by motherhood to feel real and inviting—but she kept pushing, determined to hit what she called her "normal." Another two months, a few more tweaks to her routine, and she got there. Since then, she'd hover right around it: up a couple pounds after a holiday weekend, then right back down with that same quiet discipline. She never bragged about it, never fished for compliments. She'd just catch her reflection in the hallway mirror sometimes, tug at her shirt, and say, "Eh, close enough," like she didn't notice how heads turned when she walked into a room.

She was beautiful in the most effortless, unaware way. 5'7", about 125 pounds now, long legs that seemed to go on forever, especially in the yoga pants she lived in at home. Her black hair fell past her shoulders in soft waves she rarely bothered to style beyond a quick ponytail. Dark brown eyes that crinkled at the corners when she laughed—really laughed—and those full, naturally pink lips framed by dimples that appeared like magic whenever something genuinely amused her. Her B-cup breasts were sensitive, responsive; I'd tease them gently and watch her squirm, breath catching, body arching in that instinctive way that always drove me wild. But honestly? Her legs and that tight, rounded butt—honed from endless squats and runs—were what stopped me in my tracks. She'd bend to pick up a toy, and I'd have to look away before my thoughts wandered too far in front of the kids.

Me? I'm 5'11", average build, starting to thin on top no matter how much I pretend not to notice. Solid enough from weekend pickup basketball, but nothing special. I've always known, deep down, that I married way above my league. Natalie picked me—steady, reliable, the guy with career prospects—and I still catch myself wondering if that's the main reason sometimes. She never acts like it, never makes me feel less. If anything, she looks at me like I'm the only man in the room. But I see the way other guys glance at her—at the grocery store, at the park—and feel that familiar mix of pride and quiet possessiveness.

As Christmas crept closer, the family pressure ramped up. Calls from both sets of parents, aunts, cousins: "You have to come home this year." "The kids need to see their grandparents." "It's been too long." We weren't against it—we missed the old traditions, the smell of mesquite smoke and pecan pie—but after years of compound pools and Singapore skylines, Willow Creek felt... small. Quiet. A little boring, if we were honest.

Then Natalie mentioned in passing that I'd banked over a month of vacation. The dam broke. Texts, voicemails, group chats. Finally, we caved and struck a deal: we'd fly in on December 15th—my birthday—and stay through January 2nd. A full two-and-a-half weeks. Word spread like wildfire among Natalie's old high-school crowd. Within days her phone was buzzing with messages: "We HAVE to get together!" "Girls' night?" "Remember that bonfire spot?" She laughed it off at first, but I could see the spark in her eyes—the mix of nostalgia and curiosity about stepping back into that world as the woman she'd become.
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The departure day snuck up on us faster than expected. By mid-morning, the SUV was packed to the roof—diaper bags, wrapped Christmas presents stacked like colorful bricks, sippy cups wedged in every cupholder, and the kids already half-dozing in their car seats from the early start. We pointed west on I-10, Houston fading in the rearview as the flat Texas landscape opened up: endless scrub, oil pumps nodding lazily, the sky a pale winter blue.

Halfway, with Kristian and Harriet finally out cold in the back—cheeks flushed, tiny snores blending with the highway hum—Natalie glanced over and raised an eyebrow. "Your turn to nap if you want. I can drive."

I handed her the wheel, then reached into the cooler for the bottle of whiskey I'd stashed. Ice clinked as I poured a generous measure into a plastic cup. The amber liquid caught the afternoon sun slanting through the windshield.

"Is that necessary?" she asked, voice low so as not to wake the kids. Her eyes flicked from the road to me, a mix of amusement and mild disapproval curving those full lips.

"Can't help it," I said, taking a slow sip. The burn was familiar, comforting. "I'm my father's son."

She huffed a quiet laugh, adjusting her grip on the wheel. Her black hair was pulled into a loose ponytail, a few strands escaping to brush her neck. In the soft light, she looked every bit the naturally pretty woman she'd always been—no effort, no pretense. Jeans hugging her long legs, a simple sweater clinging just enough to remind me what was underneath. She had no idea how she still turned heads, even in a rest-stop parking lot earlier when she'd bent to buckle Harriet. Hot in the most unselfconscious way.

"Don't get hammered before we get there," she said, firmer now. "It's your birthday, after all."

"I won't." I grinned, leaning back in the seat. "Besides, I want to find that cheerleader outfit of yours. Been teasing you about it for years—I'm determined this trip."

She rolled her eyes, but the dimples appeared, betraying her. "If you're lucky."

Sex with Natalie had always been something else. Incredible, effortless, the kind most guys only dream about. I'd only been with three women before her—awkward college hookups, nothing memorable—and then she came along, open, eager, genuinely into it. She loved sex the way some people love good food or a long run: fully, without apology. Even now, with two kids turning our nights into stolen moments, the spark hadn't dimmed. She had this playful, curious mind—never shocked when I'd suggest blindfolds, soft restraints, or just trying something new in the dark. She'd arch into it, breath hitching, whispering yes like it was the most natural thing.

I'd asked about her past more times than I could count, half-jealous, half-turned-on. She always kept it light. I was her second, she said. The first was a guy from her sophomore and junior years in college—a serious boyfriend she'd never named. From the few details she'd let slip over the years, it sounded like they'd barely left the bed those two years: lazy mornings tangled in sheets, late nights experimenting, the kind of reckless, hormone-fueled exploration that leaves marks on memory. High school? She was vaguer. "Some boys got handsy," she'd say with a shrug. "Bra, maybe panties, but nothing more." No names, no stories. I'd lie awake sometimes, piecing together faces from old yearbooks—quarterback? That tall guy on the basketball team?—wondering who else had felt the heat of her skin back then.

We pulled into her parents' driveway just as the December light started to bleed gold and fade, around 4:30. The house looked exactly like I remembered: big wraparound porch, Christmas lights already twinkling along the eaves, the smell of pine and woodsmoke drifting out when the door opened. Her mom enveloped us in hugs, her dad clapped me on the back, but the real spotlight swung immediately to the kids. Kristian toddled straight into Grandma's arms; Harriet buried her face in Grandpa's shoulder. I stood there with the diaper bag slung over one shoulder, presents in hand, mostly invisible.

They'd set us up in the small guest room above the detached garage—private stairs, separate entrance, far enough from the main house that crying babies wouldn't wake anyone. Perfect for a little stolen privacy, I thought, already picturing late-night whispers and her body under mine while the kids slept down the hall.

"Your folks are coming at 6:00," her mom announced over the chaos of unpacking, wiping Harriet's sticky hands. "They couldn't wait to see the grandbabies—and you, of course." She winked at me, but I caught the subtext: the birthday boy was secondary tonight.

Natalie shot me a quick look across the room—tired from the drive, but that familiar spark in her dark brown eyes. Like she knew exactly what I was thinking about that cheerleader outfit... and maybe, just maybe, she'd let me find it.

Around 5:00, the doorbell rang, and there was Sarah—Natalie's best friend from high school—breezing in with a bottle of sparkling cider and that same bright, infectious smile she'd had since we were kids. She made a beeline for the living room, dropping to her knees to coo over Kristian and Harriet like they'd hung the moon. "Oh my God, look at these babies! Kris, you're huge! And Harriet, those cheeks—I could eat you up."

Natalie laughed, the sound low and genuine, dimples flashing as she hugged Sarah tight. They immediately drifted to a quieter corner by the Christmas tree, heads close, voices animated. Old friends picking up right where they left off. Sarah looked good—really good, considering the years and the divorce. Blonde hair still falling in soft waves to her shoulders, a little shorter than Natalie at maybe 5'4", carrying a few extra pounds that settled in all the right places: fuller hips, a softer curve to her belly from motherhood, and those noticeably larger breasts straining just a bit against her simple red sweater. She had that cute, approachable prettiness—freckles across her nose, warm blue eyes, the kind of face that made you feel at ease.

Back in high school, Sarah had been something else entirely: seriously athletic, the kind of girl who ran track and played varsity volleyball, stunningly slim with a visible six-pack that showed even through her cheer uniform, yet somehow still blessed with those big breasts that turned heads everywhere. She was the fantasy of half the school—including me. I'd spent more nights than I cared to admit thinking about her, stroking myself to memories of her toned body sprinting down the field or doing push-ups during PE. Seeing her now, softer and fuller after marriage, motherhood, and a divorce, I felt a strange mix of nostalgia and quiet satisfaction. She'd held up beautifully, the changes only making her seem more real, more lived-in.

They'd stayed connected all these years—emails when we were overseas, Skype calls that stretched late into Houston or Singapore nights. Natalie always lit up talking about Sarah; I used to tease her that they were basically married in another life.

Sarah slipped out just as the front door opened again—my parents arriving with armloads of gifts, followed by Natalie's older sister Emily and her husband Jake. Emily was three years ahead of us, still living in Willow Creek, married to her high-school sweetheart who ran the family farm. She had three kids now, ages eleven down to six, a whirlwind of energy that crashed into the house like a small tornado. More hugs, more kisses, more squeals from the little ones reuniting with cousins.

We all crammed around the big dining table for dinner. Natalie's mom had outdone herself—roast turkey, sweet potato casserole, green beans with bacon, rolls still warm from the oven. The air smelled like home: cinnamon, gravy, pine from the tree in the corner. No wine or beer, of course—her parents were good Baptists through and through. My folks were the opposite; they'd have happily cracked open a bottle, but they played along without complaint. I caught myself thinking how lucky it was that Natalie hadn't inherited that strict streak. She'd always been more open, more playful—especially in private.

With five kids under twelve, dinner was pure chaos: spilled milk, someone yelling about who got the bigger drumstick, laughter cutting through the noise. But it was good chaos. We caught up—my job updates, the expat stories that still sounded exotic even to us, Emily's farm life, the kids' school antics. Natalie sat across from me, hair loose now, cheeks flushed from the warmth and the conversation. Every time she leaned over to cut Harriet's food or wipe a chin, her sweater shifted just enough to remind me of the body underneath—long legs crossed under the table, that tight butt I'd admired on the drive. She caught my eye once and smiled, soft and knowing, like she could read every dirty thought running through my head.

We finished with birthday cake—chocolate with vanilla frosting, candles flickering as everyone sang off-key. Then Emily rounded up her crew and headed out, followed soon after by my parents, who hugged us both and promised more time tomorrow.

Natalie helped her mom clear plates, sleeves rolled up, moving with that easy grace she never seemed to notice. When the kitchen was mostly tidy, she turned to me, drying her hands on a dish towel.

"We're supposed to go to Sarah's at 10:00," she said casually, like it was no big deal.

I paused, setting down a stack of glasses. "Why? What about the kids?"

"Mom's watching them. She offered. Said we deserve a night to catch up with old friends." She stepped closer, lowering her voice. "Sarah's hosting a little gathering—some of the old crowd might be there. Nothing crazy, just drinks and talking."

"Oh. I see." I tried to keep my tone neutral, but part of me wasn't thrilled. The idea of Natalie in a room full of guys who'd known her when she was the cheerleader every boy wanted... it stirred something possessive, and maybe a little excited. But I didn't want to be the guy who killed the vibe. "Sounds fun."

She tilted her head, studying me with those dark brown eyes. "You okay with it?"

"Yeah," I said, forcing a smile. "It's your birthday present to me, right? Getting out for a bit."

She laughed softly, brushing a kiss across my cheek. "Something like that."

Natalie took her time getting ready—about thirty minutes in front of the mirror in the guest room, brushing her dark hair until it fell in soft waves, touching up her makeup just enough to make those dimples pop when she smiled, slipping into jeans that hugged her long legs and a fitted top that showed off the body she'd worked so hard to reclaim. She didn't fuss like some women; it was effortless, natural, the kind of primping that made her look even more stunning without her realizing it. When she emerged, she gave me a quick spin. "Good enough?"

"More than," I said, meaning it.

We drove the short distance to Sarah's—small-town perks: no traffic lights, barely any cars on the road, the miles shrinking under the winter night sky dotted with stars. Christmas lights twinkled from porches as we passed, the whole place feeling frozen in time.

We pulled up to Sarah's modest ranch-style house, and my stomach tightened. At least a dozen cars lined the driveway and spilled onto the lawn—trucks mostly, a few sedans, all dusted with frost.

"I thought it was just Sarah," I said, killing the engine.

"Just a few others," Natalie replied, already unbuckling and hopping out, her boots crunching on gravel as she practically jogged to the door like she couldn't wait.

The moment we stepped inside, a roar went up—cheers, whoops, laughter exploding from the crowded living room. Music thumped low from a speaker somewhere, holiday lights strung across the ceiling casting a warm, multicolored glow over everything. Natalie was immediately swallowed by hugs: arms around her from women squealing her name, guys clapping her back with big grins. She laughed, head thrown back, dimples deep, eyes sparkling—the same magnetic pull she'd always had. I hung back on the fringe, the way I always did in crowds. Too many bodies too close set my skin crawling a little. I nodded, shook hands when someone reached out, gave half-smiles and waves to faces I half-recognized.

Beer appeared in my hand almost instantly—cold, condensation dripping down the bottle. I took a long pull, grateful for something to do. Two old football teammates from high school—guys I'd barely spoken to back then—spotted me and pulled me into their orbit. They'd stayed put: one working the family farm, the other in ag equipment sales. Conversation started awkward—weather, crops, who was still around—but we limped along until someone mentioned the local high-school team. That unlocked it. Stats, coaches, Friday-night lights. I wasn't invested, not really, but it kept the words flowing. Another beer found its way into my hand somewhere along the way. I sipped slower this time.

Across the room, Natalie was the center of a tight knot of six women, all talking at once, laughing over old stories. Sarah was right there beside her, still cute in that fuller, lived-in way—blonde waves bouncing as she gestured, her red sweater stretched across those bigger breasts. Emma, another from the old cheer squad, had aged well too—still slim, still pretty. The others... not so much. A few carried extra weight, tired eyes, hair pulled back in practical ponytails. Kids, I figured. Or maybe just the slow grind of small-town life without the escape we'd had. Natalie stood out without trying—long legs crossed as she leaned against the couch, black hair catching the lights, that easy smile drawing everyone in. She looked like she belonged, like she'd never left.

The rest of the room: maybe ten other people milling around, drinking, flirting. Three couples forming or trying to—hands on waists, heads close. Then it hit me, sharp and unexpected: after everything I'd done—engineering degree with honors, expat postings, management role, seeing the world—this place still ran on the same high-school rules. I was still the quiet guy on the edge, the one who didn't quite fit. They were still the crowd that stayed, living the same lives. And Natalie? She'd slipped right back into the spotlight, the social butterfly who commanded attention without effort.

The realization stung for a second—then it made me snicker under my breath. One of the football guys shot me a weird look. "What?"

"Nothing," I said, shaking my head. But inside, something shifted. Knowledge really was power. Why the hell did I care what these people thought? In two weeks, we'd be gone—back to Houston, back to my world. This was temporary. A visit. A game.

I decided to play.

I leaned in, forced genuine curiosity into my voice. "So, tell me—how's the new combine working out? You said last year the old one was on its last legs."

Their faces lit up like I'd flipped a switch. Suddenly they were talking fast—details about horsepower, yields, financing. The energy changed; more people drifted over, drawn by the animation. A petite brunette edged into the circle—dark hair in a loose bob, big hazel eyes, a familiar face from somewhere deep in memory. Yearbook? Hallway? I couldn't place her name, but she smiled at me directly, tilting her head like she was trying to place me too.

Natalie glanced over once from her group, catching my eye across the room. She raised her bottle in a small toast, her lips curving in that knowing way. Like she saw the shift in me—and liked it.

I kept expecting someone to ask about the expat life—the deserts of Saudi, the skyscrapers of Singapore, the sheer weirdness of raising kids halfway around the world. But no one did. Instead, they unloaded their own stories: whose kid just made varsity, whose marriage was on the rocks, who died too young, who got caught cheating with the neighbor, who finally bought the farm next door. Ten years out of the loop made me the perfect sounding board—fresh ears, no baggage, no judgment (at least none I let show). It was exhausting, though. Pretending to care when I didn't took real effort. Maybe I was turning cynical, but survival mode kicked in: nod, ask a follow-up, sip the beer that magically replaced itself every time the bottle dipped below half. The alcohol helped smooth the edges, kept me from snapping or zoning out completely.

I glanced across the room. The knot of women had broken up, and Natalie was now laughing with Sarah and Greg Carruthers. Greg—the male mirror of Natalie back in high school. Quarterback, prom king material, the guy every girl wanted and half the guys envied. He'd left for college on a football scholarship, but the dream fizzled after a couple years. Back home, working for his dad's auto parts business or whatever it was now. He'd put on some weight—broader shoulders softened, a little gut pushing against his flannel shirt—but he still carried himself like an athlete, still had that easy grin and the kind of rugged handsomeness that aged well in small towns. One of the names I'd always wondered about when Natalie brushed off her high-school "handsy" stories. Too far away to hear them, but the way she tilted her head, the way his eyes lingered on her face, the shared smiles—they were enjoying each other. A lot. I felt that familiar twist in my gut: part possessiveness, part reluctant admiration for how effortlessly she still drew people in.

The petite brunette beside me—Greg's wife, I'd pieced together—leaned in a little closer, her hazel eyes curious.

"Did you and Natalie like living overseas?"

I blinked, startled she'd asked. "Yeah. Very much."

"I wish I could do that," she said softly, almost wistful.

"It's an interesting world out there. You just have to... give things a try." The words came out sounding more condescending than I meant, like I was lecturing from on high. I cringed inwardly.

"Greg would never leave," she replied, smiling like it was a fond joke.

One of the football guys jumped in, defensive. "Well, he's got a good thing going with his dad's business. Why give that up?"

So yeah—definitely Greg's wife. She had that compact, pretty energy: dark hair in a loose bob that brushed her shoulders, slim build, the kind of natural attractiveness that didn't scream for attention. Familiar from somewhere—maybe cheer squad? Yearbook? Still couldn't place her name.

"Tell me about your family," I said, steering to safer ground, keeping it open-ended.

"We have three little girls." Her face softened, pride lighting her up.

"Oh, that's nice."

"All cute as hell," the same guy added, grinning.

Then she looked over at Natalie again, voice dropping with genuine warmth. "Natalie hasn't changed at all. She's still so pretty."

"Yeah, she is." For once, the words felt completely sincere. "I'm very lucky."

"Oh, I think she's lucky too." She smiled, a little shy. "She has a family and gets to see the world. Y'all are like legends around here."

"Thanks... I guess." I laughed, and it broke the tension—the others chuckled too. She blushed faintly, ducking her head, but her eyes stayed on me a second longer than necessary.

The party noise swelled around us—someone cranking the music, more bottles clinking, laughter spiking. I took another pull of beer, feeling the buzz settle deeper. Natalie caught my eye from across the room again, raising her glass in that small, private toast. Greg said something that made her laugh, head tipping back, dimples flashing. My chest tightened, but this time it wasn't just jealousy. It was curiosity. What was she remembering? What was he? And why did watching it stir something darker, more electric, than anger?

I turned back to the group, forcing another smile. "So, three girls—how old are they now?"

The beer had settled in nicely by then—warm buzz loosening my shoulders, dulling the edges of the forced small talk. I let the group carry the conversation, nodding at the right moments, murmuring "yeah" or "no kidding" while my eyes drifted. The circle had shifted just enough that I had a clear line of sight across the room: Sarah, Greg, and Natalie still clustered near the fireplace, the Christmas lights casting soft red-and-green glows over their faces.

Sarah said something low, laughed, then excused herself toward the kitchen with a quick glance back. As she passed Natalie, she gave a deliberate wink—playful, conspiratorial. It could have meant anything: inside joke, shared secret about the wine, girl-code nonsense. But in my head, it landed like evidence. Proof. Natalie and Greg had history. How far? Just stolen kisses in the bleachers after a game? His hands under her cheer skirt, cupping her sensitive breasts, thumbs brushing those tiny nipples until she gasped? Fingers slipping between her long legs, finding her wet and willing? Or had it gone further—something she'd never admitted, something she'd buried under the "handsy but nothing more" line she always fed me?

The chatter around me faded to a dull hum. My skin flushed hot, not from anger exactly, but from this weird, insistent curiosity that coiled low in my gut. I needed to know. Needed the details I'd never get—the who, the how, the why. The uncertainty should have pissed me off. Instead it did something else entirely. When Natalie reached up and flicked her dark hair off her shoulder—classic flirt move, unconscious or not—her eyes catching Greg's for a beat too long, I felt my cock twitch and thicken against the denim of my jeans. The image flashed: her doing that same gesture years ago, for him, in some dark corner of the gym or parked truck.

I needed air.

I excused myself with a vague "gonna grab some fresh air" and slipped out the back door. The December night hit like a slap—around 50 degrees, crisp and sharp. A small knot of smokers huddled near the patio heater, exhaling plumes into the dark. I joined them, accepting a cigarette I didn't really want, positioning myself so I could still see through the sliding glass door. Sarah had disappeared into the kitchen again, leaving Natalie and Greg alone. For the next fifteen minutes they talked—heads close, smiles easy, laughter spilling out. Several times Greg leaned in, mouth near her ear, voice dropping to something private. She tilted her head toward him to listen, lips parted slightly. My pulse kicked harder. What was he saying? Reminiscing about old times? Testing the waters? Her body language stayed open—shoulders relaxed, one hip cocked, that effortless magnetism pulling him closer without her even trying.

Then others drifted over, breaking the bubble. The intimate bubble. Conversation opened up again, safer, louder.

Not long after, the party started thinning—people hugging, promising to text, coats shrugged on. I stepped back inside, the warmth and noise hitting me all at once. Natalie caught my eye across the room. She gave a small nod—ready to go. We made the rounds: quick goodbyes, "we'll definitely get together again," "great seeing you," the usual small-town promises that might or might not happen. Greg clapped me on the shoulder, grin wide. "Good catching up, man." His hand lingered a second too long. Or maybe I imagined it.

Natalie slipped her arm through mine as we headed to the car, her body warm against the chill. The drive back to her parents' was quiet at first, streetlights sliding over the windshield, radio low. I could still feel the half-hard ache in my jeans, the questions looping in my head. She glanced over, dimples faint in the dashboard glow.

"Fun night?"

"Yeah," I said. "You looked like you were having a good time."

She smiled, soft and a little mysterious. "I did."

The car was quiet for the first few blocks, just the low hum of the engine and the occasional crunch of tires over frost-patched pavement. Streetlights slid across Natalie's face in slow pulses, catching the faint flush still on her cheeks from the party and the wine she'd sipped. She shifted in the passenger seat, legs crossing toward me, and then her hand found my thigh—slow, deliberate, fingers tracing lazy circles over the denim.

"I'm horny," she murmured, voice husky and low, the words hanging between us like smoke.

It wasn't the first time she'd said it out of nowhere, but it was rare enough to make my pulse jump. Especially tonight. Especially after watching her laugh with Greg, after that hair flick, after the way he'd leaned in like he knew exactly how to make her smile.

I kept my eyes on the road, but my grip tightened on the wheel. "If you want some tonight, sweetie," I said, keeping my tone light, teasing, "you'll have to find that cheerleader outfit."

She laughed softly, the sound vibrating through her hand as it slid higher. "I'll find it." Her grin was half-drunken, half-mischievous, eyes glinting in the dark. "Promise."

The promise landed low in my gut, stirring the same heat that had started back at Sarah's. I could picture it already—her slipping into that old uniform, the short skirt riding up those long legs, the top stretched tight across her breasts. But the image came tangled with others: Greg's hands on her back then, maybe in the same skirt, maybe pushing it higher.

"Did you have fun?" I asked, fishing, trying to sound casual.

"Yeah." She squeezed my thigh gently. "Did you?"

"It was nice catching up with some of the people." The safe answer. The politically correct one. I let a beat pass, then added softer, "You looked like you were having a really good time."

She turned her head toward me, studying my profile in the dim light. "I was. It's weird being back—like stepping into an old version of myself. Everyone's the same, but... not." Her fingers drifted inward, brushing the growing bulge in my jeans. "You were watching me, weren't you?"

"Hard not to." I glanced at her. "You and Greg seemed pretty cozy."

A small smile tugged at her full lips—knowing, a little wicked. "Jealous?"

"Not exactly." I swallowed. "Curious, maybe."

She didn't answer right away. Instead she leaned over the console, pressing her mouth to the side of my neck in a slow, open-mouthed kiss, her breath warm against my skin. "Good curious or bad curious?"

The road blurred for a second. "Good," I managed. "Definitely good."

Her hand cupped me fully now, stroking through the fabric with lazy confidence. "Then maybe you'll get your wish tonight. Uniform and all." She nipped my earlobe lightly. "If I can still fit into it."

"You will." My voice came out rougher than I intended. "You look fucking incredible."

She hummed in approval, settling back into her seat but keeping her hand where it was. The rest of the drive passed in charged silence—her thumb circling, my cock throbbing under her touch, the questions still looping in my head but now laced with something hotter, hungrier. Whatever had sparked her tonight—wine, nostalgia, Greg's whispers, or just the thrill of being desired again—she was channeling it straight at me.

We pulled into her parents' driveway, the house dark except for the porch light and the faint glow from the guest-room window above the garage. She unbuckled slowly, eyes locked on mine.

Natalie paused at the top of the stairs, still in the doorway, the cold night air clinging to her skin like a second layer. The cheerleader uniform—red and white, short pleated skirt, cropped top with the old high-school logo stretched tight across her breasts—fit her almost too well. The years and two kids hadn't softened her the way they had for so many others; if anything, the disciplined workouts had sharpened her, made her legs look longer, her ass firmer, her waist narrower. She looked exactly like the girl I'd fantasized about back then, only now she was mine—and tonight, she was playing the part with a wicked, tipsy confidence that made my cock ache under the sheet.

"Go get in bed and I'll be there soon," she'd commanded in the driveway, that grin promising trouble. I'd obeyed, stripping down in the small guest room above the garage, lights off except for the faint glow from the porch below. I stayed at the window, heart thudding, waiting to watch her cross the yard.

It took longer than I expected. Minutes dragged. I was starting to think she'd changed her mind when the back door of the main house cracked open. Natalie stepped out, uniform pristine, white sneakers gleaming under the motion light. The cold hit her visibly—nipples hardening instantly against the thin fabric, goosebumps racing down her arms and thighs. She didn't rush. She strutted, slow and deliberate, hips swaying just enough to make the skirt flip against her legs. My breath caught. She looked fucking incredible.

Halfway to the stairs she stopped. Pulled her phone from the tiny pocket in the skirt. Thumbed the screen. A small smile curved her lips as she typed, paused, typed again. The glow lit her face—eyes bright, cheeks flushed from wine and the chill. She stood there in the freezing air for what felt like forever, exchanging messages, shifting her weight from one long leg to the other. Every few seconds her smile deepened, a soft laugh escaping into the night.

Greg. It had to be Greg.

The thought should have burned. Instead it sent a fresh pulse of heat straight to my groin. I pictured him on the other end—maybe still at Sarah's, maybe already home, typing filthy things about what he'd do if he had her alone again. About what he'd done back then. My hand drifted under the sheet, stroking slowly as I watched her finish, slip the phone away, and finally climb the stairs.

The door opened. Cold air rushed in with her. She shut it behind her, eyes locking on mine.

"Beautiful," I said, the word rough.

She started toward the bed, already reaching for the hem of the top like she couldn't wait another second.

I stopped her with a hand on her wrist. "Do some cheers for me first."

"No, baby," she whined, voice thick with need. "I need it. Now."

"Cheers first." I held her gaze, firm. The power shift felt good—dark and thrilling. "Show me what that uniform used to do to the boys."

She rolled her eyes, but the smile was back—playful, defiant, aroused. She stepped back into the center of the small room, planted her feet, hands on hips. Then she launched into it.

"Red! White! Fight, fight, fight!" Her voice rang out, sharp and practiced, the same cadence she'd yelled on the sidelines twenty years ago. She clapped, stomped, jumped—skirt flaring high enough to flash black lace panties underneath, breasts bouncing under the cropped top, ponytail swinging. She was good. Really good. Form perfect, energy electric, like muscle memory had taken over. The cold had her nipples like diamonds against the fabric; every jump made her gasp a little, thighs flexing, ass tightening.

I watched, stroking myself slowly under the sheet, letting her finish the whole routine. When she landed the final pose—arms high, chest out, legs apart—she was breathing hard, cheeks pink, eyes glassy with want.

She tried again for the bed.

"Another," I said.

She groaned, half-laughing, half-desperate. "You're killing me."

"One more. Then you can have what you want."

She bit her lip, considering. Then she nodded once, wicked grin returning. "Fine. But after this, you're mine."

She stepped back, took a breath, and started the next one—louder, dirtier in tone now, every move deliberate, every clap and kick designed to tease. The skirt flipped higher. Her eyes stayed on me the whole time, dark and hungry, like she knew exactly what this was doing to me.

And she did.

"Keep going, sweetie," I told her, voice low and deliberate. "Don't stop now."

Natalie exhaled a shaky laugh, still catching her breath from the first routine. She planted her feet again, hands on hips, ponytail swinging as she reset. The room felt smaller, warmer, the faint scent of her skin—sweat from the jumps mixed with the cold night air she'd carried in—filling the space between us.

She started the next cheer, voice ringing out sharp and clear: "Go team! Fight! Win!" Clap, stomp, high kick—skirt flaring, thighs flexing, breasts bouncing under the cropped top. Every move was perfect, practiced, the uniform hugging her like it had never been packed away. Her nipples strained visibly against the thin fabric; the cold had left them hard and sensitive, and every jump sent a tiny shiver through her.

I slid off the bed quietly, naked, cock heavy and aching. She didn't notice at first—too focused on the routine—until I stepped behind her. As she landed a jump and kicked one leg high, I dropped to one knee and dragged my tongue slowly up the back of her calf.

She froze mid-motion, gasp catching in her throat. "Baby—"

"Be still," I said, firm but calm. "Finish the cheer. Don't move unless I tell you."

Her legs trembled slightly, but she obeyed. Feet planted two feet apart, skirt still hiked from the last kick, she held the pose while I worked my way up—slow licks along one calf, then the other, tasting the faint salt of her skin, the goosebumps rising under my tongue. She whimpered softly, trying to keep her voice steady as she chanted the next line, but it came out breathy, broken.

I rose behind her, hands sliding up the backs of her thighs, thumbs brushing the sensitive hollows behind her knees. Then higher, under the pleated skirt, fingers grazing the lace edges of her bottoms. I hooked the fabric and tugged it aside just enough to press my lips to one firm cheek, kissing, then nipping lightly.

"Oh baby…" she moaned, hips twitching involuntarily.

I stood fully now, pressing my naked body against her back—cock nestling hot and hard against the cleft of her ass through the thin skirt. My arms wrapped around her from behind, one hand splaying across her flat stomach under the cropped top, the other sliding up to cup a breast through the fabric. I rolled her nipple gently between thumb and forefinger, feeling it pebble even harder.

She arched into my touch, head falling back against my shoulder.

"How many boys jerked off thinking about fucking you in this uniform?" I murmured into the crook of her neck, lips brushing her skin with every word. "Be honest."

"Probably… none," she panted, voice small and disbelieving, like the idea still felt impossible to her.

I chuckled low, pressing a slow, open-mouthed kiss below her ear while my hand drifted down her stomach, fingers teasing the waistband of her bottoms.

"All of them," I corrected her, voice rough. "Every single one of those guys on the sidelines, in the bleachers, in their bedrooms after the game—they were stroking themselves raw imagining bending you over, flipping this little skirt up, sliding into you while you still had the pom-poms in your hands."

She shivered hard, thighs pressing together. "You think so?"

"I know so." I pinched her nipple lightly, making her gasp. "They watched you jump and cheer and shake that perfect ass, and they went home and came all over their hands picturing your legs wrapped around them, your tits bouncing just like they are right now."

Her breathing turned ragged. "You too?"

"Especially me." The honesty came out raw. "Every Friday night after the game, I'd lock my door, pull up that mental image of you—ponytail swinging, skirt flipping, smiling like you owned the field—and I'd stroke myself until I couldn't see straight. Thinking about being the one to finally get under that uniform. To make you moan my name instead of chanting for the team."

She turned her head just enough to catch my mouth in a messy, hungry kiss—tongue sliding against mine, needy and desperate. When she pulled back, her dark eyes were glassy, pupils blown.

"I never knew," she whispered, half-laughing, half-moaning as my hand finally slipped between her thighs, finding her soaked through the lace. "I thought… I was just the cheerleader. Just doing my job."

"You were never 'just' anything." I rubbed slow circles over her clit through the fabric, feeling her hips rock forward into my touch. "You were the fantasy. Still are."

She whimpered, trying to grind against my hand. "Please… I need you inside me."

"Not yet." I pulled my fingers away, earning a frustrated whine. "One more cheer. Full routine. Then you can ride me in this skirt—show me exactly how those boys wished they could have had you."

She bit her lip, eyes flashing with a mix of frustration and dark excitement.

"You're evil," she breathed.

"And you're dripping for it." I stepped back, giving her space, cock throbbing in the cool air. "Start again, baby. Make it good. Make me remember why I couldn't stop thinking about you back then."

Natalie took a deep, steadying breath, smoothed her skirt, and stepped back into position—legs apart, hands on hips, that wicked, aroused smile returning.

With that, I stepped in close again, my naked chest pressing against her back, cock sliding hot and insistent along the cleft of her ass through the thin pleated skirt. My left hand found her breast again—cupping it fully through the cropped top, thumb circling the hard peak of her nipple in slow, deliberate strokes. At the same time, my right hand slipped under the short hem, fingers gliding over the smooth skin of her inner thigh before dipping beneath the elastic of her bottoms.

The fabric was damp already, clinging to her. I thought about how many boys must have caught glimpses of these same panties during her jumps—white cotton flashing beneath the red skirt as she kicked high on the sidelines, the thin material the only barrier hiding what I now knew was a perfect, slick treasure. The idea made me throb against her.

I rubbed slow circles just outside her slit—along the outer lips, over the soft mound, never quite giving her the direct pressure she craved. She whimpered, hips rocking forward instinctively, trying to chase my fingers, trying to grind back against my cock at the same time.

"How many boys had their hands in here?" I asked, voice low against her ear. "Back then. In this uniform. After a game. In the parking lot. Tell me."

"None," she breathed, the word shaky, almost pleading.

I pinched her nipple lightly—enough to make her gasp—then eased off, fingers still teasing the edges of her folds without parting them.

"Don't lie to me, baby." My tone stayed calm, patient, but firm. "I can feel how wet you are right now just thinking about it. You weren't this innocent."

She squirmed, thighs trembling, trying to press her clit against my palm. I pulled my hand back an inch, denying her.

"Fuck me, please," she whispered. The word—rare for her, almost never used outside the heat of the moment—hit me like a spark. My cock jerked hard against her ass, swelling thicker, leaking against the fabric of her skirt.

But I held back. I wanted this more than release right now. I wanted the truth.

"Not until you tell me." I slid one finger along her slit—slow, feather-light, collecting her wetness but never dipping inside, never circling her clit. "Who touched you here, Natalie? Who got under these little panties while you still had the uniform on?"

"Baby… don't." Her voice cracked, half-protest, half-moan. "You're being mean."

I kissed the side of her neck, slow open-mouthed presses, letting my breath cool the wet trail I left behind.

"I'm not being mean," I murmured. "I'm being patient. You can come as soon as you tell me. One name. That's all I want."

She was panting now, hips rolling in small, frustrated circles. My finger hovered right at her entrance—close enough that she could feel the promise of it, far enough that she couldn't take it.

Silence stretched. Her breathing grew louder, more ragged. I could feel her heartbeat hammering under my palm where it cupped her breast.

"Greg," she finally whispered—so soft I almost missed it.

I froze for a second, letting the name sink in. Then I rewarded her: one slow, shallow slide of my finger inside her, just to the first knuckle, curling gently.

She moaned long and low, head falling back against my shoulder.

"Greg," I repeated, tasting the word. "Greg Carruthers. The quarterback. The guy every girl wanted."

I withdrew my finger completely. She whined in protest, hips chasing me.

"More," I said quietly. "Tell me what he did."

She hesitated, thighs shaking.

I brought my slick finger to her nipple—rubbing her own wetness over the sensitive peak through the fabric—then returned my hand between her legs, hovering again, not touching.

"His fingers," she breathed. "Just… once. After a game. In his truck. He… he put his hand in my panties. Rubbed me. I was so wet. I let him."

My cock pulsed hard against her. I pressed forward, letting her feel every inch of how much that image affected me.

"Did he make you come?" I asked, voice rougher now.

"No." She shook her head quickly. "I stopped him. Said we had to go. But… God, I wanted to."

I rewarded her honesty again—two fingers this time, sliding in slow and deep, curling against that spot inside her that made her knees buckle.

She cried out softly, gripping my forearm.

"And you never told me," I said, not accusing—just stating, letting the words hang while I pumped slowly, thumb finally brushing her clit in lazy circles.

"I didn't want you to think…" She trailed off, gasping as I pressed harder. "I didn't want you to be mad."

"I'm not mad." I kissed her neck again, teeth grazing. "I'm fucking turned on. Keep going. Tell me everything."

She was trembling now, close—dangerously close—but I slowed my fingers to a torturous rhythm, keeping her right on the edge.

"His mouth," she confessed in a rush. "Another time. In the locker room after everyone left. He kissed me… down there. Through my panties first. Then… pulled them aside. His tongue…"

I groaned against her skin, hips grinding against her ass in time with my fingers.

"Did you come on his tongue?" I asked, voice thick.

"Yes." The word broke on a sob of need. "I came so hard I almost screamed. He had to cover my mouth."

I thrust my fingers deeper, faster now—rewarding her, pushing her toward the brink.

"Good girl," I whispered. "That's what I wanted to hear."

She shattered—back arching, thighs clamping around my hand, a choked cry muffled against my shoulder as she came hard, pulsing around my fingers, soaking my palm.

I held her through it, kissing her neck, her jaw, letting her ride the aftershocks.

When her breathing steadied, she turned in my arms, eyes glassy, cheeks flushed, still in the uniform—skirt rumpled, top askew, panties pushed aside.

"Now fuck me," she said, voice raw. "In this. Like you always wanted to."

I didn't make her wait any longer.

Natalie was still trembling from the orgasm I'd given her with my fingers—legs weak, breath uneven, the cheerleader uniform a delicious mess: skirt bunched at her waist, panties shoved aside, cropped top twisted, one nipple peeking dark and swollen. She looked back over her shoulder at me, eyes glassy, lips parted, silently begging for more.

“Hands on the bed,” I said, voice rough.

She obeyed instantly, dropping forward onto her palms, ass arched high, thighs spread, the short pleated skirt riding up to frame her perfect curves. The sight of her like this—still in the uniform that had haunted my teenage fantasies—made my cock throb painfully.

I gripped myself, slick from her earlier wetness, and dragged the head slowly along her slit—up and down, teasing her entrance, coating myself in her heat. She moaned low, hips rocking back, trying to take me in.

I held her hip firm. “Not yet.”

“Please…”

I slid in slow—inch by torturous inch—until I was buried deep. She was scorching, impossibly wet, walls fluttering around me like she was still pulsing from before. I stayed there a long moment, letting her feel every ridge, every vein, before I started to move.

Long, controlled strokes at first—pulling nearly all the way out, then sinking back in, grinding deep on every thrust. She grunted softly each time I bottomed out, fingers digging into the sheets.

The room filled with wet, filthy sounds—her pussy slurping greedily around my cock, skin slapping skin, her breathy moans growing louder with every stroke.

I kept the pace steady, fighting the building pressure, letting the questions simmer.

“What else did Greg do?” I asked, voice low between thrusts.

“Nothing,” she answered quickly—too quickly.

I slowed to a torturous grind, circling my hips so the head of my cock pressed hard against that sensitive spot inside her, refusing to give her the friction she craved.

“Don’t lie to me, baby.” I pulled out almost completely, leaving just the tip inside, then sank back in slow and deep. “You already told me about his fingers. His tongue. What else?”

She whimpered, head dropping forward, dark hair spilling across the bed.

“Nothing… really.”

I thrust harder—once, twice—making her cry out, then slowed again to agonizing strokes.

“You’re a terrible liar when you’re this turned on.” I leaned over her back, lips brushing her ear. “Tell me the rest, or I stop right now.”

She shook her head, panting. “Baby… please just fuck me…”

I pulled out entirely—leaving her empty, clenching around nothing. She whined in frustration, hips pushing back desperately.

“Tell me.”

Long silence. Just her ragged breathing and the faint creak of the bed.

Then, barely above a whisper: “I… I sucked him.”

My cock jerked hard at the words. I gripped her hips, slid back in slow—deeper than before—holding still once I was fully seated.

“Say it again.”

“I gave him a blowjob.” The confession rushed out, reluctant, almost ashamed. “Once. In his truck. After a game. I was still in the uniform… skirt and everything. He pulled over on the back road. Asked me to… and I did.”

The image hit like a freight train: eighteen-year-old Natalie, ponytail swinging, cheer skirt hiked up around her thighs in the dim cab of Greg Carruthers’s truck, full lips stretched around his cock, cheeks hollowing as she sucked him slow and deep, maybe looking up at him with those dark brown eyes while he groaned and tangled his fingers in her hair.

I lost every shred of control.

“Fuck—” The word tore from my throat as my hips snapped forward, driving into her hard and fast—no more teasing, no more restraint. Just raw, pounding need.

She cried out, pushing back to meet every brutal thrust, pussy spasming around me like she was climbing toward another peak right along with me.

“OH FUCK—OH HELL—” I roared, vision narrowing to white as I came—deep, pulsing jets flooding her, hips jerking uncontrollably. I collapsed forward, chest pressed to her back, pinning her to the mattress as the last violent spasms ripped through me.

She trembled beneath me, still clenching around my cock, soft whimpers escaping as the aftershocks rolled through her.

For a long moment we stayed like that—sweaty, wrecked, her uniform twisted and damp against my skin, my breath hot on her neck.

I kissed the curve of her shoulder, voice hoarse. “You’re fucking incredible.”

She laughed weakly, breathless, turning her head just enough to meet my eyes—dark, sated, a flicker of mischief still burning there.

We lay tangled for a long minute—her on her stomach beneath me, my body heavy on hers, cock still buried deep in the warm, slick aftermath. Our breathing slowed together, ragged edges smoothing out. The position grew uncomfortable—her wrists straining, my weight pressing too much—so I eased out gently, drawing a soft, disappointed sigh from her lips.

I helped her roll onto her back and scoot higher on the bed. The cheerleader uniform clung to her in beautiful disarray: skirt twisted high on her hips, panties still shoved to the side, cropped top rucked up to expose the undersides of her breasts, dark hair fanned across the pillow.

She looked up at me, eyes searching—vulnerable, a little guilty.

“Can I take it off now?” she asked quietly, fingers brushing the hem of the top.

“No,” I said, voice still thick. “Not yet.” I knelt between her legs, slipping off her white sneakers one by one, then peeling away the ankle socks until her bare feet curled against the sheets.

She bit her lip, braced for judgment. “You’re… really not mad?”

I shook my head, crawling up her body until I hovered over her. “It’s the hottest thing I’ve ever heard.” I kissed her softly—once on the lips, then along her jaw—before tugging the skirt higher again, exposing her completely. Her pussy was still flushed, glistening, swollen from earlier.

I settled between her thighs, cock only half-hard now but brushing against her slick folds. I didn’t push in yet—just rocked gently against her outer lips, sliding along her wetness, letting the heat and friction tease us both. She moaned low, hips tilting up, trying to draw me inside.

I kept the movement slow—tiny, shallow glides, never quite entering—while I leaned down to kiss her again—deeper this time, tongue sliding lazily against hers—then trailed my mouth to her neck, sucking gently at the pulse point. My hands found the cropped top and tugged it down as far as the fabric allowed, baring the tops of her breasts. I kissed there too—soft, reverent—murmuring against her skin.

“You’re so damn beautiful.”

She smiled, small and familiar. “You say that because you’re in love with me.”

“Yes, I am.”

The ritual words settled between us like always. Her body relaxed beneath me, tension melting as we rocked together—slow, intimate, unhurried. Just breathing each other in, enjoying the closeness after the frenzy.

Then the image slipped back into my mind, vivid and uninvited: eighteen-year-old Natalie in Greg’s truck, still in this exact uniform—ponytail swinging, skirt hiked around her thighs, full lips stretched wide around his cock, cheeks hollowing as she sucked him slow and deep, eyes flicking up to meet his while he groaned and tangled his fingers in her hair.

My cock twitched hard against her.

Another pulse. Then another.

Blood surged south in a sudden, impossible rush. I felt myself thicken—lengthen—harden fully in seconds, the head now nudging insistently at her entrance, rock-hard and throbbing against her slick heat.

Natalie froze mid-moan. Her eyes widened as she felt the change—felt me swell and stiffen right there between her thighs.

She pulled back from the kiss just enough to look up at me, brows lifting in disbelief.

“Wait…” A startled laugh bubbled out of her—breathless, incredulous. “Are you… already hard again?”

I couldn’t help the grin that spread across my face, even as heat flooded my cheeks. “Yeah.”

She laughed again—louder, almost giddy—head tipping back against the pillow. “Oh my God. You’ve never… not this fast. Not ever.” Her voice was pure shock mixed with delight. “I mean… never. Not in twenty years. How is this even possible? We just… you just came.”

I rocked forward slightly—letting her feel the full, renewed hardness sliding along her slit. “I know.”

She stared up at me, still half-laughing, cheeks flushed. “What the hell is doing this to you?”

I leaned down, mouth against her ear, voice low and raw.

“The thought of you in this uniform… on your knees in Greg’s truck… sucking his cock.”

Her breath hitched sharply. Her hips jerked up instinctively, pussy brushing against my now-rigid length.

“That’s what’s got me hard again,” I whispered. “Picturing your lips wrapped around him. Your ponytail swinging. Skirt flipped up. Taking him deep while he groaned your name.”

She whimpered—half-embarrassed, half-aroused—thighs parting wider.

“I… I can’t believe that’s doing this to you,” she breathed, voice trembling with fresh heat.

“It’s turning me on so fucking much.” I positioned myself at her entrance—now fully hard—and pushed in slow, deliberate, sinking deep into her soaked heat with one smooth glide.

“Ummm…” she moaned, legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me all the way in.

I started rocking again—deeper now, harder now—letting her feel every renewed inch.

“Tell me you liked it,” I said.

She hesitated, cheeks darkening further.

“Tell me.”

“I… I did,” she admitted softly. “I liked the way he looked at me—like I was everything. The way he lost control in my mouth.”

I groaned, hips snapping forward once—hard—then settling back into that building rhythm.

“That’s it,” I said. “Keep the uniform on. Keep talking. I’m going to fuck you again thinking about that exact moment.”

Natalie’s laughter was gone now—replaced by a low, needy moan. She arched up to meet me.

“Then do it,” she whispered, eyes locked on mine. “Fuck me like you’ve always wanted to fuck the cheerleader who sucked off the quarterback in his truck.”

I didn’t hold back anymore.

We moved together in a slow, deep rhythm—long, measured strokes that let me feel every flutter of her walls around me. The uniform was still on her: skirt bunched at her waist, top tugged down to bare her breasts, ponytail slightly askew from earlier. Her legs were wrapped loosely around my hips, bare feet flexing against the small of my back each time I sank in.

For a long stretch there was only the wet slide of skin on skin, our breathing, and the faint creak of the bed. I kept it unhurried, grinding deep on every downstroke, circling my hips so the base of my cock pressed against her clit before pulling back almost all the way out.

Then, after what felt like minutes of silence, I broke it.

“When he went down on you,” I asked quietly, voice low against her ear, “did he make you come?”

She hesitated—hips lifting to meet my next thrust, a soft inhale catching in her throat.

“Yes,” she whispered finally.

I stayed buried deep, rocking in small circles, letting her feel the fullness while I waited.

“Once… or more?” I asked, keeping my tone gentle, almost naive.

Silence again. Her fingers tightened on my shoulders. I didn’t move—just held still inside her, waiting.

“How many times, then?” I prompted softly.

“More than once,” she answered at last, the words barely audible, cheeks flushing darker in the dim light.

My cock pulsed hard inside her at the admission. I felt myself thicken even more—already impossibly hard again, stretching her a little further.

“More than ten times?” I asked, half-teasing, half-serious, as I started moving once more—slow, deliberate pulls and pushes.

She let out a small, embarrassed laugh that turned into a moan halfway through.

“Maybe three or four,” she replied, voice trembling now.

I groaned low, hips rolling deeper, grinding against that spot inside her that made her gasp.

“With his fingers… or his tongue?” I asked, feeling her hips start to push back against me in earnest—small, needy rocks that matched my rhythm.

“Both,” she answered quickly this time—no hesitation, the word slipping out on a breathy exhale.

The image flooded me again: Greg between her thighs in some dark corner or parked truck, uniform skirt flipped up, her legs spread wide, his mouth on her—first fingers sliding in, then tongue circling her clit, making her arch and whimper until she came three or four times, biting her lip to stay quiet.

I thrust harder—once, twice—then slowed again, savoring the way her pussy clenched around me at the memory.

“Tell me,” I murmured, lips brushing her neck. “Did you come harder on his tongue than you ever had before?”

She whimpered, head tipping back, exposing her throat.

“Yes…” she breathed. “The first time… God, I shook so hard I almost fell off the seat.”

My cock throbbed violently inside her. I picked up the pace just a fraction—deeper, steadier—watching her face as the confession poured out.

“And you let him do it again… and again?”

“Three… maybe four,” she admitted, voice breaking on a moan as I ground against her clit. “I couldn’t stop him. I didn’t want to stop him.”

I kissed her hard—messy, hungry—then pulled back to look at her.

“You’re dripping just thinking about it,” I said, voice rough. “Feel how hard that makes me?”

She nodded frantically, hips bucking up to meet every thrust now.

“Yes… fuck, yes…”

I leaned down, mouth at her ear again.

“Keep talking,” I told her. “Tell me everything he did to make you come like that. I want to feel you come on my cock the same way you came on his tongue.”

Her legs tightened around me, pulling me deeper, her whole body trembling on the edge.

And she started to talk—slow at first, then faster, words tumbling out between gasps and moans as I fucked her through every filthy detail.

I kept the rhythm steady—long, deliberate strokes that buried me to the hilt each time, pulling almost all the way out before sinking back in with a slow grind. The bed creaked under us; her uniform skirt was a crumpled band around her waist, breasts bouncing free beneath the tugged-down top with every thrust. Sweat glistened on her collarbone, dark hair sticking to her neck.

We’d been quiet for a stretch—just the slick, obscene slide of my cock inside her, her soft gasps, my low grunts—when I couldn’t hold the question back any longer.

“And what about when he came?” I asked, logic already telling me the answer I didn’t want to hear.

“Oh baby, that’s it—harder,” she answered, voice breaking on a moan. Her hips lifted to meet me, thighs trembling. The conversation was clearly turning her on as much as it was me—her pussy clenching tighter around every word.

I drove in deeper—harder—holding there for a second so she could feel every inch.

“Come on, baby,” I grunted, pulling back slow then slamming forward again. “Tell me. How did he come?”

“I was sucking him off,” she said, almost yelling it now, voice raw and urgent.

“Yeah, I know that,” I gasped, hips snapping again. “But how? Tell me.”

Her hand flew to my ass, nails digging in, pulling me deeper as if she could force the memory out faster.

“He just started moaning,” she panted. “I didn’t know what to expect—I’d never… not like that. But then he grabbed my head—both hands—and started coming.”

My cock throbbed violently inside her at the image: her in the uniform, ponytail gripped tight, Greg’s hips bucking as he unloaded down her throat.

“Was there a lot?” I demanded, voice rough, thrusts turning sharper.

“Holy fuck yes.” She laughed—a breathless, wild sound—then moaned loud enough that I worried for a second about her parents downstairs. “God, there was more cum than I’d ever seen. It went everywhere.”

I groaned, hips pistoning harder now, chasing the edge.

“Yes, baby—oh don’t stop. It feels so good.” Her legs locked tighter around me, heels digging into my back. “He got the outside… you get the inside.”

The words hit like a spark to dry grass. I thrust deep and held, grinding against her clit while she writhed beneath me.

“Wait,” I managed, voice strained. “I thought he came in your mouth. How did it go everywhere?”

She bit her lip, eyes glassy, hips rolling against me in small, frantic circles.

“There was so much,” she whispered, almost ashamed but too turned on to stop. “It took me by surprise. I fucking hated the taste—bitter, thick. I swallowed a bit, tried to keep up, but it just… filled my mouth so fast. I couldn’t keep swallowing. It overflowed—spilled out the corners, ran down my chin, dripped onto my uniform, my thighs. Everywhere.”

The picture seared into my brain: teenage Natalie in Greg’s truck, cheer skirt hiked, lips stretched, cheeks bulging, cum leaking from the corners of her mouth, streaking down her neck, staining the red-and-white top she’d worn to the game. The mess. The shock on her face. The way she must have looked—ruined, beautiful, owned.

I lost it.

“Fuck—” I snarled, hips slamming forward in short, brutal thrusts now—no more slow build. “You swallowed some… but the rest just poured out of you?”

“Yes,” she gasped, nails raking down my back. “It was all over me—my chin, my neck, the seat. I had to wipe it off with my sleeve before I went home. God, baby—harder!”

I gave it to her—deep, relentless, pounding into her soaked pussy while the image looped in my head.

We were still locked together—her legs wrapped around my waist, my cock buried deep, rocking in slow, heavy strokes that made her breasts bounce beneath the twisted crop top. The uniform was damp with sweat now, skirt a wrinkled band at her waist, ponytail half-undone. Every time I ground against her clit she whimpered, hips chasing the friction, but I kept it measured, controlled—drawing it out.

I couldn’t help it. The question clawed its way out.

“Was he the only guy that got to do that?” I asked, voice low against her ear, lips brushing the shell.

“Yes,” she breathed. “The only boy.”

The pause was too long. And the way she emphasized “boy”—soft, almost careful—set off an alarm in my head. My previous climax had given me some restraint; I wasn’t on the edge yet. But her? She was close—pussy fluttering around me every few strokes, thighs trembling.

I pushed in hard—deep—and held there, grinding slowly so she felt every inch without the rhythm she needed to tip over.

“Who else?” I said sternly, breath hot on her neck.

“No one,” she answered softly, but the conviction wasn’t there. Her voice cracked at the end.

I pulled back almost all the way out—leaving just the head inside—then sank in again, slow and deliberate.

“Did he fuck you?” I asked bluntly, trying a different angle.

Silence. Her breathing hitched.

“Did the other boy fuck you?” I pressed, hips rolling in a slow circle.

“No,” she whispered, barely audible, face turning into the pillow.

I sensed it then—this wasn’t Greg. This was someone more personal. Someone she was more reluctant, more embarrassed, to name. The hesitation wasn’t just shyness; it was deeper.

I leaned closer, teeth grazing her earlobe, voice dropping to a murmur.

“Did you suck him?”

She whined—high and needy—her body slapping wetly against mine as she tried to rock faster.

“I’m going to come, sweetie,” she gasped, fingers digging into my shoulders.

“Not yet.” I stilled completely—buried to the hilt but refusing to move. “Did you suck him?”

“Yes,” she whined, hips jerking in frustration. “Yes, I sucked him.”

I rewarded her with one slow, deep thrust—then held again.

“I’m not mad,” I whispered, nibbling her ear. “Just tell me. Did he finger you? Lick you?”

“Yes… yes,” she panted, voice breaking. “Both. Fingers… tongue… everything.”

Her walls clenched hard around me—desperate, fluttering. She was right on the edge, body trembling, breaths coming in short, sharp bursts.

I started moving again—slow, punishing strokes—keeping her teetering.

“Did you let him come in your mouth?” I asked, needing every last detail, voice rough with curiosity and heat.

She moaned—long and broken—head thrashing against the pillow.

“Yes,” she cried softly. “He… he came in my mouth. I swallowed it all. Every drop.”

The image hit me like a punch: Natalie—younger, maybe even more innocent then—on her knees for this mystery boy, uniform skirt flipped up, lips wrapped tight around him, throat working as she took his load, swallowing without hesitation.

My cock swelled harder inside her. I thrust deeper—faster now—unable to hold back completely.

“Who was he?” I demanded, hips snapping forward. “Tell me his name.”

She shook her head, gasping, so close she could barely speak.

“Please… baby… I need to come…”

“Tell me first,” I growled, slowing again—torturously slow—pulling almost out, then sliding back in deep. “Who was the boy you swallowed for?”

Her nails raked down my back. Her voice cracked—half sob, half plea.

“Mark,” she finally whispered. “Mark Thompson. The… the quiet one from math class. The one nobody noticed.”

The name landed. I remembered him—skinny, glasses, always in the back row. The last person anyone would suspect of getting Natalie on her knees in her cheer uniform.

I groaned—low and guttural—and gave her what she needed: hard, relentless thrusts, hips slamming into hers.

“Come for me,” I ordered. “Come thinking about swallowing Mark’s load while you were still wearing this.”

She shattered—back arching off the bed, a choked cry ripping from her throat as her pussy clamped down hard, pulsing around me in violent waves. Her legs locked tight, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper as she rode it out.

I wasn’t far behind. The confession—the image of quiet Mark getting what I’d fantasized about for years—pushed me over. I thrust deep one last time and came hard, growling her name as I filled her again, hips jerking erratically.

We collapsed—sweaty, shaking, her uniform a complete wreck, my weight pinning her to the mattress.

For long seconds we just breathed—chests heaving, hearts hammering.

We stayed like that for a long while—bodies heavy, slick with sweat, hearts still thudding against each other. I was still half-hard inside her, softening slowly, but neither of us moved to separate. My weight pinned her to the mattress; her legs stayed loosely wrapped around me, bare feet resting on the backs of my calves. The guest room smelled of sex and her—warm skin, faint perfume, the lingering crispness of the cold night air she'd carried in earlier.

I shifted just enough to roll us onto our sides, pulling her close so her head tucked under my chin, one of her breasts pressed against my chest through the rumpled crop top. She sighed—a soft, contented sound—and curled into me, arm draping over my waist. My hand found the small of her back, fingers tracing lazy circles over the damp fabric of the uniform. The room was quiet except for our breathing and the distant hum of the house settling for the night.

Neither of us said anything about what we'd just done. No questions. No confessions. No teasing about Greg or Mark or the uniform still clinging to her like a second skin. The words we'd spilled in the heat of it all hung between us unspoken now, too raw, too new to poke at just yet. We just held each other—skin on skin, hearts slowing together—letting the intensity fade into something softer, safer.

After a few minutes she stirred, shifting her hips slightly. A small, surprised laugh escaped her.

“God,” she murmured, voice hoarse and sleepy. “It’s already starting to drip out.”

She eased back just enough to look down between us. I followed her gaze—her thighs glistened, a slow trickle of my cum leaking from where we were still joined, streaking down her inner leg and onto the sheets.

She bit her lip, half-embarrassed, half-amused.

“How much did you come, babe?” she asked softly, almost wonderingly. “I mean… seriously. I can feel it running out of me already.”

I chuckled low, pressing a kiss to her forehead. “A lot, apparently.”

She laughed again—quiet, breathy—and gently disentangled herself. My softening cock slipped free with a wet sound, followed by another warm trickle that made her gasp softly.

“Okay,” she said, sitting up slowly. “I need to clean up.”

She reached behind her back, fingers fumbling with the hooks of the cropped top, then tugged it over her head. Her breasts spilled free—nipples still dark and sensitive from earlier attention. She shimmied out of the skirt next, peeling the pleated fabric down her long legs along with the soaked panties, leaving the whole uniform in a careless heap on the floor. Naked now except for the faint red marks where the elastic had dug in, she stood for a second—beautiful, flushed, hair wild—before padding toward the tiny ensuite bathroom attached to the guest room.

The door stayed cracked open. I heard the soft click of the light, the rush of water in the sink, the rustle of tissues. She spoke over the sound, voice carrying just enough to reach me.

“Seriously, babe,” she called lightly, a teasing lilt returning. “I’m going to need a towel. You filled me up.”

I propped myself on one elbow, watching the sliver of light from the bathroom door.

“Worth it?” I asked, keeping my tone casual.

She appeared in the doorway a moment later—naked, skin glowing from a quick wash, dark hair pulled back in a loose knot. She leaned against the frame, arms crossed loosely under her breasts, a small, knowing smile on her lips.

“Yeah,” she said softly. “Worth it.”

She crossed back to the bed, slid under the covers beside me, and pressed herself close again—cool skin against my warmth, leg hooking over mine. I pulled the sheet up over us both.

We didn’t talk about the confessions. Not tonight.

Instead she nestled her head against my chest, fingers tracing idle patterns on my ribs.

“Night,” she whispered.

“Night,” I murmured back, kissing the top of her head.

The room went dark—only the faint glow from the window—and we drifted toward sleep wrapped in each other, the weight of everything we’d said (and everything we hadn’t) settling quietly between us like a promise for later.


Time to Wake Up

We woke to the patter of small feet thundering up the narrow stairs to the guest apartment, followed by eager knocks rattling the door.

“Are you guys up?” Natalie’s mom called through the wood, voice bright and practiced at corralling grandchildren.

“Just a second, Mom,” Natalie answered quickly, already rolling out of bed.

I blinked against the pale winter light slipping through the curtains. The sheets were tangled, still warm from our bodies, and the faint musky scent of last night lingered in the air. Natalie moved fast—graceful even in the morning haze—grabbing a pair of leggings and an oversized sweater from the chair. I sat up, rubbing my face, and helped her scoop the discarded cheerleader uniform off the floor: the red-and-white top, the pleated skirt, the panties still damp. We shoved the whole bundle into the closet and shut the door just as another knock came.

Natalie smoothed her hair, shot me a quick look—half warning, half shared secret—then turned the lock.

The door flew open and Kristian and Harriet barreled in like puppies, faces flushed with excitement. Kristian’s hair stuck up in every direction; Harriet clutched a stuffed rabbit by one ear.

Natalie’s mom followed, closing the door gently behind her. She looked rested, amused, the way only grandparents can after a night of spoiling.

“Did you guys sleep well?” Natalie asked, crouching to scoop Harriet into her arms.

“Yes, Mom, and we got to watch movies too!” Kristian announced proudly.

“Your father went out and bought every Disney movie,” Natalie’s mom explained with a soft laugh. “We might have stayed up a little later than planned.”

“How fun,” Natalie said, kissing Harriet’s cheek. She glanced at me over the top of our daughter’s head. “How about breakfast? Have y’all eaten?”

“Grandpa said he would make pancakes if you’ll come down,” Kristian told her, bouncing on his toes.

“Oh, yummy! Why don’t you guys go back down with Grandma while Daddy and I dress?” Natalie suggested.

There was a minor protest—mostly from Harriet, who clung tighter for a second—but Grandma promised more cartoons and the promise of pancakes won out. The little procession tromped back down the stairs, voices fading into the main house.

The door clicked shut.

Natalie and I stood there for a beat in the sudden quiet.

She exhaled, shoulders dropping. “That was close.”

I stepped behind her, hands settling lightly on her hips. “We got lucky.”

She leaned back against me for just a second—warm, familiar—then straightened. “Shower. Clothes. Coffee. In that order.”

We moved efficiently: quick rinse in the tiny ensuite (her first, me second), fresh jeans and sweaters, hair combed. She paused at the mirror, touching the faint red mark on her neck where I’d sucked too hard last night, then tugged the collar of her sweater higher. I caught her eye in the reflection; she gave me a small, private smile—nothing said, but everything understood.

Downstairs the kitchen smelled like butter, syrup, and fresh coffee. The kids were already at the table, Kristian swinging his legs, Harriet coloring on a placemat. Natalie’s dad stood at the stove in an apron, flipping golden pancakes with the focus of a man who took breakfast seriously.

Natalie slid into a chair beside Kristian. “Morning, Dad.”

“Morning, sweetheart. Coffee’s hot.”

I poured two mugs—black for me, a splash of milk for her—and sat across from her. The first sip hit like medicine; my head still throbbed faintly from the beers at Sarah’s.

Kristian piped up between bites. “Grandpa said we can ride horses today.”

Natalie’s dad turned from the stove, spatula in hand. “I said we could if it was okay with your mom and dad.”

“Oh, that sounds fun. Let’s do it!” Natalie replied, and the kids erupted in squeals—high-pitched, joyful chaos that filled the room.

I watched her over the rim of my mug. She looked perfectly normal: hair pulled back, sweater loose, laughing at something her dad said about the barn needing a good sweep first. But I knew better. I could still feel the ghost of last night—the way her voice had cracked when she whispered Mark’s name, the way she’d clenched around me when she admitted swallowing for him, the way she’d begged me not to stop while reliving it.

I forced the thoughts down. Not here. Not now.

We spent the morning at the barn, the crisp December air sharp with the smell of hay, leather, and horse. Natalie had always been the rider in the family—effortless in the saddle, long legs gripping the horse with quiet confidence, black hair whipping in the wind as she laughed and guided the kids. She'd grown up doing this on her parents' land, and it showed: she looked completely at home, jeans hugging her curves, flannel shirt untucked and fluttering, cheeks flushed from the cold. Hot in that unselfconscious way she had—wind-tossed hair, dimples flashing when Kristian whooped after his first solo trot. She didn't notice the way her dad watched her with pride or the way I couldn't take my eyes off her, memories of last night flickering unbidden: her in the uniform, voice breaking as she whispered Mark's name, the way she'd clenched around me when she admitted swallowing for him.

Kristian rode his own gentle mare, sitting tall and serious like a little cowboy, while Harriet bounced in the saddle in front of me, giggling every time the horse shifted. We stuck to the nearby pastures—flat, open land dotted with mesquite and winter-brown grass, the sky a wide, pale blue. The kids were in heaven: pointing at cows, begging to go faster, squealing when Natalie demonstrated a smooth canter. It was pure family joy—simple, grounding. Exactly what we'd come home for.

By the time we unsaddled and brushed the horses down, the kids were buzzing with energy but starting to crash from the excitement. Back at the house, they begged for a movie. My head still throbbed faintly from the night before—too many beers at Sarah's, too much intensity after—so I volunteered to stay with them. Natalie kissed my cheek, grabbed her purse, and headed out with Sarah for some "last-minute shopping."

They were gone most of the afternoon. The kids and I sprawled on the living-room couch under blankets: one Disney movie bleeding into another, popcorn bowls emptying, naps sneaking in between scenes. Harriet curled against my side, thumb in mouth; Kristian dozed with his head on my lap. I drifted in and out, the screen blurring as my mind wandered back to last night—her confessions spilling out between gasps, the way she'd come undone reliving Greg's tongue, Mark's cum in her mouth. The images looped, uninvited but insistent. My cock stirred under the blanket more than once. I shifted, guilty, grateful the kids were asleep.

Natalie came back mid-afternoon—cheeks pink from the cold, arms loaded with bags, that easy glow she always had after time with Sarah. The kids woke at the sound of the door and swarmed her for hugs and peeks at what she'd bought (mostly toys for them, a few things for family gifts).

Later, after the excitement settled and the kids were down for quiet time, she found me in the kitchen pouring coffee.

"Sarah mentioned there's a dance at the old hall tomorrow night," she said, leaning against the counter, stirring sugar into her mug. Her eyes sparkled with genuine interest. "Lots of people home for the holidays. She thinks it'll be fun—the whole crowd might show up. You want to go?"

I paused, mug halfway to my lips. The hall—the same dusty community center where high-school dances had been held, where Natalie had probably slow-danced with Greg under cheap string lights, maybe let him slip a hand lower than he should have.

"Sure, why not?" I said, keeping my voice casual. "I'm surprised that place is still open."

She grinned, dimples deep. "Right? But apparently it's a tradition now. We could use a night out."

I nodded, taking a sip to buy time. Greg. Would he be there? With his wife? Or alone, eyes tracking Natalie across the room the way they had last night—lingering, remembering? The thought twisted in my gut: part sharp jealousy, part dark thrill. Last night I'd come harder than ever imagining her past—her mouth on him, swallowing for quiet Mark Thompson of all people. But in real life? Seeing Greg watch her dance, knowing what I knew now... how would that feel? Threatening? Exciting? Both?

I was still buzzing from her admissions—years into marriage and there were still secrets, still layers peeling back. It scared me a little: the idea that our relationship could shift, evolve into something less predictable, less safe. I didn't want stale. I didn't want routine. But this? The nervousness gnawed alongside the excitement. What if knowing changed things? What if it opened doors I wasn't ready for?

Natalie tilted her head, studying me. "You okay?"

"Yeah," I said, forcing a smile. "Just thinking about how crowded it'll probably be."

She laughed, bumping my shoulder with hers. "It'll be fun. Promise."

I wondered if Greg would think the same.

We spent the rest of Friday and most of Saturday keeping the kids entertained and soaking up family time. Kristian and Harriet were thriving—grandparents showering them with attention, endless treats, piggyback rides, and stories about “when Mommy was your age.” The TV den became their command center: toys everywhere, Disney movies on loop, quick naps on the couch when the sugar crash hit. The spare bedroom next door made bedtime surprisingly easy; they were too worn out from the fun to fight sleeping apart from us.

Saturday night we had an early dinner at my parents’—comfort food and catching up—then headed back to settle the kids with a movie in the den. By 8:30, when we came downstairs ready to go, both were already asleep on the couch, cheeks flushed, stuffed animals clutched tight. We kissed their foreheads, thanked Natalie’s parents quietly, and slipped out into the cool night.

Natalie looked stunning in a fitted jean skirt that showed off her long legs and a soft sweater top that hugged her curves just right. Her dark hair fell loose over her shoulders, and the bright, excited smile on her face said she was genuinely looking forward to a night out. She caught me staring as we walked to the SUV.

“What?” she asked, laughing softly.

“You know what,” I said, opening her door. “You look dangerous.”

She rolled her eyes, dimples flashing. “Flatterer.”

We stopped at the liquor store—the hall sold beer and cheap wine, plus mixers if you brought your own bottle. Natalie wrinkled her nose at the house wine, so we grabbed a bottle of good vodka and cranberry juice. Simple. Efficient.

The parking lot was already two-thirds full when we pulled in—trucks and SUVs lined up under strings of holiday lights. Country music thumped faintly through the walls as we walked up, boots crunching on gravel. Natalie slipped her hand into mine; her fingers were cool but steady.

“Sarah’s saving seats at her table,” she said, squeezing once.

We paid the cover—ten bucks each—and stepped inside. The place hadn’t changed in the eight or nine years since I’d last been here. Same scuffed hardwood dance floor in the center, same low bandstand at the back with tired Christmas garland taped to the edge. Rows of long folding tables ringed the floor three deep, metal chairs scraping every time someone stood to dance or head to the bar. Overhead lights dimmed just enough to feel festive; strings of colored bulbs crisscrossed the ceiling, throwing red and green pools across the growing crowd.

Both of us had been here countless times growing up, but never as a married couple. From that angle alone, it felt like a first. Back in high school this had been the main social hub—Friday-night dances, awkward slow songs, stolen kisses in the parking lot. It still looked and smelled the same: beer, perfume, wood polish, too many people in one room.

We paused just inside the entrance, scanning the tables for Sarah.

We spotted Sarah waving enthusiastically from a table near the back wall—close enough to the dance floor to feel the music but far enough from the speakers to actually talk. She’d claimed a spot that seated eight: long folding table, mismatched metal chairs, a few empty bottles and plastic cups already scattered across the surface like she’d been holding court for a while.

We made our way over, weaving through the growing crowd. The band was warming up with a mid-tempo two-step; boots scuffed the hardwood, laughter spiked over the chatter, colored lights swept slow arcs across faces. Natalie’s hand brushed mine once—brief, reassuring—as we approached.

Sarah stood as we reached the table, pulling Natalie into a quick, tight hug. “You made it! I was starting to think you’d bail.”

“Wouldn’t miss it,” Natalie said, laughing as she returned the squeeze.

Sarah turned to the group, gesturing. “Everyone, this is Natalie and her husband. Guys, meet Les—he’s my date tonight.” She slid an arm through the tall, broad-shouldered man beside her. Les had the easy, weathered look of someone who worked outdoors—flannel shirt rolled to the elbows, friendly grin, short beard going salt-and-pepper. He shook my hand firmly, said “Good to meet you,” and gave Natalie a polite nod.

Next to Les sat a couple I recognized the moment their names were said. Jordan—tall, lean, still wearing his high-school quarterback posture even in a casual button-down—and Kelly, his wife.

Kelly was impossible to miss. Slightly chubby in the most generous, inviting way—soft curves everywhere, especially where it counted. Enormous breasts strained against the low-cut top she wore, the kind of cleavage that drew eyes without apology. Her ass was equally impressive: round, full, curvy enough that the tight jeans she’d chosen looked painted on, hips swaying naturally when she shifted in her chair. Red hair fell in thick waves past her shoulders, framing a freckled face with bright green eyes and a warm, slightly mischievous smile. She looked like someone who’d aged into her body rather than fought it—confident, comfortable, sexy in a lived-in, unpretentious way.

Jordan stood to shake my hand; Kelly gave a little wave and a “Hey, long time no see” that carried genuine warmth. I connected the dots instantly—Jordan had been on the football team, a couple years ahead of us; Kelly had been one of the quieter girls in the class below Natalie’s, always in the background at games and parties but impossible to ignore once you looked twice.

After the quick round of introductions, Natalie slid into the chair next to Sarah. I leaned down, kissed the top of her head—“Be right back”—and headed toward the bar.

The line was short but slow—people ordering buckets of beer, mixers, the occasional shot. I ordered a cold bottle for myself and a vodka tonic for Natalie (extra ice, light on the tonic—she liked it strong). While I waited, my eyes drifted back toward the table.

Natalie was laughing at something Sarah said, head tipped back, dimples deep. Kelly leaned in to join the conversation, gesturing animatedly, her top shifting just enough to draw attention without trying. Jordan watched her with easy affection; Les had his arm draped casually over Sarah’s chair.

No Greg yet. At least not that I could see.

I paid for the drinks, tipped the bartender, and started back through the crowd—beer cold against my palm, Natalie’s vodka sweating in my other hand—wondering how long it would take for the night to get interesting.

We spent the next hour or so watching the hall fill up. What started as a comfortable buzz grew into a full-on crowd—tables packed, dance floor filling with couples two-stepping and line-dancing, the band cranking out one familiar country hit after another. The air thickened with the smell of beer, perfume, and warm bodies; colored lights swept slow arcs across the scuffed floor.

Natalie loves to dance. Always has. She’s good at it—graceful, confident, hips swaying in perfect time, long legs moving like she was born to the rhythm. I’m average to poor at best and don’t enjoy it much, but I know my duty. So when she turned those dark brown eyes on me with that pleading smile, I let her pull me out twice. The first song was fast; she spun and laughed while I tried to keep up without stepping on her boots. The second was slower; she pressed close, arms around my neck, body moving against mine in a way that made last night’s memories flash hot and vivid. I could still taste the way she’d whispered confessions in my ear while I fucked her in that uniform.

She was downing vodka tonics faster than I liked—three, maybe four already—and her cheeks were flushed, eyes bright.

“Slow down a little, babe,” I murmured during the slow dance, hand low on her back.

She tilted her head back to look at me, dimples deep. “You’re being stiff again.”

Sarah, overhearing from the table as we returned, laughed and swatted my arm. “Quit being such a dad. Let her have fun.”

Between dances, Natalie and Sarah dominated the conversation—heads close, gossip flying about old classmates, who married who, who gained weight, who got divorced, who was cheating. It left me plenty of time to chat with Les (Sarah’s date—easygoing, worked construction, told good stories about rodeos gone wrong), Jordan (still the same laid-back quarterback vibe, now selling farm equipment), and Kelly.

Kelly was impossible to ignore. Slightly chubby in the soft, inviting way that made her curves feel generous rather than excessive. Enormous tits strained against the low-cut black top she wore—round, heavy, the kind of cleavage that drew eyes without effort. Her ass was equally impressive: full, round, very curvy, filling out her tight jeans in a way that made every shift in her chair look deliberate. Red hair cascaded in thick waves past her shoulders, framing a freckled face with bright green eyes and a warm, slightly mischievous smile. She laughed easily, leaned in when she talked, and every time she reached for her drink her breasts shifted in a way that made it hard not to stare.

I tried not to. Failed mostly.

Around 10:30, the energy shifted. I looked up from my beer and saw Greg Carruthers and his wife heading straight for our table.

“The party can start now!” Greg bellowed, arms wide, grin splitting his face.

The table erupted in laughter—Sarah, Les, Jordan, Kelly—all of them. Everyone but me.

My feelings toward Greg were a tangled mess. He wasn’t a bad guy. Boisterous, loud, the kind of person who filled a room whether you wanted him to or not. Generally friendly. But knowing what I knew now—his fingers inside Natalie, his tongue making her come three or four times in some dark corner or parked truck, the way she’d moaned his name while I fucked her last night—made my stomach twist. Intrigue. Jealousy. A dark, insistent arousal that I didn’t want to examine too closely. I didn’t like him. Or maybe I did. The conflict sat heavy in my chest.

Greg’s wife walked beside him—petite, brunette, slightly dark skin that glowed under the colored lights. Naturally very pretty: delicate features, warm brown eyes, full lips curved in an easy smile. Gym body—toned arms, flat stomach, long legs in fitted jeans—but her tits looked a little too large for her frame. Round, high, straining against a deep V-neck top that showed generous cleavage. They bounced subtly with every step, drawing attention even if she wasn’t trying. I couldn’t help wondering if they were real. Either way, they looked amazing—perfectly shaped, impossible to ignore.

“Who’s Greg’s wife?” I asked Natalie and Sarah quietly as they approached. “She looks so familiar, but I can’t place her.”

Sarah leaned in. “Jessie Newton. She was a freshman when we were seniors.”

“Dean Newton’s sister?” I asked.

“Yes, that’s right,” Natalie confirmed, voice light.

Now I remembered. Back in high school she’d been cute—quiet, always in the background at games, but pretty in that fresh-faced way. Time and three kids had matured her into something softer, more womanly. The way her face lit up when she smiled still caught me, though. And those breasts—impossible not to notice.

Greg reached the table first, clapping Jordan on the back, hugging Sarah, then turning to Natalie with that easy grin.

“Looking good, Nat,” he said, voice warm.

She smiled back—bright, effortless. “You too, Greg.”

Jessie slid into the empty chair beside him, giving Natalie a quick hug across the table. “Been too long.”

The table absorbed them seamlessly—laughter, quick updates, someone pouring drinks. Greg’s arm draped casually over Jessie’s chair; she leaned into him, comfortable, happy.

I watched Natalie laugh at something Sarah said, head tipped back, dimples deep. Greg’s eyes flicked to her once—lingering just a second too long—then back to the group.

My stomach twisted again.

Natalie caught my eye, raised an eyebrow like she could read my thoughts.

“Come on,” she said, grabbing my hand. “I like this song.”

She pulled me out to the dance floor before I could answer.

We stepped onto the dance floor and I pulled Natalie into my arms, one hand settling at the small of her back, the other clasping hers as we quickly found the rhythm of the song—a mid-tempo two-step with a steady, rolling beat. The crowd around us moved in loose pairs, boots scuffing the worn hardwood, laughter and conversation blending with the steel guitar. She fit against me perfectly, hips swaying in time, long legs brushing mine with every step. Her jean skirt rode up slightly when she spun, and I caught the faint scent of her perfume mixed with the warm night air that still clung to her skin.

After a few bars, my hand began its slow, deliberate slide—down from the curve of her waist, over the flare of her hip, until my palm cupped the firm roundness of her ass through the denim.

“Easy, boy,” she scolded lightly, voice low and teasing as she caught my wrist and guided my hand firmly back to her waist. “Not here.”

“You’re no fun,” I murmured, leaning in so my lips brushed her ear.

She laughed softly, the sound vibrating against my chest.

“Are you having fun?” she asked, pulling back just enough to look up at me. Her dark brown eyes searched mine—curious, a little concerned.

“Yes,” I said truthfully. “I’m fine, sweetie.”

She studied me for a beat longer, then lowered her head to rest against my chest, cheek pressed to my shirt.

“Don’t be jealous of Greg,” she said quietly, almost too quiet to hear over the music.

The words landed like she’d reached inside my skull and plucked the thought straight out. I tightened my arm around her waist, keeping our steps smooth.

“I’m not, sweetie,” I replied, smirking even though she couldn’t see it. “I’m just… interested in knowing more about you.”

She huffed a small laugh against my chest, but didn’t argue. Her fingers curled lightly into the back of my shirt, and we danced the rest of the song in comfortable silence—bodies close, moving together like we always had.

Over the next hour the night unfolded in easy rhythm: drinks from the bar (vodka tonics for her, beer for me), laughter at the table, quick gossip with Sarah and Kelly, Jordan telling a story about a bad fishing trip that had everyone cracking up. We danced again—once fast, twice slow—and each time Natalie’s cheeks grew a little pinker, her movements a little looser, the alcohol warming her from the inside.

Greg danced with all the women at the table—Sarah, Kelly, even Jessie—but he danced with Natalie more than anyone else. Not possessive, not obvious, just… noticeable. A hand on her lower back for a turn, a shared laugh when the song hit a familiar line, a quick comment in her ear that made her smile and shake her head. Jessie didn’t seem to mind; she was busy talking to Les and Jordan, laughing easily, her enormous breasts shifting every time she gestured. But I noticed.

I danced with Jessie a few times too—maybe as a subconscious counterbalance, maybe just because she was sweet and easy to talk to. She was light on her feet, surprisingly graceful for someone so curvy, and every time we turned she pressed close enough that I felt the soft, heavy weight of her breasts against my chest—larger than Natalie’s, impossible to ignore even through fabric. They looked and felt amazing, full and firm, and I couldn’t help wondering again if they were real. Either way, the contact sent a small, guilty spark through me. Jessie smiled up at me—warm, open, no hint she knew where my thoughts were wandering—and I forced myself to focus on the conversation instead of the way her body moved against mine.

Greg and Jessie seemed like opposites on paper: him loud and larger-than-life, her quieter, more reserved, with that naturally pretty face and gym-honed frame. But watching them together—his arm slung casually over her chair, the way she leaned into him when he spoke, the easy affection in her smile—I remembered my own situation. Natalie and I weren’t exactly obvious matches either on the surface. Yet here we were.

I glanced back at Natalie. She was laughing at something Greg said, head tipped back, dimples deep, eyes bright. My stomach twisted—jealousy, yes, but laced with that same dark thrill from last night. Knowing he’d had her mouth, her body, in ways I hadn’t even imagined until twenty-four hours ago. Knowing she’d come for him—multiple times—and never told me until I fucked the truth out of her.

I took a long pull of my beer, letting the cold bite ground me.

During one of my trips to the bathroom, I spotted one of the few people from high school I could genuinely call a friend. Ritchie Fernandez stood near the edge of the bar, talking to a shorter woman with curly dark hair. He looked almost exactly the same—stocky build, easy grin, that same mop of black hair only a little shorter now and starting to gray at the temples. Seeing him hit me with a rush of genuine happiness; we’d been inseparable growing up—bike rides, late-night talks, shared secrets. I veered straight over.

“Ritchie?”

He turned, eyes widening. “No way—man!”

We clapped each other on the back hard, laughing like kids. He introduced me to his wife, Maria—warm smile, quick handshake, already pulling out her phone to show pictures of their two kids, a boy and a girl roughly the same ages as ours. Ritchie had stayed local: high-school teacher and assistant football coach, the kind of job that kept him tied to Willow Creek but seemed to suit him perfectly. We fell into easy reminiscing—old pranks, teachers we hated, the night we snuck into the stadium to spray-paint the field before homecoming. Forty-five minutes disappeared before I even realized it.

He knew I’d married Natalie—word travels in a town this size—and he’d asked about her right away. It mattered to me that he meet her properly, see her as my wife, not just the untouchable cheerleader from back then. So I excused myself.

“I’ll go grab her. She’ll want to say hi.”

Back at the table, Sarah leaned over as I approached.

“Natalie’s dancing with Greg again,” she said, nodding toward the floor.

I looked. There they were—arm in arm, bodies close, moving together with a familiarity that went beyond casual. Greg’s hand rested low on her back, just above the waistband of her jean skirt; her head tilted toward him as he said something that made her laugh, dimples flashing under the colored lights. The sight sent a familiar twist through my gut—jealousy, yes, but threaded with that same dark heat from last night. I stood there a moment, watching the way she moved with him, the easy rhythm they still had, before the song finally ended.

They walked back toward the table together, arms linked, steps loose and comfortable. Natalie’s cheeks were flushed—part alcohol, part exertion—and Greg was grinning like he’d won something.

“Hey,” I said when they reached us, keeping my tone light. “I saw an old friend who wants to say hello.”

Natalie turned, eyes bright and a little glassy from the vodka tonics. “Who?”

“Ritchie Fernandez.”

“Oh, I remember him,” she said, the words carrying a slight slur but still warm.

I nodded toward the bar. “Come on.”

We walked over together. Ritchie spotted us and lit up again.

“Natalie! Holy shit—look at you.”

She laughed—bright, effortless—and stepped into a quick hug. “Ritchie! It’s been forever.”

The next twenty minutes passed in easy chatter. Despite the vodka haze, Natalie turned on that natural charm she’d always had—asking about Ritchie and Maria’s kids, laughing at their stories, complimenting Maria’s earrings, teasing Ritchie about still coaching the same plays he used to run in high school. She leaned in when she spoke, dimples deep, eyes sparkling. Even tipsy, she was magnetic. I felt a quiet swell of pride watching her—my wife, still the girl who could light up a room without trying.

Ritchie waited until Natalie and Maria were deep in conversation about school districts before he leaned closer to me, voice low.

“Man,” he said, shaking his head with a grin, “you scored the hottest chick in school.”

I laughed—short, genuine—but felt the words settle somewhere deep.

“Yeah,” I said quietly, glancing over at her. “I know.”

She caught my eye just then, smiled—small, private, a flicker of something knowing in her gaze—and turned back to Maria.

I took a slow sip of my beer, letting the moment sink in.

We kept chatting with Ritchie and Maria for a few more minutes—easy, nostalgic back-and-forth about old teachers, the time the football team got stuck in the mud on the way to an away game, how the town still looked the same but felt smaller every year. Then a thought slipped in, one I couldn’t shake after last night’s confessions.

“Hey,” I said, keeping my tone casual, “you remember Mark Thompson?”

Ritchie’s eyebrows lifted. “Yeah, sure. Quiet kid, math whiz, always in the back row with the glasses. What made you think of him?”

“Just curious. Whatever happened to him?”

Ritchie chuckled, took a pull from his beer. “He’s living about fifteen miles away now, in that little town off 281. Works at the bank—loan officer or something. Still single… well, divorced.”

“Really?” I asked, trying not to sound too eager.

“Yeah. His ex-wife left him a few years back.” Ritchie leaned in a little, voice dropping like he was sharing the juiciest gossip in the county. “Get this—she left him for a woman. A seriously hot, tattoo-covered Mexican girl named Carla or something. They’re married now, live that whole Instagram-influencer life—traveling, sponsored posts, bikini pics on beaches, the works.”

I blinked. “Wait… Mark’s ex-wife is an influencer now?”

“Yep. And man, Carla? She’s seriously fucking hot.” He shook his head, half-laughing, half in awe. “I mean, I shouldn’t say it, but I follow them. Not gonna lie. Her content is… motivational. Very motivational.”

Maria rolled her eyes and swatted his arm. “You’re terrible.”

“What? I’m just supporting local talent,” Ritchie said, grinning. “Anyway, poor Mark. He shows up here sometimes—dances with whoever’s willing, tries to hook up. Guy’s harmless, but you can tell he’s still hung up on the whole thing. Can’t blame him. Carla was a smoke show.”

I forced a laugh, nodding like it was just funny small-town gossip, but inside my head was spinning. Mark Thompson—the quiet, overlooked math nerd who’d somehow gotten my wife on her knees in her cheer uniform, made her swallow every drop—had married a woman so hot she left him for an even hotter tattooed influencer. And Ritchie followed them. For the “motivation.”

The absurdity of it hit me sideways. I pictured Mark in his bank teller window, scrolling through Carla’s latest beach post while he approved car loans, still carrying the memory of Natalie’s mouth on him. It was ridiculous. It was tragic. It was… strangely hot.

I glanced across the room toward our table. Natalie was laughing at something Sarah said, head tipped back, dimples deep. Greg was nearby, talking to Jordan, but his eyes kept flicking her way. The contrast was stark: Mark’s life had imploded in the most public, glamorous way possible, while Natalie—still the hottest girl in the room—was mine.

I turned back to Ritchie. “That’s wild.”

“Yeah,” he said, shaking his head. “Small town, big stories.”

Shortly after, Natalie came up to me and slipped her arm through mine, pressing close with a soft kiss on my cheek. Her lips lingered a second longer than usual—warm, vodka-sweet—and I felt that familiar pull, the mix of comfort and heat that always hit when she was tipsy and affectionate.

We said goodbye to Ritchie and Maria—promises to text, maybe get the families together for a barbecue—and walked back to our table. As we approached, I caught Greg staring at Natalie from across the room. His wife, Jessie, stood at his side, chatting with someone, but Greg’s eyes were locked on my wife—dark, intent, a small smile tugging at his mouth like he was remembering something private. The sight sent a sharp jolt through me: last night’s confessions flashing vivid and unbidden—his tongue making her come three or four times, her mouth on him in his truck, the overflow mess she’d hated but swallowed anyway. Jealousy twisted hard, but so did that dark thrill, the one that had kept me hard again and again while she spilled it all.

“I’m going to grab a beer,” I said after mixing her a thin vodka tonic—light on the liquor this time, extra ice.

She nodded, squeezing my arm once before letting go.

By the time I got back—cold bottle in hand, foam still settling—the table had shifted. Greg had pulled Natalie onto the dance floor once more. They moved together easily—his hand low on her back, her head tilted toward him as they laughed about something, bodies close in the crowd. Sarah caught my eye as I sat down and gave me a knowing grin.

“Hey,” she said, leaning across the table with Jessie beside her. “We’re thinking we should go to Greg and Jessie’s place after this and keep the party going. Their house is huge—pool table, hot tub, the works.”

I glanced toward the dance floor again. Natalie’s jean skirt swayed with her hips, Greg’s hand brushing lower than necessary for a turn.

“Have you discussed it with Natalie?” I asked, taking a long pull from my beer.

Sarah waved it off. “She said it was your decision. Come on, don’t be a bore.”

Jessie smiled softly beside her—those too-large breasts shifting slightly as she leaned forward—but said nothing.

I set my bottle down. “If Natalie wants to go, I’m fine.”

“Good!” Sarah said enthusiastically, clapping her hands once. Jessie’s smile widened, warm and genuine, her slightly dark skin glowing under the lights.

With Natalie still out there—Greg’s arm around her waist now, pulling her into a spin that made her laugh and stumble lightly into him—I felt that itch again. The need to flex, to remind myself (and maybe her) who she came home with. So I stood, turned to Jessie, and offered my hand.

“Dance?”

She blinked, surprised, then smiled—bright, open—and took it. “Sure.”

We stepped onto the floor just as the band shifted into a slower number. Jessie moved easily into my arms—her body soft and curvy against mine, those enormous breasts pressing firmly into my chest with every step. The contact was immediate, unavoidable, and maybe it was the drinks loosening things up, but she seemed to lean in closer than necessary—hips brushing mine, her hand warm on my shoulder, breath close to my neck.

Suddenly I felt myself stiffening—cock twitching against my jeans, the friction of her body making it worse. I shifted slightly, hoping she couldn’t feel it, but her eyes flicked up to mine, green and knowing, a small smile playing on her lips.

“You know,” she blurted out, voice low but clear over the music, “I had a crush on you in high school.”

“Excuse me?” I said, caught completely off guard, stumbling a half-step in the dance.

She giggled—light, self-conscious—but didn’t look away. “Yes, it’s true. I thought you were the strong silent type. Always in the back, observing everything.”

“Well, I’m usually pretty quiet,” I replied, trying to laugh it off, my face heating despite myself.

“I didn’t mean to embarrass you,” she said, her hand squeezing my shoulder lightly.

“You’re fine,” I answered. “You just surprised me.”

We danced the rest of the song in near silence, her body pressed close, hips swaying in time with the slow country beat. Jessie’s words kept looping in my head: I had a crush on you in high school… the strong silent type.

I could count on one hand the women who’d ever come on to me—Natalie being the only one who’d ever mattered—so the admission felt surreal. Part of me wanted to believe it; another part immediately went cynical. Was this some elaborate setup? Greg putting his wife up to flirting with me so he could get closer to Natalie? The thought twisted in my gut—jealousy, suspicion, and that same dark thrill from last night. I kept my hand steady on her waist, but my mind raced. If Greg was playing a long game, he’d picked the wrong target. Or maybe the right one. I didn’t know anymore.

Just past midnight the energy started to fade. The band wrapped up, lights came up a little brighter, and people began drifting toward coats and goodbyes. Sarah clapped her hands together like she’d been waiting for this moment.

“Okay, everyone—Greg and Jessie’s place. Let’s keep this going.”

Natalie looked at me, eyes glassy but bright, cheeks flushed from the vodka and the dancing. “You good with it?”

I wasn’t in any shape to drive—neither was she, nor anyone else at the table. But the alternative was calling it a night, and something restless in me didn’t want that yet.

“Yeah,” I said. “Let’s go.”

We piled into two cars—Greg and Jessie leading in their truck, the rest of us following. I drove our SUV, Natalie in the passenger seat, Sarah and Les in the back. The short trip to Greg’s place felt longer than it should have, the country road dark except for headlights cutting through the night. Natalie’s hand kept drifting to my thigh—higher each time—fingers tracing lazy circles, then sliding toward my zipper.

“Not now,” I said, catching her wrist gently but firmly.

She pouted, then giggled. “You’re no fun when you’re driving.”

“I’m trying not to crash.”

Sarah laughed from the back. “She’s been like this all night. You’re in trouble later.”

I kept my eyes on the road, but the thought of “later” sent a fresh pulse of heat through me—mixed with the nagging question of what Greg had planned, if anything.

Greg’s father had been one of the most successful men in town—ranch land, farm equipment, commercial properties—and it showed. Their house sat on a nice piece of acreage: big two-story with a wide porch, stone fireplace visible through the windows, lights glowing warm against the winter dark. A gravel drive curved up to a three-car garage; a few trucks and SUVs were already parked.

We filed inside. The den was exactly what you’d expect from someone with money but no pretension: massive stone fireplace (unlit tonight), long leather sofas arranged at a right angle, big-screen TV tuned to a sports channel with the sound off, a polished wood bar along one wall stocked with bottles and glasses. A pool table sat in the corner under a green-shaded light.

“Make yourselves at home,” Greg said, already behind the bar. “What’s everybody drinking?”

We gave our orders—beer for me, vodka tonic for Natalie, tequila on the rocks for Sarah and Les, something fruity for Jessie. The girls immediately peeled off with Jessie for “the grand tour,” disappearing down the hallway in a trail of laughter and heels clicking on hardwood.

Greg poured efficiently, sliding drinks across the bar. Then he pulled out a bottle of Patrón and a stack of shot glasses.

“Need to start right,” he said with a grin, lining up six shots. Salt shakers and lime wedges appeared next.

Natalie had never been a shot drinker—never liked the burn, never liked the way it hit fast—but tonight she was playing along like a college girl at her first frat party. When Greg handed her the tequila shot, she stared at it for a second, then threw it back in one determined gulp. Her face contorted instantly—eyes squeezing shut, mouth twisting, a little shudder running through her shoulders as she swallowed. She coughed once, laughed at herself, then wiped her lips with the back of her hand.

I glanced around the room. Everyone else was doing the same thing: Sarah grimacing but chasing it with lime, Jessie tilting her head back like she was proving a point, Les knocking his back without flinching, Greg grinning like he’d won a bet. Jordan hesitated longest, then downed his with a quick wince. It was almost comical—the way grown adults, most of us pushing forty, were suddenly peer-pressured into doing shots like we were still in high school. No one wanted to be the one to say no. No one wanted to be the buzzkill.

Greg set his empty glass down with a satisfied clink.

“Y’all ready to get in the hot tub?”

Sarah blinked. “What hot tub?”

“We had one installed in November,” he said, casual as if it were no big deal. “Wanted it ready for winter.”

“You dog!” Sarah fired back, laughing.

Kelly shifted in her seat, arms crossing over her enormous chest. “We don’t have swimsuits.”

Greg’s grin turned sly. “Swimsuits aren’t allowed after dark.”

The room went still. Several seconds of stunned silence stretched out—only the low hum of the muted sports channel and the faint crackle of ice settling in glasses.

Then Sarah broke it.

“I’m game,” she announced, already standing. She turned to Natalie with a challenging look. “Come on, Nat—don’t be a downer.”

Natalie’s eyes snapped to mine—wide, questioning, a flicker of uncertainty beneath the vodka haze. I knew this was a bad idea. Small town. Word travels. Our parents were fifteen minutes away. If anyone saw, or heard, or guessed… But the tequila was already loosening my edges, and the same reckless curiosity that had kept me hard last night while she confessed about Mark and Greg whispered what if? louder than reason.

I shrugged.

Natalie’s expression shifted—surprise, then a small, almost relieved smile. Sarah pounced on it like it was a signed contract.

“Solid yes!” she crowed, grabbing Natalie’s arm. “Come on, let’s go change.”

The girls vanished down the hallway in a flurry of giggles and footsteps—Sarah leading, Jessie close behind, Natalie glancing back at me once with that same questioning look before disappearing.

Greg and Les were practically beaming—grins wide, eyes bright, the kind of look men get when they think they’ve pulled off something clever. Jordan, though, looked worried. His fingers drummed on the bar; he kept glancing toward the hallway.

I felt a knot in my stomach—nervous, disappointed in myself for not shutting it down. I should have said no. Should have made a scene, pulled Natalie aside, reminded her (and myself) who we were now—parents, married, not teenagers sneaking out after curfew. But I hadn’t. And worse: Natalie had jumped in without much hesitation. The same woman who’d always been conservative, reserved, the good girl who never pushed boundaries too far… something about this trip home had flipped a switch. Turned her back into the girl who’d let Greg finger her in his truck, who’d swallowed for quiet Mark Thompson. The thought made my cock twitch even as guilt gnawed at me.

We killed another round of drinks while the girls were gone—small talk about the band, the weather, nothing deep. I tried to focus on the conversation, but my mind kept drifting to the hot tub. Naked. Natalie naked with Greg, Sarah, Jessie, Les… all of them. The image was equal parts terrifying and electrifying.

Fifteen minutes later the girls reappeared—wrapped in robes, hair pulled up, faces flushed with excitement and maybe nerves. Natalie’s robe was white, tied loosely at the waist; it gapped just enough to show the curve of her breast when she moved. Sarah’s was red, short, barely covering her thighs. Jessie’s was black, the fabric clinging to her gym-toned body and those too-large breasts.

Kelly, though, was still in her clothes—jeans, low-cut top, arms crossed tight over her chest. She looked troubled.

“Jordan,” she said quietly, “I just can’t do this.”

Jordan’s shoulders sagged in obvious relief. “That’s okay, honey. We’ll just head home.”

I expected the group to back off—offer to skip the hot tub, keep the party inside, anything to avoid splitting up. That’s what polite people do.

I was wrong.

Greg stood up smoothly, smile still in place. “Okay, well maybe some other time.”

He walked them toward the door—hand on Jordan’s shoulder, casual but firm, guiding them out like they’d overstayed. No pressure to stay. No “come on, just hang out inside.” Just a polite, unmistakable dismissal.

The door clicked shut behind them.

Quickly, Jordan and Kelly were gone, the front door clicking shut behind them with a finality that left the den feeling smaller, quieter, and suddenly charged. The six of us—Greg, Jessie, Sarah, Les, Natalie, and me—stood in awkward limbo, drinks in hand, the muted sports channel flickering on the big screen, no one quite sure who should make the first move.

Greg broke the silence first, ever the host.

“Let’s freshen the drinks before we go out.”

He moved behind the bar like nothing had happened, pouring with deliberate generosity—vodka splashing heavy into Natalie’s glass, tequila for Sarah and Les, bourbon for himself, beer for me. No one protested the strong pours. When he slid the fresh glasses across the polished wood, another beat of silence settled over us. The hot tub waited outside, steam rising in the winter night air visible through the big windows, but no one stepped toward the door.

Finally Sarah—always the bold one—set her drink down with a soft clink and laughed.

“Well, we’re naked,” she announced, hands on hips. “Y’all need to get naked too.”

Greg chuckled low. “Well, technically you aren’t naked… but I like your suggestion.”

“We are underneath,” Sarah shot back with a giggle, tugging at the belt of her robe for emphasis.

Jessie’s thick terry-cloth robe hung below her knees—plush, modest, the kind of thing you’d wear to a spa. Sarah’s housecoat was snugger, clinging to her fuller curves, the fabric straining slightly across her chest and hips. But Natalie…

Natalie had ended up in the sexiest robe of the three: short silk, deep red, barely reaching mid-thigh. The thin material draped over her body like liquid, clinging just enough to hint at every curve. When she shifted her weight, the fabric whispered against her skin, and through the sheer silk we could see the faint outline of her small nipples—hard from the cool air or nerves or both. The robe gapped slightly at the neckline, revealing the inner swell of her breasts, and every time she moved, the hem rode higher on her long legs.

I couldn’t help wondering if the robe assignment had been deliberate. Jessie and Sarah had taken the tour first—had they steered Natalie toward that one? Or had she picked it herself, knowing exactly what it would do? The thought sent a fresh pulse of heat through me, even as my stomach knotted with nerves.

Greg started stripping first—casual, unhurried, like he’d done this a hundred times. Shirt off, boots kicked aside, belt unbuckled, jeans shoved down his thighs. His cock flopped free—thick, heavy, swinging between his legs as he stepped out of the denim. It was completely soft, hanging long and fat, easily six inches even flaccid, the head blunt and thick, veins faintly visible under the skin. It was bigger soft than I was fully hard.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

The thought hit me like a freight train: Natalie has sucked that.

The image was instant, vivid, inescapable: her on her knees in his truck, cheer skirt hiked, ponytail swinging, full lips stretched wide around that massive shaft, cheeks hollowing as she took him deep, tongue working the underside while he groaned and gripped her hair. The way she’d confessed last night—reluctant at first, then spilling it all while I fucked her—the overflow, the taste she hated but swallowed anyway, cum spilling down her chin onto her uniform. That thick cock had been in her mouth. She’d let it fill her, mark her.

Jealousy surged—hot, sharp, familiar—but right behind it came that darker heat, the one that had kept me hard again and again while she told me. My own cock twitched under my boxers, traitorously thickening at the sight of it. I forced myself to look away, but my gaze kept drifting back—double-taking at the sheer size, the weight of it hanging there, soft and unapologetic.

Sarah broke the stunned silence.

“Oh my fucking god, Jess,” she said, staring openly. “You are a seriously lucky girl.”

Jessie laughed—soft, a little embarrassed, but proud—her eyes flicking to Greg’s cock with easy affection.

Greg just grinned, unselfconscious, letting it hang there like it was nothing.

I tore my gaze away long enough to look at Natalie.

She was staring too.

Eyes wide, lips parted slightly, cheeks flushed darker than the alcohol alone could explain. Her gaze was fixed on Greg’s soft, massive length—transfixed, almost reverent. The same look she’d had last night when she finally admitted everything: the fingering, the licking, the blowjob in his truck. Now she was seeing it again—in the flesh—and the realization hit her just as hard as it hit me.

Our eyes met for half a second. Something raw passed between us—acknowledgment, heat, a flicker of shared shock.

Fortunately, I managed to keep myself under control. Unlike Greg, Les and I still had our boxers on. Sarah booed playfully when she saw.

“Boo! Boxers are cheating!”

Greg laughed. “Let’s get in that water!”

Jessie stepped forward, voice calm but firm.

“Let us go first and get comfortable,” she said to her husband. “Then y’all can come out.”

Greg opened his mouth—probably to argue—then closed it, a slow smile spreading as he caught on. It was for Natalie’s benefit. A little buffer so she wouldn’t bolt at the last second if nerves hit.

“Okay, girls,” he said. “Y’all have five minutes.”

Giggling, the three of them—Sarah leading, Jessie next, Natalie glancing back at me once with that same wide-eyed look—disappeared through the French doors into the cold night air. Robes fluttering, bare feet padding across the patio stones.

The door clicked shut behind them.

We stood there—three men in various states of undress (Greg fully naked, Les and I in boxers)—fidgeting in the warm den light, drinks forgotten on the bar, minds clearly on what was happening outside. The silence stretched. I could hear the faint bubble of the hot tub through the glass, the low murmur of female voices and laughter carried on the cold air.

Les turned to Greg. “You done this before?”

“Just with Jessie,” Greg answered, eyes gleaming with excitement. “This’ll be breaking it in with others.”


A Long Five Minutes

We fidgeted for those long five minutes—mostly in silence, stealing glances toward the doors, the tension thick enough to taste. My mind kept circling back to Greg’s cock—still hanging heavy and soft between his legs, impossible to ignore. Every time I looked, the same thought looped: She had that in her mouth. The jealousy burned hotter each time, but so did the arousal. I shifted my weight, willing my own cock to calm down.

Greg checked his watch.

“Time’s up,” he announced. “Let’s go… but let’s go out naked.”

He didn’t wait for agreement—just turned toward the French doors, fully bare, cock swinging with each step. Les followed suit, shoving his boxers down and kicking them aside.

I hesitated one last heartbeat—heart hammering, cock already half-hard in my boxers from the mental images alone—then pushed them down and off.

The three of us stepped out naked into the cold night air—breath fogging, skin prickling—and walked toward the steaming hot tub under the string lights.

The girls were already in—water lapping at their shoulders, steam curling around their faces, laughter quieting as they saw us coming.

Natalie’s eyes found mine first—wide, nervous, excited.

She bit her lip.

And smiled.

As we got to the edge of the tub, I stole one last glance at Greg and Les standing side by side in the dim light spilling from the house. Greg’s cock still hung there—thick, heavy, soft but imposing, easily six inches and girthy even flaccid, the head blunt and thick, veins faintly visible under the skin. It was bigger soft than I was fully hard.

Les, though… Les was a surprise.

He was longer soft than me—maybe half an inch or so, hanging loose between his legs—but noticeably thinner, more tapered, the shaft slimmer overall. And he was uncut, the foreskin covering most of the head in a smooth, loose sheath that shifted slightly with each step. That part caught me off guard; in our small-town high-school locker rooms back in the day, most guys were cut. I hadn’t seen many uncut cocks up close, and seeing Les’s—longer than mine soft, slimmer, foreskin intact—made me do a quiet double-take. It looked… different. Not bigger than Greg’s in any way, just unexpected next to my own.

The comparison looped in my head as we walked the cold stone path toward the hot tub. Greg’s thickness and length versus Les’s extra inch of soft length but narrower shaft. Both bigger than mine hard. And both had been in rooms with naked women tonight—while I’d been the last to strip, still half-hard in my boxers from staring at Greg and replaying Natalie’s confession about sucking that exact cock.

Steam rose thick from the churning water as we approached, lit only by the warm glow from the house windows and the string lights overhead. The girls were already neck-deep, water hiding everything below their shoulders, faces flushed from the heat (and probably the drinks). They looked up at us with big, expectant grins—Sarah’s mischievous, Jessie’s soft and welcoming, Natalie’s a mix of nerves and excitement, her dark eyes finding mine immediately.

“About time,” Sarah said, her gaze making a slow, shameless round of all three of us—lingering just a second on Greg’s thickness, then Les’s length, then me. “We were starting to think you boys got shy.”

Greg immediately jumped in between his wife and Natalie, claiming the spot with casual confidence. Les followed right after, sliding in between Sarah and Natalie so that the seating ended up like this: Greg beside Natalie, Les beside Sarah, and me across from my wife—sandwiched between Jessie on one side and Sarah on the other.

The water was scalding—easily 100 degrees or more—but it felt incredible against the winter night air. Steam rose thick around us, curling under the string lights, making everything feel hazy and intimate. I sank in slowly, letting the heat soak into my muscles, trying to ignore how exposed we all were under the bubbling surface.

Natalie hadn’t fully exposed herself to the other men yet. She’d stayed submerged up to her shoulders, arms crossed loosely over her chest in the water, only the tops of her small breasts breaking the surface when she shifted. It was a small relief—some lingering boundary still intact—but I had to admit the disappointment that came with it too. Part of me wanted to see her let go completely, to watch the others react to her naked body the way I had last night. And selfishly, I was disappointed I hadn’t gotten a clear look at Jessie or Sarah either—Jessie’s enormous breasts especially, floating just below the waterline, nipples occasionally breaking the surface when she laughed.

We sipped our drinks and tried to make small talk at first—about the town, who was still around, who had left, how the old high-school building was finally getting torn down. But the bubbling jets made it hard to hear across the tub, and soon the conversation fractured into smaller pairs.

Les and Sarah turned toward each other almost immediately, heads close, voices low. It wasn’t long before they were kissing—slow at first, then deeper, her hand disappearing under the water on his thigh.

I shifted my attention to Jessie beside me. She smiled—warm, open—and asked about Houston, our life there, the kids. I answered, keeping it light, but my eyes kept drifting across the tub to Natalie and Greg.

They were talking quietly—heads close, Greg’s arm draped along the edge behind her, fingers occasionally brushing her shoulder. I couldn’t make out the words over the jets, but I could see the way she leaned in when he spoke, the way her lips curved at whatever he was saying. The same easy chemistry from the dance floor. The same chemistry she’d confessed to last night while I fucked her.

“Where are your kids?” I asked Jessie, mostly to pull my focus back.

“Don’t worry,” she said with a soft laugh. “They’re with my parents tonight.”

We both chuckled—parents’ code for “we’re off the clock.”

But my gaze kept sliding back to Natalie. She and Greg had eased even closer now—her knee brushing his under the water, his hand resting on the edge just behind her neck. It bothered me more than I wanted to admit. Last night it had been our secret—her confessions, my cock inside her while she relived it. Hearing Jessie say it out loud felt different. Public. Real.

Jessie noticed. She leaned in a little closer, voice low enough that only I could hear.

“You know they were an item growing up.”

“Yes,” I said, trying to keep my tone even. “She told me.”

“It bothers you,” she observed gently, concern softening her eyes.

I opened my mouth to answer—honestly, maybe—but movement in the corner of my eye stopped me.

Shapes in the dark. Two figures walking across the lawn toward the hot tub—tall, male, moving with purpose.

“Greg,” I said sharply, nodding toward the yard. “There are two guys in your backyard.”

Greg turned, squinting into the shadows.

He turned around and stared for a second then waved to them as they walked toward the tub. 

“Hey, Eric, how’s it going,” Greg said casually, voice carrying over the bubbling water as he leaned back against the edge of the hot tub.

“Good, man. This is my friend Michael,” Eric replied, nodding toward the shorter guy beside him.

They were both Hispanic, early twenties at most. Michael was short and overweight, close-cropped hair, wearing a hoodie that strained across his belly. Eric was the opposite—tall, thin frame, long dark hair tied back in a loose ponytail, mustache framing a cocky smile. They stood at the edge of the patio like they owned the place, beers already in hand, eyes scanning the tub with open curiosity.

Jessie leaned closer to me, voice low enough that only I (and maybe Sarah) could hear.

“Who are these guys?” I asked her.

She shrugged, shaking her head. “No idea. Never seen them before.”

Sarah and Les had broken off their make-out session; all eyes in the tub were now on the new arrivals. The conversation between Greg, Eric, and Michael dropped to hushed tones—too quiet for the rest of us to make out over the jets. I caught a few words—“got you covered,” “same as last time,” “chill vibe”—but nothing concrete.

Then Eric reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a small plastic baggie. Even in the dim string-light glow, the contents were unmistakable: dark green buds, tightly packed.

Greg’s grin widened instantly. He reached over the edge, took the baggie without hesitation, and gave it a quick shake like he was appraising merchandise.

“Greg and his fucking pot,” Jessie muttered under her breath, the expletive startling me. It was the first time I’d heard her swear all night—sharp, annoyed, but resigned.

I glanced at her. She was staring at her husband with a mix of exasperation and familiarity, like this was a routine she’d seen too many times.

“Does he do this a lot?” I asked quietly.

She gave a small shrug. “More than I’d like. He thinks it keeps the party going.”

We’d both smoked pot in the past—Natalie and I. In college, especially during those long, lazy weekends in Lubbock, we’d done it quite a bit. I remembered how it always hit her hard and fast: her eyes would get glassy, her laugh deeper and slower, her body looser. More often than not, it made her horny—hands wandering, whispers turning filthy, clothes coming off in the back seat of my truck or on the cheap dorm mattress. We hadn’t touched it in years—not since the kids, not since the expat life and the responsibilities stacked up—but the memory was still sharp. The way she’d straddle me, giggling, grinding, whispering “fuck me like you mean it” while the room spun just a little.

Now, watching Eric sit on the nearby bench and start rolling a joint with practiced fingers, I felt that old pull again. Part nostalgia, part wariness. Natalie had already had too many vodka tonics; adding weed on top felt like stacking dynamite. But the night had already tipped past safe territory—naked in a hot tub with old flames and strangers—so what was one more line crossed?

Eric finished quickly, licked the paper, twisted the end, and lit it with a flick of his lighter. He took a quick hit—cheeks hollowing—then leaned forward and passed it to Greg.

“Thanks, amigo,” Greg said, taking it and pulling hard. The cherry glowed bright orange as he inhaled deep, holding it in his lungs for a long beat before exhaling a thick plume that drifted across the bubbling water like fog.

He turned to Natalie next, holding the joint out between two fingers.

She looked at me—eyes bright, a little glassy already from the booze, that silly grin spreading across her face.

I shook my head once. No. You’ve had enough.

But the grin stayed. She leaned forward, took the joint from Greg’s fingers, and brought it to her lips. One quick puff—inhale, hold, exhale—then passed it on to Sarah without a word. The smoke curled from her nostrils as she settled back, cheeks flushing deeper.

Sarah took a hit, passed to Les. Les to Jessie. Jessie—surprising me after her earlier muttered complaint about Greg’s habit—took a small pull, coughed lightly, then passed it back to Greg. The joint circled once more and was gone by the time it reached him again, roach pinched between his fingers.

“Roll another,” Greg said to Eric, voice already a little slower, rougher from the smoke. “Then you guys get in.”

Eric nodded, already pulling out papers and the baggie again.

The tub felt hotter now—or maybe it was the weed already creeping in. The steam seemed thicker, the string lights softer. Natalie’s thigh pressed more firmly against mine under the water, her hand resting high on my leg, fingers tracing idle circles. Across from us, Greg leaned back, arms spread along the edge, cock still visible just below the surface—thick, heavy, floating lazily in the currents. Natalie’s eyes flicked to it once—quick, almost guilty—then back to me.

She smiled—small, private, a little hazy.

I felt my cock twitch under the water. Not just from the heat. From the memory of last night. From the way she’d looked at Greg’s cock when he stripped. From the knowledge that she’d had it in her mouth—years ago, but still—and now here we were, naked, high, in the same tub.

Sarah giggled suddenly—high-pitched, loose.

“God, this is gonna be fun.”

Les laughed low beside her.

Jessie just smiled—soft, knowing—her enormous breasts floating just below the surface, nipples dark and hard from the contrast of hot water and cold air.

Eric finished rolling the second joint, lit it, took a hit, then passed it to Greg again.

Greg took a long pull, held it, exhaled toward the sky.

Then he offered it across the tub—to Natalie.

She looked at me again.

This time I didn’t shake my head.

She took it. Inhaled deeper this time. Held it. Exhaled slow.

The smoke drifted between us.

And the night kept tipping.

Then he and Michael stripped without hesitation.

Michael went first—hoodie off, shirt tugged over his head, jeans shoved down. His body was short and stocky—not fat, exactly, but solid, thick through the middle and thighs, the kind of build that looked like it could take a hit and keep coming. When his boxers dropped, his cock sprang free—short but surprisingly fat, already semi-hard, thick enough that it curved slightly upward even at half-mast. The head was blunt, foreskin partially retracted, balls heavy and low. He didn’t seem self-conscious; he just stepped out of his clothes and into the tub like he belonged there.

Eric was next—taller, slender, long dark hair falling loose now that he’d pulled the tie out, mustache framing a cocky grin. His body was lean—narrow hips, defined but not bulky, arms corded from whatever work or play kept him fit. His cock was very average—maybe three or four inches soft, uncircumcised with noticeably more foreskin than Les had, the sheath loose and covering most of the head even as it thickened slightly from the cold air. He kicked off his shoes, peeled off socks, and slid into the water smoothly.

With eight bodies now, the hot tub felt crowded. Eric settled between Natalie and Les; Michael squeezed in between Greg and Jessie. Space disappeared—thighs brushing, arms overlapping the edge, knees bumping under the churning surface. The heat pressed in closer, steam thicker, the string lights above blurring in the haze.

Natalie took a harder pull on the second joint when it came her way—deeper inhale, longer hold—then passed it on with a slow exhale that curled toward the sky. When it circled back to Greg, it was just a small nub, cherry glowing faintly. He took a quick hit, then leaned over and offered the roach to Natalie.

She looked at me—eyes glassy, pupils wide, that hazy grin spreading again. I’d already taken a small hit earlier, mostly from peer pressure, not wanting to be the odd man out. Now I just shrugged.

She took the last of it—pinching it carefully between her fingers—and finished it with a final drag before flicking the tiny remnant into the ashtray Greg had set on the edge.

The effects hit fast.

The group got quiet—conversation trailing off into soft laughter, sighs, the occasional murmured comment swallowed by the jets. Everyone’s eyes grew heavier, movements slower. Everyone except Greg. He seemed energized—voice louder, words tumbling out in a stream of random stories: a fishing trip gone wrong, a bar fight he’d broken up, some half-remembered high-school prank. No one really responded; we just listened (or pretended to) while the weed settled deeper.

I drifted—head falling back against the padded edge of the tub, staring up at the winter stars through the steam. The cold air on my face contrasted sharply with the heat below the waterline. My body felt loose, heavy, thoughts scattering like leaves.

Then Jessie’s leg bumped mine—deliberate, pressing.

“Don’t,” she said softly.

I snapped back, turning my head.

Michael was grinning at her—wide, unapologetic—his hand under the water somewhere near her thigh. I couldn’t see anything through the bubbles, but the way she shifted closer to me, pressing her hip against mine to create space, told me everything.

Greg was oblivious—still babbling to Eric across Natalie, who looked totally out of it: head tilted back, eyes half-closed, lips parted in a dreamy smile. Les had his arm around Sarah; she was snuggled against his chest, fingers tracing idle patterns on his shoulder.

“Are you okay?” I asked Jessie quietly, feeling the need to show some chivalry, even stoned.

“He keeps putting his hand on my leg,” she whispered, confirming my suspicion. Her voice was calm but edged with discomfort.

I caught Michael’s eye across the tub. He was still grinning—bold, shameless.

“Hey, come on,” I said, voice low but firm.

He held my gaze for a beat, then nodded once—slow, acknowledging. His hand came up out of the water, empty, and rested on the edge instead.

“Thanks,” Jessie whispered, her shoulder brushing mine in silent gratitude.

The tub bubbled on—steam rising, stars spinning slowly overhead, the night stretching thin and dangerous.

Natalie’s hand found my thigh under the water—fingers squeezing once, then lingering.

I looked at her.

She smiled—slow, hazy, pupils blown wide.

And the party kept rolling.

Soon, I could feel Jessie’s body had shifted so close to mine that we were touching from knee to shoulder. Her thigh pressed warm and soft against my leg under the bubbling water, her arm brushing mine along the edge of the tub. The contact was constant now—subtle at first, then deliberate—her skin sliding against mine with every small movement. It felt erotic in a way that caught me off guard: the heat of the water, the steam rising thick around us, the haze of the pot making everything slower, more intense. My cock swelled beneath the surface—hardening fast, throbbing against the current—and I had to fight the urge to reach over, to let my hand drift to her thigh, to feel the soft give of her curves. Each time my fingers twitched upward, though, I froze. Cold feet. Old shyness. The fear of crossing a line I couldn’t uncross.

We kept talking—light, meandering stuff about Houston, her kids, the town—but her eyes kept finding mine. Warm, green, a little glassy from the weed, holding my gaze just a second too long. I wanted to believe she wanted me to reach out. The way she leaned in when she laughed, the way her breast brushed my arm when she gestured—it felt like an invitation. But I stayed still, heart hammering, cock aching under the water.

In between words with Jessie, I kept checking on Natalie.

She was deep in the haze now—the pot hitting her harder than I’d expected. She’d periodically let her head fall back against the padded edge of the tub, eyes closed, lips parted in a dreamy, relaxed smile. The water lapped at her collarbone, hiding everything below. Greg and Eric had eased closer to her—subtly at first, so I told myself it was my imagination or the pot playing tricks. But each time I looked, the space between them had shrunk. Their shoulders almost touching hers now, legs definitely brushing under the water. I watched her closely for any sign of discomfort—any tense shift, any pulling away—that would tell me they were taking liberties.

For a while, nothing. She seemed fine. In between her brief rests, she’d casually chat with them—laughing softly at something Greg said, nodding at Eric’s story, her voice low and dreamy. It eased my mind a little. Maybe it was just the weed making everything feel closer, warmer, more connected.

Then I noticed the change.

Natalie suddenly leaned forward—sharp, abrupt—staring down into the churning water like something had caught her attention. Her lower lip caught between her teeth, eyes widening slightly, cheeks flushing deeper. The movement was subtle, but unmistakable. Her breathing hitched—just a little—and she stayed that way, frozen, gaze fixed below the surface.

My stomach twisted. I opened my mouth to speak—to ask if she was okay, to call out across the tub—

But Jessie’s voice cut in, soft and close.

“So, tell me more about Singapore,” she said, her hand brushing my arm under the water, fingers lingering. “I’ve always wanted to go.”

The tone was deliberate—distracting, pulling my attention back. I turned to her, caught off guard, and saw the concern in her eyes. She knew. Or suspected.

At the same time, Michael and Eric started talking rapidly in Spanish—low, fast, words tumbling over each other. My high-school Spanish was too rusty to catch more than fragments: “mira,” “tranquilo,” “ella está…”—something about looking, being calm, her. The tone was conspiratorial, excited.

Natalie still hadn’t moved—still leaning forward, lip between her teeth, eyes locked on whatever was happening beneath the bubbles.

I felt Jessie’s thigh press harder against mine—reassuring, grounding.

But my pulse hammered.

Something was happening under the water.

And I couldn’t see it.

Just as I was about to get Natalie's attention—ready to ask what was happening under the water—Sarah and Les suddenly announced they were too hot and ready to get out. The words rippled through the group like a signal, and within seconds everyone else murmured agreement: the heat had finally become too much, the weed and alcohol making the water feel oppressive instead of soothing.

Sarah stood first—completely unselfconscious—water cascading off her body in sheets as she climbed the steps. Steam rose from her skin into the cold night air. She paused at the top, hands on hips, letting everyone look.

And unfortunately… it was disappointing.

She was still cute—blonde hair wet and clinging to her shoulders, freckles dark against flushed skin—but the years and motherhood had softened her more than I’d expected from the glimpses in clothes. Her breasts were large (still bigger than Natalie’s), but they sagged noticeably now, heavy and pendulous without the support of a bra, nipples dark and wide. Her belly had a proper roll—soft, rounded, hanging slightly over her pubic bone, not crazy fat but definitely more than the “slightly heavier” I’d seen earlier. Her hips were wide, ass full and dimpled, thighs thick and rubbing together as she moved. A thick bush of blonde hair covered her pussy—untamed, wild, spreading high up toward her navel. She looked lived-in, real, sexy in a raw mom way—but the athletic, six-pack version from high school was long gone. I felt a small, guilty pang of disappointment; the fantasy of seeing her naked had built up over the night, and reality didn’t quite match.

Les followed her out—stocky, semi-hard cock bouncing as he stepped onto the patio stones—grabbing a towel and wrapping it around his waist with a laugh.

Greg climbed out next—cock swinging heavily, still thick even soft, water streaming off his broad frame. He didn’t bother with a towel right away; just stood there dripping, grinning at the group like he knew exactly what we were all thinking.

Jessie went after him—elegant even in the exit. She rose slowly, water sluicing down her slightly dark skin, revealing the gym-toned body I’d only glimpsed before. Her enormous breasts floated free—round, heavy, surprisingly firm for their size, nipples dark and erect from the cold air. Her stomach was flat but soft, a gentle curve rather than hard abs; hips wide, ass full and round. A neat triangle of dark pubic hair framed her pussy—trimmed but natural, not shaved. She looked incredible—confident, sexy, every bit as stunning as the glimpses had promised.

Then only Natalie and I were left in the water.

The others had moved to the patio chairs, toweling off, laughing, refilling drinks. The hot tub felt suddenly too big, too empty.

Natalie looked at me—eyes still glassy from the pot, cheeks flushed, a small, nervous smile tugging at her lips.

“Ready?” she asked softly.

I nodded, throat tight.

She stood slowly—water pouring off her in rivulets, steam rising around her like smoke. And for the first time tonight, everyone saw her completely naked.

Her body was perfect—exactly as I’d always seen it, exactly as I’d fantasized about since high school. Long legs endless and toned, narrow waist flat and tight from years of workouts, small B-cup breasts perky and high, tiny nipples dark and erect in the cold air. Her stomach was smooth and flat—no roll, no softness, just the gentle definition of a woman who’d worked relentlessly to stay in shape after two kids. Tight, rounded ass still firm and lifted from endless squats and runs.

Her pussy was hairy—a thick, dark bush—but neat and well-groomed. Trimmed into a tidy triangle that framed her lips without spreading wildly, the curls dark and soft-looking, glistening with water droplets. It was natural but maintained—sexy, feminine, exactly her style.

Seeing her like this—naked, confident, dripping in the cold air—hit me harder than I expected. No disappointment. Just pure, raw arousal. She was mine. Still the hottest woman in any room, even here.

She stepped fully onto the patio stones, water dripping from her bush, her flat stomach, her perky breasts. She reached for a towel, wrapped it around herself loosely—leaving one breast partially exposed—and looked at me with that small, knowing smile.

I climbed out after her—cock still half-hard from the whole night—and grabbed my own towel.

The others were already drying off, laughing, oblivious or pretending to be.

Natalie stepped close to me, towel clutched at her chest.

“You okay?” she whispered.

I nodded, voice rough. “Yeah. You?”

She smiled—small, a little shy now that the adrenaline was fading.

“Cold,” she said.

I wrapped my arm around her shoulders, pulling her against me.

“Let’s get inside.”

She slid her arm through Les’s, pressing her body against his side so her robe gapped just enough to show the swell of her breast. “We’re going to bed.”

She tugged him toward the hallway, hips swaying under the thin housecoat.

Les laughed low, already following without protest.

“I’ll show you the room,” Jessie said quickly, stepping forward. She glanced back at Greg—half warning, half amusement—then followed Sarah and Les down the hall, robe swishing around her calves.

The rest of us stood there for a beat in the flickering firelight.

Sarah paused at the hallway entrance, turning back with that same mischievous grin.

“Thanks for the hot tub, Greg,” she called over her shoulder. Then her voice dropped, playful but unmistakable. “Now I’ve got work to do.”

She glanced down pointedly—right at Les’s crotch—then licked her lips slow and deliberate.

“Gotta take care of this big boy.”

Les groaned—half embarrassed, half turned on—and Sarah laughed, pulling him out of sight. The sound of their footsteps faded down the corridor, followed by the soft click of a bedroom door closing.

Silence settled over the den again—thicker now, heavier.

Greg chuckled low, shaking his head.

“That’s Sarah for you.”

Natalie shifted beside me, robe loose around her shoulders, one breast still half-exposed. Her cheeks were flushed—part alcohol, part weed, part whatever had been happening under the water earlier. She looked at me—eyes dark, pupils wide, a small, hazy smile tugging at her lips.

My cock twitched under my towel.

Greg flopped down on one end of a couch and pulled a blanket around his shoulders that had been draped across the back. The thick wool settled over his bare chest and lap, hiding everything below the collarbones. Jessie returned quickly and sat down next to him, still wrapped in her heavy terry-cloth robe, the belt cinched tight. That left the rest of us standing—Les and I with towels knotted around our waists, Natalie in her short silk robe that clung damply to her skin.

The robe was wet from the hot tub, the red silk turned almost translucent in places. Her small nipples—tiny, dark, still erect from the cold air—were clearly visible through the fine material, pressing against the fabric like little points. The men all stared—Greg openly, Les less so, even I couldn’t help a quick glance—but after seeing everyone naked in the tub, it felt almost trivial to fight it. No one said anything; the room just carried that low, charged hum of awareness.

“Let’s have a joint as a nightcap,” Greg suggested, voice lazy from the weed and the warmth.

Jessie sighed, pulling her robe tighter. “Oh, Greg, don’t you think we’ve had enough? It’s almost 1:30.”

“Just a quick one,” he answered, already reaching for the baggie Eric had left on the coffee table. “Will help us sleep.”

Eric handed him a pre-rolled joint without a word. Greg lit it with a flick of his lighter, took a long pull, held it, then exhaled a thick cloud toward the ceiling.

“We like the idea of not driving,” I said, looking at Natalie, “but Jessie, can you show us the room so I can change?”

She stood immediately. “Of course. Follow me.”

“Hurry back,” Greg called after us, grinning around the joint as we followed his wife down the hallway.

The guest room was nice—queen-sized bed with crisp white sheets, a small dresser, a window overlooking the dark yard. Jessie flicked on a bedside lamp, gave us a soft “make yourselves comfortable,” and slipped out, closing the door quietly behind her.

I pulled on my jeans and shirt from the overnight bag we’d brought—just in case. Natalie stood by the bathroom door, still in the damp silk robe, arms crossed loosely under her breasts.

“Are you changing?” I asked.

“My clothes are at the other end of the house,” she said, voice soft, a little slurred from the vodka and pot. “I’ll find them later.”

I looked at her—wet hair clinging to her neck, robe clinging to her curves, nipples still visible through the silk. She looked tired, high, beautiful.

“We’ll hang out for a few more minutes, okay?” I said. “Then head back to the den or straight to bed.”

She nodded—slow, confirming—then stepped closer, resting her head against my chest for a second. Her arms wrapped around my waist.

“Okay,” she murmured.

I kissed the top of her head, smelling chlorine and her shampoo.

We stood like that for a moment—quiet, close—before heading back down the hall.

We returned to the den and found Greg, Jessie, and Michael already settled on one couch—Greg sprawled in the middle like he owned the place, blanket still draped loosely over his shoulders, Jessie tucked against his side in her thick robe, Michael on the end looking a little out of place but comfortable enough. Natalie and I took the other couch with Eric between us. The room felt smaller now, warmer from the fireplace, the air still thick with the lingering scent of chlorine, weed, and skin.

Greg lit the fat joint Eric had rolled earlier, took a long, slow pull that made the cherry glow bright, then passed it along. Not having to drive, I took a deep hit—smooth, earthy, hitting the back of my throat hard—then watched Natalie do the same. She inhaled deeply, held it, exhaled slow through her nose, and passed it to Eric with that same hazy, loose grin she’d had all night.

The renewed wave of the pot rolled in fast. Everything softened at the edges—colors warmer, sounds muffled, the flickering TV screen turning into a distant blur. We stared at it without really watching, the sports highlights or whatever was on reduced to silent flashes of color. Conversation faded to murmurs, then to nothing at all. Just breathing, the low crackle of the fire, the occasional soft cough or sigh.

I drifted off sometime later—head back against the couch, Natalie’s thigh still pressed against mine under the blanket we’d pulled over our laps.

When I woke, the room was quiet. The fireplace still glowed, the TV still played the same muted loop of highlights. Confusion hit first—where the hell was I?—then memory slid back in pieces: hot tub, weed, robes, Natalie’s hand on my leg.

I sat up slowly. The den was empty except for me. Blankets rumpled, empty glasses on the coffee table, the joint roach crushed in an ashtray. No one else.

I checked my phone—around 3:15 a.m. The movie on the TV hadn’t advanced much; maybe I’d only been out thirty or forty minutes.

I stood, legs heavy, head fuzzy, and padded down the hallway toward the guest room Jessie had shown us.

Natalie was there—curled on top of the bed, completely naked, robe discarded in a damp heap on the floor beside her. She was asleep on her back, one arm flung out, the other resting across her stomach. Her legs were parted slightly in sleep—long, toned thighs open just enough that her hairy pussy was on full display: a thick, dark bush, neatly trimmed into a tidy triangle that framed her lips without spreading wildly, the curls soft and dark against her skin, still faintly glistening from the hot tub.

Her small B-cup breasts rose and fell with slow, even breaths—perky and high, tiny nipples dark and relaxed in the dim lamplight. Her stomach was flat and toned—no roll, no softness, just the gentle definition of a woman who’d worked relentlessly to stay in shape after two kids. Tight, rounded ass still firm even in sleep. She looked stunning—vulnerable, beautiful, completely exposed in a way that hit me harder than anything tonight.

I stood in the doorway for a second—heart thudding, cock stirring under my towel—watching her sleep like this, unaware, naked on top of the covers.

I stepped inside, closed the door quietly behind me.

“Natalie,” I said softly, shaking her shoulder gently. “Wake up and get under the covers.”

She stirred—groggy, eyes fluttering—then rolled far enough that I could pull the comforter free from under her. I eased her back into place, tucking it around her shoulders, but she mumbled something incoherent and kicked it off again, legs spreading wider in her half-sleep, bush fully visible once more.

“Where are your clothes?” I asked, wanting to get everything ready for an early departure in the morning. “We should grab them now.”

“Down the hall… in a bathroom,” she mumbled, voice thick with sleep and whatever was still in her system. “I’ll get them… later.”

She rolled onto her side, pulling one knee up, ass curving beautifully, bush peeking between her thighs.

I stood there for a moment—watching her sleep, naked and peaceful—then turned off the lamp and left the door cracked.

I walked out the door toward the other end of the house, moving quietly in my bare feet on the cool hardwood. My mind was still foggy from the pot and the long night, but one thought cut through the haze: find Natalie’s clothes, get her dressed (or at least under the covers properly), and—if she had any energy left—maybe slip back into bed with her for something slow and private. The idea of fucking her again—quietly, in the dark guest room, while the house slept—sent a low throb through my cock. I was already half-hard just thinking about it.

I found an open door a few rooms down. No light on inside, but the faint glow from a nightlight in the hallway was enough to see tile floor and a sink. A bathroom. Hoping it was the right one, I reached for the light switch—then froze.

A soft, sensual moan drifted down the hall.

Low, breathy, unmistakably female.

My hand hovered over the switch. I didn’t flip it. Instead I stood perfectly still, ears straining. The moan came again—deeper this time, drawn out, followed by a wet, rhythmic sound I knew too well: tongue on flesh, lips sucking, a woman’s hips rocking against a mouth.

It wasn’t coming from the bathroom.

It was further down the hall.

I knew I should close the door, grab whatever clothes I could find, and go back to Natalie. None of my business. Whatever was happening down there—Sarah and Les, probably—was private. But the sound pulled at me like gravity. My pulse kicked up, cock thickening fully under the towel still knotted at my waist.

I pictured Jessie on her back—those enormous breasts heaving, legs spread wide, dark nipples hard, gym-toned thighs trembling while a mouth worked between them. The image was instant, vivid, filthy. Curiosity burned hotter than shame.

I took one step. Then another. Small, quiet steps on the hardwood, avoiding the spots that creaked. The moans grew clearer—now joined by soft, wet sucking sounds, a muffled groan from the man, the faint slap of skin on skin. Definitely oral—someone eating pussy with real enthusiasm.

At the end of the hall a door stood open about a foot. Warm light spilled out—probably a bedside lamp—painting a stripe across the floor. I edged closer, staying in the shadow, heart hammering so loud I was sure they’d hear it.

Through the gap I could see the bed. A couple, tangled in sheets. The woman had her legs pulled back toward her chest—knees near her shoulders, thighs spread wide, feet in the air. Her arms were wrapped around the head of her lover, fingers tangled in his hair, holding him down as his face stayed buried between her legs. His shoulders flexed with every movement—slow, deliberate licks, then faster sucking—her hips rolling up to meet his mouth.

The woman’s head was thrown back, mouth open in a silent cry that turned into another low, shuddering moan. I couldn’t see her face clearly—too much shadow, too much hair—but the body was unmistakable.

Jessie.

Those enormous breasts—round, heavy, nipples dark and hard—rose and fell with every ragged breath. Her stomach flexed as she ground against Greg’s face (it had to be Greg—same broad shoulders, same dark hair). Her pussy was visible in flashes—neat dark triangle, lips swollen and glistening, his tongue working her clit in long, slow strokes.

“Damn, Greg,” I thought, the words forming silently in my head. “So lucky.”

My cock throbbed painfully under the towel—fully hard now, leaking against the fabric. I should have backed away. Should have gone back to Natalie. But I couldn’t move. The sight held me there—Jessie’s legs trembling, her fingers tightening in Greg’s hair, her hips lifting higher as she chased the edge.

Another moan—louder this time—slipped from her throat.

I stood frozen in the hallway shadows, breath shallow, pulse hammering in my ears. The door was open just enough—maybe twelve inches—and the bedside lamp cast a warm, golden stripe across the bed, illuminating the scene in soft, intimate detail.

At first I was certain it was Greg between Jessie’s legs. The broad shoulders, the dark hair, the way the man’s head moved—slow, deliberate, savoring—matched the image I had of him. My stomach twisted with a sick mix of jealousy and arousal. I pictured Natalie in the same position years ago—legs pulled back, cheer skirt shoved up, Greg’s mouth working her until she came three or four times. The memory from last night flooded back: her voice cracking as she confessed it, her pussy clenching around my cock while she relived every lick. Now here was Jessie in the same pose—knees near her shoulders, thighs spread wide, arms wrapped around the man’s head, fingers tangled in his hair, pulling him deeper as she moaned low and long.

But something wasn’t right.

It took several more seconds—long, agonizing seconds—for my brain to catch up. The hair was too long, too dark, too loose. The shoulders were narrower, leaner. The skin tone was wrong—darker than Greg’s.

It wasn’t Greg.

It was Eric.

The tall, slender guy with the mustache and ponytail. The one who’d rolled the joints, the one who’d stared openly at Natalie in the hot tub. His face was buried in Jessie’s pussy—tongue working slow, deliberate circles around her clit, then long flat licks up her slit, then sucking gently on the swollen bud. Jessie’s hips rolled up to meet him, her back arching, enormous breasts heaving with each ragged breath. Her nipples were hard, dark peaks against her slightly dark skin, bouncing slightly with every movement.

“Oh, yes…” she moaned, voice husky, unmistakable. “Right there… fuck, Eric…”

My cock jerked hard under the towel—fully erect now, straining against the fabric. I hated that it turned me on. Hated that I couldn’t look away. Hated that I was standing here like a voyeur while my wife slept naked in the next room.

Then, out of the corner of my eye, movement.

Greg.

He was sitting on a love seat in the corner of the room—naked, blanket discarded, legs spread wide. His massive cock was in his hand—thick, heavy, fully hard now, veins standing out as he stroked himself slowly from base to tip. His eyes were locked on the bed—on his wife’s legs pulled back, on Eric’s tongue working her clit, on the way Jessie’s fingers tightened in Eric’s hair and her moans grew louder, more desperate.

Greg wasn’t angry. He wasn’t shocked. He was watching with hungry, focused intensity—stroking himself in long, deliberate pulls, head tilted slightly, lips parted. A low groan escaped him when Jessie’s hips bucked and she whispered something filthy in Spanish.

I stepped back further into the shadows—heart slamming so hard I was sure they’d hear it. My cock throbbed painfully, leaking against the towel. I wanted to run. I wanted to burst in and stop it. I wanted to keep watching. I wanted to go back to Natalie and fuck her while thinking about what I’d just seen.

Guilt crashed over me like cold water. I retreated—quiet, careful steps back down the hall—forgetting completely about Natalie’s clothes. My mind was a storm: Jessie with Eric’s face buried between her legs, Greg stroking his huge cock while he watched, the casual way it all unfolded like this was normal for them.

I slipped back into the guest room and closed the door softly behind me.

Natalie was still asleep—naked on top of the covers, legs slightly parted, neat dark bush on full display in the moonlight from the window. Her small breasts rose and fell with slow breaths, nipples dark and relaxed. She looked peaceful. Innocent.

I stood over her for a long moment—cock still hard, towel tented, mind reeling from what I’d just witnessed.

“Are you awake?” I whispered to my wife.

“Umm hmmm…” she replied sleepily, voice thick and muffled against the pillow.

I hesitated, heart still racing from what I’d just seen. The image was burned into my brain: Jessie’s legs pulled back, Eric’s face buried between them, tongue working slow and deliberate, Greg stroking his massive cock while he watched from the love seat like it was the most normal thing in the world.

“You won’t believe what I saw,” I said, voice low, urgent.

Natalie stirred, rolling onto her back. One arm flopped across her stomach, the sheet slipping down to expose her breasts—small, perky, nipples still dark and slightly puckered from the cool room air. Her neat dark bush was visible where her legs parted just a little in sleep.

“What?” she mumbled, eyes still half-closed.

“Eric is having sex with Jessie,” I blurted, “while Greg watches.”

She blinked—once, twice—then turned fully toward me, sleep evaporating fast.

“You’re joking?” Her voice was suddenly sharp, awake.

“I’m serious. He’s going down on her. Greg’s just… sitting there, stroking himself.”

Natalie sat up slowly, sheet pooling around her waist. Her breasts shifted with the movement—firm, high, perfect in the dim moonlight from the window. She stared at me for a long second, processing.

“I want to see,” she said, already swinging her legs off the bed.

I grabbed her wrist—gentle but firm. “No. It’s too dangerous. We might get caught.”

“Come on,” she insisted, tugging free. “Show me.”

I stared at her. This wasn’t the reaction I’d expected. I’d braced for disbelief, maybe anger at me for watching, or at least some hesitation—some “why didn’t you come get me sooner?” or “that’s fucked up.” Instead her eyes were bright, pupils still wide from the pot, cheeks flushed with something that looked a lot like excitement.

It was out of character. Natalie was reserved, careful, the good girl who didn’t push boundaries like this. But tonight—after the hot tub, the weed, the confessions last night—something had shifted. She was curious. Hungry, even.

I swallowed hard. Part of me wanted to stop her. Protect her. Protect us. But another part—the darker part that had kept me hard while she confessed about Greg and Mark—wanted to see how far this would go.

“Okay,” I said finally, voice rough. “But you have to be very quiet.”

She nodded once—quick, eager—and stood. Naked. Completely naked. No robe, no sheet. Just her—long legs, flat stomach, perky breasts, neat dark bush framing her pussy, still slightly swollen from earlier arousal. She didn’t reach for anything to cover herself. She just waited for me to lead.

I stood, towel still around my waist (cock half-hard again, impossible to hide), and cracked the door.

The hallway was dark, silent except for the distant hum of the fridge and the faint, rhythmic sounds drifting from the end room.

Natalie pressed close behind me—naked breasts against my back, nipples hard against my skin, hand resting lightly on my hip.

We moved down the hall—slow, barefoot, silent. Every creak of the floor made me freeze. Natalie’s breathing was shallow, excited, right against my ear.

At the end of the corridor, the door was still open a foot—same warm lamp glow spilling out.

I stopped short of the light stripe, pulling Natalie into the shadows beside me.

She peered around my shoulder—breath catching when she saw.

Inching the last few steps, the room finally came into full view.

Everything had shifted.

Jessie was on her hands and knees in the center of the bed, back arched, enormous breasts swaying heavily beneath her with every thrust. Greg knelt behind her—hips snapping forward, his massive cock plunging deep into her pussy in long, powerful strokes that made her whole body jolt. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room, rhythmic and relentless.

Eric stood in front of her—tall, lean, cock fully hard now—fingers tangled in her hair as she sucked him greedily. Her lips stretched wide around his shaft, cheeks hollowing on every pull, saliva glistening on his length and dripping down her chin. She moaned around him—deep, muffled, vibrating through his cock—each sound timed perfectly with Greg’s thrusts driving into her from behind.

“Oh my God,” Natalie breathed—too loud.

I pressed a finger to her lips instantly, heart slamming against my ribs. She froze, eyes wide, but didn’t pull away. If anything, she leaned closer—naked body pressed tight against my back, nipples hard against my skin, breath hot on my neck.

We watched.

Jessie pulled off Eric’s cock with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the head. She turned her head toward Greg, eyes glazed, mouth open in a moan.

“Oh, fuck me good, baby,” she gasped, voice raw. “Harder—just like that.”

Greg growled—low, animal—and gripped her hips tighter, pounding into her faster. Her breasts bounced wildly, nipples brushing the sheets with every thrust. Her pussy made obscene, wet sounds around his thick cock—squelching, gripping, taking every inch.

Eric stroked himself lazily, watching, waiting.

“Yeah, hurry and finish, dude,” he said, voice rough. “I want some of that pussy too.”

“When I’m finished,” Greg grunted, not missing a beat, “she’s all yours.”

Jessie moaned louder—pushing back against Greg, then forward to take Eric back into her mouth. She sucked him deep—throat working, gagging slightly but not stopping—while Greg fucked her harder, the bed creaking under them.

Jessie turned back to Eric’s dick, lips parting wide as she took him in again—deeper this time, cheeks hollowing with each slow pull. His cock was shorter than Greg’s—maybe five and a half inches—but incredibly thick, the shaft stretching her mouth noticeably, veins bulging under the skin, foreskin partially rolled back to reveal a fat, blunt head. She worked it with practiced ease, tongue swirling around the ridge, one hand stroking what her lips couldn’t reach, the other braced on his thigh for balance.

Less than a minute later, Greg’s rhythm faltered—hips slamming forward one final time, burying himself to the hilt in Jessie’s pussy. He grabbed her hips hard, fingers digging into her flesh, and let out a loud, guttural wail as he exploded inside her. His body jerked with each pulse, cock throbbing visibly as he filled her, cum leaking out around the thick shaft and dripping down her inner thighs.

He stayed buried for a long moment—breathing ragged—then pulled out slowly. His cock slipped free with a wet sound, glistening with their combined fluids, still semi-hard and dripping. He stumbled back to the love seat, legs shaky, and collapsed onto it, yanking the blanket over his lower body like an afterthought. He sat there panting, eyes glazed, a satisfied grin spreading across his face as he watched Eric take over.

Eric didn’t hesitate. He eased Jessie off his cock with a gentle tug, flipped her onto her back in one smooth motion, and spread her legs wide. Her pussy was flushed, swollen, slick with Greg’s cum and her own arousal—lips parted, glistening, a thick pearl of white leaking from her entrance.

He lined up and pushed inside—slow at first, letting her feel every inch of his shorter-but-very-thick cock stretching her open again. Jessie’s eyes rolled back, mouth falling open in a silent gasp as he bottomed out.

“Oh man, that’s good…” Eric groaned, voice low and rough. “Nice and wet, man. I’m gonna fuck you all night.”

Jessie moaned—deep, needy—hips lifting to meet him as he started moving faster. The room filled with their sounds: wet slapping flesh, her breathy cries, his grunts of pleasure, the bed creaking under their rhythm. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, nails raking down his back.

Natalie’s breathing had turned shallow and fast against my ear. Her hand—still wrapped around my cock under the towel—squeezed tighter with every thrust Eric gave Jessie. Her own pussy was dripping; I could feel it slick against my thigh where she pressed closer, hips rocking subtly against my leg in time with the scene.

Natalie remained fixated on the scene, her breathing now noticeably labored—short, shallow inhales through her nose, each one catching slightly at the back of her throat. The hallway shadows hid us completely, but the lamp light from the bedroom spilled just far enough to illuminate her face: pupils blown wide, lips parted, cheeks flushed darker than the pot alone could explain.

I stepped behind her—silent, careful—and slid my hands inside her open silk robe. The fabric parted easily; she was already naked underneath. My palms found her breasts—small, firm, nipples already tight and hard from the cold air and whatever was churning inside her. I rolled them slowly between my fingers, pinching just enough to make her gasp softly. She didn’t pull away. If anything, she arched into my touch, pressing her back against my chest so her ass ground lightly against my towel-covered erection.

My right hand drifted lower—over the flat plane of her stomach, through the neat dark triangle of her bush—and found her pussy soaked. Wetter than I’d ever felt her. Her tiny clit was diamond-hard, swollen and protruding, standing out like it was begging for attention. That only happened when she was really turned on—when the line between fantasy and reality had blurred so completely she couldn’t think straight.

I pushed one finger inside her slowly—her walls clenched instantly, hot and slick—and began stroking in long, deliberate pulls. She whimpered—quiet, needy—and when I added a second finger she couldn’t stay still anymore. Her hips rocked back against my hand, fucking herself on my fingers in shallow, desperate thrusts.

“Let’s go to bed,” I whispered against her ear, voice rough with want. “I need to fuck you.”

“Not yet,” she replied—still focused on the bed, voice thick, almost annoyed that I’d interrupted her concentration.

I kept playing with her—fingers curling inside, thumb circling her clit—while we watched.

Jessie was close. Her moans had turned sharp, frantic—high-pitched gasps every time Eric’s tongue flicked her clit or sucked hard on her swollen lips. Her enormous breasts bounced with every jerk of her hips; she had one hand tangled in Eric’s long hair, the other clawing at the sheets. Greg sat on the love seat—cock in hand, stroking slow and steady—eyes locked on his wife’s face as she unraveled.

Then it happened.

Jessie’s back arched off the bed—legs trembling, thighs clamping around Eric’s head. She cried out—long, broken, raw—body convulsing as she came hard, pussy pulsing visibly around nothing while Eric kept licking through it, drawing out every shudder.

When the orgasm finally ebbed, she collapsed back—chest heaving, breasts rising and falling in heavy waves. Eric pulled his face away, lips and chin glistening, and climbed up her body. He flipped her gently onto her stomach, pulled her hips up, and pushed inside her from behind in one smooth thrust.

Jessie moaned again—deeper this time—as he bottomed out.

But as she turned her head to the side—cheek pressed to the pillow, mouth open in pleasure—I finally saw them clearly.

Her breasts—massive, round, heavy—swayed beneath her with every thrust. And they moved naturally. No unnatural firmness, no perfect, bolted-on shape. They jiggled and swung with real weight, skin soft and slightly dimpled at the undersides, nipples dragging against the sheets. They were all natural. Stunningly, breathtakingly real.

The realization hit me like a slow wave. I’d wondered earlier—when she was in clothes, when they floated in the hot tub—but seeing them like this, swaying freely while Eric fucked her from behind, there was no doubt. No implants. Just Jessie—curvy, soft, perfect in her imperfection.

My cock throbbed harder against Natalie’s ass.

She felt it—pushed back into me with a small, needy sound.

Eric’s pace quickened—short, hard thrusts that made Jessie’s breasts slap against the mattress. He grunted—once, twice—then buried himself deep and came with a loud, guttural groan, hips jerking as he emptied into her.

Jessie whimpered—still riding the aftershocks—then collapsed fully onto the bed.

Greg watched it all—hand still on his cock, stroking slowly—eyes dark with satisfaction.

Natalie’s pussy clenched around my fingers—hard, sudden.

She was close.

I pulled my hand free—slowly, teasingly—and turned her toward me.

“Come on,” I whispered. “Back to the room. Now.”

She didn’t argue.

We retreated—quiet, careful steps—her naked body pressed against mine, nipples dragging across my chest, bush brushing my thigh with every movement.

I closed the guest-room door behind us.

She turned to face me—eyes glassy, lips parted, breathing fast.

“Hurry, put it in,” she demanded the moment my clothes hit the floor. Her voice was urgent, almost frantic—eyes glassy from the pot, cheeks flushed, legs already parting wider on the bed.

I moved to her fast—kneeling between her thighs, cock aching and hard from everything we’d just seen. She was soaked—dripping down her inner thighs, neat dark bush glistening in the low moonlight. I lined up and slid in easily—one long, smooth thrust that buried me to the hilt. She gasped—sharp, needy—back arching off the mattress.

“Oh, yes. Now, do it!” she cried out, louder than she should have in a stranger’s house. Her nails dug into my shoulders, hips bucking up to meet me.

Her state bordered on manic—wild, unfiltered, nothing like the reserved Natalie I’d known for years. The pot, the vodka, the sight of Jessie getting fucked while Greg watched—it had stripped away every layer of restraint. She was gone, lost in it, and it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

I thrust hard—deep, steady—riding the edge of my own control. She didn’t last long. Maybe a dozen strokes, maybe less. Her moans turned sharp, desperate—“Ohhh… ohhh… yes… yes… do it! Oh, honey, do it!”—practically screaming as the wave crashed over her.

Her pussy spasmed around me—tight, rhythmic pulses like a milking machine, gripping and releasing my sensitive shaft in waves that nearly undid me. I kept moving through it—slow, deep—drawing out every shudder until her body finally went limp beneath me, legs falling open, chest heaving.

I leaned down, lips against her ear.

“I love you,” I whispered, still rocking gently inside her.

“Ummm… ohhh…” she replied, stretching lazily beneath me like a cat waking up. Her arms wrapped around my shoulders, pulling me closer.

“Are you okay?” I asked, voice rough.

“Oh, yes…” She smiled—dreamy, sated—and added, “I’m floating.”

“That was something else,” I said, still buried deep, hips circling slow.

“I know,” she murmured, eyes half-lidded. “I’ve never seen people doing it.”

I paused—mid-motion—realizing she wasn’t talking about us at all. She was still back in that hallway, watching Eric fuck Jessie while Greg stroked himself.

“Yes… it was hot,” I answered carefully, testing, wanting to see if she’d open up.

“Very,” she said instantly. “But shocking.”

I nuzzled into her neck, nibbling the soft spot just below her ear—the one that always made her shiver.

“What made you hot?” I asked, voice low, fingers tracing lazy circles on her hip.

She hesitated—just a breath, but I felt it. Her pussy gave a small, involuntary squeeze around me.

“I don’t know…” she started, then trailed off. “It was just so raw… so naughty… so…”

She didn’t finish. Didn’t need to.

I rocked into her again—slow, deep—and she sighed.

“Were you thinking about it being you with Jessie?” she asked suddenly, point-blank.

The question hit like cold water. I froze inside her—cock still hard, mind scrambling. I hadn’t expected her to go there. Hadn’t expected her to see it in me so clearly.

I had thought about it—watching Jessie’s legs pulled back, Eric’s tongue working her clit, Greg stroking his thick cock while he watched his wife get eaten out. I’d pictured myself in Eric’s place—face buried between those enormous, natural breasts, tasting her while Greg watched. And yeah, part of me had wondered what it would feel like to have Jessie’s mouth on me while Natalie watched. The thought had made me harder than I wanted to admit.

But hearing Natalie say it out loud—calm, curious, not angry—threw me.

“No, that wasn’t exactly what I was thinking,” I finally said, the words scraping out of my throat like gravel.

Natalie’s eyes flicked open—still glassy from the pot, but suddenly sharp, focused. “What then?”

Her voice was soft, but there was an edge to it—curious, hungry for details. That surprised me. I’d expected deflection, maybe embarrassment, not… this.

“Just stuff,” I tried, voice cracking a little. My hips kept their slow, gentle rhythm inside her—almost automatic now—but my mind was racing, stomach twisting.

“Tell me,” she demanded, fingernails dragging lightly down my back—slow, deliberate, sending sparks along my spine. When I didn’t answer fast enough, she said it again, quieter but firmer: “Tell me.”

I swallowed hard. My cock throbbed inside her—still hard, still aching—but saying it out loud felt like stepping off a cliff. My heart slammed against my ribs so hard I was sure she could feel it.

“I was thinking it was you on the bed instead of Jessie,” I blurted, voice barely above a whisper. I cringed instantly—waiting for the recoil, the anger, the “how could you even think that?”—every worst-case scenario flashing through my head.

But she didn’t pull away.

“Really?” she answered, and there was something in her voice—excitement? Surprise? Her body stiffened for a split second—muscles tightening around me—then relaxed again.

Her eyes searched mine in the dark—wide, dilated, pupils swallowing the irises.

“Yeah…” I forced out, barely audible. My throat felt like sandpaper.

“Both of them?” she asked—quiet, almost careful.

I hesitated—only a heartbeat—then nodded. “Yeah.”

I hadn’t actually pictured it that far—Eric and Greg taking turns on her—but saying it felt reckless, dangerous, and fuck if it didn’t make me even harder inside her.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t push me away. Instead her hips rolled up once—slow, deliberate—taking me deeper.

“I couldn’t do that,” she said after a long pause. But the way she said it—soft, almost wistful—made it clear she’d at least thought about it. The idea had crossed her mind, even if only for a second.

“Why not?” I prodded, voice rough now, intrigued that she hadn’t shut it down. Intrigued that she was still talking about it while my cock was buried inside her.

She bit her lip—hard—then exhaled shakily.

“I’m married,” she said, almost laughing at how obvious it sounded. “In case you forgot. And a mother. Plus… it’s a small town. People might find out.”

Her voice had more clarity than I expected after everything we’d consumed—vodka, weed, adrenaline—but there was a tremor underneath it. A crack. Like she was trying to convince herself as much as me.

I rocked into her again—slow, deep—and she gasped softly.

“Jessie is a wife and a mother and lives here full time,” I countered, keeping my voice low, almost defensive.

Natalie’s eyes narrowed slightly—searching my face in the dim moonlight filtering through the curtains. She pushed up on her elbows so we were eye-to-eye, bodies still joined, my cock still buried deep inside her. The shift made us both gasp softly—her walls fluttering around me, my hips instinctively rocking once before I stilled.

“Are you being serious?” she asked, voice hushed but sharp. “You want me to have sex with them?”

The question landed heavy—raw, direct, no room for dodging. My throat tightened. I’d said too much already, pushed too far, and now the words were out there, hanging between us like smoke.

I swallowed hard. “I think the idea gets you hot.”

It wasn’t a denial. It wasn’t even really an answer. Just an observation—quiet, careful, testing.

She didn’t move away. Didn’t push me off. If anything, her hips gave a tiny, involuntary roll—taking me deeper.

“An idea is not actually doing it,” she said after a long beat. The words were careful, measured… but they carried an admission buried inside them. The idea was in her head. She’d thought about it—maybe more than she wanted to admit.

I exhaled slowly through my nose, still rocking gently inside her—slow, shallow thrusts that kept us both on edge without tipping over.

“Did you enjoy being naked in the tub in front of everyone?” I asked.

She hesitated—only a second—but I felt it in the way her pussy clenched around me.

“Well… it was fun being…” She trailed off, searching for the word. “…I guess… different.”

Another admission. Small. But real. She’d liked the exposure. The risk. The way eyes had lingered on her naked body—mine, Greg’s, Les’s, Eric’s, Michael’s. She’d felt seen, desired, wanted in a way that went beyond our private bedroom.

My cock throbbed inside her at the thought.

I leaned down, lips brushing her ear.

“Did you enjoy being touched in the tub?”

It was a complete fishing question. I hadn’t seen anything concrete—only the way Greg and Eric had eased closer, the way their legs had brushed hers under the water, the way she’d leaned forward suddenly, biting her lip, staring into the bubbles like something had surprised her. No hands visible. No overt moves. But the feeling in my gut—the same one that had kept me hard while watching Greg and Eric with Jessie—told me something might have happened. A graze. A brush. A finger slipping between her thighs when no one was looking.

She went still beneath me.

For a long second she didn’t answer. Her breathing turned shallow, quick. Her pussy fluttered around my cock—once, twice—like the memory alone was enough to make her wetter.

Then, quietly:

“Maybe.”

The word was so soft I almost missed it.

My hips snapped forward—hard—burying myself deep.

She gasped—sharp, surprised—nails digging into my shoulders.

“Tell me,” I said, voice rough now.

“How did you know?” she finally said, voice barely above a whisper.

I hesitated—only a heartbeat—then lied smoothly.

“It was the look in your eyes,” I said, keeping my tone gentle, almost teasing. “You got that same faraway glaze you have when something’s really turning you on.”

She searched my face in the dark, eyes still wide and glassy from the pot and the afterglow. For a second I thought she might call me on it, but then her expression softened—relieved, maybe even grateful that I wasn’t angry.

“I’m sorry,” she answered, voice small and worried.

I shook my head, still buried inside her, hips rocking slow and steady to keep the connection.

“Tell me about it,” I said quietly. “I’m not mad. I want to know.”

She exhaled shakily, fingers tracing nervous patterns on my back.

“We were just so close,” she started, voice trembling a little. “In the tub… Greg and Eric on either side of me. The water was hot, the jets bubbling, everything felt… loose. Then I felt a hand on my leg.”

“Greg’s?” I asked, already knowing.

“Yes,” she whispered.

“And?”

“He ran his hand up and down my leg,” she said, but I could hear the pause—the way she was holding something back. Her pussy gave a small squeeze around me, like the memory alone was enough to make her wetter.

I pushed in a little deeper—slow, deliberate—making her gasp softly.

“Did he touch you?” I asked, voice low but firm. “Be honest.”

She bit her lip—hard—then nodded once.

“Just my leg… at first. He kept sliding higher—inner thigh. I could feel his fingers brushing… close. He tried for more. I stopped him. Moved my leg away, squeezed my thighs together. Said something dumb like ‘not here’ and laughed it off.”

I rocked into her again—deeper—and she moaned low in her throat.

“I’m not mad,” I said, lips brushing her ear. “Kiss me.”

I pulled her face to mine—slow, gentle at first, then deeper. Our tongues met, tasting salt and weed and the faint tang of earlier drinks. She kissed me back hungrily, like she was trying to pour everything she couldn’t say into the kiss.

When we broke apart, I kept moving—slow, steady thrusts that made her breath hitch with every one.

“Tell me everything,” I said. “What did it feel like when his hand was there?”

She swallowed—hard—then whispered:

“Scary. Exciting. Wrong. Good. I kept thinking… you were right there. Watching. And I didn’t stop him right away. I let his fingers get close—really close—before I moved. I could feel how wet I was already. From the water, from the weed, from… everything.”

Her voice cracked—half shame, half thrill.

“Did Eric know?” I wondered out loud, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

Natalie’s body shuddered beneath me—sharp, involuntary—like the question had struck a nerve. Her pussy clenched around my cock—once, hard—and I knew there was more. I could feel it in the way her breath hitched, the way her hips lifted just a fraction to take me deeper.

“Tell me,” I demanded, voice low and rough, hips rocking slow but firm now, keeping her right on the edge.

She swallowed—hard—then whispered, “He put his hand on my other leg.”

The admission landed like a punch. My cock throbbed inside her—harder, thicker—leaking at the thought.

“That’s all?” I pressed, thrusting once—deep—making her gasp. “He didn’t try to do more?”

“No,” she breathed. “He just… stroked my thigh. Up and down. Slow. Like he was testing. Waiting to see if I’d stop him.”

I groaned—low, guttural—and picked up the pace, fucking her steadily now, each thrust driving the confession deeper.

“That’s naughty,” I said, voice shaking with the effort to stay controlled. “Two men touching you like that. Greg on one side, Eric on the other. You got them worked up for Jessie. No wonder they were fucking her so hard. I bet they wanted you in that bed. Wanted to spread those long legs of yours. Wanted to see how wet you’d get for them.”

Her nails dug into my back—sharp, desperate. Her hips bucked up to meet mine—harder now, chasing it.

“Are you mad?” she asked, voice trembling, pushing her pelvis into me with every word.

“No,” I rasped, fucking her faster. “I’m not mad. You should have let them touch you. I wish you would have. Fuck, Natalie… I wish you’d opened your legs just a little. Let their fingers slip inside you. Let them feel how soaked you were.”

Her breath broke—sharp, ragged—eyes wide and glassy in the dark.

“Is that what you want?” she gasped, moving with me now, frantic, matching every thrust. “Really?”

“Yes,” I spit out, the words tearing free before I could stop them. My voice cracked—raw, desperate. “I want you to come like Jessie did. I want to see you being fucked. Fucked hard like she was. Eric’s thick cock stretching you open. Greg’s huge dick pounding you from behind. Both of them. Taking turns. Filling you up while I watch. Oh shit… oh God… damn!”

The orgasm hit me like a freight train—violent, blinding. My hips slammed forward—once, twice—burying myself deep as I erupted inside her, cock pulsing hard, spilling everything I had in hot, shuddering jets. My vision tunneled; for a moment I thought I’d black out. My arms gave out and I dropped on top of her, chest heaving, struggling to breathe, sweat dripping onto her skin.

She trembled beneath me—still clenching around my cock in aftershocks, her own release rippling through her in quiet waves. Her arms wrapped around me, holding tight, nails still digging into my back.

We stayed like that—panting, hearts slamming against each other—for long seconds.

Then she whispered—voice small, shaky:

“I… I almost let him.”

I lifted my head, looked down at her.

“Greg?” I asked, hoarse.

She nodded—once—eyes wide, vulnerable.

“When his fingers got higher… brushing right against my pussy… I almost opened my legs. Just a little. Just to see what it would feel like. To let him feel how wet I was. To let him slip inside me while Eric watched. While you watched.”

Her voice cracked on the last word.

My cock—still inside her—twitched again, already stirring despite the orgasm I’d just had.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

She bit her lip—hard—then whispered:

“I wanted you to see it. Wanted you to watch him finger me. Wanted you to see me come on his hand.”

I groaned—low, broken—and rocked into her once—slow, deep—even though I was spent.

She whimpered—soft, needy.

“I love you,” I said, voice rough.

“I love you too,” she answered—small, certain.

We lay there—bodies tangled, hearts racing—listening to the house settle around us.

Somewhere down the hall, a soft moan drifted through the walls.

And we both smiled—slow, secret, a little terrified.

Natalie rolled off me slowly, her body slick with sweat, chest still heaving. She landed on her back beside me, legs splayed open without modesty. One hand drifted down between her thighs almost automatically. Her fingers found her clit and began circling—slow at first, then faster, more insistent.

“I need to come again,” she whispered, voice husky and thick. “I’m so close already.”

I turned onto my side to face her, cock softening but still twitching at the sight. Her neat dark bush was matted with our mixed fluids; two fingers disappeared inside her easily, pumping in and out while her thumb kept working her swollen clit. She bit her lower lip, eyes half-lidded, already chasing that second peak.

“Tell me,” she breathed, hips lifting off the mattress to meet her own hand. “Tell me what you saw… what you imagined… about me and Greg.”

I swallowed. The post-climax clarity had made me cautious, but her fingers were moving faster now, the wet sounds filling the quiet room. She was too far gone to back out—and I was too turned on by her urgency to stay silent.

“I imagined you on your knees in front of Greg,” I said, voice low. “Just like you told me last night. That cheer skirt still on. Ponytail swinging. Taking his thick cock in your mouth.”

Natalie moaned—long and low—her fingers plunging deeper.

“Keep going,” she gasped. “What else?”

“I imagined Eric behind you. Sliding that fat, short cock of his into your pussy while you sucked Greg. Feeling you stretched around him, wet from both of them.”

Her back arched. Three fingers now, pumping fast, thumb grinding hard on her clit.

“Oh fuck—yes—”

“I imagined Greg grabbing your hair, fucking your mouth while Eric pounded you from behind. Both of them using you. Filling every hole.”

Natalie’s moans turned sharp, desperate. Her free hand grabbed my wrist, pulling my hand to her breast. I rolled her nipple between my fingers—hard—just the way she liked.

“Would you… would you let them come in me?” she panted, hips jerking.

“Yes,” I growled. “Greg in your mouth. Eric deep in your pussy. Both of them unloading while I watched.”

Her whole body tensed—legs shaking, toes curling.

“Oh God—yes—fuck—I’m gonna come—thinking about sucking Greg while Eric fucks me—ohhh!”

She shattered.

Her cry was louder than before—raw, unrestrained. Her pussy clenched visibly around her fingers, a fresh gush of wetness coating her hand and the sheets beneath her. Her back bowed off the mattress, breasts thrusting upward, nipples like bullets. She rode the orgasm in long, shuddering waves, moaning Greg’s name once—soft, almost accidental—before collapsing back, trembling, chest heaving.

I watched her come down—fingers still buried inside herself, clit twitching under her thumb, eyes glassy and unfocused.

After several long breaths she finally pulled her hand free, glistening, and brought it to her mouth. She licked her fingers clean—slow, deliberate—eyes locked on mine.

Then she rolled toward me, pressing her damp body against my side.

“I love you,” she whispered, voice hoarse.

“I love you too,” I answered, kissing her forehead.

We lay there in silence for a long minute—bodies cooling, heartbeats slowing.

Then she spoke again, barely audible:

“We should talk about this… tomorrow.”

I nodded against her hair.

“Tomorrow.”

Somewhere down the hall another soft moan drifted through the walls—someone else still awake, still playing.

We both smiled—small, secret, a little scared.

The night had changed us.

And tomorrow we’d have to decide what came next.


Time to Get Moving 


“Sweetie, get up. We better get moving. The kids will be up soon,” Natalie said, prodding my shoulder. Her voice was low, urgent, still thick with sleep and last night’s haze.

I groaned, eyes cracking open to gray winter light seeping through the curtains. My mouth tasted like cotton and stale tequila. Head throbbing. Body heavy. The guest-room bed felt too small, the sheets damp in spots from sweat and other things.

“Did you get my clothes?” she asked, already sitting up, arms crossed over her bare chest like she’d just remembered she was naked.

“No,” I rasped, throat raw. “They’re still in the bathroom.”

“Shit.” She swung her legs off the bed, standing quickly. The sheet fell away; she was still completely bare—long legs, flat stomach, neat dark bush, small breasts shifting as she looked around the room. “Where’s the robe?”

I sat up fast—too fast—head spinning.

“Oh shit,” I said, meeting her eyes. We both realized it at the same instant.

We’d left it on the floor in front of Greg and Jessie’s bedroom door.

The robe—damp, red silk, unmistakable.

If Jessie or Greg found it…

“Hurry, go get it,” she demanded, panic rising in her voice.

I scrambled—jeans yanked on, shirt pulled over my head, no socks, no belt. Barefoot, I slipped out the door and moved down the hallway, heart pounding louder than my footsteps.

The house was still quiet—no sounds from the kids’ rooms, no clatter in the kitchen. I crept toward the master bedroom door—still cracked open about a foot, same as last night.

No robe on the floor.

I pushed the door wider—just an inch—and peeked inside.

The room was empty. Bed made. No sign of the silk robe. No sign of last night’s chaos.

They’d picked it up.

Or someone else had.

I backed away fast, pulse roaring in my ears, and ducked into the bathroom down the hall. Natalie’s clothes were still there—jeans, sweater, panties, bra—folded neatly on the counter like nothing had happened. I grabbed them and hurried back to our room.

Natalie was pacing—naked, arms wrapped around herself.

“Where’s the robe?” she asked the second I closed the door.

“It wasn’t there,” I said, handing her the clothes. “Someone took it.”

“Damn.” Her face paled. “Now they’ll know I was looking. They’ll think I’m a pervert—or worse, that we saw everything.”

She dressed quickly—jeans, sweater, no bra yet—hands shaking slightly as she pulled everything on.

“We should leave now,” she said. “Before anyone wakes up. Before they ask questions.”

I nodded. “Yeah. Let’s go.”

We moved like thieves—quiet steps down the stairs, quick goodbyes to her still-sleeping parents (a note on the counter: “Took the kids to our place, thanks for everything—back later”), then out to the SUV. The morning air was sharp, cold enough to make my lungs ache. Natalie slid into the passenger seat without a word. I started the engine and pulled out slowly, gravel crunching under the tires.

It was just after 8:00 a.m. when we rolled up to our place. The kids came running out the moment we parked—Kristian yelling about pancakes, Harriet clutching her stuffed rabbit. Natalie’s mom appeared in the doorway, waving, already asking where we’d been.

“Stayed at Sarah’s,” Natalie said smoothly, voice steady despite the slight tremor I could hear. “We had a few drinks. Didn’t want to drive.”

Her mom nodded—satisfied, or at least pretending to be—and ushered the kids inside for breakfast.

We barely had time to shower and change before church. Natalie had promised her parents, and even though I’m not usually a churchgoer, I went along to help wrangle the kids. The service was a blur—hymns, sermon, handshakes—my mind replaying flashes of last night: Jessie’s legs pulled back, Eric’s head between them, Greg stroking himself, Natalie’s whispered admissions in the dark.

Afterward we went to my parents’ for the afternoon—more food, more stories, more kids running around. It wasn’t until after dinner—when Kristian and Harriet were finally settled in front of a movie—that we got a moment to breathe.

We collapsed into bed—exhausted, still a little hungover, still carrying the weight of everything unsaid.

Natalie curled against me, head on my chest.

Neither of us spoke.

For the next couple of days we threw ourselves into family life—outdoor activities in the crisp winter air, baking cookies with the kids, impromptu gatherings at both sets of grandparents’ houses, last-minute shopping trips for forgotten gifts. Kristian and Harriet were in heaven—grandparents spoiling them rotten, endless treats, stories, and games. The days blurred together in a comforting, exhausting routine that kept everything else at arm’s length.

Sarah was relentless—texts, calls, voice messages piling up on Natalie’s phone: “Come over for coffee!” “Girls’ lunch?” “We miss you!” Natalie dodged her with polite excuses—“Busy with the kids,” “Family stuff,” “Maybe after Christmas”—until Sarah finally sent a hurt-sounding “Okay, I get it. Have fun with your family.” It stung Natalie; I could see it in the way her shoulders dropped when she read the message. But she held firm. No meetups. No explanations. And so far, no signs that word had gotten back to Sarah about anything that happened after she and Les left Greg and Jessie’s house. At least nothing involving us.

On Thursday afternoon Sarah called again—this time about another dance at the hall the following night.

“The group’s going,” Natalie told me after hanging up, phone still in her hand. “She’s pushing hard.”

I watched her face—tense, conflicted. “What did you say?”

“I begged off. Family commitments.” She looked at me directly. “I’m making her angry.”

“I know,” I said quietly. “But after Christmas maybe y’all can get together.”

She gave me an odd look—searching, almost suspicious—then nodded slowly and set the phone face-down on the counter.

I had deliberately steered clear of any discussion about her high-school admissions or what happened at Greg and Jessie’s. At first it was easy; the sheer volume of everything that had hit me in such a short time—her confessions about Greg and Mark, the hot tub, the hallway voyeurism—had left my brain scrambled. I needed time to process. Common sense screamed at me to treat it as a wild, one-off memory—hot, dangerous, but finished. Lock it away. Don’t tempt fate again. Especially with kids, parents, and a small town where gossip spreads like wildfire.

But my rational brain was losing ground.

The demons were louder every day.

They started as flashes—Jessie’s legs pulled back, Eric’s face buried between them, Greg stroking his massive cock while he watched his wife get eaten out. Then they shifted: Natalie in Jessie’s place, legs spread wide, Eric’s thick cock stretching her while Greg waited his turn. Natalie’s hand under the water in the hot tub, Greg’s fingers brushing her thigh, Eric’s hand on the other side. Her whispered “maybe” when I asked if she’d let them go further. Her body shuddering when she admitted she’d almost opened her legs for Greg’s hand. Her manic urgency when she demanded I fuck her after we watched. The way she’d come again fingering herself while we talked about her sucking Greg while Eric fucked her.

Every quiet moment—driving the kids to the park, standing in line at the grocery store, lying awake while Natalie slept beside me—the images looped. Relentless. Insistent. My cock would stir at the worst times—family dinner, church pew, helping Harriet with her coat. I’d have to shift, adjust, breathe through it, tell myself it was just the afterglow of a crazy night. But the more I tried to suppress it, the stronger it came back.

And Natalie… she hadn’t brought it up either. Not once. No questions. No “what did you think about what I said?” No “are we okay?” She acted normal—smiling at the kids, hugging her parents, laughing at my dad’s bad jokes. But sometimes I caught her looking at me—quick glances when she thought I wasn’t watching—eyes dark, searching, like she was waiting for me to crack first.

I hadn’t cracked yet.

The next day Sarah called several times—persistent, almost pleading—trying to chat with Natalie and pressing her at least once to reconsider the dance. Natalie kept it polite but firm: family time, kids, commitments. Sarah’s disappointment was audible even through the phone, but Natalie held the line.

By five in the afternoon we loaded up—Natalie and I, the kids, her parents—in two cars and headed to my folks’ place for dinner. It was a nice evening: roast turkey, mashed potatoes, too much pie, laughter around the table, the kids running circles until they crashed from sugar and exhaustion. By nine we were saying goodbyes and buckling sleepy children into car seats.

As we drove the quiet back roads home, the kids already dozing in the backseat, I leaned over and asked in a low voice they couldn’t hear over the road noise:

“Do you want to go to the dance hall for a little while?”

Natalie turned her head—surprised, searching my face in the dashboard glow. I could see the guilt flicker in her eyes; she’d been dodging Sarah all week, and I knew it was eating at her.

“You sure?” she whispered back.

I nodded. “Yeah. Go have fun. I’ll drop the kids at your parents’ and meet you there.”

She studied me a second longer—something unspoken passing between us—then gave a small, grateful smile.

“Okay.”

We pulled up to her parents’ house. The kids were out cold—exhausted from food, excitement, and a long day. We carried them inside, transferred them to the guest room, and tucked them in with quiet kisses on foreheads. Natalie’s mom raised an eyebrow when she saw us still dressed to go out again.

“Sarah’s thing,” Natalie explained. “We’ll be back late.”

Her mom just nodded—used to small-town nights—and waved us off.

I changed quickly into jeans and a button-down while Natalie freshened up. Fifteen minutes turned into thirty (hair, makeup, deciding on the right sweater), but by 9:45 we were back in the SUV, heading toward the hall.

We didn’t talk much on the drive. The radio played low country Christmas songs. My mind was spinning—bad thoughts, good thoughts, dangerous thoughts. The demons from the night at Greg and Jessie’s had been quiet during the family days, but now, with the hall lights glowing ahead, they were roaring back. I pictured Greg’s eyes on Natalie again. Eric’s hand on her thigh. The way she’d leaned forward in the tub, biting her lip. The way she’d come screaming my name while we talked about her sucking Greg while Eric fucked her.

I gripped the wheel tighter.

We arrived just before ten. The parking lot was packed—same trucks, same holiday lights strung across the fence. The band was already playing; bass thumped through the walls as we walked up.

Natalie scanned the room the second we stepped inside—eyes bright, scanning tables—until she spotted Sarah and Les near the back. Sarah’s face lit up like Christmas morning when she saw us.

“I thought you weren’t coming!” she exclaimed, jumping up to hug Natalie tight. “But I’m so glad you did!”

“Where’s the rest of your compadres?” I asked after the hugs and handshakes wrapped up.

Sarah shrugged, sliding back into her seat. “Jordan and Kelly couldn’t make it. I think they’re still freaked out about the hot tub.” She gave a small, knowing laugh. “Greg and Jessie are late. Honestly, I’m not sure they’re gonna show. They were kind of so-so on coming once they heard you guys weren’t.”

I nodded, forcing a casual smile while my stomach did a slow flip. No Greg. No Jessie. Part relief, part disappointment—I wasn’t sure which was stronger.

“I’ll grab drinks,” I said, needing a second to breathe. “Beer for me, wine for you?”

Natalie nodded. “White if they have it. Thanks.”

The bar line was short. I ordered a cold bottle and a cup of the house white—cheap, but better than nothing since it was too late to hit the liquor store for vodka. On the way back, tray in hand, I almost dropped everything.

Mark Thompson.

He stood off to one side near the bandstand, talking to two guys I vaguely recognized from high school. Tall, broad-shouldered, narrow hips—the classic linebacker build hadn’t changed much. A bit of receding hairline, maybe five extra pounds around the middle, but otherwise… he looked exactly like I remembered. The same commanding presence, same easy confidence.

My gut clenched.

I knew Natalie had confessed about him—Mark Thompson, the quiet math nerd who’d somehow gotten her on her knees in her cheer uniform, made her swallow. But seeing him here—real, in the flesh—after everything else that had happened… it felt like overload. Like the past and the present were colliding in ways I wasn’t ready for.

A part of me had secretly hoped we’d run into him this trip—some twisted curiosity after her admission. But now, with the hot tub still fresh, the hallway voyeurism, the confessions in bed… it was too much. Too fast. Too dangerous.

I decided right then: I wouldn’t say anything to Natalie. Not tonight. Not yet.

She grimaced as she took her first sip of the wine—cheap, too sweet—but smiled anyway.

“Dance with your wife,” she said, setting the cup down.

The band was solid—classic country, steady beat. We stayed out for a second song. She pressed close during the slow one, arms around my neck, body moving against mine in that effortless way that always made my pulse kick up. I held her waist, trying to focus on her—the warmth of her, the familiar scent—but my eyes kept drifting to Mark Thompson. He was still there, talking, laughing, but every few seconds his gaze swept the room… and landed on Natalie.

From the look on his face—sharp, surprised, then something darker—he’d spotted her.

He knew exactly who she was.

The song ended. We walked back to the table hand in hand.

Sarah leaned forward as we sat. “Greg and Jessie aren’t gonna make it, but they want us to come over later. Said the door’s open if we feel like it.”

Natalie’s hand tightened in mine under the table—just for a second.

We danced a few songs—Natalie pulling me out for a fast two-step or a slow sway when a favorite song came on—but mostly we stayed at the table, chatting with Sarah and Les and the steady stream of old acquaintances who spotted us and drifted over. It was easy conversation: who had kids now, who’d moved away, who was still farming the same land their granddad had. Sarah dominated most of it—loud, animated, catching Natalie up on every scrap of gossip she’d missed. Les was quieter, good-natured, content to laugh along and refill drinks.

I was disappointed Greg and Jessie weren’t coming. More than I wanted to admit.

Part of it was the pull of unfinished business—the way Greg’s eyes had lingered on Natalie at the last dance, the charged closeness in the hot tub, the hallway scene that still burned in my mind. I wanted to see more of that interaction. Wanted to watch how they moved around each other now, knowing what I knew. Wanted to test the edges of this new, dangerous curiosity that had taken root.

And Jessie… Jessie intrigued me in a way I hadn’t expected. Her kindness that night—soft-spoken, thoughtful, checking on Natalie’s comfort even while everything escalated—had stuck with me. Coupled with her passionate response to Eric and Greg, it painted a picture that didn’t fit the neat boxes I’d grown up with. Our Christian upbringing had been clear: good girls, good wives, good mothers didn’t have carnal desires like that. They didn’t moan for two men at once. They didn’t come hard while one husband watched and another waited his turn.

But Jessie did.

She was a nice person—warm, caring, a devoted mother from everything Sarah had said. Beautiful in that effortless, gym-toned way. And she’d given herself over completely that night—raw, unashamed, hungry.

It made her more desirable to me, not less. And it made me wonder—quietly, guiltily—if my wife harbored the same thing deep down. I’d never seen it on display. Natalie had always been reserved, careful, the perfect good girl turned perfect wife and mother. But recent events—the hot tub, the confessions, the way she’d come undone while whispering about Greg and Mark—had my mind churning. Maybe it existed in all women. Some hard-to-define thing, buried under layers of expectation and routine. Maybe the right circumstances—the right push—could bring it out.

I made frequent runs to the bar—beer for me and Les, cheap white wine for Natalie and Sarah—and each time I passed near the bandstand, my eyes drifted to Mark Thompson.

He stood off to one side with a small group—two guys I vaguely recognized, now joined by several women laughing at whatever story he was telling. Tall, broad-shouldered, narrow hips—the linebacker build hadn’t changed much. A bit of receding hairline, maybe five extra pounds, but otherwise he looked exactly like the quiet math-class kid who’d somehow ended up with Natalie’s mouth on him back in high school. He paid little attention to the rest of the crowd, focused on his circle, gesturing animatedly.

I didn’t tell Natalie I’d seen him.

Not yet.

She was laughing at something Sarah said—head tipped back, dimples deep, eyes bright from the wine. She looked happy. Relaxed. Like the weight of the last week had lifted just by being here with her friend.

I slid back into my seat beside her, handed over the wine.

“Thanks,” she said, fingers brushing mine.

I listened to Les as he recounted the call with Jordan about the hot tub incident, both of us chuckling at the details. Jordan had apparently been all in—eager, even—but Kelly shut it down fast. “She said something about not wanting to show her body in front of everyone,” Les explained, shaking his head. “Jordan told me it lit a fire under her. She’s been on a diet ever since. He’s half-joking that the hot tub saved their marriage.”

We both laughed—quiet, knowing—while Sarah rolled her eyes from across the table. “Men,” she muttered, but she was smiling too.

Natalie leaned in close to me, breath warm against my ear. “I’m going to the bathroom,” she whispered, then slipped away before I could respond.

Les kept talking—shifting from Jordan and Kelly to some story about a recent coaching game—but my attention drifted. I nodded along, sipped my beer, let the conversation wash over me. Minutes ticked by. Five. Ten. Natalie still wasn’t back.

I glanced toward the restrooms—nothing. The crowd had thickened; people milled between tables, blocking my view.

“Hey,” I said to Les and Sarah, setting my bottle down. “I’m gonna grab another beer. Back in a sec.”

Sarah gave me a quick nod; Les was mid-sentence about a fumbled play.

I wove through the crowd, eyes scanning. It didn’t take long.

There she was—near the far wall, close to where I’d seen Mark Thompson earlier. His friends had backed off, giving them space. Mark Thompson—tall, broad-shouldered, still carrying that linebacker frame—stood facing her, both of them smiling wide. Big, genuine smiles. The kind that said they were remembering something good. Something private.

Natalie’s head was tilted up toward him, laughing at whatever he’d just said. Her hand rested lightly on his forearm for a second—casual, friendly—then dropped away. He leaned in closer to speak over the music; she nodded, dimples deep.

I stopped cold.

My stomach twisted—sharp, sudden. Not full-blown jealousy—not yet—but something close. A sour mix of recognition and unease. She hadn’t seen him since high school. Hadn’t mentioned him once this trip. Yet here she was, talking to the man who’d once had her on her knees in her cheer uniform, swallowing his cum while he groaned her name.

I stood there—frozen, beer forgotten in my hand—watching them for a full minute. They weren’t touching. Nothing overt. Just talking. Laughing. Like old friends catching up.

But the smiles were too wide. The space between them too small.

I felt awkward—standing there like a creep, staring—so I turned away, took the long route to the bar, ordered another beer I didn’t really want, and circled back to the table.

It was another ten minutes before Natalie finally returned.

She slid into her seat beside me, cheeks still flushed from the dance floor and the wine.

“Are you okay?” I asked quietly. “I was getting worried.”

“My tummy was getting queasy,” she said, reaching for her cup. “But I’m okay now.”

The lie landed like a slap.

I’d never heard her lie to me before—not outright. Not like this.

Her voice was steady, eyes meeting mine without flinching, but something was off. The flush on her cheeks wasn’t just from dancing. The way she lifted the cup to her lips was too quick, too practiced.

I stared at her for a moment—speechless—while the band played on behind us.

She took a sip, grimaced at the cheap wine, then smiled like nothing had happened.

“Well, maybe you should stop drinking,” I said finally, forcing the words out.

“I’m fine now,” she repeated, picking up her cup again.

Her deceit put my mind into turmoil. She knew I would recognize the man if I spotted them together—which could only mean she felt the deception was worth the risk. And if that was the case… did it mean something sinister had occurred? Had they done more than talk? Had she let him touch her again, even briefly, in a dark corner or behind a closed door? The questions spun in my head like a bad hangover—sharp, relentless, impossible to quiet.

Although anxious and confused, I forced myself to let it go. It wasn’t the time or place to push it. Not here, not with Sarah and Les at the table, not with the band playing and people dancing and the night still young. I couldn’t afford to unravel in front of everyone. So I swallowed it down, locked it away behind a tight smile, and kept an eye on her instead.

She stayed close to the group—dancing with Sarah, chatting with Les, sipping her wine. I watched for any sign: a glance toward the far wall where Mark Thompson stood, a quick slip away from the crowd, a lingering look over her shoulder. Nothing. She didn’t look in his direction once. Didn’t try to sneak off. Didn’t give any indication she was even aware he was in the room. When I made my own trip to the bathroom, I passed close enough to see him back with his friends—laughing, gesturing, paying no particular attention to our side of the hall. If they’d planned anything, it wasn’t showing now.

It was just past midnight when Sarah leaned across the table, eyes bright.

“You guys want to swing by Greg and Jessie’s? They texted—they’re home, door’s open if we feel like it.”

My stomach flipped. I wanted to go. Badly. The demons were louder than ever—screaming for more: more glimpses, more tension, more of that dark thrill that had kept me hard all night. But I didn’t want to seem too eager. Too desperate. I looked at Natalie—casual, like it was no big deal—and shrugged.

She shrugged back—small, almost imperceptible—but I caught the spark in her eyes. She wanted to go too. She just wanted me to be the one to say it.

My demons won the quick internal debate—slamming the door on any good sense I had left.

“Sure,” I said, voice steady. “Let’s go.”

Sarah clapped her hands once. “Yes! I knew you’d be up for it.”

We gathered coats, said quick goodbyes to a few lingering friends, and headed for the exit. As we walked out, I watched Natalie carefully—scanning for any last look toward Mark Thompson, any hesitation, any sign she was hoping to catch his eye one more time.

Nothing.

She left the building with not so much as a glance in his direction—hand in mine, head high, smile easy. It confused me even further. If she’d lied about the bathroom to talk to him… why not look for him now? Why not try to slip away one last time? Or had she already gotten whatever she needed from that conversation?

The cold air hit us as we stepped outside—sharp, sobering. Natalie shivered once, pulled her coat tighter, and leaned into me.

“You sure about this?” she asked quietly.

I squeezed her hand.

“Yeah,” I said. “Let’s see what happens.”

“Okay, but let’s not stay long,” my wife said as we got into the SUV.

“Okay, honey,” I answered, starting the engine.

The drive was short—quiet roads, headlights cutting through the dark—and we pulled up to Greg and Jessie’s house just after 1:00 a.m. The porch lights were on, warm and welcoming, a couple of trucks still parked in the drive. We parked, walked up, and rang the bell.

Greg answered almost immediately—dressed in an old robe, hair damp, cheeks flushed from alcohol or the hot tub or both.

“About time,” he boomed, voice loud and cheerful, the kind of volume that carried even when he wasn’t trying.

He ushered us inside, clapping me on the back, hugging Natalie a second longer than necessary.

The den looked the same as before—fireplace flickering, big-screen TV muted on sports highlights, leather sofas at right angles, bar stocked. But now it felt different. Smaller. More intimate.

Jessie was curled up at one end of the couch in a thick robe, wet ends of her hair dripping onto the cushion. Eric sat next to her—still in street clothes, jeans and hoodie—arm casually draped along the back behind her. On Eric’s other side was a petite young girl—long dark hair, cute dimples, couldn’t have been more than twenty. She looked up at us with a shy smile, legs tucked under her.

On the other couch sat another Hispanic man—about Eric’s age, good shape, roughly the same height but with a more developed build: broader shoulders, thicker arms, the kind of muscle that came from work or the gym.

“Eric, Ricardo, and Ellie stopped by for a drink,” Greg explained casually, then made introductions around the room.

While he spoke, my eyes drifted to the coffee table. An open baggie of pot sat there—buds visible, papers and lighter beside it. The sight sent a small jolt through me. Based on the past event, I wondered if we’d interrupted plans they’d had for another sexual encounter. But no one seemed upset we were there. No awkwardness. No hurry to hide anything. Just smiles and refills.

Greg was already behind the bar, making very strong drinks—vodka tonics for Natalie, tequila for Sarah and Les, bourbon for me, something fruity for Ellie. He handed them out with his usual booming energy.

“Eric was just about to fire things up if you don’t mind,” Greg said, nodding toward the baggie.

Jessie caught my eye—quick, subtle—and rolled hers with a small, resigned smile.

She didn’t seem thrilled by Greg’s use of the drug, but she hadn’t turned it down either.

“Hey, Greg,” I said, suddenly wanting to get Natalie naked again, wanting to feel that rush one more time. “Is the tub still on? Mind if we jump in?”

“Yeah, knock yourself out,” he answered, already rolling another joint.

“You guys coming?” I asked Les and Sarah.

“Sure,” Sarah said, giggling. “But I want a hit first.”

Natalie looked at me—eyes wide, a mix of nerves and excitement.

I squeezed her hand under the table.

“Okay, see you out there,” I said, grabbing Natalie’s hand before she could react. I pulled her toward the patio doors with just enough urgency to keep her moving, my pulse already racing from the anticipation.

As we passed the couch, I caught Eric’s eyes flicking downward—lingering on Natalie’s ass as the short silk robe swayed with her steps. The look was quick but unmistakable—hungry, appreciative. I felt a sharp twist in my gut: jealousy, yes, but also that familiar dark spark. Someone else noticing her. Wanting her. It shouldn’t have turned me on. But it did.

I squeezed her hand tighter and directed us straight to the hot tub. “Let’s hurry.”

Surprisingly, Natalie didn’t resist. She followed without protest, fingers laced through mine, a small smile playing at her lips like she knew exactly what I was doing.

Outside, the cold air bit harder than the night before—sharp, bracing, making our skin prickle instantly. Heavier vapor clouds rose from the churning water, thick and swirling under the string lights, turning the patio into something almost dreamlike. The darkness felt deeper, the world reduced to the glow of the tub and the faint hum of the jets.

We reached the edge. I untied my towel, let it drop. Natalie did the same—silk whispering off her shoulders, pooling at her feet. Naked again. Beautiful. Her body caught the steam and light—long legs, flat stomach, small perky breasts with tiny nipples already hardening in the chill, neat dark bush glistening faintly.

She stepped in first—slow, graceful—then looked back at me with a raised eyebrow.

“I thought you wanted us to calm down?” she asked, feigned annoyance in her voice, but her eyes were sparkling.

“It’s just us, sweetie,” I said, sliding in after her. The heat swallowed me whole—scalding at first, then perfect.

I pulled her into my arms immediately, water lapping around us. Our kiss was hard—urgent, hungry—tongues meeting like we hadn’t kissed in days instead of minutes. My hands found her breasts—cupping, caressing, thumbs rolling over her nipples until she moaned into my mouth, the sound vibrating through me.

“You’re being bad,” she breathed when we finally broke apart, chest rising and falling fast.

“Playing with my wife is bad?” I smiled back, pinching lightly.

She laughed—soft, breathless—but before she could reply, the door opened behind us.

“Damn,” I muttered, dejected. “I thought they’d take longer.”

I expected Sarah and Les—giggling, stumbling out together. Instead, Jessie appeared from the darkness, arms full of fresh towels. She smiled—warm, knowing—set them on a nearby chair, then untied her robe. It fell away in one smooth motion, revealing her gym-toned body: flat stomach, wide hips, full round ass, and those enormous, natural breasts swaying free as she stepped down into the tub across from us.

I stared—openly, unable to stop. Her breasts moved naturally—soft, heavy, perfect in their imperfection—nipples dark and erect from the cold air. Water swallowed her up to the shoulders, but the image lingered.

Natalie’s pinch came sharp on my side—playful but pointed.

She’d followed my eyes.

“Sorry about skipping the dance,” Jessie said once she had settled across from us, her robe still loosely tied, wet hair curling at the ends.

“Oh, it’s okay. Not a big deal,” Natalie replied, voice light but a little too quick.

Jessie gave a small smile, glancing between us through the rising vapor. “We got all relaxed in the tub. Plus, Eric was supposed to come over much earlier.”

The words hung for a second—casual, but loaded. Eric. The same Eric who’d been between her legs last night while Greg watched. The same Eric whose thick cock Natalie had stared at in the hallway shadows, her hand on my thigh as she watched him fuck Jessie.

After that, there was some general chit-chat—weather, holiday plans, how the kids were doing—but the air felt thicker now. Jessie kept shifting, fingers playing with the belt of her robe, eyes darting to Natalie and then to me. I could sense she had something on her mind, and it wasn’t small talk.

Soon she leaned forward, elbows on the edge of the tub, voice low but clear over the jets.

“I hope you guys don’t think badly of us,” she said. “I mean… think badly of me.”

The words landed heavy. The tub suddenly felt smaller.

Natalie went still beside me. I felt her thigh tense against mine under the water.

“What do you mean?” my wife finally asked after an awkward silence, but I was certain she understood exactly what Jessie was getting at.

Jessie exhaled slowly, steam curling around her face. “Well, when we found the robe… you know we assumed you must have seen… stuff.”

She looked straight at Natalie—open, vulnerable, searching for judgment.

Natalie’s cheeks flushed deeper—visible even in the low light. She opened her mouth, closed it, then looked at me with a pained, almost panicked expression.

“Well, umm… uhhh… Oh God, I’m so embarrassed,” she finally said, voice cracking.

She had always struggled with conflict—hated confrontation, hated being put on the spot. And now it was all spilling out.

I stepped in before the silence could stretch any further.

“Jessie, actually it was both of us,” I said, keeping my tone calm, steady. “And to answer your question, we don’t think badly of you at all.”

Jessie’s eyes flicked to me—relieved, grateful. “Are you sure? I mean… look… I know it had to be shocking.”

“Yes, we’re completely sure,” Natalie answered, composure returning. She even managed a small, reassuring smile. “Don’t worry at all.”

“Yes, that’s right,” I followed.

“Thank you for saying that,” Jessie replied, shoulders dropping visibly. She let out a shaky laugh. “I was so worried you’d think we were… I don’t know… weird or something.”

The tension eased—just a little—but it didn’t disappear. The hot tub bubbled on around us, steam rising thick, the string lights glowing overhead.

After the brief exchange, everyone became quiet. I was searching for something—anything—to change the subject, but the vision of Jessie in the throes of passion kept replaying in my head: her legs pulled back, Eric’s face buried between them, Greg stroking his thick cock while he watched. The images were vivid, relentless, making it impossible to think straight. My cock stirred under the water despite the cooling air.

Natalie spoke before I could find words. Her statement was surprising.

“I think it took a lot of courage,” she stated quietly.

“Really?” Jessie answered, looking visibly relieved, shoulders dropping.

“Yes,” Natalie said. “Most women would be too scared.”

I was stunned. Natalie—my reserved, careful wife—volunteering that? I wasn’t about to interfere. I wanted to hear where this went.

“You think so?” Jessie asked, voice softer now.

“Yes, I do,” Natalie replied. “Can I ask a question? I mean… don’t answer if you don’t want to.”

My pulse kicked up. I was completely focused now, hanging on every word.

“Go ahead, I guess,” Jessie said with a short laugh.

“Was that the only time you guys did that?” Natalie asked.

The directness stunned me. This wasn’t like her at all. She usually went out of her way to avoid troubling situations, to keep things polite and surface-level. Yet here she was, asking about Jessie’s threesome like it was casual conversation.

Jessie exhaled, steam curling around her face.

“No,” she admitted. “It was the second. We were too messed up from the drinking and pot the first time.”

“Greg isn’t jealous?” Natalie followed, voice steady but quiet.

“No, not at all,” Jessie replied. “He likes it.”

I think she was happy to offer the validation—relieved someone wasn’t judging her.

“Wow,” Natalie responded, almost under her breath.

“I know…” Jessie said. Then she leaned forward slightly. “Now, I have a question.”

Natalie tensed beside me—her thigh pressing harder against mine under the water.

“Okay,” she said nervously.

“What were you doing watching?” Jessie asked. “I mean… how did you lose the robe?”

I cringed inwardly. The question was direct, pointed. I braced for Natalie to deflect, to laugh it off, to shut it down.

But she answered quickly—honestly.

“It fell off while we were… playing.”

The words hung in the steam. Simple. Unapologetic.

Jessie laughed—soft, surprised, relieved.

“Well, then I guess you really weren’t offended,” she said.

Natalie and I joined in the laughter—awkward at first, then genuine. The tension broke like a wave, leaving something lighter in its place.

The hot tub bubbled on around us. The night air was cold, but the water was warm, and the conversation had just opened a door none of us had expected.

Jessie leaned back, robe still loosely tied.

“So…” she said, smiling now. “You two… play like that often?”

Natalie’s hand found mine under the water—fingers squeezing once.

I felt her pulse—fast, excited.

The conversation had lasted less than five minutes, but my heart was racing from the subject matter and the open discussion between the women. I was hard as stone under the water, cock throbbing against my thigh, aching for them to keep going—there was still so much more I wanted to learn, so many questions I wanted answered. Unfortunately, we heard the door open and the sound of voices, which halted our talk instantly.

In just a few seconds, Les and Sarah were standing next to the tub.

“Girl, we’re going to go,” Sarah announced. “We’re exhausted and have stuff to do tomorrow, so we can’t play all night.”

“Okay, we’re not too far behind you,” Natalie replied, voice still a little breathy from the earlier exchange.

About the time they reached the house, we heard more voices—louder, laughing—and just a short time later Greg, Eric, Ricardo, and Ellie arrived. None had changed from earlier; they were still in street clothes (except Greg, who was already in his old robe again). Greg dropped the robe without hesitation, letting it fall to the patio stones, and stood boldly naked. His thick cock swung free—heavy, semi-hard from whatever he’d been up to inside—startling Ellie, who took a quick step back while Eric and Ricardo laughed.

Ellie’s eyes went wide, cheeks flushing, but she didn’t look away. Greg just grinned, unselfconscious, letting everyone see.

“Y’all going to stand there and freeze or get in?” he challenged the others, already stepping into the hot tub.

Eric immediately started to undress—hoodie off, shirt tugged over his head, jeans shoved down—revealing his slender frame and that thick, shorter cock again, already thickening from the cold air and the anticipation. Ricardo didn’t take long to follow—clothes dropping in a quick pile—showing off his more developed build: broader shoulders, thicker arms, solid chest, and an average-length dick that was starting to stiffen noticeably. Ellie stood awkwardly still—arms crossed over her chest, cheeks flushed, eyes darting between the naked men and the steaming tub, clearly unsure.

The conversation between Jessie and Natalie had left me very horny—my cock was already hard under the water, throbbing from the open talk of sharing, watching, and the raw images still fresh from last night. Realizing Eric and Ricardo would soon be joining—both of them now naked and semi-hard—I made a quick decision.

“I need to hit the restroom,” I said, mostly to my wife but loud enough for the others to hear as I lifted myself from the water.

Greg laughed. “Well, thanks for being a gentleman and not peeing in the tub.”

The group chuckled—Sarah loudest, Jessie rolling her eyes with a smile—as I grabbed a towel and moved quickly toward the house, cold air biting my wet skin.

My plan was simple: as long as I was glued to Natalie’s side, she’d have no real opportunity for Greg, Eric, or Ricardo to get too close. But if I left for a few minutes—long enough for them to settle in—maybe the seating would shift. Maybe she’d end up with one (or two) of them next to her, like the night before. Of course, she might warn them off—“spot’s reserved for my husband”—but nothing ventured, nothing gained. Besides, between her hidden conversation with Mark Thompson at the dance and her open one with Jessie tonight, I was rapidly reaching the conclusion I didn’t know my wife as well as I thought.

Reaching the warm haven of the house, I did go to the bathroom—pissed, washed my hands, took my time splashing water on my face, staring at my reflection in the mirror. My cock was still half-hard, mind racing with possibilities. I dragged it out as long as I could—about ten minutes—before heading back.

As I hoped, my absence had allowed the seating to change.

Greg and Eric had taken up positions next to Natalie again—Greg on her left, Eric on her right—leaning in close, bodies brushing hers under the water. Ricardo sat next to Jessie, his thicker frame crowding her slightly. Ellie was on one of the benches outside the tub—still fully clothed, wrapped in Jessie’s robe for warmth—too shy to get naked in front of the group yet.

I slid in next to Jessie on the opposite side of Ricardo, lowering myself into the hot water. Through the vapor, I could see Natalie in conversation with the two men—heads close, smiles easy, laughter bubbling up. Greg’s arm was along the edge behind her; Eric’s knee brushed hers visibly when he shifted.

Jessie turned to me with a big smile as I settled in.

“Missed you,” she said playfully, leaning closer so her breast brushed my arm.

We started a casual conversation—weather, the kids, some story about her youngest’s school play—leaving Ricardo mostly to himself. But my attention kept drifting across the tub.

Eric murmured something quick and low in Spanish to Ellie, his tone teasing but insistent. She rolled her eyes, shot back a few sharp words, then rummaged through the pile of clothes on the bench until she found what he wanted—a small silver flask of something dark and amber. She unscrewed the cap with a practiced flick and passed it to him. Eric took a slow, deliberate sip, letting the liquid linger on his tongue before swallowing, then turned his gaze to Natalie.

He held the flask out to her, eyebrows raised in quiet challenge. Natalie hesitated, glancing at me for half a heartbeat, then leaned in and took a careful sip. The sharp bite of it made her lips part on a soft exhale. Eric didn’t pull away; he kept the flask steady, watching her closely as she took another small drink, her cheeks flushing deeper.

He offered it next to Greg, who accepted with a quick nod and a single measured swallow before extending it back toward Natalie. She shook her head at first—once, twice—murmuring a soft “No, I’m good,” but Greg’s easy grin and the way he tilted the flask just so wore her down. She finally relented, taking one more sip, smaller this time, her eyes flicking toward me again as the warmth visibly spread through her.

By the time the flask reached Ricardo it was noticeably lighter. He and Jessie each took restrained sips, polite and measured. When it came to me I drank deeper than I intended, the burn steadying the nervous buzz under my skin. I handed it back to Eric, who immediately turned to my wife again. This time he didn’t even ask—he simply held it to her lips, and Natalie parted them without protest, letting him tip the flask until she’d taken another slow pull.

Greg and Eric were bolder with her now, their body language more territorial, more deliberate. I couldn’t help wondering if it was because they knew she had watched them with Jessie earlier—if that secret knowledge had flipped some switch, emboldening them. Through the haze of heat rising off the water and the faint, sweet burn still coating my throat, I tried to keep my focus locked on Natalie, but my attention kept slipping, drifting for seconds at a time before snapping back.

When it did, I realized how close they had moved. Greg’s broad shoulder now brushed hers on one side; Eric’s on the other. She sat between them like she belonged there, her posture relaxed yet electric, chin tilted slightly upward as though she were daring the night to give her more.

Then, between Eric and me, movement caught my eye. Ellie was stepping down into the pool, completely bare. She tried to shield herself with one arm across her breasts and the other lower, but the gesture only drew attention to the smooth, youthful lines of her body—taut stomach, medium breasts lifted high, dark nipples already peaked in the cooler air. Water lapped at her thighs as she descended, ripples spreading outward like quiet invitations.

As soon as she reached the bottom step she reached for Eric’s arm, fingers curling around his bicep, tugging gently. He didn’t budge. His attention stayed fixed on Natalie—on the way her lips still glistened faintly from the last sip, on the slow rise and fall of her chest, on the subtle way her thighs had parted just enough to let the warm water swirl higher. Ellie’s tug grew a fraction more insistent, but Eric ignored it completely, his focus locked on seducing my wife rather than claiming the eager, beautiful girl right beside him.

Finally, after several soft tugs and murmured pleas, Ellie managed to pull Eric’s focus away from Natalie. The moment he turned to her, his mouth found hers in a deep, claiming kiss that silenced whatever protest she’d been building. While their lips stayed locked, I watched his hand slide up her side, cupping one small, firm breast, thumb brushing deliberately over the peak. Her nipple was already straining, dark and rigid against the cool night air—impossible to miss, even in the dim light—and the sight sent a visible ripple of awareness through the group. Greg’s jaw tightened; Natalie’s breath caught audibly; even Ricardo’s lazy grin sharpened with interest.

Eric broke the kiss just long enough to murmur something low and coaxing in Spanish against her ear. Ricardo let out a quiet, knowing chuckle. Ellie shook her head fast—quick little jerks, cheeks flaming—whispering “No, Eric… not here…” but he was already guiding her with steady hands on her shoulders, turning her until she faced him fully. He eased her closer until her thighs parted around his hips, straddling him in the warm water.

The hot tub went suddenly quiet except for Ellie’s soft, breathless objections.

“Nooo…” she breathed, the word trembling, almost a whine. “They’re all watching…”

But her body told a different story. Those small, perfect breasts rose and fell rapidly; her nipples stood out like tight little peaks, flushed and aching, begging for more even as her hands fluttered uncertainly against his chest.

At that exact moment I knew—he’d found her entrance. Their hips shifted, subtle at first, then more insistent. Ellie’s eyes fluttered shut on a shaky inhale as Eric worked himself forward, slow and deliberate. The water made every movement slick, resistant, intimate; I could imagine how tight she must feel around him, how much effort it took to sink deeper despite the warmth loosening them both.

“Oh yeah…” Eric groaned low, the sound vibrating through the steam.

Ellie answered with a deep, involuntary moan that curled through the night—raw, helpless, unmistakable surrender. He was all the way inside her now.

They began to rock together in a slow, rolling rhythm. Each thrust sent waves sloshing over the edge of the tub, briefly lifting and exposing the pale, perfect curves of Ellie’s breasts before the water reclaimed them. Her head tipped back, lips parted on shallow pants, protests forgotten or swallowed by the building heat between them.

Other than that one fevered night watching Jessie, I had never seen anyone fuck right in front of me like this—close enough to reach out and touch. Now this young couple was doing it mere feet away, shameless and animal, Eric’s hands firm on her hips, Ellie’s thighs trembling around him even as she clung tighter. Despite the lingering haze in my head, my pulse hammered in my ears, my breath coming hard and ragged. I was utterly consumed by the raw, primal passion unfolding before me.

Jessie’s fingers closed around my cock without warning—firm, unhesitating, almost demanding. The sudden grip snapped my focus away from the slow churn of Eric and Ellie across the tub, yanking me back to the woman pressed against my side. I turned to her, heart slamming, and found her eyes locked on mine: dark, heavy-lidded, lips parted on a shallow breath that carried pure hunger. No shyness, no question—just raw want staring me down, daring me to pull away.

She stroked once, slow and deliberate, her thumb brushing the sensitive underside in a way that made my hips jerk involuntarily. It wasn’t gentle coaxing; it felt like she was forcing the truth out of me, making me feel every inch of the fear and shame and aching need I’d been trying to bury. My breath hitched. I wanted to resist, to cling to the last threads of fidelity still fraying in my mind—but my body betrayed me, thickening harder in her hand as if it had been waiting for this exact moment of surrender.

I reached between her thighs, desperate to touch her, to reclaim some control, but my fingers met warm, slick resistance. Ricardo was already there—his hand working between her legs with slow, knowing strokes, parting her folds like he owned the right. Jessie let out a soft, throaty sound against my ear, not quite a moan, more an invitation. I didn’t pull back. Instead I let him explore her while I leaned in and captured her mouth.

The kiss swallowed time. Her lips were soft, insistent, tasting faintly of salt and heat; her tongue met mine without hesitation, curling, teasing, pulling me deeper until the rest of the world blurred into steam and distant splashes. When we finally broke apart—gasping, foreheads pressed together—reality crashed back in a rush.

Natalie.

Through the swirling fog of steam and arousal clouding my brain, I looked across the water. My wife and Greg were both staring straight at us, eyes wide and bright with something unreadable—shock, maybe, or recognition, or hunger of their own. Natalie’s chest rose and fell faster than before; her lips were parted, cheeks flushed deeper than the heat alone could explain.

As I watched, frozen, Greg turned to her. He moved slowly at first—giving her every chance to pull back, to stop this from crossing the final line. His hand slid to the nape of her neck, thumb brushing the sensitive skin there. Then he kissed her.

It started gentle, almost tentative, lips brushing lips in a question. But Natalie answered without words. Her hands rose, sliding up his shoulders, fingers threading into the back of his hair as she pulled him closer. The kiss deepened—hungry now, urgent—until her arms wrapped fully around his neck, body arching toward him like she’d been waiting for this permission all night.

I felt Jessie easing away from me, her body shifting in the water. When I glanced over, Ricardo had his hands on her hips, guiding her toward him with clear intent—he wanted her straddling him the way Ellie was riding Eric, thighs spread wide, bodies locked in that slow, rolling grind.

Jessie caught on immediately. She planted a hand on his chest, holding him at bay. “No, Ricardo,” she said, voice low but steady.

He didn’t stop moving her closer, fingers digging in just enough to show he wasn’t asking. “You gave Eric that sweet pussy,” he murmured, eyes dark with want. “Now I want mine.”

“Not now,” she answered, firmer this time. With a quick twist she slipped free of his grip, leaving him reaching after her.

Ricardo exhaled through his nose, half-frustrated, half-amused. “Fine. But I’m getting some later. Don’t play.”

Jessie shot him a look—half warning, half promise—before drifting back toward me.

Across the tub, a soft, unmistakable sound cut through the steam. “Ohhh…”

It was Natalie. Her head was tilted back, throat exposed, eyes fluttering shut like she’d just surfaced from a long, deep kiss. Greg’s arm moved steadily between her thighs beneath the water—rhythmic, deliberate—and each slow push drew another breathy sigh from her lips, her hips rocking subtly to meet his fingers. She looked lost in it, completely given over.

“You like this dick, bitch?” Eric’s voice cracked across the hot tub, rough and commanding as he drove up into Ellie.

She didn’t answer right away—her lips parted on shallow pants, cheeks burning even in the dim light. He thrust harder, making the water slap against them. “Fucking tell me.”

Ellie’s eyes squeezed shut for a second, then opened, glassy and conflicted. “Yes,” she whispered, voice small, trembling with embarrassment. “I like it.”

The admission hung there, fragile and electric.

Jessie’s hand found my cock again, fingers wrapping around me with that same sure grip, stroking slow and teasing. When our mouths weren’t locked together, our eyes kept drifting back to Eric and Ellie—the way her small breasts bounced with each roll of his hips, the way his hands clamped her waist like he owned every inch of her. Jessie let Ricardo’s fingers slide back between her legs, parting her again, working her with lazy confidence. I could feel her other hand moving too—subtly stroking him under the water, keeping him on edge without giving in fully.

On the far side, Greg had pulled Natalie half across his lap now. His mouth claimed hers in hungry, open kisses while his free hand roamed her body—cupping her breast, thumbing her nipple until it stood rigid, then trailing down her stomach to join the fingers still buried inside her. Natalie’s moans grew louder, unrestrained, her fingers digging into his shoulders as she arched into every touch. She sounded wild with it—wet, needy, utterly alive.

Every so often a sharp twist of jealousy stabbed through my chest—watching my wife unravel under another man’s hands, hearing her gasp his name in the haze. But each time the pang hit, Jessie’s fingers tightened around me, or her lips brushed my ear, or her thigh pressed deliberately against mine, and the lust roared back stronger. It drowned everything else. She was right here, warm and willing and wickedly in control, pulling me deeper into the night while the rest of the tub burned around us.

Without warning, Eric stilled inside Ellie, hips locked, breath ragged. For a split second I thought he’d finished quietly—spilled into her with a shudder no one else noticed—or maybe the heat and effort had worn him down. But then he moved with purpose.

He lifted her off him in one smooth motion, strong hands under her thighs, and turned her around. Ellie let out a small, startled gasp as he guided her up onto the wide stone seat that rimmed the tub. She faced outward now, forearms braced on the cool apron of rock, back arched, ass presented. The night air hit her wet skin immediately; goosebumps raced across her shoulders and down her spine. Eric stepped in behind her, gripped her hips, and drove back inside her pussy in a single, deep thrust.

Now mostly out of the water, their bodies steamed in the chilly night—tendrils of vapor curling up from slick skin like smoke from a fire. Eric didn’t ease in this time. He fucked her hard and fast, urgent, almost desperate, as if racing the cold that nipped at his back. The wet slap of flesh against flesh echoed sharply over the low hum of the tub jets; Ellie’s high-pitched squeals spilled out almost instantly—sharp, helpless sounds that climbed higher with every punishing stroke.

It felt surreal, like we’d stepped inside a forbidden film. I’d never imagined anything this raw, this close, this real happening in my own life—let alone right in front of me. My wife couldn’t look away. Natalie’s eyes were wide, lips parted, fixed on the way Eric’s hips snapped forward, the way Ellie’s small breasts swayed beneath her with each impact. Greg’s mouth had left hers, but his hand never stopped—fingers still buried between her thighs, working her in slow, steady circles that kept her hips rolling subtly against him, her breath coming in soft, needy hitches.

Jessie had eased off stroking me, her hand resting warm and loose around my shaft now, but her body stayed pressed close. From the way she shifted and sighed, Ricardo’s fingers were still deep inside her, coaxing the same slow-building rhythm from her hips. She watched Eric and Ellie with the same hungry focus I did, lips curved in quiet approval.

We could all feel it—Eric was right on the edge. His rhythm fractured, strokes turning erratic, breaths heaving out in harsh grunts. His fingers dug harder into Ellie’s hips, holding her exactly where he wanted her.

Then, at the last possible second, he pulled out.

He wrapped a fist around himself and came with a low, guttural groan. Thick ropes of cum erupted across Ellie’s smooth, hairless mound—shot after shot landing hot and white against her flushed skin, then sliding slowly downward in glistening trails along her inner thigh. The sight was obscene, deliberate, impossible to look away from: her pussy still parted and glistening from him, now painted with his release, dripping under the open sky while everyone stared.

“Oh my God!” Natalie breathed, the words slipping out in a shocked, reverent whisper.

Eric sank back into the water with a heavy splash, chest heaving, spent. Ellie slid off the seat almost in slow motion—first dropping to her knees on the stone ledge, half her body still exposed to the night air, skin flushed and glistening with sweat and cum. She turned then, carefully lowering herself back into the warm depths until only her shoulders and head remained above the surface. Her eyes stayed fixed downward, lashes wet, avoiding every gaze in the tub. I felt an irrational pull to catch her eye, to offer something—reassurance, connection—but she wouldn’t look up.

The moment they separated, the energy in the hot tub collapsed. No more rhythmic sloshing, no more moans or sharp commands. Everything went eerily quiet except for the low gurgle of the jets and our uneven breathing. I think we were all caught in the same stunned aftershock—part embarrassment at how far we’d let ourselves go, how animal and exposed we’d become; part paralysis because no one had any idea what came next.

Then Ellie started to cry.

Soft at first—small, hiccupping sounds that broke the silence like glass. Tears slipped down her cheeks, mixing with the steam on her skin. Eric stayed off to the side, arms draped along the edge, staring at nothing while he caught his breath. He didn’t reach for her, didn’t speak, didn’t even glance her way. The indifference stung more than the act itself.

I couldn’t stand it. I reached out, fingers brushing her bare shoulder in what I meant as comfort. She flinched hard, shoving my hand away with surprising force, curling tighter into herself.

“Honey,” Natalie said quietly from across the tub, her voice steady despite everything. “I think it’s time to go.”

I swallowed, throat tight. “Uh… okay.”

My pulse hammered in my ears, emotions crashing together—lust still simmering, jealousy twisting like a knife, guilt for watching, for wanting, for not stopping any of it. I looked toward Jessie, half-hoping for… something. Guidance? Absolution? Instead she met my eyes with those wide, wounded puppy-dog stares—lips slightly parted, brows drawn in quiet disappointment. It hit harder than any accusation could have.








Retreating To A Quiet Place

Natalie and I climbed out together, water streaming off us in cold rivulets. We snatched towels from the stack, wrapped them around ourselves, and walked quickly toward the house without looking back. Inside, we found our scattered clothes and slipped into the same guest bedroom we’d used earlier to change.

The door clicked shut behind us, sealing out the night.

“My God,” I exhaled, leaning against the wall. “That was the wildest thing I’ve ever seen.”

Natalie turned to me, eyes bright, cheeks still flushed from more than just the heat. “Let’s do it right now.”

The words stunned me into silence for a heartbeat. “Okay,” I managed.

She didn’t hesitate. Natalie dropped straight onto the bed on her back, knees falling open wide in the most shameless, inviting display I’d ever witnessed from her—legs spread, pussy already glistening, hips tilted up like an offering. The woman who’d once been shy about leaving the lights on now lay there brazen, hungry, transformed.

I stepped closer, cock throbbing, but something sharper rose in me—possessive, urgent.

“Not like that,” I said, voice rougher than I intended. “I want you the way he had her.”

Without a second’s pause, Natalie rolled over, planted her feet on the floor, and lowered herself forward onto her elbows across the bed. Her back arched perfectly, ass lifted, thighs parted—offering herself in the same exposed, vulnerable position Eric had taken Ellie in moments ago. The sight alone made my cock twitch.

I stepped up behind her, gripped her hips, and slid into her in one long, steady push. She was drenched—hot, slick, ready—and the sudden enveloping heat drew a deep, guttural “Ughhh…” from her throat as I bottomed out.

“You like my dick, bitch?” I growled, the words rough and borrowed straight from Eric’s mouth, testing how they’d land on her.

“Yes,” she answered without hesitation, voice thick with need. “I like it.”

The instant surrender sent a rush through me—I swear I felt myself swell thicker inside her, stretching her further.

I managed maybe twenty hard strokes before the pressure built too fast, coiling tight at the base of my spine. I forced myself to slow—deep, deliberate thrusts, holding buried to the hilt for a long beat before dragging out almost to the tip, then plunging forward again. Each slow withdrawal made her inner walls flutter and clutch at me; each re-entry pulled a soft, needy whimper from her lips.

“Did Greg touch you?” The question burst out before I could stop it, low and urgent.

“Yes,” she moaned as I sank in deep again, grinding against her.

“Did he finger you?”

“Yes…”

“How many fingers?” I pressed, the detail suddenly burning in my mind like it mattered more than anything.

“Two,” she gasped, hips rocking back to meet me.

“Did you cum?” My voice rose, sharper now.

“Nooo…” She whined, dragging the word out. “You have to… make me cum…”

“But you wanted to,” I said, keeping the rhythm torturously slow, savoring every slick inch.

“Yes… come on… go faster,” she begged, voice cracking with frustration and hunger.

I leaned over her, chest to her back, lips brushing her ear. “Do you want to fuck him?”

She hesitated for half a heartbeat. “I want to fuck you,” she said, the rare, raw word slipping from her like a confession.

“That’s not what I asked. Tell me.”

She twisted her head slightly, trying to catch my eye over her shoulder. “Do you want Jessie?”

“Yes,” I admitted without blinking. “I do. Do you want to fuck Greg?”

A long, trembling breath. Then, so quiet I almost missed it: “Yes…”

I slammed in hard—once, twice—and she repeated it louder, almost desperate. “Yes…”

The word hung between us like a spark on dry tinder.

I stopped moving completely. Buried deep, I clamped my hands on her ass, holding her still when she tried to push back against me, chasing more. Very slowly—agonizingly—I pulled out, inch by slick inch, until I slipped free with a wet sound that echoed in the quiet room. My cock bobbed heavy and glistening between us.

Natalie looked back over her shoulder, eyes wide, confused, a little panicked. “What are you doing? Are you mad?”

“No,” I said softly. “I’m not mad.”

I reached down, pulled her upright by the waist until her back pressed to my chest. My arms wrapped around her from behind—one hand splayed across her stomach, the other cupping her breast, thumb brushing the stiff peak of her nipple. I held her close, our breathing ragged in sync.

“Let’s stay,” I murmured against her ear.

“Stay?” Her voice shook—surprise, uncertainty, a flicker of something brighter underneath.

“Yes,” I said, no explanation, no rush. Just the word, hanging there between us like the next step we both knew we were about to take.

I handed Natalie the towel and she wrapped it around herself quickly—tucking it tight under her arms—before we stepped back out into the hallway. The cool air inside the house raised goosebumps on our still-damp skin, but neither of us spoke as we padded toward the den.

When we reached the doorway, we stopped short. Greg, Eric, and Jessie had already come inside. Ellie and Ricardo were nowhere to be seen—either lingering in the hot tub nursing whatever aftermath had hit them, or they’d slipped away entirely. Jessie sat between the two men on the long leather couch, cocooned in a thick robe that fell to her knees. Greg and Eric had towels knotted low around their waists, just like mine—casual, barely there. Natalie’s towel, though, rode dangerously high: the top edge hovered just below her nipples, the bottom barely skimming the tops of her thighs. She shifted self-consciously, tugging at the hem, but after everything we’d witnessed—and everything we’d just admitted to each other—it felt almost trivial. I caught her eye and gave a small nod: it’s fine.

“We thought we’d have a drink,” I said, voice steadier than I felt.

Jessie’s gaze flicked up immediately. When I added that we were staying, a slow, knowing smile curved her lips. She rose gracefully from between the men, robe whispering against her skin. “I’ll make them,” she murmured, brushing past me on her way to the bar cart—close enough that her fingers grazed my arm, light as a promise.

Greg watched her go with lazy amusement, then turned that same easy smile on us. Eric, though—Eric looked ravenous, eyes dark and fixed on Natalie like she was the only thing left on the menu. I wondered how the hell he still had that kind of fire after what he’d done to Ellie, but then I remembered: he couldn’t have been more than twenty-five, maybe twenty-six. Youth like that burned hot and endless.

Natalie stood for a moment longer, hair still damp and clinging to her shoulders, legs long and gleaming under the low lamp light. She looked impossibly sexy—vulnerable yet electric, towel clinging to every curve. When Greg patted the cushion between him and Eric, the invitation hung in the air like smoke. Natalie hesitated only a heartbeat—barely long enough for anyone to notice—then crossed the room and sank down beside them. Greg’s arm draped casually along the back of the couch behind her; Eric shifted closer, thigh brushing hers.

I took the opposite couch, sinking into the leather, heart thudding steadily. A minute later Jessie returned with a tray of glasses—dark liquor over ice, condensation already beading on the sides. She handed them out one by one, then curled up next to me, tucking her legs beneath her and pressing her side warmly against mine. Her robe slipped open just enough to reveal the smooth curve of her thigh.

The sexual tension was suffocating. No one spoke. We simply sat, sipping in the dim glow of the lamps, the only sounds the soft clink of ice against glass and the distant hum of the house settling around us. Every so often my eyes met Natalie’s across the space—hers wide, anxious, flickering with a dozen unspoken questions. I half-expected her to stand up any second, declare she was ready to leave, to pull us both back from this edge we were teetering on.

But she didn’t.

Jessie’s gaze found mine instead—soft, steady, that faint smile playing at her lips and a mischievous twinkle dancing in her eyes. She didn’t need words; the look said everything: she knew exactly what we were all circling, and she was ready to see how far we’d go.

Finally, it was Eric who broke the silence. Of all people, the one who’d just fucked Ellie raw without a backward glance. He half-turned toward Natalie, casual as if reaching for his glass, and let his palm settle on her bare thigh—right where the towel ended, fingers splayed warm against her skin.

Her back went rigid for a split second, shoulders lifting, breath catching. Then—slowly, deliberately—she exhaled and melted back into the couch. No flinch, no push. No words. Just quiet permission.

That small surrender lit the fuse. Greg took her hand in his, lacing their fingers together with gentle firmness. With his free hand, he began tracing lazy patterns up her arm—fingertips feather-light from the curve of her shoulder down to her wrist, then back again. Slow. Patient. Building. Natalie’s breathing deepened; her chest rose and fell more noticeably under the thin towel.

Minutes stretched. Eric’s fingers started a teasing dance along the inside of her thigh—light tickles at first, circling, inching higher with each pass until they vanished beneath the hem of the towel. Greg leaned in, lips brushing her shoulder, then trailing soft, open-mouthed kisses up the side of her neck. Between the two of them—one hand disappearing into shadow, the other mapping her skin, warm mouths claiming territory—Natalie unraveled. Her hips shifted restlessly; small, involuntary whimpers escaped her lips. She was already squirming, thighs parting just enough to give Eric more room, head tipping back against the couch as the heat visibly climbed her throat.

All the while, Jessie had edged closer to me. Her robe had loosened further; the silk gaped open to reveal the swell of her breast as she pressed against my side. Her hand started on my chest—palm flat, fingers spreading over my heartbeat—then slid lower, slipping under the edge of my towel. She found me already hard, wrapped her fingers loosely around the shaft, and began teasing the sensitive head with slow, deliberate strokes. Her nails grazed the underside in light, maddening scratches.

“Are you sure you can take it?” she whispered, lips brushing the shell of my ear, voice low and velvet-thick.

“Take what?” I asked, genuinely confused for a second, voice rough.

“Her response,” she murmured, breath warm against my skin.

The meaning hit me like a slow wave. My eyes flicked to Natalie—flushed, eyes half-lidded, mouth parted on shallow pants—and back to Jessie.

“I think so…” I managed, the words sounding thinner than I intended.

“She’ll be begging for it,” Jessie said, matter-of-fact, almost proud. Her fingernails dragged another teasing line along the ridge of my cock.

My dick jumped hard in her hand at the image her words painted—Natalie reduced to desperate pleas, completely undone.

“Ohhh…” The sound came from across the room, soft and broken.

I looked over just in time to see Greg’s fingers hook the tucked edge of Natalie’s towel. With one gentle tug, he pulled it free. The fabric slipped away, pooling around her waist, leaving her bare from the shoulders down—nipples tight, skin flushed pink, thighs trembling slightly as Eric’s hand remained buried between them.

Seconds later, Greg tugged the loosened towel fully open. It fell away in a soft heap, leaving Natalie completely bare—skin flushed from chest to thighs, nipples already peaked and dark, a faint sheen of arousal glistening between her legs. Greg dipped his head immediately, mouth closing over one small nipple. He licked slow circles around it, then sucked—gentle at first, then firmer—drawing a sharp hiss from her. Eric’s hand stayed between her thighs, stroking the sensitive outer lips in long, teasing glides before he finally pressed one thick finger inside her slick heat.

“Oh my God,” Natalie gasped through clenched teeth, the words half-pleasure, half-shock. Her eyes flew to mine across the room—wide, searching, pleading for some sign, some lifeline.

Our gazes locked. The room narrowed to just that connection: her vulnerability, my heartbeat thundering in my ears, the weight of everything we’d admitted hanging between us. Time stretched thin, elastic. Then I gave the smallest nod—barely perceptible, but enough.

Almost instantly, her knees parted wider. She opened herself fully to Eric’s touch, hips tilting up in silent invitation.

“This pussy is wet and ready,” Eric rumbled, voice thick with satisfaction as his finger sank deeper, disappearing knuckle by knuckle while we all watched.

Jessie’s voice cut softly through the haze. “Use our room,” she said to Greg, calm and certain.

Greg rose without hesitation. He scooped Natalie up by the waist—effortless, possessive—leaving the discarded towel forgotten on the couch. She stood naked between them: Greg in his loosely tied robe, Eric still knotted in his towel. They flanked her like bookends as she walked ahead, hips swaying slightly, skin glowing under the low hallway light. I sat frozen, pulse roaring, watching my wife disappear down the corridor with two other men.

Jessie turned to me the moment they were out of sight. “Do you want to watch?”

My throat felt tight. “Yeah,” I forced out, voice rougher than I meant.

“Let’s give them a second,” she suggested, then leaned in.

Her mouth met mine—slow, deep, hungry. We kissed like we’d been starving for it. My hands finally found her breasts—full, soft, nipples hardening under my palms as I cupped and kneaded them. She moaned softly into my mouth. My fingers trailed lower, slipping between her thighs to find her already slick and warm. I stroked her folds gently, then deeper, feeling her clench around me. She rocked against my hand, breath hitching, but we both knew we couldn’t lose ourselves completely—not yet.

It took everything to pull back. We broke apart, breathing hard, then rose together and followed the hallway to the bedroom door.

Inside, the scene had already ignited. Natalie lay spread across the wide bed—arms above her head, legs wide and bent at the knees. Greg hovered over her upper body, kissing her mouth in long, claiming strokes, then trailing down her neck to her breasts. He sucked one nipple deep while his hand rolled the other. Eric knelt between her thighs, hands gripping the backs of her knees to lift and spread her open wider. His face was buried in her pussy—tongue working in slow, deliberate laps, then flicking her clit with focused precision. Every time Greg’s mouth left hers, a steady stream of moans poured from Natalie—raw, unrestrained, rising and falling with each pass of Eric’s tongue.

Jessie pressed close to my side, her hand sliding around my waist. She leaned in, lips brushing my ear.

“Eric loves to lick,” she whispered, voice low and intimate, “and he’s so fucking good at it.”

Jessie and I sank onto the loveseat—the same one Greg had collapsed into the night before—close enough that we could feel the heat radiating off the bed just a few feet away. The angle gave us a perfect, unobstructed view: Natalie spread wide across the sheets, thighs trembling under Eric’s grip, his dark head buried between her legs, tongue working her with slow, relentless focus.

I’d gone down on Natalie now and then over the years—enough to know what she liked, enough to make her come when she needed it—but I could never call it something I truly enjoyed. The taste, the texture, the way it demanded patience and focus when my mind always raced ahead—it never quite clicked for me. That quiet aversion had seeped into everything else: I rarely pushed her to take me in her mouth, never made a habit of asking, because it felt unfair to demand what I wasn’t eager to give in return. We’d settled into a comfortable imbalance, unspoken and unchallenged.

Until tonight.

Watching Eric devour her—lips sealed around her clit, tongue flicking in steady circles, then dipping lower to lap at her entrance like he could never get enough—stirred something raw in my chest. Envy, maybe. A flicker of shame that I’d never given her this kind of hunger. And underneath it all, a dark, pulsing arousal that made my cock throb harder than it had any right to.

Jessie’s hand found me almost immediately, fingers wrapping around my shaft through the towel, stroking with slow, knowing pressure. It felt too good, too fast. Within moments the familiar coil tightened low in my gut; I had to catch her wrist and ease her off before I spilled right there.

“Sorry,” I muttered, breath ragged.

She just smiled—soft, understanding—and leaned closer, pressing her breast against my arm. I reached for her in return, alternating between cupping the soft weight of her tits and sliding my fingers between her thighs to stroke her slick folds. But my touch was distracted, half-hearted. My eyes kept drifting back to the bed—to the way Natalie’s back arched off the mattress, hips rolling instinctively against Eric’s mouth, moans spilling out in a steady, helpless rhythm.

Jessie didn’t complain. She didn’t pull away or demand more. She simply let me touch her while I watched my wife receive the kind of oral worship I’d never been able to give, her quiet patience wrapping around the moment like forgiveness. She understood the dynamic perfectly—the pull of what was happening on that bed, the way it eclipsed everything else in the room.

“Ahhh…” The sound tore from Natalie’s throat—low, throaty, almost surprised—as her fingers threaded into the back of Eric’s hair, holding him firmly against her. It was the same particular vocal hitch I’d heard from Jessie earlier when she’d been in that exact position, thighs spread wide, head thrown back in surrender. The memory hit me hard: how lucky this young Hispanic man was, how effortlessly he’d claimed the right to explore the most intimate parts of two beautiful married women—tongues and fingers and cocks mapping territories that had once been mine alone.

Greg shifted smoothly, rising to his knees beside Natalie’s head. He guided his thick cock to her parted lips, resting the swollen head there like an offering. She didn’t hesitate—her mouth opened wider, tongue flicking out to taste him before she drew the tip inside. Greg eased forward gently; she turned her head to take more, lips stretching around his girth as he began a slow, rocking rhythm—fucking her mouth with careful, shallow thrusts that made her cheeks hollow and her throat work.

With her mouth full, the room’s soundtrack narrowed to the wet, rhythmic slurping of Eric’s tongue gliding through her soaked folds—loud, obscene, unapologetic. Every lap, every flick against her clit drew fresh slickness; the sounds echoed off the walls, mingling with the faint creak of the bed and Greg’s low grunts.

I could tell from the way her hips bucked and her fingers tightened in Eric’s hair—she was climbing fast, teetering on the edge. Greg must have sensed it too. He pulled back slowly, sliding free of her mouth with a wet pop. Her lips stayed parted, glistening with saliva and pre-cum; the sudden emptiness let her voice flood the room again—raw moans, sharp gasps, breathless whimpers that rose and fell like waves.

I’d never seen her like this—body arched off the mattress, thighs quivering, every muscle straining toward release. The sight twisted something deep in my chest. Then it struck me: I’d felt this same feverish, almost painful arousal multiple times since we’d arrived—watching Jessie, watching Ellie, watching the hot tub devolve into pure animal need. Each time the jealousy had flared, only to be drowned out by a darker, hungrier want. The realization settled over me like a slow burn, forcing me to confront how much this night had already changed us both.

But the thought barely had time to take root. Natalie’s writhing pulled me back—her hips grinding against Eric’s face, back bowing as she chased the pleasure he was giving her with relentless skill. Her heavy moans filled the space between us, desperate and beautiful, dragging me right back into the moment, pulse hammering, unable to look away.

Greg tapped Eric on the shoulder—two quick pats—and after a lingering moment Eric pulled back, tongue leaving her with a final wet glide. Natalie let out a high, desperate whine, hips lifting instinctively to chase the lost contact. Her eyes fluttered open, glassy and confused, searching for what had interrupted the building wave.

We all watched in heavy silence as Greg climbed onto the bed. He settled between her thighs, knees spreading her wider, and leaned forward until the thick, flushed head of his cock rested against her slick entrance. Even from the loveseat I could see how massive he was—longer and thicker than anything she’d ever taken from me, veins standing out along the shaft, the head glistening with her arousal and his pre-cum. My stomach twisted hard. I couldn’t believe the sheer size of him—how could she possibly…

He reached down between them, fingers wrapping around the base to steady himself, lining up with deliberate care.

“Fuck her good, man,” Eric said, voice low and approving, a grin in his tone.

The words should have ignited rage. Instead they landed strangely right—almost like permission, like he was voicing the dark permission my own mind wouldn’t grant.

Greg pushed forward. Natalie’s mouth fell open on a sharp, staccato “Ohhhh… Ohhhh…” as the broad head breached her, stretching her visibly. Her legs splayed even wider, heels digging into the mattress for leverage. I watched, frozen, as his hips rose slowly—halfway out—then dropped again with controlled force. The wet, sucking sound of her pussy yielding filled the room.

“Oh God!” she cried out, voice cracking.

“Once more and I’ll be all the way in,” Greg grunted, hips already rolling forward again.

She gasped in broken bursts—“Ughhhh… ugghhhh… ohhh… ohhh… uhhh…”—each syllable punched out of her as he sank deeper, inch by relentless inch, until his pelvis finally pressed flush against hers. He was buried to the hilt. Completely inside my wife.

Natalie’s breathing turned frantic—short, shallow pants that bordered on hyperventilation. Greg held still for a long beat, letting her adjust, then began to grind in slow, deep circles, stirring himself inside her, exploring every depth. Her inner walls had to be stretched to their limit around him; I could see the way her pussy lips clung to his shaft each time he withdrew even slightly, the obscene shine of her arousal coating him.

The sight was overwhelming. Tunnel vision swallowed everything else—the room, Jessie beside me, Eric watching with lazy hunger. There was only them: my wife pinned beneath another man, legs wrapped high around his waist now, body rocking with each subtle thrust. Part of my brain screamed—raw, primal—Stop this. End it. She’s yours. But the demons were louder, darker, more insistent. They whispered how fucking wild it was, how insanely erotic to see her stretched and filled like this, how her body arched and trembled not in pain but in pure, greedy want. She needed this—craved it—and watching her take every thick inch of him made my cock ache harder than it ever had.

Deep down, I suspected she’d fantasized about exactly this. Not just any man—Greg. His size, his confidence, the way he’d looked at her all night. Somewhere in the locked-away corners of her mind, where she kept the secret, shameful wants she never voiced to me, she’d pictured him splitting her open just like this. The little voices in my head insisted it was true, and the thought only made the heat in my gut burn hotter.

Now fully buried inside her, Greg began to move. We watched his powerful ass rise—slow, deliberate—then sink back down with controlled weight, each descent stretching Natalie anew around his thick length. She’d steadied herself; the frantic edge of panic had melted away. In its place came soft, rhythmic pants—little huffs of breath that deepened into throaty moans as their bodies found a shared cadence. The sounds grew louder with every pass, rising from her chest like she was finally letting herself feel every inch he gave her.

For a moment my eyes drifted to Eric. He stood behind the headboard, one hand braced on the frame, the other wrapped around his hardening cock, stroking himself in lazy rhythm while he stared down at the point where Greg’s shaft disappeared into my wife again and again. If I could have seen his face clearly, I knew it would be tight with anticipation—hungry, impatient, already counting the seconds until his turn.

“She’ll be okay,” Jessie whispered, her voice soft against my ear. She must have felt the tension coiling in me, the protective instinct warring with the dark thrill. Her hand rested high on my thigh, stroking gently—comforting rather than teasing—because she knew my cock was still too sensitive, too close to the edge to handle more.

Even with her warm, willing body pressed against my side—curves soft and inviting, robe fallen open—I couldn’t tear my gaze away. Greg’s broad frame dominated the bed, hiding most of Natalie beneath him. All I could see were her legs from the knees down—calves flexed, toes pointed—and her arms wrapped tight around his shoulders, fingers digging into muscle like she needed to anchor herself to him. Those legs were spread impossibly wide now, knees bent and hanging suspended several feet off the mattress, swaying slightly with each deep plunge.

Then Greg picked up speed. The slow, measured strokes turned sharper, more insistent. With every forceful thrust he drove a loud, guttural grunt from her throat—raw, unfiltered sounds that echoed through the room. Her moans sharpened into cries, body rocking beneath him as he claimed her completely.

“Fuck her good, man,” Eric called out, voice thick with approval, hand moving faster on his cock as he watched.

Just then, a shadow fell across the doorway. I glanced over and saw Ricardo slip into the room, robe tied loosely around his waist, the fabric gaping open enough to show the dark trail of hair leading downward. He wore an easy, knowing smile as his eyes locked on the bed—on Greg’s powerful frame driving into Natalie, on her legs splayed high and trembling. Ricardo drifted toward us without a word, then flopped down on the other side of Jessie on the loveseat, close enough that his thigh pressed against hers.

I didn’t want him there. The irritation flared hot and immediate, but saying anything felt like it would shatter the fragile equilibrium of the night. So I stayed silent, jaw tight, as his hand immediately started wandering—sliding up Jessie’s arm, then cupping the side of her breast through the thin robe, thumb brushing the nipple until it peaked visibly.

“Not now,” Jessie murmured, low and firm, turning her head just enough to discourage the kiss he leaned in for.

He paused on the kiss but didn’t stop entirely. His fingers kept roaming—tracing the curve of her hip, dipping lower to nudge between her thighs. Jessie shifted, thighs pressing together to block him, then opening slightly only to close again—a subtle, fidgeting dance of resistance. The movement pulled my attention away from the bed in frustrating little bursts. I shot them an annoyed glance—sharp, involuntary.

Jessie caught it. Her eyes met mine for a split second, hurt flickering across her face like I’d struck her. Guilt twisted in my gut. I liked her—really liked her—the way she’d teased and comforted and understood without pushing. I wanted her badly, wanted to lose myself in her soft curves and wicked smile. But right now, the bed held me captive. The sight of my wife arching beneath Greg—taking him so completely—had me mesmerized, cock throbbing painfully, mind blank except for the rhythm of their bodies.

The fidgeting stopped. I heard low whispers between them—too quiet to catch—then Jessie and Ricardo rose together. Without a word, they slipped out of the bedroom, robe and towel whispering against skin as the door eased shut behind them.

My focus snapped back to the bed.

“Turn her over so she can suck me,” Eric said, voice rough with impatience, hand still lazily stroking himself.

Greg ignored him completely. He kept his rhythm steady—deep, rolling thrusts that made Natalie’s breath hitch higher with each one. I could sense it building in her: one hand clamped to Greg’s shoulder for leverage, the other sliding down to grip his lower back, fingers digging in. Her legs lifted higher, knees bent and hooked toward her chest in that familiar position she always found when she was right on the edge—open, vulnerable, chasing the peak with everything she had.

Greg leaned down, murmuring something low against her ear—words I couldn’t make out, but the effect was instant. Natalie’s hands flew to his ass, nails biting into muscle as she pulled him harder into her, urging him deeper.

“Go… don’t stop,” she gasped between moans, voice thick and desperate.

Seconds later she repeated it, louder, almost a command: “Don’t stop.”

Their whispers resumed—intimate, urgent—then dissolved as Natalie’s head tipped back, throat exposed.

“Yes… oh yes… fuck me!” she cried out, the words raw and triumphant.

“Get her off, man,” Eric added, voice edged with excitement, eyes locked on the point where Greg disappeared inside her again and again.

Greg was pounding her hard now—deep, relentless strokes that made the bed creak and the wet, rhythmic slap of their bodies colliding echo through the room. Natalie’s moans had turned frantic, building to a sharp crescendo.

“Oh… oh God… now… do it… oh yes… oh please… please!” she cried out, voice wild and broken with passion. Her whole body seized, writhing beneath him, hips bucking wildly as the orgasm ripped through her. She struggled to draw breath, chest heaving, then suddenly started chanting in a dazed, reverent litany: “It’s so good… so good… so good…”

I felt the first hot bead of pre-cum leak from my tip, sliding thickly down my shaft and over my balls—my cock untouched, throbbing in helpless response to the sight of my wife coming undone so completely. Greg didn’t let up; he fucked her straight through the peak, keeping that steady, powerful rhythm while she whined and moaned, fingers digging into his ass, pulling him deeper as if she could fuse them together. Her climax crested slowly, waves of pleasure rolling through her until the sounds began to soften, fade.

Greg eased his pace in perfect sync with her ebb, until finally he stilled inside her—buried to the hilt, hips pressed flush against her ass. They murmured to each other—low, intimate words I couldn’t catch—her breath still ragged, his hand stroking down her side in lazy reassurance.

Eric shifted restlessly, cock in hand, patience fraying.

“Come on, dude. Turn her over,” he demanded again, voice edged with urgency.

This time Greg didn’t brush him off. He pulled out slowly—Natalie sighed at the sudden emptiness, a soft, disappointed sound—and gently guided her to roll. She turned face-down on the sheets, limbs loose and heavy from the aftershocks. Greg crawled between her spread legs, nudging them wider with his knees, then hooked his hands around her hips and lifted until she was on her knees and elbows—ass arched high, back dipped in that perfect, vulnerable curve, pussy still swollen and glistening from her release.

Eric started to move in, eager, but Greg raised a hand—firm, warning—and Eric froze. Greg took his thick, slick cock in hand, still shining with her arousal, and fed it back into her slowly, inch by deliberate inch, stretching her dilated entrance open again.

“Oh, yes… yes…” Natalie sighed, voice dreamy and content as she felt him fill her once more.

Greg began rocking into her—long, measured strokes that built quickly back to a steady rhythm. After a few beats he glanced at Eric and gave a small nod. Eric slid onto the bed, back against the headboard, legs spread wide. Natalie stayed on her elbows, head lowered, moaning softly in time with each deep thrust from behind—lost in the sensation, eyes half-closed, completely given over.

Eric lifted his right leg over her shoulder, settling into position so his uncut cock hovered just above her head. He started rubbing the swollen head against her hair—slow, teasing circles—then lower, brushing her forehead, her temple. Natalie didn’t react at first, too deep in the haze of Greg’s fucking, but then the warm, musky weight registered. She lifted her head slowly, blinking through the fog.

“Greg?” she said, voice small and suddenly worried when her eyes focused on the thick shaft and heavy, hairy balls right in front of her face.

The question hung there—half plea, half uncertainty—as Greg kept rocking steadily behind her, each thrust nudging her forward just enough to brush her lips against Eric’s waiting cock.

But when Natalie lifted her head to speak—to catch her breath or maybe protest—Eric slid down the bed in one smooth motion, positioning his groin directly beneath her face. Greg shattered any lingering pretense that this was anything tender or romantic with a low, commanding growl: “Suck him.”

Natalie was always good at oral—skilled, attentive, the kind of blowjob that could make a man’s knees weak—but over the years it had become rare, a special treat reserved for birthdays or long-awaited reconciliations. She almost never finished me that way anymore; swallowing had stopped entirely sometime after our early marriage, replaced by hands or pulling away at the last second. I’d accepted it, never pushed, but the absence had quietly carved a hollow space in my desires.

So when she didn’t hesitate—when she simply reached out, wrapped her fingers around Eric’s slick, uncut shaft, and guided the glistening head past her lips—I felt the world tilt. My cock jerked hard against my stomach, leaking steadily. Was she remembering what I’d confessed that night after watching Jessie with the three of them? The way I’d admitted how hot it made me to imagine her like this—used, eager, submitting? Or was this purely her own hunger now, the thrill of giving in to Greg’s command lighting something new inside her?

“Oh, baby, that’s good. Suck my dick,” Eric groaned, hips rocking forward to feed her more.

Seconds later his eyes locked on mine across the room—dark, triumphant. “Your wife is good,” he said, voice thick with satisfaction, like he was claiming a prize I’d left unguarded.

I couldn’t look away. Her head bobbed in steady rhythm, cheeks hollowing as she took him deeper, tongue working the underside while Greg kept plowing into her from behind—long, powerful strokes that jolted her forward onto Eric’s cock with every thrust. It was insane, obscene: my wife sandwiched between them, naked and moaning around a stranger’s dick while I sat feet away, painfully hard, pre-cum pooling on my thigh.

Greg leaned over her without breaking pace, one big hand cupping her swaying breast, thumb and forefinger finding her small, stiff nipple. He pinched—hard—rolling it between his fingers until her back arched sharply and muffled whines vibrated around Eric’s shaft despite the obstruction.

Somehow they found a rhythm: Greg’s deep thrusts setting the pace, Natalie rocking between them, Eric guiding her head with gentle but firm pressure. For long minutes the room filled with their synchronized sounds—wet sucking, heavy breathing, the slap of skin, low grunts and whimpers of pleasure.

Eric reached the edge first. His breathing turned ragged, hips jerking unevenly. Both hands moved to cradle her head, fingers threading into her hair—not forcing, but directing—as his thrusts grew shallow and urgent. A series of loud, guttural grunts ripped from his throat as he came, pulsing thick ropes straight into her mouth.

Natalie had no choice. She swallowed—reflexively at first, then deliberately—throat working visibly around him as she took every drop. When he finally eased back, sliding free with a wet pop, she gasped for air—lips swollen, chin glistening, chest heaving in sharp, desperate breaths.

The sight of it—my wife swallowing another man’s cum when she hadn’t done that for me in years—hit like a punch to the gut. Jealousy burned hot and bitter, twisting with something darker, hungrier. It turned me on so fucking much I could barely breathe: the taboo of it, the surrender in her eyes, the way she’d given him what she’d long denied me. Shame and arousal crashed together until I couldn’t tell them apart.

Watching Eric’s release must have lit a fire in Greg—his hips snapped forward with sudden urgency, rhythm fracturing as he chased his own edge. The controlled, powerful strokes turned erratic, desperate; his ass clenched with each thrust, muscles rippling under sweat-slick skin. Then, with a deep, guttural roar that vibrated through the room, he buried himself to the hilt and came hard—pulsing deep inside her, flooding my wife with thick, hot spurts of cum for the first time since the day we married. Strange semen, foreign and claiming, spilling into the place that had only ever known me.

“Goddamn… Goddamn!” he grunted through gritted teeth, grinding against her one last time before his grip loosened. He collapsed beside her, rolling them both onto their sides so she lay sandwiched between him and Eric—limbs tangled, chests heaving, bodies glistening.

The room fell eerily quiet except for the ragged symphony of their breathing—Natalie’s soft whimpers fading into exhausted sighs, Greg’s low exhales, Eric’s satisfied hum. I sat frozen on the loveseat, staring at their entwined forms: my wife’s flushed skin pressed against two other men, legs still loosely wrapped around Greg’s waist, a faint trail of cum already leaking from where he’d pulled out. Minutes stretched. My heart hammered, mind blank except for the image burned into me.

Finally I stood—legs unsteady—and walked out without a word.

The burning need for Jessie hit like a fever. I needed her touch, her mouth, her body—something to reclaim the ache that watching Natalie had carved into me. I headed straight for the den, expecting to find her curled on a couch or leaning against the bar. Instead I saw Ellie asleep there, fully clothed now, curled under a throw blanket like the night had never happened.

Disappointment twisted sharper. I turned back down the hallway, footsteps muffled on the carpet, and tried the door to the guest bedroom Sarah and Les had used earlier. I eased it open quietly, just a crack.

“Get the fuck out of here,” a male voice snarled from the darkness—rough, unmistakable.

I jerked back, pulling the door shut as images flooded in unbidden: Jessie beneath Ricardo, thighs spread wide, his hips rolling between her legs as he rode her slow and deep, her soft moans filling the shadowed room. Embarrassment burned my cheeks for intruding, but deeper was the sting of disappointment—she’d given herself to him after all, after the teasing glances, the promises in her touch. The rejection felt personal, even if it shouldn’t have.

I retreated to the master bedroom where I’d left Natalie, pulse still racing, cock aching with unresolved need.

What I walked into stopped me cold.

Eric had already recovered—impossibly fast—and was on top of her again. He had her wrists pinned above her head in one big hand, the other braced beside her shoulder as he fucked her hard, deep, relentless. The bed rocked beneath them; the wet slap of skin echoed louder than before. He leaned down, mouth close to her ear, talking dirty in a low, commanding growl I’d never used with her—words I wouldn’t have known how to say.

“Bitch likes to fuck, don’t you?” he spat, loud enough to make my blood flash hot with sudden anger.

The possessive rage flared—sharp, instinctive—before reason smothered it. She’d given herself to him. Willingly. Completely.

“Yesss…” Natalie drew the word out, soft and seductive, voice thick with pleasure as her hips rolled up to meet his thrusts.

“Squeeze my dick with your pussy,” Eric demanded.

Seconds later he groaned approval. “Yeah, like that. Do it more… don’t stop.”

Greg lay on his side next to them, propped on one elbow, lazily stroking his half-hard cock—still slick and glistening from earlier—while his eyes stayed glued to the frantic rhythm of Eric driving into my wife. I stood frozen at the foot of the bed, naked, cock straining painfully upward, dumbfounded by the raw scene unfolding yet so aroused I could feel my pulse in every inch of it. Natalie had given herself over completely—body arching, hips rising to meet each punishing thrust, lost in the most primal, animal need I’d ever witnessed from her.

“Ummm… ohhh…” she suddenly blurted, the sound half-moan, half-surprise, as Eric hit a spot that made her toes curl.

“Feel good, baby?” he asked, voice rough and smug.

“Yesss…” she answered, drawing the word out in that same thick, lust-drenched tone that sent a fresh jolt straight to my groin.

Greg’s eyes flicked toward me then—lazy, knowing—and he spoke without breaking his slow strokes. “Your husband’s back. Tell him how much you like to fuck.”

The words landed like a slap. I opened my mouth to intervene—to say something, anything—but curiosity clamped my jaw shut. I wanted to hear her answer. Needed to.

Natalie twisted slightly, peering around Eric’s thrusting body until our eyes locked. There I was: standing naked at the foot of the bed, cock raging hard and leaking, staring at my wife getting railed by another man. The sight of me—hard, helpless, watching—seemed to flip a switch in her. Her gaze held mine for a long, electric second, something unspoken passing between us.

“I like it,” she said, voice soft but clear.

“Like it?” Eric laughed low between labored breaths, hips snapping harder. “Goddamn, baby, you love it.”

The wet, obscene squelch of her pussy filled the room with every stroke—slicker now, louder, a mix of Greg’s earlier cum and her fresh arousal coating Eric’s shaft, making each thrust glide deeper, easier. He bent down, mouth finding the side of her neck—kissing, licking, sucking a mark into the sensitive skin—then trailing lower to her breasts. He latched onto one nipple, tongue flicking, teeth grazing just enough to draw a fresh wave of excited whimpers from her throat. Her back bowed off the mattress, pushing her tits higher into his mouth.

When he pulled back, sweat beading on his brow, he started talking again—this time even filthier, testing her limits with every word.

“Do you like it in the ass?”

“No!” she shot back—quick, emphatic, no hesitation.

“Where do you want my cum?” he pressed, not letting up. When she didn’t answer right away, he leaned closer. “In your mouth? Or your pussy? Somewhere else?”

“Just don’t stop,” she gasped, hips rolling desperately to keep him buried inside her.

“You want my baby juice in your sweet pussy?” he prodded, voice dripping with dark amusement at the discomfort his pointed questions clearly caused her.

Natalie’s eyes fluttered half-shut, breath hitching. Then, in a husky, aroused rasp that made my cock twitch and swell even harder:

“Yes… cum in me.”

The admission hung in the air—raw, unfiltered, delivered straight to me while she stared into Eric’s eyes but somehow still felt like she was speaking to both of us. Greg let out a low chuckle from the side, stroking himself faster now; Eric groaned deep in his throat, thrusts turning sharper, more possessive.

I stood there, rooted, heart slamming against my ribs—jealousy twisting like a knife one second, replaced the next by a dark, throbbing heat that made it impossible to look away. My wife—my Natalie—begging another man to fill her, to mark her in the most intimate way possible. And God help me, it turned me on more than anything ever had.

Eric’s thrusts grew sharper, more deliberate—each one slamming home with purpose, hips snapping forward in a rhythm that made the headboard thud against the wall. I could see the tension coiling in him: shoulders bunched, abs flexing, breath coming in harsh bursts. Beside them, Greg was fully hard again, hand flying up and down his thick shaft, eyes dark and fixed on the sight of my wife pinned beneath Eric, taking every inch like she was made for it.

“Fucking slut wants more cum, don’t you?” Eric growled, voice loud and triumphant.

The words hit me like a fist. My body locked—muscles tensing, fists clenching, ready to lunge across the bed, yank him off her, and drive my knuckles into his face until he stopped talking about my wife like that. But before I could move, Greg caught my eye and gave a quick, firm shake of his head—no anger, just a silent warning: Don’t. Not now. The hesitation cost me my momentum; I stayed rooted, chest heaving, cock still traitorously hard.

Seconds later Eric twisted the knife deeper. “I knew we were gonna fuck her when she let us play with her pussy last time.”

The room tilted. Last time? My mind reeled—flashes of earlier nights, her flushed cheeks when she came home late from “drinks with friends,” the way she’d avoided my eyes when I asked how her evening went. She’d let them touch her—fingers inside her, probably making her wet, making her moan—and then come home to me, kissed me goodnight, and never said a word. The betrayal burned hot and cold at once, jealousy spiking so sharp it stole my breath. She’d hidden it. From me.

“Yes, give it to me,” Natalie answered almost instantly, voice thick with need, pulling me back to the bed like a lifeline—or a noose.

Eric still had her wrists pinned above her head in one iron grip. He leaned down, crashing his mouth against hers. To my shock, she opened for him immediately—lips parting, tongue meeting his in a deep, hungry kiss that looked more like lovers than strangers. It went on and on—slow, wet, passionate—her body still rocking with his thrusts, moans muffled against his lips. When they finally broke apart, both gasping, a thin string of saliva connected them for a heartbeat before snapping.

“Ready for it?” he rasped, trying to catch his breath.

“Yes,” she forced out between groans, hips lifting to meet him harder.

“It’s coming. I’m gonna knock your pussy up,” he told her, voice fraying at the edges as control slipped away.

“Don’t stop!” she demanded, breathing erratic now, chest rising and falling in frantic bursts.

“You want my baby juice?” he asked one last time, hips stuttering.

“Yes—don’t fucking stop!” Natalie screamed.

The words tore out of her as another orgasm crashed through her body. She convulsed beneath him—back bowing off the mattress, thighs clamping around his waist, inner walls pulsing visibly around his cock as wave after wave ripped through her. Her cries turned raw and broken, fingers flexing uselessly in his grip, toes curling tight. Eric groaned deep in his throat, thrusts turning erratic, then burying himself to the hilt with a final, shuddering push.

Eric rode her like a bucking bronco—hips slamming down in short, brutal thrusts as his body locked up and he unloaded deep inside her. I could see the exact moment he came: his back arched, ass clenching, a long, guttural groan ripping from his throat while he flooded her already well-used pussy with pulse after thick pulse. Natalie’s legs trembled around him, heels digging into his thighs as if to hold him there, milking every last drop. I knew she was on the pill—had been for years—so there was zero real risk of pregnancy. Still, hearing her beg for “baby juice,” scream for him to knock her up, had been one of the most surreal, gut-punching moments of the night. The raw fantasy of it, the way her voice cracked with need when she said yes—it had seared itself into me.

Somehow I’d held back, hadn’t come yet. My cock throbbed angrily, slick with pre-cum, but I hadn’t touched myself. Across the bed, Greg had no such restraint; he’d stroked himself to completion while watching, ropes of cum arcing across the sheet in thick white streaks. A few stray splatters had landed on Natalie’s hip and side—small, glistening marks that caught the lamplight.

Eric stayed collapsed on top of her, spent body molded to hers like he owned the shape of it. His head rested in the crook of her neck, breath hot against her skin, arms still loosely caging her in. Minutes passed and he made no move to disengage. I wanted him off—needed to get to her, to touch her, to feel what was left after they’d taken so much. Finally I stepped to the side of the bed and tapped his shoulder. Once. Twice. A third time, firmer.

He grunted, slow and reluctant, then pushed up on his arms and rolled to her other side with a heavy sigh.

Natalie lay there fully exposed now, a beautiful wreck. Sweat sheened her entire body, making her skin glow under the low light. Dark hairs—Eric’s, Greg’s—clung to her damp breasts, her stomach, the crease of her thighs. Her pussy was splayed open, swollen and flushed, lips puffy and glistening with a frothy mix of their cum and her arousal. Thick white trails leaked slowly from her entrance, pooling on the sheet beneath her. Red marks bloomed across her breasts and along the side of her neck—intentional bites and sucks, possessive stamps left by the two men who’d just used her.

“Natalie?” I said softly, reaching over Eric’s sprawled form to take her arm.

Her eyes fluttered open—glassy, distant at first—then focused on me. She blinked slowly, like she was surfacing from a dream. Using my hand for balance, she pushed herself up, legs shaky as she swung them over the edge of the bed and stood. No words passed between us. None were needed.

I guided her out of the master bedroom, one arm around her waist to steady her trembling steps, and led her down the quiet hallway to our room. The door clicked shut behind us, sealing out the rest of the house.

The second it closed, the need I’d been holding back surged up like a tide. I wanted to be inside her—needed to feel her heat wrapped around me, to add my own cum to the slick, messy mixture already filling her. I pushed her gently but firmly onto the bed on her back. She went willingly, legs falling open without resistance.

I climbed over her, positioned myself between her thighs, and sank in with one long, slow push.

“Oh, damn,” I groaned as the wet, searing heat engulfed me.

It would have been nice to pound her through multiple orgasms—slow, deliberate, drawing out every shudder until she was boneless and begging—before finally letting go myself. But the reality was merciless: I was already so far gone, cock throbbing from everything I’d witnessed, that I lasted barely a minute. A few hard, desperate thrusts into her slick, cum-filled heat, and I came with a low groan, adding my release to the warm, messy mixture already inside her. My hips jerked once, twice, then stilled as the pulses faded, leaving me buried deep, breathing hard against her neck.

I didn’t pull out. Instead I wrapped my arms around her tighter, and she clung back—legs tangled with mine, bodies pressed close, skin sticky with sweat and shared evidence. A million questions churned in my head—about “last time,” about how far this had gone, about what it meant for us now—but neither of us spoke. The silence felt fragile, like starting the conversation might break something we weren’t ready to lose.

“I love you,” I finally said, voice rough and quiet.

“I love you too.” She paused, fingers tracing slow circles on my back. “Are you mad at me?”

“No, honey.” I kissed her temple, meaning every word. “I could have stopped it.”

The reassurance seemed to settle something in her. She turned her face to mine and pressed her lips against me—soft at first, then deeper, a slow, grateful kiss that tasted like salt and lingering heat.

We stayed like that for a while, cuddling in the dim room, hearts gradually slowing together. Then, out of nowhere, she asked:

“Did you get with Jessie?”

“No,” I answered honestly.

“Oh.” The single syllable carried a note of disappointment I hadn’t expected.

“Why?” I asked, curiosity sharpening through the haze.

She hesitated, cheek resting on my shoulder. “Well… I know you wanted to. Don’t deny it. And for some reason, I feel guilty that I was with… them, and you didn’t get with her.”

The admission hung between us—raw, vulnerable. I let out a small, surprised laugh. “Well, I guess I could go find her,” I said, half-joking, testing the waters.

“Would you?” she asked, voice soft but serious.

“Are you serious?”

“Yes…” She thought about it for a long moment, fingers stilling on my skin. “I can’t explain it, but it would make me feel better.”

The conversation drifted on for a few more minutes—Natalie’s voice soft, insistent, circling back to the same strange encouragement without ever quite explaining why. She kept saying it would “balance things,” that she needed to know I’d taken something for myself too. I listened, nodded, felt the words settle into something I couldn’t quite name. And somehow—still dazed, still half-hard from everything—I found myself slipping out of bed, pulling on nothing but my boxers, and stepping into the hallway.

The house was quiet except for the low crackle of the fire in the den. As I passed, I saw Ricardo standing nude in front of the flames, backlit and unashamed, gazing down at Ellie still asleep on the couch under a blanket. Our eyes met. He gave a small, lazy nod—acknowledgment, not challenge. My gaze dropped involuntarily to his cock: thick, heavy, still semi-erect and glistening faintly in the firelight. Seven solid inches that had been inside Jessie not long ago. A sharp, irrational wave of jealousy crashed through me—hot and bitter—before I forced myself to keep walking.

I found her in the bedroom she’d shared with Ricardo. The door was ajar; moonlight spilled across the bed where she lay under the covers, breathing slow and even. I shed the boxers, let them drop to the floor, and slid in behind her—skin to skin, warm and soft. My arm draped over her waist, palm flattening against the smooth plane of her stomach. She stirred slowly, sleep clinging to her like silk. When she finally registered it was me, she rolled toward me with a sleepy smile I could just make out in the dark.

“Finally,” she murmured, and leaned in to kiss me—deep, wet, unhurried.

We didn’t fuck. We made love.

It started slow—hands mapping each other like rediscovery: my fingers tracing the curve of her hip, the dip of her spine, the swell of her breast; hers sliding up my chest, nails grazing lightly over my nipples, then lower to cup me gently. We moved together in lazy rhythm at first, her thigh slipping between mine, my cock hardening against her belly. Then faster—breath catching, hips rolling, the slick glide of her arousal coating me as I finally sank inside her. Every touch felt electric; her neck, the small of her back, the sensitive skin behind her knees—everywhere I stroked made her arch and sigh. When her orgasm came, it rolled through her like a slow tide: body entwining completely with mine, legs wrapped tight around my waist, arms locked behind my neck, mouths fused in a long, desperate kiss. I felt her heart hammering against my chest, rapid and strong, as she trembled through the aftershocks.

We stayed like that, breathing each other in, until she pulled back just enough to whisper against my lips.

“I’m always here for you.”

One last soft kiss, then I slipped out of bed, gathered my boxers, and left her curled under the covers with that same sleepy smile.

It was time to go. Time to pull Natalie out of this house, get her dressed, drive to her parents’ place—even if we’d both been drinking and the night had blurred every boundary. I couldn’t stay here another hour; the air felt too thick with what we’d done.

But as I approached our bedroom door, I heard it: rhythmic banging—headboard against wall—and low, labored moans filtering through the wood.

“Ohhh… ohhh… ohhh…” Natalie’s voice, breathless, timed perfectly to each heavy thrust.

“That’s it,” a male voice grunted, exertion roughening the words.

My stomach dropped. Someone was fucking my wife—again—fast and hard. I lunged for the knob, twisted. Locked.

“Don’t hurt me,” she whined, high and needy.

A heartbeat later: “Oh fuck!”

Panic and heat collided in my chest. I pounded on the door.

“Natalie?” I called, voice cracking louder than I intended.

“Give us a minute, man,” Ricardo’s voice came through the door—calm, almost casual—but the rhythmic slap of skin on skin didn’t falter even for a second.

“Open the damn door,” I said, louder this time, knuckles rapping harder.

“Almost there, man,” he replied, breath hitching mid-sentence.

The sounds kept coming—wet, urgent, relentless. Natalie’s soft gasps timed perfectly to each thrust. I pounded the door again. “Open the goddamn door!”

“Fuck,” Ricardo muttered, followed by a sudden shift—bodies moving, sheets rustling.

The lock clicked. The door flew open.

Ricardo stood there, naked and glistening, cock thick and rigid, slick with my wife’s arousal. He didn’t bother covering himself; he just looked at me with half-lidded eyes and a faint, sheepish grin.

“Come on, man… it won’t take long,” he said, almost pleading.

“No. We need to go.” I pushed past him into the room.

Natalie was curled on her side on the bed, knees drawn up, arms wrapped around herself. Her hair was a tangled mess, skin flushed and marked. She looked small suddenly, vulnerable in a way she hadn’t moments ago.

“Come on, Natalie. Let’s go.”

“Shit!” Ricardo muttered behind me, grabbing his robe off the chair and stalking out without another word.

Natalie sat up slowly, eyes wide and glassy. “I’m sorry, honey,” she whispered, reaching for my hand.

I pulled her to her feet. “Not now. Let’s talk when we get to your parents’ house.”

Minutes later we were in the cold SUV, heater blasting as we pulled out of the driveway. The night air bit through the windows; the silence between us felt heavier than the darkness outside. Halfway there, Natalie broke.

“Oh, God. I’m so sorry,” she sobbed, tears spilling fast.

“Natalie, it’s okay.” I reached over and squeezed her hand. “I let it happen. Let’s just get back and into bed.”

“You must hate me. I’m so embarrassed,” she cried, voice cracking.

“Shhh… I love you. Don’t be silly.” I lifted her hand to my lips, kissed her knuckles. “We’re okay.”

I managed to calm her by the time we pulled into her parents’ driveway. The house was dark and quiet—everyone asleep. We slipped inside, climbed the stairs to the guest bedroom like teenagers sneaking in late.

Natalie started toward the bathroom, but I caught her wrist gently and tugged her back.

“Honey, I need to shower,” she begged, voice small.

“Later,” I said, guiding her to the bed.

“But I’m dirty,” she whined, cheeks flaming.

I didn’t answer. I started peeling off her clothes—slowly, deliberately—until she stood naked in the moonlight filtering through the curtains. Then I stripped myself and pulled her down onto the cold sheets with me. We pressed close, skin seeking warmth, bodies fitting together like puzzle pieces that had been pulled apart too long.

“I love you,” I whispered into her hair.

“Do you? Please say it again.”

“I love you.” I nuzzled into the crook of her neck, then turned her face to mine and kissed her—slow, deep, tasting salt and lingering traces of everything that had happened.

“I’ve been so bad,” she murmured against my lips.

“Honey, we did it together. I was there. I could have stopped it.”

“You’re such a wonderful man,” she said, pulling me closer until there was no space left between us.

I rolled on top of her, settled between her thighs, and eased inside. She was still open, still slick—wet with them, with me, with everything—and the sensation hit like a memory replayed in high definition. Heat, slip, fullness. I had to grit my teeth to keep from losing control right then.

Fortunately the moment passed. She wrapped her legs around my waist, arms locking behind my neck, holding me tight the way only she ever had—the way only a wife could. We moved together gently, rocking in the quiet dark, breathing each other in.

“Did you enjoy it?” I asked softly, hips rolling slow, inhaling the faint musk of her lovers still clinging to her skin—sweat, cum, cologne, raw sex.

“Yes,” came the faint whisper from beneath me, barely audible, but clear enough to send a fresh shiver through me.

I kissed her again—deeper this time—accepting the truth of it, the weight of it, the strange new shape our love had taken. We stayed like that, connected, until the cold sheets warmed around us and the night finally let us rest.


An Ordinaty Day

Natalie was already up when I stirred, the faint hiss of the shower filtering through the cracked bathroom door. I kept my eyes closed, feigning sleep, not ready to face the morning light or the weight of last night just yet. In my head, I’d already scripted the fallout: tears, accusations, the inevitable “How could you let this happen?” aimed squarely at me. I braced for it like a man waiting for the storm to break.

When I finally dragged myself downstairs—freshly showered, hair still damp—she was in the kitchen humming softly, pouring coffee like any other Sunday morning at her parents’ house. No red-rimmed eyes. No tight-lipped silence. Just a quiet smile when she saw me, a casual “Morning, sleepyhead,” and a mug pushed across the counter. I searched her face for cracks—guilt, shame, anger simmering under the surface—but found nothing. It unnerved me more than tears would have. Was this a performance? A trap she’d spring later when we were alone? I moved carefully around her all day, polite, attentive, waiting for the other shoe to drop.

It never did.

Family obligations kept us surrounded until late afternoon. Only when everyone else scattered—her parents to the garden, siblings out for errands—did we finally slip upstairs to the guest bedroom for a promised nap. The door clicked shut behind us. Sunlight slanted through half-closed blinds, striping the bed in gold.

“Honey, look…” I started, voice low, sitting on the edge of the mattress. “I just want to make sure you’re okay.”

She stood by the dresser, arms loosely crossed, studying me for several long seconds. Then she exhaled, a small, almost amused sound.

“Okay is probably a good description,” she said. “I’m not upset. I’m not thrilled. But I thought about it a lot last night—couldn’t really stop thinking about it—and I decided to take you at your word.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning you love me.” She stepped closer, resting a hand on my shoulder. “You still love me. And this… whatever it was… it’s something we did together.”

I let out a breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. “Good. I think that’s the right way to go.”

In truth, when I’d said those words last night—“I love you,” “I could have stopped it”—I’d meant them as comfort, as a lifeline to pull her back from the edge of regret. Not as absolution for both of us. Not as a permanent shield against reflection. But hearing her echo them back so calmly, so matter-of-factly, loosened something tight in my chest. Relief, mostly. If she could stand in this room and not crumble, maybe we really were going to be okay.

Minutes later she peeled off her sweater and jeans, leaving only a black thong and a cropped white t-shirt that barely skimmed her ribs. I stripped to my boxers. We turned back the covers, slid under the cool sheets, and immediately gravitated toward each other—her back to my chest, my arm draped over her waist, legs tangling like always.

My hand drifted up almost on its own. The low collar of her shirt had slipped just enough to reveal two faint purple marks on the side of her neck—fingerprints and suction bruises, deliberate souvenirs. I let my fingertips brush them lightly, like secret buttons I didn’t quite know how to press. She didn’t flinch. If anything, she leaned into the touch.

I hooked the hem of her shirt and eased it upward, slow enough that she could stop me if she wanted. She didn’t. The fabric bunched under her arms, exposing her breasts completely. Five more bruises bloomed across them—dark blooms on pale skin: one on the upper swell of her left breast, two smaller ones near the right nipple, another at the underside curve, and a final, thumb-shaped mark just above her sternum. They looked almost artistic in the soft afternoon light, like someone had painted possession across her body.

“Did you put any on Jessie?” she whispered, voice barely carrying over the soft rustle of sheets.

“No… I don’t think so,” I murmured back, fingertips still tracing the faint purple bloom just below her collarbone. I kept moving, slow and deliberate, cataloguing each mark like a map I hadn’t been invited to read—wondering who had pressed their mouth there, who had sucked hard enough to leave the evidence behind.

“I don’t think she would have minded,” Natalie offered, a small, knowing smile in her tone.

I didn’t answer. She was probably right—Jessie had worn her own collection of marks like badges that night—but saying it out loud felt like stepping too close to the edge. Instead I let my thumb brush over a particularly dark hickey just above her left nipple, the skin still slightly raised and warm under my touch. The room was quiet except for our breathing and the faint hum of the house settling around us.

Discussing them in detail was dangerous territory. One wrong word and the fragile peace we’d found could crack open, spilling regret or accusation or worse. But Natalie seemed… steady. Calm. Almost curious. So I tested the water.

“Who did this one?” I asked, circling the mark lightly.

“Ricardo,” she answered without a flicker of hesitation, guiding my finger with the slightest shift of her body.

“Yes, Ricardo… how…” The question died on my tongue. I swallowed, suddenly cold despite the warmth between us. How had he ended up there—after Greg, after Eric—when I’d left her to rest, thinking the night was finally over? The image flashed unbidden: Ricardo slipping back in, her body still loose and receptive, welcoming him like it was the most natural thing in the world. I wanted the details the way a man wants to press on a bruise—knowing it will hurt, needing to feel it anyway.

Natalie’s hand slid down my stomach, fingers wrapping around my already hard cock. She gave a slow, deliberate stroke. “How what?”

“Nothing…” I managed, but the lie was thin.

She squeezed—firm, teasing—and I groaned against her skin.

I lowered my mouth to her breast, closing my lips around the bruised nipple and sucking gently. The faint salt of her skin, the way the mark felt slightly tender under my tongue—it sent a dark thrill through me. Things shifted fast after that. A sudden flurry of motion: her thong tugged down and kicked away, my boxers shoved off, clothes scattering across the floor like shed inhibitions.

Then I was between her legs, her hand guiding me—fingers curling around my shaft, lining me up with her slick opening. She was already so wet, so ready, and as I pushed inside the heat enveloped me like coming home to a place that had changed while I was away.

She closed her eyes as I pushed inside her, and along with a soft gasp, a quick grimace flickered across her face—gone in an instant, but unmistakable. Her body was still tender, still carrying the echoes of three strangers who had stretched and filled her less than twenty-four hours ago. I felt it too: the subtle looseness, the extra slickness that wasn’t just her arousal, the faint resistance that spoke of recent use. I moved slowly, deliberately, giving her time to adjust, letting my hips roll in gentle, shallow strokes.

After a minute the tension in her brow eased. Her lips parted on a quiet purr—low, contented sounds that grew steadier as pleasure overtook discomfort. Her hands slid down my back to cup my ass, fingers digging in lightly, guiding me deeper. She rocked her hips once, twice, finding the angle that made her breath hitch just right. Then her eyes opened, locking straight into mine—clear, searching, a little vulnerable.

“Are we crazy?” she asked, a worried grin tugging at her mouth even as her body arched to meet my next thrust.

“Yes,” I answered honestly, leaning down to kiss her softly. “I think so.”

“I mean… damn…” She trailed off, gaze drifting somewhere distant as the memories rushed back in. “Just damn…”

I felt the shift—the way her inner walls fluttered around me, the sudden tightness that wasn’t pleasure alone. Shame was creeping in, threatening to pull her under. I kept moving, slow and steady, refusing to let the moment fracture.

“Don’t, Natalie. Stay positive. We did it together,” I coached gently, voice low against her ear.

She shook her head, almost imperceptibly. “Your wife is a slut,” she declared, the word sharp and self-inflicted.

“No, honey.” I kissed the corner of her mouth, then her jaw. “I have a beautiful wife who one night went wild.” Before she could argue, I added, “Well… maybe two nights.”

“Two?” Her eyes snapped back to mine, pupils wide.

“In the tub,” I said quietly. “The first time Eric had his hand between your legs.”

“Oh…” The syllable escaped like a confession. A guilty flush crept up her neck, blooming over the faint bruises still visible there.

“You didn’t tell me.”

“I was nervous,” she whispered. “I thought you might get mad.”

“Greg too?” I asked, already knowing.

She nodded once—small, almost apologetic.

“Plus Ricardo…”

Her encounter with Ricardo after Greg and Eric struck a strange chord inside me—something darker, more primal than the earlier frenzy. I’d left her limp and sated, thinking the night had finally wrung her dry, yet the aggressive, relentless sounds I’d heard through the door told a different story. Ricardo had found more in her—more hunger, more surrender—and she’d given it to him.

“You left me to go to Jessie,” she said quietly, a defensive edge creeping in even as her hips rolled lazily against mine.

“You told me to!” I shot back with a short, surprised laugh.

I was barely moving now—just small, shallow rocks inside her, savoring the wet heat and the faint, lingering slipperiness of everything that had come before. Suddenly her arm hooked around the back of my head, pulling me down into a fierce, open-mouthed kiss. Her tongue met mine with urgency, like she needed to taste the words before they escaped.

When we broke apart she searched my eyes. “Please tell me about Jessie. I want to know what happened. Did you enjoy her?”

“Yes,” I admitted, sensing she was steering us away from the dangerous edge we’d been circling. “I enjoyed her.”

“And?” Her fingers tightened in my hair. “How did you do it? Fast or slow?”

“Mostly slow, I guess,” I answered honestly.

“So… you made love to her…” She stated it plainly, nailing the truth without accusation.

“It was slow and tender,” I said carefully, “but I only love you.”

A small smile curved her lips. “I know…”

“And I didn’t expect to find you starting up with Ricardo when I got back.”

“Baby,” she corrected gently, “we weren’t starting. We were finishing.”

“Finishing?” Confusion sharpened my voice. “How long had he been there?”

“Almost since you left,” she said. “I thought it was you coming back at first.”

The pieces clicked into place. That nod Ricardo had given me in the den—the lazy, satisfied look in his eyes, the way his cock still gleamed in the firelight—he hadn’t been waiting. He’d gone straight to her the moment I walked out. He’d been inside her for a while by the time I knocked on the door. I hadn’t interrupted the beginning; I’d walked in on the end of round two.

“And… you… you just let him?” The words came out harsher than I intended, judgmental, and I cringed at the sound of them.

She didn’t flinch. “I said no when he pulled back the covers. I said no when he climbed on the bed. But… I guess I quit saying no.”

“Damn,” I breathed. “So you were finishing when I arrived?”

“It was the second time,” she said in a small voice, eyes dropping to my chest.

“Second?” My hips stilled completely. “I mean… what happened on the first? Did you… what happened?”

“We did it,” she answered simply. “And… you know… we both came. Then we rested. And he wanted more.”

My throat tightened. “And you had an orgasm? He gave you an orgasm?”

“Yes…” The admission was soft, almost reluctant.

“Was it big?”

She looked at me strangely for several long seconds—searching, weighing—then whispered, “It was nice…”

I stared down at her for what felt like minutes but was probably just a few seconds, her words hanging between us like smoke. “It was nice…”—simple, honest, and somehow more devastating than if she’d said it was mind-blowing. I’d expected shame, deflection, maybe even tears. Instead she’d given me quiet truth, and now her face had shifted: the playful spark dimmed, replaced by anxious lines around her eyes, lips pressed thin. She was waiting for judgment, bracing for it.

I couldn’t let her stay there.

I started moving again—faster this time, deliberate strokes that made her breath catch and her thighs tighten around my hips. I leaned down, captured her mouth in a deep, anchoring kiss—slow at first, then hungry, letting my tongue slide against hers until I felt her soften beneath me.

When we broke apart, I rested my forehead against hers. “You’re special,” I said, voice low and sure.

“You’re not mad?” she probed, searching my eyes.

“No, I’m not mad.” I kissed the corner of her mouth. “There’s a lot to process, but I don’t want to be mad. I want us. Just us.”

We made love for several more minutes—deep, unhurried, bodies finding that familiar rhythm that always felt like coming home. But neither of us was climbing toward release; the emotional weight had shifted the current, turning heat into something softer, more grounding. Eventually I slowed, then stopped, rolling to my side and pulling her close. She curled into me like she belonged there—head on my chest, leg draped over mine—and after a few minutes of quiet breathing, we both drifted off.

The next few days we poured everything into family. Christmas prep consumed us: wrapping, baking, last-minute shopping runs, stringing lights, hiding gifts. Even Sarah—usually the first to sniff out drama—accepted our unspoken decision to keep things light and surface-level. No probing questions, no sidelong glances. Just the normal chaos of the season.

Christmas Day itself turned out magical in the way only a house full of kids and grandparents can be. Perfect weather—crisp, sunny, no snow to trap us inside. Happy chaos: shrieks over new toys, wrapping paper everywhere, the smell of cinnamon rolls and turkey drifting through every room. I spent most of the morning on the floor with the grandpas, assembling Lego sets and racing remote-control cars, grateful for the distraction.

By mid-afternoon the energy settled. Kids sprawled in front of holiday movies, ladies clustered in the kitchen gossiping over wine, men nursing coffee and football talk. Natalie looked radiant but exhausted—cheeks flushed from the oven heat, hair escaping its clip, sleeves rolled up from hours of plating and serving. I caught her eye across the room; she gave me a tired but genuine smile that made my chest ache in the best way.

A little past nine we finally escaped to our room. She kicked off her shoes and started undressing with the slow, heavy movements of someone who’d been on her feet for sixteen hours.

“I’m tired,” she whined, half-laughing as she tugged her sweater over her head.

“You put a lot of work into everything,” I said, stepping behind her to help with the clasp of her bra. “So did your mom… and my mom. At least now it’s over.”

“Who wants Christmas over?” she fired back, feigning irritation, though her eyes were already half-closed.

“You know what I mean,” I replied, feeling a little cowed. I kissed the back of her neck—soft, no pressure.

That night I kept my hands to myself. She fell asleep almost instantly, curled on her side, breathing slow and even. Despite her earlier mock rebuke, I felt relieved it was over. The house had started to feel claustrophobic these last few days—too many people, too many eyes, too much unspoken tension beneath the holiday cheer. And Natalie had poured every ounce of herself into making the day perfect for everyone else, leaving little room for us. I’d felt the absence keenly: the small touches, the private glances, the way she usually gravitated toward me in a crowd. Now she was spent, and I let her rest.

Tomorrow, though—Boxing Day—our parents had already volunteered to take the kids for most of the day. We’d have hours. A big, uninterrupted chunk of time just for us.

The next morning, my wife’s long, lazy stretch and the soft, throaty yawn that followed pulled me gently out of a deep, dreamless sleep. I rolled onto my side, burrowing back into the pillow, chasing that sweet, heavy drowsiness. Then I felt her warm body press against my back—soft breasts flattening against my shoulder blades, one leg sliding over mine, her hips nudging insistently.

She was squirming.

I knew exactly what it meant.

I decided to play hard to get.

Her arm slipped around my waist, fingers drifting across my chest until they found a nipple that was already half-hard from the cool morning air. She circled it slowly—teasing, feather-light—then pinched just hard enough to send a sharp, delicious jolt straight to my cock. I bit the inside of my cheek, determined to stay “asleep.”

“Baby, I’m sleeping,” I mumbled, voice thick with pretend grogginess.

“Wake up,” she whispered, lips brushing the back of my neck.

“Why? I’m enjoying the sleep.”

“I want to make love,” she whined, the needy little edge to her voice confirming what her body had already told me.

“Okay, I guess…” I sighed dramatically, like I was doing her a huge favor.

But when I finally rolled over, ready to claim my prize, I saw she was still wearing the cropped t-shirt and black thong from yesterday.

“You’re still dressed!” I accused, mock outrage in my tone.

She giggled—bright, mischievous—and a flurry of motion followed. T-shirt whipped over her head, thong dragged down her thighs and kicked somewhere toward the foot of the bed. In seconds she was naked, lying on her back, smiling up at me with that slow, sultry smile that always made my pulse kick. Her legs parted just enough to show me how ready she already was—glistening, flushed, swollen.

I shoved my boxers off in one impatient movement and lowered my head to her breasts. I took one nipple between my lips, sucking gently at first, then harder, flicking the tip with my tongue. She mewed—soft, helpless little sounds that grew louder and more desperate with every pass. Her fingers threaded into my hair, holding me there while her hips rolled in tiny, needy circles against the mattress.

It didn’t take long before she couldn’t stand it anymore.

Her hands slid to my shoulders, tugging urgently. “Please…”

I let her guide me up her body until I settled between her thighs. She reached down, wrapped her fingers around my cock—already painfully hard—and guided the head to her slick entrance.

“Mmmm… ohhh…” The sigh that left her when I pushed inside was pure relief.

She was hot, wet, still slightly tender from everything that had happened the night before last, but so eager that her walls fluttered around me like they were trying to pull me deeper. I started slow—long, smooth strokes, letting her feel every inch—watching her face the whole time. Her eyes were half-lidded, lips parted, cheeks flushed.

Then her hand found my ass again, nails digging in, urging me faster.

I gave her what she wanted.

We found a rhythm quickly—harder, deeper, the bed creaking softly beneath us. Something had her wound tight this morning; I could feel it in the way her thighs trembled, the way her breath came in short, sharp pants. She wasn’t going to last long.

I kept the pace steady, exactly the way she liked it when she was close—deep, consistent, grinding against her clit with every thrust. Her moans turned into whimpers, then into broken little cries.

“Oh—oh god—right there—don’t stop—”

Her back arched off the mattress, nails raking down my back, legs locking tight around my hips as the orgasm hit her. She pulsed around me in long, rolling waves, crying out my name in a soft, shattered voice. I watched her face through it—eyes squeezed shut, mouth open, every muscle trembling—and it was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.

When the aftershocks finally eased, she opened her eyes again, looking dazed and happy and a little embarrassed.

I kissed her forehead, still buried inside her, still hard.


The Morning After

“Morning,” I murmured against her skin.

She laughed breathlessly, tightening around me on purpose just to make me groan.

“Morning,” she whispered back, pulling me down for a slow, lazy kiss.

We stayed like that for a while—still joined, just breathing together—until she finally murmured against my lips:

“I think we should do this every morning.”

I grinned, already starting to move again—slow, teasing.

“I think that can be arranged.”

Sarah’s first call came just two hours later—clearly the Christmas truce with Natalie had officially expired. My wife answered on the second ring, voice bright but guarded, and after a quick exchange she hung up with a small sigh.

“She wants to meet for lunch,” Natalie said, already reaching for her coat. “I told her yes.”

I nodded, giving her the green light without hesitation. “Go. I’ll help your mom with the kids.”

She left just before noon, kissing me quickly on the cheek—lingering a second longer than usual—and returned around three, cheeks pink from the cold and a faint smile playing on her lips. She found me in the living room, knee-deep in Lego bricks with the little ones.

“Sarah gave me the full holiday recap,” she said, kicking off her boots. “She knows every detail of what everyone else did, even though it’s barely been a day. Our circle’s gossip network is terrifying.”

I laughed softly. “And?”

“She brought up the night at Greg and Jessie’s.” Natalie’s voice dropped lower, eyes flicking toward the hallway to make sure no one was listening. “She thinks Greg was too aggressive in the hot tub—said it needlessly upset Lauren. She asked if I knew about… anything else.”

My stomach tightened for half a heartbeat. “And you said…?”

“I told her I didn’t know about any other events.” She met my gaze steadily. “Which is true. For now.”

Relief washed through me, mirrored on her face. We both knew the risk—small-town circles like ours leaked secrets eventually—but for today, at least, the dam was holding.

“Oh,” she added casually, as if it were an afterthought, “and Sarah’s reserved a table at the New Year’s Eve dance. We’re going. I gave her some money for it.”

I raised an eyebrow. “I see…”

“Yes,” she said firmly, a spark of her old playfulness returning. “We’re going.”

She scooped up the kids then, bundling them into coats to join her mother for a quick grocery run—anything to get them out of the house for an hour. When they returned, we reheated leftovers, ate at the kitchen table, and spent the evening piddling around: TV on low, kids sprawled on the rug with coloring books, the adults half-watching a holiday special while sipping tea. Natalie seemed lighter—genuinely content—and I decided tonight, once the kids were down, I’d finally start the conversation we’d both been circling.

Her dad and I ended up in front of the late news, trading quiet commentary on the weather forecast. After a while I realized Natalie had slipped away. I excused myself, climbed the stairs, and found her already in bed—propped against the headboard, reading glasses on, book open in her lap. The bedside lamp cast a soft golden circle around her.

I used the bathroom, brushed my teeth, stripped to my boxers, and slid under the covers. As soon as I settled beside her, she closed the book, placed it on the nightstand, and reached over to click off the light. Darkness folded around us, broken only by the faint glow from the hallway nightlight seeping under the door.

She knew why I’d come up early. I could feel it in the way she turned toward me before I even spoke.

I pulled her close—chest to chest, legs tangling—and kissed her softly, slow and deliberate.

“Can we talk?” I asked against her lips.

“Yes…” She exhaled, a small tremor in the word. “I guess… yes, we should.”

I kept my hand on the small of her back, thumb moving in slow circles. “Tell me what you think now that you’ve had some time.”

She was quiet for several seconds, breath warm against my collarbone. Then:

“I think I made a mistake.” Her voice was small, almost childlike. “I think I disappointed you.”

Before I could answer, she rushed on. “But… I don’t know why you let it happen. Pushed it…”

I considered her words for a long moment, letting the silence stretch until I could feel her pulse quicken against my chest. She shifted once—small, nervous—then stilled, waiting. I wanted to get this right, no hedging, no accidental blame.

“First,” I said quietly, “you didn’t disappoint me. Some things surprised me—okay, a lot surprised me—but so what? Second, I’m not certain why I let it happen, and I’m not trying to be evasive. There were so many things going on… so many things swirling that I think I lost my balance… my perspective. And whether you—or we—made a mistake is something we need to figure out. Together.”

“Tell me about the things swirling,” she said, voice soft but steady.

I took a slow breath, choosing my words with care. “Well… I guess there was being naked in the hot tub, the touching, discovering Jessie, seeing how you reacted when you watched, watching Eric and Ellie so close, and knowing about Greg… your past. I mean, all together… that’s a lot.”

“That is a lot,” she agreed, almost whispering. “Too much…”

We went quiet for a few seconds. Then she spoke again, tentative.

“You know… the bad stuff… it wouldn’t have happened if you didn’t push.”

“I know,” I said simply.

More silence followed—almost a full minute this time—thick and heavy. I could feel her heart beating faster against my ribs.

Finally I asked, “Did you want me to?”

She moved in my arms—small restless shifts, like she was searching for a safer position. Eventually she settled, cheek pressed to my shoulder.

“What surprised you?” she asked, sidestepping my question.

I didn’t press. “How much it thrilled you,” I answered. “How excited you got.”

“God, honey, I’m human!” she burst out.

The words were so simple, so exasperated, so perfectly her that we both started giggling—quiet at first, then harder, the kind of laughter that shakes your shoulders and leaves you breathless. All the tension in the room dissolved like mist in sunlight.

I rolled her gently onto her back. She came willingly, hands sliding up to cradle my face. Our kiss started soft—testing—then deepened fast, hungry and unhurried at the same time. Every time I tried to pull back for air she tugged me down again, lips chasing mine, tongue sliding slow and deliberate. Minutes passed like that—long, wet, consuming—until we were both trembling from the buildup.

When we finally broke apart, gasping, she guided me over her with gentle pressure on my hips. I settled between her thighs; she reached down, wrapped her fingers around me, and lined us up. One slow push and I slid inside her—hot, slick, welcoming.

“You’re so beautiful,” I whispered against her mouth.

“We went crazy,” she answered in a soft, almost reverent voice.

For the next few minutes I moved with her—steady, deep rolls that kept her simmering without pushing too hard. I watched her face, the way her lips parted on every exhale, the slow flutter of her lashes, waiting until her breath turned ragged and her hips started chasing me on their own. When I felt that sweet edge in her, when her nails dug just a little harder into my back, I leaned close to her ear.

“Who did you enjoy most?”

“All of it…” she breathed, a tiny, secret smile curling the corners of her mouth. “It was all part of the same thing.”

“Ricardo too?” I probed, keeping my rhythm even, not letting her hide.

“Yeah…” The word came out soft, almost shy, but the smile widened.

“Did you really tell him no at first?”

“I was still horny…” Her smile turned wicked now, eyes glinting in the low light. “And he was… persistent.”

The admission hit like gasoline on embers. My pulse slammed in my ears; my hips snapped forward harder, faster, control slipping away in seconds. Natalie’s pleased little moan told me she felt the change—she liked it. Her mews grew louder, breathier; her feet slowly rose from the mattress, knees bending, thighs clamping tight around my waist as she opened herself wider.

I was already teetering on the edge when a thought I couldn’t contain broke free.

“You wanted me to push,” I said, voice rough. “You wanted to be like Jessie.”

“And Ellie…” she groaned, the confession vibrating through her body and straight into mine.

The words were like a shot of adrenaline straight to my core. I pounded into her—hard, relentless—every thrust slamming home with a wet slap that echoed in the quiet room. Her back arched off the bed; her nails raked down my shoulders; her cries sharpened into desperate, broken sounds.

Seconds later she shattered—body seizing, walls pulsing around me in fierce, rhythmic waves. The sight, the feel, the sound of her coming undone tipped me over. I came with a strangled groan, release so powerful it bordered on pain, hips grinding deep as I emptied everything I had into her.

“God, you’re pulling my balls through my dick,” I forced out through gritted teeth.

“Don’t stop… don’t… don’t stop…” she demanded, voice cracking, still riding the aftershocks.

It took several long minutes for the world to stop spinning. When my breathing finally steadied, I started planting wet, open-mouthed kisses all over her face—forehead, cheeks, nose, eyelids—until she laughed softly and pulled me back to her mouth. The kiss stretched long and languid, tongues lazy now, tasting salt and sex and each other.

When it ended I rolled to my side, spent and boneless. But Natalie wasn’t finished. She followed me, swinging one leg over my hips to straddle my waist. Her hands planted on my shoulders; she leaned down, hair falling around us like a curtain, and looked straight into my eyes.

“Did we make a mistake?” she asked, voice quiet but steady.

“No,” I answered instantly. “Definitely not.”

“Don’t think I’ve forgotten Jessie,” she said, that knowing smile returning.

“You made me go!” I protested, half-laughing.

“Stop.” She pressed a finger to my lips, silencing me. Then softer: “There’s something there…”

Thankfully, she dropped the subject without pushing, and after I fell to my side, we cuddled close—her head tucked under my chin, one leg thrown over mine, bodies still humming from the release. We stayed like that for a while, skin cooling, breaths syncing, the room quiet except for the faint hum of the heater kicking on downstairs. Eventually I rose on one elbow, my free hand drifting down her body—fingers trailing from her slick pussy up to her breasts, transferring her wetness each time. I coated her nipples until they glistened, then lowered my mouth to one, sucking gently. The taste of her lingered on my tongue—salty, intimate—and her back arched off the mattress, a fresh whimper escaping her lips as I switched sides.

I thought about mounting her again—sliding back into that warm, welcoming heat—but I hadn’t fully recovered yet, the ache in my balls a reminder to wait. Instead I lifted my head, staring down at her flushed face, her eyes heavy-lidded and content.

“What got you the most excited?” I asked softly.

“Mmmm… I don’t know,” she murmured, but seconds later her gaze sharpened. “When you said we were staying and we went back to the den. When Greg and Eric opened my robe, I knew it was really going to happen and I thought I would explode.”

“You did explode,” I teased, grinning. “Several times, I think.”

Rather than respond with words, she directed my head back to her breasts—fingers threading into my hair, guiding me down. I obliged, lavishing attention on her nipples until her whimpers turned to soft moans, her thighs pressing together restlessly.

Thinking about the conversation the next morning, I felt pleased that we’d covered a lot of ground without judgment, moving past the initial angst into something more open, more honest. But I knew it wasn’t over—we’d likely talk more, peel back more layers as the days went on. And I couldn’t help but dwell on the intensity of the sex we’d shared tonight. It felt very similar to that fevered session when we’d arrived home from Greg and Jessie’s house—raw, urgent, fueled by the same lingering thrill. The encounter hadn’t faded; if anything, it continued to excite us both, stoking a fire that burned hotter in the retelling.

Then there was Coach Johnson. I’d purposefully left her interaction with him out of the discussion—the ramifications were still too unclear, too loaded. Without question, she’d been deceitful about encountering him, but I didn’t know if it stemmed from planned deviousness or a simple desire to avoid the subject, to keep that part of her life compartmentalized. A few weeks ago, I would have considered a nefarious rendezvous completely out of the question—Natalie wasn’t like that. But recent events had shown me what she was capable of in the right situation, the right heat. Since their meeting, I’d hoped she’d eventually come to me on her own, admit the truth in her own time. But with each passing day, that outcome seemed more remote, more unlikely. Very soon, I needed to confront her—bring it out into the open, get it on the table before it festered into something worse.

For now, though, I pushed it aside. I kissed my way up her chest, her neck, finding her mouth again. She kissed me back hungrily, hands roaming my back, pulling me closer.

“We’ll figure it all out,” I whispered against her lips.

“I know,” she murmured. “Together.”

We drifted off like that—tangled, sated, the weight of unspoken things still there but lighter for now. Tomorrow would bring more: family breakfast, perhaps another stolen moment alone. And eventually, the conversation about Mark Thompson. But tonight, she was mine, and that was enough.

For the next few days we banged around the house doing nothing much—lazy mornings, half-hearted errands, evenings on the couch with the kids sprawled between us watching holiday specials. It might have been my imagination, but I sensed our late-night conversation had shifted something in her. There was a bit more spring in her step, a lightness in her shoulders as if the invisible weight of guilt had finally eased. Several times when our eyes met across the room—while she was folding laundry or I was helping her dad with the tree lights—she’d give me that playful, almost conspiratorial look, like we shared a secret the rest of the family couldn’t touch.

It made broaching Mark Thompson even harder. Every time I thought about it, the words stuck in my throat—how could I drag up an old shadow when she was finally smiling like that? But the longer I waited, the heavier it sat in my chest, a quiet ache that wouldn’t fade.

Late one evening, when the house had gone quiet—kids asleep, parents turned in, the only sound the low hum of the furnace—I decided the time had come. We were already in bed, her propped against the headboard with a book, me sliding under the covers beside her.

“Natalie, can we talk about something?” I asked, voice low.

“Sure,” she said easily, no trace of distress as she set the book on the nightstand and turned toward me.

“Look… when we were at the dance… the last time. I saw you talking to Mark Thompson.”

Suddenly her eyes flickered—nervousness flashing through them like a shadow. But after a beat she lifted her chin. “So?”

“When you came back to the table, you didn’t mention him. You said you were feeling ill and spent some time in the restroom.” I kept my tone even, no accusation, just fact. “It certainly seems like you were trying to hide it.”

She exhaled slowly, fingers twisting the edge of the sheet. “Because it’s my thing… my memory. My one time of being really naughty back then. Can’t I have something to myself?”

I looked at her as the wheels spun in my head—hurt, confusion, a flicker of understanding. I reached for her hand, lacing our fingers together.

“You know if you’d told me that—explained it that way when you saw him—I would have kissed you on the cheek and told you I understand. Completely. It’s the honesty, Natalie. Don’t you get that?”

She opened her mouth several times, words starting and stopping, then finally settled on a quiet “Okay.”

“Are you communicating with him?” I asked, pressing forward despite the knot in my stomach.

She stared at me for several long seconds, eyes troubled, searching mine. Then, softly: “Yes. We text… we’ve talked once, but mostly text.”

“Has he asked you to meet him?”

“Yes,” she admitted.

“What did you say?”

“I said no… it wasn’t a good idea.”

“Did you think about it?”

At first she didn’t speak. I could almost see the internal debate playing out—wheels turning, weighing what to give me. Finally she took a deep breath. “Yes.”

We locked eyes for a few seconds, the air thick with everything unsaid. Then I pulled the covers over me and turned my back to her, staring at the wall as her words sank in.

Seconds later I felt the mattress shift. Her body pressed against my back, warm and tentative. She draped an arm over my shoulders, chin resting on my shoulder blade.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “I should have told you.”

I exhaled slowly. “It really is a powerful memory, and all this time you’ve had it bottled up.” I paused, then asked the question that had been burning since the dance. “Is that the first time you saw him since high school?”

“I saw him a couple of times in passing over the years when I was in town,” she answered, voice quiet but steady.

“Nothing then?” I probed.

“No, we were a couple and…” She let the thought trail off, eyes dropping to my chest.

“And?”

“We hadn’t done anything crazy yet,” she finished, the words carrying a faint, rueful smile.

I chuckled low in my throat. “I guess that did open some doors.”

The pinch on my arm was immediate—sharp but playful. Before I could react, she tugged on my shoulder, rolling me until I was flat on my back, staring up into her beautiful face. Moonlight from the half-open blinds painted silver streaks across her cheeks. She lowered her head and kissed me quickly—soft, almost tentative—then came back for more. The second kiss deepened fast, mouths locking in a slow, hungry embrace that went on and on, tongues sliding, breaths mingling, hands roaming. When we finally parted, both of us were breathing hard.

Natalie didn’t speak. She simply shifted down my body, hooked her fingers in the waistband of my boxers, and tugged them off. My cock—already half-hard from the kiss—twitched as the cool air hit it. She wrapped her hand around the base, gave one slow stroke, then lowered her mouth and took me in.

It felt marvelous—warm, wet, perfect suction. She worked me with gusto, making me sloppy and glistening, alternating between deep, slow swallows and long, flat licks up the underside of my shaft. Her grip was firm at the base; every so often her fingernails grazed my balls, light enough to tease, sharp enough to make my hips jerk.

“Damn, Natalie…” I forced out through clenched teeth. “Are you after forgiveness or permission?”

She stopped—mouth still wrapped around me—then slowly pulled off with a wet pop. For several long seconds she stared at me over the top of my aching cock, eyes dark and unreadable in the dim light. Then a little smile curved her lips.

“Both,” she said simply.

My heart slammed against my ribs. “You want to meet him? Go to him?”

She didn’t answer. Instead she returned all her attention to my shaft—taking me deep again, humming softly around me so the vibration shot straight up my spine. Her tongue swirled, cheeks hollowed, hand twisting at the base in perfect rhythm. I could feel the pressure building fast—too fast—but I didn’t want it to end yet. I reached for her hips, trying to pull her ass toward my face so I could taste her, bury my tongue in her and make her come while she worked me.

She swatted my hand away—firm, decisive.

“Don’t,” she said, voice muffled around my cock. “I want to take care of you.”

I groaned, head falling back against the pillow. “Natalie…”

She didn’t let up—sucking harder now, tongue flicking the sensitive spot just under the head, free hand rolling my balls with gentle pressure. The room filled with wet sounds, her soft hums, my ragged breathing. I was close—dangerously close—but the question still burned.

“You didn’t answer,” I rasped.

She pulled off again, lips shiny, breathing hard. She crawled up my body until her face hovered over mine, hair falling around us like a curtain.

“I’m thinking about it,” she whispered. “That’s all I can say right now. I’m thinking about it.”

Then she kissed me—deep, tasting of me—and slid back down, taking me into her mouth once more.

For the next few minutes she concentrated on sucking the cum from me, lips and tongue working with focused intensity, but her earlier admission had my head churning too hard for release to come easily. The likelihood felt remote—my body still humming from the earlier orgasm, my mind tangled in what she’d just confessed. She must have sensed it too because suddenly she pulled off with a wet pop, eyes dark and determined, and jumped from the bed.

She tore at her clothes—t-shirt yanked over her head, thong dragged down her thighs and kicked aside—until she stood naked in the dim light, skin flushed, nipples tight, pussy visibly glistening.

“I need you in me,” she declared, climbing back onto the bed and straddling my hips.

We groaned in unison as she sank down, taking me deep in one slow, deliberate glide. Her pussy was incredibly wet—hot, slick, still carrying traces of everything we’d done earlier—and when she bottomed out, she fell forward onto her hands, staring straight into my eyes. Her ass started moving rapidly—short, urgent rolls that made her breasts sway and her breath hitch.

I wondered if she was searching for the courage to ask permission outright, or if she hoped I’d offer it on my own. Either way, I stayed silent, letting the tension build between us like a taut wire. Twice we connected in passionate kisses—deep, messy, tongues sliding—then broke apart so I could tease her tiny, hard nubs with my thumbs, rolling them until she whimpered and pushed harder against my pelvis.

But I realized I wanted to be in charge—needed to be, maybe, to get her in the right headspace—so without warning I gripped her hips, flipped her onto her back, and settled between her thighs again.

“My turn,” I told her, voice low.

“Mmmm… go, baby,” she moaned, legs falling open wider.

I took her with deep, measured thrusts—slow enough to feel every inch, hard enough to make her gasp each time I bottomed out. Soon her feet hooked over my ass, heels digging in, urging me deeper. Squeaks of pleasure spilled from her lips, growing louder, more desperate. Still she said nothing about Mark Thompson, but I could tell the thoughts were boiling in her brain—her eyes glassy, unfocused, body trembling beneath me.

I leaned down, mouth close to her ear.

“Baby… he already fucked you. When he pushed his cum into your eighteen-year-old high school pussy, it was fucking.”

“No…” she sighed, but a second later—“Maybe…”

“You want more of his cum in you?” I asked, unable to hold back any longer, hips snapping forward harder.

“You want me to?” she countered, voice cracking.

I held back my answer deliberately, letting the seconds stretch. I could feel her agitation building—her breath coming faster, hips bucking up to meet me, nails biting into my shoulders. Finally she repeated, almost pleading:

“You want me to?”

“No, baby… not this time.” I slowed my thrusts, grinding deep instead of pounding. “You tell me what you want.”

“Please…” she whined, the word drawn out, needy.

“Please what?” I asked, thinking she was asking permission.

“Please tell me to,” she replied, voice trembling on the edge of desperation.

I stilled inside her—buried to the hilt—and looked down into her eyes, holding her gaze.

“No, Natalie. Do you want to fuck him? Yes or no.”

For a moment, she locked eyes with me—wide, vulnerable, almost pleading—then turned her face into my arm. In a tiny, trembling voice she whimpered, “Yes…”

The word ignited something primal. I started pounding into her rapidly, hips snapping forward with a force I hadn’t planned, each thrust driving deep and hard. She gasped, then moaned, her body arching to meet me. A tiny, knowing smile curved her lips as she realized what my sudden surge of excitement meant.

“What?” I asked defensively, voice rough.

Rather than answer, she reached back between us, fingers finding my balls and teasing them with light, deliberate scratches of her nails. We both knew—in my heightened state—I wouldn’t last long.

Sure enough, twenty seconds later the battle was lost. I fought it, tried to hold back, but the combination of her confession, her touch, and the relentless rhythm shattered me. A series of loud, guttural grunts tore from my throat as I came—hard, pulsing deep inside her, hips jerking uncontrollably. Completely spent, I forced three more thrusts, grinding against her clit, then collapsed onto her body, chest heaving, before slowly sliding to her side.

“You made me cum too quick,” I protested, half-laughing, half-breathless.

“I know,” she replied softly, then added with quiet certainty, “You needed to.”

We shared several soft, lingering kisses—slow, sweet, tasting of sweat and release. Then she turned in my arms, pulling my arm tightly over her shoulder like a blanket. She wiggled a little to settle in, ass nestling perfectly against my hips, and I knew by the relaxed sigh that escaped her she was pleased—relieved, even. She hadn’t ended up in the doghouse; instead, she’d found a path forward, a way to keep her childhood fantasy alive without losing us.

I had almost succumbed to sleep when a final thought struck me. I whispered against her hair, “Who else has texted you?”

Instantly her breathing stopped. Her body went stiff—rigid—as if I’d pressed a hidden trigger. I was just about to probe again when she answered in a small voice:

“Ricardo.”

“You need to tell me about it…” I said, voice heavy with exhaustion. “Tomorrow though.”

“Okay,” she agreed, and I felt her slowly relax against me, muscle by muscle.

The next morning we rose without speaking of the Hispanic man’s messages. Breakfast was easy—coffee, toast, the kids chattering about their new toys. Several times I caught Natalie glancing at me curiously, searching my face for anger or distance. My casual manner—pouring juice, joking with her dad about the weather—seemed to ease her worry; by the end of the meal her shoulders had loosened, and she even brushed her fingers across my back when she passed behind me.

Afterward I moved to the living room to catch up on the morning news, remote in hand, half-watching the screen while my mind drifted. I saw her slip out the back door—phone already in her hand. She didn’t look back.

Almost an hour passed.

When she finally returned, her expression was disappointed—lips pressed thin, eyes downcast, shoulders slightly slumped. She met my gaze across the room. I raised my eyebrows in silent question.

She shook her head several times—quick, emphatic. No words needed.

My suspicions were confirmed: she’d tried to connect with Mark Thompson, probably hoping for some pre-tryst phone play, some spark to fan the flame we’d ignited last night. Whatever she’d gotten back—silence, rejection, coldness—hadn’t been what she wanted.

She crossed the room slowly, sank onto the couch beside me, and leaned her head on my shoulder without speaking. I wrapped an arm around her, thumb stroking slow circles on her upper arm.

“What’s wrong?” I asked a few minutes later when we’d stepped into a quiet corner of the house—away from the kids’ laughter drifting from the living room and the clatter of dishes in the kitchen.

“He’s out of town,” Natalie explained, voice low, almost sheepish. “Took his son to visit his mother. Won’t be back until the day we leave.”

I raised an eyebrow, letting a teasing smile tug at my lips. “I’m surprised he didn’t return.”

“He asked me to stay a few more days,” she countered, eyes flicking up to meet mine—half-defiant, half-amused.

“Well… sorry it didn’t work out,” I said lightly, already turning to walk away.

“You wanted me to,” she shot back. “Don’t act so smug.”

I paused, glanced over my shoulder. She was smiling—small, knowing, the same playful curve she’d worn last night when she’d straddled me and confessed. The tension in my chest loosened a fraction.

“You still need to tell me about Ricardo,” I said, turning fully to face her.

“Maybe I won’t,” she answered, trying to step past me.

I caught her gently—arms sliding around her waist, pulling her in tight against my chest. She didn’t resist. I squeezed her close, lips brushing her ear.

“Oh, yes you will, sweetie,” I murmured. “I want to see the texts.”

I hadn’t pressed about Mark Thompson—not really—because she’d framed that memory as deeply personal, almost sacred. No such sacred ground existed with Ricardo. The young Hispanic man had been bold, opportunistic, and very much part of the chaos we’d both chosen to dive into. I intended to see everything.

“No,” she said softly, but there was no real fight in it. “I don’t think you should. They’re a little raunchy.”

“Yours or his?” I pushed, keeping my tone light but firm.

“Mine, of course,” she replied with exaggerated sarcasm. “He’s a perfect gentleman.”

“Let me see them.”

She sighed—long, theatrical—then met my eyes again. “Do you really have to? They’ll make you mad.”

I nodded once. No hesitation.

Another sigh, softer this time. “Let’s go to our room then.”

We stopped at the kitchen so I could refill my coffee, then headed up the stairs in silence. As soon as we reached our room, Natalie started fiddling with her phone—fingers moving quickly, almost nervously. When she finally handed it to me, the thread with Ricardo stretched back to the day after we left Greg and Jessie’s house.

The messages were devoid of finesse. Every single day he asked—demanded, really—to meet for sex, peppering his texts with crude descriptions of her body and exactly what he wanted to do to it. Words I’d never dared use with her, words that would have earned me a slap or at least a sharp look if I’d ever tried them in bed. Yet she hadn’t blocked him. She’d stayed engaged—reserved at first, polite deflections, but on several occasions she’d made it clear how much she’d enjoyed their night together.

One exchange stood out like a punch: she’d told him how close she’d been to coming when I knocked on the door, how she’d wished they could have finished. His reply had been immediate and graphic; hers had been a simple “yeah… me too” followed by a flame emoji.

“You engaged with him,” I said pointedly, not looking up from the screen. “Stayed engaged for a long time.”

“A little… some, I guess,” she replied, trying to shrink the truth.

I scrolled to the message I’d seen earlier. “He said, ‘I loved pounding your cunt and hearing you beg for it,’ and you answered, ‘yeah it felt so good.’”

“Don’t…” she said quietly, eyes dropping to the floor.

I handed the phone back. “And at the same time, you’re involved with Mark Thompson. Show me his.”

“No… please honey… no…” she whined, voice small.

“Two hungry men wanting you,” I said, strangely feeling more surprise than anger, “and you didn’t tell either no.”

She stared at me with an expression I couldn’t quite read—shame, defiance, something in between. Then silence settled over us, awkward and thick, until I motioned toward the door. We returned downstairs to the others without another word.

Something had changed in Natalie; of that there was no question. But I struggled to pinpoint the trigger. I wondered if it was the extended stay—more time under the same roof as family, more opportunities for secrecy—but we’d visited her parents countless times before without this kind of fallout. Then I considered whether she’d simply reached a point in our relationship where she needed something different, something more. Yet she’d had ample opportunity back in the city to indulge discreetly if that were the case; the risk would have been far lower, the logistics easier. In the end, the only thing that made sense was accumulation: the series of events starting with our first night at Greg and Jessie’s had built on one another, compounding in impact until the pressure became too much. My fingerprints were all over much of it—I’d let it happen, encouraged it, even pushed at times—but not everything. Especially not her surreptitious communications with the two men.

That secrecy was what annoyed me most. It turned everything inward, made it about her rather than us. I was sympathetic to the deeply personal nature of her history with Mark Thompson—she’d framed it as a private, almost sacred memory—but the texting with Ricardo left me raw. During my more callous moments, when I turned the facts over and over, it was hard to believe her motivation came from anything other than simple, unfiltered lust.

Knowing we had only a week left before heading back to the city, I decided the best course was to hold off on any further confrontation. I focused on family—helping with the kids, joining conversations, keeping things light. Back home, away from the distractions of her parents’ house and the lingering atmosphere of the holidays, I could press her further. Get her to share more. Get us both to a place where the truth didn’t feel like a weapon.

“Sarah wants to know if we want to come over for a drink before the dance,” Natalie said mid-afternoon on the thirty-first, phone in hand, glancing up at me from the couch.

I thought about it for a second. “Maybe not. If we start too early we’ll be wiped out before midnight.”

She nodded—quick, accepting—still carrying that faint shadow of guilt from the Ricardo texts. We hadn’t spoken of them since the awkward moment in the bedroom, and the quiet between us had been careful but not cold.

We didn’t leave the house until eight-thirty. When we arrived at the venue—a familiar old banquet hall decked out in silver and gold streamers, balloons, and a big glittering “2026” sign over the stage—we were among the first. The crowd was thin, mostly older couples and a few early-bird friends of Sarah’s. We made polite small talk, sipped watered-down cocktails, and watched the room slowly fill.

Sarah and Les arrived last, fashionably late and already tipsy—Sarah’s cheeks flushed, Les’s tie slightly askew. The blonde hostess made a beeline for Natalie, pulling her into a tight huddle with two other women. Heads together, voices low, occasional bursts of laughter. Classic Sarah gossip circle.

A minute later Natalie was at my side, fingers curling around my arm.

“Dance with me,” she said, tugging me toward the floor before I could protest.

The band was playing something slow and swingy. We fell into an easy rhythm, her body fitting against mine like it always did.

“What were y’all talking about?” I asked, dipping my head so she could hear me over the music.

“Just girl stuff,” she answered, evasive, then added quickly, “Greg and Jessie aren’t coming.”

“Why not?”

“His dad wanted them at the family house for some big thing.”

“Oh,” I said, trying to keep my tone neutral. “Well.”

Disappointment flickered through me—sharp and unexpected. Jessie. The way she’d looked at me that last morning, the slow, deliberate way we’d made love, the whispered “I’m always here for you.” I’d known the odds of seeing her again were slim, but the finality still stung.

Natalie didn’t say anything, but I felt it in her too—a subtle tightening in her arms, a quick glance away. She’d wanted to see them as well. Or at least one of them.

We danced, we drank, we laughed with old friends as the night wore on. The countdown loomed, the energy in the room rising with every hour. Just past eleven, while I waited in line at the men’s room, I pulled out my phone to check the time.

A text from an unfamiliar number—but the preview made my pulse jump.

Jessie: Hey you two. Any chance you’re free after the dance? Come over. Just us.

A second message, a minute later:

Jessie: Don’t tell the others. Promise.

I stared at the screen, thumb hovering. The line moved; someone cleared their throat behind me. I stepped out of the restroom, found a quieter corner near the coat check, and reread the messages twice.

Just us. Don’t tell the others.

My mind raced. Greg’s family obligation—real, or convenient? An excuse to get the house empty? And why the secrecy?

Still thinking about the meaning of Jessie’s text—just us, don’t tell the others—I slipped back through the crowd to Natalie just as the band struck up the final countdown song. The lights had dimmed to a soft purple glow, confetti already drifting from the ceiling, and the room buzzed with anticipation.

I leaned close to her ear, voice low under the noise. “I got a text from Jessie inviting us over.”

She raised her eyebrows, then—without missing a beat—said, “I got one from Greg, too.”

“Oh, I see,” I replied, a small knot forming in my stomach. “When?”

“About twenty minutes ago.” She glanced around to make sure no one was listening. “I planned on ignoring it.”

We stared at each other for a few seconds—both of us clearly weighing the same unspoken question. Just as I gave her a noncommittal shrug, Sarah appeared out of nowhere, arms wide and cheeks flushed with champagne, pulling us both into the circle for the countdown.

“Ten! Nine! Eight!”

The room erupted. Horns blared, people cheered, balloons dropped. Midnight hit and the traditional chaos unfolded: toasts shouted over the music, couples kissing, strangers hugging. When Sarah—Natalie’s closest friend—grabbed me for the obligatory New Year’s peck, her lips soft and tasting faintly of prosecco, my mind flashed to Jessie. I wished, just for a heartbeat, that it was her mouth on mine—slow, knowing, the way it had been that last morning.

The kiss ended. Sarah laughed and spun away to find Les. Natalie slipped her hand into mine, squeezing once.

The energy in the hall started to wane almost immediately after twelve. People drifted toward the exits in waves, coats over arms, calling goodbyes. We stayed a few more minutes—long enough to hug Sarah and Les, promise to text tomorrow—but the night had already crested. We made our way outside into the cold January air.

In the car, Natalie waited until I’d started the engine before speaking.

“Greg texted again,” she said quietly.

I checked my phone quickly—nothing from Jessie. “What did it say?”

“Same thing. Wants us to come over.”

“It’s late,” I said, pulling out of the parking lot.

“Yes.”

The drive back to her parents’ house was quiet except for the low hum of the heater and the occasional crunch of tires on leftover snow. Despite my earlier resolve—finish the visit cleanly, no more drama, back to normal life—my thoughts kept circling back to their house: the hot tub, the bedroom, the way Natalie had looked stretched out between Greg and Eric, the slow, tender morning with Jessie. And now this late-night invitation, secret and pointed.

I didn’t want to be the one to bring it up. It countered every cautious instinct I’d had since we started unpacking the truth. But as we neared her parents’ street, the curiosity became a low boil I couldn’t ignore.

“Why do you think we were invited?” I asked, keeping my voice even.

Natalie stared out the passenger window at the passing streetlights. “So they could say goodbye, probably.”

“You want to drop by and say goodbye?” I asked, the words slipping out before I could second-guess them.

I cringed internally the moment they left my mouth—foolish, transparent. I told myself it was just curiosity, just wanting to close the chapter cleanly before we drove home tomorrow. But deep down I knew Natalie would read it differently: she’d think I was hoping for something more—with her, with Jessie, or with both of them.

She didn’t answer right away. A short hesitation stretched between us, the dashboard lights casting faint blue across her face.

“Okay,” she said simply.

I blinked. “Really?”

She gave a small shrug, already pulling out her phone. “I guess… maybe text Greg.”

I turned the SUV around at the next intersection, heart suddenly thudding harder than it had all night.

No reply came during the drive. The roads were quiet—post-midnight hush, occasional fireworks popping in the distance—and the silence in the car felt loaded. We weren’t sure what to expect. When we pulled up to their curb, two cars were already parked: one in the driveway, one in front. A small gathering, maybe. Or maybe just leftovers from earlier.

We knocked. No answer.

Natalie tried the knob. It turned.

The pungent smell of pot hit us the moment we stepped inside—thick, skunky, unmistakable. Music pulsed low from somewhere deeper in the house—slow R&B, bass-heavy. We moved forward cautiously, coats still on, following the sound toward the den.

Greg and Eric were sprawled on opposite ends of the long sofa, fully dressed but visibly loose. Ellie sat curled in the nearby armchair, legs tucked under her, phone glowing against her face. She looked bored—detached, scrolling without interest.

“Hey guys,” I said, announcing us.

All three jumped slightly. Ellie’s eyes flicked up first, then Greg’s, then Eric’s—slow, unfocused.

“Didn’t think you were coming,” Greg said, voice thick but steady.

“We texted a little while ago,” Natalie replied.

“Okay,” Greg answered. He pushed himself up—host mode kicking in on autopilot. “You want something to drink?”

“Beer for me,” I said.

Natalie surprised me. “Beer sounds good.”

Greg disappeared toward the kitchen. I noticed Eric staring at my wife—longer than casual, eyes glassy and hungry. He didn’t smile, didn’t speak. Just stared.

Greg returned with four bottles, condensation already beading on the glass. We took them, murmured thanks, and sat—Natalie and I on the loveseat opposite the sofa, close enough that our thighs touched.

The conversation started awkward and stayed there.

“So… good night at the dance?” Greg asked, taking a long pull from his bottle.

“Yeah,” Natalie answered. “Fun. Sarah was already three sheets to the wind by midnight.”

Greg chuckled. “Sounds about right.”

Eric stayed quiet. His eyes kept drifting back to Natalie—her legs crossed, the hem of her dress riding up slightly, the faint shimmer of her necklace catching the lamplight. He was hammered; it showed in the slack set of his jaw, the way he swayed even sitting still.

Ellie hadn’t looked up from her phone since we arrived.

After a few minutes of stilted small talk—weather, holiday leftovers, when everyone was heading home—Greg leaned forward, elbows on knees.

The conversation limped along—stilted, surface-level, the kind of small talk that fills silence without filling anything else. I’d just decided we should make an excuse and leave when we heard footsteps in the entranceway—quick, unsteady heels on tile.

Seconds later Sarah appeared alone, still in her shimmering New Year’s dress, hair slightly mussed, a silly, tipsy smile plastered across her face.

“I guess I found the party,” she announced, swaying a little as she stepped into the den.

“It’s turning into one,” Greg laughed, already pushing himself up. “Beer?”

Sarah nodded enthusiastically. Greg headed to the kitchen.

I opened my mouth to ask about Les—where was her husband?—but the women were already clustering. Sarah grabbed Natalie’s hand, pulling her into the same tight huddle they’d formed at the dance. Whispers, giggles, heads close together. I turned back to Greg and Eric instead.

For the next fifteen minutes we held parallel conversations: the men talking sports and weather in low voices, the women laughing softly in their corner. Eric’s eyes never left the women—Natalie especially. His gaze was heavy, unfocused, drunk but intent. Greg wasn’t much better; there was a subtle hunger in the way he kept glancing over, a faint smirk playing at his mouth.

I didn’t want to get anything started. Not with Sarah here. Not after everything we’d unpacked these last few days. I kept my answers short, my posture relaxed, signaling we’re just saying goodbye.

“Where’s Jessie?” Sarah asked suddenly, voice carrying over the low music.

Greg shrugged, leaning back on the sofa. “When I last saw her, she was in bed watching TV. That was about an hour ago. Probably asleep by now.”

Sarah’s eyes lit up. “Let’s go look.”

Before anyone could respond, she tugged Natalie’s hand and the two of them disappeared down the hallway, heels clicking, laughter trailing behind them.

The room went quiet.

Greg cleared his throat and launched into a half-hearted recap of some football game from earlier in the week. Eric nodded along, but his eyes stayed fixed on the hallway. I pretended to listen, nodding at the right moments, while my mind wandered back to what might have happened earlier. Had they had a sexual encounter? Sarah’s story about the “mandatory” family gathering at Greg’s dad’s house had sounded convenient—likely ended hours ago. Ellie sat curled in her chair, phone in hand, looking bored but completely at ease. If she’d recently been involved with Eric or Greg—or both—she gave no sign of it. Jessie and Eric did have history, though. The thought of him on top of her, inside her, made jealousy twist in my gut. But the vision lingered anyway—unwanted, vivid—until Eric’s voice cut through it.

“I thought you weren’t coming?” he asked me out of the blue, words slurring slightly.

Caught off guard, I stammered for half a second before collecting myself. “We changed our minds. So we could say goodbye.”

“She told him you weren’t coming,” he challenged again, nodding toward the hallway where the women had disappeared.

“Eric…” Greg tried to interject, voice low, warning.

The form of Eric's statement and the sudden nervousness in Greg's voice put me on immediate alert. My pulse kicked up a notch; the room felt smaller, the air thicker with pot smoke and unspoken things. I collected my thoughts for a deliberate second before asking, calm as I could manage:

“Who did she tell?”

“Eric…” Greg tried again, voice low and tight, almost pleading.

The drunk man chuckled—loose, ugly—then answered without hesitation.

“Ricardo. She told Ricardo.”

I already knew they’d texted—Natalie had admitted as much—but I’d assumed it ended when we left her parents’ house. Something in Eric’s tone told me there was more. When I glanced over, Ellie had finally looked up from her phone; her bored expression was gone, replaced by sharp, curious interest. She was watching me like she knew exactly how this would land.

“When did she tell him that?” I asked, keeping my voice even.

“I don’t know… earlier. Like this afternoon,” Eric slurred, waving a lazy hand.

I let the silence sit for a beat—long enough to feel the weight of every eye in the room. Then:

“Why did he care about that… her coming over?”

Eric let go with a full, barking laugh. “So he could fuck her some more.”

“Eric… c’mon, man…” Greg said immediately, leaning forward like he could physically stop the words from landing.

I kept my face neutral. “That was weeks ago. It’s not going to happen again.”

He laughed again—harder this time—and it was Ellie who cut through the noise, voice flat and matter-of-fact.

“They did it two days ago.”

“Yeah,” Eric piled on, grinning wide. “He fucked the shit out of her, man. She got so loud his grandmother got pissed off.”

Ellie joined in—soft, almost amused laughter that made the hair on the back of my neck stand up.

“Eric, stop…” Greg pleaded again, but the damage was done.

I felt incensed—white-hot and immediate—that after all our open, raw, late-night conversations about Ricardo and Mark Thompson, she would still choose deceit. The betrayal stung deeper because we’d talked. We’d laid everything bare—or so I thought. Suddenly I felt very small, reduced to that high-school version of myself: the outsider watching everyone else share a secret I was never invited into. The laughter from Eric hit like salt in the wound; everybody but me had known.

For a heartbeat, rage surged through me—pure, blinding. My fist clenched; I almost rose to strike the laughing man, to wipe that smug grin off his face with my knuckles. But I caught myself—chest heaving, vision narrowing—and forced the anger back down. As it ebbed, something colder took its place: a dark, deliberate calm.

“Call him,” I said, voice low and steady. “Tell him to come over.”

Eric’s laughter died instantly. He stared at me—serious now, eyes narrowing as if trying to decide whether I was joking.

“Come over to fuck her?” he asked slowly.

“Yeah.”

“Shit, man,” Greg interjected, leaning forward. “There’s Sarah.”

“I don’t give a shit,” I replied. The words came out flat, final. I wanted Natalie to feel the same humiliation I was drowning in—to stand in a room where everyone knew what she’d done, where the secret was no longer hers to control.

Eric fumbled for his phone, fingers clumsy from the booze. Before he could dial, Ellie moved—quick, graceful—snatching the device from his hand. She tapped the screen, put it to her ear, and waited. The call lasted less than a minute. When she hung up, that same knowing smile spread across her face.





The Truth Comes Out

Several times Greg tried to catch my eye—small glances, a subtle head shake—but I avoided looking at him, keeping my focus locked on Eric. The laughter had died down, the room settling into a tense, expectant hush. A minute or so passed before things calmed enough for me to speak again.

“Tell me more,” I said, voice flat. “About my wife and Ricardo.”

Eric leaned back, still grinning, clearly enjoying this. “They met twice at his grandmother’s house—where he lives. Both times Eric and Ellie were there.”

He paused for effect, then continued with relish. “By his description, your wife loved every second. Begged for more. Said she couldn’t get enough of how deep he got, how rough he was. Came so hard she was shaking.”

Ellie nodded casually from her chair, as if confirming a weather report. “She was loud. Really loud.”

I felt my jaw tighten. “When?”

“First time was the day after you left,” Eric said. “Second time was two days ago. Afternoon. While you were downstairs with the kids.”

The timeline hit like a slap. Two days ago. Right under the same roof. While I was playing with Legos and pretending everything was fine.

Just fifteen minutes had elapsed when we heard the front door open—quick footsteps, then Ricardo emerged into the den, eyes bright and eager, scanning the room for Natalie.

“She’s down the hall,” I said before he could ask. “I’ll get her.”

I stood and walked purposefully toward the bedroom. The door was ajar. Inside, Jessie lay propped up on pillows under the comforter, looking sleepy but amused. Sarah and Natalie sat at the foot of the bed, mid-giggle. When they spotted me, the laughter died.

I nodded toward Natalie. “Come with me.”

Sarah’s eyes widened; Jessie’s smile turned knowing. Natalie rose without a word, following me into the hallway. Her smile faded the moment she saw my face.

“What’s up?” she asked, voice small.

“Come with me,” I repeated, stern.

She followed dutifully, confusion turning to dread as we neared the den.

When she stepped into the room and saw Ricardo standing there—grinning, expectant—her entire body froze. All eyes turned to her. The tension was electric, suffocating. She realized instantly: everyone knew. About the texts. About the meetings. About the sex.

Her body started to shake—small, visible tremors. No one moved to comfort her. No sympathy in the room. Only excitement. Even Greg—gentleman Greg—now watched with fire in his eyes.

“Let’s go home,” she tried, voice cracking. “Let’s talk there.”

“No, Natalie.” I stepped closer. “Ricardo came here to fuck you. I told him he could.”

“No… no, I can’t… Sarah…” She looked wildly at her friend, pleading.

“Sarah doesn’t matter,” I said coldly. “You don’t get to hide anymore.”

“C’mon, baby… I’m ready,” Ricardo announced, stepping toward her.

She took a half-step back, trying to avoid his hand. When his fingers closed around her wrist, she whimpered, “Ricardo… please. Please, no…”

He stopped. They whispered—urgent, heated—her head shaking, his voice low and insistent. Finally she looked up, eyes glassy with tears.

“We’re going to his house,” she announced, voice barely above a whisper.

“No,” I cut in. “No, Ricardo. Do it here.”

I had no right to command Greg’s house, but he stayed silent—watching, waiting. Ricardo glanced at me, then at Greg, then nodded slowly.

A defeated look washed over Natalie’s face. Tears spilled freely now as Ricardo directed her toward the bedrooms.

“He’ll fuck the shit out of her,” Eric said, voice thick with anticipation. “She loves his cock.”

“She does!” Ellie added emphatically, almost cheerful.

The comment made me look at the others, and I could see they were now even more excited. Even Eric had somehow pulled himself out of his drunken stupor, eyes bright and focused. I knew they’d eventually want to go watch the mating, but it happened faster than I expected.

“Let’s go look,” Eric said to Ellie, already pushing himself up from the couch.

I caught Greg’s eye as they rose. He merely shrugged—silent, resigned, unwilling to get involved. I thought about telling them no, about drawing a line right there, but the sting of Natalie’s deceit was still fresh and sharp. So I just watched as Eric and Ellie disappeared down the hallway, footsteps fading toward the bedrooms.

“You sure about this?” Greg asked quietly, once they were gone.

“No,” I replied, brusque, not looking at him.

He didn’t press further. The room fell quiet except for the low thump of music still playing somewhere deeper in the house. I wondered how far things had progressed already—whether Natalie was crying, resisting, or already moaning. Several times I had to physically force myself to stay seated, fingers digging into the armrest. Surprisingly, Greg remained calm—outwardly detached, showing no interest in what was happening in one of his own bedrooms. He just sipped his beer and stared at the floor.

“Hey, where is everyone? Where’s Natalie? Are they outside?” Sarah’s voice cut through the silence, startling me.

I hadn’t heard her approach. When I turned, Jessie was right behind her—wrapped in a heavy robe, hair mussed from sleep or whatever she’d been doing. Both women had smiles on their faces, but Jessie’s faded the instant she saw my expression—tight jaw, hard eyes.

For a moment I considered lying, spinning some story about Natalie stepping out for air or helping in the kitchen. But the desire to see my wife feel the full brunt of her actions—the same humiliation I’d felt when Eric laughed in my face—won out.

“She’s in a bedroom with Ricardo,” I said flatly. “Eric and his girlfriend went to watch.”

Sarah started to chuckle—assuming it was a joke—then stopped when neither Greg nor I joined in. A strange look crossed her face: confusion, then dawning realization.

“What are you talking about?” she asked slowly.

“She’s back there fucking Ricardo,” I replied, the words coming out cold and clear.

Her eyes bounced between the three of us—me, Greg, Jessie—for a long, frozen second. Then she bolted. Not a word, not a backward glance—just sudden movement, heels clicking frantically down the hallway toward the bedrooms.

Jessie watched her go, expression unreadable, then moved silently to the sofa and sat beside me. She didn’t touch me, didn’t crowd me. Just sat close enough that I could feel her warmth.

“Are you okay?” she asked, voice gentle, almost soft enough to disappear under the low music still thumping from somewhere deeper in the house.

“Not really,” I answered. After a pause I forced myself to ask the question that had been burning since Eric opened his mouth. “Did y’all know about it… them?”

Jessie and Greg exchanged a quick glance—guilty, confirming. It was Jessie who answered.

“Yes,” she said quietly. “We knew.”

The admission stung—sharper because it came from her, from the woman I’d shared that slow, intimate morning with. But I didn’t challenge it. What would have been the point?

Greg cleared his throat. “Eric told us yesterday. After it happened.”

The timeline made sense. The sincerity in his voice helped a little—enough to blunt the edge—but suddenly the room felt too small, too warm, too full of smoke and secrets. Claustrophobia pressed in. I needed air. Or answers. Or both.

I rose slowly, gave them a simple nod—no words—and followed the hallway toward the sounds I could already hear growing louder.

The same guest bedroom from our last visit. Door half-open. I didn’t knock. I just stood in the threshold and watched.

Ricardo had her in missionary—deep, enthusiastic thrusts that made the bedframe squeak in protest. Natalie’s legs were hooked high over his hips, ankles crossed at the small of his back, pulling him in. Whatever reluctance she’d shown at first had vanished—or been overridden. Her moans were raw, unrestrained, blending with the wet, rhythmic slap of their bodies and the obscene slurping sounds of her drenched pussy. She wasn’t crying anymore. Her head was thrown back, eyes half-lidded, mouth open on gasps and whimpers that said she was close—very close.

Eric and Ellie stood on the far side of the bed. Ellie had his cock out of his pants, stroking him slowly—almost lazily—while they watched. Her attention wasn’t on Eric, though; it was fixed on Natalie and Ricardo, lips parted, cheeks flushed. She was aroused—visibly, unashamedly.

Sarah stood opposite them, back to me, close enough to touch the couple if she reached out. I couldn’t see her face, but her posture—rigid, transfixed—told me she wasn’t intervening. She was mesmerized. I wondered if Natalie had shared more with her over the years than I’d ever known—details, fantasies, truths that never put my wife in a bad light until now.

“Fuck yeah, man,” Eric suddenly let out, voice thick with excitement. “Fuck the shit out of her.”

The way he said it made me think Eric just needed to release some tension, but I did notice Sarah glance his way for a moment—brief, almost involuntary—before her eyes returned to the bed, wide and unblinking.

“Shit, it’s good pussy,” Ricardo forced out through gritted teeth, hips snapping forward in short, brutal thrusts.

“You know it, man… it’s damn good,” Eric chimed in, voice thick with approval.

The scene was too intense, too raw to last much longer. I wasn’t surprised when Natalie’s moans shifted—little high-pitched squeaks that always signaled she was close. Ricardo must have sensed it too; he redoubled his efforts, slamming into her with punishing rhythm. Less than a minute later, she was right on the edge.

“Oh… oh, yes… so close…” she whined, voice cracking.

“Make her beg for it,” Eric laughed, low and dirty.

I glanced over—Eric now had his hand on the back of Ellie’s head, guiding her mouth down his cock. She took him willingly, cheeks hollowing, eyes still fixed on the bed.

“You want to cum?” Ricardo asked, slowing just enough to make her whimper in frustration.

“Yes…” Natalie answered shamelessly, hips bucking up to chase him.

“Fuck yeah, baby. Fuck yeah,” he gasped, burying himself deep.

Seconds later her body went rigid—every muscle locked—then shattered with a loud, broken cry. Her feet kicked the air; her hands flew to his ass, nails digging in as she pulled him harder, deeper.

“Go, Ricardo… go… don’t stop,” she demanded, voice raw.

He gave her what she needed—relentless, driving thrusts that made the orgasm stretch and roll through her in long, shuddering waves. Finally her body began to relax, tremors fading. She pulled his head down; he kissed her deeply, slow and claiming, hips stilling as he stayed buried inside her.

Just as it ended, I felt a light touch on my arm.

I turned. Jessie stood behind me—robe still loosely tied, hair mussed—Greg a step back, expression guarded. With my concentration locked on the bed, I hadn’t noticed them arrive.

Jessie nodded toward the hallway—subtle, urgent.

I eased back slowly, stepping out of the doorway. Jessie followed. Greg stayed put, eyes on the bed.

In the hallway, away from the others, she looked up at me.

“Are you okay?” she asked quietly.

“Yes,” I said after a beat. “I guess so.” Then, realizing I actually felt… clearer, less fractured than I should have, I added, “Better than I should.”

Jessie studied my face for a moment, then glanced back toward the bedroom. The sounds had quieted—soft murmurs now, the bed creaking faintly as Ricardo finally pulled out.

Thinking about Sarah—still standing there, transfixed—I asked, “Does Sarah know about… things?”

“No, I don’t think so. I mean, I’m not aware,” she replied, voice small and uncertain.

Just then the sound of squeaking bedsprings reached us—rhythmic, insistent—quickly joined by Natalie’s familiar whimpers, rising in pitch and urgency. Ricardo was working for his release now, driving hard, chasing his own finish inside her. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed down the hallway, unmistakable, intimate.

We listened in silence for a moment—Jessie’s hand still resting lightly on my arm. Then she took my hand in hers, fingers lacing through mine, and with a small, knowing smile she led me down the hall to her bedroom.

She closed the door behind us with a soft click.

The moment the latch caught, she turned to me. The look in her eyes—dark, hungry, unguarded—made it clear what she wanted. I didn’t hesitate. I pulled her into my arms and kissed her deeply, tasting the faint sweetness of champagne still on her tongue. A second kiss followed immediately—harder, more urgent—and somehow during the embrace we shuffled sideways until our legs hit the edge of the bed.

“I need you,” I whispered against her mouth.

She trembled at the words—visibly, deliciously—and I reached for the tie of her heavy robe. It fell open easily; I pushed the fabric from her shoulders and let it pool at her feet. Naked now, skin warm and flushed, she helped me with my clothes—buttons, zipper, everything discarded in a hurried tangle until we were bare against each other.

We fell onto the comforter together, entwined. I thought about taking my time—exploring her lovely body, kissing every inch—but her needy little mews told me she was already beyond patience. She opened her legs, guiding me with her hand, and we gasped in unison as I slipped inside her—hot, slick, perfect.

“It feels so good,” she moaned as we found our rhythm—slow at first, deep and deliberate.

“Yes,” I sighed. “I’ve missed you.”

“Really?” she asked, voice soft with surprise and something like hope.

Rather than answer with words, I moved my lips to hers again—kissing her slow and thorough while my hips rolled in steady, measured strokes.

For the next few minutes we made love unhurriedly. Her soft whimpers filled the quiet room; her half-closed eyes held that magical, dreamy look that always told me she was lost in it, completely present. Pleasuring her—feeling her respond so openly, so eagerly—made me feel powerful in a way nothing else had tonight. I wanted it to last forever, but the tingling in my balls grew steadily, impossible to ignore.

When I couldn’t hold back any longer, I started moving with more force—deeper, faster. Jessie didn’t mind; her seductive sounds increased with my pace—moans turning to gasps, fingers digging into my shoulders. I wanted badly to explode inside her, but I needed her with me.

Somehow I found a rhythm that held me on the edge—long enough for her groans to sharpen, for her thighs to start trembling around me. Then her orgasm launched—sudden, fierce—her walls clenching tight around me in rolling pulses. The sensation tipped me over. I grunted loudly, hips jerking as I flooded her, release hitting so hard it bordered on pain.

“Damn…” I forced out when I could speak again.

“Yeah… damn…” she concurred, looping her arms around my neck and pulling me close.

Her soft lips felt so good that for a few seconds I started to move again—slow, lazy thrusts—but exhaustion crashed over me like a wave. I groaned and collapsed to her side, both of us breathing hard.

“Jessie, there is something…” I started, voice rough. “I don’t know… something…”

“I know,” she interrupted gently, wiggling her body closer until her head rested on my chest, one leg draped over mine. After a pause she added, “You can have me any time you want. I mean that.”

Her words caused a strange emotion to course through my body as I realized I felt the same—relief, affection, a quiet certainty that whatever chaos had unfolded tonight, this moment between us was real and separate from it. For the next few minutes we communicated solely through soft caresses and tender kisses—fingers tracing lazy patterns on skin, lips brushing collarbones, foreheads pressed together in the dim glow from the bedside lamp. No words. Just breathing. Just being.

But thoughts of Natalie started to creep in—small, insistent. The way she’d looked at me from the bed, tears in her eyes, body still trembling from Ricardo’s thrusts. The way she’d cried out his name. The way she’d come so hard while everyone watched. I tried multiple times to push the images away—focusing on Jessie’s warmth, her steady heartbeat against my chest—but they kept returning, sharper each time.

Jessie sensed it. She turned in my arms, propped herself on one elbow, and looked at me knowingly—eyes soft but perceptive.

“I guess I need to see about her,” I whispered.

“I know…” she replied, her hand stroking my arm in slow, soothing circles.

“You going to stay here?”

“Hell, no…” She giggled softly, the sound light and wicked. “I want to see what’s happening, too.”

We both laughed—quiet, shared relief that broke the tension like a valve releasing pressure. The moment lightened. We left the bed together, gathering scattered clothes. I pulled on boxers and pants; she slipped back into her robe, tying it loosely. Hand in hand, we walked down the hallway.

When we reached the bedroom where I’d left Natalie with Ricardo, the door was ajar. The room was empty. Bed stripped of sheets, mattress bare, faint wet spot still darkening the center. No sign of either of them.

All kinds of scenarios raced through my head—had she left with him? Slipped out the back? Was she somewhere else in the house, still… occupied? I could see the same questions turning in Jessie’s head; her brow furrowed slightly.

“Another room… maybe?” I asked.

“Let’s look,” she concurred.

We moved quietly down the hall. Most doors were open and dark—guest rooms, a bathroom, storage closet. Then we reached the room where we’d first caught Jessie with Eric all those weeks ago. The irony wasn’t lost on me: the beginnings of the sordid play had happened in this very spot. Trepidation tightened my chest as Jessie’s hand slowly turned the knob.

She eased the door open just enough for us to peer inside.

At first it appeared empty—dim lamplight, shadows pooling in corners. Then I spotted Ellie curled up on the loveseat in the far corner, knees drawn to her chest, phone face-down on the cushion beside her. She was alone, staring at nothing, expression unreadable.

“I wonder why she’s here… alone,” I said quietly as Jessie eased the door shut again.

“I don’t know,” Jessie replied. “She’s always close to Eric.”

We made for the den, stepping carefully over scattered clothes—dresses, shirts, underwear—strewn across the floor like evidence of a hasty exodus. The sight confirmed what I already suspected: the group had migrated to the hot tub. It had become the gravitational center of every visit, the place where boundaries dissolved in steam and alcohol and want. I wasn’t surprised, but the knowledge carried a sour edge. That same tub had been the scene of some of the most aggressive, uninhibited sex we’d witnessed—and participated in.

Jessie’s expression was tight, nervous; she clearly held the same thoughts. We exchanged a quick glance—silent agreement—and continued toward the sliding glass door.

Halfway there, Eric’s voice cut through the night—loud, slurred, encouraging—though the words were still indistinct over the bubbling jets. When the tub came into view, lit by underwater lights and the faint glow from the house, the scene was even more depraved than I’d braced for.

Ricardo had Natalie halfway out of the water, face down against the cold tile apron, ass high and presented. He hammered into her from behind—hard, relentless—each thrust driving a heavy grunt from her chest that quickly twisted into squeals of raw excitement. She was an eager participant; her hips rocked back to meet him, fingers splayed on the wet stone for leverage.

Eric sat close on the edge, legs dangling in the water, loudly egging his friend on. Every few strokes he reached over and slapped Natalie’s ass—sharp, wet cracks that echoed across the patio—grinning like he was conducting the show.

Greg sat opposite, Sarah on his lap facing away from him, her back pressed to his chest. His big hands cupped and fondled her large breasts, thumbs circling her nipples. I couldn’t see below the waterline, but the subtle rocking of her hips and the way her head tipped back against his shoulder made it clear he was buried deep inside her. Yet they seemed more interested in watching Ricardo and Natalie than exploiting their own connection—spectators in their own pool.

“Let me have a turn,” Eric called. “You already got a nut.”

“In a minute,” Ricardo grunted, not breaking rhythm.

Jessie stared at her husband—expression unreadable, a mix of resignation and something hotter. I touched her arm lightly.

“Are you okay?”

“He’s been after her for years,” she said quietly. “I guess he finally got his chance.”

She didn’t sound upset. If anything, there was a trace of wry amusement. I turned back to Natalie.

“I’m getting cold…” my wife suddenly whined, voice high and strained.

“Then make him cum,” Eric laughed, delivering another sharp slap to her ass.

For just an instant, sympathy flickered through me—seeing her exposed, vulnerable, pleading while everyone watched. I almost stepped forward, almost called it off. But the anger at her deceit—the texts, the secret meetings, the lies—surged back, hotter than before. She’d chosen this path. Multiple times. Let her feel the full weight of it now.

No one had noticed Jessie and me yet; we remained half-shadowed at the edge of the patio, watching.

“I’m too cold,” Natalie tried again, attempting to rise, hands pushing against the tile.

“Natalie, are you okay?” Sarah asked, voice laced with real worry, her hands still braced on Greg’s thighs as she hovered over him.

“Okay… I’m okay…” Natalie managed, the words shaky and breathless, barely audible over the bubbling jets and the wet slap of Ricardo’s hips against her ass.

“Shit, she’s more than okay,” Eric laughed, voice rough and gleeful. “She’s getting what she needs.”

Ricardo, sensing his own edge, suddenly sped up—short, brutal thrusts that made Natalie’s body jolt forward with each impact. The cold tile bit into her palms; her breasts swayed heavily beneath her. Greg leaned in and murmured something low to Sarah—too quiet for me to catch—but it silenced her instantly. Her eyes widened, then fixed on the scene again, mouth slightly parted. Now everyone was ready—poised—to watch my wife get pushed across the line in the harsh, freezing night air.

As Ricardo’s pace built, so did Natalie’s. Their sounds synched—his low grunts, her rising whimpers—creating a raw, primal harmony. Despite everything—the deceit, the humiliation, the anger still simmering in my gut—I felt my arousal build again, thick and undeniable. I glanced at Jessie; her cheeks were flushed, lips parted, eyes dark with the same conflicted heat. We kissed briefly—quick, hungry—then both turned back to the aggressive display unfolding before us.

“Uhhhh… ohhh… ohhh…” Natalie groaned, the sound deep and releasing, pent-up tension pouring out with every breath.

“The cunt loves dick,” Eric said, crude and loud. “Man, she loves it. Hurry up and finish.”

I let the foul words pass. They felt accurate in the moment—brutal, but true.

Seconds later Ricardo’s hands clamped onto her hips, pulling her ass back hard against him with every thrust. Natalie’s pitch climbed—higher, needier—while his grew lower, guttural. The only question left was whether she’d tip over with him.

“Shit, man… almost,” he grunted.

“Go, Ricardo… go, baby…” Natalie called out, shameless, her hand reaching back blindly for his.

He ignored the touch, yanking her against him three more times—hard, possessive—then thrust forward one final time with a long, broken groan: “Ohhh… ohhh man. Fuck yes… fuck…”

His movements stopped. He held her pinned, hips flush, pulsing deep inside her as he emptied himself.

Natalie whimpered, working back against his spent shaft—desperate, grinding—to chase her own peak. “Don’t stop… come on, baby…”

When she realized he was done, she slowed, then stilled, but the whimpers continued—soft, frustrated—as Ricardo struggled to catch his breath.

That’s when I noticed Sarah moving deliberately atop Greg—hips rolling in slow, purposeful circles. Their expressions were tight, focused; both on the brink. Less vocal than Ricardo and Natalie, it was harder to track the final moments, but when Sarah bit her lip hard and her eyes fluttered shut, I knew she’d started. Her head tossed back and forth—hair whipping—as the orgasm took her fully, body trembling in Greg’s arms.

“Don’t cum in me,” Sarah said to Greg when she came back to the moment, voice sharp but breathless.

I didn’t notice any change in his rhythm—he either didn’t hear her or chose to ignore the request. Moments later he emitted several deep, guttural grunts that I knew meant he’d finished inside her. Sarah looked over her shoulder at him for a long second, expression unreadable, then said nothing. At that exact moment Eric decided to take his turn with my wife.

“Move over,” he said to Ricardo, shoving him with a shoulder.

His friend—worn out from the sex—pulled free with a wet sound that made Natalie whimper in protest. Ricardo dropped back into the hot water, chest heaving, smirking lazily.

Eric stood immediately—cock full and rigid—and with no formalities pushed it easily into Natalie’s used hole.

“Ugghhhh…” she grunted at the sudden intrusion, then tried again, “I’m cold… let me go.”

“Fuck no, bitch. I’ll get you hot,” he replied, already starting to move.

He went fast from the first thrust—gripping her hips hard, pulling her back against him with every stroke. Surprisingly, fresh squeals of pleasure spilled from her lips almost immediately. She’d been cold, exhausted, reluctant just minutes ago; now her body responded eagerly, hips rocking back to meet him.

Less than a minute in, Sarah spotted us. She nudged Greg; he turned our way, eyes widening. Ricardo noticed their stares and looked up too. Three sets of eyes locked on Jessie and me.

A pang of embarrassment shot through me—raw, visceral. I wondered if Greg might be upset since I’d spent time with his wife without explicit permission. But when Natalie let out a particularly loud squeal, he returned his attention to her. Sarah followed a few seconds later. They started a low conversation—I couldn’t hear the words, but the glances they kept stealing toward us told me it was about us. Still, since they’d just finished fucking, the ramifications felt less onerous, almost abstract.

When my eyes shifted to Ricardo, I saw he was still looking our way. The lust in his gaze was unmistakable—even after just coming inside my wife, he had clear interest in bedding Jessie.

Perhaps sensing the same, she leaned close and whispered, “Let’s go inside.”

We moved toward the door as the sounds of my wife’s heavy pants and Eric’s grunts rapidly faded behind us. Once inside, with no discussion, we walked straight to the bedroom.

Jessie dropped her robe the second we entered—fabric pooling at her feet. She turned to me, stepped close, and after a quick, hungry kiss, started on my clothes—buttons, belt, zipper, everything discarded in seconds. As soon as I was naked, she pushed me onto the bed, positioned herself between my legs, and inhaled my dick.

Already aroused from the show outside, her wet mouth had me at full attention in moments. When she started teasing my balls with her fingertips—light scratches, gentle tugs—I struggled to keep still, hips jerking involuntarily.

“Let’s make love,” I said when she had me close, voice rough.

“No,” she replied with a naughty smile, pulling off just long enough to speak. “I want to taste you.”

She milked my dick so thoroughly—slow, deliberate pulls with her lips and tongue—that my hips lifted off the bed, back arching as the pressure built to an unbearable peak. When I finally erupted, she didn’t stop; she kept sucking gently, swallowing every pulse until I hissed from oversensitivity and gently tugged her hair.

“Shit, Jessie… you killed me,” I whined, half-laughing, half-breathless.

“Rest, then…” she whispered, crawling up to tuck herself against my side, head on my chest.

“I will,” I murmured, “but I want to make love again.”

Her smile lit up the dim room—soft, pleased—and we cuddled close, trading lazy kisses and slow caresses as we drifted in and out of a hazy half-sleep.

Then the door opened.

A male silhouette filled the frame—broad shoulders, confident stance. I started to rise, already disappointed that I wouldn’t get another round with Jessie, assuming it was Greg coming to reclaim his bed and his wife. But when he spoke, the voice was wrong.

“I want to fuck her,” Ricardo said, low and direct.

Jessie tensed beside me. “No, Ricardo. You need to leave.”

“C’mon, man… you gave Eric some pussy,” he countered, stepping one foot inside the room.

I sat up fully now, sheets pooling at my waist, every muscle coiled. “She said no, Ricardo,” I replied, voice stern and final.

He paused—eyes flicking between us—then shrugged like it was no big deal. “Where’s Natalie?”

“She left with the other chick after Eric fucked her,” he said casually, as if reporting the weather.

Jessie’s hand tightened on my arm. “You need to go, Ricardo,” she repeated, firmer this time.

Several seconds of heavy silence followed. Then he turned, muttering, “Shit, man,” and disappeared down the hall.

I got up, crossed the room in three strides, and closed the door—locking it for good measure. When I turned back, Jessie was sitting up, robe half-pulled on again, expression unreadable.

I returned to the bed, sliding in beside her. “What’s the deal with Eric?” I asked, thinking about Ricardo’s parting shot.

She exhaled slowly. “He’s… I guess… we do it some. For Greg. It’s what he wants.”

I waited, letting her continue.

“I’m not perfect,” she added quietly.

I leaned in and kissed her—gentle, reassuring. “Yes, you are.”

Her pleased smile returned, but it faded almost instantly when she spoke again.

“That’s why we knew about Natalie.”

I went still. “They’d been texting.”

She nodded. “She called him the second time.”

“You’re joking?”

“No. At least that’s what Eric said.”

“Did they both… do it?” I pushed, voice low.

“I don’t think so,” she answered.

I shook my head slowly at the information, the weight of it settling deeper. Then my thoughts shifted to Natalie—leaving with Sarah, likely in tears, humiliated, raw from everything that had happened. Despite her deceit, despite the anger still simmering in my chest, I knew I needed to be there. She was my wife. Whatever else had occurred tonight, that hadn’t changed.

“I better go,” I said to Jessie.

Her face fell—clear disappointment flickering across her features.

“I thought we were making love again,” she replied softly, almost pouting.

I sat beside her on the bed. Immediately she pulled me close until we were facing each other. She started planting kisses all over my face—soft, insistent, trailing from my forehead to my jaw to my lips. At the same time, her hand slipped down, fingers wrapping around my softening cock, stroking gently, coaxing it back to life with practiced patience.

When she rolled onto her back and opened her legs, guiding me toward her opening, I knew what she wanted. Despite the worry gnawing at me about Natalie, despite the guilt already creeping in, I followed. I let her position me, let myself sink into her warmth again—slow, deliberate, both of us sighing at the connection.

“God, you feel so good,” I whispered as we began to move together—gentle, unhurried rolls that matched the quiet intimacy of the moment.

The minutes blurred. We purred against each other’s skin, exchanged tender kisses, hands roaming in slow exploration. But neither of us was climbing toward release. The urgency from earlier had faded, replaced by something softer, almost bittersweet. Eventually we came to a natural stop—still joined, still close, but no longer chasing the peak.

She gave me a cute pout as I pulled free, but she didn’t hold me back when I moved to gather my clothes.

“I meant what I said,” she murmured as I dressed—pants, shirt, shoes. “You can have me any time you want.”

“I know,” I replied, leaning down to kiss her one last time—deep, lingering, tasting the faint salt of sweat and sex.

When I pulled away she smiled, small and wistful. “You know, Greg doesn’t like me with you.”

I chuckled softly. “I get a similar message.”

We laughed together—quiet, shared—and then I left the room reluctantly, closing the door softly behind me.

The early glow of dawn was just starting to show as I hurried toward the house, and with it came a growing sense of dread. The justification I’d felt earlier for forcing the encounter—for making Natalie face the consequences of her deceit—had waned significantly. Now I suspected I’d arrive to find a very bitter, very hurt wife. She knew me too well; she knew how quickly my resolve crumbled when she was upset, how easy it was for her tears to shift the balance. I half-expected her to use that to her advantage, to turn the night’s events into something that made me the villain.

When I stepped into our room, Natalie lay beneath the covers, still and quiet. But I could tell she was awake—her breathing too even, too controlled.

I stripped quickly, sliding into bed beside her.

She turned almost immediately, rising onto one elbow and looking down at me with a stern, unwavering expression.

“Did you fuck Jessie?” she demanded.

Since I felt certain she knew the answer, I thought her question meant she had decided to take an aggressive stance—but undaunted, I replied, “Yes… I did.”

“I didn’t…” she started, but I cut her off sharply.

“Stop! My God, stop. Do you realize how stupid you sound?”

“Fuck you! Really… just fuck you.” Her voice cracked with sudden fury. “I didn’t ask for any of it, and I don’t want you near her. It’s obvious you have feelings for her.”

“Didn’t ask for it?” I shot back, incredulous. “Dear Lord, are you serious? You snuck over to Ricardo’s house to fuck him twice, and from what I’m told he had you screaming.”

Several seconds of heavy silence followed. Then, for the first time, real remorse flickered across her face.

“It was a mistake,” she said quietly.

“A mistake?” I repeated, voice rising. “A mistake is picking up the wrong item at the grocery store. You fucked another man behind my back—and you did it after we discussed things… the texting.”

“You wanted me to meet Mark Thompson,” she countered, voice gaining strength again. “And you pushed things the first time.”

“It didn’t mean you had permission to go wild and fuck anyone you want… and sneak,” I said. Before she could answer I added, “I don’t know what’s gotten into you on this visit. We’ve been here before and I’ve never seen this behavior. It’s like you went crazy… like I’m seeing you for the first time.”

“That’s not true. It’s not!” she snapped. “You pushed that night at Greg’s, and you pushed me to call Mark Thompson.”

Her comment about pushing at the house had some merit—I couldn’t deny I’d helped open the door—but she was overstating my culpability when it came to her high-school fantasy. An awkward silence stretched between us as I considered that, then finally said:

“You’re sneaky. I caught you… with your phone, and then you did it again… even worse.”

“I made a mistake,” she repeated, voice tiny now, almost pleading.

“That’s it? Shucks, sorry?” I replied with a mocking laugh that came out harsher than I intended.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered as she turned her back to me.

She started to sob—quiet at first, then deeper, shoulders shaking under the covers. I lay there listening, arms at my sides, letting the sound fill the dark room. Part of me wanted to reach for her, to pull her close and make the pain stop like I always had before. But tonight the anger was still too fresh, the betrayal too raw. I stayed silent, letting her cry it out.

Several minutes passed before the sobs began to ebb—hitching breaths, soft sniffles. When she finally regained control, she turned over slowly and reached for my hand.

“No,” I said emphatically, pulling back just enough to make it clear.

For a heartbeat I thought fresh tears would start, but she fought them back, jaw tightening. Then, voice low and steady:

“It’s not all my fault. And now Sarah knows. She saw me with him.”

“I told you,” I replied, tone flat. “Your sneakiness is all your fault. And she had Greg’s cock in her, so she has nothing to say.”

Seconds ticked by as we stared at each other—her eyes red-rimmed, mine hard. Then she spoke again, quieter:

“What now? You don’t even want to touch me.”

“Tell me why you went to him,” I said.

“Hold me,” she countered, voice cracking on the last word.

I realized we were at a crucial point. Like so many times before, her pain was difficult to bear—almost impossible. The sight of her curled in on herself, trying not to break again, chipped away at the wall I’d built. I decided to try and get us on a path to recovery.

I took her hand. She didn’t resist. I pulled her toward me; she shifted immediately, understanding, until our bodies were pressed together—chest to chest, legs tangling, her face tucked into the crook of my neck.

“Why?” I repeated as she snuggled closer, seeking warmth.

“I don’t know,” she whispered.

“Natalie, you do know.” My voice stayed low but firm. “I didn’t push for your inner thoughts on Mark Thompson, but this is completely different. I want to know… I want to know everything.”

She didn’t respond at first. I felt her breath against my skin—uneven, warm. I was just about to press again when she finally spoke, barely audible:

“It was exciting.”

“What’s that mean?” I asked. The answer felt vague, incomplete.

A few more seconds of silence. Then:

“To be like that,” she said. “It felt exciting.”

“To be a bad girl?” I asked gently.

She tried to wiggle even closer—as if she could hide inside me—and I knew I’d found the truth.

“I’m ashamed,” she whimpered, voice barely carrying over the quiet room.

“Why didn’t you explain it to me?” I asked, keeping my tone even but firm.

“I… I… maybe… I don’t know,” she responded, though the hesitation told me she was holding back something important.

“Tell me,” I pushed gently.

“I… don’t know…” she started, then fell silent.

I stayed quiet too, intentionally letting the tension build between us. The seconds stretched. Finally she exhaled shakily.

“It wouldn’t have been as bad,” she admitted in a small voice.

“And being a slut made you hot,” I stated plainly.

“Don’t say it like that,” she answered nervously, squirming a little against me.

“How would you say it then?” I pressed.

“Stop, don’t make me feel bad. I told you I’m ashamed,” she replied, voice cracking slightly.

“Are you really ashamed,” I asked, “or are you just saying that for my benefit? The story I heard is you loved every second at Ricardo’s house and were very loud. How many times did you cum for him?”

As I waited for her to formulate a response, I felt her hand slide down and grip my stiff dick—tugging several times, slow and deliberate. I hadn’t even been aware of the erection until that moment, but there it was, hard and throbbing in her palm. She knew exactly what it meant—my body was responding to the conversation, to the details, even if my mind was still wrestling with anger.

Rather than challenge me directly on it, she took a more subtle approach.

“I thought you were mad at the sneakiness,” she said softly, fingers still working me with gentle squeezes.

“I am,” I replied.

“Then why do you want to know what happened?” she asked, voice low and curious now.

“Natalie, tell me what happened,” I said—a little too eagerly, the words slipping out before I could catch them.

She went quiet again. For thirty seconds or so she just held me, repeatedly squeezing my dick in slow rhythm, almost absentmindedly. Then she finally spoke.

“I think we should forgive each other.”

“Huh? What am I guilty of?” I laughed, surprised.

“Calling him to Greg’s,” she replied quickly. And before I could respond she added, “And getting with Jessie.”

“Natalie,” I said, ignoring her comment about Jessie for the moment, “you were sneaky. The explanation doesn’t change that. And I don’t think you minded Ricardo’s cock at all.”

An annoyed look came to her face as I think she thought she was close to redemption. Without speaking, she slid down my body and took my hard dick into her warm mouth. For a moment, I thought about her end game but decided I would rather just enjoy her attention and flopped back on the pillow.

"I can taste her," she said, breaking for a second.

Unbathed, I realized my shaft had Jessie's juices all over it and I was surprised that my wife hadn't stopped. To me, it showed how badly she wanted to get into my good graces, which softened me some, and despite my two recent releases, it didn't take long for her wonderful mouth to take me too close to another. However, as I approached the point of no return, she suddenly pulled free, lifted over me, and dropped her wet pussy onto my shaft.

"I need it in me," she gasped.

She started moving rapidly, which I knew would make me ejaculate in short order. At first, I went with it, but with all the unknowns still lingering, I decided to slow things down. I flipped her onto her back and shoved my twitching dick back inside. Now in control, I started a slow pace, which at first made her whimper in frustration, but when she calmed, I looked down at her face as I considered where to start.

"What did Ricardo say when you called? When you said you wanted to come over?" I asked.

"We texted," she replied between gasps.

"Eric said you called and begged to see him," I lied.

A look of guilt swept across her face and she confirmed, "We talked once."

"The second time you went to him? You called," I pushed.

"Yes..." she whined.

"He fucked you so good you begged for more," I said provocatively.

"Yes..." she whispered, surprising me with her casual admission.

"He made you his slut," I stated, intentionally being demeaning.

Once again, she caught me off guard when she whimpered softly as she said, "Yeah..."

Suddenly it was all too much. I started thrusting faster—hard, desperate—knowing I couldn’t hold back. As I grunted loudly, I came deep inside my wife, shaking at the raw thought of being the third man to fill her pussy in the past few hours. My head spun as I collapsed beside her, chest heaving. The moment I slipped free, her mouth was on me—warm, eager—lapping and sucking the shaft clean, tasting the mingled mess of us and everyone else.

“I still haven’t forgiven you,” I said, the words lacking real bite as she crawled up beside me. “I’m not sure when… or if I will.”

“I’m sorry for being sneaky,” she whispered, voice small.

“Or getting caught,” I shot back. Before she could respond, I added, “It didn’t take him long at Greg’s house to get you hot. You must really like his cock… or is it you love being slutty?”

“Stop,” she whined, the word soft and pleading.

“Not as eventful as the previous visit,” I pressed on, determined to make her feel it. “You only had Ricardo and Eric. No Greg.”

“Sarah got upset and ended things,” she said, refusing to bite.

“Because you wanted her man?” I asked.

“Uh-uh…” Natalie clarified quickly. “Greg came inside her and she’s not protected. She’s worried.”

“How did she get with him? And where was Les?” I pushed.

“Les went to bed but she was still wired. Greg and Sarah have a past—they did it some right out of high school. When she found out you and Jessie… that y’all connected… she just let it happen,” she explained.

We fell silent again, but suddenly everything rushed back and I said forcefully, “You went to him… he fucked you like a trashy… like a cheap slut and you loved it. You went back for more and then let Eric, too.”

“Stop,” she pleaded.

“Explain it,” I demanded.

“I told you. It felt exciting. At least then… and I don’t know… he wanted it so much… he pushed and then when Mark Thompson didn’t happen… I don’t know…” she replied.

“So you had your heart set on being bad,” I pushed, “and when you couldn’t get the coach, you went to the next guy?”

“I don’t know. Maybe,” she answered.

Sensing I wouldn’t get any more out of her tonight, I decided not to press further and went quiet for a time. But thinking about her fantasy made me say sarcastically, “Well, it looks like poor Mark Thompson got left out.”

“Next time,” she replied.

Once again I felt stunned by her easy answer—no guilt, no hesitation. It seemed so out of character, even for bedroom talk, that I wondered if the past few weeks had permanently changed her.

“Okay,” I said, annoyed by her jaunty tone, “while you’re with him I’ll get with Jessie. She told me I could have her any time I wanted.”

“No, that’s not happening,” she replied with a sudden edge.

“Well, what do you want?” I asked with a forced laugh. When she gave me an annoyed look, I added, “If you want to be a slut, I’m going to meet with Jessie. How bad do you want that?”

An odd expression appeared on her face—part intrigue, part uncertainty—and then she answered quietly, “Let me think about it.”

The words landed between us like a spark. I stared at her, waiting for more, but she didn’t elaborate. Instead she reached over, fingers brushing my chest, then trailing lower until she wrapped them around my still-sensitive cock again. She stroked slowly—almost absently—while she held my gaze.

“I mean it,” she said softly. “I need to think about it. About all of it. About what I want… what we want.”

I exhaled slowly, feeling the shift in the air—anger giving way to something more complicated. Curiosity. Possibility. Maybe even hope.

“Okay,” I said finally. “Take your time. But when you’re ready… we talk. Really talk. No more half-answers. No more dodging.”

She nodded—small, serious—then leaned in and kissed me. It wasn’t hungry or desperate this time. It was slow. Tender. Almost careful.

“I love you,” she whispered against my lips.

“I love you too,” I answered.

We settled back into each other—bodies close, breathing steadying. No more pushing tonight. No more demands.

Just the quiet promise that tomorrow—or the day after, or the day after that—we’d open the conversation again.

And whatever she decided—whatever we decided—we’d face it together.


Epilouge 

Six months later

The front door clicked shut behind Natalie with a soft finality that always felt like the end of one world and the beginning of another. She kicked off her heels in the hallway—black pumps, still warm from the office—and padded barefoot toward the bedroom, heels dangling from two fingers. Her skirt was wrinkled from sitting all day, blouse untucked on one side, hair slightly mussed from the wind outside. She looked tired, flushed, alive.

She pushed the bedroom door open with her shoulder.

I was already there—propped against the headboard, reading glasses low on my nose, laptop balanced on my thighs. The room smelled faintly of her perfume from this morning and the clean linen we’d changed yesterday. Afternoon light slanted through half-closed blinds, striping the duvet in gold.

She stopped just inside the doorway, one hand still on the knob.

Our eyes met.

She smiled—slow, secret, a little wicked.

Then she took one deliberate step forward.

A low, wet sound escaped her—long, obscene, unmistakable. A massive queef that seemed to echo in the quiet room. A thick rope of cum followed immediately—pearly white, glistening—sliding down the inside of her thigh and splattering onto the hardwood floor in a small, glistening puddle.

She didn’t flinch. Didn’t look down. Just kept her gaze locked on mine as another small trickle followed, then another.

“Miss me?” she asked, voice low and husky.

I closed the laptop slowly. Set it on the nightstand. Took off my glasses.

“Always,” I said.

She crossed the room in three unhurried steps. Her skirt rode up as she moved; I could see the dark, damp patch on her panties, the faint sheen on her inner thighs. She climbed onto the bed without breaking eye contact, knees straddling my chest first, then shifting higher until her thighs framed my face.

She smelled of sex—of him, of her, of the day she’d carried around inside her like a secret.

She lowered herself slowly, carefully, until her swollen, slick pussy settled against my mouth.

“Clean me up,” she whispered.

I didn’t hesitate.

My hands slid up the backs of her thighs, gripping her ass, pulling her down harder. My tongue met her—warm, salty, thick with another man’s cum and her own arousal. I licked in long, deliberate strokes, tasting everything: the bitter-salt of semen, the sweet musk of her, the faint metallic tang of her excitement.

She moaned—soft at first, then deeper—as I worked my tongue inside her, scooping out what he’d left behind. Her hips rocked gently, grinding against my face, smearing wetness across my chin, my cheeks, my nose. I drank her in—every drop, every shudder—while her fingers threaded into my hair, holding me exactly where she wanted me.

“Good boy,” she breathed, voice trembling. “Get it all.”

I did.

When she finally lifted herself just enough to look down at me—face glistening, lips swollen—she smiled again, slow and satisfied.

“Still love me?” she asked.

I licked my lips, tasting her and him together.

“More than ever,” I said.

She leaned down and kissed me—deep, claiming—tasting herself and her lover on my tongue.

Then she settled beside me, head on my chest, one leg thrown over mine.

“Tell me about your day,” I murmured, fingers tracing lazy circles on her back.

She laughed softly—breath warm against my skin.

“Later,” she said. “Right now I just want to lie here… full of you both.”

I kissed the top of her head.

We stayed like that—quiet, tangled, sated—as the afternoon light slowly faded into evening.

No shame.

No secrets.

Just us.

And whatever came next.
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By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.

Swap: A Ski Trip With A Difference

Even a week ago, I never would have imagined this could have happened. Looking up and watching my wife's head bobbing up and down in my friend's lap. Well, actually that part I could imagine, we've played a little bit before.

But what I couldn't have imagined was Emma, on her knees in front of me, doing the same. Shy, innocent Emma. I never had the slightest idea she had it in her!

Although it's fair to say she definitely has it in her now!

But there's a final step or two, and I don't just want to enjoy Emma, I want to watch my wife enjoy her too. There's only one question left to answer. Was it really fear in her eyes the moment Lucy's mouth moved in to kiss her?

Okay, it was definitely fear, I won't lie. She was terrified, shaking, breathing fast, almost in shock. But the rock hard nipples were another part of the same story. The fear might have been fear she was about to enjoy it!

Nothing could have prepared either of them for this, but then again, what can ever prepare a married couple for their introduction into the world of swinging?
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