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Warning



This book contains graphic sexual content and ethical non-monogamy. Not recommended for readers under 18 or those easily triggered by sexual content. All characters are over 18.


Serving Up Desire


Chapter one
Processing Paradise


Chris was usually chatty in the mornings—he'd recap his dreams, tease me about my bedhead, and tell me his plans for the day in excruciating detail. But this morning, he had all but ignored me. His silence hung between us like a heavy curtain.

When he didn't even join me for our morning shower, I headed downstairs and found him in the kitchen, standing with the refrigerator door open. He was staring blankly inside, as if he couldn't decide what to extract.

"Good morning," I said cautiously.

He glanced over his shoulder briefly. "Coffee's ready," he muttered under his breath.

I poured myself a cup, studying his profile. He looked stressed, with dark circles shadowing his eyes and a clenched jaw.

"Chris, what's wrong?"

"Nothing." He pulled out a few eggs, placing them next to the stove.

"That's clearly not true. You've barely looked at me this morning."

"Just drop it, Sky," he said loudly.

His tone stung, but I pressed on. "I'd love to drop it, but you're obviously upset, and I think it might have something to do with last night."

He slammed the pan he had retrieved from the cupboard onto the stove top.

"It does." His voice came out rough. "I'm sorry I yelled at you. I'm not upset with you—I'm upset with myself."

I blinked in surprise. "What on earth do you have to be upset with yourself about?"

He turned to face me, and I saw the conflict warring behind his eyes. "Last night, I got caught up in the moment. But today... today I don't feel right about it. I feel like I let you down."

"How'd you let me down? I had a wonderful time."

Relief flickered across his features. "Really? You're okay with what happened?"

Something in his tone made me pause. Was he genuinely asking, hoping I was fine? Or was there an underlying accusation—as in, how could I possibly be okay with what happened?

I decided on honesty rather than trying to decode his meaning. "I'm perfectly fine with what happened last night. But you obviously aren't, so we need to discuss it. I love you, and I don't want any misunderstandings to get between us."

He crossed the kitchen in two strides, pulling me into his arms. "I love you too. And while it's hard to talk about, you're right—we should."

We settled at the kitchen table, hands clasped between us.

"I want you to know that I don't think any less of you for what happened last night," he began, struggling with each word. "What I feel bad about is... how could I, as your husband, sit there and watch you be... violated like that... and enjoy it?"

He forced himself to meet my eyes. "Sky, I don't think I've ever been as turned on as I was last night. How is it possible that I was so aroused watching you get fucked by all those guys?"

I squeezed his hands. "That's a lot to unpack, but thank you for sharing your feelings with me. I think society tells us that men are supposed to be protective of their wives, especially from the sexual advances of other men. Hell, people kill over such things. But I was not 'violated' last night. I wanted it, and the way I see it, you respect me enough to give me the freedom to pursue my desires."

He nodded slowly, processing. "But is it okay that I enjoyed it so much?"

"We can second-guess what we like and don't like sexually all day long, but ultimately, we just like what we like. Maybe you get off on me being pleased, whether it's you doing the pleasing or not. Or maybe you get off on it… because of the taboo nature of it… because you're not supposed to get off on it."

I rubbed the back of his hand. "Or maybe it's simpler than that. You're a very visual person. I know you enjoy watching me dress and undress. I've seen you watch me shower—sometimes you stand outside the glass, and I wonder why it's taking you so long to join me. I think you have voyeuristic tendencies, and that's perfectly fine with me. I love knowing you're watching me."

His shoulders visibly relaxed. "I feel better. Maybe I just needed to talk about it. I really did have a good time last night. The issue was feeling like I shouldn't have enjoyed it quite so much as I did."

He blushed, looking down at our joined hands. "And you're right, I do get off on watching you."

"I know you do, you bad boy." I stood, untying my robe. "Want to watch me finish making breakfast?"

"Yes," he said, his voice full of need.

I let the silk robe pool at my feet, standing naked before him in the morning light. His cock stirred visibly beneath his own robe, the tip beginning to peek out.

Returning to the stove, I turned on the burner and started cracking fresh eggs into a mixing bowl, very aware of his gaze tracking my every movement. I arched my back as I leaned over, reaching for the salt, presenting my bare ass to him.

I turned and moved towards him, putting my breasts right in front of his face. I made my breasts jiggle as I enthusiastically whisked the eggs.

"You like watching me cook?" I glanced down at him, catching his hand moving beneath his robe.

"God, yes."

I bent to retrieve a pan from the lower cabinet, making sure he had a perfect view. "What about this angle?"

His breathing quickened. "Fuck, Sky...," he said, as his robe fell open and I could see him stroking his rigid cock.

I poured the eggs into the hot pan, swaying my hips as I stirred. "Get behind me for a better view."

He stood on unsteady legs, positioning himself behind me. I could feel the heat radiating from his body as I reached back, spreading my cheeks apart.

"How's this view?"

"Perfect," he groaned.

His hand reached toward me, but I stepped away. "No hands. Just eyes."

He whimpered but obeyed, stroking himself harder as I continued cooking.

I rubbed the handle end of my spatula against my pussy lips. When it was good and wet, I pushed it in. As I slid it in and out, I could hear him moaning with pleasure behind me.

I slipped it out and plated our breakfast with deliberate sensuality—bending, stretching, posing for his hungry gaze. When everything was ready, I set the plates on the table.

He moved to sit, but I stopped him. "Wait. I need you to put some topping on my toast."

I grabbed a piece of wheat toast, holding it beneath his cock with a wicked grin. His eyes widened as understanding dawned.

"Seriously?"

"Dead serious."

He began to stroke it furiously before finally throwing his head back in ecstasy. When he came, I caught every drop on the toast, the warm liquid soaking into the bread.

With a devilish look, I raised the toast to my mouth and took a large bite, moaning as if savoring the most exquisite delicacy.

"Mmm, even better than butter."

He collapsed into his chair, staring at me in awe. "How the fuck did I get so lucky as to find you?"

I took another bite of my unconventional breakfast, licking my lips.


Chapter two
Courtside Chemistry


I knew Michelle had been dying to hear the details about our visit to Club Paradise the previous weekend, but we'd had conflicting schedules until Wednesday. We finally managed to meet for lunch at our country club's café—a light meal before our tennis match.

We chose a corner table for maximum privacy, as other members chatted quietly at nearby tables. Michelle fidgeted in her seat, clearly bursting with curiosity as our waiter took our order for Caesar salads and iced tea.

The moment he walked away, Michelle leaned across the table, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.

"So tell me all about your gangbang."

I recoiled slightly, glancing around to make sure no one had overheard. "I don't know if I would call it a gangbang."

"What else would you call it?" She raised an eyebrow. "Chris said nine guys fucked you in one night."

"Hold on," I whispered, leaning closer. "Not all nine fucked me. Some of them I just... you know, sucked off."

Michelle laughed, raising her hands. "Okay, okay, I stand corrected." Her expression softened. "Sky, I'm not judging you. I think it's awesome. I'm just wanting the juicy details."

I sighed, realizing I was probably being defensive. "Sorry. I guess I'm still processing my conversation with Chris from Sunday morning."

"What about Chris?"

I explained his reservations, his conflicted feelings about enjoying himself so much while watching me with all those men. Michelle listened intently, nodding as I spoke.

"You know," she said thoughtfully, "Chris is a manly guy, and dominant in his work life. But I wonder if he might have a submissive side that he fights against. Cuckolding is often considered a submissive act—getting pleasure from your partner's sexual freedom."

I considered this. "Actually, the morning after he punished me for my indiscretion with Nathan, I mentioned returning the favor, and it did seem to arouse him."

Michelle's eyes lit up. "He might be secretly submissive, or at least he might go both ways. You should find out."

"But how?" I asked.

"I'd suggest starting slow. Maybe find something he does wrong around the house and gently chastise him for it. See how he responds."

"That sounds like fun," I admitted, already imagining possibilities.

"But enough about that," Michelle waved her hand dismissively. "Tell me how it felt to be at the center of so many men's attention at once."

I paused as our waiter returned with our salads, waiting until he was out of earshot before continuing.

"It was overwhelming," I said quietly. "At one point, I looked up and I was literally surrounded by cocks. Like, everywhere I turned, there was another one."

"Jesus," Michelle breathed.

"By the way, I really liked Marcus," I continued. "He was incredible."

"Yeah, he's a great lover, isn't he?" Michelle moaned and smiled, obviously remembering an enjoyable experience with him.

"There was one point where he was fucking me, I had another guy in my mouth, and was stroking guys with both hands. Four at once."

"Oh my god, that is so hot." Michelle pressed her thighs together. "I'm getting wet just hearing about it."

A loud throat clearing interrupted us. We looked up to see an elderly woman with perfectly coiffed white hair glaring at us as she walked by.

Michelle stifled a laugh. "Maybe we should be a little quieter."

I nodded, my cheeks burning with embarrassment. We waited until the woman was a safe distance away before continuing.

"Did they all cum on you?" Michelle asked in almost a whisper.

"Most of them did, but not on my face. I told them not to." I stabbed at my salad. "They released their loads all over my body."

"And how did that feel?"

I hesitated, searching for the right words. "I have to admit it was a little gross. But in some ways, that added to the forbidden nature of it. I got a thrill each time a guy moved in closer to spurt on me. It was interesting to see how each guy had their own preference about where to finish. Most probably would have preferred my face, but they all seemed to have clear second choices."

"So where did most of them finish?"

"On my tits and stomach mostly. But a few chose my feet, which was weird—feeling their viscous cum getting all between my toes."

"Ewwww," Michelle giggled, scrunching up her nose.

"I know, right?"

She leaned forward again, her voice dropping to barely above a whisper. "But really, did it seem like Chris was okay with it? At least at the time?"

"Yeah, that's what surprised me about his reaction the other morning. I kept looking over at him, and he seemed incredibly into it. He was rock hard the entire time, touching himself while he watched."

"He enjoyed it," Michelle said firmly. "He was just overthinking it the next morning, probably feeling the contradiction of being a manly man and a cuckold at the same time."

I nodded, stabbing a crouton with more force than necessary. "It's confusing for both of us. I loved being the center of attention, but I also felt guilty for loving it so much."

"That's normal," Michelle assured me. "We're conditioned to feel shame about our sexual desires, especially as women. But you're married to a man who not only accepts your exploration but gets turned on by it. That's rare. He'll get used to it."

"I know I'm lucky." I took a sip of my iced tea. "I just want to make sure we're both comfortable."

"Communication is key," Michelle said. "And maybe exploring Chris's submissive side will help. Teach him to embrace his vulnerability."

"Any specific suggestions for how to start?"

"Next time he forgets to put the toilet seat down," Michelle grinned wickedly, "make him pay for it."

I loved how evil she was.

* * *

Michelle had been giving me pointers over the past few weeks, and my game was definitely improving, though she still won most of our sets.

About halfway through our second set, I noticed Tyler walking over from the pro shop. He positioned himself courtside, leaning against the fence with his arms crossed, watching us play. Even from across the court, I could see those whiskey-colored eyes tracking the ball back and forth.

God, he was gorgeous. His fitted polo shirt showed off every muscle in his chest and arms. I found myself serving directly into the net twice in a row, completely distracted by his presence.

"Focus, Sky," Michelle called out with a knowing smirk.

I managed to pull it together for the rest of the set, though I was hyperaware of Tyler's gaze following my every move. When we finished, he approached us with that boyish smile of his.

"Nice match, ladies," he said, his voice warm with genuine appreciation. "Michelle, your backhand has really improved since we started working on it. And Skylar, you've got natural power in your serve—you just need to toss the ball a little higher."

"Thanks," I managed, feeling heat creep up my neck. "Michelle's been helping me a lot, but I could use some lessons with a professional, like yourself."

"Anytime," he said, then turned to Michelle. "Your footwork was excellent. You were really moving to meet the ball well."

I noticed something dark peeking out from under his shirt sleeve.

Michelle spotted it too. "Is that a tattoo?"

Tyler glanced down at his arm, looking slightly embarrassed. "Yeah, it is."

"I had no idea you had tattoos," Michelle said, moving closer with obvious curiosity.

"I have more than a few, actually," he admitted, running a hand through his hair. "But I keep them all where my clothes cover them. The country club is pretty conservative—most of the members wouldn't approve."

"I'm interested in seeing them," Michelle said boldly.

Tyler looked around the courts. We were completely alone. The other players had finished up and headed inside. After a moment's hesitation, he grabbed the hem of his polo and pulled it over his head.

I took in a deep breath. His chest was covered in intricate black ink—tribal designs that flowed across his pecs. His upper arms were decorated with more detailed work, including what looked like tennis balls and a crossed racquet design.

"Wow," I breathed, unable to hide my appreciation for both the artwork and the body it adorned.

"Turn around," Michelle commanded, and Tyler obliged with an amused smile.

The design on his back was even more elaborate—an intricate pattern that started between his shoulder blades and disappeared beneath his waistband. The lines were bold and flowing, drawing the eye downward.

"This one seems to go lower," Michelle observed, reaching out to tug at the back of his athletic shorts.

Tyler didn't protest, and both Michelle and I leaned in for a better look. The tattoo continued down his lower back, and we caught a glimpse of the beginning of his firm buttocks, as Michelle pulled the waistband back.

The sound of voices from the clubhouse made Tyler quickly turn around, pulling his shirt back on. Two older women emerged onto the patio, chatting loudly about their bridge game.

"Do you have others in more private places?" Michelle asked quietly, with a glint in her eyes.

Tyler's cheeks flushed pink. "I have a few that I definitely couldn't show you here."

My imagination immediately ran wild, picturing what kind of artwork might be hidden beneath those shorts. The thought sent a warm pulse between my legs.

"I'd love to see them sometime," Michelle said suddenly.

Tyler's cheeks turned from pink to a deep crimson.

"Leave the poor boy alone," I said, punching her in the arm.

"Okay, okay," Michelle said. "Tyler, can we schedule a lesson where you just watch us play and give us feedback in real time?"

"Sure, I could do that," Tyler agreed readily. "I'm available tomorrow afternoon if you want."

Michelle got that devious look in her eyes that I was beginning to recognize. "Actually, I'm busy this week. What about Monday at nine PM?"

Tyler looked apprehensive. "The club closes early on Monday nights. Could you do earlier?"

"No, I can't be free until nine," Michelle said innocently. "Surely you have keys to the courts."

He considered the idea. "Well, yeah, I do have keys. I'm the one in charge of shutting down the courts and the changing areas at the end of the night."

Something told me Michelle already knew that.

"We'd pay you double for the private lesson," she added sweetly.

Tyler considered this for a moment, glancing between us. "What the hell. I don't have anything better to do Monday night anyway."

"Great," Michelle beamed. "We'll see you Monday at nine."

Tyler retreated to the patio and greeted the two women there.

"What exactly do you have planned for Monday night?" I asked.

Michelle just looked at me and shook her head in disappointment. "Sky, you know good and well what I have planned. Don't play all innocent with me. That might work with other people, but I know your devious little fucked up mind is just as bad as mine."

I wanted to argue with her, to protest that I had no idea what she was talking about. But the truth was, the moment she suggested a private lesson after hours, I knew. The image of Tyler's tattooed body was already burned into my memory, and I couldn't stop wondering about those hidden designs in more private places.

"You're terrible," I said, but I was smiling.

"And you love it," she shot back.

As I drove home, I made a mental note that I would need to talk to Chris about Monday night and get his permission before we went through with whatever Michelle had in mind. After everything we'd been through lately, communication and consent were more important than ever.

But I had to admit, the thought of exploring Tyler's artful body had my pulse racing.


Chapter three
Domestic Dominance


I spent the rest of the week practically stalking my own husband, watching for any mistake or transgression that might give me an opening. But Chris was infuriatingly perfect. He took the trash out without being asked, helped with the dishes every night, and even cut the grass before it got too high.

Thursday, he brought me flowers for no reason. Friday, he surprised me with takeout from my favorite Thai place when I was too tired to cook. Saturday, he listened patiently while I read him three different versions of the same paragraph I'd been struggling with.

By Sunday, I was ready to scream. How could one person be so damn considerate all the time?

That evening, Chris prepared to take his mother to dinner at Rosario's, an upscale Italian place downtown. I usually avoided these mother-son outings like the plague—Eleanor and I clashed on everything from politics to proper table settings. But Rosario's happened to be my favorite restaurant in the city.

"Could you bring me back an order to go?" I asked as he grabbed his keys. "I want the grilled chicken with broccoli and mashed potatoes."

"Sure thing," he said, kissing my forehead. "Anything else?"

"No, that's all. Have fun with your mom."

"I'll try," he laughed. "She's still complaining about those damn pots you threw out."

Two hours later, Chris returned with a white takeout bag. He handed it to me with a tired smile.

"How was dinner?" I asked, accepting the bag.

"The usual. She thinks I need to see her more, I'm not eating enough vegetables, and apparently, we need to have children immediately because she's not getting any younger."

I carried the bag into the kitchen to warm up my food. When I opened the styrofoam container, my heart leapt. There sat a perfectly baked potato, complete with butter and chives, next to the grilled chicken and broccoli.

It was silly—I knew it was silly—but this might be my only shot. Chris was just too fucking perfect, and here was a mistake, however small.

"Chris, can you come in here for a minute?"

I heard him pause the television and his footsteps approaching the kitchen.

"What is this?" I asked, pointing at the container.

He looked at it and shrugged. "It's your dinner. Chicken, broccoli, and a potato."

"I asked specifically for mashed potatoes," I said sternly.

He laughed, which actually did piss me off. "Potato, potahto. What's the difference?"

"The difference is that one is mashed and seasoned perfectly, like I like it, and the other is not."

"Well, I must have made a mistake," he said casually. "What do you want me to do about it?" Then he added sarcastically, "You want me to drive back and get you your mashed potatoes?" He emphasized the word 'mashed' like I was being completely unreasonable.

Now I was actually angry. "So you're not even going to apologize?"

"Sky, seriously? What do you want me to do to make it up to you?"

I smiled. Bingo.

"Bend over the counter," I said forcefully.

He looked at me like I'd lost my mind. "Do what?"

"You heard me. If you want to make it up to me, then you'll bend your ass over this counter right now."

He laughed nervously. "What kind of game are you playing here?"

I broke character and softened my tone slightly. "Just play along. I'm trying something."

He looked confused but interested. His curiosity got the better of him, as usual, and he slowly bent over the granite countertop.

I pulled my arm back and smacked his ass hard with my open palm.

It didn't seem to faze him at all. In fact, he laughed a little. His pants must be too thick.

"Pull your pants down," I commanded.

He hesitated, glancing back at me. "Sky..."

"Do it," I said with as much confidence as I could muster.

He hesitated, but ultimately complied, lowering his jeans but leaving his boxer briefs up. I reached out and yanked them down to join his pants around his knees. His cock dangled between his legs.

"For fuck's sake, Sky, have you lost your mind?"

I smacked him again, harder this time. He sucked in a sharp breath.

"Fuck, that stung."

I smiled. I kinda liked this. I swung again and again, watching his ass start to turn pink, then red. The sound of my palm connecting with his skin echoed through the kitchen.

Chris fell silent, and I worried he might be angry or unhappy.

"Chris, are you okay?"

"Yes," he said in a low voice.

"Do you want me to continue?"

After a long pause, he answered in a hushed, compliant voice: "Yes."

I spanked him with my bare hand a few more times, but my palm was starting to sting more than his ass probably was. I bent down and removed his leather belt from the pants around his knees. While I was there, I noticed his cock wasn't hanging between his legs any longer. I reached between his legs and found it rock hard, pressing against the counter.

I smiled. He definitely liked this.

I made a loop with the belt and swatted his ass fairly hard. He still didn't react.

"Harder?" I asked.

I saw his head nod up and down.

I swung harder. No reaction. "Tell me when it's hard enough."

It took three more swats, each one harder than the last, before he said, "That's good."

I couldn't believe how much he could take. His ass was almost blistering, and I was swinging as hard as I possibly could. The snap of leather hitting skin reverberated through the room.

"That's enough," I said. "Turn around."

He turned, and his cock was sticking out, hard as a rock. I gripped his balls and squeezed. He winced, and I immediately apologized—not a very dominating thing to do.

"It's not bad," he assured me. "It feels good in a way."

I squeezed them some more and pulled on them. I even slapped them lightly. Everything seemed to turn him on even more.

At this point, I was dripping wet and wanting him desperately. I was wearing a simple sundress, and I reached up under it to pull my panties off. I stretched them around his head with the crotch positioned over his nose.

"You look pathetic," I said, and I saw his cock twitch.

Oh, he was so liking this.

I bent over the counter, bracing my hands on the granite surface. "Fuck me."

Chris positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips. I felt him guide himself to my entrance, already slick with arousal. He pushed into me slowly at first, both of us groaning at the sensation.

"Harder," I commanded, echoing what he'd said earlier.

He complied, his hips slapping against my ass with increasing force. The counter felt cold against my forearms, but everything else was on fire. Chris's breathing grew ragged behind me, punctuated by soft grunts of effort.

I could smell my own arousal, could hear the wet sounds our bodies made as he drove into me again and again. His fingers dug into my hips, probably leaving marks, but I didn't care.

"God, Sky," he panted, his voice muffled by the fabric. "Your pussy feels so good."

I pushed back against him, meeting his thrusts, chasing my own release. The combination of power and submission, of giving commands while being taken from behind, sent jolts of pleasure through my entire body.

Chris's rhythm became more erratic, his breathing more desperate. "I'm close," he warned.

"Cum inside me," I ordered, and he did, burying himself deep inside me with a strangled cry. His orgasm triggered my own, waves of ecstasy crashing through me as I gripped the counter for support.

We stayed like that for a moment, both breathing hard, Chris still inside me. Finally, he pulled back and carefully removed my panties from his head.

"Well," he said, his voice hoarse. "I guess I'll remember to get mashed potatoes next time."

I laughed, still bent over the counter. "You better."

* * *

I straightened up and smoothed down my sundress, not entirely sure how to navigate the aftermath of what had just happened. Part of me wanted to analyze what had just transpired. But another part of me worried that talking about it might ruin whatever magic we'd just discovered.

Chris pulled up his pants, put his belt back through the loops, and buckled it, wincing slightly as the leather pressed against his tender skin. He caught my eye and gave me a small, almost shy smile before heading back to the living room without a word.

Maybe silence was the right approach. Sometimes the best experiences spoke for themselves.

I reheated my dinner in the microwave, the familiar hum filling the quiet kitchen. As I arranged everything on a tray—my plate, a fresh glass of wine, and some napkins. The whole evening had taken such an unexpected turn, and I felt thrilled in a way I hadn't anticipated.

Carrying the tray into the living room, I found Chris already settled on the couch, remote in hand. He'd turned on Apple TV and was scrolling through our recently watched shows.

"Shrinking?" he asked, pausing on the thumbnail.

"Perfect." I settled beside him, tucking my legs under me. The show had become our latest obsession—a comedy-drama about a therapist who decides to start telling his clients exactly what he thinks, completely changing his approach to therapy and life.

As the episode began, I ate my dinner, stealing glances at Chris. He seemed relaxed, one arm draped along the back of the couch, occasionally chuckling at the dialogue. If our kitchen encounter had affected him as much as it had me, he was hiding it well.

About halfway through the episode, during a particularly funny scene where the main character completely breaks professional boundaries with a patient, Chris turned to me with a grin.

"I'd love to know what Dr. Strauss would make of us," he said, referencing the show's more traditional therapist character.

I nearly choked on my wine, laughing. "I think he'd need therapy himself after hearing about our lives."

"Actually, there's something I need to pass by you," I said, setting down my fork and turning to face him more fully. "Michelle has set up a private lesson for us at the country club."

Chris muted the TV and gave me his attention. "Tennis?"

"Well, yes. With Tyler, the new tennis pro I told you about."

"What's the big deal about that?" he asked, though something in his expression suggested he suspected there was more to the story.

I chose my words carefully, wanting to be honest without being presumptuous. "He's young and cute, and I think Michelle has... other plans for our lesson." I emphasized the word 'other' slightly, watching Chris's face for his reaction.

A slow smile spread across his features. "Ah, your friend is getting you into trouble, I see."

"Yeah, probably." I felt heat rise in my cheeks. "I'm not sure if anything will happen, but I wanted to pass it by you, just in case."

The truth was, I wasn't entirely certain that Tyler would go along with what Michelle had in mind, but he was a young man, and unless he was gay, he would probably be willing.

Chris studied my face for a moment, and I held my breath, waiting for his response. After everything we'd been through, after all the boundaries we'd crossed and rules we'd established, I still felt nervous bringing up new possibilities.

"It's fine with me," he said finally. "Have fun."

Relief flooded through me, followed immediately by excitement. I leaned over and gave him a long, lingering kiss, feeling grateful for the millionth time that I'd married someone so open-minded and trusting.

When we broke apart, Chris tucked a strand of hair behind my ear. "Just promise me you'll tell me everything afterward. Maybe even take a video of him cumming on you."

"Okay, you dirty boy," I said, settling back against his side as he unmuted the TV.


Chapter four
Advantage Desire


Monday evening couldn't come fast enough. I spent the day trying to focus on my writing, but my mind kept drifting to the tennis lesson. Would Tyler be receptive to whatever Michelle had planned? Would I have the courage to go along with it?

At eight-thirty, I picked up Michelle from her house. She slid into the passenger seat wearing a white tennis skirt that seemed shorter than usual and a black fitted top that showed off her huge breasts, while I wore a matching pink outfit.

"You look ready to play," I said, pulling out of her driveway.

"Oh, I'm ready, alright," she replied, adjusting her ponytail in the visor mirror.

The drive to the country club took about fifteen minutes, and Michelle spent most of it asking about my weekend with Chris. I found myself blushing as I described our kitchen encounter, particularly how hard he had gotten from the spanking I gave him.

"I knew he had a submissive streak," Michelle said, looking pleased with herself. "You just needed to find the right way to bring it out."

"It was surprising," I admitted. "I couldn't believe how much he liked it. His ass was so red by the time I was done."

As we pulled into the club's parking lot, I noticed how empty it looked. The main building was dark except for security lighting, and most of the lot was vacant. Only one car remained—an old, beat-up Nissan Sentra that looked out of place among the usual luxury vehicles.

"That must be Tyler's," Michelle said, nodding toward the modest sedan.

We grabbed our tennis bags from the trunk and headed toward the courts. The familiar pathway felt different in the evening light, more secluded and almost creepy.

As we approached the entrance to the tennis courts, the low hum of a golf cart caught our attention. A security guard pulled up behind us.

"Ladies, the club is closed for the evening," he said, stepping out of the cart.

We turned to face him, and recognition dawned on his features.

"Oh, Mrs. Reyes and Mrs. Larsen," he said, his tone immediately warming. "I didn't realize it was you."

"Hey, Charles," I said. I rarely forget a face or a name. He was a friendly black man in his fifties who'd worked at the club for decades. "We're here for an after-hours tennis lesson with Tyler."

Michelle stepped closer to Charles, her smile radiant. "This was the only time I had free all week," she explained, placing her hand lightly on his arm. "You know how crazy my schedule gets with the yoga studio."

Charles looked uncertain, glancing between us and the darkened courts beyond. "Well, if Tyler is expecting you ladies, then I suppose it's alright." He pointed toward a side gate I'd never noticed before. "You can enter through there."

"Thanks so much, Charles," Michelle said, giving his arm another gentle squeeze.

As we walked away, I marveled at how effortlessly Michelle had charmed him. She had a way of making people want to help her, a skill I envied but could never quite replicate.

"Charles is such an old softie," Michelle said, adjusting her tennis bag on her shoulder. "He helped me put on my spare tire just a month ago when I came out of the club and found my tire flat."

"Really? That was sweet of him," I said, pushing the gate open wider.

"Men love feeling needed," Michelle replied with a knowing smile. "Charles probably went home that night feeling like a hero."

Her words stuck with me as we walked toward the court, making me wonder what kind of hero Tyler might feel like tonight.

The side gate creaked as we pushed through it, and immediately the atmosphere felt different. The courts stretched out before us, mostly shrouded in darkness except for the bright lights illuminating court one at the far end. The contrast created an almost theatrical effect, like a stage set for a performance.

Tyler was on the court, going through what looked like a stretching routine. His movements were fluid and athletic, and even from a distance, I could see the definition in his shoulders and arms. When he spotted us approaching, his entire demeanor changed. His eyes lit up, and he jogged over with obvious enthusiasm.

"Michelle! Skylar!" he called out, wrapping each of us in a warm hug.

The embrace lingered longer than his usual professional politeness, and I felt the solid warmth of his chest through his polo shirt. This was definitely more casual than our previous interactions.

"We appreciate you staying late," I said.

Tyler led us through a series of stretches, positioning himself between us as we worked through arm circles, shoulder rolls, and leg extensions. His hands occasionally guided our movements, adjusting our form with gentle touches that were professional but somehow felt intimate in the secluded setting.

"Alright, let's warm up with some easy volleys," he said.

I wondered if Michelle had a specific plan for how the evening would unfold, or if she was planning to wing it and see what opportunities arose. Part of me wished I'd asked her during the drive over, but another part enjoyed the suspense, the sense that anything could happen at any time.

We began hitting balls back and forth across the net, and Tyler immediately started offering real-time corrections.

"Skylar, step into the ball more," he called out as I prepared for a backhand. "Plant your front foot before you swing."

To Michelle, he yelled, "Snap your wrist a bit more on that forehand. There you go!"

"That would have been a perfect time for a drop shot," he told me after I'd hit a high ball that went long.

"You're stopping short on your follow-through, Michelle. Let that racket come all the way around."

I could feel both our games improving almost immediately under his focused instruction. Tyler's enthusiasm was infectious, and his corrections were specific enough to make an actual difference in our games.

Several times, he stopped the volley to come over and give hands-on instruction. He positioned himself behind Michelle to demonstrate proper shoulder rotation, his hands guiding her racket through the motion. He was an excellent instructor. I almost felt like we were being disrespectful of his talents by focusing so much on how handsome he was.

As he showed her the correct follow-through, I watched Michelle deliberately push her backside into his crotch. Tyler jumped back immediately, his face flushing red, but Michelle just turned and winked at me over her shoulder.

I could never be so bold, I thought to myself, both admiring and slightly envying Michelle's confidence. She made everything look so easy, so natural, while I always seemed to overthink every interaction.

As Tyler returned to his position and Michelle shot me another conspiratorial look, I felt a flutter of excitement about what might come next.

"That was amazing!" Michelle exclaimed as we finished our volleys. "Tyler, you've improved our games so much. I want to test our skill against yours."

Tyler grinned, bouncing a tennis ball off his racket. "You want to play one-on-one?"

"No, silly boy," Michelle laughed, shaking her head. "I know you'd beat either of us on our own. I propose that the two of us play against you."

Tyler considered this for a moment, tilting his head as he weighed the suggestion. "That might be fair," he said finally.

I had to suppress a laugh. Fair? He really did think a lot of himself if he thought two against one would be "fair." But his confidence was oddly attractive.

I joined Michelle on her side of the net while Tyler took the side I had been playing on. He bounced on his toes, looking relaxed and ready, like this was just another day at the office for him.

His first serve flew by me before I could even react.

Fuck, he was good. That was one powerful serve. It had to be around 80 miles per hour, maybe more. The ball hit the court with such force that the sound echoed around the facility.

His second serve was a little slower, and I managed to get to it, returning cross-court with everything I had. Tyler had to stretch, his long frame extending gracefully, but he made the shot down the line past Michelle.

"Thirty-love," he called out, his voice carrying that same easy confidence.

I wondered if we would even be able to get a point off him. The difference in skill level was more dramatic than I'd expected, even with two of us against his one.

But on his next serve, I managed to return it again, this time getting more under it. Tyler responded with a drop shot that barely cleared the net, but Michelle anticipated it perfectly and got there in time to slam it down the line for a winner.

"Woo-hoo!" I shouted, raising my racket in celebration. Michelle grinned and gave me a high-five. "Thirty-fifteen!"

At the end of the set, we had challenged him, but he still won 6-4. But towards the end, we had been improving as we learned to anticipate his shots better and work together as a team. Michelle's court coverage was excellent, and my returns were getting more consistent.

Tyler met us at the net afterward, his face slightly flushed from the workout. We were all sweaty with our clothes clinging to our skin. "You two played really well," he said, genuine appreciation in his voice. "You really made me work for it."

"Another set?" Michelle challenged immediately.

Tyler glanced at his watch and shook his head. "Our time's up, and I really should hit the showers."

That's when Michelle took her shot.

"We challenge you to another set," she said, her voice taking on a playful tone. "But let's make it interesting. For each game won, the opposing side has to take off an item of clothing."

I thought Tyler was going to fall over. He stopped breathing for a few seconds and just stared at us, his neck and face flushing bright red. The confident tennis pro suddenly looked like a flustered twenty-three-year-old who couldn't believe what he'd just heard.

He looked directly at me, his whiskey-colored eyes wide. "And you agree to this?"

I felt my heart racing, but I smiled and nodded. Part of me couldn't believe I was participating in this, but Michelle's boldness was contagious, and the excitement of the moment overrode my usual caution.

Tyler ran his hand through his dark hair, still processing. "Okay," he said slowly, "but you should know I was taking it a little easy on you that last set."

Michelle laughed, placing her hands on her hips. "And you should know, we were taking it easy on you, too."

Tyler's eyebrows shot up, and suddenly his competitive nature kicked in. He took this as a direct challenge to his abilities, and his entire demeanor shifted. The flustered young man disappeared, replaced by the confident athlete.

"Okay," he said, his voice stronger now. "Let's do this."

He turned and ran back to the baseline with renewed energy. I watched his athletic stride, the way his muscles moved under his polo shirt, and felt a flutter of anticipation mixed with nervousness.

Michelle caught my eye and winked. "Ready for this?"

I nodded, though I wasn't entirely sure this was a good idea. Something told me the two of us were about to be butt-ass naked on a tennis court with a fully clothed Tyler on the other side, laughing at us.

But as Tyler took his position to serve, bouncing the ball with renewed focus, I realized I was more excited than nervous. The thrill of the unknown, the playful competition, and Michelle's infectious confidence had me ready for the challenge. Game on.

* * *

Tyler's first serve hit the net with a dull thud. It was probably nerves—he had only missed a few first serves all night, and suddenly the stakes had gotten much higher.

His second serve made it in, but not with his usual power, and I returned it easily. We rallied back and forth—one, two, three, four, five shots—before Michelle put it away with a sharp cross-court winner.

"Yes!" I shouted, pumping my fist.

But our excitement was short-lived. Tyler quickly regrouped and won the first game, his competitive nature overriding whatever nervousness he might have felt.

We all approached the net, and he looked between us with his boyish smile. "Are you sure you want to continue? We can end this now."

Michelle just smiled. Without a word, she reached under her tennis skirt and removed her panties, flinging the white lace at Tyler. She looked at me expectantly.

My heart pounded as I followed suit, sliding my own panties down my legs and tossing them his way, but less forcefully. The cool air against my pussy under my skirt sent a thrill through me.

Tyler caught both pairs of panties, and to my shock, he brought them to his nose and inhaled deeply before tucking them into his pocket. "Okay," he said, his voice slightly rougher now. "Don't say I didn't give you a chance to stop."

It was my serve. I bounced the ball twice, trying to focus despite the wetness already building between my legs. I tossed the ball high and brought my racket down with everything I had. The serve went right down the center line like a rocket.

Tyler lunged for it, but the ball ricocheted off his racket head and flew into the net.

Michelle gave me a thumbs-up. "Yes!"

For my second serve, I went for placement over power, hitting a sharp angle that barely caught the service line. Tyler managed to return it, but he was out of position. Michelle was waiting and hit it cross-court, where he had no chance of reaching it.

"Thirty-love!" I called out, unable to keep the excitement from my voice.

The following two points were more challenging. Tyler wasn't going to make it easy for us, but we managed to pull them out, winning the second game without him getting a single point.

We approached the net again, and Michelle was practically bouncing with anticipation. "I can't wait to see this."

Tyler gave us a cocky smile. "You just got lucky," he said, grabbing the hem of his polo shirt and pulling it over his head.

We had seen him without his shirt earlier, but it was still an impressive sight to behold. His chest and abs were impressive, all lean muscle and definition. Sweat glistened on his skin under the bright lights, and I felt my nipples harden against my sports bra.

The third game was a pure disaster for us. Tyler got every first serve in despite our best efforts at distracting him—we picked up our skirts between points, showing him our bare asses, and we even touched ourselves between our legs.

When it was over, we trudged back to the net.

"This time we'll remove our tops," Michelle announced.

Tyler shook his head. "That's not fair. You've got more clothes on than me because of your bras."

I laughed. "You're lucky we didn't wear headbands."

We pulled our tank tops over our heads, leaving us in just our sports bras and tennis skirts. But removing our shirts proved to be Tyler's undoing. Between points, we bounced from foot to foot, our breasts jiggling in front of him, and he couldn't keep his eyes off us.

We won the game decisively.

Tyler shook his head in disbelief as he pushed his shorts down his legs, revealing powerful thighs and a semi-hard cock outlined by his tight boxer-briefs. My mouth went dry at the sight.

But Tyler collected himself, knowing he was close to being completely nude. He rallied and beat us badly in the next game, his serves finding corners we couldn't reach.

He looked on with anticipation as Michelle and I reached behind our backs to unhook our bras. The night air hit my nipples as I let the sports bra fall away, and Tyler's eyes went wide.

"Now I'm really going to be distracted," he said. "How am I expected to play with you two standing on the other side of the court looking so hot?"

"You'll have to try," Michelle said sweetly.

The next game would decide who got completely nude first. It was Tyler's serve again, and despite our increasingly desperate attempts at distraction—including kissing each other and slapping each other's asses between points—he managed to win.

He raised his hands in victory as we slowly removed our tennis skirts, revealing Michelle's completely shaved vagina and my neatly trimmed pussy. Our exposure caused my body to crave physical attention.

Tyler raised his hands as if he'd won a great victory, his eyes drinking in the sight of us standing completely naked on the tennis court.

"The game's not over," Michelle said.

"What, you want to play for your socks and shoes?" he asked, laughing.

"No," Michelle said, her voice taking on that mischievous tone I knew so well. "If you win the next game, we'll give you a special gift."

Tyler just shook his head and grinned. "Okay."

It was Michelle's serve, and she was struggling. Her first serves kept missing, which meant lackluster second serves that Tyler returned for easy winners. Within minutes, he had won the game.

We all approached the net, and Tyler's eyes were bright with curiosity and arousal. "So what's this special gift?"

Without hesitation, Michelle climbed over the net, dropping to her knees in front of him. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of his boxer-briefs and pulled them down in one smooth motion.

His cock sprang free, already hard and impressive. Michelle didn't waste any time wrapping her lips around him and taking him deep into her mouth.

"Holy fuck, Mrs. Larsen," Tyler gasped, his hands automatically going to her blonde hair. "I wasn't expecting that."

I stood frozen on my side of the net, watching my friend pleasure our young tennis pro under the bright lights of the court. The sight was incredibly erotic—Michelle's head bobbing as she worked him with her mouth. Tyler's face flushed with pleasure as his athletic body tensed.

Tyler's breathing became ragged as Michelle worked him with her mouth, and I could see his control starting to slip. His eyes found mine across the net, and the raw desire I saw there made my knees weak.

"God, ya'll are amazing," he groaned, his voice echoing across the empty tennis facility.

I gripped the net with both hands, feeling like a voyeur but unable to look away. The combination of being completely naked outdoors, watching Michelle pleasure our tennis pro with the knowledge that we were doing something completely forbidden, sent electricity through my entire body.

Michelle pulled back for a moment, her lips glistening. "Skylar, don't just stand there," she called to me with a wicked smile. "Come help me."

I jumped over the net without hesitation, naked except for my socks and tennis shoes. Tyler's eyes shone with desire as I pressed against his side, my lips finding the warm skin of his neck. He tasted like salt and manly sweat, his skin hot beneath my mouth. Michelle continued her expert work below, her blonde head bobbing up and down.

"God, you two are incredible," Tyler breathed, his free hand reaching for my waist.

I lifted my left leg, and his strong hands immediately caught it, supporting my balance as I opened myself to him. Michelle pulled back from his cock, her lips glistening.

"Let her feel every inch," she said, guiding him into my pussy.

The sensation of him sliding into me while balanced on one leg was new to me. Tyler's hands gripped my thigh firmly, holding me steady as he began moving in and out as I stood before him.

"Oh fuck," I gasped, my head falling back.

Every few thrusts, Michelle would pull his cock from inside me and take it back into her mouth. "Skylar, you taste so good on his cock," she said with delight.

Tyler let out a particularly deep moan, and I looked down to see Michelle had taken his large balls into her mouth, rolling them with her tongue while looking up at us. The sight nearly made my supporting leg buckle.

Michelle stood up behind me, her warm body pressing against my back as Tyler continued thrusting. She pinned me between them, her hands cupping my breasts as her lips kissed my neck and shoulders.

"I want to feel Tyler inside me," she whispered against my ear. "Lie down for me, Sky."

I moved to the center of the court, the hard surface rough against my back. Michelle straddled me on her hands and knees, her pussy hovering just above my face. I could see her wetness glistening in the bright lights.

Tyler mounted her from behind, and I watched his thick cock disappear into her as I began licking her clit. The taste of her arousal was euphoric.

"Harder, harder!" Michelle cried out.

I wasn't sure if she meant me or Tyler, but we both responded. I applied more pressure with my tongue, circling her swollen clit, while Tyler began ramming into her with increased intensity.

"I can't believe we're doing this," Tyler groaned, his voice echoing across the empty facility.

Michelle lifted her head from between my legs. "We've wanted to fuck you for some time. Have you wanted to fuck us?"

"Absolutely," he panted. "You two are the hottest women at this club. I've actually jerked off to you several times."

My pussy throbbed at his confession. The image of this young man lying in his bed at night, stroking his manhood while thinking of me, sent waves of arousal through my body.

Michelle lowered her head again, and I felt her mouth engulf me. Her tongue traced my pussy lips before making slow, languid circles around my clit. I reveled in the combination of pleasuring her while being pleasured myself.

"My knees are hurting," Michelle said, standing up abruptly.

I looked around at our limited options. "Let's lean over the net. That way, every time we play, we can remember this night."

"Oh hell yeah," Michelle agreed with enthusiasm.

We both bent over the net, presenting our asses to Tyler. He knelt behind us, taking turns licking each of us. His technique wasn't the most skilled, but his enthusiasm made up for it. His real talent was clearly his stamina.

He stood back up and entered me from behind. Michelle reached over and grabbed his hand. "Slap her ass," she instructed.

The sharp crack of his palm against my skin echoed through the night air. As one particularly loud slap reverberated, I thought I heard the sound of keys dropping to the ground. A shudder of fear shot through me, and I lifted my head.

Tyler and Michelle didn't seem to hear anything, and I wondered if it was just the sound of the slap. But then I saw movement on the other side of the fence. The bright lights made it difficult to see clearly, but I could make out a figure partially hidden by the score sign.

I started to put my hand back to stop Tyler, but then I saw the large set of keys on the ground and recognized Charles standing there with his cock in his hand, stroking himself.

I debated telling the others, but Charles was clearly enjoying the show and wouldn't tell anyone. I stared directly into his eyes, and he realized I could see him. I smiled, and he gave me a small smile back as he continued stroking, harder now.

The added layer of being secretly observed brought me quickly to an explosive orgasm. As I began to scream out, Tyler fucked me harder, and Charles stroked himself with increased intensity. I came just as I watched Charles grab his rather long and thick cock, squeezing as his cum shot through the fence onto the court.

Tyler didn't miss a beat. As soon as I finished, he switched to Michelle, who immediately instructed him to spank her ass while he fucked her. He wasted no time following her orders, ramming into her as her ass cheeks turned bright red from his slaps.

"Oh shit," I suddenly remembered. Chris had wanted me to film the cum shot. I went to my bag and pulled out my iPhone.

"Tyler, do you mind if I film you?" I asked.

"No," he panted, not missing a stroke.

I started recording, capturing the last few moments of him fucking Michelle as she leaned over the net. Her explosive orgasm was beautifully captured on camera.

Michelle and I positioned ourselves in front of Tyler as he stroked his cock, our faces positioned perfectly to catch his release. "I'm getting close," he warned.

He reached for my phone with his left hand while continuing to stroke with his right. I handed it to him, and he held the phone up above us, filming us looking up at him with our mouths open.

"Here it comes," he announced.

"Give it to us, Tyler. Cum all over our faces," I encouraged.

His first stream hit Michelle, leaving a white streak across her face from her hairline to her nose. The second was a thick glob that landed on my right cheek. Smaller drops sprayed across both our faces.

When he finished, I told him to keep filming as Michelle and I faced each other and kissed, before cleaning his cum off each other's faces with our tongues.

"Holy fuck, that's the hottest thing I've ever seen," Tyler breathed, watching us.

As we collected our gear and headed to the showers, I glanced back to where Charles had been standing, but he was gone.

In the shower, we took time to admire Tyler's wet, soapy body. Water cascaded over his defined chest and abs, highlighting every muscle. His tattoos were even more intricate than I'd realized—a detailed compass rose adorned his right hip, while geometric patterns wrapped around his upper thigh. On his left ass cheek, a small anchor was perfectly positioned.

"Do you sail?" I asked.

"I grew up in Jacksonville, and grew up sailing," he answered, before he hit us with a barrage of questions. "How often do you two do this? Do your husbands know?"

We answered his questions honestly. Michelle and I explained that our husbands would probably be into us doing this again.

"Would you be interested in fucking us again while they watched or participated?" I asked.

"I wouldn't mind at all," he said. "In fact, I'm bisexual. I wouldn't even mind playing with them, too."

Michelle and I exchanged glances. "We don't think our hubbies would be into that, but we'll pass it by them."

He shrugged. "Either way would be fine with me."

We helped him lock up the facility, and he escorted us to my car. As we exited the parking lot, Charles was parked in his golf cart by the exit. As we drove by, I made eye contact with him and winked. He nodded back, and I knew our secret was safe.


Chapter five
Submissive Emissions


When I pulled into our driveway, I expected to find Chris already asleep. Instead, soft light spilled from the living room windows. I found him on the couch in his t-shirt and boxers, watching the late-night news with the volume low.

"You're up late," I said, dropping my tennis bag by the door.

He muted the television and turned toward me. "Couldn't sleep."

Chris was usually dead to the world by ten-thirty. The fact that he was awake at nearly midnight told me everything I needed to know.

"I take it you want to hear about my evening with Michelle and Tyler?"

"If you're willing to share." His voice carried a familiar edge of anticipation.

I moved to stand in front of the coffee table, looking down at him. "I am. But if you want the details, you need to show me you're giving me your full attention."

He reached for the remote and clicked off the television, leaving us in the warm glow of the table lamps.

"That's a start. Now get on your knees in front of me."

Chris hesitated for just a moment before sliding off the couch onto the carpet. He looked up at me expectantly, hands resting on his thighs.

I began to circle him slowly, letting the anticipation build. "When we arrived at the club, Tyler was already on the court, stretching. His tight shirt showed every muscle as he moved."

I completed one circle around him, noting how his breathing had already changed.

"His tight buttocks flexed as he stretched. It made me wet just watching him. I could tell Michelle was affected, too, by the way she bit her lower lip."

Chris's boxers were beginning to tent, and I hadn't even gotten to the good parts yet.

"We started with some practice rallies. Tyler would come up behind me to adjust my grip, his chest pressed against my back. His hands would guide mine on the racket, and I could feel how warm and solid he was."

I stopped directly in front of Chris, watching his face as I continued.

"Every time he touched me, I got a little wetter."

Chris's erection was now clearly visible through the thin cotton of his boxers. His hand moved instinctively toward his crotch.

"Did I give you permission to touch what belongs to me?" I asked sharply.

His hand froze mid-motion, and he looked up at me with something that might have been defiance. But after a few seconds, he lowered his hand back to his thigh.

"Good boy," I growled, resuming my slow circle around him. "After we finished practicing, Michelle suggested we play a real match. Two against one—me and Michelle versus Tyler."

I could see the pulse beating rapidly in Chris's neck as he listened.

"He beat us six games to four. He was so pleased with himself, so confident. That's when Michelle proposed strip tennis for the rematch."

Chris's breath caught audibly.

"Tyler hesitated at first, but his competitive side won out. The rules were simple—lose a game, lose an article of clothing."

"Damn, that's hot," Chris whispered.

"Now you have permission to play with yourself," I told him. "But don't you dare cum until I say so."

His hand immediately went to his cock, stroking slowly through his boxers as I continued.

"Tyler served first and took the opening game. Michelle and I removed our panties."

I demonstrated by lifting the hem of my skirt slightly, giving Chris a glimpse of my pussy.

Chris was stroking himself more urgently now, his other hand gripping his balls.

"But then we rallied, and Tyler lost his shirt. Next, we lost our shirts, and then he lost his shorts. When he was down to just his boxer briefs, we could see everything. He was starting to get hard from looking at us."

"Jesus," Chris groaned.

"By the end, we were totally naked, and he still had his boxers on. Tyler's body is incredible—lean and muscular, with these intricate tribal tattoos."

I paused my circling to stand directly in front of Chris again.

"That's when things really got interesting. Michelle went to him first, dropped to her knees right there on the court, and took him in her mouth."

Chris's stroking intensified, his boxers now pulled down enough to free his cock.

Next, I described Tyler fucking me while I stood on one leg, Michelle on all fours, and finally the two of us bent over the net.

Chris was breathing heavily now, his face flushed. "Holy shit," he exclaimed.

"But here's the part that will really get you," I said. "We weren't alone."

His hand slowed. "What do you mean?"

"Charles, the security guard, was watching us through the fence. I saw him there with his cock in his hand, stroking himself while he watched Tyler fuck me."

Chris moaned loudly. "What did you do?"

"Nothing. Why shouldn't he watch and enjoy himself? It's not like he was hurting anyone."

"God, I wish I had been there to watch, too."

I smiled down at him. "So what did you do all night? Sit here fantasizing about your wife getting fucked by her tennis coach?"

"Yes," he admitted, his cheeks burning. "That's exactly what I did."

"Would you want to see Tyler fuck me in person sometime?"

His neck and shoulders turned bright red, and he lowered his head as if ashamed of his answer.

"Yes. I… I would."

I pulled out my phone and opened the video app. "Let me show you how the evening ended."

I cast the video to our television, and Chris's eyes went wide as the large screen filled with images of Tyler fucking Michelle over the tennis net.

"Watch your wife taking another man's cum all over her face," I commanded. "You have permission to cum if it turns you on."

The video showed Tyler's final moments, his cock erupting across both our faces. Chris's stroking became frantic as he watched us lick each other clean, sharing Tyler's release between us.

By the time the video reached the part where Michelle and I were kissing with Tyler's cum on our tongues, Chris came hard, his release spattering across the carpet in front of him.

I wrinkled my nose in pretend disgust at the mess he'd made. "Really? On my clean carpet?"

I clicked off the video and headed toward the stairs. "I'm going to bed. Clean that up before you come upstairs."

I left him there on his knees, cock still in his hand, staring down at the evidence of his pervertedness soaking into our living room carpet.


Chapter six
Maintaining Appearances


A few weeks later, Michelle and I met for lunch at the club. As we walked through the main entrance, Tyler was walking out, his tennis bag slung over his shoulder, and that familiar flush creeping up his neck when he spotted us.

"Good afternoon, Mrs. Larsen, Mrs. Reyes," he said formally, that professional distance back in place like armor.

Michelle gave him a playful slap on his arm. "Oh, stop being so formal! Call us by our first names."

Tyler shifted his weight, glancing around nervously. "It's club policy to address members formally, but..." He leaned in slightly, lowering his voice. "If I ever see you outside the club, I promise to use your first names."

"Well, I don't want you to get into trouble or anything, so okay," Michelle said with an exaggerated sigh.

With the tension broken, Michelle stepped closer. "I was thinking about scheduling another private lesson with you."

His blush deepened immediately, spreading down his neck.

"Just a normal lesson," she added quickly, watching his face. "But maybe I'd want another special lesson some other time."

I felt a flutter of excitement in my stomach. "I might want a lesson, also. Could I get your number?" I asked.

Tyler fumbled for his phone, his hands slightly shaky as he shared his contact information with me. After he left, Michelle and I settled into our usual table by the windows overlooking the tennis courts.

"So," Michelle said, unwrapping her napkin, "did you tell Chris about our lesson with Tyler?"

"I did." I took a sip of my iced tea, remembering that night. "I described returning home and finding him waiting up for me."

As I recounted the evening—how I'd made Chris touch himself while I described every detail, how I'd shown him the video of Tyler cumming on our faces, how Chris had made such a mess on the carpet that I'd left him there to clean it up, her mouth fell open.

"No," she kept repeating. "No way. You really made him clean up his own cum?"

"While I went to bed," I confirmed. "He loved every second of it."

Michelle shook her head in amazement.

"Did you tell Nathan?" I asked.

"Of course I did," she answered, stabbing her salad with more force than necessary. "But he didn't respond as well as Chris did."

"Was he upset? Angry?"

"Oh no, no, nothing like that." She waved her fork dismissively. "He just doesn't care. I'm free to fuck whoever I want, and he's fine with it, but he's not like Chris. He doesn't get off on it."

She paused, looking wistful. "I kinda wish he did. It would be fun to tell him about my encounters and actually have him excited to hear about them. You're lucky that way."

I hadn't thought about it before, but she was right. I could fuck around, and not only did Chris not get upset, it turned him on.

"So you've been dominating him more?" Michelle asked, leaning forward with interest.

"Yeah, and it's been fun. I like the power in it, and he seems to be loving it too." I lowered my voice, glancing around to make sure no one could overhear. "I think he's actually making mistakes and doing things just to get me to spank or punish him."

"Like what?"

I counted off on my fingers. "He forgot to take the trash out last week. He left the toilet seat up… TWICE. He didn't clean his hair out of the sink after shaving. He put his dirty dishes in the sink instead of the dishwasher. Little things, but consistent."

Michelle burst out laughing. "Oh god, if that was me and Nathan, I'd be beating his ass multiple times a day!"

I laughed with her. "For Chris, all of that is odd. He never did any of it before. He's usually meticulous about everything."

The laughter faded as I considered something that had been bothering me. "The only thing is... I like being spanked and dominated too."

Michelle nodded knowingly. "You should talk to him about it. He seemed to enjoy spanking your ass that time before with Nathan and me. Maybe you two could take turns."

"I've been thinking about suggesting that," I admitted. "I just haven't found the right time to bring it up. When he's being so submissive, it feels wrong to ask him to switch roles."

"Communication is everything in this lifestyle," Michelle said seriously. "If you want something, you have to ask for it. Chris loves you, he'll want to make you happy. Or, you could always order him to spank you."

I was about to respond when the alarm on Michelle's phone went off.

"Shit, our court time's about to start." She stood, gathering her tennis bag. "I look forward to spanking your ass, metaphorically speaking, on the court."

"We'll see about that," I challenged, following her out the door.

As we walked toward the tennis courts, I found myself thinking about what Michelle had said. Maybe it was time to have that conversation with Chris about switching roles. I grew excited imagining him taking control, of surrendering to him the way he'd been surrendering to me.

But first, I had a tennis match to win.


Chapter seven
Game, Set, Match


That night, I woke to find the bed empty beside me. The sheets were still warm where Chris had been lying, so he hadn't been gone long. I glanced at the clock—3:47 AM.

My first thought was that he'd gotten hungry and wandered down to the kitchen for a late-night snack. We'd had an early dinner, and Chris was notorious for midnight raids on the refrigerator when his metabolism kicked into high gear.

A mischievous smile crossed my face as I slipped out of bed. We had a running game of trying to scare each other when one of us was alone and unsuspecting. Just last week, I'd been so absorbed in writing a particularly steamy scene that Chris had managed to sneak into my studio, position himself directly behind my chair, and lean his head right next to mine before whispering, "What're you writing?"

I'd nearly jumped out of my skin, my heart hammering so hard I thought it might explode. The shock had quickly dissolved into laughter, which led to playful revenge spanking, which somehow evolved into me asking him to spank me instead. The relief I'd felt when he'd eagerly agreed still warmed me. Knowing I could ask him to dominate me whenever I craved it, without having to orchestrate some elaborate punishment scenario, had been liberating.

Now it was my turn for payback.

I tiptoed down the stairs, careful to avoid the third step that always creaked. The kitchen was dark and empty—no Chris raiding the leftover pasta or hunting for ice cream. But I noticed a faint, flickering glow coming from the living room. He must be watching TV, probably some late-night sports highlights or one of those cooking shows he pretended not to enjoy.

Perfect.

I crept through the dining room, planning to circle around and approach from behind. The element of surprise would be delicious. But as I crossed the threshold into the living room, I froze.

There I was on the television screen, kneeling on the tennis court next to Michelle, both of us with our faces tilted up toward Tyler as he released himself across our faces.

Chris sat in his favorite armchair, his back to me. I could see the top of his head moving in a subtle rhythm, accompanied by quiet grunts of pleasure. His hand was clearly working between his legs as he watched Tyler's climax paint my face over and over again.

For a moment, I considered following through with my original plan. The shock would probably send him through the roof. But even I wasn't that cruel—startling a man mid-orgasm seemed unnecessarily evil, even for someone who enjoyed a good revenge prank.

Instead, I slowly backed away, retreating as silently as I'd arrived. Chris was clearly affected by my adventure with Tyler. The fact that he was sneaking downstairs in the middle of the night to relive them suggested a level of obsession that I found flattering, and arousing.

By the time I slipped back under the covers, a plan was forming in my head.

* * *

I knew that Chris always came home from his Sunday dinner with his mother frustrated and full of tension. Eleanor had a talent for finding fault with everything—from the way Chris held his fork to his choice in wives. These weekly visits left him wound tight as a spring, usually requiring at least an hour of decompression before he could relax.

So I decided to plan something special for him the following Sunday.

"Call me when you're leaving your mother's house," I told him that morning. "I need you to pick something up for me on the way home."

I knew it took exactly twenty minutes to get from Eleanor's house to ours.

When his call came through at 7:30, I could hear the weariness in his voice. "What do you need me to grab?"

"Actually, I'm not hungry anymore. Just come straight home."

"You sure? I don't mind."

"Positive. Drive safe."

I spent the entire twenty minutes peeking out the front window, watching for his BMW to turn into our driveway. My heart hammered with anticipation and nerves. This was either going to be the best surprise I'd ever orchestrated, or it would blow up spectacularly.

As soon as I heard his key in the lock, I positioned myself in the foyer. The white silk robe felt soft against my skin, the material so thin it might as well have been air.

Chris stepped through the door, looking mentally battered. "What's this all about?" His eyes traveled over the robe, taking in my carefully applied makeup and styled hair.

"I hope you didn't have dessert, because I have something sweet for you."

His smile was instant and genuine—the most relaxed expression I'd seen on his face all week. He stepped toward me, reaching for the belt of my robe.

"Not so fast." I caught his hand, intertwining our fingers. "Bedroom."

I led him down the hall and up the stairs, giggling all the way. At our bedroom door, I stopped him and backed away, putting several feet of distance between us.

I let the robe slide off my shoulders, pooling at my feet like spilled milk.

His eyes went wide, taking in the white lace ensemble I'd spent an hour getting into. The bra pushed my breasts together, creating a deep valley of cleavage. The matching panties were cut high on my hips, connected to sheer stockings by a delicate garter belt. Every piece was pristine white, like a bride's trousseau.

"Do you want to fuck me?" I asked, my voice dripping with desire.

He nodded enthusiastically. "Definitely. Sky, you look beautiful."

My expression shifted, becoming deliberately wicked. "Well, you can't."

His smile died instantly, replaced by profound confusion. "What?"

I turned my gaze toward the bathroom door. "Because that's what he's for."

Tyler emerged from our master bathroom, wearing white satin boxers and a fitted white t-shirt that showcased his athletic build. Even though I'd assured him repeatedly that Chris would be fine with this arrangement, I could see the uncertainty in his whiskey-colored eyes.

I looked back at Chris, whose face had gone through about five different emotions in the span of three seconds. "Honey, do you want Tyler to fuck me?"

Goosebumps rose along Chris's forearms as his breathing quickened. "Yes," he said, his voice rough. "Very much so."

Tyler approached me slowly, his eyes flicking between Chris and me like he was waiting for someone to change their mind. When he reached me, his hands found the clasp of my bra with surprising dexterity. The lace fell away, and he cupped my breasts, thumbs brushing over my nipples until they hardened under his delicate touch.

His fingers hooked into the waistband of my panties, sliding them down my legs with reverent care. I stepped out of them, leaving me in nothing but the garter belt and stockings.

Tyler's hands found my waist, guiding me backward until my legs hit the bed. He pushed me down gently, and I fell back against the pillows, watching as he positioned himself between my thighs.

He glanced back at Chris apprehensively before lowering his head. The first touch of his tongue made me breathe in deeply, my back arching off the mattress. Tyler worked me with methodical precision, alternating between broad strokes and quick flicks to my clit.

Every so often, he'd pause and look back at Chris, as if seeking permission to continue. But when Chris stripped off his shirt and dress pants, settling into the chair beside our bed with his hand wrapped around himself, Tyler's shoulders relaxed. He returned to his task with renewed confidence.

"Turn over," he murmured against my inner thigh.

I flipped onto my stomach, feeling exposed and vulnerable as Tyler's hands gripped my hips, pulling me up onto my knees. His fingers found my entrance, sliding inside with ease. I was already soaked, my body responding to the combination of his touch and the knowledge that Chris was watching.

Tyler worked me with his fingers, curling them to hit that perfect spot inside me. The pressure built steadily, my breathing becoming ragged as I pushed back against his hand. When the orgasm hit, it was explosive—my whole body shaking as I cried out into the pillows. I got so wet I thought I might actually squirt, something I'd never experienced before. I made a mental note to research that later, to figure out how to make it happen.

I slid off the bed on shaking legs, positioning myself in front of Tyler. He ripped off his t-shirt, revealing the bold tribal tattoos on both sides of his torso. I hooked my fingers into his boxers, pulling them down slowly.

His cock hung heavy between his legs—six inches and thick, with an interesting twist to it that caught my attention. A prominent vein ran down one side, through which I could feel his heartbeat throbbing against my palm. His head was larger than his shaft, already glistening with pre-cum.

I maneuvered us so Chris would have the perfect side view, then looked over at my husband as I opened my mouth wide. His eyes were locked on us, his hand moving in steady strokes as he watched me take Tyler between my lips.

I let saliva flow freely, coating Tyler's length as I began to bob my head up and down. He was long enough to reach the back of my throat, and my stomach clenched as I fought my gag reflex. The sound I made seemed to drive both men wild—Tyler's hands tangled in my hair while Chris's breathing became labored.

This was what I'd wanted—to give Chris something beautiful to obsess over, something better than grainy phone footage in the middle of the night.

Chris's voice came out of nowhere, cutting through the heavy breathing and wet sounds filling our bedroom. "Young man, I know my wife and she's ready to be fucked and she likes it hard."

I almost laughed as Tyler said "Yes sir" with profound reverence, like he was addressing a drill sergeant. The formality was absurd given that my mouth was wrapped around his cock, but something about his earnest respect for Chris made my stomach flutter.

Tyler placed his arms under my shoulders and lifted me into the air like I weighed nothing. His strength surprised me as he positioned me onto his cock while he remained standing. My legs wrapped around his waist instinctively as he began bouncing me up and down, using gravity and his powerful arms to drive himself deeper inside me.

"Oh fuck," I gasped, wrapping my arms around his neck and kissing the salt-slicked skin there. Our sweat-covered bodies ground together, creating friction that sent sparks through every nerve ending. The angle was incredible—he hit spots that made my toes curl and my vision blur at the edges.

I put my hands behind his neck and leaned my body backwards, arching like a bow as he slammed in and out of me. The stretch in my back muscles felt amazing, opening me up to his thrusts. My breasts bounced with each impact, and I could hear Chris's breathing getting rougher from his chair.

After a few minutes, Tyler set me down carefully, his hands steady on my hips as my legs remembered how to support my weight. He turned me around and bent me over at the waist, positioning me so I was facing Chris directly. As Tyler mounted me from behind, Chris and I held each other's eye contact, the intensity almost overwhelming.

I looked at Chris's cock as he stroked it, the head flushed and glistening. I licked my lips deliberately, knowing exactly what effect that would have on him. The combination of Tyler pounding into me and the raw hunger in Chris's eyes was intoxicating.

I think that was too much for him to bear. Chris stood up abruptly and approached me, letting me take him into my mouth while Tyler continued his relentless rhythm from behind. We quickly found a perfect synchronization—as Tyler pulled out of my pussy, Chris pushed into my mouth, and as Chris pulled away, Tyler would push back in. The coordination was flawless.

We changed positions again, and I rode Chris reverse cowgirl style while Tyler stood next to me, his cock sliding between my lips. The bedroom filled with grunts and moans as we were all being satisfied simultaneously. I could feel Chris's thighs tensing beneath me as I moved, his hands gripping my hips to guide my movements.

Then I felt Chris's hands spreading my ass cheeks. I looked back over my shoulder and saw him licking his index finger with deliberate intent. My heart hammered as I felt his wet finger circling my asshole. This was something he had never done before—I had explored his body this way, but he'd never reciprocated.

My body tensed as I didn't know exactly what to expect. I put my hand on my clit and began rubbing it as his finger slowly slid into my ass. The shock of the entrance was painful, a burning stretch that made me gasp around Tyler's cock. But as my body adjusted and closed around his finger, the burning sensation subsided, replaced by an unfamiliar fullness that somehow heightened every other sensation.

I took Tyler back into my mouth as Chris fucked my pussy and fingered my ass simultaneously. The triple stimulation was overwhelming, pushing me toward an edge I'd never experienced before. I looked up into Tyler's face to find him looking down at me with total appreciation, his eyes soft despite the raw sexuality of the moment.

I reached up and began pinching his nipples, which peaked out from the tribal tattoos covering his chest. He smiled at the added sensation, so I pinched harder. He made a distinct moan of appreciation that vibrated through his entire body.

By this point, we were a sweaty mess of bodies all running out of steam. The initial frenzy had given way to something deeper, more connected. Every touch felt electric, every breath shared between us a gift.

I laid on my back, and Tyler lifted my legs, putting them over his shoulders while Chris kneeled next to me. I took turns stroking Chris and taking him into my mouth, savoring the familiar taste and weight of him. In the middle of all this shared passion, I looked at Chris and mouthed the words "I love you."

He mouthed them back immediately, his eyes soft with emotion that somehow made everything we were doing feel almost spiritual rather than just sexual.

"Fuck her as hard as you can," Chris said to Tyler, his voice rough with lust. "She's close."

I thought, how did he know that? I hadn't given any of the usual signs. But he was absolutely correct—he knew my body the same way I knew his. Tyler started pounding me harder, our skin slapping together loudly in the quiet bedroom. The sound was obscene and beautiful at the same time.

I felt my orgasm rushing through me like wildfire and straightened my legs as my body tensed. Tyler pulled out of me and exploded all over my stomach. I looked down, enjoying watching his release shoot out in long white streams as I felt the first splash of Chris's cum hitting me on the face.

I turned and took Chris into my mouth, getting two more warm pulses into my throat before he was spent.

I swallowed and then went completely limp, with Tyler collapsed on one side of me and Chris on the other. A large glob of Chris's cum was still on my face, and Tyler reached over and wiped it off with his fingers. Then, to my complete shock, he took it into his mouth and said "Mmmmmm..."

He looked at Chris and said casually, "Your cum tastes great."

Chris looked back stunned, his mouth opening slightly to say something. Then he shrugged and gave an unsure "Thanks."

We all laughed at the absurdity of the situation, letting our breathing return to normal before heading to the bathroom to take a shower. I loved being sandwiched between two incredibly hot guys under the warm water, their hands washing every inch of my body with careful attention. I could have gone again, but I could tell they were both exhausted.

We made our way down to the kitchen to have a beer before Tyler left. This was where I officially introduced them to each other—exchanging names, talking about work, acting like normal people instead of the tangle of limbs we'd been twenty minutes earlier.

How funny was that, I thought, watching them shake hands over bottles of Corona like they hadn't just shared the most intimate experience possible.


Chapter eight
New Dynamics


The next morning, I sat in my writing studio with my laptop open, sunlight illuminating the space Chris had so carefully built for me. I could still feel the ghost of Tyler's hands on my body, the memory of being sandwiched between two men who couldn't be more different yet somehow complemented each other perfectly.

How do I even begin to describe what happened last night? I typed, then deleted it immediately. Too cliché. I needed to dig deeper, to find the raw truth of what it meant to watch my husband's face as another man pleasured me, to see the pure joy and arousal there instead of jealousy or anger.

A year ago, if someone had told me I'd be writing about my husband encouraging another man to fuck me harder, I would have laughed them out of the room. Back then, our biggest relationship adventure was deciding which restaurant to try for date night. Now here I was, chronicling a threesome with my tennis pro while my husband not only watched but actively participated.

"What are you working on?"

I jumped at Chris's voice behind me. I hadn't heard him come into the studio, too lost in my thoughts and the click of keys.

"Just trying to process last night," I said, tilting the screen so he could see. "It's harder to write about than I expected."

He moved behind my chair, his hands settling on my shoulders as he read over what I'd written. "You left out the part where Tyler complimented my cum."

I burst out laughing. "That was definitely a first for you."

"No kidding," he said. His fingers began massaging the tension from my neck. "Although I have to admit, I was kind of flattered."

"Were you really okay with everything? I pretty much sprang that on you out of nowhere."

Chris's hands stilled on my shoulders. "You want the honest truth? There's this moment each time I see you with another man—not jealousy exactly, but maybe territorial instinct. When they first enter you and I her you make that sound you do when something feels really good."

I reached up and covered his hand with mine. "What gets you through that moment?"

"Well, last night I looked at your face. You were experiencing such pleasure, so connected to the moment, and you kept looking at me. Even while he was inside you, you were making love to me. I realized this wasn't about you choosing someone younger or hotter—it was about us choosing to experience something together."

I turned in my chair to face him fully, studying his expression. The light caught the stubble on his jaw, and I could see the faint scratch marks my nails had left on his chest the night before.

"Can I ask you something else? About the power dynamics we've been exploring?"

His eyebrows raised slightly. "Shoot."

"I've really enjoyed being more dominant with you—the spanking, ordering you around, even making you clean up your own mess." I felt heat creep up my cheeks. "But I want to make sure you're actually enjoying it too, and not just going along with it because you think I want it."

Chris ran a hand through his hair, a gesture I'd learned meant he was thinking carefully about his words. "I don't have a good vocabulary to talk about this stuff. A year ago, I never would have thought of myself as submissive. All of this is coming at me pretty fast—being okay with you having sex with other men, watching it happen right in front of me, sharing you with others, and now having you boss me around and discipline me."

He sat on the edge of my desk, looking out the window. "I feel a little overwhelmed by it all, honestly. But I also feel more sexually satisfied than I've ever been in my life, and I actually look forward to seeing what we might do next."

"What specifically about the submission appeals to you?"

"It's twofold—physical and psychological."

"What do you mean by psychological?"

Chris was quiet for a moment, gathering his thoughts. "I appreciate you being in charge of something and me being able to just react rather than decide. I have so much pressure at work, making decisions that impact people's livelihoods, managing personalities, and solving problems. When I come home and you tell me what to do, there's this relief in just following orders."

He looked directly at me. "And watching you with other men is psychological, too. Something about not being in charge of your wife's orgasms, watching other men provide them. I still can't get my head around why it turns me on so much."

"What about the physical aspect?"

"This surprises me more than anything else." He laughed, shaking his head. "I enjoy it when you torture me. When you spank me, slap my cock, or twist my balls—it does hurt, but there's this strange pleasure that follows immediately after."

I nodded eagerly. "I understand that completely. I enjoy that sensation too when you're rough with me. It's like at some point you move beyond pain and it becomes pleasure. As long as it's consensual, of course."

"Exactly," he said.

I studied his face, seeing vulnerability there that I wasn't used to. "Which do you enjoy more, dominating or submitting?"

Chris was quiet for a long moment. "I enjoy submitting more. But I'm happy to dominate you when you want me to."

My heart jumped at his admission. "That's perfect, because I like dominating you more than submitting. We're a perfect fit." I paused, feeling my own vulnerability creep in. "Though sometimes I do want you to destroy my ass."

A slow smile spread across his face. "I'll be happy to destroy your ass anytime you want, sweetheart."


Shared On My Husband's Birthday


Chapter nine
Chris's Birthday Bacchanalia


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The server returned to take our order.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nearly spilled my champagne. "Chris!"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What changed your mind?" I asked gently.

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

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

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

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

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

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

"So no regrets?" he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Chris signaled for the check.


Chapter ten
Pleasure Hunting


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Is it that obvious?" I laughed.

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

Chris ordered the bourbon and smoked cherries.

I asked, "What's your favorite?"

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

"Mmmm. I'll take that."

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

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

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

Chris chuckled. "Fair assessment."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"He's playing alone," I observed.

"And he's good," Chris added.

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

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

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

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

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

"Mind if we join you?" Chris asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Oh, what did you study?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I write erotic romance novels."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter eleven
Innocence Lost


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I'm sorry," he whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His eyes brightened with renewed hope and desire.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"No. Crawl to me on your knees."

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

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

He shook his head. "No."

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

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

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

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

He nodded earnestly, like a student receiving important instructions.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

David was staring intently at my husband's cock.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter twelve
Room Service Revelations


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Geez, thanks."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"And what about fucking?" I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter thirteen
Playing Cupid


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

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

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

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

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

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

"No one except Chris."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She raised an eyebrow. "Plus, Tyler's experience could help David explore those curious feelings in a safe environment."

* * *

That night before bed, I ran the idea by Chris while he was reading.

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

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

I snuggled up beside him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter fourteen
The Virgin's Second First


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"That's different."

"How is it different?"

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

* * *

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My heart skipped a beat.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"You absolutely did," I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What about you?" I asked softly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

David nodded firmly. "I am."

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

I nodded immediately. "Of course."

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I feel good," he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tyler immediately stopped. "Are you okay?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter fifteen
Not to be Rude


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

To be continued…


Tides of Passion


Chapter sixteen
Master's Weekend


The cursor blinked accusingly at me from my laptop screen as I wrestled with a particularly stubborn scene in my latest manuscript. My heroine was being defiant when she should have been submissive, and I couldn't quite capture the delicate balance of describing the actions and mannerisms of a talented brat.

In BDSM, a brat is someone who deliberately misbehaves or acts out to provoke their dominant partner into "punishing" them. It's a playful form of resistance that both parties enjoy—the brat gets the attention and correction they crave, while the dominant gets to assert their control.

I deleted the last paragraph for the third time and leaned back in my studio chair. Chris had outdone himself with this space—it truly was perfect for writing. But today, my creative flow felt as elusive as catching smoke.

The light streaming into my backyard writer's studio had begun to dim, but I'd been too absorbed in my fictional world to notice.

A soft knock at the studio door made me jump, my fingers pressing random keys on the keyboard.

"Come in," I called, saving my work.

The door opened slowly, and Chris's familiar face appeared in the gap, his expression apologetic.

"Sorry to interrupt," he said, stepping fully into the room. "But it's getting pretty late, and I was wondering what you wanted to do for dinner. I'd be happy to fix something if you tell me what you're in the mood for."

I glanced at the clock on my laptop screen—6:30 PM. Where had the day gone? My stomach growled in response, reminding me I'd skipped lunch entirely.

What a thoughtful husband I had. Most men would have just demanded to know when dinner would be ready, but Chris always offered to cook instead of expecting me to drop everything.

"You don't have to go to any trouble," I started, then paused as inspiration struck. "Actually, how about we go to Aldo's?"

Chris's face lit up like a kid on Christmas morning. "That sounds perfect."

I had to smile at his enthusiasm. Chris turned into a twelve-year-old when it came to pizza, but honestly, it was just as much my guilty pleasure as his. Sometimes I suggested Aldo's pretending it was all for him, when really I craved their wood-fired pies just as much.

Twenty minutes later, we pulled into the parking lot of Aldo's Pizzeria Napoletana. The warm glow of Edison bulbs strung across the outdoor patio welcomed us, while the rich aroma of wood smoke and melted cheese drifted from the restaurant's signature brick oven. Inside, exposed brick walls displayed vintage Italian photographs, and the open kitchen allowed diners to watch the pizza makers tossing dough with theatrical flair.

"Mr. and Mrs. Reyes!" Pamela, the hostess, greeted us with genuine warmth. Her dark hair was pulled back in an elegant chignon, and she wore the restaurant's signature black dress with a crisp white apron. "So wonderful to see you both again."

"Hi, Pamela," I replied, appreciating how she always remembered our names. That kind of personal attention was becoming rare in restaurants these days.

She led us through the bustling dining room, past tables where couples shared intimate conversations over candlelight and families gathered around massive pizza pies. The sounds of clinking glasses, laughter, and the rhythmic thwack of the pizza peel against the oven's floor created a symphony of sound.

"Would you like to hear about our special?" Pamela asked as she seated us at our usual corner table.

"Of course," I said, settling into my chair. "What's Aldo's special creation?"

Pamela's eyes sparkled with enthusiasm. "Tonight we're featuring 'La Rustica Piemontese.' It starts with our house-made dough, then we add creamy Fontina Val d'Aosta and fresh rosemary straight from our garden. We top it with paper-thin 24-month-old Prosciutto di Parma, then finish with a house-made aged balsamic reduction and a drizzle of our finest extra virgin olive oil."

She paused, clearly proud of the dish's provenance. "The name pays homage to the Piedmont region of Northern Italy, where Fontina cheese originates. 'Rustica' captures that earthy, countryside feel of the rosemary and the rustic elegance of the dish, while 'Piemontese' gives it that authentic Italian regional identity."

"That sounds amazing," Chris said, his voice carrying the reverence usually reserved for discussing fine art. "I love food with a story."

"I completely agree," I added, already imagining the combination of flavors.

"Wonderful! And would you like your usual bottle of red wine tonight? Or would you like to try a bottle of Barbera d'Alba? It should pair well, as it is from the same Piedmont region as the fontina cheese on the pizza."

Chris looked at me questioningly, and I nodded.

"We'll try the Barbera d'Alba."

"Perfect," Pamela smiled. "I'll inform your server right away."

As she walked away, moving gracefully between tables, Chris watched her with professional appreciation.

"I might have to offer her a job at our new Atlanta restaurant," he mused. "She really cares about the food, and remembers every customer's name and drink preferences. That's a rare talent."

"Don't go pissing Aldo off," I warned playfully. "This is one of my favorite restaurants, and I don't want to get banned for staff poaching."

Chris laughed and raised his hands in surrender. "Point taken. But it's so hard to find good hosts these days. The ones who actually care about hospitality instead of just checking names off a list."

"Speaking of Atlanta," I said, adjusting my napkin, "didn't you mention that you and Nathan had lunch here earlier this week?"

"We did. I introduced him to Aldo, actually. Now Nathan's looking for properties in Atlanta for Aldo to open a second location."

I raised an eyebrow teasingly. "Nathan should pay you a finder's fee with all the restaurant owners you keep referring to him."

Chris shot me a look that could have curdled the Fontina on our upcoming pizza.

"I'm kidding!" I said quickly, holding up my hands. "But you have to admit, Nathan's becoming quite the food service real estate specialist, and it's largely because of all your connections."

Chris's expression softened. "That's true. He's got a good eye for restaurant locations, though. Aldo was impressed with his questions about foot traffic, parking, and kitchen flow. Not everyone thinks about those details."

The waiter appeared with our wine, going through the proper tasting ritual with Chris before filling our glasses. The Barbera d'Alba's deep burgundy caught the candlelight beautifully, and its complex aroma of cherries and leather rose from the glass.

"To another perfect evening," Chris said, raising his glass.

"To husbands who don't mind when their wives disappear into their writing caves all day," I countered, clinking my glass against his.

The wine was perfect—bold enough to stand up to the rich flavors we were about to enjoy, yet smooth enough to enhance rather than overpower them. As we waited for our La Rustica Piemontese, I felt that familiar contentment settle over me. These simple moments—sharing good food and wine with the man I loved—felt just as precious as our more adventurous experiences.

"So," I said, twirling my wine, "has Nathan found a new location for your new place yet?"

Chris's restaurant investment group, Culinary Capital Partners, already operated five successful establishments across Atlanta and the surrounding areas. Their portfolio ranged from upscale steakhouses to trendy farm-to-table bistros. This new location was going to be their first venture into the seafood industry.

"Actually, yes," Chris said, his eyes lighting up with excitement. "He found what looks like a perfect spot in Buckhead. Great foot traffic, solid demographics, and the previous tenant left behind some really expensive kitchen equipment. I'm trying to set up a time for us to go visit the property together."

He paused, taking a sip of wine. "But that'll have to wait until after we get back."

I cocked my head, studying his expression. "When who… gets back from where?"

Chris shifted in his seat, and I recognized that look—he wanted something but wasn't sure how to ask for it.

"That's actually something I wanted to talk to you about," he began carefully. "The Masters Golf Tournament is coming up in a few weeks in Augusta, and Nathan managed to get his hands on two tickets. He invited me to share a room for the week."

I couldn't help myself—I burst out laughing.

"You're going to abandon your gorgeous wives at home to go watch grown men in tacky pants hit a little round ball into a cup hundreds of yards away?"

Chris's face broke into a sheepish grin. "When you describe it that way, it does sound a bit ridiculous. But yes, I very much want to go."

The earnest excitement in his voice made my heart melt a little. Chris worked so hard, and he rarely asked for anything just for himself. The fact that he was practically bouncing in his seat at the thought of attending the Masters told me how much this meant to him.

"Of course you should go," I said, reaching across the table to squeeze his hand. "It sounds like an amazing opportunity. Maybe I'll talk to Michelle about planning a girls' beach retreat while you boys are off."

"That sounds great," he said, visibly relaxing. "You should definitely do that."

I decided to have a little fun with him. "Actually, maybe I'll invite Alison from New York to join us."

Alison was the gorgeous project manager from the restaurant supply company Chris had met at his convention in New York several months ago. I had watched her and Chris fuck over a video call.

Chris's fork stopped halfway to his mouth, his eyes widening in shock.

"You've been in contact with Alison?"

"Of course," I said casually, enjoying his reaction. "Ever since your rendezvous with her in New York. We exchange emails and texts regularly. She's been thinking about visiting her sister in Atlanta, so this might be perfect timing. She could join Michelle and me on our trip, then visit her sister afterward."

I could practically see the wheels turning in Chris's head as he processed this information. His expression shifted from surprise to intrigue to something that looked distinctly like arousal.

"And I'm sure we'll find some time for all of us to 'play' while she's here," I added with a mischievous smile. "Don't worry—you won't be left out of the fun."

Chris seemed pleased by this, but then his expression grew thoughtful.

"That's not actually what I was thinking about," he said slowly. "I was wondering if maybe when we return from our trips, she could join us to look at the space Nathan found. As a project manager for Prestige Restaurant Solutions, she might have some insights about the layout and equipment needs."

I loved how Chris's mind worked—always finding ways to blend business with pleasure, or in this case, finding legitimate reasons to spend time with people we enjoyed both professionally and personally.

"I'm sure she'd make the time," I said. "Especially if it means getting to see you again."

Our conversation was interrupted by the arrival of our La Rustica Piemontese, and I temporarily forgot about everything else. The pizza was a work of art—the crust perfectly charred, the fontina melted to golden perfection, and the prosciutto draped elegantly across the surface like silk ribbons. The aroma of rosemary and aged balsamic filled the air between us.

"This looks incredible," I breathed, reaching for my first slice.

Chris was equally entranced, carefully lifting a piece and watching the cheese stretch in long, satisfying strings before finally breaking.

We both dove in with the enthusiasm of people who'd discovered buried treasure. The first bite was heavenly—the creamy richness of the fontina balanced by the salty prosciutto, while the rosemary added an earthy note. The balsamic reduction provided just enough acidity to cut through the richness, and the olive oil added a silky finish that tied everything together. Maybe I should start a food blog. Does anyone do blogs anymore? No. Maybe I should start a podcast.

"Oh my god," I mumbled around my bite, not caring about proper dinner table manners. "This is absolute perfection."

Chris nodded vigorously, too busy chewing to respond verbally. We fell into comfortable silence, both of us focused entirely on the magnificent pie before us.

As we ate, I found myself thinking about the weekend plans we'd just discussed. A girls' trip to the beach with Michelle and Alison sounded absolutely perfect. I could only imagine the trouble the three of us could get into.

* * *

As soon as we got home that night, I practically sprinted to my laptop. I fired off messages to both Michelle and Alison about the possibility of a girls' weekend. Michelle responded within minutes with a string of excited emojis and an enthusiastic "YES!" Alison's reply came through just as quickly from New York: "Already looking at flights. This is exactly what I need right now."

Within a few days, I had everything booked. A super cute three-bedroom beach bungalow right on St. Simons Island, complete with pool and spa access at the resort just a few houses down the beach. The photos showed white sand stretching for miles, ancient live oaks draped in Spanish moss, and crystal-clear waters that promised the perfect escape from reality.

St. Simons Island was a barrier island full of Southern charm. The island's rich history dated back centuries, with remnants of tabby ruins and antebellum plantations scattered among modern beach houses and resorts. Massive live oaks created natural canopies over winding roads, while the lighthouse stood sentinel over the village pier where shrimp boats still brought in their daily catch.


Chapter seventeen
Bound for Trouble


On departure day, I got up early and headed for the shower. The hot water felt amazing against my skin as I worked shampoo through my hair, excited about the weekend ahead. Just as I was good and soaped up, the shower door opened and Chris joined me.

"Morning, beautiful," he murmured, his voice still thick with sleep.

He grabbed his shower sponge and began to wash himself, the familiar routine we'd done countless times before. But today felt different—maybe it was the anticipation of being apart for a week. I decided to help and took the sponge from him.

"Let me," I said, running the sudsy sponge across his chest.

I took the detachable shower head and began running it over his body, rinsing away the soap. The water cascaded down his muscles, and I could see him growing hard as I worked my way lower. I put my hand around his growing manhood, feeling him pulse against my palm.

"Sky," he breathed, his eyes closing as I stroked him. "I'm not sure we have enough time for that. Nathan and Michelle will be here soon."

"Well then, we'd better make it fast," I said, my voice low and sultry. "But I'm not going to see you for a whole week, and I want you to leave me with something to remember."

I turned and leaned against the cool tile wall, bending slightly at the waist for easy access. The position was perfect and efficient, exactly what we needed with our time crunch. As he entered me from behind, I adjusted the shower head to a more solid stream and positioned it over my clit. The dual sensation rippled through my body.

Normally, Chris was a relatively gentle lover, taking his time to build up our pleasure. But when pressed for time, he needed to be a little rougher, and honestly, I kinda preferred it that way. He wasted no time slamming into me, his hands gripping my hips for leverage. The sound of his pelvis slamming against my wet ass reverberated in the small glass shower stall, creating an erotic echo that amplified every thrust.

I looked back over my shoulder and saw the focused look on his face as he looked down, watching his cock slide in and out of me. His jaw was clenched with concentration, as steam swirled around us. There was something incredibly arousing about seeing him so lost in the moment, so focused on pleasing me before I left.

He noticed me looking at him and leaned forward to kiss me, pressing me harder against the wall and intensifying his thrusts. The cool tile against my heated skin created the perfect contrast as he drove deeper, his breath hot against my ear.

"God, you feel incredible," he groaned, his voice strained with effort.

The shower head continued its relentless pulse against my most sensitive spot while Chris filled me from behind. The combination was overwhelming, with every nerve ending on fire as pleasure built rapidly in my core. My hands pressed flat against the tile as my legs began to tremble.

The whole thing probably lasted just a few minutes, but the passionate intensity made up for its brevity. The pressure inside me coiled tighter and tighter until I couldn't hold back anymore.

"Fuck, I'm coming," I gasped, my voice echoing off the shower walls.

I felt his fingers dig into my hips as he gave a final few desperate thrusts, his rhythm faltering as he experienced his own release. His groan of completion vibrated against my back as he came inside me, his body shuddering with the force of his climax.

We stayed connected for a moment, both breathing hard as the shower continued to rain down on us. Chris pressed a tender kiss between my shoulder blades before slowly withdrawing, leaving me feeling wonderfully used and satisfied.

"That should definitely tide me over," I said with a breathless laugh, turning to face him.

He pulled me close, water streaming between our bodies as he kissed me deeply. "I'm going to miss you like crazy," he murmured against my lips.

"It's only a week," I reminded him, though my heart already ached a little at the thought of being apart.

"A week of you, Michelle, and Alison together unsupervised," he said with a mock-serious expression. "I should probably be worried."

"Probably," I agreed with a grin, reaching for my towel.

As I dried my hair, still feeling the lingering effects of our fervent goodbye, I saw my phone light up on the countertop. A text from Michelle appeared on the screen: "On our way! Can't wait for this adventure!"

I quickly finished getting ready, pulling on comfortable travel clothes and making sure I had everything packed. My suitcase was stuffed with bikinis and sundresses.

Chris emerged from the bathroom, towel wrapped around his waist, and caught me checking my reflection in the mirror.

"You look perfect," he said, coming up behind me to wrap his arms around my waist. "Though I have a feeling you're going to look even better with a tan by the time you get back."

The sound of car doors slamming in our driveway announced Nathan and Michelle's arrival. I grabbed my beach bag and gave Chris a slap on the ass. "Hurry up, they're here."

* * *

Nathan's black Escalade filled our driveway like a luxury tank, ready for their golf adventure. While Chris loaded his bags into the back, Michelle and I crammed our considerably larger collection of luggage into Chris's BMW X5.

"Jesus," Chris laughed, watching us stuff the cargo area. "Is there going to be room for Alison's stuff?"

"Don't you worry, we'll make it all fit," Michelle called out, wrestling with an oversized beach bag.

As we finished loading, we gathered on the driveway for goodbyes. I wrapped my arms around Chris's neck, suddenly not wanting to let him go.

"Hey," I said, looking up into his eyes. "Since we're both going to be on vacation and it might be hard to get a hold of each other... maybe we could suspend the permission-granting part of our agreement? Just for this weekend. But only if you're okay with that."

Chris looked at me with an expression I couldn't quite read—part amusement, part concern.

"Fine," he said slowly. "I can only imagine what you three are going to get up to on that beach."

I laughed, trying to sound more innocent than I felt. "Probably nothing! Just sun, sand, and girl talk. But just in case... with Michelle, you never know…" I trailed off with a shrug. "Besides, you and Nathan will probably be the target of all those golf groupies in Augusta."

"I don't think we'll get up to too much," Chris said with a grin. "Considering most of the people there will be men."

"But you two will be the hottest, so..." I let the implication hang in the air.

Chris shook his head, chuckling. "Okay, we really need to go now. Have fun and try not to get arrested."

I pulled him down for a big kiss.

"Love you," I whispered against his lips.

"Love you too. Be safe. And take care of my car."

And with that, I pushed him away and climbed into the driver's seat.

* * *

The traffic crawl through Atlanta was absolutely brutal. What should have been a forty-five minute drive to the airport stretched into an hour and a half of stop-and-go misery. I kept checking my phone, watching Alison's flight status change from "delayed" to "on time" to "arrived" while we sat trapped behind a sea of brake lights.

"Shit, shit, shit," I muttered, gripping the steering wheel tight. "Her flight landed twenty minutes ago."

"Relax," Michelle said, scrolling through her Instagram feed. "She'll wait. Where's she gonna go?"

But I couldn't relax. Hartsfield-Jackson Atlanta International Airport is the busiest airport in the entire country—a sprawling maze of terminals, roadways, and construction zones that can swallow travelers whole. The airport has three massive terminals: one international and two domestic, each one practically the size of other airports. Delta owns the entire South Domestic terminal, where Alison's flight had arrived, but navigating through the chaos felt like trying to find a needle in a haystack made of concrete and rental cars.

As we finally approached the airport complex, my stress level skyrocketed. Signs pointed in every direction—North Terminal, South Terminal, International Terminal, Economy Parking, Hourly Parking, MARTA station. Cars weaved between lanes like they were playing some demented version of Frogger.

"There!" Michelle pointed through the windshield. "South Terminal. Delta. That's where she is."

My knuckles white on the steering wheel, I merged into the pickup lane. The place was absolute madness—cars double-parked, people dragging luggage across traffic lanes, uniformed officials blowing whistles and waving cars along.

"I see her!" Michelle practically bounced in her seat, pointing toward the sidewalk. "Blonde hair, cream colored blazer, pulling a black suitcase. That's definitely her from her Instagram photos."

I spotted Alison just as some asshole in a pickup truck started honking behind us. She was standing at the curb, looking gorgeous but slightly frazzled, her long blonde hair catching the afternoon sun. I cut right in front of the truck to pull over, which set the guy off completely. His horn blared, and I could hear him shouting through his open window.

"Move your fucking car, bitch! You can't just—"

Alison's head snapped toward the commotion as Michelle rolled down her window and waved. "Alison! Over here!"

The pickup truck driver was still laying on his horn and screaming obscenities as we popped the back hatch. Alison's New Jersey attitude kicked in immediately. She spun around, flipped the guy off with both hands, and shouted back.

"Hey! Go fuck yourself, asshole! We're moving!"

Michelle and I burst out laughing as we helped cram Alison's bags into the already overstuffed cargo area. The guy was still yelling when a security guard started walking over, hand on his radio.

"Ladies, you need to move along," the guard said, not unkindly.

"So sorry," I called out, slamming the hatch shut. "We're leaving right now!"

We all piled into the car, giggling like teenagers as I pulled away from the curb. The pickup truck driver tried to follow us, but the security guard blew his whistle, stopping traffic and allowing a stream of pedestrians to cross right in front of him. I clipped the curb as we escaped the pickup area.

"Jesus, Skylar," Michelle laughed, gripping the 'oh shit' handle. "Remind me never to let you drive when we're running late."

"I'm not used to driving such a huge car," I protested, checking my mirrors nervously. "Remember, I drive a tiny Mini Cooper. This thing is like piloting a yacht."

From the backseat, Alison leaned forward between us. "Mini Coopers are so cute! I always wanted one. I thought everyone down here drove pickup trucks or SUVs."

"Some do," Michelle said. "But Skylar's more of a cute car girl than a truck girl."

Once we escaped the airport traffic and hit the interstate, the drive became much more pleasant. After an hour of open highway, we spotted a Starbucks at the next exit and pulled over to caffeinate ourselves for the remaining four hours to St. Simons.

Loading back into the car with our drinks, Michelle turned to Alison with a grin. "Okay, now that we're properly introduced, I have to say—I can totally see why Chris hit on you during his trip. Just look at those tits!"

Alison laughed, adjusting her top. "Actually, I hit on him, not the other way around. Chris is way too much of a gentleman to make the first move."

"Oh, that's right," Michelle nodded. "Skylar told me you have a thing for married men."

Alison's cheeks flushed pink. "I'm not exactly proud of it, but yeah, it's true. I honestly don't know why I'm drawn to them."

"I know why," Michelle said confidently.

Both Alison and I leaned in, all ears.

"When I was your age, I liked married men too," Michelle continued. "Before I was ready to settle down, I loved my freedom. Married men were perfect—you could have amazing sex with someone experienced and appreciative, and then they'd go home to their wives. No clingy phone calls, no pressure to define the relationship, no worrying about where things were headed."

Alison nodded slowly. "There's definitely some truth to that. I'm totally focused on my career right now. I love living in the city, having my own space, doing what I want… when I want. Eventually, I'll find the right guy and settle down—probably move back to Jersey to be closer to my folks. But then I'll have to worry about young whores like me hitting on my husband."

"The circle of life," I managed between giggles.

"Exactly," Alison grinned. "What goes around, comes around. But for now, I'm enjoying being the slut."

"You're not a slut," Michelle said firmly. "Ok. Maybe you are, but that's fine with us, and you have full permission to fuck our husbands."

"True," Alison agreed. "And I have to admit, meeting you guys has given me a whole new outlook on settling down. Maybe I can have my cake and eat it too."

"The best kind of arrangement," Michelle said, raising her latte in a toast. "Friends who fuck."

We clinked our cups together, officially starting what I knew would be an unforgettable weekend.


Chapter eighteen
Beach House Baptism


We arrived at the beach house around six, after what felt like endless turns down increasingly narrow roads. The final stretch was a dirt road that ran parallel to a row of tiny beach cottages, and we immediately got into a heated debate about which side was the "front" of the house.

"It has to be the side facing the road," Alison insisted from the backseat. "That's where you park."

"But the beach is clearly the main attraction," Michelle countered. "The front should face the water."

I pulled into the white gravel driveway of our rental and cut the engine. "Let's call it the beach side and the road side and avoid the whole controversy."

The house was absolutely adorable—a tiny wooden cottage painted light blue with a bright yellow door that practically screamed "vacation." The road-side had a small porch with wooden railings, and I could see string lights woven around the posts, waiting to illuminate the space once darkness fell. Everything about it whispered relaxation and fun.

"Oh my God, this is perfect," I breathed, grabbing my phone. "I just love beach houses."

I found the security box mounted next to the yellow door and punched in the code the rental company had texted me. Nothing happened. My pulse quickened, and I felt heat creep up my neck as anxiety spiked. What if we had the wrong house? What if there was a mix-up with the reservation?

"Everything okay?" Michelle asked, noticing my tension.

"The code isn't working." I tried it again, this time slower, double-checking each number. The box popped open with a satisfying click, revealing the key inside. "Never mind! Crisis averted."

We pushed through the yellow door into a surprisingly spacious open-concept room that served as kitchen, dining room, and living room all in one. A small dining table sat in the center, surrounded by mismatched chairs, while a couch faced a large flat-screen TV mounted on the wall. The kitchen occupied one corner, compact but functional, with white cabinets and sea-glass green backsplash tiles.

Three bedroom doors lined the left wall, with a bathroom squeezed between the first two. I peeked into the bathroom and gasped—it was larger than the bedrooms, featuring a walk-in glass shower with two waterfall showerheads.

We each claimed a bedroom. Mine barely fit a double bed and a narrow dresser, but it had a window overlooking the beach. After tossing our luggage onto our respective beds, we gravitated toward the door, leading to the beach side of the house.

The deck was gorgeous, with weathered wooden planks and a hanging swing that faced the ocean. Stairs led down to the sand, which felt soft under our bare feet as we kicked off our shoes.

"This is heaven," Michelle sighed, stretching her arms toward the sky.

We rolled up our pants and started walking along the waterline, the gentle waves lapping at our ankles. The beach stretched endlessly in both directions, dotted with other small cottages and the occasional jogger or dog walker.

"Look," Alison pointed ahead. "Is that a bar?"

Sure enough, a large wooden deck jutted out from the dunes about a quarter-mile up the beach, complete with tiki torches and the sound of Jimmy Buffett drifting across the sand.

"We have to check it out," I said. "I'm starving."

The Beach Shack turned out to be exactly what its name promised, a casual spot with weathered picnic tables scattered across a huge deck. A hand-painted sign near the stairs read "Seat Yourselves," so we found a table with a perfect view of the sunset painting the sky in shades of pink and orange.

Our waitress appeared within minutes, a sun-weathered woman in her fifties with salt-and-pepper hair pulled back in a messy bun.

"Y'all visiting from somewhere?" she asked, pulling out her order pad.

"Atlanta and New Jersey," Michelle replied.

The waitress nodded without much enthusiasm. "What can I start you with to drink?"

"I'll have a mojito," Michelle said. "Extra mint."

"Piña colada for me," Alison chimed in. "Heavy on the rum."

"Margarita, frozen, with salt," I added. "Make it strong—we're celebrating."

"Food menu's right there," the waitress said, pointing to a laminated sheet stuck under a shell-shaped paperweight. "Kitchen closes at nine. Bar's open 'til midnight."

We perused the options—typical beach fare like fish tacos, fried shrimp, and grouper sandwiches. When the waitress returned with our drinks, Michelle leaned forward.

"Are the shrimp any good?"

The waitress's demeanor shifted slightly, showing the first hint of pride. "Honey, these shrimp are caught fresh daily right here in these waters. Nothing beats fresh Georgia shrimp, I promise you that."

"Sold," Michelle grinned. "I'll take the coconut shrimp basket."

"Fish tacos for me," I decided.

"Grouper sandwich," Alison said. "With sweet potato fries."

We sipped our drinks and watched the sun sink lower toward the horizon, casting everything in a golden light. The alcohol hit our empty stomachs quickly, making us giggly after the long drive.

When our food arrived, it was simple but delicious. Michelle's shrimp were perfectly crispy, my fish tacos were fresh and flavorful, and Alison declared her grouper sandwich the best she'd ever had.

"This is exactly what I needed," I said, raising my margarita. "Good friends, good food, and no husbands to worry about."

"Amen to that," Michelle laughed.

We finished our meal as the last traces of daylight faded, then made our way back down the beach toward our cottage. The string lights we'd noticed earlier were now twinkling on the porch, creating a magical fairy-tale atmosphere.

"Okay, I'm getting in the water," Michelle announced suddenly, stopping at the water's edge.

"Are you crazy?" I protested. "It's dark, and the water has to be freezing."

"The sun just set," Alison added. "We don't even know if there are sharks or jellyfish or whatever."

But Michelle was already pulling her top over her head. "Come on, when's the next time we'll have the beach all to ourselves? This is what girls' weekends are for! Live a little for fucks sake."

She shimmied out of her shorts and underwear, then ran straight into the waves with a shriek of delight. The moonlight reflected off her white skin as she rushed into the water.

"She's actually doing it," Alison said in amazement.

"You guys are such wimps!" Michelle called from waist-deep water. "It's not that cold once you get used to it!"

Alison looked at me, then started unbuttoning her blouse. "Well, I didn't come all this way to watch from the sidelines."

Not wanting to be the only one left on the beach, I reluctantly began undressing. The night air was brisk against my skin, and something about the darkness made me feel bold and free. We left our clothes in a pile on the sand and ran into the water together, screaming as the cold water hit our bodies.

Michelle was right—after the initial shock, the water felt refreshing rather than freezing. We splashed and played like children, diving under the water and floating on our backs while looking up at the star-filled sky.

"This is incredible," Alison laughed, doing a graceful backstroke. "I can't believe we almost chickened out."

"But I do feel a bit nipply," I said, pointing to my hardened nipples.

We stayed in the water a few more minutes, then ran back to shore, grabbing our scattered clothing and racing toward the house, laughing breathlessly as we stumbled up the stairs to the deck.

* * *

"Dibs on the shower," Alison called out, apparently thinking the same thing.

"We can share," I said. "It's big enough for all three of us."

"I like the sound of that," Michelle said with a grin that matched my own mischievous mood.

We rushed into the bathroom giggling like a bunch of teenagers who'd snuck out past curfew. The salt and sand clung to our skin, our hair tangled from the ocean breeze. Alison reached into the spacious walk-in shower and turned on the water, adjusting the temperature until steam began rising from the tiles.

"Perfect," she said, stepping under the spray first.

I followed, with Michelle close behind. The warm water felt incredible against my chilled skin, washing away the ocean's embrace. Michelle grabbed a bottle of expensive-looking body wash from the built-in shelf.

"This smells amazing," she said, squeezing the lavender-scented gel into her palm. "Turn around, Sky."

I faced away from her as her soapy hands began working across my shoulders and down my back. Her touch was familiar yet still sent little shivers through me. Alison watched us, her blonde hair darkening as the water soaked through it.

"My turn," Alison said, reaching for the bottle.

Soon all three of us were covered in slippery suds, hands roaming freely as we helped wash each other. Michelle's hands cupped my breasts, her thumbs brushing over my hardened nipples as she worked the soap into a rich lather. I gasped at the sensation, my hands finding Alison's curves, running my palms over the swell of her backside.

Alison turned in my arms, pressing her body against mine. Her breasts were fuller than mine, her large pink nipples peaked from arousal rather than just the temperature change. I traced circles around them with soapy fingers, watching her eyes flutter closed.

"God, you're beautiful," I whispered, my voice barely audible over the sound of the water.

Michelle moved behind Alison, her hands sliding down to cup Alison's ass while I continued exploring her chest. The steam swirled around us as our touches became more intimate. I could see the neat triangle of delicate blonde hair between Alison's legs, so different from my own dark hair.

Alison's lips found mine, soft and eager. The kiss was hungry, desperate in a way that spoke to weeks of building tension. Michelle pressed against Alison's back, her own nipples brushing against pale skin as she kissed along Alison's neck.

I broke away from the kiss, breathing hard. "I've wanted to taste you ever since watching my husband go down on you."

The words tumbled out before I could second-guess them. Alison's eyes widened, pupils dilated with desire.

"Please," she whispered.

I pushed her gently against the tiled wall, the cool surface making her gasp. Dropping to my knees on the shower floor, I lifted one of her legs over my shoulder. She was already wet with more than just water, her arousal evident as I positioned myself between her thighs.

Michelle moved to stand beside Alison, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss while Michelle's hands found those perfect pink nipples, rolling them between her fingers. Alison moaned into Michelle's mouth as I began exploring her pussy with my tongue, tasting her for the first time.

Her flavor was unique, a little sweet, a little salty. I worked her clit slowly at first, learning what made her gasp and tremble. I began circling it with gentle pressure, her leg tightened around my shoulder.

"Oh god, yes," she breathed against Michelle's lips.

Michelle pinched Alison's nipples harder, as I increased my rhythm. Alison's hands tangled in my wet hair, holding me against her as her hips began moving in small circles.

I could feel her getting closer, her breathing becoming more ragged. When I slipped two fingers inside her while my tongue continued its work on her clit, she cried out sharply.

"I'm going to come," she gasped.

Her orgasm hit hard, her body shaking as she pressed against the wall for support. I kept my mouth on her until the tremors subsided, only pulling away when she gently pushed at my shoulders.

"My turn," she said, her voice determined to return the favor.

Before I could protest, she was on her knees in front of me, looking up with those beautiful blue eyes. I straddled her face, bracing myself against the shower wall as her tongue found my clit.

She was eager and skilled. Her hands gripped my ass cheeks as she worked, her tongue moving in patterns that had me gasping within moments.

Michelle seemed content to watch at first, her eyes full of arousal as she took in the scene. But as I felt myself getting close to the edge, she moved closer, her mouth finding my breast. When she bit down on my nipple, the sharp sensation combined with Alison's talented tongue pushed me over.

I came with a cry that echoed off the bathroom tiles, my body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Alison's grip on my thighs kept me steady as I rode out the orgasm.

When I could finally stand without trembling, I helped Alison to her feet. We were all breathing hard, the steam around us feeling almost secondary to the heat we'd generated ourselves.

"Now it's your turn," I said to Michelle, my voice still breathless from my own release.

We positioned ourselves on either side of her, creating a beautiful sandwich of feminine curves. I pressed against her left side while Alison moved to her right, our wet bodies sliding together as the warm water continued cascading over us.

I found her neck first, my lips trailing along the sensitive skin while Alison mirrored my movements on the other side. Michelle's head fell back against the shower wall, a soft sigh escaping her lips as we lavished attention on her.

My hand cupped her breast, fingers finding the hardened peak of her nipple while Alison's hand claimed the other. Michelle's breasts were perfectly proportioned to her athletic frame, her nipples a dusky rose color that darkened under our touch.

"You two are spoiling me," Michelle breathed, her hands reaching up to tangle in our hair.

I kissed my way down her collarbone, following the path of water droplets as they traced along her skin. When I reached her breast, I took her nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around the sensitive peak.

Michelle's breathing grew more rapid, her body responding to our dual attention. I could feel her pulse quickening as I worked my way lower, my mouth traveling down her toned stomach.

Dropping to my knees on the shower floor, I positioned myself between her legs. Michelle spread her thighs wide, giving me access to her glistening pussy lips. Unlike Alison's neat triangle, Michelle kept herself completely bare.

I started slowly, my tongue tracing gentle circles around her clit while my hands gripped her thighs for balance. She tasted familiar yet always exciting, that perfect sweetness that was uniquely Michelle.

"God, Sky," she moaned above me as I increased my pace, alternating between broad strokes and focused attention on her clit.

After a few minutes of working her with my mouth, I stood back up, replacing my tongue with my hand. My fingers found her clit, massaging it in the circular motion I knew she loved while I watched her face for signs of her approaching climax.

That's when I noticed Alison moving behind Michelle, her hands spreading Michelle's ass cheeks as she lowered herself to her knees. I watched in fascination as Alison extended her tongue and moved her head between Michelle's cheeks.

Michelle's eyes flew open wide, meeting mine with a look of surprise and intense pleasure.

"Oh my," she gasped, her voice higher than usual. "That feels great."

I was pretty sure Alison was licking Michelle's asshole, something I'd heard about but never experienced myself. A sharp pang of jealousy shot through me. I wanted to know what that felt like. The taboo nature of it sent a thrill through my body, even as I tried to push the thought away. I didn't want to be greedy, I told myself. Surely we'd have more opportunities to play during the week ahead. There would be time to explore new sensations and boundaries.

Instead, I focused on Michelle's face, watching as the dual stimulation of my fingers on her clit and Alison's tongue behind her drove her toward the edge. Her pupils were dilated, her cheeks flushed with arousal and steam from the shower.

I could see she was close, that telltale tension building in her body that I'd learned to recognize over our months of friendship and intimacy. Her breathing became shallow, her hips moving slightly against my hand.

Michelle's eyes locked with mine, the intensity of her gaze almost overwhelming. There was something raw and vulnerable in her expression, a level of intimacy that caught me off guard.

"Kiss me, baby," she whispered.

The words sent a shiver through me. There was something so intimate about the request, the way she called me 'baby,' that it almost unnerved me. We'd kissed plenty of times before, but something about this moment felt different, more charged with emotion than pure lust.

But I didn't want to interrupt her building orgasm, didn't want to break the spell that Alison and I had woven around her. So I slipped my free hand around the back of her head, fingers tangling in her wet hair, and pulled her toward me.

Our lips met in a deep, passionate kiss that was unlike any we'd shared before. There was desperation in it, a hunger that went beyond physical desire. I could taste the lingering alcohol from dinner, could feel the tremor in her lips as Alison continued her work behind her.

Michelle moaned into my mouth as her orgasm hit, her body shaking against mine as waves of pleasure coursed through her. I kept kissing her through it, swallowing her cries of release while my fingers continued their gentle pressure on her clit.

When the tremors finally subsided, she broke away from the kiss, resting her forehead against mine as she caught her breath. Alison slowly stood behind her, a satisfied smile on her face as she witnessed what she'd helped create.

"That was incredible," Michelle breathed, her voice still shaky.

We stood there for a moment, the three of us pressed together under the spray of the shower, catching our breath and processing what had just happened. There was something beautiful about the intimacy we'd shared, the way we'd all given and received pleasure without reservation.

"We should probably get out before we get all pruny," I said, reaching to turn off the taps.

The sudden silence felt almost shocking after the constant sound of running water. We grabbed the fluffy white towels from the rack, wrapping ourselves in their warmth as we padded out of the steamy bathroom.

"The deck?" Michelle suggested, nodding toward the door that led outside.

"Perfect," Alison agreed.

We made our way out to the wooden deck, where a large porch swing faced the ocean. The night air was cool against our damp skin, but not uncomfortably so. The moon had risen higher while we were inside, casting a silver path across the water that stretched to the horizon.

I settled in the middle of the swing, with Michelle and Alison on either side of me. We pulled our towels tighter around ourselves and began a gentle swaying motion, the chains creaking softly in the salt-tinged breeze.

"This is perfect," I said, feeling satiated.

My body still hummed with the afterglow of our shared intimacy, but more than that, I felt deeply connected to these two women beside me. We'd crossed new boundaries tonight, explored new territories of pleasure and friendship.

"I can't believe we have a whole week of this ahead of us," Alison said, her voice full of anticipation.

Michelle chuckled softly. "The boys have no idea what they're missing."

"Their loss," I said, meaning it completely.


Chapter nineteen
Sisterhood Spa Day


The next morning, I woke later than usual. My body felt wonderfully relaxed, still carrying the pleasant afterglow from our intimate shower experience. The sound of voices drifted from the main room, accompanied by Billie Eilish's "Birds of a Feather" playing softly, and the rich aroma of coffee beckoned me from my bed.

I slipped on a lightweight robe and walked barefoot toward the kitchen, but nothing could have prepared me for what I saw when I rounded the corner.

The living room furniture had been pushed to the edges of the room, creating an open space in the center where Michelle and Alison were practicing yoga - completely nude. It was a breathtaking sight to behold. Their bodies moved through familiar poses that were now transformed into something provocative and mesmerizing by their state of undress.

Michelle flowed gracefully from downward dog into warrior pose, her toned muscles rippling under her sun-kissed skin. Beside her, Alison held a challenging balance pose, her generous breasts swaying slightly as she adjusted her position. The morning light cast them in an ethereal glow.

I fixed myself a cup of coffee and quietly dragged one of the wooden dining room chairs closer to get a better view of their impromptu yoga session.

Michelle turned her head to face me mid-pose, a smile spreading across her face.

"Sleeping beauty has finally awakened. Want to join us?"

I shook my head, settling deeper into my chair with my coffee. "No, I'm enjoying just watching."

Michelle's smile widened as she turned her back to me and leaned forward into a forward fold that gave me a perfect view of her womanhood. I could see a little glisten on her pussy lips, evidence that their morning routine was having the same effect on them as it was on me. The thought of picking up where we'd left off last night crossed my mind, but I had other plans brewing for the day.

My gaze shifted to Alison, who had moved into a similar pose with her magnificent breasts hanging down in front of her. Another thought flashed through my mind - the desire to lift them up and feel their true weight in my hands, to explore their fullness.

Stop this, Skylar, I told myself, forcing my attention back to my coffee.

As they rolled up their mats, I suggested breakfast. We hadn't stopped by the store the previous evening, so we had no food in the house beyond coffee and the bottle of wine we'd finished.

"We should walk up to the resort and eat there," I said.

I was correct in my assumption—they had a breakfast buffet with every delicacy one could imagine. Fresh fruit, made-to-order omelets, crispy bacon, fluffy pancakes, and pastries that looked like works of art. We loaded our plates and found a table on the terrace overlooking the ocean.

While we ate, Alison set down her fork and looked at me with curious eyes.

"I've been meaning to ask you about the night you shared yourself with all those men at Club Paradise," she said. "I mean, I consider myself adventurous sexually, but I've never had the nerve to let so many men use me at once. What was it like?"

I paused, considering how to describe the experience accurately. "It was definitely a unique experience, almost overwhelming. But what I loved was being the center of attention for so many men at once. Every touch, every look, every movement was focused entirely on me."

"And it didn't it hurt having so many men inside you?" she asked, her voice dropping to ensure our conversation remained private.

I shook my head. "Not really. I mean, if you think about it - having sex with one man penetrating you for an hour is no different than ten men taking turns. After all, you only have one in you at a time."

She nodded thoughtfully. "I never thought about it like that." She picked up a strawberry, twirling it between her fingers. "Were all the guys hot?"

"Most were, but a few were not," I admitted. "But that wasn't really the point. It wasn't about their attractiveness. It was about them being complete strangers, and there was something euphoric about being used by anyone who walked up."

Alison's eyebrows raised. "Okay, but what if they were all super old - like seventies and eighties?"

I thought about it for a second, surprised by my own response. "Actually, I think that would be hot. Imagine how happy they would be to be able to fuck me."

She nodded slowly. "Okay, that part I get."

She turned to Michelle. "Have you ever done anything like that?"

Michelle shook her head. "No, I've been involved in several orgies, so I've had sex with several men in one evening, but never by myself where I was the only woman."

"Would either of you ever try it?" I asked, genuinely curious about their thoughts.

They both exchanged glances before Alison spoke. "I'm curious, but I'm not sure I would actively seek it out."

"Same here," Michelle agreed. "The idea is intriguing, but it would have to be the right situation."

"Would you do it again?" Alison asked me.

I had to be honest. "I'd have to admit that I would. There's something addictive about that level of attention and desire."

After finishing our breakfast, we walked back through the lobby toward the concierge desk. The marble floors gleamed under crystal chandeliers, and the space buzzed with well-dressed guests planning their day's activities. Everyone at the resort was much older and better dressed than we were. Didn't these people know they were on vacation?

Behind the polished mahogany desk stood a thin man in his thirties wearing a crisp navy blazer with gold buttons. His nameplate read "Preston." He looked up at us with barely concealed disdain, his eyes scanning our casual beach attire with obvious disapproval.

"Good morning, ladies. How may I assist you today?" His tone suggested he'd rather be doing anything other than assisting us riffraff.

"We'd like to know what activities are available at the resort," I said pleasantly.

Preston's eyebrows arched. "Certainly. May I see your room keys?"

"We're staying in one of the beach cottages," Alison explained.

His expression shifted to one of mild annoyance. "Ah, I see. In that case, you'll need to pay our visitor rates, not the guest rates. The spa services start at two hundred dollars per treatment, the golf course green fees are three hundred for eighteen holes, and—"

"Excuse me," I interrupted, keeping my voice level. "Full access to all resort facilities was included in our cottage rental. We paid the premium rate specifically for that access."

Preston's lips pursed. "I'm afraid that's not how our system works. The beach cottages are considered separate accommodations."

Michelle stepped closer to the desk, and I could see her jaw tightening. I placed a gentle hand on her arm before speaking again.

"Could you please check your records? The reservation was made under Skylar Reyes, and I can show you the confirmation email that specifically mentions full guest access."

"I don't need to check anything," Preston replied curtly. "Policy is policy."

I pulled out my phone and showed him the email confirmation, pointing to the relevant line. "This clearly states that we receive full guest privileges."

Preston barely glanced at the screen. "That must be an error in your booking confirmation."

I maintained my calm demeanor despite feeling my patience wearing thin. "Then perhaps we should speak with your manager to clarify this error."

Preston's face flushed slightly. "The manager is quite busy—"

"Preston, what seems to be the issue here?" A woman's voice interrupted from behind us.

We turned to see an elegant woman in her forties approaching, wearing a navy suit with the resort's logo embroidered on her blazer. Her nameplate identified her as "Sarah Mitchell, Guest Services Manager."

"These ladies are claiming their cottage rental includes guest access," Preston explained, his tone suggesting we were being unreasonable.

Sarah smiled warmly at us. "If they purchased the premium upgrade, it does. All premium beach cottage guests receive full privileges this season. We explained this at last week's employee briefing." She turned to Preston with a stern look. "I believe you were running late that morning, Preston."

Preston's face went through several shades of red.

"Please prepare complimentary spa passes for these ladies, and make sure they're treated as our VIP guests," she continued.

"Yes, ma'am," Preston said, as he clicked away at his computer before handing us three gold-embossed touch cards.

"I sincerely apologize for the confusion," Sarah said. "Please enjoy everything our resort has to offer. The spa is actually not very crowded today."

As we walked away with our gold-embossed day passes, Michelle shook her head in amazement.

"How do you stay so calm during conflicts like that? I was about to reach across that desk and strangle him."

I laughed. "Getting angry rarely gets you what you want. Staying calm and persistent usually works better."

"I need to learn that from you," Michelle said. "My temper gets me in trouble sometimes."

The spa occupied an entire wing of the resort, with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean. The reception area smelled like eucalyptus and lavender, with soft instrumental music creating a tranquil atmosphere.

"Welcome to Serenity Spa," the receptionist greeted us warmly. "We have quite a few openings today. What treatments interest you?"

We decided to start with the sauna. The dry heat felt incredible against our skin as we relaxed on the smooth wooden benches, letting the stress of travel and Preston's attitude melt away.

"This is exactly what I needed," Alison sighed, removing her towel, exposing her voluptuous breasts. I was happy with my body, but Alison had such a classic hourglass figure that it was hard not to envy her just a little.

After twenty minutes of therapeutic heat, we moved on to massages. As luck would have it, they could accommodate all three of us simultaneously in adjoining rooms.

My masseur was a tall, athletic man named David with gentle hands and an impressive knowledge of pressure points. He worked out every knot in my shoulders and back, leaving me feeling like liquid gold.

When we reconvened afterward, Michelle had a mischievous glint in her eyes.

"My masseur was gorgeous," she whispered. "I was wondering if he offered any special facial treatments."

Alison laughed. "I'm pretty sure they offer facials here, but not that kind."

"Hey, you never know," Michelle replied with a grin. "Some spas have pretty weird treatments these days. I've heard of places using whale sperm or bird droppings or some other ridiculous nonsense. Why not offer some hot guy to jerk off onto your face?"

"Because this is a respectable establishment," I interrupted, giggling at her boldness.

Despite our conversation, we decided to try actual facials next, which turned out to be incredibly relaxing. The aesthetician used some sort of seaweed mask that made my skin feel impossibly soft and smooth. Michelle commented that her masseuse's cum would probably smell and feel better.

Our spa day concluded with mani-pedis in the salon's pedicure chairs that massaged our backs while technicians pampered our hands and feet. I chose a coral pink polish that complemented my tan, while Michelle went with classic red, and Alison selected a shimmery yellow shade.

"I feel like a completely new person," Alison declared as we admired our freshly polished nails.

By late afternoon, we returned to our cottage feeling thoroughly pampered and relaxed. The beach beckoned us with its pristine white sand and gentle waves, so we changed into our bikinis and spent an hour walking along the shoreline, collecting shells and enjoying the warm sun on our skin.

As evening approached, we realized we needed groceries for dinner. A quick trip to the local market yielded fresh seafood, vegetables, and a bottle of crisp white wine.

Back at the cottage, we worked together in the compact kitchen, preparing a feast of grilled shrimp, roasted vegetables, and a fresh salad.

The kitchen was small but perfectly functional, and working together felt surprisingly natural. Michelle took charge of seasoning the shrimp with garlic and pepper. I handled the vegetables, slicing bell peppers and zucchini into perfect strips, while Alison diced tomatoes and cucumbers for the salad.

"Hand me that olive oil," Michelle called out, and I passed it over without looking, our movements synchronized like we'd been cooking together for years.

"This is so weird," I said, pausing. "We're moving around each other like we've done this a thousand times."

Alison looked up from whisking the vinaigrette. "I was just thinking the same thing. It feels like we've been friends forever."

"But Michelle and I met less than a year ago," I continued, "and Alison, we only met in person yesterday."

Michelle nodded thoughtfully as she arranged the shrimp on the small grill pan. "It's crazy how much we've already shared. Emotionally and physically."

"Maybe some people are just meant to connect," Alison suggested, tossing the salad with her homemade dressing.

The shrimp sizzled as Michelle placed them on the stovetop, filling the small space with an incredible aroma. I finished arranging the vegetables on a baking sheet and slid them into the oven.

"Okay, ladies," Michelle announced, pulling a bottle of Sauvignon Blanc from the refrigerator. "Time for a proper toast."

She poured three generous glasses of the crisp white wine, the condensation immediately forming on the outside of the glasses in the humid coastal air. We gathered around the small dining table, holding our drinks.

"To the start of beautiful friendships," Michelle began, raising her glass, "and to many years of adventures together."

We clinked glasses, but Michelle wasn't finished.

"And to our men, who wanted to go watch other men play with balls," she added with a grin, "which inspired this amazing trip in the first place."

We burst into laughter, nearly spilling our wine as we clinked again.

"To Chris and Nathan's golf obsession," I added, "and our freedom to explore."

The wine was perfectly chilled and complemented the ocean breeze drifting through the open windows. We savored both the drink and the moment, watching the last rays of sunlight fade.

As we plated our dinner and settled around the table, Michelle's expression shifted slightly. She took another sip of wine before speaking.

"While this trip has been absolutely lovely, and I'm thriving on all this girl time," she began, "I have to admit I'm kinda wanting some dick too."

Alison nearly choked on her shrimp, laughing. "Michelle!"

"What? I'm being honest," Michelle shrugged. "But so far this place seems to be crawling with just old rich people. Not exactly my type."

I set down my fork and looked at her seriously. "That's not really my purpose for this trip. I'm not looking for any 'experiences.' I just want to relax and enjoy my time with you two."

Alison thoughtfully considered this. "That's all fine and good, Skylar, but I'm actually with Michelle on this one. I wouldn't mind meeting some hot guys, too."

"Really?" I asked.

"Yeah," she nodded. "I mean, don't get me wrong, last night was incredible, and I love what we have together. But I didn't become celibate just because I'm on a girls' trip."

Michelle pointed her fork at Alison approvingly. "Exactly! A girl has needs."

I took a larger gulp of wine, processing their perspectives. "Well, tomorrow we could try The Beach Shack again. There were some guys there last night."

Michelle wrinkled her nose. "Maybe, but they were kinda rednecky."

"For me, that might be a welcome change," Alison said. "I'm so tired of the yuppie business types I deal with in New York. Give me a guy who works with his hands and doesn't spend more time on his hair than I do."

"You want a blue-collar man?" I asked, intrigued by this revelation.

"It might be nice," she admitted. "There's something appealing about a man who's genuinely masculine without trying so hard to prove it."

Michelle nodded enthusiastically. "I get that. A man with some dirt under his fingernails who will throw you down and take what he wants."

"Careful what you wish for," I warned playfully.

"I know, I know," Michelle laughed. "Consent is still important. But you know what I mean—someone who's naturally dominant without all the negotiation."

I refilled our wine glasses as we continued eating. The conversation had taken an interesting turn, and I found myself curious about their perspectives on men and relationships.

"So you're both really hoping to meet someone this week?" I asked.

"Not hoping," Alison clarified. "Planning on it."

"I agree," Michelle said. "I'm not desperate or anything, but definitely looking..."

While I wasn't looking for any romantic or sexual encounters beyond what we girls might share together, I could understand their perspective.

"I'll keep you company if you want to go back to The Beach Shack tomorrow night," I offered. "But I'm definitely not on the hunt."

"That's perfect," Alison said. "Wing-woman duty."


Chapter twenty
Boys of Summer


We'd grown accustomed to having our little stretch of beach practically to ourselves. The nearly identical beach houses flanking ours had remained dark and empty, their decks bare of any signs of life. We'd speculated that maybe they were used more on the weekends for quick getaways.

That afternoon, as we lounged on our usual spot near the water's edge, movement caught my eye from the third cottage down. Three young men emerged onto the deck, carrying folding chairs and colorful beach towels.

Even from a distance, I could tell they were college-aged and undeniably attractive. The tallest was African American and had short, closely cropped hair, as well as considerable muscles that suggested he spent a lot of time in the gym. The second appeared slightly shorter but even more muscular, with boyish good looks and dark brown hair that fell over his forehead. The third was well-built, but not as muscular as the other two, with light skin and auburn hair.

They spotted us and waved enthusiastically. We waved back, and they began walking in our direction, their bare chests glistening in the afternoon sun.

"Mind if we join you ladies?" the tall one called out as they approached.

"Sure," Michelle replied, sitting up straighter and adjusting her bikini top. "We've been without male company for two days now."

All three broke into wide grins at this admission.

"Are you staying at that house?" Alison asked, pointing toward where they'd emerged.

"Yeah," the handsome African American answered. "I'm Jake, and these are my roommates, Connor and Kyle." He gestured to the brown headed one and the redhead, respectively. "My parents rented the place for a family vacation, but Dad had a business emergency at the last minute. Rather than waste the rental, I asked these guys to come along."

"Where do you go to school?" I asked.

"Georgia Southern," Kyle replied, setting up his chair. "We're all juniors."

I raised an eyebrow. "This doesn't seem like much of a party destination for college guys. Wouldn't you rather be in Panama City or Myrtle Beach?"

Connor, who seemed to be a little shy, shrugged. "We know it's not exactly spring break central, but free is free, you know?"

"I hear that," Michelle laughed, and I noticed how her voice took on a slightly breathier, seductive quality.

The attention from these young, attractive men was flattering. After days of female companionship, their masculine energy felt invigorating. But part of me wondered if we seemed appealing simply because we were the only women around for miles.

"Are there any decent bars around here?" Jake asked, settling into his chair.

"There's The Beach Shack about a quarter mile up the beach," Alison said. "Great seafood and strong drinks."

"Cool, maybe we'll check it out later," Kyle said.

Michelle stretched languidly, then reached for her bottle of suntan lotion. "Speaking of the sun, I'm starting to burn." She turned to Jake with a smile that could melt ice. "Would you mind putting some lotion on my back?"

"Absolutely," he said, practically jumping from his chair.

As Jake positioned himself behind Michelle, squirting lotion into his palms, she looked around at the empty beach stretching in both directions.

"You know, since there's nobody else out here, I was thinking of going topless. Would you boys mind?"

All three shook their heads so vigorously I thought they might give themselves whiplash.

Michelle reached behind her back and untied her bikini top, letting it fall away. "Could you continue with the lotion?" she asked Jake, whose hands had frozen mid-application.

I rolled my eyes at Michelle's boldness, then glanced down at Jake's swim trunks. The fabric was definitely tenting as he worked the lotion across Michelle's exposed breasts with eagerness.

Not to be outdone, Alison lowered her own top and turned to Kyle. "Want to help me out, too?"

Kyle practically dove from his chair, eager to assist.

I felt the weight of expectation hanging in the air. If I kept my top on, I'd be the odd one out, potentially ruining the mood for everyone. Connor sat quietly in his chair, trying not to stare.

"What the hell," I said finally, reaching for my bikini strings. I looked at Connor, who was blushing. "Would you like to do the honors?"

He nodded meekly, unable to find his voice.

I sat up as he moved behind me, his hands trembling slightly as he applied lotion to my back and shoulders. When he reached around to my front, he paused.

"Is this okay?" he asked softly.

His sweetness was endearing. "Honey, you can if you want to."

"Thank you," he said so earnestly that I almost laughed.

He took his time - probably longer than necessary - carefully massaging the lotion into my skin. His touch was gentle but thorough. After what felt like an eternity, I finally said, "Okay, that's good."

He reluctantly returned to his chair as I lay back down on my towel.

We spent the next hour discussing their studies - Jake was majoring in sports science, Kyle in communications, and Connor in business. Throughout the conversation, I caught all three stealing glances at our exposed bodies. The bulges in their swim trunks remained prominent, creating an amusing but arousing tension.

"So what do you ladies do?" Kyle asked, clearly trying to maintain normal conversation despite the circumstances.

"I'm a yoga instructor," Michelle said. "Alison works in restaurant supplies, and Skylar here is a writer."

"What kind of writing?" Connor asked, genuine interest in his voice.

"Romance novels," I said simply, deciding not to elaborate on exactly how steamy my work could get.

His blush deepened, and I wondered if he was imagining the scenes I might write.

After another twenty minutes of increasingly strained small talk, Michelle suddenly sat up. "Well, gentlemen, it's been lovely, but we should probably head inside. Too much sun isn't good for anyone."

We gathered our things quickly, retying our bikini tops as the boys watched with obvious disappointment.

Once we were safely inside our cottage, I shook my head at Michelle. "That was almost cruel. Working them into such a state of arousal and then walking away."

Michelle grinned wickedly. "Don't worry about them. They're probably all headed to their rooms right now to jerk off."

She paused, her expression shifting to something more mischievous.

"At least I hope they are."

* * *

That evening, Michelle announced she wanted to return to The Beach Shack for dinner. Alison and I exchanged knowing looks—clearly Michelle was hoping to run into our young admirers from the beach.

"The food was incredible the other night," I said diplomatically, though we all knew food wasn't Michelle's primary motivation.

"Exactly," Michelle said with feigned innocence.

We transformed ourselves from casual beachgoers into sirens. I applied smoky eye makeup and chose a mini-dress that hugged my curves in all the right places. Michelle opted for a crop top and high-waisted shorts that showcased her toned abs, while Alison selected a backless halter dress that made her blonde hair look luminous.

"Think we're overdressed for a dive bar?" I asked, checking my reflection one final time.

"Honey, there's no such thing as overdressed when you're trying to make an impression," Alison replied, applying one last coat of lip gloss.

We walked to the bar as the sun dipped below the horizon, our heels clicking against the weathered boardwalk. The salty breeze carried the promise of an interesting evening.

The Beach Shack was more crowded than it had been the other night, filled with a mix of locals and tourists. We claimed the same corner table from before, scanning the room hopefully, but no sign of Jake, Kyle, or Connor.

"Maybe they'll show up later," Michelle said, trying to mask her disappointment as she waved down our server.

"Let's start with a pitcher of margaritas," I suggested. "No point in pacing ourselves if we're walking home."

The drinks arrived quickly, and we dove into conversation about everything and nothing. The alcohol loosened our tongues and heightened our laughter. By the time we finished dinner, we were all pleasantly buzzed and encouraging each other to take shots.

"Tequila?" the bartender asked when Michelle approached the bar.

"Make it three," she declared.

We toasted to "girls' weekends and bad decisions" before downing the shots. The liquid fire burned pleasantly down my throat.

That's when I noticed the guy at the table next to us. Mid-twenties, decent looking in a way, but something about his demeanor rubbed me wrong. There was something sleazy about him. He kept staring at us with an arrogant smirk, whispering comments to his brunette girlfriend that made her look uncomfortable.

When she excused herself to the restroom, he immediately stood and sauntered over to our table with the swagger of someone who thought he was God's gift to women.

"Ladies," he said, leaning against our table uninvited. "Couldn't help but notice you're having a good time."

"We were," Alison replied coolly.

His eyes roamed her body with zero subtlety. "I bet you could have an even better time. What's your number, beautiful?"

Alison gestured toward his table. "Was that your girlfriend?"

He shrugged dismissively. "Yeah, but she's boring me tonight. I'm gonna drop her off at her place and come back. Hope you'll still be here."

His casual cruelty made my stomach turn. This wasn't just some guy shooting his shot—this was someone who clearly had no respect for anyone.

"Thanks, but I'll pass," Alison said firmly.

He lingered a moment longer, as if debating whether to push further, then returned to his table with a smug expression.

"What an absolute piece of shit," Alison hissed once he was out of earshot. "I know I like married men, so maybe I have no right to judge, but that guy is a real asshole."

"Completely different situation," Michelle said. "That guy's just a douchebag. To do that while you're out on a date."

When his girlfriend returned from the bathroom, Alison's eyes flashed with determination. The tequila had clearly loosened her inhibitions.

"I'm going to tell her," she announced, standing up.

"Alison, maybe you shouldn't—" I started, but she was already walking over.

We watched as she slid into the booth next to the unsuspecting girlfriend. The guy's face immediately tensed, his cocky demeanor evaporating.

Though we couldn't hear the exact words, Alison's animated gestures made it clear she was explaining what had transpired. The girlfriend's expression shifted from confusion to fury. She grabbed her drink and hurled the contents directly into her boyfriend's face before storming out of the bar.

The guy wiped sweet tea from his eyes, his face contorted with rage. He stood towering over Alison, who was still seated in the booth.

"You fucking bitch!" he snarled. "Mind your own goddamn business!"

He raised his hand, clearly intending to strike her. Alison threw her arms up to protect her face as Michelle and I leaped from our chairs.

But before we could reach them, a weathered hand shot out and grabbed the guy's wrist, stopping his swing mid-air.

"Young man," came a deep, gravelly voice with a thick Southern drawl, "you need to learn how to treat women before someone teaches you a thing or two."

The voice belonged to a man who'd been sitting quietly at the adjacent table. He stood at least five foot eleven with the kind of lean, muscular build that came from years of physical labor. Salt-and-pepper hair and sun-weathered skin suggested he was probably in his late forties, but he moved with the controlled power of someone much younger.

The punk tried to puff up his chest. "This ain't your business, old man."

The older man's grip tightened on the kid's wrist. "It became my business when you raised your hand to a lady. Now apologize and leave."

Something in the man's tone—calm but absolutely deadly serious—made the punk deflate like a punctured balloon.

"Sorry," he mumbled toward Alison before grabbing his jacket and practically running from the bar.

Alison stood on shaking legs and threw her arms around her rescuer, tears streaming down her cheeks.

"Thank you," she sobbed against his chest. "I really thought he was going to hit me."

He patted her back gently. "No need to thank me, darlin'. I just did what any gentleman would do."

We returned to our table, all of us shaken by how quickly the situation had escalated. The adrenaline made the alcohol hit harder, and we huddled together like survivors of a shipwreck.

Ten minutes later, our hero stood and walked to the pool table near the entrance, fishing quarters from his pocket. He began racking balls for a solo game.

"Let's go join him," Alison said suddenly. "I can at least pay for his games."

The three of us approached the pool table where he was lining up his first shot.

"Mind if we join you?" Alison asked. "Drinks are on us."

He smiled, the expression transforming his rugged features. "Can't rightly say no to that offer, now can I?"

For the next hour, we played pool and learned about Captain Rex Beaumont, who owned and operated a shrimp boat called the Miss Savannah. His hands were calloused from years of hauling nets, and his stories painted vivid pictures of life at sea.

"Worst storm I ever saw came out of nowhere last August," he said, chalking his cue. "Thirty-foot swells and winds that could knock you flat. GPS went out, radio died, and I couldn't see two darn feet in any direction."

He sank the eight ball and straightened up. "Drifted for three days thinking I was gonna die out there. Finally spotted the lighthouse at Tybee Island through a break in the fog. Never been so happy to see anything in my life."

His voice carried the weight of someone who'd truly faced mortality and lived to tell about it.

Michelle leaned close to my ear. "I'm ready to head back. Looks like the boys aren't showing up."

I nodded.

"We're going to head home," I announced. "Early morning tomorrow."

Alison barely looked up from where she was learning proper cue grip from Rex. "Y'all go ahead. I want to stay a little longer."

She caught my eye and winked. "I might even let the Captain here navigate my ship tonight, if you know what I mean."


Chapter twenty-one
Naked and Not Afraid


As we walked back toward our beach house, Michelle and I passed by the boys' place. All the lights were out—they must have gone somewhere else for the evening. Part of me felt a tiny pang of disappointment, though I wasn't sure why.

Back at our house, we settled onto the couch and flipped through channels until we landed on a rerun of The Bachelor. Michelle curled up next to me, her head on my shoulder, as we watched the drama unfold.

"These women are insane," she muttered during a particularly heated confrontation between contestants.

When the episode ended, Michelle stretched like a cat and stood up. "I want to go skinny dipping again."

I glanced at the clock on the cable box. "It's almost eleven. Isn't it a little late?"

"Come on," she wheedled, grabbing my hands and pulling me up from the couch. "I don't want to go alone. It's not safe by myself."

She had a point. The beach was pretty isolated at night.

"Fine," I sighed, unable to resist her pouty expression. "But just a quick dip."

We stripped off our clothes and wrapped ourselves in towels from the bathroom. As I started to close the front door behind us, Michelle stopped me.

"Leave it open to cool the house off," she suggested. "We'll just be down at the beach."

The sand was still warm under our bare feet as we made our way down to the water's edge. Michelle dropped her towel first, her body looking like a goddess statue in the moonlight. I'd never tire of seeing her naked form—the way the silvery light played across her curves, highlighting the swell of her breasts and the gentle curve of her hips.

I let my own towel fall and followed her into the surf. The water was cold, but not too bad. Michelle immediately became playful, splashing me and diving under the surface to grab my legs. I squealed and tried to escape, but she was too quick.

We swam around each other in circles, our hands finding each other underwater. Her fingers traced along my thigh, then up to my waist, pulling me closer. The feeling of our naked bodies moving together in the cool ocean was invigorating.

For about twenty minutes, we floated and played, stealing kisses whenever we drifted close together. The ocean rocked us gently, and I felt at peace.

Then we heard voices walking up the beach.

The sound of masculine laughter and conversation carried across the water, growing louder as whoever it was approached our section of beach. Suddenly, I became acutely aware that this wasn't a nude beach, and we were completely exposed.

Chris's joking words before we left echoed in my head: Don't get arrested.

"We need to get out and wrap up," I whispered urgently to Michelle.

"Agreed," she said, and we both started swimming quickly toward shore.

We hurried out of the water, saltwater streaming from our bodies, but our towels were nowhere to be seen.

"Crap, did someone take them?" I looked around frantically.

The voices were getting closer—I could make out at least two, maybe three men talking and laughing as they walked along the shoreline.

I looked at Michelle, panic rising in my chest. "Let's make a run for it."

Without another word, we took off sprinting toward our house, naked as the day we were born. Sand flew behind us as we ran up the beach, across the dunes, and up the wooden stairs to the deck. The door was still open just like we'd left it, and we were running at full speed when a little voice in my head said something that made my blood run cold.

But our door isn't red, it's yellow.

I tried to put my arm out to stop us, but our momentum was too great. We went careening through the open doorway and straight into the living room, where Jake, Kyle, and Connor were sitting on a couch in an exact copy of our beach house, all staring at us with expressions of complete shock.

"Oh shit!" I gasped, trying desperately to cover myself. I pressed one hand over my lower body and wrapped my other arm across my breasts, but there was no way to hide everything.

Michelle was doing the same awkward dance, trying to cover herself, while the three boys just stared.

After a moment that felt like an eternity, the boys burst out laughing. All except Connor, who immediately jumped up and grabbed two throw blankets from the back of the couch, wrapping one around each of us.

Kyle and Jake looked at him like he'd lost his mind.

"What the fuck, dude?" Kyle muttered.

"We're so sorry," I stammered, clutching the blanket around myself. "We'll leave you alone. This is so embarrassing."

"No, no," Jake said, still grinning. "You're not disturbing us at all. But we gotta know—how did this just happen?"

We explained about the late-night swim and the voices on the beach.

"Oh, I know what must've happened," Connor said. "It was probably the undertow while you were swimming. It pushed you down the beach in front of our house instead of yours."

"DUH," Michelle smacked her forehead. "That makes total sense."

"We should really go," I said, still mortified.

"No, stay," Kyle said quickly. "We just got back from a bar in town. It sucked, and we'd love the company."

"We should go home and get dressed, then maybe we'll come back," I suggested.

As we started toward the door, Jake called out, "Hold on. What if we got nude too? You know, to make you feel more comfortable."

I felt my face burn with embarrassment, but Michelle turned to look at me with that all too common glint in her eyes.

"I'm game if you are," she said with a grin.

I couldn't think of a good reason to say no. These boys had been nothing but sweet to us, and Connor had been such a gentleman. Plus, the situation was already so ridiculous that modesty seemed pointless. And they were all attractive, so seeing them naked would be hot. I couldn't help but wonder what their young cocks and firm asses would look like.

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

Jake immediately started pulling his t-shirt over his head, revealing the muscular, athletic torso we'd admired on the beach. His chest was smooth and defined, with just a hint of hair trailing down from his navel. Kyle followed suit, exposing his slightly leaner frame.

Connor hesitated, clearly more shy than his friends.

"Come on, Connor," Michelle encouraged gently. "We're all friends here."

With visible reluctance, he started unbuttoning his shirt. He had nothing to be shy about—his chest was broader, with even more definition than either of his friends.

Jake was already pushing down his shorts, and I was not shocked by the size of his penis based on how his swim shorts had tented earlier in the day. He was nicely proportioned, probably about seven inches, and already semi-hard from arousal from our unexpected entrance.

Kyle stepped out of his shorts next, and I could see that he was slightly smaller than Jake, maybe six and a half inches, but definitely thinner.

Connor was the last to drop his shorts, and when he did, my eyes widened. He was larger than both his friends—in length and girth. He had no reason to be shy. That kind of endowment was intimidating. I looked over to Michelle, who was staring intently at it.

All three boys stood there, their young bodies on display, and I felt that familiar warmth building between my legs. Michelle's hand found mine and squeezed. I felt like a cougar, for the very first time.

"Well," she said with a laugh, "this is turning into quite the evening."

* * *

We all stood there in the living room, a strange tableau of six naked people not quite sure what came next. The silence stretched on, punctuated only by the sound of the breeze blowing in from the outside.

Finally, Michelle broke the tension.

"Jake, honey, could you grab us both a beer?" she asked, her voice casual as if we were all sitting around fully clothed at a barbecue.

"Oh, um, yeah, of course," Jake stammered, clearly grateful to have something to do. He hurried toward the kitchen.

"And bring back an empty bottle too!" Michelle called after him.

My eyebrows shot up. I knew exactly where this was going.

"Kyle, Connor," Michelle continued, turning to the other two boys who were still standing there looking shell-shocked. "Could you clear some space on the floor for us? Move that coffee table and those chairs."

The boys jumped into action, moving furniture with the eager efficiency of college-aged men trying to impress through feats of strength. Within moments, they had created a large open space on the hardwood floor.

"Perfect," Michelle said, settling herself down cross-legged on the floor. "Come on, everyone, let's sit in a circle."

I followed her lead, sitting down and arranging the blanket around myself. The boys positioned themselves across from us, still clearly nervous but unable to hide their excitement.

Jake returned with two cold beers and an empty Stella Artois bottle. Michelle accepted her beer and took a long, appreciative swig before placing the empty bottle in the center of our circle.

"I think we all know how this works," she said with a mischievous grin. "But I assume you boys aren't interested in each other, so if you land on another guy, we will go with whichever one of us ladies it points the closest to."

Kyle and Connor nodded quickly, while Jake just grinned.

"I'll start," Michelle announced, reaching for the bottle.

She gave it a good spin, and we all watched as it rotated, finally slowing and pointing directly at Kyle. Michelle didn't hesitate—she crawled across the circle on her hands and knees, her beautiful body moving with feline grace.

Kyle's eyes went wide as she approached. When she reached him, Michelle cupped his face in her hands and kissed him deeply, as her long hair draped across his stiffening cock.

When they separated, Kyle looked dazed. "Wow," he breathed.

"Your turn," Michelle said, settling back into her spot.

Kyle reached for the bottle with shaking hands and spun. It rotated several times before coming to rest pointing to Connor, which meant it was closer to me than to Michelle.

As Kyle began crawling toward me, I held up my hand to stop him.

"My husband and I have a rule," I explained. "We can't kiss members of the opposite sex. But you can kiss me on the cheek."

Kyle's face fell slightly, but he nodded without complaint. He leaned forward and pressed a soft, lingering kiss to my cheek, his lips warm and gentle.

"Thank you," I said softly, appreciating his understanding.

Now it was my turn. I spun the bottle, watching it whirl before settling on Jake. I crawled over to him, my heart racing slightly. When I reached him, I placed my hands on his shoulders and leaned in, pressing my lips to his neck. I kissed him passionately there, letting my tongue trace along his skin. He let out a small groan of pleasure.

"That was nice," Jake said when I pulled back.

Jake spun next, and the bottle landed closest to Michelle. They came together in the center of the circle, kissing hungrily while the rest of us watched. Michelle's hands stroked his chest as they lost themselves in the moment.

When they separated, it was Michelle's turn again. She spun the bottle, and this time it pointed directly at me. The boys let out appreciative sounds—"Oh!" and "Damn!"—as Michelle and I met in the middle of the circle.

Our kiss was passionate and familiar, our bodies knowing each other so well. The sounds of appreciation coming from the boys added to my arousal. They watched in rapt attention as we explored each other's mouths.

I spun again, and the bottle landed on Connor. As I began crawling toward him, Michelle interrupted.

"Somewhere else this time," she suggested with a devious smile.

I looked back at her, immediately understanding what she meant. Connor's neck turned crimson as he realized, too.

I positioned myself between his legs and leaned forward, taking him into my mouth. He was so large I had to open wide to accommodate him, my jaw stretching to fit his girth. Connor let out a strangled moan as I worked him with my tongue, as I took him in and out of my mouth. Finally, kissing around the head of his prick.

When I pulled back, Connor was breathing heavily. With shaking hands, he reached for the bottle and spun. As luck would have it, it landed on me.

"Looks like it's your turn to return the favor," Michelle said with a grin.

Connor approached me cautiously as I leaned back and spread my legs. For such a young man, he certainly seemed to know what he was doing. His tongue was surprisingly skilled, finding the right spots almost immediately. When I reached out and put my hand on the back of his head, the other two boys groaned with jealousy.

"Damn, I bet she tastes great," said Jake.

"Oh, she does," replied Michelle.

The game continued for several more rounds. Kyle spun and got Michelle, who guided him to pleasure her the same way Connor had me. Jake got another turn with me, this time kissing and caressing my breasts while the others watched.

Michelle spun and got Connor, surprising everyone by taking him even deeper than I had managed. The poor boy looked like he might pass out from pleasure.

Connor reached for the bottle with trembling hands and spun again. The bottle rotated lazily before coming to rest, pointing directly at Michelle once more.

But this time, instead of lying back to receive him, Michelle turned around and positioned herself on her hands and knees, presenting her gorgeous backside to him.

"Put it in," she instructed, looking back at him over her shoulder.

The boys let out appreciative murmurs as Connor crawled toward her. Connor moved behind her, his impressive cock hard and ready, but he hesitated. His hands hovered uncertainly over her hips, clearly nervous about taking this next step.

"Let me help," I said softly, crawling over to them.

I reached out and wrapped my fingers around Connor's thick shaft, feeling him pulse in my hand. He was so hard, so ready. Slowly, I guided him to Michelle's entrance, positioning him perfectly before giving him a gentle push forward.

Michelle let out a soft moan as Connor slowly entered her wet sheath. I watched, mesmerized, as his impressive length disappeared inch by inch into my best friend. The sight was incredibly erotic—two beautiful bodies joining together while I helped guide them.

Once Connor was fully seated inside her, I positioned myself in front of Michelle, spreading my legs and presenting my pussy to her. She immediately leaned down and began working me with her tongue. The vibrations of her moans as Connor moved inside her sent waves of delight through me.

"That's gotta be the hottest thing I've ever seen," Jake said.

I looked over at him and Kyle, both watching us with expressions of pure lust. I crooked my finger, beckoning them over. They didn't need to be asked twice—both boys hurried over and knelt on either side of me, their rock-hard cocks level with my face.

I reached out and wrapped a hand around each of them, stroking slowly while taking turns bringing them into my mouth. Jake first, then Kyle, then Jake again. Their hands found my breasts, fingers playing with my nipples as I worked them.

Kyle leaned forward and began kissing and licking around one of my nipples, his tongue warm and eager. When he gently bit down, I pulled Jake's cock from my mouth and gasped.

"Bite harder," I told him breathlessly.

He obliged, increasing the pressure until I cried out in pleasure. The combination of Michelle's tongue on my pussy, Connor's rhythmic thrusts sending vibrations through her, and Kyle's teeth on my sensitive nipple was overwhelming, and I had my first orgasm of the night.

After a few minutes of this exquisite torture, Michelle pulled away from me and flipped over onto her back, positioning herself next to me but in the opposite direction. Jake rushed to get between her legs.

Kyle moved between my legs, while Connor positioned himself next to my face. I looked up at Connor's flushed face as Kyle slowly entered me.

"Did you like how I sucked your cock earlier?" I asked Connor teasingly.

"Yes, ma'am," he replied earnestly.

The words hit me like a bucket of cold water. I reached out and slapped his cock, not hard enough to hurt but enough to get his attention.

"Ma'am? How old do you think I am?" I demanded.

Connor's face went white with terror, clearly thinking he'd ruined everything. "Oh God, I'm so sorry! I didn't mean—I was just being polite."

While he was stammering his apologies, I barely noticed that Kyle had fully entered me and was moving inside me with long, slow strokes. I reached out and took possession of Connor's cock again, guiding it into my mouth to show him all was forgiven.

"Oh fuck," Connor moaned, his head falling back in relief and pleasure.

Kyle began moving more confidently inside me, his young body zealous and enthusiastic. "You feel so good," he whispered. "Your pussy is the best I've ever felt."

The sweetness of his words made my heart flutter. Such enthusiasm, such genuine appreciation—there was something endearing about their youth and wonder.

Next to me, Michelle and Jake had switched positions. She was now on top of him in reverse cowgirl, bouncing up and down on his cock with reckless abandon. As she leaned forward, I caught a glimpse of her cute little butthole peeking out between her cheeks. Jake noticed too—I watched as he licked his index finger and slowly moved it to her tiny hole, then gently inserted it.

Michelle's moan of pleasure was immediate and intense as Jake's cock and finger worked in unison.

I was ready for a position change myself. I pulled away from both boys and got on my hands and knees.

"Connor, I want you to fuck me," I said, looking back at him.

He started to say "Yes ma'am" again, but caught himself mid-word, his mouth snapping shut. The near-miss made me laugh.

"Good boy," I said with a grin.

Connor moved behind me and mounted me like the hung stallion he was. His size stretched me deliciously as he filled me completely. Meanwhile, Michelle had crawled off Jake and announced it was Kyle's turn.

She mounted Kyle in forward-facing cowgirl position while Jake positioned himself in front of me. I lifted my head and opened my mouth wide, ready for him.

Jake immediately began fucking my face, and I could tell he liked things rougher. That was fine with me—while I appreciated how gentle Chris was, I also loved how roughly Nathan would dominate me physically.

As Jake put his hands on the back of my head and began thrusting harder into my mouth, I relaxed my throat and let him push all the way in. Saliva began flowing freely, running down my chin as he used my mouth.

Connor, picking up on this new dynamic, began thrusting harder into me from behind. He grabbed my hips and rode me with increasing intensity. The sound of his pelvis slamming against my ass cheeks filled the room, mixing with our collective moans and the wet sounds of our couplings.

The intensity was overwhelming. Jake's cock hitting the back of my throat, Connor's massive length stretching me, the sounds of Michelle's pleasure next to me—it all combined into a perfect storm of sensation.

I couldn't hold back anymore. The orgasm started deep in my core and exploded outward like lightning. I pulled my mouth away from Jake's cock and let out a scream of pure ecstasy before collapsing forward onto the floor. My muscles simply couldn't support me anymore.

I think my climax triggered Michelle's because she immediately cried out as well, her own orgasm ripping through her as she rode Kyle.

We crawled to each other in the aftermath, kissing deeply while the three boys surrounded us, still hard and desperate for release.

We got on our knees and motioned for them to come forward. I took Kyle into my mouth while working Connor with my hand, and Michelle took care of Jake.

Without warning, Kyle exploded in my mouth. The sudden flood of cum caught me completely off guard, and I pushed him away, gagging.

"Don't ever cum in a woman's mouth without warning her first," I scolded, looking up at his sheepish face.

"I'm sorry," he said quickly.

"It's okay," I assured him, then turned to Connor. "But you—don't come in my mouth. Pull out and come on my face."

"Yes, ma'am," Connor replied automatically.

I threw my hands up in exasperation. "What the hell... sure, I'm a ma'am now."

I heard Jake moan as he painted Michelle's face with his release. Connor was close behind, pulling out of my mouth just in time to spurt his load across my forehead and cheeks.

Michelle and I turned to each other, alternating between kissing and cleaning the cum off each other's faces with our tongues, putting on a final show for our young audience.

"Fucking hell, did that really just happen?" Kyle asked in disbelief.

"I've never experienced anything like it," Connor added, still breathing hard.

"Older women are the best," Jake declared with satisfaction.

We all collapsed onto the floor in a pile of sweaty, satisfied bodies, basking in the afterglow of our unexpected evening.


Chapter twenty-two
Island Explorers


I was the first to wake, my body protesting every movement as I carefully extracted myself from my bed. My jaw ached from Jake's enthusiastic face-fucking, and there were finger-shaped bruises on my hips where Connor had gripped me while stretching me with his massive cock. Every muscle felt thoroughly used in the most delicious way possible. I smiled despite the discomfort—these were the kind of aches that came with memories worth keeping.

Michelle's door was shut, but Alison's was slightly ajar. She lay sprawled across the sheets, her blonde hair cascading over the pillow like spilled honey. Beside her, Captain Rex was on his back, his weathered chest rising and falling in deep sleep. My eyes widened at the sight of his veiny cock resting heavily against his stomach. Even though it was soft, it was not unimpressive. The contrast between Alison's polished beauty and his rugged masculinity was striking.

I pulled the door shut and continued to the kitchen.

After fixing a bowl of cereal, I headed to the front porch.

A little while later, Alison and Michelle joined me. Michelle carried a plate of fruit while Alison had grabbed a banana.

"Where's the Captain?" I asked.

"He's taking a shower," Alison replied with a satisfied smile.

"So, you let the captain take you out for a ride?" Michelle asked.

Alison's eyes sparkled with mischief as she peeled her banana. "Oh, the Captain definitely knew how to navigate my waters."

Michelle laughed. "Details, woman. We need details."

"Well," Alison began, settling back in her chair, "after you two left, we kept playing pool. Rex was surprisingly good—apparently, fishermen have steady hands." She took a bite of her banana, clearly enjoying keeping us in suspense. "The shots kept coming, and he kept getting funnier. Did you know he can do a perfect dolphin impression?"

"No way," I said.

"I'm serious. He had me cracking up. When the bar closed, he offered to walk me home like a proper gentleman." Alison's smile turned dreamy. "We were walking along the water, and he started telling me about constellations. Apparently, navigation is part of his job. When he pointed out Cassiopeia, I looked up and..."

"And?" Michelle prompted.

"He kissed me. Right there under the stars, with the tide lapping at our feet. It was like something out of a romance novel." Alison's cheeks flushed. "One thing led to another, and we ended up making love right there on the sand."

My eyebrows shot up. "On the beach? Wasn't that uncomfortable?"

"He laid out his jacket first," Alison said softly. "Very considerate. And honestly, I was so caught up in the moment, I didn't care about anything else. There's something so natural about being taken by the ocean."

Michelle fanned herself dramatically. "That sounds incredible."

"It was. But here's the thing—I've always dated very clean-cut, polished professional men. You know, guys in expensive suits who get manicures and drive BMWs." Alison gestured vaguely at me.

"Yeah, like my husband," I said.

Michelle laughed.

"Oh shit, I guess so… anyway, Rex is the complete opposite. His hands are rough from years of hauling nets, his face is weathered from sun and salt air. He's got these little scars all over his body from fishing accidents."

She paused, lost in thought.

"I never thought I'd be attracted to that kind of raw masculinity, but God, there was something so appealing about him. No pretense, no games. Just a man who knows exactly who he is."

"There's something to be said for that," I agreed.

"But what I loved most was his strength," Alison continued, her voice taking on a breathless quality. "On our way back to the house, I stepped on a piece of driftwood and twisted my ankle pretty good. Before I could even react, Rex just scooped me up like I weighed nothing and carried me the rest of the way."

Michelle sighed. "That's so romantic."

"It really was. I'm not a small woman, but he made me feel tiny and protected. There's just something so incredibly sexy about a man who can literally sweep you off your feet." Alison's eyes grew distant. "I kept my arms around his neck, feeling those solid shoulders, and I just melted."

"I totally get that," I said, thinking of times Chris had carried me. "There's something deeply feminine about being physically overwhelmed by masculine strength."

"Exactly!" Alison exclaimed. "And when we got back to the room, round two was even better. He took complete control, and I just surrendered to it."

Michelle grinned wickedly. "Sounds like the Captain really knew how to handle his vessel."

I rolled my eyes, and we all dissolved into giggles.

"So what do you ladies want to do today?" I asked, stretching my arms above my head.

Alison's face brightened. "Rex wants to show me his fishing boat and give me a tour around the island. You're both welcome to come, of course..."

Something in her voice told me she was hoping we'd decline. She clearly wanted time alone with the captain.

"That sounds amazing," I said, "but I think you should have some one-on-one time with your sailor."

Michelle nodded in agreement. "Besides, I signed up for a tennis lesson at the resort."

I raised an eyebrow. "Don't you get enough tennis at home? You traveled all this way just to take a lesson?"

Michelle shrugged, a mischievous glint in her eye. "You never know when you might find a good teacher with that piece of info that might help your game. You're getting too good, and I need an advantage." She paused meaningfully. "After that, I want to hang out at the pool. I'm tired of the ocean."

"In that case, I might do some shopping and get lunch," I said. "There's a shopping area called Pier Village. Then I might visit some of the historic sites."

Michelle made a gagging motion like she was sticking a finger down her throat. "Boring."

After finishing breakfast, I prepared for my solo adventure. I chose a cute, colorful sundress that swished around my thighs and showed off my tan from yesterday's beach time. A big floppy hat and oversized sunglasses completed the look—perfect for exploring.

I grabbed the keys to Chris's BMW and headed down the road, feeling oddly liberated to be on my own for the first time in days. The morning air was crisp, and I rolled the windows down to let the ocean breeze flow through my hair.

A few blocks from the house, I spotted a young man walking along the side of the road. As I got closer, my stomach did a little flip. It was Connor, looking impossibly cute in cargo shorts and a blue beach shirt that showcased his muscular build.

I slowed down and called out, "Where are you off walking to?"

He turned, and his face lit up when he saw me. "Hey! I'm walking up to the main road and from there I'm hitchhiking to the south side of the island."

I pulled over completely. "Isn't it dangerous to hitchhike?"

Connor laughed, his easy smile making my heart skip a beat. "Not on these islands. Everyone's pretty friendly. And if I can't get a ride, I can always call an Uber." He held up his phone as proof.

"What's on the south side?" I asked, genuinely curious.

"There's an old lighthouse you can walk to the top of, with a museum. The view is incredible."

"I'm headed to Pier Village," I said, and his eyes opened wide.

"That's right where the lighthouse is! Perfect timing."

Well, I guess there was no way to get out of this gracefully. "Want a ride?"

"That would be amazing, thank you."

He hopped into the passenger seat, bringing with him the scent of something distinctly masculine. I tried to ignore the way my pulse quickened, having him so close.

"Do you know much about the history of the island?" I asked as we drove, desperate for neutral conversation.

"Actually, I do. I'm a bit of a history buff—I read a lot." His enthusiasm was endearing. "I'm from Jekyll Island, which is very close by, so I've always been fascinated by the history of this area and Georgia history in general. Did you know that Georgia started out as a colony for British debtors?"

"I didn't," I admitted, glancing over at him. His profile was strong and clean-cut, and I found myself remembering how those lips had felt against my pussy last night.

"Yeah, James Oglethorpe founded it in 1733. He established Savannah as a place where people imprisoned for debt could get a fresh start. The idea was they'd work the land and become productive citizens instead of rotting in debtors' prison. Pretty progressive for the time, actually."

"That's fascinating," I said, and I meant it. "You could be a tour guide."

Connor turned to face me fully, his blue eyes sparkling. "I'd love to show you around."

Hmm. I wasn't sure how close I wanted to get to him after what we'd shared last night. I wasn't looking for romance, and something told me his feelings for me were more than just physical attraction. There was something in the way he looked at me—like I was more than just a fun vacation encounter.

"I'm heading to do some shopping," I said carefully.

"I could keep you company while you shop. After all, you'll need someone to carry your bags." His grin was infectious. "And then I could show you around the lighthouse and museum."

It really was a good idea. Shopping alone could be boring, and I was curious about the lighthouse. Plus, having a strong young man to carry my bags wasn't exactly a hardship.

"Alright," I said reluctantly. "But this isn't a date. We're just exploring the island together."

"Yes, ma'am," Connor said with boyish charm.

As we continued driving toward Pier Village, I couldn't help stealing glances at him. The morning sun streaming through the windshield highlighted his strong jaw and tousled hair sticking out from under his trucker hat, which featured an image of a vintage beach scene.

This was definitely going to be more complicated than I'd planned.

* * *

Pier Village was everything I'd imagined a quaint coastal town should be. The main street stretched along the waterfront, lined with charming shops housed in weathered clapboard buildings painted in soft pastels—seafoam green, coral pink, and butter yellow. Spanish moss draped from ancient live oaks, providing pockets of shade along the sidewalk, and the air carried the mingled scents of saltwater, fried seafood, and something sweet from a nearby bakery.

Connor and I strolled leisurely from shop to shop, with him happily carrying my bags.

Of all the shops, the vintage clothing store had been the most fun.

"Look at this wall of hats," I'd said, gesturing to the impressive display that covered nearly an entire wall of the narrow shop.

Connor had touched the brim of his trucker hat protectively. "I like the one I have."

"Come on, just try a few on. For fun."

What followed was the most elaborate hat fashion show I'd ever witnessed. Connor tried on everything from a fedora to a cowboy hat to a ridiculous oversized sombrero that made me laugh until my sides hurt. He modeled each one with exaggerated poses, making me giggle like a teenager.

After what must have been twenty different hats, he suddenly stopped and put one on with a decisive nod. "This is it."

"Let me see it," I said, looking up from the vintage band t-shirts I'd been browsing.

He spun to face me with a triumphant grin, and I realized he was wearing his original trucker hat.

I hit him on the shoulder, laughing despite myself. "Okay, okay, you win. You can keep your hat. But at least let me get you some sunglasses."

Our last stop, before lunch, was a bathing suit shop, and I found myself genuinely enjoying his company. Connor was funny and charming without trying too hard, and there was something refreshing about his enthusiasm for life.

Inside the swimwear boutique, racks of colorful suits lined the walls. I picked through several one-pieces and bikinis, holding them up to myself in the mirror. The styles here were more daring than what I usually wore—lots of cutouts and bold patterns.

"What about this one?" Connor asked, approaching with a suit draped over his arm.

I took it from him and examined it. It was a deep emerald green that would complement my skin tone beautifully, with a plunging neckline and what appeared to be interesting strappy details on the sides.

"It's cute," I admitted. "I should try it."

The changing rooms were at the back of the store—small wooden stalls with louvered doors. I gathered the suits I wanted to try and headed back, Connor settling into a chair outside the fitting area.

I slipped into the first stall and hung the other suits on the hooks provided. Connor's choice went on first, and as I pulled it up my body, I realized why he'd been drawn to it. The front was stunning—the emerald fabric hugged my curves perfectly, and the plunging neckline was sexy without being vulgar.

But when I turned to check the back view in the small mirror, my eyes widened. What had appeared to be a modest one-piece from the front was essentially a G-string in the back. A thin strip of fabric disappeared between my cheeks, leaving my ass completely exposed.

"How does it look?" Connor called from outside.

"I'm too embarrassed to come out," I replied, turning this way and that, trying to convince myself it wasn't as revealing as it seemed.

I heard muffled conversation, then his voice closer to the door. "The saleswoman said I could come in."

Before I could process how I felt about that, the door opened and Connor slipped inside, sitting on the small bench built into the corner. The fitting room suddenly felt impossibly tiny with both of us in it.

He looked up at me as if he were worshiping at the foot of a goddess, his blue eyes wide with appreciation. Fuck, Skylar, what are you doing? I thought, but I couldn't bring myself to ask him to leave. Nor did I want to.

That boyish grin spread across his face. "Turn around."

Something in his voice made my pulse race. I slowly turned, showing him my bare backside. The mirror reflected his expression, pure male appreciation.

He whistled low. "Skylar, you look so hot."

I looked over my shoulder and caught him openly admiring my ass, his gaze hungry in a way that made heat pool low in my sex. I blushed.

"Maybe, but I could never go out in public like this," I said, trying to sound casual despite the way my heart was racing.

"Why not?"

"I just couldn't. Maybe Michelle or Alison would, but that's not me."

Before I could react, he reached out and touched my cheeks, palming them in each hand. His touch was gentle, and goosebumps erupted all over my body. The simple contact sent a jolt straight through me.

I turned around quickly, my face burning. "I need to try on the other suits."

He looked up at me with puppy dog eyes that were somehow both innocent and devious. "Can I stay?"

I knew what I should say. I knew I should send him out, try on the suits like a normal person, and maintain some semblance of appropriate boundaries. Instead, I found myself reaching for the straps of the bathing suit and slowly pushing them down my shoulders.

The emerald fabric pooled at my feet, and I stood there completely naked while his eyes examined every curve of my body. The intensity of his gaze made me feel both vulnerable and powerful at the same time.

"Hand me the blue one," I said, my voice barely above a whisper.

What followed was the most erotic fitting session of my life. Connor commented on each suit, helping me adjust straps and offering his opinion on how they looked. His touches were respectful yet lingering, his fingertips brushing against my skin as he repositioned the fabric or smoothed a wayward strap.

When I tried on a red bikini with a complex clasp in the front, he stood to help me with it. As he reached around me, from behind, he pressed closer, and I felt the unmistakable hardness of his erection against my lower back.

The knowledge that I was affecting him that way made my pussy desperately wet. This was dangerous territory—far more intimate than our group encounter the night before.

Finally, I settled on two suits: a classic black one-piece that made me feel confident and a navy bikini with gold hardware that Connor had particularly admired. As I put my clothes back on, I reached for my panties but couldn't find them anywhere.

I looked at Connor, who was holding them with a devilish expression, the white lace dangling from his fingers.

"Can I keep these?" he asked, bringing them to his nose and taking a deep breath.

The sight of him inhaling my scent made my knees weak. I should have been mortified, should have demanded them back. Instead, I heard myself say, "Sure."

I mean, I'd already gone this far.

Walking to the checkout counter without underwear made me hyperaware of every step, every brush of fabric against my skin. The sales clerk, a woman about my age, with sun-streaked hair, gave me a knowing look as I placed the suits on the counter.

It wasn't disgust or even sympathy. If anything, the expression on her face seemed to be one of admiration as she glanced between Connor and me. She looked at him with evident appreciation, actually licking her lips as she processed my payment.

"You two have a great day," she said with a smile.

Outside the shop, Connor was practically bouncing with energy, my panties presumably tucked safely in his pocket along with the memory of what had just happened.

"So," he said, slipping on his new sunglasses, "ready for lunch?"

* * *

We found a cute cafe on the main street called The Pier View and snagged a table outside under a striped umbrella. I could smell the salt air mixing with the aroma of fresh bread and grilled seafood from the kitchen.

I ordered a grouper sandwich; the seafood was just so good down here. I ordered it blackened, with a tangy remoulade sauce and a garden salad. Connor studied the menu and ordered a burger with mushrooms, grilled onions, and Swiss cheese.

"A burger?" I raised an eyebrow. "How can you get a burger when you're down here with so much fresh seafood?"

He laughed, that easy sound I was starting to love. "Remember, I grew up down here. Fresh seafood isn't special to me - it's just Tuesday."

"That's right." I shook my head. "I keep forgetting you're from here. Sometimes you seem so..." I searched for the right word.

"Worldly?" he suggested with a grin.

"Something like that," I said. "So tell me about Georgia Southern. How do you like it?"

His expression shifted slightly, becoming more serious. "It's fine, I guess. Very conservative and old school southern. I'm actually considering transferring to UGA in Athens or Georgia State in Atlanta."

"Really? Why?"

"I want to be in a bigger city." He leaned back in his chair, his eyes distant. "I'm not sure if I'll like it, but the thinking around here is so narrow sometimes."

The waiter brought our drinks—a sweet tea for me and a Coke for Connor. I waited for him to continue.

"I really love art, music, and theater," he said, his voice gaining enthusiasm. "I've been to Atlanta a few times, and I always loved it. There's just so much culture, so many different perspectives."

I nodded, understanding completely. "Athens isn't much bigger than this, though."

"True, but it's close to Atlanta, and more progressive than here. And both have good business schools."

"And where are you from?" he asked.

"Alpharetta," I said. "It's a small town just north of Atlanta. I actually went to UGA and studied journalism, then moved back to Alpharetta after I graduated."

His eyes lit up. "No way! And what's your family like?"

"I have two younger brothers. The youngest is actually your age." I watched his face carefully. This admission did not seem to faze him at all.

"So, you're married, right?" Connor asked cautiously.

"I am," I smiled, twisting my wedding band. "His name is Chris. I met him when I was working for a local paper. He's in the restaurant business."

Connor's expression shifted instantly. The easy confidence in his face crumbled, replaced by apprehension.

"I've been curious about that," he said, his voice lower now. "I noticed your wedding ring yesterday, but after what happened..." He trailed off, eyes darting to my hand.

I took a deep breath. "We have an open marriage. We're both free to sleep with other people as long as we're honest about it."

Connor's brow furrowed as he processed this information. "I don't really understand that," he admitted. "But I guess I should be grateful for it." He leaned forward, his voice taking on an unexpected intensity. "I just know I could never share you if you were mine."

I raised my eyebrows. "If I was yours? Like if you owned me?"

He stiffened, his cheeks flushing red. "Oh my God, that did not come out right..." He ran a hand through his hair. "You know what I mean. How, when you're married, you kinda belong to each other."

I reached across the table and touched his hand. "Calm down. I know what you're talking about. Until recently, I would have thought the same thing." I gave his hand a gentle squeeze. "We were introduced to this lifestyle by Michelle and her husband. It's been eye-opening."

I decided against mentioning that I only knew Alison because she had also slept with my husband. That would have blown his mind completely.

Connor nodded, his embarrassment fading. "Things are kinda changing these days. I've heard of polyamorous relationships and open marriages before." He shrugged. "Honestly, I haven't put a lot of thought into it, so I probably shouldn't pass judgment."

"That's very mature of you," I said, genuinely impressed by his self-awareness.

Our food arrived, and I stared at my grouper sandwich, desperate to dig in.

"But there are difficulties, as with anything," I said, picking up a french fry. "It's supposed to be just about sex, you know? But here I am sitting with you, and..." I shook my head. "I probably shouldn't be here."

"Why not?" Connor asked, his blue eyes searching mine.

"Because this feels different," I admitted. "With the others, it's been purely physical. Even with Michelle, who I adore, there's a clear line. But talking with you like this, getting to know you..." I trailed off, not wanting to put my confused feelings into words.

I took a bite of my grouper sandwich. It was perfectly flaky and seasoned just right. Connor bit into his burger with obvious satisfaction.

"Since you like history," I said, changing the subject between bites, "have you been to the Georgia History Center in Atlanta?"

"Yes! Actually, that's one of the reasons I want to live in Atlanta. That place is incredible."

I was surprised by his passion. "Why are you studying business if you're so interested in history?"

He paused, setting down his burger. "I'm interested in both history and writing, actually. Business is practical—my dad insisted on it. But what I'd really like to do is write about southern history from the perspective of a southerner who doesn't celebrate the more negative aspects of our history."

"What do you mean?" I knew exactly what he meant, but wanted to hear him explain it.

"I want to look at our history and culture in a more honest way, without sentimentalization. Too many southerners completely romanticize our history." His voice gained intensity as he spoke. "I think there's room for honest examination that realistically looks at both the good and the bad."

I found myself leaning forward, genuinely engaged. "That sounds incredible. I've always hated how people from other parts of the country look down on us when I travel, thinking we're all ignorant or racist."

"Exactly!" He gestured with his burger. "I want to help break that stereotype. It embarrasses me that my dad flies a Confederate flag in front of our house."

I nearly choked on my sweet tea. "Really? He does?"

"Yeah. And when I try to talk to him about it, he just goes on and on about heritage and history. But I'm like, Dad, what heritage exactly are you celebrating?"

"I never understood why so many people want to celebrate a history so flawed morally," I said.

Connor nodded vigorously. "It's not like I hate where I come from. I love being southern, and there are so many things to celebrate and be proud of. But they always want to pick the worst things to obsess over and celebrate."

"I couldn't agree more."

We ate in comfortable silence for a few minutes, both lost in thought. I found myself studying Connor's face as he concentrated on his food. There was something different about the way I was looking at him now—not just as the charming college boy with incredible stamina from last night, but as a thoughtful, intelligent young man who happened to have strong convictions about essential issues—who also happened to have a deliciously large cock.

Connor was the first to break our silence. "Can I ask you something?"

"Shoot."

"Last night was my first time with an older woman. I mean, not that you're old," he added quickly, "but you know what I mean."

I laughed. "I know what you mean."

"It was different than with girls my age. Better. Not just the physical stuff, but the way you and Michelle took charge, knew what you wanted. It was incredibly sexy."

Heat pooled in my stomach at his words. "Thank you."

"You know," I said, eating my last fry, "you're much more expressive and bold than I originally thought you'd be."

Connor tilted his head, curious. "What do you mean?"

"When I first met you yesterday on the beach, you seemed so shy and reserved. Quiet. I thought you might be the type who'd barely say two words."

He laughed. "I get that a lot, actually. People always think I'm this quiet, mysterious guy when they first meet me, but once I get to know someone and feel comfortable with them, you can't shut me up." He grinned sheepishly. "My friends back home always joke that I have two settings - silent or talking your ear off."

"Well," I said, reaching across the table to touch his hand again, "I've enjoyed getting to know both sides of you. The shy Connor and the bold Connor."

His fingers intertwined with mine, and I felt that familiar spark. "Which one do you prefer?"

"I like them both," I admitted. "The shy Connor is sweet and endearing. But this Connor—" I gestured to him with my free hand "—the one who isn't afraid to walk into my changing room? He's pretty incredible, too."

When the check came, Connor immediately reached for his wallet.

"I've got it," I said.

"No way. I asked you to lunch."

"Connor, you're a college student. I've got it."

He looked like he wanted to argue, but finally conceded. "Next time, it's on me."

"Next time?" I raised an eyebrow.

That grin returned. "I'm optimistic."

As we walked back toward the parking area, I found myself stealing glances at him. The sun had brought out the highlights in his hair, and his easy confidence made him seem older than his years. When he caught me looking, he didn't seem embarrassed or cocky, just pleased.


Chapter twenty-three
A Seductive History


The lighthouse was a short walk from the cafe, so we decided to put my packages in the car first. As we strolled along the pier walkway, the salt air carried the sounds of seagulls and distant boat engines. Connor walked close beside me, and I felt his hand brush against mine. I thought it was just an accident—we were walking pretty close to one another—then it happened again, and this time he took hold of my hand.

I pulled it away immediately. "I'm sorry, but I can't do that."

He held up both hands, stepping away slightly. "No problem. I didn't want to make you uncomfortable."

I felt terrible. It was such a normal thing for him to want to do in this situation, but it felt too romantic. For God's sake, we were already going to a lighthouse that I was sure would be romantic enough on its own without adding hand-holding to the mix.

"It's not you," I said quickly. "It's just—"

"You don't have to explain," Connor said. "I get it. Boundaries."

The lighthouse complex consisted of the St. Simons Island Lighthouse and the adjoining Keeper's Dwelling, which housed the museum. When we reached the entrance, Connor insisted on paying the admission fee.

"I was going to pay for it anyway, even if I hadn't run into you," he said, pulling out his wallet before I could protest.

The museum was small but thorough, explaining the lighthouse's fascinating history. Built in 1872, it was actually the second lighthouse on this site—the original had been destroyed during the Civil War when Confederate forces retreated from the island. The current structure stood 104 feet tall and had guided ships safely through the treacherous waters off the Georgia coast for over 150 years. The Keeper's Dwelling had housed lighthouse keepers and their families until the lighthouse was automated in the 1950s.

"There's a guided tour to walk up to the top starting in thirty minutes," the clerk explained, "or you can choose to climb the 129 steps to the top on your own."

"Want to go up now?" Connor asked.

I nodded.

The narrow iron staircase wound upward through the tower's interior, with a few small windows offering glimpses of the view along the way. We were both a little winded by the time we reached the top, but it was well worth it. The view was absolutely breathtaking, offering panoramic vistas of the coast, including Jekyll Island, Brunswick, and the south end of St. Simons Island. The Atlantic stretched endlessly to the horizon, its surface sparkling like diamonds in the afternoon sun.

We walked all the way around the narrow observation deck, taking in everything. Connor pointed out various landmarks; his knowledge of the area was impressive. When we returned to the ocean side, I leaned against the railing, letting the ocean breeze cool my flushed cheeks.

Connor approached me from behind, and I felt that he was hard again as he pressed against my back. I heard an unzipping sound and reached back to find his cock out, thick and throbbing in my palm.

I felt his hands on my thighs as he began pulling my dress up inch by inch. I stroked him as he raised my dress higher, before he lowered himself, positioning his cock at my needful entrance. He moved slowly, sliding his head around my pussy lips, lubricating himself with my wetness.

As he began to slide slowly inside me, I turned my head as far as possible. "People can see us."

"From up here, it just looks like we're enjoying the view," he whispered against my ear. "I'll move slowly. Point at things, so it looks like we're commenting on the scenery."

I did as he said, trying to point at distant boats and landmarks, but losing concentration as he slid in and out of me with extra slow, deliberate strokes. I knew I shouldn't, but I bent deeper at the waist to allow him deeper penetration. If someone had been watching with binoculars, they probably would have figured out what we were up to.

"I can't believe this is okay, but we can't hold hands," Conner said.

"I know. It's confusing, but this is physical, not emotional," I said.

"Are you sure about that?" He asked.

He was right about that, of course. "Stop talking and fuck me," I said, trying not to think about the implication of his question.

The mixture of his cock inside me and the public nature of our display made me come faster than usual. The thrill of potentially being caught, combined with the steady rhythm of his thrusts, sent waves of pleasure through my body. My orgasm built quickly, and when it hit, my body shook and then tensed. I could feel my pussy lips tightening around his cock, gripping him as I tried to muffle my moans.

I knew he was close—his breathing had become ragged, and his grip on my hips tightened—but then we heard voices echoing up the spiral staircase. He pulled out quickly, tucking himself away as I flattened out my dress and tried to compose myself.

A group of tourists burst through the door to the observation deck, chattering excitedly about the climb. We must have looked flushed and sweaty because the man in the group grinned at us.

"Looks like the climb up here wore you two out as well," he said.

His wife, however, seemed to notice the difference in our appearances—the guilty expressions on our faces—and just smiled knowingly.

We returned to the car, both of us still catching our breath. As I started the engine, Connor checked his phone.

"There's still enough time to see Fort Frederica if you want to," he said. "It's just seventeen minutes north."

"Sure," I said, pulling out of the parking space. "I love your style of being a tour guide."

We put the destination into the GPS, and as I drove along the coastal road, Connor began giving me a history lesson about Fort Frederica. But I had other ideas.

"Pull it out," I said casually.

"What?" His voice cracked slightly.

"You heard me. Pull out your cock."

Connor glanced around nervously, but complied, unzipping his shorts and freeing himself. I reached over and wrapped my fingers around his length, stroking him.

"Keep telling me about that fort," I demanded.

"So, uh, Fort Frederica was built in the 1730s by—" His breath caught as I ran my thumb over the head of his cock. "By James Oglethorpe to defend the Georgia colony from Spanish attacks." He paused.

"Go on," I said, varying my rhythm, sometimes quick strokes, sometimes slow and deliberate.

"The fort was… Jesus, Skylar… the fort was named after Frederick, Prince of Wales, and it housed about 650 soldiers… oh my god, that feels so good… and their families."

I could feel him throbbing in my hand, his hips shifting in the seat. "What happened to it?"

"It was abandoned in 1758 when the Spanish threat diminished," he managed, his voice strained. "Now it's just ruins, but you can walk through the old foundations… shit, I'm close… and imagine what life was like for the soldiers and settlers."

"Sounds fascinating," I murmured, increasing my pace slightly. Connor gripped the door handle, trying to maintain his composure as I brought him closer to the edge.

"Almost there," he said, and I wasn't sure if he meant the fort or something else entirely.

"Don't cum yet," I said firmly, tightening my grip around his base.

"I can't stop it," he cried out, his voice desperate. "It's about to come out. I can't hold it any more."

I glanced around quickly, spotting a small pull-off area ahead where the road widened near a cluster of old oak trees. Without hesitation, I swerved the car into the space, threw it in park, and unleashed my seatbelt all in one swift movement. I threw myself across the seat and took him in my mouth right as the first stream shot out, hitting the back of my throat.

His flow continued, stronger than I expected, and I struggled to take it all in as I swallowed with my lips still securely around his throbbing cock. The taste was salty and warm, and I worked to keep up with each pulse.

His body tensed beneath me, his hands gripping the seat as he kept repeating, "Oh my God, oh my God..."

I kept my mouth around him, each lick and gentle suck causing his body to shudder. I could feel the aftershocks of his climax rippling through him. Finally, he placed a trembling hand on my shoulder.

"It's too sensitive, stop… please," he whispered.

I pulled away slowly, a little of his semen still glistening on my lips. The urge to lean in and kiss him overwhelmed me—to share this intimate moment completely—but I caught myself just as I started to move forward. The boundaries I'd established earlier echoed in my mind.

I think he noticed my hesitation, because a satisfied smile crossed his lips. He now knew I wanted to kiss him, and that knowledge seemed to please him immensely.

"Sorry about that," he said, tucking himself back into his shorts. "I tried to stop, but..."

"It's fine," I said, grabbing a tissue from my purse to clean my lips. "Actually, it was exciting."

I straightened myself back into the driver's seat, adjusting my hair in the rearview mirror. Connor was still catching his breath, a dazed expression on his face.

"Ready to continue our educational tour?" I asked, moving the gear shift to drive.

He laughed, shaking his head. "You're incredible, you know that?"

We pulled back onto the road, and as the historic site came into view, I glanced over at him. "You're going to have to repeat everything you said about the history of this place."

"What do you mean?"

"Honestly, I wasn't listening earlier," I admitted with a grin. "I was a little distracted."


Chapter twenty-four
Youthful Infatuations


I woke up feeling conflicted, the events of yesterday replaying in my mind like scenes from a movie I wasn't sure I should have watched. Connor and I had such an amazing time together—the shopping, the lighthouse, our easy conversation over lunch. But beneath the surface of that perfect day lurked so many complications I couldn't ignore.

Connor was developing real feelings for me, and if I was being honest with myself, I was developing feelings for him too. He wasn't just some college kid good for a quick hookup anymore. He was sweet, intelligent, thoughtful—everything that made this situation so much more dangerous than it should be.

I couldn't let this continue. For both our sakes, I needed to create some distance between us. He deserved someone who could give him a real relationship, not a married woman on vacation who would be gone in a few days.

In the kitchen, I found Alison already up, cradling a steaming mug.

"Morning, sunshine," she said, gesturing toward the coffee maker. "Want some? I made it strong."

"God, yes," I said, pouring myself a generous cup. "Thanks."

"So how was your day yesterday?"

"I found Connor walking into town, so I offered him a ride," I said, settling onto a barstool. "We just did some shopping in the village and visited the lighthouse. Nothing too exciting." The lie came easily, but guilt twisted in my stomach. Alison had been so open and honest with me about everything, and here I was holding back the truth about my growing attachment to Connor.

"Sounds nice… and innocent," she said, not buying my bullshit.

"What about you? How was your day with Captain Rex?" I asked.

Alison's face lit up. "Amazing. He took me to see his boat—it's this gorgeous old shrimp trawler called Miss Savannah. It was incredible, except for the smell. Fish and diesel fuel don't exactly create a romantic atmosphere."

"But did you have a good time?"

"Absolutely, it was a wonderful day. We took it out for a ride, and he showed me this secluded little cove. Very private." Her cheeks flushed pink. "We did some exploring of our own, if you know what I mean."

"Where's he now?"

"In the shower. He always starts his day with one."

I fixed a bowl of cereal and walked out onto the porch. As I opened the door, I saw a sheet of paper taped to it with "To Skylar" written in careful handwriting. I opened it to find a short poem:

Last night beneath the Georgia moon,

You showed me paradise too soon.

Your beauty burns within my mind,

A treasure I was blessed to find.

Though morning came and night has passed,

I'll hold these memories unsurpassed.

With gratitude and fond desire,

You set my very soul on fire.

—Connor

Not bad, I thought. It was all very sweet, but now I had solid evidence that he had taken yesterday far too seriously. I stuffed it into the pocket of my robe and decided to tell him we couldn't see each other for the rest of the trip.

Alison and Michelle joined me on the porch, Michelle looking particularly groggy with her hair sticking up at odd angles.

"You look like you wrestled with your pillow and lost," I said.

Michelle collapsed into one of the wicker chairs. "That tennis lesson was a disaster. The instructor was this woman who kept correcting my form every two seconds. Total bitch. And don't even get me started on the pool scene—nothing but old guys with beer guts and gold chains."

"Sounds awful," Alison said, settling down beside me on the porch swing.

"At least I didn't pay for a single drink all afternoon. Those old farts kept sending them over, one by one." Michelle stretched her arms above her head. "But I did run into this cute golf pro on my way back. Maybe I'll take a lesson with him before we leave."

"Another twenty-something?" I asked.

"Of course. But hopefully he knows how to handle his equipment."

Alison and I rolled our eyes.

"So what's the plan for today?" Alison asked.

Michelle shrugged. "Beach?"

"We could play tennis," I suggested.

"Or we could go hunting for guys at another resort," Michelle countered.

Rex appeared in the doorway, fully dressed and carrying a coffee mug. His salt-and-pepper hair was still damp from the shower.

"Morning, ladies," he said with that gravelly voice, his steel-blue eyes twinkling with amusement. "Hope I'm not interrupting anything important."

Alison gave Rex a lingering kiss, her hand resting on his weathered chest. "We were just trying to decide what to do today."

Rex's eyes lit up with an idea. "Well, I might have a suggestion for you ladies." He took a sip of his coffee and leaned against the porch railing. "When I'm not out on my own boat fishing, I've got a side gig taking care of rich folks' yachts around here. Part of the deal is I can use them whenever I like."

He gestured toward the marina visible in the distance. "In fact, I don't really have a permanent home. I move around from boat to boat when they're not being used. Been living that way for about three years now."

"That sounds like the most romantic lifestyle ever," Alison said dreamily.

"It has its perks," Rex chuckled. "Anyway, there's a beautiful seventy-footer down at the marina that's just sitting there waiting. The owner is in Europe for the next month. I could take you ladies out for the day if you're interested."

"Count me in," Alison said, squeezing Rex's arm.

"Oh my god, yes!" Michelle exclaimed.

"Absolutely," I agreed, already imagining myself lounging on a yacht deck with a drink in hand.

"Perfect. Why don't you ladies pack whatever you need for the day, and we can walk down to the marina. It's just past The Beach Shack."

We all scattered to gather our things. I threw some sunscreen, my sunglasses, and a few other essentials into my beach bag, along with a bikini. The prospect of spending the day on a yacht excited me.

Twenty minutes later, we were walking along the beach path toward the marina, Rex leading the way with confident strides. The morning sun was already warming the sand, and I could smell the salt air mixed with the faint aroma of coffee from the restaurant.

As we passed the boys' house, I noticed Connor sitting on the front porch with a cup of coffee, looking somewhat forlorn. I didn't wave at him, planning to keep walking, but he immediately hopped up and jogged down to meet us.

"Good morning, ladies," he said with that boyish grin.

"Good morning," I replied, trying to keep my tone friendly but not encouraging.

"Where's Jake and Kyle?" Michelle asked.

"They went to visit a friend of Kyle's that lives nearby," he said.

"And they left you here all alone," I asked.

"Yes, ma'am," he replied, and I immediately frowned at him.

He caught my expression and smiled, adding a deliberate wink. "What're y'all up to today?"

"We're going out on a yacht," Alison said.

Connor's eyes widened with interest. "Well, that sure does sound like fun."

I felt a pang of sympathy but tried to get us moving again. "Well, I hope you have a good day," I said, starting to walk away.

But Michelle, ever the inclusive one, piped up. "Captain Rex, would it be okay if Connor joined us? I hate the thought of him sitting here all alone."

Rex shrugged good-naturedly. "Sure, the more the merrier. I don't mind."

Fuck, I thought to myself. Now I'm going to have a lovesick puppy following me around all day. He'd probably write another poem about it. But honestly, worse things could happen than having a super cute college boy infatuated with you. At least the view would be nice.

Connor looked directly at me, as if asking for my personal permission. There was something almost vulnerable in his expression that tugged at my heart despite my reservations.

"Well, grab your stuff and let's go," I said with a resigned sigh. "But if you call me ma'am one more time, so help me God..."

He burst into laughter, his whole face lighting up. "Yes, ma'am, I'll be right back!"

Before I could react to his deliberate defiance, he was already sprinting toward the house, leaving me shaking my head but fighting back a smile. The kid had spirit, I'd give him that.

"He's smitten," Alison observed with amusement.

"Completely gone," Michelle agreed. "It's actually kind of sweet."

Rex just chuckled. "Youthful infatuations. I remember those days."

I watched Connor disappear into the house and emerge moments later with a small duffel bag, bounding back to us with the enthusiasm of a golden retriever.

"Ready!" he announced breathlessly. "Skylar, you want me to carry your bag for you?"

"No, I've got it. Thanks," I said.

As we continued toward the marina, I caught him stealing glances at me every few steps. This was definitely going to be an interesting day.


Chapter twenty-five
Open Waters, Open Legs


The yacht was absolutely stunning—a sleek seventy-foot beauty with pristine white fiberglass and polished chrome fittings that gleamed in the morning sun. Rex moved around the boat checking gauges, starting the engines, and preparing lines. The twin diesel engines rumbled to life with a deep, satisfying purr.

"Connor, grab that stern line there," Rex called out, pointing to the thick rope securing the back of the boat to the dock. "Just untie it and coil it up nice and neat."

Connor eagerly followed instructions, his movements clumsy but enthusiastic as he freed the boat from its mooring. Rex handled the bow line himself, then guided us smoothly away from the dock with gentle touches to the wheel and throttle.

As we cleared the marina, the boat began to rise and fall with the ocean swells, and I breathed in deeply. The air smelled of salt and seaweed, with hints of diesel exhaust that somehow added to the maritime atmosphere. The rhythmic sound of the hull cutting through the water was hypnotic, and I found myself relaxing as the shoreline gradually receded behind us.

Rex opened up the throttles, and we picked up speed, the bow lifting slightly as we headed toward the horizon. The wind whipped through my hair, and I could taste the ocean spray on my lips. This was precisely what I'd needed—open water and fresh air.

When we could barely see land anymore, Rex pulled back on the throttles and the boat settled into a gentle drift. The sudden quiet was almost startling after the engine noise.

"Perfect spot," he announced. "Deep water, minimal current, and plenty of privacy."

We all made our way to the spacious deck area, where comfortable, cushioned seating was arranged in a horseshoe shape. The sun was already getting warm, and I could feel it on my shoulders through my cotton cover-up.

"Excuse me, I need to go change into my bikini," I said, starting to head toward what I assumed was a changing area below deck.

"Oh dear god, seriously, Skylar," Michelle said with exasperated amusement. "We're in the middle of nowhere."

Without another word, she began stripping off her clothes right there on the deck. Alison wasted no time joining her, pulling her sundress over her head and tossing it aside.

Oh, for fuck's sake, I thought, looking around at the empty ocean surrounding us. They were right—there wasn't another soul for miles. I sighed and pulled my cover-up over my head before dropping my shorts and removing my top.

"Captain Rex, would you mind oiling me up?" Alison asked, holding up a bottle of sunscreen.

He smiled and took the bottle from her, beginning to work the lotion across her back and shoulders. Meanwhile, Michelle started applying sunscreen to herself, but paused to look at me with a mischievous grin.

"Connor, it looks like Skylar could use some help," she said sweetly.

Seriously? I shot her a look that could have melted steel, but Connor was already hopping to his feet with eager enthusiasm. He moved so quickly toward me that he nearly tripped over his own feet, catching himself at the last second.

I reluctantly handed him the bottle of lotion.

As usual, Connor proved to be very thorough in his application. His hands worked the sunscreen into my skin with careful attention, and I had to admit it felt good. But when his hands began traveling up my inner thighs, clearly heading toward more intimate territory, I quickly intervened.

"You can do my feet," I said, taking the bottle back to apply lotion to my own private area. "I've got the rest."

Connor obediently moved to my feet, his disappointed expression almost comical. When he finished, I stretched out on one of the deck chairs with a book I'd brought, hoping to relax and enjoy the sun.

But I couldn't concentrate on the pages. I kept feeling like there were constantly eyes on me, that prickling sensation of being watched. Each time I glanced toward Connor, though, he would quickly turn his head away, pretending to be fascinated by the horizon.

The sun was getting higher, and the gentle rocking of the boat was making me drowsy, but Connor's persistent staring was keeping me on edge.

"Captain Rex," I called out, deciding a conversation might help redirect some attention. "What's your story? How did you become a fisherman?"

"Well now, that's a long tale," he said, wiping his hands on a rag. "You sure you want to hear it?"

"We've got nothing but time out here," I replied, gesturing at the endless blue water surrounding us. "And who knows, you might end up a character in one of my books."

He settled onto the bench across from where Alison was sunbathing, his steel-blue eyes taking on a distant look.

"I was born and raised right here on the Georgia coast," he began, his deep voice carrying that thick Southern drawl that seemed to make everything sound more interesting. "Third-generation fisherman, actually. My grandfather started with a little skiff back in the thirties, worked his way up to a proper shrimp boat by the time my dad was old enough to help."

Rex paused to take a swig from his beer bottle before continuing.

"Dad taught me everything about reading the water, understanding the tides, knowing when the weather was fixin'a turn bad. He started takin' me out when I was maybe eight. I wasn't much bigger than a minnow, but I could mend the nets and sort the catch good as anybody."

"That sounds like a hard life for a kid," Michelle observed, looking up from where she was applying more sunscreen.

"Hard, maybe, but honest," Rex replied with a shrug. "Learnt the value of working for what ya got."

"Is it dangerous?" Connor asked.

"Yep, and I got the scars to prove it." He pulled off his shirt to show a deep scar across his side. Connor looked at it with respect. "But the weather, she's the real danger. Dad always said the ocean don't care bout you or your problems—you always respect her, or she'll teach you… the hard way."

He shifted his position, getting more comfortable as he warmed to his story.

"When I turned eighteen, had a choice to make. Could stay on the boat with my Dad, or try something different. Well, I was young and stupid, thought I knew better. Figured the military might show me the world."

"Navy?" I guessed.

"Four long years," he confirmed. "Saw plenty of the world, all right. But turns out, no matter where I went, I kept missing home. Missing the feeling of a wooden deck under my feet."

Connor had finally stopped staring at me and was listening intently to Rex's story. He seemed fascinated by this glimpse into a completely different kind of life.

"So I came back home after my service," Rex continued. "Dad was gettin' older, needed the help. We worked together for about five years, building up the business. Then we got caught in a storm in 2004."

His expression darkened slightly at the memory.

"That storm was a monster, and came outta nowhere."

"You lost the boat?" Alison asked softly.

"Yep," Rex said simply. "The boat was damaged beyond repair and the insurance didn't cover near what we needed to start over. Dad was heartbroken - that boat represented three generations of work."

We rocked gently in the swells as Rex collected his thoughts.

"Spent the next few years working for other captains, saving every penny I could. Dad passed in 2008—think losing that boat broke something in him he never got back. But before he died, he made me promise I wouldn't give up on the water."

"So you rebuilt," Michelle said.

"Took me six more years to save enough for a down payment on my own boat," Rex nodded. "The Miss Savanna. She's a forty-two-foot trawler, not the prettiest thing you ever saw, but she's solid and reliable. Been working her for going on ten years now."

He took another pull from his beer, his gaze drifting across the water.

"Course, it ain't just shrimpin' anymore. Seasons are gettin' shorter, regulations gettin' tighter. Got to diversify to make a living. So I do charter fishin' and boat maintenance for folks with more money than sense."

"Like this yacht?" I asked.

"Exactly… like this yacht," he confirmed with a slight smile. "Owner's some rich lawyer from Atlanta, only uses her maybe six times a year. Pays me good money to keep her running and take care of any maintenance. Sometimes he lets me use her for special occasions."

"Is that what this is?" Alison asked with a teasing smile. "A special occasion?"

Rex's eyes met hers directly. "I'd say so."

"What about family?" Michelle asked. "Ever married?"

Rex's expression grew more guarded. "Was married for eight years. Sweet girl named Missy. Met 'er at a bar in Brunswick. But the fishing life is hard on a marriage—long hours, unpredictable income, weeks away during shrimp season. We tried ta make it work, but eventually she couldn't take the uncertainty anymore."

"Any kids?" I found myself asking.

"One daughter, Emma. She's eighteen now, just started at Georgia Southern." His face brightened when he mentioned her. "Smart as a damn whip, that girl. Wants ta be a marine biologist. Figure she got the love of the ocean from me, but she got 'er brains from 'er mom. She can study the ocean instead of workin' it."

"You must be proud," I said.

"Proud as I can be," he confirmed. "She's the best thing I ever did. Missy might not have been able to handle the fishing life, but she gave me Emma, and I'll always be grateful for that."

"I go to Georgia Southern," Connor said. "I'll have to be on the lookout for her."

Captain Rex got very serious, "Boy, you better not git within ten feet of my daughter."

"Why? I'm not a bad guy," he said, defending himself.

"I'm just fucking with you. You seem like a good kid… just a bit slow, that's all."

"Hey, I'm not slow."

I laughed and said, "Connor, he's fucking with you, again."

Alison spoke up, trying to change the topic. "Don't you get lonely out here by yourself?"

Rex considered the question seriously. "Sometimes," he admitted. "But there's a peace to it. When it's just you and the water and the sky, you learn things 'bout yourself you might not of discovered otherwise. Learn to be comfortable with your own company."

He looked around at all of us sprawled on the deck.

"Course, sometimes it's nice to have good company too."

"Captain Rex, can we swim in the ocean?" I asked.

"Of course," he replied with a grin. "That's what it's there for."

We made our way to the back of the boat, where a large wooden platform extended just slightly over the waterline. The ocean looked inviting, a deep blue-green that seemed to go on forever.

Without hesitation, I dove off the back of the boat, the shock of the cold water taking my breath away for a moment. But my body quickly adjusted to the temperature, and I surfaced with a gasp of exhilaration. Alison and Michelle followed immediately, both shrieking at the initial cold before laughing with delight.

Captain Rex and Connor remained on the wooden platform, watching us treading water.

"Come on, boys, get in!" Alison called out.

"And lose those swim trunks," Michelle added with a wicked grin.

Connor pulled his off first, diving in with youthful abandon. Captain Rex was more hesitant—maybe it wasn't proper form for a captain to leave his boat unattended, or maybe he was self-conscious about being the oldest among us. But after a moment's consideration, he finally pulled his trunks down and dove in after us, his entry much more graceful than Connor's enthusiastic belly flop.

I floated on my back, letting the gentle swells carry me away from the others. The sun felt warm on my face, and I closed my eyes, enjoying the sensation of being completely weightless in the vast ocean. The sounds of laughter and splashing grew more distant as I drifted further from the boat.

After a few minutes of peaceful floating, I heard the steady rhythm of someone swimming toward me. I opened my eyes to see Connor's head bobbing in the water as he approached with determined strokes.

"Hey," he said softly when he reached me, treading water a few feet away. "You okay?"

I righted myself, treading water as well. "Yeah, I'm fine. Just wanted to float for a bit."

He nodded, but his expression was more serious than usual. The playful, eager energy he'd been radiating all morning seemed subdued.

"Did you... Did you get my poem?" he asked, his voice barely above a whisper.

My heart sank a little. I'd been hoping to avoid this conversation, at least for today. "I did."

"And you didn't like it," he said, not really asking. His shoulders slumped slightly in the water.

"Connor—"

"I know, I know," he interrupted, his words coming out in a rush. "Yesterday was just for fun. It didn't mean anything to you."

The dejection in his voice made my chest tighten. This sweet kid was hurting, and I was the cause of it.

"That's not true," I said gently. "It was incredible for me too, but I think you're feeling something I'm not able to return."

He looked up at me with those earnest brown eyes, waiting for me to continue.

"I'm married, Connor. I love my husband very much." I paused, knowing how confusing this must sound to him. "I can see where that could seem weird, but Chris and I love one another. We're open about these kinds of experiences, but part of that agreement is no emotional attachments."

Connor was quiet for a moment, processing what I'd said. A small wave lifted us both, and we bobbed gently in the water.

"I understand," he said finally. "I mean, I think I do. I'm not a stalker, so don't worry about that. I just... I have feelings for you, and I knew it was probably silly, but I wanted to express them. That's why I wrote the poem."

The maturity in his response surprised me. Despite his youth, he was handling this conversation with more grace than some men twice his age might have.

"The poem was beautiful, Connor. Really. You have talent." I meant it—the verses had been surprisingly sophisticated for someone his age. "You should think about taking some creative writing classes."

His face brightened considerably at the compliment. "Really? You think so?"

"Absolutely. You said you were interested in writing about history, but maybe you should consider creative writing as well?"

"You really think so?" He asked, his enthusiasm returning. "But it's probably hard to make money at that, right?"

I smiled at his practical concern. "It can be challenging, yes. But, it doesn't have to be either-or. You could pursue both writing and business. Maybe minor in writing while you get your business degree, or take workshops on the side. There are lots of ways to keep your creative side alive while still being practical about your career."

Connor's entire demeanor changed; his body language grew more animated, even as we treaded water. "See, this is why I like you so much. You actually seem to care about me."

The earnestness in his voice touched something in my chest. "I do care about you, Connor. You're a really smart, super sweet kid. But I'm not in love with you, you understand? Let's say... I'm in lust with you."

A slow smile spread across his face, transforming his features from dejected to delighted. "I like that. You're in lust with me. That sounds... cool."

"It's honest," I confirmed. "Physical attraction and chemistry are real things, and they're nothing to be ashamed of. But they're different from love or romantic feelings."

"So when we were together the other night, and yesterday..."

"It was incredible," I said, and I meant it. "You're a fantastic lover, and you made me feel amazing. But it was physical pleasure, not emotional connection in the romantic sense," I lied.

He nodded thoughtfully. "Like how I might be attracted to a beautiful painting in a museum. I can appreciate it and enjoy looking at it, but I don't want to take it home and marry it."

I laughed at his analogy. "Close enough. Although you're a bit more interactive than a painting."

"Definitely more interactive," he grinned. "And way more fun."

A larger wave rolled under us, and we both had to adjust our treading to stay afloat. In the distance, I could hear Alison's laughter carrying across the water.

"So we're good?" I asked. "You understand where I'm coming from?"

"We're good," he confirmed. "And thanks for being honest with me instead of just avoiding the conversation. That means a lot."

"You deserve honesty. And Connor? Don't let anyone tell you that poetry isn't worth pursuing. The world needs more people who can express themselves with beauty and truth."

"Maybe I'll write about this weekend," he said with a mischievous glint in his eye. "Though I'm not sure I could capture it properly in verse."

"I'm sure you'd find a way. Just maybe keep the more explicit details between us, yeah?"

He laughed. "Deal."

I felt a sense of relief that we'd had that conversation. Connor seemed lighter now, like a weight had been lifted from his shoulders. And I felt better knowing I'd been honest with him without crushing his spirit.

We started swimming back toward the boat, where the others were still playing in the water near the platform. Michelle had apparently challenged Captain Rex to a swimming contest, and they were racing back and forth between the boat and an imaginary finish line.

* * *

When we climbed back onto the yacht, towels in hand, something had shifted in the group dynamic. Maybe it was the honest conversation Connor and I had shared, or perhaps the combination of sun, salt air, and freedom, but none of us reached for our discarded clothes. We simply dried off and continued exploring the boat in our natural state.

Rex showed us around, pointing out features of the yacht he maintained. The main cabin boasted polished wood and brass fittings, while the galley kitchen sparkled with stainless steel appliances. A small hot tub sat invitingly on the back deck.

"This is incredible," Michelle said, running her hand along the smooth railing. "Do you get to use boats like this often?"

"Sometimes I'll take her out for a test run," Rex admitted with a grin. "Gotta make sure everything's working properly."

We settled into the hot tub first, the warm water a delicious contrast to the ocean swim. Steam rose around us as we sank into the bubbling jets. Connor positioned himself across from me, trying to be subtle about his glances but failing. Alison had claimed the spot next to Rex.

After we'd soaked long enough to turn pleasantly pink, we moved to the main deck, where Rex produced a deck of cards. We played a few rounds of poker, using plastic cocktail picks as chips. Michelle proved surprisingly skilled at bluffing, while Connor's tells were embarrassingly obvious.

"You need to work on your poker face," I teased as he fidgeted with his cards.

"Hard to concentrate," he mumbled, his eyes drifting down my body before snapping back up to my face.

As the afternoon wore on, we grew hungry. Rex and Alison took charge in the galley, working together to prepare a surprisingly elaborate early dinner. She chopped vegetables while he seasoned fresh fish he'd purchased at the marina. The smell of garlic and herbs filled the air.

We arranged ourselves around the large table that pulled out from the deck, creating a perfect dining space with ocean views on all sides. Connor maneuvered himself between Michelle and me on one side, while Rex and Alison sat across from us. The conversation flowed as freely as the wine Rex had produced from somewhere in the yacht's depths.

For dessert, Rex surprised us with individual bowls of vanilla ice cream topped with fresh berries. As I savored the cold sweetness, I noticed Connor shifting restlessly beside me. A glance downward revealed the source of his distraction - he was growing visibly aroused.

I looked over at Michelle, who wore a knowing smile. Following her arm down, I could see her hand had disappeared beneath the table. Her fingers were wrapped around Connor's balls, stroking and teasing them. Under her touch, he continued to swell until I could see him approaching the edge of the table.

The moment his tip crested the tabletop, Alison's eyes went wide with surprise. Rex's expression shifted to shock - clearly, he wasn't accustomed to our group's casual attitude towards sex.

But Alison was quick to distract him. Her own hand slipped beneath the table, and his expression of shock melted into one of pleasure as she found her target.

Unable to resist, I put a small dab of ice cream on the tip of his cock and leaned forward to lick it off. He sat up very straight. The taste of him, mixed with the lingering sweetness on my tongue, created a pleasing combination.

Michelle's hand continued its work on his balls while I focused my attention higher up. Across the table, I could hear Rex's breathing grow heavier as Alison worked her own magic.

"Maybe we should move somewhere more comfortable," Michelle suggested, her voice full of desire.

We abandoned our dessert bowls and moved as a group to the plush seating area. Rex seemed to shed his earlier hesitation, his hands roaming freely over Alison's curves as they kissed deeply. Michelle pulled Connor down beside her, their mouths meeting in a passionate kiss.

I positioned myself between Michelle's legs as Connor moved above her, taking him into her mouth. The soft cushions of the yacht's seating area cradled us as I began exploring Michelle with my tongue, tasting the salt from our earlier swim mixed with her natural sweetness.

Out of the corner of my eye, I watched Alison kneel before Rex, her blonde hair cascading over his sun-kissed thighs as she took him in her mouth. His weathered hands gripped the cushions, his steel-blue eyes fixed on our trio with an expression of pure fascination.

Sometimes, during these experiences, I feel myself leave my body and float above the scene, making mental notes of everything that's happening. Maybe it's the writer in me, but I begin to analyze everything. On this occasion, it hit me just how decadent and transgressive my life had become. The vast majority of people go through life having only a handful of sexual partners, and almost always one at a time. Some cheat, but that's usually done in secret with hopes of no one ever finding out about it.

Here I was, going down on my best friend who was pleasuring a college boy, who was infatuated with me, while watching another friend, who had recently been intimate with my husband, sucking the cock of a man she'd just met. All on a luxury yacht in the middle of the ocean.

Ok, Skylar, you can think about all of this later, I told myself. Get back into the moment.

During a position adjustment, Michelle stood up and walked over to where Alison and Rex were positioned. I watched them as Connor eagerly moved between my legs, his tongue finding my center with surprising skill for someone so young. Rex's entire body stiffened as Michelle approached, his eyes darting to Alison with obvious uncertainty.

Alison caught his questioning look and smiled reassuringly. "It's okay," she said, her hand still wrapped around his shaft. "We share everything."

To demonstrate her point, Alison guided Rex's cock toward Michelle, offering it to her like a gift. Michelle crawled over Rex, positioning herself above him before slowly lowering herself onto him. The expression that crossed his face as Michelle enveloped him was pure bliss - like he thought he'd died and gone to heaven.

Alison demonstrated her signature move, positioning herself to lick Michelle's ass from behind while she straddled Rex. Not wanting to be left out, I lifted my legs and shifted forward, bringing my asshole into Connor's view.

"Lick it," I commanded.

He hesitated, which was a perfectly normal response. His eyes met mine with an expression that asked if I was serious.

"I want you to lick my ass," I said clearly, leaving no room for misinterpretation.

Connor cautiously extended his tongue, placing it against my delicate opening. He began making small circles, his tongue flicking at its sensitive ridges. I could feel it involuntarily contract and expand under his attention. It must not have been too unpleasant because he grew more enthusiastic as my moans of pleasure encouraged him. His tongue explored deeper as I began rubbing my clit.

The combination of his inexperienced but eager attention and my own fingers brought me rapidly toward the edge. Across from us, I could hear Michelle's breathing become ragged as Rex thrust beneath her while Alison worked her magic.

"Oh god, I'm coming," Michelle cried out, her voice echoing across the open water.

Her announcement triggered my own release. We climaxed in unison, our screams of pleasure carrying across the empty ocean. Why not be loud? There wasn't another soul for miles to hear us.

As we caught our breath, I watched Alison and Michelle trade places. Rex's eyes were glazed with disbelief at his incredible fortune. I pulled Connor up toward me, taking him into my mouth to taste the saltiness of his pre-cum.

His hands held my head as I worked him with my lips and tongue, determined to give him an experience he'd remember long after this magical afternoon ended. The yacht rocked gently beneath us, the sound of waves lapping against the hull creating a rhythm that matched our movements.

Michelle stood and moved to the railing at the back of the boat, pressing her hands against the smooth metal and leaning forward, staring out at the sea. The invitation was clear.

"Ladies, what do you think? Want to join me?" she called over her shoulder with a wicked grin.

Alison and I needed no further encouragement. We joined her at the railing, the three of us lined up like offerings to the sea gods. The men approached from behind, Rex's weathered hands finding my hips while Connor positioned himself behind Alison.

The sensation of being taken from behind while the ocean spread endlessly before me was unlike anything I'd ever experienced. Rex's strength and experience showed in every movement, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through my core. Beside me, Michelle cried out as Connor moved behind her, while his hand played with Alison's clit.

Rex's calloused hands gripped my waist as he drove deeper, his breath hot against my ear. "You're incredible," he growled, his Southern drawl thick with desire.

Michelle reached out to grasp our hands, all three of us intertwining our fingers as we rode the waves of ecstasy together.

Connor's youth served him well as he moved between us, his stamina impressive for someone so inexperienced. Rex's years of physical labor had given him strength and endurance that left us all breathless.

After some shifting and repositioning, Rex ended up behind Alison while Connor moved behind me. Michelle turned to face them, her hands stroking both men's chests as they moved within us. The contrast was striking - Rex's weathered, muscular torso scarred from years of hauling nets, and Connor's smooth, youthful skin still unmarked by life's hardships.

I could feel Connor's grip tighten on my thighs, his fingers digging into my flesh with increasing urgency. His rhythm became erratic, his breathing shallow and desperate. The telltale tension in his body told me he was approaching his limit.

"I'm gonna come," he whispered against my ear, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

"Do it," I breathed back, pushing against him.

With a final, deep thrust, Connor buried himself completely inside me and held still, his entire body rigid as he released. I felt the warmth of his cum filling me, then the slow trickle as it began to escape down my inner thigh. He stayed motionless for several long moments, his forehead pressed against my shoulder blades as he caught his breath.

I leaned back into him, turning my head to kiss his neck and chest, tasting the salt of his sweat mixed with ocean spray. His young body trembled slightly with the aftershocks of his climax.

Beside us, Rex was still driving into Alison with powerful, rhythmic thrusts. Both were moaning and moving with increasing wildness, their bodies glistening with perspiration. Alison's hands gripped the railing so tightly her knuckles had turned white.

"Yes, yes, don't stop," Alison cried out, her voice carried away by the ocean breeze.

Rex's movements became more urgent, more primal. Finally, with a deep groan that seemed to come from his very soul, he pulled out abruptly. His release erupted across Alison's back in thick, white streams - an impressive display of masculine power.

Without hesitation, Michelle and I leaned forward, our tongues finding the warm trails on Alison's skin. I was always curious about how different men tasted, and Rex's essence was uniquely his own - extra salty with an almost seaweed flavor that made perfect sense given his life on the water. The taste of the sea itself seemed to linger on my tongue.

Michelle caught my eye and grinned as we cleaned Alison's back together, our tongues occasionally meeting as we worked. Rex watched in fascination, clearly unused to such thorough appreciation of his efforts.

"Well," he said finally, his voice still rough with exertion, "that was something else entirely."

We collapsed together on the deck cushions, a tangle of satisfied limbs and racing hearts. The yacht rocked gently beneath us as we caught our breath, the afternoon sun beginning to fade.

"Well," Rex said finally, his voice rough with satisfaction, "I'm definitely not putting that in the maintenance report."


Chapter twenty-six
Sunset Reflections


During the walk back from the marina, Connor walked beside me, excited about his writing aspirations and sharing his favorite authors with me.

When he asked for my number, I hesitated for a moment. It probably wasn't the smartest move, but his passion for writing reminded me of myself at his age. I figured I could help him with his craft, maybe edit some of his work. What harm could come from encouraging a budding writer?

"Just promise me you'll actually write something," I said as I entered my contact information into his phone. "And not just poetry about married women you barely know."

He laughed, that easy boyish grin spreading across his face. "Deal. Though I can't promise the married woman thing won't make it into my work."

At our beach house, Captain Rex said his goodbyes to Alison with surprising tenderness. His weathered hands cupped her face as he spoke in low tones about possibly visiting New York, about wanting to see her world the way she'd seen his.

"I've got a charter tomorrow," he told her, "but I'd like to see you before you leave if you're willing."

Alison's face lit up. "I'd love that."

After Rex headed back to his boat and Connor reluctantly returned to the boys' house, the three of us grabbed drinks from our well-stocked refrigerator and made our way down to the beach. The ground was still warm as we settled into the sand, our legs stretched out toward the gentle water.

For a while, we just sat in companionable silence, watching the last traces of daylight fade from the horizon. But as the stars began to appear, our conversation took a more serious turn.

"You know," Alison said, swirling her wine in its plastic cup, "this week has made me think about some things."

Michelle and I turned to her expectantly.

"I've been questioning this whole pattern I have," she continued. "Always going for married men, never committing to anything real. Maybe it's time I took relationships more seriously. I need to find a man like the two of you have, committed but understanding about my need for freedom."

"What about Rex?" Michelle asked gently. "He seems pretty taken with you."

Alison smiled, but there was something wistful in it. "I do like him. If he visits New York, I'd definitely be open to exploring that. But he's so committed to his life here, to fishing. It's in his blood." She paused, taking a sip of wine. "I could maybe see myself in Atlanta, but here? It would be career suicide. I've worked too hard to build what I have."

Michelle nodded thoughtfully, then let out a long sigh. "Speaking of getting older... this week was amazing, but it also scared me a little."

"Scared you how?" I asked.

"I loved commanding the attention of those college boys," she admitted. "Feeling desired by men so young. But how much longer will that last? At some point, they're going to start looking at me and thinking I'm old and gross."

I nearly choked on my drink. "Michelle, are you kidding me? You're nowhere near that point. You're still a total MILF, and when you do get older, you'll just transition into being a GILF."

"What the fuck is a GILF?" she asked.

"A Grandmother I'd Like to Fuck," I said matter-of-factly. "Trust me, you've got decades of being irresistible ahead of you. Besides, I'm the one they keep calling 'ma'am'."

That got both of them laughing, but I could tell Michelle was still processing her fears about aging and desirability.

"My turn for confessions," I said, surprising myself with the words. "I'm worried about how this lifestyle might affect my marriage long-term."

Both women looked at me with concern.

"I'm only a year into this," I continued, "and I've already faced some serious challenges. That whole thing with Nathan. And here I am again, breaking some sweet kid's heart because I can't help myself."

"Sky, you're being melodramatic," Michelle said firmly. "That Nathan situation was just part of a learning curve. Everyone goes through growing pains in this lifestyle. Chris forgave you completely, and your relationship is stronger than ever."

"And Connor will be over it by next week," Alison added. "Trust me, college boys bounce back fast. He'll probably write a beautiful short story about his mysterious older woman and then move on to crushing on his creative writing professor."

I wanted to believe them, but the worry lingered. "Sometimes I wonder if we're playing with fire. If we're risking something beautiful for the sake of adventure."

"Every relationship involves risk," Michelle said softly. "The question is whether the growth and experiences are worth it. From what I've seen, you and Chris are doing great."

We sat with that for a moment, the sound of water filling the silence.

"Whatever happens," Alison said, "I want us to promise to stay in touch. Really stay in touch. Not just social media likes, but actual support."

"Agreed," Michelle responded. "And we should do this once or twice a year. Girls' weekends somewhere amazing."

"And we promise to always be there for each other," I added. "No matter what."

Without discussion, we all extended our pinkies toward the center of our circle. The gesture felt both silly and profound as we linked our fingers.

"Pinky swear," we said in unison, then dissolved into giggles at our own ridiculousness.

"I can't believe we only have two more nights," Michelle said as we unlinked.

"Maybe we need to take it easy," I suggested, though part of me didn't mean it. "I'm not sure my body can handle much more of this insanity."

Alison laughed. "I can hang with you two tomorrow. Rex has that charter, but I definitely want to see him Sunday night."

"Fine, tomorrow night will be our last hurrah," Michelle said with a grin.

As we gathered our empty cups and headed back toward the house, I felt a deep sense of gratitude for these women. Whatever complications lay ahead, whatever challenges we'd face, I knew I'd find support in their friendship. The house glowed warmly as we approached, and I could imagine us years from now, gray-haired and still scandalizing beach towns somewhere.


Chapter twenty-seven
Fore Play


The next morning started with Michelle leading us through yoga poses on the beach as the sun climbed higher over the ocean. The familiar movements felt grounding after all the excitement of the past few days.

"I can't believe we only have one more day after this," Alison said as we finished our cool-down stretches.

"Let's make it count," Michelle replied, rolling up her mat. "Resort activities today?"

An idea had struck me: if the boys were stuck watching golf all week without getting to play, we could make them a little jealous by actually hitting some balls ourselves.

"Why aren't you packing your clubs?" I had asked as we loaded up the cars.

"The club we're visiting is super exclusive," Chris had explained. "Reserved just for players during the tournament. We can only spectate all week, which is going to be frustrating. I always get inspired watching others play, but then I want to grab a club myself."

At the resort's pro shop, we rented clubs and bought a bucket of balls. Michelle and I had both taken lessons over the years and played regularly enough to feel somewhat confident. Alison, however, had already warned us about her athletic abilities… or lack thereof.

"I'm not kidding when I say I'm not athletic," she reminded us as we approached the tees. "This might be a disaster."

"It's not that hard," Michelle said encouragingly. "Just keep your eye on the ball and swing through."

It turned out to be much harder than we had anticipated. Alison's first swing missed the ball entirely, nearly spinning her around. Her second attempt made contact with the ground about six inches behind the ball. The third swing somehow managed to hit the ball sideways, sending it rolling into the next tee box.

"Okay, let's try adjusting your stance," I offered, moving behind her to guide her swing.

Ten minutes and zero successful hits later, I was starting to feel bad for her.

"This is hopeless," Alison groaned after another wild swing. "I can't even hit a stationary ball."

"You know what? Let's call over one of the pros," Michelle suggested, flagging down a young instructor who'd been watching our struggles with barely concealed amusement.

The golf pro approached with an easy smile. He looked to be in his early twenties, with sun-bleached hair and the kind of tan that came from spending every day outdoors. His name tag read "JAKE" - apparently a popular name around here.

"Having some trouble?" he asked politely, though his eyes sparkled with humor.

"That's putting it mildly," Alison said. "I think the ball is actively avoiding my club."

Jake laughed and positioned himself behind Alison, adjusting her grip and stance. "The key is to keep your head still and follow through."

With his guidance, Alison finally made contact, sending the ball about thirty yards in a relatively straight line. We all cheered like she'd just won the Masters.

"There you go!" Jake said encouragingly. "Now try it on your own."

Alison's next swing missed completely. The one after that made contact but sent the ball flying sideways again. Then, in what had to be the most spectacular failure I'd ever witnessed, she swung and missed, but as she brought the club back down, she somehow managed to hit the ball backwards, nearly hitting Jake's ankles.

Jake put his face in his hands and shook his head while I doubled over laughing.

"I'm so sorry," Alison said, mortified.

"It's fine," Jake said, though he looked like he was questioning his career choices. "Maybe we should take a break."

That's when inspiration struck. "Jake, is there somewhere more private we could practice? Maybe a fairway with lots of trees or something? We want to take some fun pictures for our husbands."

Jake raised an eyebrow. "Fun pictures?"

"You know... risque ones," I said with a meaningful look.

His cheeks reddened slightly as understanding dawned on him. "Well, there's a new course being landscaped. Today's the workmen's day off, so nobody would be there. No security cameras set up yet either." He paused, looking conflicted. "But I could get in serious trouble if I showed it to guests. It's off-limits."

I stepped closer and slipped my arm around his shoulders, discreetly sliding a hundred-dollar bill into his front shirt pocket. "And we'll need someone to take the pictures."

Jake coughed and grinned. "What the fuck. How can I say no to that? Meet me out front - I'll get a cart."

Twenty minutes later, Jake was driving us through the resort in a golf cart at what felt like dangerous speeds. I gripped the side as we bounced over small hills and wound past the main course.

"Slow down!" Michelle laughed as we hit a particularly rough patch. "We want to arrive in one piece!"

Jake finally pulled up to a locked gate, producing a key from his pocket. "The third fairway will be perfect," he said as we drove through. "Trees on three sides, completely private."

He was right - it was even better than I'd imagined. The fairway stretched out like a green carpet, bordered by tall, Longleaf pines that would block any view from outside.

"This is perfect," I said, handing Jake my phone. "Ready to be a photographer?"

I grabbed a driver and walked to what would be the tee area, then pulled my shirt over my head. "Get me mid-swing," I called out, positioning myself with the club raised.

Jake's hands were slightly shaky as he took several shots of me topless, then more as I stripped down to just my panties. Feeling bold and caught up in the moment, I removed everything and struck various poses while Michelle and Alison called out suggestions.

"Turn sideways... now look back over your shoulder... lick the handle of the club… perfect!"

After checking the photos and seeing that Jake had a surprisingly good eye for composition, Michelle took her turn, followed by Alison. Each session grew more playful and adventurous.

"You know what we haven't done?" I said as Alison finished her solo shots. "Group shots!"

Jake's enthusiasm was evident as we arranged ourselves in various formations - lined up with clubs raised, me cupping Alison's breasts as she took a swing, Alison's head between Michelle's legs as she lined up to hit an imaginary ball. We even took some truly scandalous shots involving the club handles.

Throughout the entire shoot, Jake remained completely professional, never making crude comments or inappropriate suggestions, though the bulge in his pants was impossible to hide.

As we finished and started gathering our clothes, I felt a bit guilty about his obvious arousal.

"Jake," I said gently, "would you like to... take care of that before we head back?"

His eyes widened. "That would be incredible. If you don't mind."

We arranged ourselves in front of him as he pulled his cock from his shorts. Michelle, Alison, and I struck various poses and offered encouraging words as he stroked himself.

"Just like that," Michelle purred. "Stroke that cock."

"Cum for us, Jake," Alison added with a sultry smile.

Within minutes, Jake reached his climax, spilling onto the freshly planted grass with a satisfied groan.

On the ride back to the main resort, I scrolled through the photos, selecting the best ones to share. By the time we reached the driving range, I'd sent a carefully curated selection to Chris and Nathan.

My phone buzzed almost immediately with Chris's response: "You never cease to amaze me. I've never encountered such an amazing vision while playing golf. Looks like you all are having more fun than Nathan and me."

I replied with a heart emoji followed by an eggplant.

"I think we successfully made them jealous," I said, showing Michelle the message.

"Mission accomplished," Alison laughed.


Chapter twenty-eight
New Toys


Later that evening, Michelle said, "I want to go back to The Beach Shack. I can't stop thinking about those fried Georgia shrimp."

"I'm in," Alison said immediately. "Plus, I need to redeem myself at the pool table. You two laughed way too hard at my golf swing today. Pool is actually a sport I'm good at."

"Really?" I raised an eyebrow. "Because I seem to remember beating you the other night."

"That was different. I was distracted by Captain Rex." Alison grinned. "Tonight, I'm focused."

We freshened up and walked the familiar path to The Beach Shack as the sun began its descent toward the horizon. The restaurant was busy, with several families occupying the larger tables and a group of college-aged kids playing cornhole to the side of the deck. They made me think of Connor.

My phone buzzed, and speak of the devil, it was Connor: "Hey, want to get together tonight?"

I showed the message to Michelle and Alison. "What do you think?"

"Tell him it's girls' night," Alison said firmly.

I typed back: "Thanks, but it's girls' night tonight. Maybe tomorrow?"

His response came quickly: "We're going deep-sea fishing tomorrow and won't be back until late."

I typed back: "Text me when you get back."

Michelle ordered her beloved fried shrimp again, while Alison went for the seafood platter, and I chose the grilled lime shrimp. We claimed a high-top table near the pool table and ordered a pitcher of margaritas.

"This is exactly what I needed," Michelle said, savoring her first shrimp. "There's something about the breading here - it's got a kick to it."

"Old Bay seasoning," our server mentioned as she refilled our water glasses. "Chef's secret weapon. You can get it at any Kroger."

"Well, fuck me standing," Michelle said.

"Maybe we should've invited the boys," I said.

After we finished eating, Alison cracked her knuckles dramatically. "Alright, ladies. Time for your education in billiards."

She wasn't kidding. Alison ran the table on Michelle in the first game, then beat me soundly in the second. Her form was flawless - smooth, confident strokes and strategic thinking that made our earlier games look like child's play.

"Where did this come from?" I demanded as she sank the eight ball for her third consecutive victory.

"Spent a lot of time in pool halls during college," she said with a satisfied smile. "Turns out I have a natural eye for angles."

"But you played like shit the other night," I said.

"Yeah, I learned a long time ago you don't want to beat guys you want to fuck. It intimidates them," she said.

"Fuck that," said Michelle. "Trust me, they'll fuck you either way."

"I can't believe we're leaving the day after tomorrow," I said. "This has been the best girls' trip ever."

"Until next time," Michelle said, as we lifted our glasses for a toast.

On the walk home, Alison said she had a surprise for us back at the house. We tried to get her to tell us what it was, but she would only say that it involved something Chris liked and she had bought them to try with him. That is, if I approved.

"Come on, just give us a hint," Michelle pleaded, walking backwards in front of Alison. "Is it edible? Wearable? Battery operated?"

Alison just grinned mysteriously. "You'll see soon enough."

I could not for the life of me think of what she was talking about. Chris liked a lot of things, but what could Alison have possibly bought that related to him?

When we arrived back at the beach house, she told us to wait in the living room.

"What could it be?" Michelle mused, looking at me.

I shrugged. "I have no fucking idea."

Alison returned holding something behind her back. She looked nervous but excited, practically bouncing on her toes. "Okay, so you remember our video call? What was the secret thing you told me Chris liked?"

Realization hit me, but I still didn't know what she had. Heat crept up my neck as I remembered that intimate conversation. "Oh, I told you he liked a finger up his ass."

"Exactly," she said, her smile widening. "And when I put two fingers in, he seemed to like it even more. So, I thought when we all get back from our trips, we could use these on him."

She brought her arms from behind her back to reveal a box for us to open.

As we lifted the top, we saw it contained two strap-ons.

"Holy shit," I said, my eyes widening. The harnesses were made of black leather with adjustable straps, and the attached dildos were a realistic flesh tone, approximately seven inches long and about one and a half to two inches in diameter. "I don't know if he will go for that or not. But I love it."

Michelle made a pouting face. "What? I don't get one?"

"I'm sorry," Alison laughed. "We can get you one if you want, but tonight we can share." She examined the harnesses with obvious curiosity. "I've never used one before, but I thought we could practice before bringing it up to Chris. Have either of you used one?"

We both said no, but Michelle perked up with her usual fountain of knowledge. "I know that it's called pegging when a woman uses a strap-on to fuck a guy."

Alison looked skeptical. "I thought that was just a generic term for using a strap-on."

"No, pegging specifically refers to—"

"Oh my god, here we go again," I interrupted, laughing. Their debates had become legendary over the past few days. "Who gives a fuck? Seriously? Give me one."

Alison handed me one, and I tried to put it on, but it was confusing. The harness had multiple straps and buckles, and I couldn't figure out which leg went through which loop. Alison and Michelle tried to help, but between the three of us, we struggled to get my legs into the right holes.

"Wait, this strap goes around your waist," Michelle said, holding up what I thought was a leg loop.

"No, that's definitely for the thigh," Alison countered.

"You're both wrong," I muttered, stepping out of the tangle we'd created.

As we worked, I noticed that the dildo part had two components - a larger dildo that protruded from the front of the harness and a smaller one underneath that would clearly go into the wearer's pussy. The dual design was ingenious, ensuring pleasure for both partners.

Finally, we got it on and tightened the straps. The leather felt snug against my hips and thighs, supportive but not restrictive.

Michelle stepped back and gasped. "Oh my god, Skylar, you won't believe how those straps make your ass look. You have a gorgeous ass already, but the straps pull your cheeks in and up and frame it perfectly."

Curious, I went to the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. "Oh shit," I said, turning to see the back view. "You're right."

The harness transformed my body, accentuating curves I didn't even know I had. The straps created this intricate pattern across my hips and ass that was undeniably sexy. The dildo jutted out proudly from my pelvis, and I had to admit - I looked powerful. Dominant.

As I walked back into the living room, it was strange having this appendage swinging in front of me. My gait automatically adjusted to accommodate the new addition.

"You look so cute wearing that," Alison said, her eyes bright with excitement.

I put my hand around the shaft, surprised by how realistic it felt. The silicone was soft but firm, with detailed veining and a pronounced head. "This is a perfect size for my pussy," I said, considering the dimensions, "but I think it might be big for Chris's virgin ass."

Alison nodded enthusiastically. "I thought of that. These are the dildos for us." She reached into her bag and pulled out two smaller packages. "I got two smaller, thinner ones for him."

The backup dildos were noticeably more modest - maybe six inches long and much slimmer. They looked far more manageable for someone new to anal play.

"Maybe he'll go for it," I mused, still getting used to the weight of the harness. "I've been spanking him and exploring cock and ball torture with him." I paused, remembering how turned on he got when I spanked his ass black and blue. "We'll just have to see. But I can't wait to see what it feels like to fuck someone."

The words surprised me as they came out of my mouth. I imagined there was something exciting about the power dynamic shift, about being the one doing the penetrating.

Alison looked at Michelle. "You want to wear the other one or for me to? You want to give or receive?"

Michelle didn't hesitate. "I want to give."

While Alison helped her put on the other strap-on, I couldn't help but play with my new appendage. I pulled at it, fascinated by how it moved with my body. I made it bounce by moving my hips in and out, then swung my hips around, twirling it in a circle, which amused both Michelle and Alison.

"You're like a kid with a new toy," Alison laughed.

"This is incredible," I said, continuing my experimentation. "I mean, I can see why men are so obsessed with their dicks. There's something really satisfying about having this... extension of yourself."

Michelle was having her own moment of discovery as Alison tightened her straps. "God, this feels amazing," she said, looking down. "I feel so... powerful."

"Right?" I said, understanding what she meant. There was something psychological about wearing the harness that went beyond the physical sensation. It was transformative.

Alison stepped back to admire our handiwork. "You both look incredible… even dangerous."

Without a word, Alison dropped to her knees in front of us.

"This should be interesting," she said, reaching for both of our silicon cocks.

Michelle and I stood side by side as Alison began stroking us, then we started slapping her face gently with the dildos. She opened her mouth and took mine between her lips, then switched to Michelle's, going back and forth between us.

But in less than a minute, we realized this wasn't working.

"This is pointless," I said, stepping back. "I can't feel anything."

"Yeah, watching her suck on silicon is doing nothing for me," Michelle agreed.

Alison released us and sat back on her heels. "Well, that was anticlimactic."

I had a different idea brewing. "You know what I do want to feel though? I want you to lick my ass like you did Michelle's the other night."

Michelle's eyes lit up. "Oh god, yes. I want that again, too."

"Connor did it to me on the yacht," I continued, "but something tells me you're better at it."

Alison's face broke into a grin. "Now that's something I can work with."

Michelle and I positioned ourselves behind the couch, bending forward and spreading our cheeks. The strap-ons hung down between our legs as we waited in anticipation.

Alison moved behind me first, her hands gently gripping my ass as her tongue made contact. The sensation was warm and incredibly intimate. She traced circles around my tight opening before pressing her tongue flat against it.

"Fuck," I breathed, my knuckles white as I gripped the couch cushions.

She alternated between long, broad strokes and pointed flicks, building the sensation until I was practically shaking. Then she moved to Michelle, who let out a low moan as Alison's tongue found its target.

"God, you're amazing at this," Michelle gasped.

Alison went back and forth between us, taking her time with each of us, driving us both to the edge with just her tongue. The forbidden nature of the act, combined with its pleasurable sensation, was overwhelming.

"I want to try," I said, my voice full with curiosity and desire.

Alison looked surprised but pleased. "Really?"

"Yeah. I mean, eating pussy was bizarre the first time, too, but now I love it."

We switched positions, and I found myself kneeling behind Alison as she bent over the couch. Her ass was perfect - round and firm, with the cutest little pink opening. I hesitated for just a moment, then leaned forward.

The first touch of my tongue against her was strange—the texture was different from what I expected, the taste subtle but distinctly intimate. But as I continued, something clicked. There was something incredibly erotic about this most taboo of acts.

I experimented with different techniques, watching her body respond to each movement of my tongue. When I pressed firmly and traced circles, she pushed back against me. When I flicked quickly, she gasped and gripped the couch cushions.

"Oh my god, Skylar," she moaned. "That feels incredible."

Encouraged, I continued my exploration, fascinated by how responsive she was to every flick and touch. There was something about it that made me feel powerful and giving at the same time.

Finally, I stood up, my knees sore from kneeling on the hardwood floor. I positioned myself behind Alison, the dildo jutting out from my hips. "Ready for this?"

She nodded eagerly, and I pressed the head of the dildo against her opening. As I pushed forward, I immediately understood the purpose of the dual design. The internal portion of the dildo pressed against my own pussy and clit as I thrust, creating stimulation for me too.

But what I really loved was the visual - watching the silicon cock disappear into her pussy, the way her body accepted it, the power I felt being the one doing the penetrating.

I gripped her hips firmly and began a steady rhythm. "How do you like getting fucked by me?"

"I love your cock in my pussy," she gasped, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "Fuck me hard, Skylar."

The physical exertion hit me faster than I expected. Within a few minutes, I was breathing hard, a light sheen of sweat forming across my forehead.

"Jesus," I panted, slowing my pace. "I didn't know how much work this was. I have so much more respect for guys now. We lie there most of the time, but they're really having to work hard. Look at me, I'm sweating."

Michelle laughed. "I wanna try."

"Good," I said, pulling out of Alison. "Because I'm literally fucking exhausted."

I gladly stepped aside. "Be my guest."

Michelle took my position behind Alison and began fucking her much harder than I had. I could see the way Michelle's body moved, how she relished the control, the dominance. This was clearly in line with her natural personality.

Watching them, I felt my own desire building again. "Fuck me like that," I said, taking off my harness and bending over the couch.

"Hey," Alison protested weakly, but I didn't care.

Michelle pulled out of Alison and positioned herself behind me, mounting me with the same intensity she'd shown Alison. The dildo pressed against all the right spots as she thrust into me, and I lost myself in the sensation.

Once she had tired herself out, I looked at Alison. "I've never been fucked in the ass before. Could you get the smaller dildo and try it on me?"

Alison's eyes widened. "Really? You want me to fuck your ass?"

I nodded, feeling a thrill of nervous excitement.

She looked in her bag and pulled out one of the smaller dildos - maybe six inches long and less than an inch in diameter. She swapped it with the larger one in the harness and pulled out a bottle of lube.

"This is going to feel weird at first," she warned, coating her fingers with lube. "But we'll go really slow."

I bent back over the couch as she began massaging the lube around my tight opening. The sensation was strange, but not unpleasant, just foreign. When she inserted one finger, I tensed.

"Relax," she said softly. "It's easier if you don't fight it."

She worked her finger in and out gently, then added a second. There was pressure and a slight burning sensation, but it wasn't horrible.

After a few minutes of preparation, she lubed up the strap-on and positioned it at my entrance. "Ready?"

I nodded, then felt the head of the dildo pressing against me. As she pushed forward, I clenched my teeth.

"Hold on a second," I gasped. "It burns."

"That's normal," Michelle said from beside us. "Just give your ass a second to adjust."

The burning subsided slightly, and I nodded for her to continue. She pressed all the way in, then began thrusting slowly in and out. It still burned, but it was manageable.

"This still kinda hurts," I said. "Why do guys like this?"

"You just have to get used to it," Michelle explained. "It'll feel better. But also remember, men have a prostate that it hits against. So, it does feel better to them."

Alison continued her gentle thrusts. "For me, being fucked in the ass is about transgression, about being naughty. And the pain is part of that. It's like you're being fucked and punished at the same time. But not everyone enjoys that."

Michelle grinned. "Skylar, just keep telling yourself that you're a bad girl getting fucked up the ass."

I laughed, but I actually thought about it—and it did make it better. There was something deliciously naughty about it.

"Let's try something else," Michelle said after a few minutes.

Alison pulled out of my ass, and the burning came back with a vengeance. I gasped out loud, "Fucking hell!"

"Oh yeah, I should've warned you," Alison said apologetically. "Pulling out can hurt more than going in."

Michelle lay down on her back and motioned for me to climb on top of her. I positioned myself above her and started to lower my ass onto her strap-on when she said, "No, put it in your pussy. Alison's going to fuck your ass."

"Oh," I said, understanding dawning. "So you want me to take both at the same time?"

Michelle grinned her all-too-common grin. "Yep."

I lowered my pussy onto her cock and bent forward to kiss her while Alison positioned herself behind me again. When she pressed the dildo back into my ass, I had never felt so full in my life.

"Oh my god," I gasped against Michelle's lips. "This is incredible."

They found a rhythm, one pulling out while the other pushed in, creating an incredible sensation of constant fullness and stimulation. Michelle reached between my legs and began rubbing my clit at the same time.

The dual penetration was unlike anything I'd ever experienced. Every nerve ending seemed to fire at once as they moved in and out of me. I felt stretched and filled beyond what I thought possible. I felt such pleasure, in the most naughty way imaginable.

"You're so tight. I can feel it as I pull in and out," Alison breathed from behind me, her hands gripping my hips as she maintained her steady thrusts.

Michelle's fingers worked my clit expertly while her strap-on filled my pussy. I knew the leather harness was pressing against her clit with each of my movements, and I could see the pleasure building in her eyes.

"I can't... this is too much," I panted, but I didn't want them to stop.

The combination was overwhelming. The burning in my ass had transformed into something deeper, more intense. Combined with the fullness in my pussy and Michelle's skilled fingers on my clit, I was rapidly approaching a climax.

"Come for us," Michelle whispered, increasing the pressure on my clit.

Alison's thrusts became more urgent behind me. "Let go, Skylar."

Within moments, I was coming hard, yelling both their names as waves of pleasure crashed over me. My whole body convulsed between them, every muscle tensing as the orgasm ripped through me. I could feel myself clenching around both dildos as the sensation peaked and then slowly began to ebb.

They held me steady as I shook, neither moving until I finally collapsed forward onto Michelle's chest, completely spent.

As they pulled out, I felt more sore than ever before, but also delighted. There was an emptiness now that felt strange after being filled so completely. I rolled off Michelle and lay on my back on the floor, staring at the ceiling as I tried to catch my breath.

"That was... fuck," I said, unable to form complete sentences.

"You okay?" Alison asked, her hand gentle on my thigh.

I nodded weakly. "More than okay. That was amazing."

"These things are getting uncomfortable," Michelle said, tugging at her harness straps.

"Yeah," Alison agreed, reaching for the buckles. "Let's get these off."

I helped them out of the leather contraptions, our fingers fumbling with the straps as we laughed and untangled ourselves. Without the strap-ons, our bodies felt smaller, lighter, more natural.

"Come here," Alison said, pulling me close. Her lips found mine as her hands roamed my body, and I melted into her touch. Michelle pressed against my back, her fingers trailing down my spine.

Soon we were a tangle of limbs on the living room rug, hands and mouths everywhere. Michelle's fingers slipped between my legs while I kissed Alison's neck. Alison's mouth found Michelle's breast while her hand worked between my thighs.

"I want to taste you both," I whispered, and we rearranged ourselves.

I buried my face between Alison's legs while Michelle positioned herself between mine. The taste of Alison on my tongue was becoming familiar now. Above me, I could hear Alison's soft moans as Michelle's tongue worked its magic on me.

We shifted again, forming a hedonistic sapphic circle while we lay on our sides. I found myself with my head between Michelle's thighs while Alison's face was buried in my pussy, and Michelle completed the circle with her mouth on Alison.

It was exhilarating, giving and receiving pleasure simultaneously. Michelle's taste flooded my senses while Alison's tongue worked expertly between my legs. I could hear the wet sounds of all three of us, the soft moans and gasps creating a symphony of desire.

Our movements became synchronized, each of us responding to the pleasure we were receiving by giving more intensely to our partner. The rhythm built steadily, all three of us climbing toward release together.

When the first orgasm hit, I think it was Alison, it triggered a chain reaction. Michelle's thighs clenched around my head as she came, her cries muffled against Alison's pussy. The vibrations of her moans against me sent me over the edge, and I came hard against Alison's mouth.

We collapsed in a satisfied heap, our bodies still intertwined, breathing heavily as the waves of pleasure subsided. The perfect circle we'd formed felt symbolic in some way.


Chapter twenty-nine
Final Temptations


Michelle was curled up beside me, her blonde hair fanned across a throw pillow, while Alison had somehow migrated to the couch during the night.

"Morning, my lovelies," Alison mumbled from above us, one arm dangling over the edge of the sofa.

"Is it really?" I asked, not wanting to check the time. I hated the last days of vacation.

Michelle stirred beside me. "Beach yoga?"

I nodded, though I felt something heavy in my chest. That familiar ache that came with endings, with having to pack up happiness and drive away from it.

Twenty minutes later, we were on the sand in our bikinis, moving through sun salutations as the gentle breeze coming off the ocean provided our soundtrack. The morning air was crisp, and seagulls called overhead as we flowed from warrior pose to downward dog. Michelle led us through the practice, her voice calm and centered.

But I couldn't focus. My mind kept drifting to childhood summers, to that last day of vacation when my parents would start packing the car and I'd know school was waiting. Not that I'd hated school—I'd actually loved learning, loved the challenge of it all. But I'd hated losing that sense of absolute freedom. Those summer mornings when I could wake up and decide to spend the entire day reading or swimming or doing nothing at all.

"You're somewhere else," Michelle observed as we moved into child's pose.

"Just thinking about going home," I admitted.

Freedom. That's what I cherished. Chris had created a life where I could wake up each morning with nothing but possibilities ahead of me. Write if I wanted to. Don't write if I didn't feel like it. He never expected dinner on the table or a spotless house. Hell, he'd probably hire a maid tomorrow if I asked.

The thought should have filled me with gratitude. And it did. Chris had made my life better in ways I was still discovering, which made the guilt sitting heavy in my stomach that much worse.

Because instead of looking forward to seeing my husband tomorrow, I was thinking about Connor.

We finished our practice in silence, then headed to the resort for breakfast. The dining room was bustling with families checking out, kids arguing over syrup, and parents looking frazzled. We found a quiet table by the windows overlooking the golf course.

"Last breakfast," Alison said dramatically, raising her mimosa.

"Don't be so morbid," Michelle laughed, but I could see the same sadness in her eyes.

I picked at my eggs Benedict, my appetite gone. The hollandaise sauce that had seemed so decadent yesterday now felt too rich, too heavy. Everything felt wrong suddenly.

"Tennis?" Michelle suggested after we'd finished.

We'd booked a lesson with the resort pro, and despite my mood, I found myself getting into the rhythm of it. There was something satisfying about the crack of the ball against the strings, the burn in my legs as I ran to make shots. For an hour, I could focus on nothing but the next point.

Afterward, we treated ourselves to massages at the spa. I lay face down on the table, letting the masseuse work the knots from my shoulders, trying to empty my mind. But even with skilled hands easing the tension from my body, I couldn't shake the melancholy that had settled over me.

"You seem tense," the massage therapist observed, working a particularly stubborn knot.

"Just sad to be leaving tomorrow," I murmured into the face cradle.

It should have been a perfect day. And it was, objectively. Yoga with my closest friends, a delicious breakfast, tennis, and a massage that left me feeling like jelly. The kind of day that would typically have me floating with contentment. I should be overjoyed. I lived a truly privileged life.

But all I could think about was Connor.

God, what was wrong with me? This was exactly the kind of thinking that had gotten me in trouble with Nathan—letting physical attraction cloud my judgment. But this felt different somehow. More dangerous.

Because fucking was one thing. What we'd done this week, what we'd always done, was about pleasure and exploration and pushing boundaries. It was physical. It was fun. But it was contained.

This didn't feel contained.

I wasn't questioning my love for Chris—that was real, unshakeable, the foundation on which everything else was built. But the idea of leaving tomorrow and never seeing Connor again brought actual tears to my eyes. And that scared the hell out of me.

For fuck's sake, Connor was the same age as my youngest brother.

We returned to the beach house as the afternoon stretched long and golden. The boys had gone out on a deep-sea fishing charter. If they came back early enough to see us before we left, I'd have to say no to spending time with him. I didn't trust myself around him anymore.

I sat on the deck with a glass of wine, watching the tide roll in, when an image popped into my head unbidden. Tomorrow morning, Michelle, Alison, and I will be driving away, our luggage packed in the back of Chris's BMW. And suddenly, Connor was there, standing in the middle of the road with flowers in his hands, blocking our path.

In my imagination, I got out of the car and ran to him. He dropped the flowers and pulled me into his arms, and we kissed like lovers in some ridiculous romantic movie. I could practically feel his hands in my hair, could taste his lips, could hear him whispering that he couldn't let me go.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I muttered, shaking my head violently. "Stop it, Skylar."

"Stop what?" Michelle asked, appearing beside me with her own wine.

"Nothing. Just... thinking too much."

She settled into the chair next to mine. "About going home?"

I nodded, not trusting myself to say more. How could I explain that I was sitting here in a place my husband had paid for, drinking wine he'd bought, wearing clothes he'd provided for, and all I could think about was a twenty-one-year-old college student who wrote me poetry?

The guilt was eating me alive. Chris deserved better than this. He deserved a wife who missed him when they were apart, who looked forward to coming home to him. Not someone who was dreading the end of her little vacation romance.

"You know what your problem is?" Michelle said, settling back in her chair.

"What?"

"You overthink everything. It's been an amazing week. We've had incredible experiences. That's all it has to be."

I just had to make it through the day without doing something stupid.

* * *

The evening passed quietly, almost anticlimactically, after the events of the week. We fixed a simple salad and grilled some fresh fish we'd picked up at the marina, eating on the deck. It should have been peaceful, but I felt restless, like I was waiting for something I couldn't name.

Alison kept checking her phone, waiting anxiously for Captain Rex to call once his charter got in. When it finally rang at nine, her face lit up like a Christmas tree.

"Rex! How was the fishing?" she answered, her voice full of excitement.

I watched her face change as she listened, nodding and making little sounds of agreement. When she hung up, she was beaming.

"He wants me to come visit for a little while."

"That's wonderful," I said, and meant it. Despite my own complicated feelings about Connor, I was genuinely happy for Alison. Rex seemed like exactly what she needed—authentic, grounded, no games.

She disappeared to freshen up, leaving Michelle and me curled up on the couch watching House Hunters. It was mindless comfort television, exactly what I needed. Young couples debating granite countertops and open floor plans, their biggest worry being whether they could afford the house in the better school district.

Around ten, my phone buzzed. Connor's name appeared on the screen, and my stomach immediately clenched.

We're headed back to the house. I'd like to see you and the boys would like to see Michelle one last time before you leave tomorrow. Please?

I showed the text to Michelle, expecting her to be as conflicted as I was. Instead, she barely glanced at it.

"You can if you want, but I'm not interested," she said, eyes still on the TV. "I want to pack and get to bed early."

That wasn't like her at all. Michelle was usually the one pushing for more adventure, more experiences. But I didn't question it. Maybe she was as drained as I was.

I texted back: We're tired and need to pack and turn in early. Thanks, though.

His response was immediate: I could come help you pack.

Oh God. He wasn't going to go down without a fight. My fingers hesitated over the keyboard. Part of me wanted to say yes, wanted one more chance to see him, to talk to him. But I knew it was a terrible idea.

Thanks, but I think it's better if we say goodbye like this. I think it might hurt too much in person. It's been lovely meeting you. We can email.

The response that came back was just a sad emoji, and it absolutely crushed my heart. Such a simple thing—a yellow circle with downturned eyes—but it felt like a punch to the gut.

"I'm going to pack and head to bed," Michelle announced, stretching and standing up.

"That's a good idea," I agreed. "But I want one more walk on the beach first."

"Want me to come with?"

"No, I should be safe."

She kissed my cheek and headed to her room. I slipped on my sandals and walked out into the night. The air was soft and warm, carrying the sound of the breeze and the distant music from The Beach Shack. I told myself I was just going for a peaceful last walk, but deep down I knew exactly what I was doing.

As I passed the boys' house, I slowed my steps, half-hoping Connor would be on the porch. But the porch was empty. I could see the flicker of a TV through the front window and hear the muffled sound of voices. My heart sank with disappointment and relief, in equal measure.

I continued to The Beach Shack, where I ordered a shot and then started back home. Just one more chance, I told myself. If he was there, it was meant to be. Stupid, I know, but sometimes we make silly bargains with the universe when we're desperate.

But, once again, no Connor waiting for me on the porch.

I put my head down and kept walking, the sand cool beneath my feet. The beach was nearly deserted. I had only encountered one couple walking hand in hand during my walk.

Suddenly, I saw a pair of feet in the sand in front of me. When I looked up, Connor was standing there like he'd materialized out of thin air.

"Hey," he said softly.

"Were you stalking my house?" I asked, trying to keep my tone light.

He looked guilty. "I went out walking."

How could I be angry? As that was exactly what I'd just done.

"I saw a guy standing in front of your house. He was just standing there staring, so I waited to make sure he wasn't some creep. Then Michelle opened the door and they walked towards the resort."

"Can you describe the guy?"

"Tall, brown hair, athletic. Had on a shirt with a golf club on it."

"Jake," I finished. "The golf pro."

That bitch! She'd said she was going to bed, but instead she'd gone out with Jake. Whatever. She was free to do what she wanted. But the deception stung a little.

We stood there staring at each other, the sound of the ocean filling the silence between us. The moon was bright enough that I could see his face clearly, and I could see the longing in his eyes, which probably matched my own.

Then he stepped forward and leaned in to kiss me.

Alarm bells went off in my head. Pull away, pull away, I told myself. This was exactly what I'd been afraid of, exactly why I shouldn't have come out here alone. For a moment, I froze, caught between what I wanted and what I knew was right.

I came to my senses and bypassed his face, giving him a deep hug and breathing in his scent one last time before kissing his cheek.

"Goodbye, Connor," I whispered. "I won't forget you."

"I won't forget you either," he said, with tears in his eyes.

Then I kept walking, forcing myself not to look back even though I could feel his eyes on me. I knew if I turned around, I'd see him standing there watching me go, and I couldn't handle that. My resolve was hanging by a thread.

The short walk back to the beach house felt like the longest of my life.

* * *

I got back to the house and knocked on Michelle's door. I needed to talk to her about what had just happened, about the feelings churning inside me like a storm I couldn't calm.

"Michelle?" I called softly, then pushed the door open.

The room was empty, bed still made. I knew it would be after what Connor had told me about seeing her leave with Jake, the golf pro, but I had to check anyway. Some desperate part of me had hoped he'd been mistaken.

I pulled out my phone, staring at the screen without really seeing it. My thumb hovered over Chris's contact. I should call him. Hearing his voice might shut these feelings down.

But what would I say? Hey, honey, how was the tournament? By the way, I'm desperately attracted to a twenty-one-year-old college student and almost kissed him on the beach tonight.

Yeah, that would go over well.

I decided to send a text message instead. I typed out a message and pressed send.

Less than a minute later, there was a knock at the door. My heart stopped. I knew who it was.

I opened the door, and Connor rushed in saying, "I got your text." Without a word, I grabbed his hand and dragged him toward my bedroom, my rational mind screaming warnings I refused to hear.

I threw him down on the bed and crawled on top of him, straddling his hips. For a moment, we just stared at each other, both breathing hard, both knowing we were about to cross a line.

Then I leaned in and kissed him.

The moment our lips touched, it was like a shock ran through my entire body. His mouth was so soft and eager, moving against mine with a hunger that matched my own. When his tongue tentatively touched mine, I thought I might come undone right there. It had been so long since I'd kissed someone new, someone other than Chris. The unfamiliarity of it, the different taste and texture, sent my senses reeling.

Fuck, what was I doing? This was breaking the primary rule we had—no kissing other men. But even as the thought crossed my mind, I told myself: who would know? This was a vacation, not real life. Connor lived more than five hours away, not someone I could see casually. This wasn't going to complicate my life back home.

I stood up and began taking off my clothes, my hands shaking with adrenaline. Connor fumbled with his shirt buttons, taking forever while I was already nude and desperate for him. I wanted that cock of his, and I wanted it, NOW!

Impatience won out. I grabbed his loose-fitting shorts and pulled them off in one swift move, taking his boxers with them. He was already hard, his cock standing at full attention, and the sight of it made my mouth water.

I climbed back on top of him and turned around, putting my pussy in his face while taking his cock in mine. I started by licking the precum off the tip, savoring the salty taste, then kissed up and down the outside of his shaft. I gave special attention to the head and the sensitive folds where it met his shaft, feeling him tremble beneath me.

Then I dove in headfirst, taking him completely into my mouth. He moaned with utter delight, the sound vibrating through both our bodies.

He parted my pussy lips and found my clit with his tongue. I was so turned on by the drama of it all, by the forbidden nature of what we were doing, that I came almost immediately. I leaned back, smothering him with my ass cheeks as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

I climbed off him and stood, staring at his young, athletic body spread out before me like an offering. His chest rose and fell rapidly, his cock glistening with my saliva.

"Do you want to fuck me now?" I asked.

"Yes," he breathed.

"Yes, what?" I prompted, feeling a thrilling sense of dominance coursing through me.

He looked confused for a moment, then understanding dawned in his eyes.

"Yes... Ma'am," he said.

The rush of adrenaline that shot through me made me feel invincible. This was how I could justify my actions—this was role play, the older woman seducing the younger man. Not too far from the truth, really.

"You've been a bad boy," I told him, letting authority creep into my voice. "You've gotten me all hot and bothered, and now you need to satisfy me."

"I can do that," he said eagerly.

"How?" I challenged. "What do you have that could possibly satisfy me?"

He smiled and grabbed his cock, pointing it toward me with confidence that impressed me. "I've got this. Will it do?"

He was good at this game.

"Yes," I said slowly, "it looks like it could do quite well... as long as you know how to use it properly."

"Well, let me show you," he said.

With that, he pulled me onto the bed and flipped me onto my back in one smooth motion. He stood up and pulled me to the edge of the bed, putting my legs over his shoulders. He slid into my soaking pussy in one long, slow stroke.

I was so wet and slick that there was almost none of the usual discomfort from his size. He fucked me with surprising ferocity, and I was impressed by how hard he went at it. After my experiments with the strap-on the night before, I would have already tapped out from that level of intensity. But Connor seemed like he was just getting started.

I looked up at him and found him staring right into my eyes, his gaze focused.

"Ma'am, is this good enough for you?" he asked, never breaking rhythm.

"It's good," I admitted, "but I think you could do a little better."

He grinned and started slamming into me even harder. The sound of our bodies coming together reverberated off the walls, filling the room with the raw music of sex. He leaned down and kissed me again.

I knew I should stop him, should pull away, but it felt too late for rules now. I'd already broken the most important one, so what good would it do to stop now? The damage was done.

I considered how funny it was that this young man with his cock eight inches deep in my pussy was somehow less of a threat to my marriage than our lips touching. It seemed like a silly distinction. What Chris didn't know wouldn't hurt him, and I wasn't going to risk everything by confessing this time. Some secrets were meant to be kept.

Connor couldn't fuck me any harder or deeper, so he tried something new. He started pulling completely out, then ramming back in with force that made the bed shake.

"Fuck yeah," I gasped. "You're such a good boy. You know how to fuck me so good."

I knew it was corny, but in the moment, it worked. He groaned and increased his pace even more, driven by my praise and encouragement.

He pulled out and flipped me over in one fluid motion, his hands gripping my hips as he positioned me on all fours. The new angle sent a thrill through me as he slid back inside, deeper than before. I could see our reflection in the mirror beside my bed - his young, muscular body glistening with sweat as he moved behind me, every thrust intentional and powerful.

The humidity from the ocean air, combined with his exertion, had left him completely soaked. Beads of sweat dripped from his face onto my ass, the warm droplets making me shiver despite the heat building between us. His chest heaved as he maintained his rhythm, muscles rippling with each movement.

I watched him in the mirror, fascinated by the purposefulness of his focus. His eyes were locked on my ass, completely absorbed in the sight of his cock disappearing into me over and over again.

"Do you like what you see?" I asked, my voice catching from the pounding he was giving me.

He looked up and met my eyes in the mirror's reflection. "Yes, Ma'am," he said without hesitation.

The formal address sent another wave of arousal through me. I decided to push things further, to see how far this young man was willing to go.

"Do you want to put a finger in my ass while you fuck me?"

His eyes widened in the mirror, pupils dilated with surprise. "Really?" he asked.

"If you want to," I said, trying to keep my tone casual despite my racing heart.

He nodded eagerly, and I felt a rush of power at his enthusiasm.

"Lick your finger first," I instructed. "Make sure it's good and wet."

I watched in the mirror as he brought his index finger to his mouth, coating it thoroughly with saliva. When he pulled it out, it glistened with moisture. He pressed the wet fingertip against my tiny hole.

"Just a little harder," I encouraged.

He applied more pressure, and I felt the moment his finger crossed the threshold, my muscles instinctively clenching around the intrusion.

"It's so tight," he breathed, wonder in his voice.

"Push a little harder," I said, wanting more.

He did as I asked, and I felt his finger slide deeper inside. The dual sensation of his cock in my pussy and his finger in my ass made me take in a deep breath. He began moving his finger in and out, matching the rhythm of his thrusts.

I reached between my legs and found my clit, circling it with my fingers as he continued his assault on both my holes. The pleasure built rapidly. My second peak was approaching fast, and I could feel myself starting to lose control.

As I began to moan, my body tensing with its approaching climax, I felt him tense up behind me. His rhythm became more erratic, and I could tell he was close too. I cried out as waves of ecstasy crashed over me.

As my orgasm subsided, I pulled away from him, turning around to face him. His cock stood proud and glistening, desperately close to release.

"I want you to cum in my mouth," I said, surprising myself with the words.

It wasn't something I did often—barely ever, really—but something about this moment, about him, made me want to push this experience to its absolute limit.

I wrapped my lips around him, and he immediately started fucking my face, his hands finding the back of my head. The taste of myself on his cock was delicious, adding another layer to the illicit nature of what we were doing.

As he thrust into my mouth, I slipped my finger into my pussy, coating it with my natural lubrication. I reached around behind him, spreading his cheeks with my free hand and finding his hole with my lubed finger.

I felt him tense up when I started massaging the tight ring of muscle, but he didn't say anything or try to stop me. Taking that as encouragement, I pressed my finger inside, feeling his body resist, then yield.

I had to stretch my arm around awkwardly to get the angle right, pushing deeper until I was about two knuckles in. That's when I felt it—a walnut-sized, rubbery ball of tissue. Was that his prostate? I wasn't totally sure, but based on his reaction when I started massaging it with the tip of my finger, I was pretty confident I'd found the right spot.

The effect was immediate and dramatic. His whole body went rigid, and about thirty seconds later, he grabbed the back of my head and held it still as he shot his load into my mouth. The sudden flood of cum caught me off guard, and I started to panic as it filled my throat. He pulled out and continued shooting, coating my face and breasts with rope after rope of his release.

I swallowed what I could and slowly withdrew my finger from his ass. He winced as it pulled out, his legs shaking slightly from the intensity of his orgasm.

"How was that?" I asked, wiping my chin with the back of my hand.

He just smiled, his chest still heaving as he tried to catch his breath. "I've never cum like that. It was fucking amazing. How did you know to do that?"

I grinned, feeling proud of myself for giving him such an intense experience. "Oh, I know things."

The confidence in my voice seemed to thrill him even more. Here I was, this older, experienced woman who had just blown his mind. I could see the awe and admiration in his eyes as he looked at me.

He collapsed onto the bed beside me, and I turned onto my side. Without hesitation, he spooned me from behind, his arm draping over my waist. His skin was still damp with sweat, and I could feel his heart beating against my back as it slowly returned to a normal rhythm.

The guilt I'd expected to feel was notably absent. Instead, I felt a deep sense of satisfaction and euphoria. I'd given this young man an experience he'd never forget, and in return, he'd made me feel desired and alive.

As I lay there with Connor's arm around me, I found myself thinking about the complexity of desire and relationships. Here I was, married to a man I loved deeply, yet I'd just had incredible sex with someone else. It didn't diminish my feelings for Chris, but it had awakened something in me that I wasn't sure I was ready to examine too closely.

Connor's breathing had already settled into the deep, even rhythm of sleep. Youth had its advantages. He could go from intense physical exertion to complete relaxation in minutes. I envied that ability as my mind continued to race despite my physical exhaustion.

As sleep finally began to claim me, I made a mental decision. This would stay between Connor and me. There was no reason to complicate my life. This was one moment in time. One experience in a lifetime of experiences. And it would end tomorrow, when I drove away from this place.


Chapter thirty
Hard Goodbyes


The awareness of a hand stroking my naked thigh pulled me slowly from sleep. As consciousness returned, I remembered the night before—falling asleep in Connor's arms after one of the most intense sexual experiences of my life. I glanced over my shoulder and found him looking down at my body, his eyes taking in every curve in the early morning light.

"Good morning," I whispered, my voice still thick with sleep.

"Good morning, Ma'am," he replied softly, and I couldn't help but smile at the formal address that somehow made everything feel both more intimate and relaxed at the same time.

I started to tell him he needed to go. The last thing I wanted was for Michelle and Alison to see him leaving my room. That would lead to questions I wasn't prepared to answer, conversations I didn't want to have. But before I could form the words, I felt his hand move around my thigh and slip between my legs, his fingers gently spreading my lips, which were already wet from dreams I couldn't quite remember.

I could feel his arousal growing against my back. Part of me knew I should stop this, should send him away before we complicated things even more. But when I glanced at the clock and saw it was only seven in the morning, I doubted the girls were up yet. Michelle didn't usually get up until eight, and Alison was probably exhausted from her adventures with Captain Rex. I relaxed into the moment, allowing myself this stolen time.

Connor scooted down just a few inches, and I felt the tip of his cock trying to push between my legs. I leaned forward slightly, making it easier for him enter me. I felt him slip inside, oh so gently, his entry slow and caring. This was completely different from our enthusiastic and primal sex the previous night. Where before we had been desperate and hungry, now he moved in me with purpose, like he was savoring every second, every sensation.

His hands reached around me and gently played with my breasts as he kissed my neck, his lips soft against my skin. The tenderness of his touch was almost too much to bear. This wasn't the eager fumbling of youth I'd experienced before with him, but something more mature, more considered. He seemed to understand that this was our last time together, and he was making it count.

After only a few minutes, his body began to tense, and I felt my own fire flowing through me, building from somewhere deep inside. I stretched my head around and arched my back so that he could keep thrusting while my lips found his. We kissed passionately as we both came, our bodies moving together in perfect synchronization, as if we'd been lovers for years instead of days.

The orgasm was different from the night before—softer, tinged with bittersweetness. As he pulled out of me, I felt tears well up at the corners of my eyes, though I wasn't entirely sure why.

"I'll be right back," I whispered, slipping out of his arms and padding naked to the bathroom.

After relieving myself and washing my hands, I stared at myself in the mirror. How was I going to say goodbye to him? What could I possibly say that would encompass everything that had happened between us? How would I find the words to explain that this had been beautiful and meaningful, but that it also had to end here, on this island, in this moment?

My reflection stared back at me, offering no answers. My hair was tousled from sleep and sex, my lips still swollen from kissing, and there was something different in my eyes—a knowledge that hadn't been there before. I looked like a woman who had just discovered something about herself, though I wasn't sure what that something was.

I shuffled back to the bedroom and shut the door behind me, steeling myself for what I knew would be a difficult conversation. But when I turned around, the bed was empty and the window was open, the white curtains billowing gently in the morning breeze.

He must not have known what to say either, and tears ran down my cheeks as I realized he'd saved us both from the awkwardness of a goodbye that neither of us would have known how to navigate. The empty room felt suddenly cold, and I wrapped my arms around myself, missing his warmth.

I took a long, hot shower, letting the water wash away the evidence of our last night together. Within an hour, I was completely packed, my suitcase zipped and ready by the door. The efficiency of it felt wrong somehow, as if the intensity of what had happened deserved more ceremony than simply folding clothes and zipping bags.

Michelle and Alison were stirring when I emerged from my room, both looking disheveled and slightly hungover. We moved through our morning routine with quiet efficiency. Coffee. Cereal. A final check of the rooms.

We packed the car methodically, each of us lost in our own thoughts about the week. The BMW's cargo area held our bags and souvenirs, but it couldn't contain the memories we were taking with us. As we were about to leave, I suddenly remembered my silk robe hanging behind the door of my room.

"Hold on," I said to the others, "I forgot something."

I ran back into the house and grabbed the robe from its hook. As I pulled it free, Connor's poem fell out of the pocket and fluttered to the floor. I picked it up and re-read it; his words hit me with fresh impact.

"Though morning came and night has passed, I'll hold these memories unsurpassed…"

I started to stuff it into my pocket, a keepsake of this strange and wonderful interlude. But something made me stop. Perhaps it was the realization that holding onto it would be clinging to something that was meant to be temporary. Maybe it was the understanding that some experiences are diminished by trying to preserve them.

Whatever the reason, I found myself dropping the poem into the bedroom trash can, watching as it settled to the bottom. Connor would write other poems, probably better ones. And I would carry the memory of this week—all of it—without needing physical reminders.

As I walked back to the car, I felt lighter somehow, as if I'd left more than just a piece of paper behind. The guilt I'd expected to feel was still notably absent, replaced instead by a deep sense of gratitude for the unexpected gift of this experience.

"Ready?" Michelle asked as I climbed into the driver's seat.

"Ready," I confirmed, though I wasn't sure if I was talking about the drive home or something larger.

* * *

The drive back felt like we were all wrapped in our own little bubbles of contemplation. I gripped the steering wheel, watching the Georgia countryside roll past in a blur of pine trees and farmland. But with each mile forward, the pull of what lay behind lessened.

Alison sat in the passenger seat, her phone clutched in her lap, checking it periodically. She'd been quieter than usual since we'd left the island, and I could tell she was thinking of Rex.

Michelle seemed the most at peace with everything, humming softly to herself in the backseat and occasionally pointing out interesting roadside attractions. I envied her ability to compartmentalize these experiences, to enjoy them fully without letting them complicate her life.

"You know," Alison said, breaking the quiet as we passed a sign saying we were approaching Dublin, GA, "I'm excited to see my sister. It's been too long."

"Where does she live?" Michelle asked.

"Roswell."

"Oh, that's super close to us," I said. "We could easily hang out during the week while she's at work. It's only about twenty minutes from Alpharetta. "

"Yeah, I really want to see your writing studio and Michelle's yoga studio," she said.

Alison laughed. "What I'm really excited about is seeing if Chris will actually let us use our new toys on him."

I felt my cheeks flush. "I'm still not convinced he'll go for it."

"Oh, he will," Michelle said with complete confidence. "Trust me."

"How can you be so sure?" I asked, genuinely curious about Michelle's confidence.

Michelle shook her head firmly. "You're selling Chris short, Sky. Out of all of us, he's the one who really pushes beyond his comfort level and societal norms."

I knew she was right, but I wanted to hear her reasoning.

"Think about it," she said, leaning forward between our seats. "He's very dominant and manly in his professional life and even in his relationship with you. He provides financially for you both. He doesn't want you to work, at least not outside the home. He's the manly provider. But on the other hand, he's apparently comfortable being a cuckold and watching other men have sex with you. He even gets off on it. That's not very 'manly' - it's almost submissive. He's a contradiction."

Alison chimed in with a laugh. "And we already know he likes fingers up his ass, so what's so different about this?"

"It's true that he's complicated," I said.

My mind drifted to his birthday night. "I told you guys about the foursome we had with Tyler and David and how Chris had let Tyler jerk him off."

"You see!" Michelle exclaimed, throwing her hands up. "How many guys would be okay with that? I'm telling you, Sky, you've got one complicated man there. And that's a good thing. Nathan is straightforward. He just wants to fuck hot chicks... and hard."

"And he's damn good at that," I said, laughing.

Alison perked up immediately. "Oh, really? He likes it rough?"

"Oh yeah, and he's very strong. He'll throw you around like you're a rag doll," I answered.

The conversation delved into Alison and Michelle discussing possible plans for her to meet Nathan during her visit. They were already plotting logistics and timing.

But my mind contemplated what we'd just discussed about my husband. I had always thought of him as just going along for the ride, but what he was doing was really quite transgressive, especially considering his machismo upbringing. His father and brothers were all alpha-males—traditional men who'd be horrified by our lifestyle. But Chris was more sensitive. He was the mama's boy of the family.

I suddenly felt an overwhelming desire to see him and be back in his arms. The ache was physical. Chris was a man who could keep me interested for a lifetime, not just a few days like the boys we'd left behind on the island.

"You okay up there?" Michelle asked, apparently noticing my silence.

"Yeah," I said, gripping the steering wheel tighter. "Just needing some caffeine. I think I'll stop at the next coffee shop."

"God, that sounds great," Alison groaned.

We pulled into the parking lot of the Starbucks. The barista was probably eighteen, with green hair and multiple piercings, and I wondered what she'd think if she knew what the three well-dressed women in front of her had been up to the last week.

As I buckled my seatbelt, Michelle leaned forward from the backseat. "Have you heard from the boys?"

I checked my phone. "Not since Thursday night, actually. That's weird, right? Usually, Chris texts me constantly when we're apart."

"Nathan, too. What time did they say they'd be getting home?"

"I don't think they did." I tried calling him, but it went straight to voicemail. "That's odd."

Michelle tried Nathan with the same result. "Seriously? Those two can't even be trusted to keep their damn phones charged. What would they do without us?"

We laughed about it, but as we got back on the highway, a tiny knot of worry began forming in my stomach. It wasn't like Chris to be completely unreachable. He was usually good about keeping his phone charged, especially when we were apart.

About thirty minutes later, as we were discussing plans for the week ahead, my phone rang with a Georgia number I didn't recognize.

"Probably spam," Michelle said, glancing at my screen. "Just ignore it."

But something made me answer. "Hello?"

There was a long delay, filled with strange crackling sounds, and then a mechanical voice came on the line: "This is a collect call from the Augusta-Richmond County Jail. If you accept these charges, please press one."

My heart stopped. "What the hell?" I exclaimed out loud as I pressed one.

More crackling, and then Chris's voice came through, sounding tired and slightly panicked: "Sky, honey? We're in jail. We need you to come bail us out."


Masters of Desire


Chapter thirty-one
Husbands Behind Bars (Skylar)


"Did you just say you and Nathan were in jail?" I asked, looking over at Michelle, who was staring at the phone with her mouth open.

"Yes," Chris's voice crackled through the static of the collect call. "We're in the Augusta-Richmond County Jail and need you to get us a lawyer and bail us out."

I started to ask what happened, how they ended up there, if they were hurt, but we were driving through the middle of nowhere between St. Simons and Atlanta. The connection wavered and then cut out completely.

"What the fuck just happened?" Michelle's voice pitched higher than I'd ever heard it. "Are our husbands really in jail?"

"It sounds like it." I pulled over to the shoulder, my hands shaking as I fumbled with my phone's GPS. "Augusta-Richmond County Jail," I typed in, watching the blue route appear on the screen. Two hours and fifteen minutes. I pulled back onto the highway, pressing harder on the accelerator.

Michelle was already scrolling through her contacts. "I'm calling Marcus, he's a lawyer. He'll know what to do." Her fingers trembled as she dialed.

I'd never seen Michelle so frantic. Even in high-stress situations, she always maintained some level of composure. Now she was falling apart.

"Marcus? It's Michelle," she said when he picked up. "I need your help. Nathan and our friend, Chris, are in jail in Augusta, and I don't know what to do."

From the passenger seat, I could hear Marcus's calm voice asking questions. Why were they in jail? What were the charges? When did this happen?

"I don't know," Michelle said, her voice breaking. "I don't know anything. We were on a girls' trip and Chris just called collect, saying they need a lawyer and bail."

Alison leaned forward from the backseat, placing a comforting hand on Michelle's shoulder. "Hey, it sounds like they're both okay. Whatever happened, we can deal with it."

Marcus's voice carried through the phone speaker. "Listen, Michelle, calm down. It's probably just a bar fight or some other nonsense. Boys being boys at a golf tournament. I have a friend who practices in Augusta. Let me call him and see what's going on. But I need their full names and addresses as they appear on their driver's licenses."

Michelle rattled off Nathan's information while I provided Chris's details. My mouth felt dry as I spoke his full name, Christopher James Reyes.

"I'll call David, that's my friend, right now and have him look into it and give you a call back."

The line went dead, leaving us in awful silence broken only by the hum of tires on asphalt. The Georgia countryside rolled past.

"This is torture," I said, gripping the steering wheel. "Not knowing what's going on or what we can do to help." The helplessness gnawed at me worse than the worry. I felt completely powerless.

Michelle stared out the window, her usual confidence shattered. "What if it's serious? What if they're in danger? What if—"

"Don't," Alison interrupted gently. "Don't go down that road. We'll know soon enough."

When Michelle's phone finally rang, we all jumped. She answered immediately and put it on speaker.

"This is David Morrison," a deep Southern-accented voice filled the car. "Marcus asked me to help with your situation. I've checked with the jail, and Nathan Larsen and Christopher Reyes are scheduled to be arraigned in about an hour. I'm heading to the courthouse now to represent them."

"Thank you so much," Michelle and I said simultaneously.

"How far out are you ladies?"

"About an hour and a half," I said, checking the GPS.

"Perfect. Come straight to the Richmond County Courthouse on James Brown Boulevard. I'll meet you there after the arraignment."

Before he could hang up, Michelle blurted out, "Can you tell us what they were arrested for?"

There was a long pause. I could hear papers shuffling in the background.

"Well," he said carefully, "it's really not that bad, depending on which judge they get."

Michelle and I exchanged glances. "Just tell us what the charges are," Michelle said.

David coughed. "Public drunkenness, and..." Another long pause. "Public indecency."

Despite everything—the stress, the worry, the complete insanity of the situation—I started laughing. Not the hysterical kind, just a genuine laugh at the absurdity of it all. Michelle joined in, and soon we were both giggling like teenagers.

"I'm sorry," I said to David. "We know this isn't funny. It's just so completely out of character for our husbands."

"I understand," David said, and I could hear the smile in his voice. "I've seen worse charges from golf tournaments, believe me. We'll sort this out. See you at the courthouse."

Michelle clicked the disconnect button, and we sat in the aftermath of nervous laughter and relief that no one was seriously hurt or facing major felonies.

Finally, I said what we were all thinking: "I can't wait to hear the story behind this shit."

* * *

The Richmond County Courthouse loomed before us, its imposing brick facade and white columns screaming government authority. My stomach churned as we climbed the steps, ready to face whatever mess Chris and Nathan had gotten themselves into.

As soon as we pushed through the heavy glass doors, I spotted them. Chris stood near a marble pillar, looking rumpled but unharmed, talking to Nathan and an older gentleman in an expensive suit. Relief flooded through me so powerfully I nearly stumbled.

"Chris!" I called out, my voice echoing in the cavernous entrance hall.

He turned, and despite everything—the jail, the charges, the complete insanity of this situation—his face broke into that comforting smile that had first captured my heart. I rushed into his arms, not caring who was watching or what had happened. He smelled like industrial soap and disinfectant, but I didn't care.

"I'm sorry, baby," he whispered into my hair as he held me tight. "I'm so fucking sorry."

Michelle embraced Nathan with equal fervor, letting out a long, deep sigh. We'd been so afraid, and seeing them standing there, whole and relatively unharmed, was a relief.

Chris pulled back and turned to Alison, his expression sheepish. "Alison, I bet you didn't think the next time you saw me would be busting me out of jail."

Alison laughed, that musical sound echoing off the marble walls. "Honey, absolutely nothing surprises me with the two of you. I'm just happy to see you again."

"Alison," Nathan said, stepping forward with his hand extended, "I'm Nathan. I wish we were meeting under better circumstances."

She shook his hand warmly. "Well, at least it's memorable. And you're both obviously in one piece, that's what matters."

Chris gestured to the older gentleman beside him. "Ladies, I'd like you to meet David Morrison, our attorney. He's been incredibly helpful."

Mr. Morrison was exactly what central casting would order for a distinguished Southern lawyer. His white hair was perfectly styled, not a strand out of place, and his white suit was clearly tailored and expensive. His shoes gleamed like mirrors. There was something refined about his movements, a careful preciseness that reminded me of old-money Southern gentility. Some might call it effeminate, but it was more like he'd been raised in a world where appearance and manners mattered above all else.

He nodded graciously to Michelle and Alison as Chris introduced them. "Mrs. Larsen, Ms. Foster, it's my pleasure, despite the circumstances. It's nice to put faces to the voices on the phone."

When Chris got to me, Mr. Morrison stepped forward and took my hand in both of his. "And this must be the lovely Mrs. Reyes." Instead of shaking my hand, he lifted it to his lips and brushed a gentle kiss across my knuckles.

Heat rose in my cheeks at the unexpected gesture. "Thank you for everything you've done for them, Mr. Morrison."

His eyes lingered on mine as he released my hand, holding my gaze just a beat longer than necessary. "Please, call me David. And it was my absolute pleasure to help."

"So," I said, trying to refocus on the situation, "has the arraignment happened? Did they let you go?"

Chris and Nathan exchanged glances, then both deferred to their lawyer.

"We just finished the arraignment," David said, his accent thick as molasses. "The judge released them on their own recognizance, since neither has ever been arrested before and they're both upstanding citizens with ties to the community." He adjusted his tie, a gesture that seemed more habit than necessity. "I spoke briefly with the prosecutor afterward. Augusta had quite the weekend—lots of drunk and disorderly charges from the tournament crowd. They have their hands full with cases from the last few days."

"That's good news, right?" Michelle asked.

"It is," David nodded. "I have a meeting set up with the prosecutor tomorrow afternoon. Right now, he's swamped with arraignments. I think we'll be able to work something out, but the indecent exposure charge..." He paused, glancing at Chris and Nathan with what might have been amusement. "Well, that needs to be explained in detail."

Throughout his explanation, I noticed his eyes kept returning to mine. Each time our gazes met, he held the contact just a fraction longer than he did with the others. It wasn't leering or inappropriate, just... attentive.

"I'm sure you're all exhausted," Mr. Morrison continued, "and I got pulled out of an important client meeting to handle this, so why don't ya'll get some rest? We'll meet first thing tomorrow morning in the lobby of your hotel." He looked directly at Chris and Nathan. "Just don't break any more laws until tomorrow, okay boys?"

Nathan grinned. "No promises, counselor."

Mr. Morrison shook hands with everyone again, and when he got to me, that lingering eye contact happened again. "Until tomorrow, Mrs. Reyes."

As he walked away, his expensive shoes clicking on the marble floor, Michelle leaned close to my ear. "I think he was smitten with you."

"Dear God, that's the last thing on my mind right now," I whispered back, watching Mr. Morrison's retreating figure. "Didn't you think he came off a little effeminate?"

"A little," Michelle said, "but some rich Southern guys are like that. They were the original metrosexuals, you know." She nudged me with her elbow. "Besides, I know how you like older men."

I felt my cheeks warm again. "He was handsome," I admitted. "And I did notice his lingering gaze."

Nathan stretched, wincing slightly. "I feel filthy. I need to get back to the hotel, shower, shave, and get some rest."

"And to tell us the story of how you ended up in jail," Michelle chimed in, linking her arm through his.

Nathan grinned at Chris. "Of course. And it's one hell of a story." He paused dramatically. "But we need some rest first."

"Oh, come on," I protested. "You can't just leave us hanging like that."

Chris wrapped his arm around my waist, pulling me close. "Trust me, baby, you're going to want us clean and caffeinated when we tell this story. It's..." He searched for the right word.

"Crazy," Nathan finished. "Absolutely fucking crazy."


Chapter thirty-two
Late Night Room Service (Skylar)


Three hours later, Michelle, Alison, and I sat at the hotel bar, nursing our second round of drinks and speculating about what could have possibly landed our responsible husbands in jail. The Augusta Marriott's bar was surprisingly busy for a Monday evening, filled with tournament stragglers and business travelers.

"There they are," Michelle said, straightening in her seat as Chris and Nathan approached our table.

Both men looked significantly better than they had at the courthouse. Chris had changed into fresh cargo pants and a navy polo, his hair still damp from his shower. Nathan wore dark jeans and a crisp white button-down, rolled up at the sleeves. They'd both shaved and looked slightly more rested, though I could still see exhaustion around Chris's eyes.

"Well, you two look human again," Michelle commented as they pulled up chairs.

"Thank you for giving us some time to rest and clean up," Chris said, leaning over to kiss my cheek. His skin smelled like the hotel soap and his familiar cologne.

"We understood," I replied, "but we want that story now. We need to know what series of events turned our husbands into degenerate criminals."

Nathan signaled the bartender for two beers before settling into his chair. "That's the thing… we honestly don't know the exact answer to why we found ourselves in this situation. It's a bit of a mystery, actually. Maybe you can help us figure it out."

That got my attention. "This sounds interesting."

"Maybe it would be best to start from the beginning," Nathan said, looking at Chris. "It really starts with you, if you want to explain it."

Chris took a long sip of his beer and began, "When we arrived last week, we checked in and got our badges for the tournament and pre-tournament events at an afternoon gathering sponsored by Nathan's real estate firm. After that, we had dinner in the hotel's restaurant and returned to our room. Nothing exciting."

He paused, running his hand through his hair. "I was tired and wanted to get some rest before the first day of practice rounds, but Nathan was still wide awake, so he went back down to the bar."

Michelle looked at Nathan with raised eyebrows. "Oh boy, what did you do?"

Nathan lifted his arms defensively. "I didn't do anything. This first part is all Chris."

I looked confused. "How much trouble could you have gotten into asleep in the room?"

Nathan grinned. "This is where it gets good."

Chris continued, his expression serious. "I took a shower and went to sleep after taking a sleeping pill." He looked directly at me. "You know how those things knock me out."

"Those pills definitely do something to you," I added. "He can carry on entire conversations and not remember the next day, or think he dreamed it."

"Exactly," Chris said. "So I wake up... or at least feel like I wake up. The room is pitch black, and I feel a nude body pressed against my back, and a hand reaching around, taking hold of my cock."

Michelle slapped Nathan on the shoulder. "You naughty boy!"

Nathan scoffed. "Yeah, right. Like I lured him on this trip to take advantage of him."

Chris continued, his cheeks slightly flushed. "Because of the pill, I think I'm dreaming of Skylar jerking me off. It feels like the same technique, and I reach behind me and begin playing with her wet pussy, and it feels like Skylar's." He glanced at me apologetically. "Then she leans in and starts to nibble on my ear just like you do. Still in a half-dream state, I feel an orgasm coming on, and she begins pressing harder against my back. She starts to moan as if she's having an orgasm too, and right as I start to cum, I call out, 'Fuck, Skylar, I'm cumming.'"

I felt heat rise in my cheeks, both embarrassed and oddly aroused by the description.

"As I cum all over the hand that's stroking me," Chris continued, "I hear a strange woman's voice yell out, 'Who the fuck's Skylar, you asshole?' as her hand pulls away from me and pushes me out of the bed."

Nathan picked up the story. "And as luck would have it, this is the exact moment that I return to the room and flip the lights on. You can imagine my surprise—Chris is lying on the floor, his cock rock hard, and a woman is nude on the bed, shaking cum off her hand."

He took a swig of beer before continuing. "She was probably in her mid to late forties, shoulder-length auburn hair, nice figure, huge breasts—definitely in nice shape. She takes one look at me and begins to scream. I hold up my hands saying, 'Stop, stop... who the fuck are you?'"

"Long story short," Chris said, "thirty minutes later, we're all downstairs in the manager's office. The police are there, along with the woman and her husband. It turns out their last name is Larsen, and the receptionist had given her a key to our room by mistake."

"Oh my God," Alison gasped. "What are the odds?"

"Beth, that's the woman's name, said Nathan, " she had only just arrived in town, and it was usual for her husband, Rick, to be already asleep by that time. It was so dark she couldn't see anything, and Chris's body had felt like her husband's."

"And I explained that I had taken a sleeping pill and thought I was dreaming it," Chris added.

I nodded vigorously. "I believe that completely."

"Actually, after everything came out," Nathan said, then paused as I interjected with a grin.

"Literally," I said, smiling at Chris.

"Everyone, my wife the comedian," Chris replied, rolling his eyes.

Nathan continued, "Everyone thought it was pretty funny... except."

He paused dramatically, and Chris picked up the thread. "The husband. He was not happy and wanted the police to arrest me."

"What the fuck!" I said.

"Exactly," Chris added, "and the police were unsure of what to do. If anything, Beth had entered the wrong room and molested ME. They asked me if I wanted to press charges, and I said absolutely not. It was just an innocent misunderstanding."

Nathan's expression darkened slightly. "The husband said, 'Misunderstanding my ass.' Chris tried to make nice with the guy, but he wasn't having it. He told the police they were useless and threatened to sue the hotel. He stepped toward Chris like he was going to punch him. I stepped between them, or I think he would have taken a swing."

"Beth had to drag her husband out, and she apologized to me as they exited," Chris said. "Then he turned on her. I started to object to his treatment of her, but one of the officers said it would be better to give him some space and let him calm down."

"We could hear him yelling at her from the elevators, calling her a disgusting slut right in front of everyone," Nathan added, his jaw tight with anger. "I can understand him being upset, but it wasn't like she had done it on purpose. You could tell was a real asshole… on a good day."

We all sat in stunned silence for a moment, processing the story.

"Jesus," Michelle breathed. "That poor woman."

"So that was how our trip started," Nathan concluded, his mood lightening slightly. "How was your first night in St. Simons?"

We laughed, and I felt the tension ease. "A little less eventful. It ended with a naked swim in the ocean and a shared shower with the three of us."

"Fuck," Nathan said, his eyes lighting up. "That sounds like more fun. I guess I was the only one who didn't get off that night."

We all laughed, and Alison leaned forward with a playful smile. "We might have to do something about that. I've heard stories about you."

Michelle grinned. "Look at that, Alison, you made my husband blush. That's hard to do."

"That still doesn't explain the two of you being arrested," I pointed out, bringing us back to the mystery at hand.

Chris nodded, his expression growing serious again. "So the first two days went by just fine," Chris continued, settling back in his chair. "But we kept running into the Larsens at different golf events since they were here for the tournament as well."

"That must have been awkward," Alison added.

Chris nodded. "It wouldn't have been if it weren't for him. Beth was friendly enough—in fact, she winked at me one time when they were standing on the other side of the fairway as Jordan Spieth played through."

I raised my eyebrows. "She winked at you?"

"Just a quick little acknowledgment," Chris said with a slight smile. "Like we shared some secret. Which I guess we did. We hadn't mentioned our shared orgasm when we told our stories to the police and her husband."

Nathan chuckled. "Meanwhile, Rick glared daggers at us every time we crossed paths. You could practically feel the hostility radiating from him."

"Can we get to how you two got arrested?" Michelle interjected, clearly growing impatient with the buildup.

"I'm getting to that," Chris said, holding up his hand. "We were at an afterparty on the third night, and there were these two waitresses in their twenties who started flirting with us."

I leaned forward with a smile. "I was hoping you got more than just a handjob from a stranger on this trip."

"Let me tell the story," Chris laughed, shaking his head.


Chapter thirty-three
Tournament Temptations (Chris)


The next few days passed without incident. On Wednesday, the Par 3 Contest afterparty was in full swing at the golf club's rooftop bar, and I found myself caught up in the Masters atmosphere. I nursed my whiskey while Nathan worked on his beer, both of us finally unwinding after a long day of golf watching and corporate schmoozing.

"Another round, gentlemen?"

I looked up to see a young blonde woman with bright blue eyes and a radiant smile. Her name tag read "Megan," and she couldn't have been older than twenty. Her friend, a brunette with striking light brown eyes named "Casey," approached our table carrying a tray of empty glasses.

"I'm good for now," I replied.

"Actually, I'll take another Stella," Nathan said, flashing that charming smile of his.

Megan giggled—in a flirty way. "Coming right up."

They returned a few minutes later with Nathan's beer. "You two having fun at the pre-tournament events?"

"We're having a great time," Nathan replied without missing a beat. "You ladies golf?"

Casey shook her head, flipping her long brown hair over her shoulder. "We play on our college team. That's why we work The Masters. We couldn't afford tickets any other way."

"You must be pretty good to be on your college team," I said, genuinely impressed. "What school do you go to?"

"Augusta University," Megan replied. "We're both in medical school there."

"So you're smart, talented, and beautiful," Nathan said with his trademark grin. "That's a dangerous combination."

Both girls laughed, and I could see them relaxing.

"What are your handicaps?" I asked, leaning forward with interest.

"I'm about a twelve," Casey said, "but Megan's better—she's down to an eight."

"That's impressive," I nodded. "You pick up anything useful watching the pros today?"

"Oh my god, yes," Megan's eyes lit up. "Did you see how Rahm was choking down on his seven iron for that approach shot on sixteen? The way he controlled his distance was incredible."

Casey jumped in, "And Scottie's putting stroke—he keeps his head so still through impact. I've been trying to work on that."

Nathan and I exchanged glances. These weren't just pretty faces serving drinks—they actually knew golf.

"The course management out there is what separates them from everyone else," I added.

As the evening progressed, the girls found increasingly creative excuses to linger at our table. Megan would lean over Nathan's shoulder to point out different groups of people, her breast brushing against his arm in what couldn't possibly be accidental contact. Casey positioned herself next to me, her hand occasionally touching mine when she reached for empty glasses.

"You two seem pretty close," Casey observed, watching Nathan and me trade our usual banter. "Known each other long?"

"Actually, not all that long, but we developed a close friendship rather quickly," Nathan replied, settling back in his chair with the confidence of a man who knew he was being appreciated.

"That's sweet," Megan said, twirling a strand of blonde hair around her finger in a gesture that drew attention to her delicate hands. "We're pretty close too, aren't we, Case?"

Casey nodded, her eyes sparkling with mischief that reminded me of Skylar when she was plotting something particularly wicked. "Very close. We like doing lots of things together… we love to share."

The implications weren't lost on either of us. I felt my cock twitch as Casey leaned in close, her perfume—something floral filling my senses.

"So, where are your wives tonight?" Casey asked, having noticed Nathan's wedding ring.

"St. Simons Island," Nathan explained without any apparent concern about the direction this conversation was heading. "Girls' weekend with another friend of ours."

"Aw, that's nice," Megan cooed, though her tone suggested she found it more convenient than sweet. "Do they know you're out flirting with college girls?"

Nathan chuckled, and I could see him making a decision that I wasn't sure was wise. "They'd probably encourage it. We both have open marriages."

The girls exchanged a meaningful glance that I caught, and I felt my stomach tighten with a mixture of anticipation and concern. Megan raised an eyebrow with the kind of playful innocence that suggested she was anything but. "Open how?"

"Well, we're swingers," Nathan said, clearly warming to the subject despite my warning look, "you might not believe this, but the other woman they're vacationing with is actually someone Chris recently met on a business trip to New York."

Casey's eyes widened with what seemed like genuine surprise. "Seriously? Your wives are okay with that?"

"More than okay," Nathan continued, completely ignoring my subtle head shake. "We've all been together… and our wives have a very special relationship."

"Holy shit," Megan breathed, and the explicit language coming from her young mouth sent another wave of heat through me. "That's like... really hot."

I watched as Megan pulled out her phone, her fingers moving quickly across the screen with the kind of texting speed that only someone her age could manage. A moment later, Casey's phone chimed with an incoming message. Casey glanced at whatever Megan had sent, then smiled at me—a smile that promised trouble and exactly the kind of complications I should probably avoid.

The texting continued for a minute, the girls shooting increasingly bold glances at Nathan and me between messages. I found myself studying Casey's profile as she typed, noting the curve of her neck, her big eyes, and the slight pursing of her lips as she concentrated. She was beautiful in that fresh, uncomplicated way that youth provided.

Finally, Casey leaned closer to me, her voice dropping to a whisper that sent shivers down my spine. "We're about to get off and are wondering..." she began, her hand coming to rest on my thigh with deliberate pressure, "if you two might want to take us back to your hotel room."

Nathan didn't even pause to consider it. "Absolutely."

I looked at my friend, then at the two beautiful young women who were clearly interested in more than conversation. My mind raced through all the reasons this was potentially problematic, but there was something about Casey that really attracted me.

"What the hell," I said, my decision made.

Megan clapped her hands together with genuine delight, while Casey squeezed my thigh in a way that suggested she approved of my choice.

* * *

The drive to the hotel proved more eventful than I'd anticipated. Since I'd nursed my drinks while Nathan had thrown back several beers, I took the wheel. Nathan settled into the back seat with Megan, while Casey claimed the passenger seat beside me. Her presence filled me with both anticipation and fear. So far, every time I had been with another woman, Skylar had been there, even if it was via video, like the time with Alison.

"So," Casey began, settling into her seat with a directness that seemed to characterize her personality, "tell me more about this open marriage thing. Like, have you really fucked Nathan's wife?"

I glanced at her, noting the genuine curiosity in her expression rather than judgment. "Yes, I have. And Nathan's been with Skylar—my wife—as well."

"That's wild," she breathed, then leaned forward. "And you're both okay with that? Like, really okay?"

"We are now," I said, navigating through Augusta's evening traffic. "It took some adjustment, some communication, but we've found it works for us."

Casey nodded thoughtfully, then her next question caught me off guard. "Nathan mentioned before that your wives sleep together as well. Does that bother you?"

I considered how to answer that honestly. "No, I don't mind. I want her to be happy." I paused, feeling heat rise in my cheeks. "I actually love watching her be pleased by other people, both men and women."

"Oh my god, that's so hot," Casey said, her hand coming to rest on my arm. "So you like watching?"

"I do," I admitted, surprised by how easy it was to talk to her about these intimate details.

"What about you and Nathan?" she asked, her voice taking a careful tone. "Do you two ever fool around together?"

"No," I said quickly. "We're just friends. Neither of us swings that way."

Casey made a disappointed sound. "That's a shame. I've always wanted to see two guys together. There's something really hot about it."

I found myself chuckling at her honesty. "Well, if you ever make it to Atlanta, I could introduce you to Tyler and David. They're both bisexual, and I'm sure they'd find you very appealing."

"Oh my god, really?" Her excitement was infectious. "I would so love to do that! Would you—"

She was interrupted by distinct moaning sounds from the back seat. I glanced in the rearview mirror and nearly swerved when I saw Megan with Nathan's cock freed from his pants, her blonde head bobbing as she took him into her mouth. Nathan's hand rested on the back of her head, his eyes closed in obvious pleasure.

"Oh my god," Casey gasped, turning to look back at them. "They got started without us, didn't they?"

"Nathan's always been a bit faster than me when it comes to these things," I said, trying to keep my focus on the road despite the increasingly erotic sounds coming from behind us.

Casey laughed. "Same with Megan and me. I like to get to know someone a bit before fucking, but Megan just likes to jump right in."

Megan must have been listening because she pulled away from Nathan long enough to say, "Hey, stop talking about how much of a slut I am!" before the wet, slurping sounds resumed with even more enthusiasm.

Casey and I both laughed, and she turned back to me with a more serious expression. "Since you mentioned you like to watch, are you going to just watch Megan and me with Nathan? Or will you join in?"

I considered the question as I turned off the highway. "I might start by watching," I said honestly. "But I find you both very attractive, and I don't think I could resist experiencing you. And, I feel a strong connection with you, Casey."

"Awwww," she cooed, her hand moving to rest on my thigh. "I feel the same way about you, Chris."

Before I could respond, her hand moved higher, finding my hardness through my pants. The touch sent a jolt through me, and I had to concentrate to keep the car under control.

"You're so hard," she whispered, her fingers working at my zipper. "Let me help with that."

The cool air hit my freed cock, followed immediately by the warmth of her hand as she began stroking me. Her other hand found the side of my neck, pulling me toward her as she pressed soft kisses along my throat.

The combination of her touch, her lips on my skin, and the sounds of Nathan and Megan in the back seat had me fighting not to cum right there in the car. Every stroke of her hand, every brush of her lips, pushed me closer to the edge.

"Casey," I breathed, my voice strained with the effort of maintaining control.

"Mmm?" she hummed against my neck, her hand never stopping its torturous rhythm.

"I'm about to explode if you keep that up."

She pulled her head back slightly, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Don't worry, I'll get you hard again."

Her hand didn't stop, continuing to stroke me as I pulled into a parking space. The moans from the back seat had reached a crescendo, and I suspected Nathan was close to his own release.

As I turned off the engine, Casey bent forward, wrapping her pouty lips around me as I exploded. She tensed as my hot cum shot into her sweet mouth. I sat there for a moment, breathing heavily, my cock still hard. She squeezed every drop out of it as she licked me clean.

"You cum a lot," she said, as if she hadn't just spent the last ten minutes driving me to the brink of insanity. "Ready to go upstairs?"

I looked at her sweet face, then back at Nathan and Megan, who were finally separating and attempting to make themselves presentable. My heart pounded with anticipation for what was about to happen in our room.

"More than ready," I managed to say, finally tucking myself back into my pants.

* * *

As we entered the room, Megan immediately clapped her hands together. "Okay, boys, Casey and I need to take a shower. We've been working all day and feel absolutely gross."

I pointed toward the bathroom. "It's all yours."

The two women headed for the bathroom, chatting excitedly as they began peeling off their clothes. Through the open doorway, I watched as Megan pulled her polo shirt over her head, revealing a black lace bra that struggled to contain her generous breasts. They had to be at least a D-cup, full and round, with just a hint of natural sag that made them even more appealing. Casey was more petite all over, her smaller frame complemented by perfectly proportioned B-cup breasts that sat high and firm on her chest.

Megan unclasped her bra, letting her heavy breasts spill free. Her nipples were darker, a dusky rose color that stood out against her tanned skin. Casey followed suit, revealing her smaller, perkier breasts topped with the most perfect pink nipples I'd ever seen, small and delicate, like little rosebuds.

They both shimmied out of their shorts and panties, giving us brief glimpses of their bodies before disappearing into the shower. The bathroom door remained wide open, and crucially, they left the shower curtain open as well.

Nathan looked at me and started walking toward the doorway. I instinctively grabbed his arm.

"They left it open for a reason," he said with that knowing grin of his.

I followed him into the bathroom, where we positioned ourselves against the sink. Nathan was absolutely right. They were putting on a show for us, their bodies glistening under the warm spray as they began washing each other with deliberate sensuality.

Megan ran her soapy hands over Casey's shoulders and down her arms, then moved to cup her smaller breasts, rolling those perfect pink nipples between her fingers. Casey arched into the touch, her eyes finding mine through the steam. She held my gaze as Megan's hands traveled lower, soaping her flat stomach and the neat triangle of dark hair between her legs.

Casey returned the favor, her petite hands roaming over Megan's more voluptuous curves. She took special care with Megan's larger breasts, lifting and kneading them as soap bubbles slid down their bodies. When Casey leaned in to kiss Megan, soft at first, then with growing passion, I felt my cock strain against my pants.

Their kisses grew more heated as hands wandered lower. Megan's fingers found their way between Casey's legs, causing the smaller woman to gasp against her lips. Casey kept glancing at me over Megan's shoulder, her eyes dark with desire as her friend's fingers worked between her thighs.

"Are you boys enjoying the show?" Megan called out, her voice echoing off the tile walls as she continued fingering Casey.

"Absolutely," Nathan replied, his voice full of arousal.

"Then show us how much," Megan commanded, that dominant streak I'd noticed earlier becoming more pronounced.

Nathan and I looked at each other before beginning to undress. My shirt hit the floor, followed by my pants and boxers. Nathan was quickly naked, his impressive erection standing at attention. My own cock was rock hard, still sensitive from Casey's earlier attention in the car.

"Mmm, very nice," Megan purred, clearly the more assertive of the two women. "Now stroke those beautiful cocks while we finish cleaning each other."

She positioned Casey against the shower wall and dropped to her knees, burying her face between the younger woman's legs. Casey's head fell back as she moaned, water cascading down her small breasts as Megan's tongue worked her clit. Casey's eyes found mine again, and she bit her lip as she watched me stroke myself.

"God, you're so fucking sexy," she whispered, just loud enough for me to hear over the running water.

After a few minutes of this sensual show, Megan stood and turned off the water. "Casey, baby, go take care of our new friends. Show them what that pretty mouth can do."

Casey stepped out of the shower, water dripping from her lithe body as she knelt on the cold tile floor between Nathan and me. She took turns with us. When she wrapped her lips around my cock, her mouth was warm and moist.

Nathan, who was used to being in control, seemed to reach his limit watching Megan direct the action from the shower. His voice cut through the steamy air with clear authority.

"Megan, get out of that shower and join your friend."

Megan hesitated for just a moment, and Nathan's voice became more forceful. "Now."

Something shifted in Megan's demeanor. She immediately stepped out of the shower and dropped to her knees beside Casey, taking Nathan's cock into her mouth without hesitation. I watched this exchange in fascination and, admittedly, some envy. Nathan had this natural ability to command submission that I'd never possessed. The one time I'd truly dominated Skylar had been born of anger and frustration over her betrayal of my trust, not the confident authority that seemed to flow from Nathan so effortlessly. I'd enjoyed dominating Skylar, but it wasn't my true nature.

After several minutes of both women working us over with their mouths, Nathan issued another command. "Move to the bed. Both of you, on your backs with your heads hanging over the edge."

As they stood to comply, Nathan delivered a sharp slap to Megan's ass. She looked back at him with a sultry smile. "So you like it a little rough?"

"You'll find out," he replied darkly.

Megan put a finger to her lips in a gesture that was both playful and submissive.

The women positioned themselves as instructed, their heads hanging upside down off the edge of the bed. I stood back, stroking myself as Nathan approached Megan first. From this angle of their heads, he could slide his full length into their mouths and down their throats. Megan took him easily, clearly experienced with taking large cocks.

When he moved to Casey, she struggled, gagging when he pushed too deep. Each time he pulled out of her mouth, she immediately turned her attention to me, her eyes pleading for me to join in. I could feel myself being pulled toward her sexy little figure, wanting to explore every inch of that youthful body of hers.

Nathan began getting rougher with Megan, fucking her face with increasing intensity. Saliva dripped down her cheeks and into her blonde hair as he took one of her large breasts in his left hand, squeezing and then slapping it with his right. I watched her skin turn pink under his playful abuse.

"Get on all fours," he commanded.

They complied instantly, presenting their asses to Nathan while facing me. He began spanking them alternately, sharp smacks that echoed through the room. Megan buried her face in the sheets, but Casey maintained eye contact with me the entire time, her dark eyes sharing the moment.

"Sixty-nine position," Nathan ordered. "Megan on top."

They arranged themselves as requested and began licking each other's pussies with enthusiasm. Nathan mounted Megan from behind. After several thrusts, he pulled out and guided his cock to Casey's mouth.

"Taste your friend's pussy on my cock," he growled.

"Fuck, you feel so good," Megan moaned as Nathan slid back into her. "Harder, baby. Fill me."

"You like being watched while I fuck you?" Nathan asked, his voice rough with exertion.

"God yes," she gasped. "I love having an audience. Makes me so fucking wet."

Nathan continued alternating between Megan's pussy and Casey's mouth until suddenly he pulled Megan up into his arms. Holding her legs spread wide, he fucked her standing in front of the mirror, both of them watching his cock disappear into her body with each thrust.

I couldn't resist any longer. Walking over to Casey, she lifted her legs high, presenting her neatly trimmed black bush to me. I knelt and buried my face between her thighs, finally tasting her sweetness.

Casey immediately grabbed the back of my head, grinding herself against my face as her juices coated my chin and cheeks.

"Oh fuck, Chris," she moaned. "I love how you lick my pussy, but I need your cock inside me. I can't wait any more."

I positioned myself between her legs and pressed forward. She was so wet that I slid all the way in with the first push. She gasped, her body tensing as she wrapped her arms around me.

She tried to pull me down for a kiss, but I had to stop her. "I'm sorry, but that's the one thing I can't do."

She nodded her understanding as I kissed her neck instead, working my way down to her small, firm breasts. Those perfect pink nipples hard under my tongue as I sucked and nibbled them.

We flipped over so she could ride me, and the sight of her youthful body moving above me was exhilarating. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, her dark hair cascading around her shoulders as she threw her head back in pleasure. She felt incredible—tight and warm and enthusiastic.

"You feel so good inside me," she whispered, her voice breathy. "I've been thinking about this since the moment I saw you."

Casey's moans grew louder and more desperate, her movements becoming erratic as she approached her climax. The sight and sound of her pleasure pushed me over the edge. With one final, deep thrust that lifted her into the air, I erupted inside her. She collapsed onto my chest, then rolled to my side, curling up in my arms.

We lay there catching our breath, watching Nathan and Megan finish their own encounter. He had her bent over the small desk in the corner, pounding into her while spanking her welted red ass. Her screams of pleasure were so loud I worried we might get complaints from neighboring rooms.

"Fuck me harder!" she demanded. "When you're ready, I want you to cum on my face!"

Finally, Nathan pulled out, and Megan dropped to her knees in front of him. He exploded across her face, covering her with his release as she smiled up at him with satisfaction.

I watched them climb into Nathan's bed, their bodies intertwined. The combination of alcohol, physical exhaustion, and sexual satisfaction hit me like a wall, and I drifted off with Casey still curled against my side.

The next thing I knew, sunlight was streaming through the window, waking me from a deep sleep. I turned to look for Casey, but found only empty space beside me. Nathan was passed out naked on his bed, snoring softly. The girls were gone, leaving only the lingering scent of their perfume and the memory of an incredible night.


Chapter thirty-four
Tournament Temptations (Skylar)


"Damn, that was hot," Michelle said, fanning herself with her cocktail napkin. "I wish I had been there."

"Me too," Alison chimed in, reaching out to place her hand on Nathan's knee. Her fingers lingered there as she looked him directly in the eyes. "It sounds like the stories about you are true."

Nathan's smile was pure wickedness as he covered her hand with his own. "Well, you'll just have to wait and see for yourself."

Alison's response was a slow, knowing smile.

I rolled my eyes at their flirtation. "Yeah, yeah, yeah. That all sounds great. But it still doesn't answer the question of how the two of you ended up in jail."

Chris placed his hand over mine on the table, his thumb stroking across my knuckles in that familiar, soothing way. "Patience, baby. I'm getting to it, but there's actually a lot more to the story."

"Well, get back to it then," I said, though I couldn't help but smile at his dramatic storytelling. After years of marriage, I knew Chris loved building suspense, whether he was recounting a business deal or apparently describing how he ended up behind bars.


Chapter thirty-five
Sauna Seductions (Chris)


The next few days were a blur. The Masters was incredible—watching Scottie Scheffler dominate the back nine was pure golf poetry—

"Chris," Skylar interrupted, raising an eyebrow. "Nobody cares about golf right now."

Nathan chuckled. "She's got a point, man. Skip the sports commentary."

I grinned sheepishly and continued my story.

We didn't see Megan and Casey again until Saturday afternoon in the lounge, after the play had wrapped up. They were swamped with the tournament crowd, rushing between tables with trays of drinks and appetizers. When they spotted us, they made their way over to us.

"Sorry about the other night," Casey said, giving me a quick peck on the cheek. "We had to rush home and change before our early shifts."

"No worries," I replied, but Nathan leaned forward with that mischievous grin.

"You ladies want to get together again?"

Their faces lit up immediately.

"We can't tonight," Megan said, balancing a tray of martinis. "Another early morning."

"But tomorrow?" Casey's eyes sparkled. "After the tournament ends? That would be perfect."

Nathan and I exchanged glances. Sunday night it was.

So we returned to the hotel for a quick meal at the bar.

I was enjoying a mushroom-and-Swiss burger when Nathan nudged me and nodded toward the entrance.

Rick Larsen walked in with his wife, acting like he owned the place. As they passed our table, we gave polite nods. Beth smiled back, but Rick just glared at us with a snarl on his face.

He didn't like her acknowledging us, so he grabbed her arm and pulled her along to the bar.

That's when I had an idea. I called our waitress over and told her we wanted to buy them a round, as a peace offering.

I should have known better. But Rick refused and waved her away.

She returned to us. "What's the story between you two and that asshole?"

"Too complicated to explain," I told her.

We could see Rick and Beth arguing at the bar. Beth kept shaking her head while Rick gestured angrily in our direction.

I told Nathan we needed to just ignore them and keep our distance. No point in making things worse.

We finished our food and asked for the check, ready to call it a night.

That's when things went sideways. Beth excused herself—probably heading to the restroom—and Rick called the waitress over.

He was questioning her, pointing at us. But then his hand went to her hip.

And then lower.

When she tried to step away, he grabbed her arm and yanked her back toward him. Hard.

Nathan was halfway across the room before I could blink. He pulled her away from Rick, asking, "What's your fucking problem, man?"

The waitress tried to calm the situation. "I'm fine, really," she said, smoothing down her uniform. "It's okay, happens all the time."

But Nathan wasn't buying it. "No, it's not okay. He doesn't get to put their hands on you like that."

Rick stood up from his barstool, all six feet of entitled asshole. He looked Nathan dead in the eye and said, "Mind your own fucking business, pretty boy."

"You made it my business when you laid your hands on her," Nathan shot back.

That's when Rick sucker punched him right in the stomach. Hard.

Nathan doubled over for maybe two seconds, then came up swinging. Caught Rick with a right hook that snapped his head back like a whip.

"Jesus Christ!" the waitress screamed, backing away from the chaos.

Rick stumbled into a table, knocking drinks to the floor, glass shattering everywhere. But he recovered fast and lunged at Nathan. They went down hard, rolling around on the floor, throwing punches.

Two security guards rushed in and pulled them apart. Both guys were breathing hard, shirts torn, Rick bleeding from his mouth.

Rick immediately started yelling. "That maniac attacked me! He's crazy! Call the police!"

"That's not what happened," the waitress said, stepping forward despite her shaking hands. "This man," she pointed at Rick, "grabbed me inappropriately. This other man, pointing to Nathan, defended me."

The lead security guard, a big Black guy with kind eyes, looked between them. "Ma'am, do you want to file a report? We can call the police."

She glanced around nervously. "No, I... I just want him to leave."

"Sir," the guard addressed Rick, "you need to leave the bar area."

"This is bullshit!" Rick snarled as they flanked him. "I'm a guest here! I demand to speak to your manager!"

Beth finally appeared, her face pale with mortification. "Rick, please, let's just go."

"Don't tell me what to do!" he snapped at her.

As they escorted him toward the exit, Rick kept shouting over his shoulder. "This isn't over! You hear me? This isn't fucking over!"

Beth trailed behind them like a beaten dog. "I'm so sorry," she kept saying to everyone they passed. "I'm so sorry about this."

After they disappeared, the waitress turned to Nathan, who was dabbing at a cut on his cheekbone with a bar napkin.

"Thank you," she said quietly. "Most guys would have just looked the other way."

"Most guys are cowards," Nathan replied. "You okay?"

She nodded, a smile breaking through her nervous expression. "I'm fine. It's been a long time since a handsome man stood up for me like that."

Nathan shrugged it off with that easy confidence of his. "No problem at all."

We settled back at our table to finish our meal, but she lingered nearby, clearly not ready to return to her other customers.

Every few minutes, she'd find an excuse to come back to our table—refilling our water glasses, asking about dessert, clearing plates that didn't need clearing.

She was probably in her late twenties, a beautiful young Black woman with curves that filled out her uniform in all the right places. Her backside was particularly impressive, and her generous chest strained against the buttons of her black t-shirt. She had the kind of cute, perky nose that made her whole face light up when she smiled.

And she was smiling a lot at Nathan.

When we finally asked for the check, she hesitated before setting it down.

"I hope I'm not being too forward," she said, fidgeting with her apron strings, "but you're my last table tonight, and my shift's about to end. Could I maybe buy you a drink? Just to say thank you properly?"

The invitation was clearly meant for Nathan, not both of us.

Nathan glanced at me, and I could read the question in his eyes.

"Don't mind me," I said, standing and pulling out my wallet. "I'm beat anyway. Think I'll head up to the room."

I dropped enough cash to cover our bill and a generous tip, then clapped Nathan on the shoulder.

* * *

I headed back up to the room, actually looking forward to some peace and quiet for once. Don't get me wrong, I love Nathan like a brother, but we'd been joined at the hip for almost a week now. A guy needs some space to decompress, you know?

I kicked off my shoes, loosened my belt, and flopped onto the bed with the remote. Nothing like some mind-numbing comfort TV to chill out. Found a Law and Order rerun on TNT—one where Jerry Orbach was still alive and being witty. Perfect.

About an hour into Detective Briscoe working his magic, my phone buzzed with a text from Nathan.

Hey man, would you mind if Jasmine and I used the room for a bit? Hour or so?

I stared at the message. Blasted... Oh well. I guess the hero deserved his reward after that display of chivalry downstairs.

No problem. I'll hit the gym for a workout. Just text when you're done.

A smiley face came back immediately.

I changed into shorts and a Nike t-shirt, grabbed my earbuds, and made my way down to the hotel fitness center. The hallways were quiet except for the distant hum of the ice machine and someone's muffled TV.

The gym was completely empty when I walked in—not surprising given it was past eleven on a Saturday night. I put my earbuds in, cranked up some Metallica, and hopped onto the treadmill. "Master of Puppets" filled my ears as I settled into a steady pace.

Nothing like some aggressive guitar riffs to burn off the day's stress. I was getting into a good rhythm, sweat starting to build, when I caught movement in my peripheral vision.

I looked over and nearly face-planted right off the treadmill.

Beth Larsen stood in the doorway, and damn if she didn't look incredible. She'd changed into black yoga pants that hugged every curve of her ass and thighs like a second skin. A loose gray pullover hung off one shoulder, revealing the strap of what looked like a tank top underneath. Her grey-streaked auburn hair was pulled back in a messy bun with little wisps framing her face.

She moved with that confident grace some women just have—the kind that makes you forget to breathe for a second.

I yanked out my earbuds as she approached.

"I hope I'm not disturbing you," she said, setting her water bottle on the counter. "Looks like we had the same idea."

"I can leave if my presence makes you uncomfortable," I offered, slowing the treadmill to a walk.

"No, please don't. It's fine, really." She shook her head, and something vulnerable flickered across her face. "None of this is your fault. I'm sorry my husband was acting so horribly earlier. That's actually why I'm here. I simply couldn't take his ranting and raving anymore tonight."

I glanced toward the door. "He's not going to come down here and make another scene, is he?"

"Zero chance," she said with a bitter laugh. "He hates working out, and he's glued to some baseball game upstairs. Plus, I'm not exactly his favorite person right now."

She pulled her sweater over her head, revealing a tiny white tank top that barely contained her voluptuous breasts. The fabric was so thin I could see the shape of her breasts, and when she raised her arms, a strip of toned stomach showed above her yoga pants.

Beth took the treadmill next to mine and started a light jog. I tried to focus on CNN playing on the mounted TV, but my eyes kept drifting sideways. Her breasts bounced with each step, and I was pretty sure she knew I was sneaking peeks.

She reached for her water bottle, tilted her head back to drink, and somehow managed to spill some down her chest. The white fabric went translucent where the water hit, clearly outlining her nipples underneath.

That definitely wasn't an accident.

"I wanted to thank you," she said, not missing a stride, "for not mentioning our orgasms when you told your story to the manager and police the other night. That would have definitely sent Rick over the edge."

I cleared my throat. "That aspect wasn't relevant to the story. No one's business."

"I agree." She paused, glancing over at me with deep blue eyes. "You know, I should have realized you weren't my husband."

Heat rushed to my face. I knew I should change the subject, but curiosity got the better of me. "How so?"

"My husband hasn't been able to bring me to orgasm in five years," she said matter-of-factly. "So the fact that you managed it in just a few minutes should have been a dead giveaway."

I nearly choked. "I'm sorry to hear that."

"You make these decisions when you're young, you know?" Beth's voice carried a weight of resignation. "You're a cheerleader, he's the star wide receiver. You see his flaws, but you think love conquers all and everything will work out. Then it just... doesn't. Before you know it, you have two kids and no job skills, and then he starts cheating on you."

I had absolutely no idea how to respond to that level of honesty from a near-stranger.

"Sorry if I'm making you nervous," she said, noticing my silence. "I saw your wedding ring. Are you going to tell your wife what happened?"

"I will," I said.

"Will she be upset?" She asked.

"No, it won't be an issue. We have a special relationship. These things don't bother us."

Beth pressed the stop button on her treadmill and turned to face me fully. Sweat glistened on her collarbone and along the curve of her neck. "Really? So you two are okay with having sex with other people?"

"Yeah, with a few rules."

"Goddamn, that sounds amazing." Her eyes lit up for the first time since I'd known her. "Maybe Rick and I could be happier if we could share each other like that."

"You should bring it up to him. Maybe it could change your dynamic."

She laughed, but there was no humor in it. "Oh no, he'd never share me. He's way too jealous and possessive. Maybe I could suggest bringing in another woman. He might go for that. Have you two ever done that?"

"We have."

"God, that would be wonderful." She sighed wistfully. "I want to try the sauna. Want to join me?"

Every rational part of my brain screamed that I should politely decline and get the hell out of there. But Nathan was still occupied upstairs with Jasmine, and honestly, I was curious about where this conversation was heading.

"Sure," I heard myself say.

We went to our respective changing rooms. I grabbed a hotel towel from the stack and wrapped it around my waist, leaving my chest bare. When I emerged, Beth was already waiting by the sauna door in her own towel, her hair now completely down and flowing over her shoulders.

Her eyes traveled slowly down my torso, lingering on my abs. "Your wife is one lucky woman."

"I'm the lucky one," I said, "but I do work hard at staying fit."

We stepped into the sauna, and immediately the dry heat enveloped us like a blanket. The small cedar-lined room felt intimate. Beth moved to the stones in the corner and ladled water over them, sending a hiss of steam into the air that made the temperature spike even higher.

"Perfect," she murmured, settling onto the wooden bench across from me so we could face each other.

I took my seat on the opposite side, our knees just a few feet apart in the compact space. Sweat already beaded on my forehead as the heat penetrated deep into my muscles. Beth closed her eyes and tilted her head back, letting the steam wash over her.

"This feels incredible," she said softly. "I haven't been this relaxed in years. I feel so comfortable with you."

We sat in silence for a few minutes, just absorbing the heat and letting our bodies adjust. The only sounds were our breathing and the occasional drip of condensation from the ceiling.

Beth opened her eyes and looked directly at me. Without breaking eye contact, she slowly pulled her towel down to her waist, exposing her sweat-covered breasts. They were even more beautiful than I'd remembered from our brief encounter the other night—full and perfectly shaped, with pink nipples that hardened in the heat.

My body responded instantly, my cock growing hard beneath my towel. The fabric tented obviously, and there was no way to hide it in the small space.

"I can see you what you're looking at," she said with a smile, her eyes dropping to my lap. "I've been thinking about the other night constantly. How much I enjoyed stroking you." Her voice dropped to a whisper. "I keep imagining what it would feel like in my mouth."

My breath caught in my throat as she let her towel drop completely, leaving her naked on the wooden bench. Her hand drifted between her legs, and she began touching herself slowly, her fingers tracing delicate circles.

The heat was becoming overwhelming, but I couldn't look away. I found myself removing my own towel as I leaned back. My hard cock jutted out proudly as I wrapped my hand around it and began stroking myself.

We sat there for what felt like eternity, just looking into each other's eyes as we pleasured ourselves. Her breathing grew heavier, matching my own, and the air between us crackled. Sweat dripped down both our bodies, mixing with the steam from the stones.

Beth's eyes suddenly darted down to her pussy, then back up to meet mine—a clear invitation. I slowly moved between her legs, my heart pounding as she spread herself open for me, exposing her swollen clit.

I leaned forward and touched my tongue to that sensitive bud for the first time. She immediately put her arms down by her sides and lifted herself slightly from the wooden bench.

"Oh God, that feels so good," she moaned, her voice echoing off the cedar walls.

I looked up at her as I continued my attentions, and saw her looking down at me with what might have been tears in her eyes—though it could have been sweat from the intense heat.

"Put a finger inside me," she whispered.

I slipped one finger into her wet heat, and she gasped with pleasure.

"Another," she breathed, touching her breasts.

"And another."

I worked three fingers in and out of her as I continued licking her clit, and it didn't take long before her body tensed and she cried out with her first orgasm.

"Stand," she commanded.

I rose to my feet, my cock rock hard and pointing straight at her. She reached under it and gently played with my balls before taking me into her warm mouth. I was already so close to the edge that I had to fight to hold back.

She was incredibly sexy, and I desperately wanted to fuck her. She began stroking me while playing with the head of my penis with her tongue, then leaned back and positioned my cock between her sweaty breasts, moving up and down as I thrust between those soft mounds of flesh.

"Fuck, fuck," I groaned. "Stop or I'm going to cum."

She immediately stopped, looking up at me with desire burning in her eyes. "I want you to fuck me."

"I need just a minute," I panted, "but yes, I want that too."

She patted the bench beside her, and I lay down. She began delicately and lovingly kissing my chest, taking her time to explore every inch of my body. For the next few minutes, she methodically placed small kisses everywhere—my shoulders, my arms, my stomach, even my thighs. No woman had ever explored my body so thoroughly.

It was as if she were worshiping my form the way I often worshiped women's bodies. She finally made her way up to my head and leaned in to kiss me, but I gently stopped her.

"That's one of the few rules my wife and I have," I explained softly.

Understanding flickered in her eyes, and she instead kissed everywhere on my face except my lips—my forehead, my cheeks, my jaw, the bridge of my nose.

My cock had softened slightly but was still firm. She ran her tongue from my neck down to it and began sucking me again until I was fully hard. She climbed on top of me and began to ride me while I massaged her breasts.

She looked at me like I was the greatest lay of her life. Maybe I was. At least, I wanted to be.

"You're so beautiful," I told her, watching her as she moved above me. "Your face is absolutely gorgeous, and your body is perfect."

I could see the effect my words had on her—her eyes lit up and her movements became more urgent. I continued complimenting her while she was grinding on top of me. I felt her pussy constrict around my manhood as she called out, "Yes, Yes… Fuck, you're cock is amazing."

She repositioned herself to lie in front of me on the bench with her ass pressed against my cock. I entered her from behind, spooning her in the steamy heat of the sauna. She moaned in delight at every thrust.

Part of me wanted to fuck her harder, but something told me it would be wrong. It felt like she needed me to be gentle, so I was—taking my time, being tender and caring.

"I was so excited when I walked into the gym and saw you there," she whispered. "This is what I always dreamed sex should feel like."

"I was glad when you walked in, too," I admitted, kissing the back of her neck. "I enjoyed your touch the other night, and how your body responded to mine in the dark."

I reached around and took her breasts in my hands, feeling their weight as I began thrusting slightly harder. She responded by pushing back against me, and we both came together in perfect synchronization.

I pulled out, and she immediately turned around. "I want to taste your cum," she said, taking me into her mouth again and squeezing the last remnants from my cock.

We sat back up, and she cuddled against me. I put my arms around her, both of us still breathing heavily.

"Thank you," she said quietly against my chest.

"No need to thank me," I replied. "That was wonderful."

"It was," she agreed, then looked up at me with a new determination in her eyes. "You helped me make up my mind about something."

"What's that?"

"I'm going to get a divorce." Her voice was steady, resolved. "That's how a real man makes a woman feel, and Rick will never be capable of that."

I held her closer, understanding the weight of what she'd just decided. In this steamy sanctuary, she'd found something she'd been missing for years, and it had changed everything for her.


Chapter thirty-six
Sauna Seductions (Skylar)


Skylar

"Well, the two of you had quite the night, didn't you?" I said, leaning back against Chris's shoulder.

Chris smiled and wrapped his arm around me. "It was pretty memorable." He paused, his eyes twinkling. "I bet you and the girls had your own share of experiences in St. Simons."

A sharp pang of guilt shot through my chest at his words. Here he was, telling us how he'd refused to kiss two different women, keeping our rules even in the heat of passion, while I had broken that exact same rule with Connor. The weight of my secret pressed down on me, making it hard to breathe.

But sitting here beside him, feeling the warmth of his body against mine, those experiences with Connor were already starting to feel like something from a dream. Distant and hazy, like they'd happened to someone else. I wasn't going to jeopardize our marriage by adhering to some policy of truth, not after seeing how my confession about Nathan had nearly destroyed us. I'd learned my lesson. I would never, ever break his trust again. There was no need to tell him something that might damage what we'd worked so hard to rebuild.

Michelle jumped in, saving me from having to respond immediately. "We had our own college student experience in St. Simons," she said with a grin. "And Alison had an intense relationship with an older boat captain."

Alison blushed slightly, a dreamy smile crossing her face at the mention of Captain Rex.

Nathan raised his eyebrows. "Okay, glad to hear it. Sounds like we all had a full week."

Michelle turned her attention to Nathan, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. "Speaking of full weeks, how did your little sexcapade with Jasmine go?"

Nathan straightened up, putting on an air of mock dignity. "Oh, a gentleman never tells."

Chris immediately burst out laughing. "Oh, fuck him. He told me every detail the moment I got back to the room."

We all erupted in laughter, the tension I'd been feeling finally starting to ease. This was what I'd missed—this easy camaraderie, the playful banter between all of us. The guilt was still there, gnawing at the edges of my consciousness, but I pushed it down.

"But Damn it," I said, poking Chris in the ribs. "You still keep avoiding how you two ended up in jail."

Chris grinned, clearly enjoying dragging out the suspense. He'd always been a natural storyteller, knowing exactly how to build anticipation. "Okay, we're almost there. Only one more story to go."

"Chris," I warned, my voice taking on that tone wives use when their patience is wearing thin.

"I promise, baby. One more story and then you'll get the full picture of our epic downfall."


Chapter thirty-seven
Foursome of Deception (Chris)


The final day at Augusta National dawned clear and crisp, perfect weather for the conclusion of the Masters Tournament. I woke up feeling excited, but completely drained from my encounter with Beth the night before. My body ached from our passionate time in the sauna. I'm getting too old for sex on hard benches.

What a weekend it had been. What a life I was living.

I hoped Beth would follow through on her decision to leave Rick. She deserved so much better than that controlling asshole. The way she'd lit up when I'd actually listened to her, treated her like she mattered. It broke my heart to think about how starved for affection she had been. Such a beautiful, intelligent woman trapped in a passionless marriage.

Nathan was already up when I emerged from the bathroom, checking his phone and grinning.

"Good morning, sunshine," he said without looking up. "Sleep well after your little adventure?"

"Like the dead," I admitted, running a hand through my hair. "You?"

"Jasmine wore me the fuck out, but in the best possible way." He finally looked up at me. "Ready for the final day?"

I nodded, my thoughts already turning to tonight. Casey and Megan had promised to see us again, and I found myself genuinely excited about spending more time with them—especially Casey. There was something so refreshing about her enthusiasm, her genuine sweetness. She reminded me a bit of Skylar when we'd first met—that same perkiness and spark of curiosity about life.

God, I missed my wife. I hoped she was having an amazing time in St. Simons with Michelle and Alison. Knowing Skylar, she was probably already planning her next novel based on whatever adventures they were having. The thought made me chuckle as Nathan and I headed downstairs for breakfast.

"What's so funny?" Nathan asked as we walked through the hotel lobby.

"Just thinking about Skylar. Wondering what kind of trouble she's getting into with the girls."

Nathan grinned. "Oh, I'm sure Michelle's corrupting her as we speak. Those two are dangerous together."

I felt a surge of gratitude for everything—for Nathan's friendship, for Skylar's trust in our marriage, for this incredible life we'd built together. Not every man gets to have experiences like this, gets to explore and grow while maintaining such a solid foundation at home. I was lucky as hell.

The final round was thrilling. The crowd's energy, the tension of the leaderboard, the pristine condition of Augusta National—it all combined into something magical. Nathan and I spent the day following different groups, meeting up periodically to compare notes and share our observations.

Walking those pristine fairways, I couldn't help but think about what golf had always meant to me. The sport had been my sanctuary growing up, the one place where I could escape the relentless teasing of my two older brothers. At home, I was just the annoying little brother who got picked on, pushed around, and generally treated like I didn't matter. But on the golf course? That was MY domain.

Dad had introduced all three of us boys to the game when I was eight, taking us to the local municipal course every Saturday morning. It was supposed to be our bonding time, our chance to be men together. And for the first few months, it followed the usual family dynamic—my brothers excelled while I struggled to keep up.

Then something clicked. Maybe it was my natural swing, or perhaps I just had better hand-eye coordination, but suddenly I was outdriving both of them. By the time I turned twelve, I was beating them consistently. The look on their faces when their little brother would sink a twenty-foot putt to win the match never got old.

For the first time in my life, they respected me. Dad would beam with pride as I'd walk off the eighteenth green victorious, and my brothers had to grudgingly admit I had talent. Golf became my refuge, the one place where birth order didn't matter, where skill trumped everything else.

The memory made me smile as I watched a player line up his approach shot to the fifteenth green. Golf had given me confidence, taught me that I could excel at something that mattered to the men in my family.

But my favorite golf memory wasn't with my father or brothers—it was with Skylar.

I'd taken her out to Piedmont Driving Club about a few weeks after we'd started dating. She'd mentioned wanting to learn, though she was quick to point out that tennis was more her speed. She wasn't wrong—Skylar could destroy me on a tennis court without breaking a sweat. But on the golf course, while she was competent enough to keep things interesting, I won with little effort.

We were having a perfectly pleasant round until the ninth hole, when she casually mentioned that after we finished, she had a "nineteenth hole" she wanted me to try out.

That comment changed everything. Suddenly, I couldn't focus on anything but that mischievous promise. She seemed to sense my distraction and decided to torture me with it.

On the eleventh tee, she bent over to place her ball, letting her short golf skirt ride up just enough to reveal she wasn't wearing any panties. I shanked my drive so badly that my ball ended up in the water hazard.

"Having trouble concentrating?" she'd asked innocently, a wicked smile playing on her lips.

The golf cart rides between holes became exercises in self-control. Skylar would casually rest her hand on my thigh, then gradually work her way higher until she was stroking me through my pants. By the fifteenth tee, I was so hard I could barely walk properly, let alone swing a golf club with any accuracy.

I shanked another ball on sixteen, this time into the rough, after she'd whispered something deliciously obscene about what she planned to do to me later.

The moment we finished the round, I was practically dragging her to my car. We barely made it back to my house before I was pushing her against my front door, both of us fumbling with clothes and desperate to get our hands on each other.

That was the first time we'd made love. Right there in my entryway, too impatient to make it to the bedroom. Afterward, as we lay tangled together on my living room floor, Skylar had laughed and said she'd never seen anyone play such terrible golf in the second half of a round.

I'd told her she was a formidable distraction.

"Good," she'd whispered against my ear. "And I plan to always be."

By the time the final putt dropped and the champion was crowned, we were both exhausted. The ceremony was beautiful, steeped in tradition and reverence for the game. As we watched the green jacket presentation, I felt that familiar Masters magic—the sense that we'd witnessed something truly historic.

The after-party at the country club was in full swing when we arrived. Members and guests mingled on the terrace overlooking the course, champagne flowing freely as everyone celebrated another successful tournament. Nathan and I made our way through the crowd, looking for Casey and Megan.

We found them near the bar, both in their staff uniforms, looking polished and professional as they served drinks and chatted with guests. Casey spotted us first, her face lighting up with that gorgeous smile.

"There you are!" she called out, making her way over. Megan followed close behind.

"How was the final round?" Megan asked, though something in her tone seemed slightly off. More reserved than she'd been the previous nights.

"Incredible," Nathan replied. "You two looked busy out there today."

Casey nodded, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "It's been non-stop since dawn. But we're almost done." She glanced around, then leaned in closer. "Wait for us after the party winds down? We should be able to get out of here in about an hour."

"Absolutely," I said, though I couldn't shake the feeling that I detected some apprehension in her voice. Maybe they were just tired. It had been a long week for everyone.

As the party continued around us, I noticed Rick Larsen enter the club, his usual scowl firmly in place as he scanned the room. Notably, Beth wasn't with him. I hoped that meant she'd already started the process of leaving him.

"Let's head out to the deck," I suggested to Nathan, nodding toward Rick. "I don't want to be anywhere near that asshole."

Nathan followed my gaze and immediately understood. "Good call. Some fresh air sounds perfect."

We made our way outside to the deck overlooking the course. The evening air was cool and pleasant, carrying the scent of freshly cut grass and azaleas. In the distance, Augusta National lay peaceful under the soft glow of landscape lighting.

"Hell of a week," Nathan said, raising his beer bottle in a mock toast.

I agreed, clinking my bottle against his.

We sat in comfortable silence for a while, both lost in our thoughts about the experiences we'd had. The golf had been incredible, but the personal connections we'd made had been even more meaningful. Beth, Casey, Megan, Jasmine—each had brought something unique to our trip.

About forty-five minutes later, Casey and Megan appeared on the deck, both looking utterly exhausted as they collapsed into the chairs across from us. Casey had changed out of her uniform into jeans and a simple t-shirt, her hair pulled back in a messy ponytail. Megan wore a sundress, her makeup slightly smudged from the long day.

"Oh my God," Casey groaned, stretching her legs out in front of her. "I thought this day would never end."

"Tell me about it," Megan added, letting her head fall back against the chair. "My cheeks are killing me, and I think I've smiled at more people this week than in the entire rest of my life combined."

I leaned forward, genuinely concerned. "You two look wiped out. Are you sure you want to hang out tonight? We'd understand if you just wanted to go home and crash."

Casey lifted her head to look at me, and for a moment, that sweet smile returned. "Are you kidding? We can sleep all day tomorrow. And the day after that. But we're not going to miss our last night with you guys."

"There's an after-party in the lounge," Megan said, sitting up straighter as if talking about it was giving her a second wind. "Dancing, music… should be fun."

"That sounds great," Nathan said. "But first, you two must be starving. When's the last time you ate?"

"Breakfast," Casey admitted. "We've been running on coffee and adrenaline all day."

"Then dinner's on us," I said, standing up. "Whatever you want. You've more than earned it."

We headed over to Berckmans Place along the 5th fairway, where the real after-party was already getting started. The exclusive restaurant buzzed with energy as Masters patrons celebrated the end of another legendary tournament. String lights twinkled overhead, and the sounds of laughter and clinking glasses filled the warm evening air.

A hostess seated us at a prime table with a perfect view of the fairway, still illuminated by soft lighting that made Augusta National look even more magical than usual. Casey and Megan picked up their menus, and I watched their expressions change as they scanned the prices.

"Jesus Christ. It's way more expensive here than the lounge where we work," Casey whispered, her eyes widening. "Forty-eight dollars for a steak?"

Megan was doing the math in her head, I could tell. "The chicken is thirty-two. Even the salads are twenty-something."

"Ladies," I said, leaning forward with a smile. "Pick whatever you want. Don't even look at the prices. You've worked your asses off all week, and this is our treat."

They exchanged an uneasy glance, something passing between them that I couldn't quite read. Casey bit her lower lip, while Megan fidgeted with her napkin. I assumed they were just uncomfortable with our generosity—most college students would be overwhelmed by someone offering to pay for such an expensive meal.

"Are you sure?" Casey asked. "Because this is really—"

"I'm sure," I interrupted gently. "Order whatever looks good."

After another moment of hesitation, they both seemed to relax. Casey ordered the filet mignon with lobster tail, while Megan chose the rack of lamb with truffle risotto. Nathan and I went with steaks, and I ordered a bottle of wine to share.

When our waitress—a woman in her thirties with perfectly styled hair and a forced smile—came to take our order, I noticed immediate recognition in her eyes when she saw Casey and Megan.

"Well, well," she said, her tone dripping with false sweetness. "Look who's dining in style tonight. A little underdressed, aren't we?"

Casey's cheeks flushed pink. "Hi, Jennifer. We didn't know we would be coming here."

"Enjoying the good life, I see," Jennifer continued, her pen poised over her notepad. She took our orders with exaggerated professionalism, but I could feel the tension radiating from her towards our guests.

As she walked away, I caught her muttering under her breath: "Devious little bitches..."

The comment hit me like a slap. I turned to look at Casey and Megan, both of whom had clearly heard it too. Their faces had gone pale, and I could see hurt in their eyes.

"Don't listen to her," Megan said quietly, reaching across to squeeze Casey's hand. "She's just jealous that two of the hottest men at the tournament hit on us instead of her."

I almost corrected them—really, they had approached us first at the rooftop bar—but something stopped me from correcting her. It was our last night together, and I was determined to give them something special to remember. They'd brightened our trip. The least I could do was make sure they felt appreciated and valued.

Little did I realize that we were the ones about to get a night to remember.

* * *

After dinner, we made our way to the tournament's official after-party. The hotel had transformed one of their ballrooms into a proper club, complete with a DJ spinning everything from classic rock to current hits, colored lights flashing across the dance floor, and a full bar serving premium liquor. The atmosphere was electric—Masters patrons, golf industry insiders, and tournament staff all celebrating the end of another legendary week at Augusta National.

Casey and Megan transformed the moment we stepped inside. Where they'd been tired and subdued at dinner, now they came alive with infectious energy. The music seemed to pulse through their bodies as they pulled Nathan and me onto the dance floor.

"Come on, you can't just stand there like statues," Megan laughed, grabbing Nathan's hands and placing them on her hips. "Move with the music."

I have to admit, contemporary dance music isn't really my scene. Give me classic rock or jazz any day. But when Casey spun around and pressed her back against me, grinding her firm ass against my crotch while moving to the heavy bass beat, I found it hard to complain.

"You're getting the hang of it," she called over the music, reaching back to run her fingers through my hair as she continued her assault on my self-control.

Nathan looked equally mesmerized by Megan, who had wrapped her arms around his neck and was moving against him with abandon. Her sundress rode up her thighs as she moved, and I could see she was enjoying the effect she was having on him.

The night blurred together in a haze of dancing, drinking, and increasing sexual tension. Casey would disappear to the bar with Megan, then return to press herself against me even more boldly than before. At one point, she turned in my arms and tried to kiss me, but I pulled back.

"Sorry," she said, looking embarrassed. "I forgot about your rule."

"It's not that I don't want to," I assured her, loud enough to be heard over the music. "It's just—"

"I understand," she said, pressing her forehead against my chest.

Around eleven-thirty, I needed another drink and fought my way through the crowd to the bar. I was waiting for the bartender when a familiar voice made my blood run cold.

"Well, well. Look who found himself a couple of sluts to play with."

I turned to see Rick Larsen sitting on a barstool next to where I stood, nursing what looked like whiskey neat. His eyes were bloodshot, but his voice was steady. Controlled. Somehow that made him more intimidating than if he'd been obviously drunk.

"We don't want any more problems with you," I said, keeping my voice level. "After tonight, we never have to see each other again."

I expected anger, maybe another threat. Instead, Rick just smiled—a cold, calculating expression that made my skin crawl.

"True enough," he said, raising his glass in a mock toast. "Enjoy your little whores."

The bartender handed me our drinks, and I walked away without another word. Something about Rick's demeanor bothered me, but I pushed the feeling aside. In a few hours, Nathan and I would be heading home, and Rick Larsen would be nothing but an unpleasant memory.

Back on the dance floor, the DJ had switched to something slower, and Casey immediately wrapped her arms around my neck. We swayed together, her body pressed against mine, her head resting on my chest. For a moment, the chaos of the party faded away, and it was just us moving together to the music.

"I've really enjoyed meeting you," she whispered against my shirt. "I mean that."

"I've enjoyed meeting you as well. I'll miss you," I replied, meaning every word.

When the song ended, Megan appeared with Nathan in tow, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright with mischief.

"I think it's time to blow this joint," she announced.

"Definitely," Casey agreed, though she seemed reluctant.

"Want to come back to our room?" I asked, assuming that was where this was heading.

Casey and Megan exchanged a look—one of those wordless communications that close friends share. There was conspiracy in their eyes, excitement, and something else I couldn't quite identify.

"Actually," Megan said, grabbing Nathan's hand while Casey took mine, "we have another idea. Something we've always wanted to do, and we know the perfect place for it."

They pulled us toward the exit, their urgency infectious. The cool night air hit us as we stepped outside, a welcome relief after the heat and noise of the party.

"Where exactly are we going?" Nathan asked as they led us away from the building.

"You'll see," Casey said over her shoulder, practically bouncing with anticipation.

They guided us down a cart path that led onto the course itself. Augusta National at night was a different creature entirely—almost otherworldly in the moonlight. The perfectly manicured fairways stretched out like dark rivers between the towering pines, and the silence was broken only by the distant sound of the party and our footsteps on the path.

"Are you sure we should be out here?" I asked, though I was already caught up in their infectious excitement.

"Trust us," Megan said. "We know this course better than anyone. We've been working here for years."

They led us down the fairway until the noise from the party was barely audible, then through a row of towering pine trees that seemed to swallow us in their shadows. On the other side was a green surrounded on three sides by dense vegetation—a natural amphitheater hidden from view.

"This is the most private green on the course," Casey announced proudly. "Nobody can see us here."

Before I could process what that meant, Megan had pulled Nathan onto the perfectly manicured putting surface and pushed him down onto his back. She straddled him, her sundress riding up her thighs, and kissed him deeply before having him lie flat.

"I've fantasized about this for years," she said, standing up and reaching under her dress. She pulled off her panties in one smooth motion and tossed them aside, then lowered herself onto Nathan's face.

Nathan's hands immediately found their way under her dress, and I could hear Megan's sharp intake of breath as he began working his magic with his tongue.

Casey wasted no time pulling me down beside them. Her hands went immediately to my belt, fingers working to free my cock. The moment it sprang free, her warm mouth enveloped me, and I groaned at the unexpected intensity of the situation.

"Fuck," I breathed, watching this beautiful college girl take me deep into her throat while her friend rode my best friend's face not three feet away.

The surreal nature of the situation wasn't lost on me—here we were, on one of the most famous golf courses in the world, in the middle of the night, engaged in acts that would probably get us banned from the sport forever. But as Casey's tongue worked magic on my shaft, those concerns seemed remarkably unimportant.

"Switch," Megan called out after several minutes. "I want to taste Chris."

Casey reluctantly released me, her lips making a soft popping sound as she pulled away. We rearranged ourselves, and suddenly Megan was kneeling between my legs while Casey positioned herself over Nathan's eager mouth.

I should have been thrilled. Megan was gorgeous—all curves and enthusiasm, her technique flawless as she took me in her mouth. But as I watched Nathan pull Casey's pants and panties off and begin fucking her doggy style, I felt an unexpected pang of something that might have been jealousy.

Casey looked incredible in that position—her firm ass raised high, her back arched perfectly as Nathan gripped her hips and drove into her. The sounds she made were different with him, more primal, and I found myself wishing it was me making her cry out like that.

Megan must have noticed my distraction because she pulled away and positioned herself on hands and knees facing Casey. "Fuck me from behind," she commanded.

I moved behind her, grateful for the change in position. As I slid into her wet, velvety pussy, she leaned forward to capture Casey's lips in a passionate kiss. The sight was undeniably erotic—two beautiful women kissing while Nathan and I fucked them from behind under the stars.

Nathan caught my eye and grinned. "This is definitely going in the memory bank," he said.

I had to agree. Fucking on a golf green was probably every male golfer's fantasy, and we were living it out on Augusta National itself.

"I want Nathan in my mouth," Megan announced after several minutes. "While you keep fucking me."

He made no objection, moving around to position himself in front of her. I watched as she took his considerable length between her lips while I continued thrusting into her from behind.

The visual was beyond hot—watching her mouth open wide to accommodate Nathan's size while her body moved with each of my thrusts. Casey, freed from fucking Nathan, made her way behind me and began kissing my neck while her hand reached between my legs to play with my balls.

"God, that feels amazing," I groaned, the sensations threatening to overwhelm me.

"I want Nathan's huge cock inside me," Megan announced, pulling away from both of us. "I need to feel him stretch me."

As she and Nathan repositioned themselves, Casey wasted no time pulling me down to the ground and climbing on top of me in reverse cowgirl position.

The view was spectacular. Casey's firm, youthful ass bounced as she rode me with athletic precision, leaning forward in a way that spread her cheeks and gave me a perfect view of her tight little asshole as my cock disappeared into her wet pussy with each thrust.

Acting on impulse, I licked my finger and began rubbing around the tight circle of muscles. Casey looked back at me with a smile that was pure sin.

"Put it in," she said.

I pushed gently, feeling the resistance give way as my finger slowly slipped into her ass. The moan she released was pure pleasure.

"That feels so good," she gasped. "Deeper."

I obliged, pushing my finger in further and holding it there as she moved forward and back. The sensation of my cock in her pussy and my finger in her ass, both moving in rhythm, was incredible. After several minutes, she spun around, facing me now so we could pinch and play with each other's nipples.

"I love how you touch me," she whispered, leaning down to kiss my neck.

Finally, she climbed off and lay down on her back beside Megan, who had assumed the same position after her intense session with Nathan. Both women raised their legs invitingly, and Nathan and I moved into position simultaneously.

"Fuck us good, boys," Casey commanded as I placed her legs over my shoulders.

There was something incredibly erotic about synchronized fucking that most people never get to experience. Nathan and I found a matching rhythm, pounding into the two gorgeous women as they called out encouragement.

"I'm cumming," Casey cried. "Fill my little pussy with your cum."

"Yes," Megan echoed. "Give it to us."

The dirty talk pushed both Nathan and me over the edge. We came together, our groans mixing with their cries of pleasure as we emptied ourselves into their eager bodies.

Afterward, we collapsed beside them, completely satiated, all four of us looking up at the canopy of stars visible through the pine branches. The night was perfect—just our breathing gradually returning to normal, to the rising and falling chorus of cicadas.

"That was absolutely perfect," Casey murmured, curling against my side.

"Better than perfect," Megan agreed, her head on Nathan's chest.

We lay there for several more minutes, nobody wanting to break the spell. It felt like we were the only four people in the world, hidden away in our own private paradise.

* * *

Eventually, Megan stirred against Nathan's side. "I need to pee," she announced, sitting up and stretching.

Casey said nothing and made no immediate move to separate herself from my chest.

"Come with me," Megan insisted, reaching for Casey's hand. "I'm not going alone in the dark woods."

Casey seemed perfectly content where she was. "Can't you just go by yourself? There's nothing out there."

"Please," Megan said, her voice taking on an almost desperate edge. "I don't want to go alone."

Something about Casey's reluctance struck me as odd. Women often accompany one another in such situations. Casey seemed to be resisting for some reason, but I was too relaxed and satisfied to think much about it. Nathan seemed equally unconcerned.

"Fine," Casey finally relented with an exaggerated sigh.

"Those girls are incredible," Nathan said as we listened to them enter the woods.

"No kidding. I can't believe we just fucked on Augusta National."

We could hear them rustling around in the woods—branches snapping and leaves crunching under their feet. Occasional giggles carrying through the night air.

"Think they're having trouble finding a good spot?" Nathan asked after a few minutes.

"Something tells me they've pissed in the woods before."

We lay there looking up at the canopy of stars, feeling completely at peace. The night air was perfect—cool but not cold, with just enough breeze to keep the humidity at bay.

After several minutes had passed, I had an ominous feeling pass through me.

"How long does it take to pee?" Nathan wondered aloud.

I sat up, straining to hear anything from the direction they'd gone. The cicadas had stopped singing—nothing but the sound of a distant owl.

"Maybe they got lost?"

"On a golf course? It's not exactly the forest."

The complete silence became deafening. No giggles, no rustling, no voices calling out.

"This is weird," Nathan said, finally sitting up. "They've been gone way too long."

A cold knot was forming in my stomach. "Casey?" I called out toward the trees. "Megan?"

No response.

We both stood up, suddenly feeling very exposed in our nakedness. "We should get dressed," I said, looking around for our clothes.

That's when the panic set in.

Our clothes were nowhere to be found. Not our shirts, not our pants, not our underwear or shoes. Nothing but our wallets and phone on the bare ground where we'd hastily thrown everything earlier.

"What the fuck?!" Nathan said, spinning in circles, as if our clothes might materialize if he looked hard enough.

"They planned this," I said. "This whole night was a setup. I knew they were acting strange."

"But why?" Nathan asked. "And why leave our wallets and phones?"

"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I said, pacing in circles, my hands running through my hair.

"Those bitches," Nathan said, the realization hitting us both simultaneously. "We're completely fucked."

The magnitude of our situation was starting to sink in. We were naked on the most famous golf course in the world, trespassing in the middle of the night, with no way to cover ourselves.

"If security finds us here," I said slowly, "and the club finds out what we did on their green..."

"We'd be banned for life," Nathan finished. "Jesus Christ, Chris. I hadn't even thought of that."

The Masters was Nathan's favorite event. He'd been coming for fifteen years, had connections that got him the best badges, the inside access. Being banned from Augusta National would devastate him.

"We need to get off the property," I said. "Right now."

"Naked?"

"You got a better idea?"

We grabbed our phones and wallets—at least the girls had left us those—and started making our way toward what we hoped was an exit. The golf course was massive, and in the dark, everything looked the same.

We stuck to the cart paths, trying to move quietly while also moving quickly. Every shadow looked like a security guard, every sound made us freeze.

After what felt like hours but was probably twenty minutes, we found the perimeter fence. It was about eight feet tall with barbed wire along the top—not something we could climb even if we weren't naked.

"There has to be a gate somewhere," Nathan whispered.

We followed the fence line, crouching low and trying to stay in the shadows. Finally, we spotted a guard shack with a small exit gate beside it. It appeared to be a vendor or employee entrance.

Yellow light spilled from the shack's window, and we could see a uniformed security guard sitting just outside the door, reading.

"Shit," Nathan breathed.

We crouched behind some bushes about twenty yards away, trying to figure out what to do. The guard looked settled in for the night.

That's when I noticed the phone number printed on the door of the guard shack.

"I've got an idea," I whispered to Nathan, pulling out my phone.

"What are you doing?"

"Trust me."

I dialed the number. Sure enough, a phone started ringing inside the guard shack. The guard looked up from his reading, glanced around confused, then got up to answer it.

The moment he disappeared inside the shack, we sprinted for the gate. We slipped through and onto the street just as I heard the guard saying "Hello?" into the phone.

We didn't stop running until we were several blocks away from the gate, our bare feet slapping against the asphalt.

"That was brilliant," Nathan panted.

"Now what?"

We were standing on a residential street in Augusta at probably two in the morning, completely naked except for our phones and wallets.

"We need to find somewhere to get clothes," I said.

We walked for what felt like miles, ducking behind cars or into shadows whenever we saw headlights. Finally, we spotted the glow of a convenience store about a quarter mile ahead.

"Please tell me they have clothes," Nathan muttered.

As we got closer, we could see it was one of those typical gas station convenience stores. Through the windows, it looked empty except for a single clerk behind the counter.

"Okay," I said. "We go in, we explain what happened, we offer to pay whatever they want for any clothes they've got."

"What if they don't have clothes?"

"Then we're fucked."

We approached the entrance cautiously, using our hands to cover ourselves as much as possible. The automatic doors slid open, and we stepped inside.

The clerk was a thin Indian man in his fifties, sitting behind bulletproof glass. He looked up from his magazine, and his eyes went wide.

"Hey man," I called out, raising one hand while keeping the other strategically positioned. "We know how this looks, but we're not here to cause any trouble."

The man just stared, his mouth hanging open.

"We got robbed," Nathan explained. "Some girls took all our clothes. We're not trying to hurt anybody, we just need help."

I pulled out my wallet and held it up. "Look, we've got money. We just need something to wear. Anything. Do you have any clothes here? T-shirts? Anything?"

The clerk's eyes darted between us and something under his counter. I pulled out a credit card and slid it through the slot in the bulletproof glass.

"Please, man. We'll pay whatever you want."

That's when I heard the sirens.

The sound was faint at first, but it got rapidly louder. We later found out that the clerk had triggered a silent alarm the moment we walked in.

"Shit," Nathan said, hearing them too.

We thought about running, but it was too late. The first patrol car pulled into the parking lot with its lights flashing, followed immediately by two more.

"On the ground! Now!" came the amplified voice through a speaker.

We raised our hands and dropped to our knees as officers poured through the entrance. Within seconds, we were face down on the dirty linoleum with our hands cuffed behind our backs.

"Please," I tried to explain. "We weren't robbing the place. We got our clothes stolen, and we just needed help."

"Save it for the judge," one of the officers said, hauling me to my feet.

They didn't want to hear our story. They didn't care that we had money and were trying to pay for clothes.

The worst part was the parade of officers who came to look at us as we were loaded into the patrol cars. Word had apparently spread quickly through the department about the naked guys, because it seemed like every cop in Augusta showed up.

"Well, well," one female officer said, shining her flashlight on us as we sat cuffed in the back of the patrol car. "What do we have here?"

Her partner, a younger male officer, was barely containing his laughter. "Looks like Dumb and Dumber to me."

They took pictures. Not for evidence—for their own entertainment. We could hear them sharing the photos with other officers, everyone having a good laugh at our expense.

At the jail, it got worse. Every officer, male and female, found an excuse to walk by our holding cell to get a look at the idiots who got arrested naked.

"You boys forget something when you left the house?" one female sergeant asked, causing eruptions of laughter from the other officers.

"What's the matter, couldn't afford clothes?" another one chimed in.

They threw us into a holding cell with concrete benches and a steel toilet. No blankets, no additional clothing, just the paper gowns that kept riding up every time we moved.

"When do we get to make a phone call?" Nathan asked the guard.

"When I say you can," came the response.

We spent the entire night shivering on those concrete benches, listening to other prisoners in nearby cells who'd heard about the naked guys and wanted to offer their commentary.

"Y'all some kinky motherfuckers," one guy called out.

"Bet your wives are gonna love hearing about this," another added.

It wasn't until morning—after what felt like the longest night of my life—that they finally let me make a phone call.


Chapter thirty-eight
Naked Revenge (Skylar)


I felt terrible for Chris and Nathan, but I couldn't help the laugh that escaped when I pictured them wandering around Augusta completely naked. The mental image was almost too ridiculous to believe. But then reality hit—this was no laughing matter. What if they ended up on a sex offender registry or something? For fuck's sake, our entire lives could be affected by this.

"What a couple of bitches," I said, shaking my head.

Michelle's face had gone from amused to furious. "I want to find them and rip their hair out," she snarled, her hands clenching into fists.

"We should all calm down," I said, though I was feeling pretty heated myself. "But if we could reach them and they could verify Chris and Nathan's story, maybe it would make a difference to the prosecutor in charge of the case."

Chris and Nathan exchanged a look.

"Do you have their phone numbers?" I asked.

"No," Nathan admitted.

"Do you know where they live?"

"No," Chris said. "We just saw them at the golf club, and then I drove them here to the hotel."

I rolled my eyes. Leave it to them to get no information at all about who they were fucking.

"Okay, what about a last name?"

They looked at each other with completely blank expressions.

"Oh my god, seriously?" I couldn't keep the exasperation out of my voice.

Then Chris's face lit up.

"Wait," he said. "In the lounge on Wednesday, when I was talking to Casey, the lounge manager came over and said, 'Mrs. Wallace, you need to get back to work.'"

"Okay, that's something," I said, pulling out my phone. I started doing searches on Facebook and Instagram for Casey Wallace Augusta. Within five minutes, I had an Instagram profile. I showed it to Chris.

"Yes, that's her," he confirmed. "And the girl in the photo with her is Megan."

I clicked on the tagged account. "The name attached to this account is Megan Hardy."

Chris hugged and kissed me, "You're such a genius."

"It's a good thing," I said dryly, "since my husband and his best friend are such dumbasses."

A few more minutes on Instagram and I struck gold. I found pictures of them moving into a new apartment together six months ago. They had posted pictures of themselves in front of the apartment complex, showing the sign with the name clearly visible, AND pictures of themselves in front of their door—4G.

"You missed your true calling in life," Nathan said with admiration. "You should have been a private investigator."

I put the name of the apartment complex into my GPS. "It's only ten minutes away."

"Let's go," Chris said immediately.

"Hold on," I said. "They might be intimidated having two guys they screwed over the night before show up at their door. They might not even answer."

"Yeah," Michelle said, her anger still simmering but now focused on action. "Skylar and I should go."

Ten minutes later, we stood outside apartment 4G. My hand was literally shaking as I raised it to knock.

"Follow my lead," I whispered to Michelle. "And remember, we need their help, so don't attack them."

I heard a cautious voice say, "Who is it?"

"I'm your neighbor from the next building over," I called out, "and my car got broken into last night. I'm going around asking if anyone saw anything."

I heard a chain slide, and the door opened to reveal a very cute girl with black hair and brown eyes. I held out my hand.

"I'm Skylar," I said with what I hoped was a friendly smile.

She shook my hand. "I'm Casey, and I'm really sorry, but I didn't see or hear anything. My car got broken into about a month ago, so I totally feel for you."

"I'm sorry," I said, putting my foot against her door, "but actually, I'm Chris's wife, and this is Michelle, Nathan's wife."

I half expected her to look angry or defensive and try to slam the door in our faces. Instead, her eyes went wide with concern.

"Oh my god, how are they?"

I probably looked confused. "They're not doing great. They got arrested last night."

Her hand flew to her mouth. "Oh my god, that's horrible."

She stepped aside and invited us in, repeating how sorry she was. She called out, "Megan, come here!"

Moments later, a blonde walked into the living room. Casey told her who we were.

"Oh my god, where did they go?" Megan said immediately. "We felt so bad that once we got back to the clubhouse, we got a golf cart and went back out there, but they were gone."

"So you were just playing a joke on them?" Michelle asked, her voice tight with controlled anger.

They looked nervously at each other.

"Well, not exactly," Casey said. "We were paid. We didn't want to do it..."

"PAID?" I interrupted, raising my voice. "Paid by who?"

Megan took over the explanation as Casey's eyes welled up with tears and she began to sob.

"During the day, yesterday, a man approached us," Megan said. "He said he'd seen us with Nathan and Chris and asked if we had plans to see them again. We said we were supposed to spend time with them that evening."

She paused, looking uncomfortable. "He offered us fifteen hundred each to do what we did."

My jaw dropped.

"Casey didn't want to do it," Megan continued, "but it was more than we'd made working hard all week, and Casey's car window needed fixing, and I'm short on tuition for next year."

Through her sobs, Casey managed to say, "We were supposed to take everything, but we left them their wallets and phones. By the time we got back to the clubhouse, we both felt so bad that we tried to go back to get them. We drove around for like an hour looking for them."

I sat down heavily and asked for a glass of water. I mulled over what they'd said. I felt like I should be angrier than I was, but fifteen hundred dollars to girls living on the edge like they clearly were would have been hard to turn down. And they had tried to make it right. If Chris and Nathan had just stuck around a few more minutes, none of this would have happened.

"Is there anything we can do?" Casey asked, wiping her eyes. "We really liked Chris and Nathan. You're such lucky women to be married to men like them."

This softened Michelle up just a little, though I could tell she was still pretty pissed.

"We're meeting with our lawyer in the morning at the hotel," I said. "Could you join us and tell him your story?"

"Of course we will," they both said.

"But I need to know," I continued, "who paid you to do this? What did he look like?"

Megan and Casey exchanged another look.

"Older guy," Megan said. "Maybe late forties? Stocky build."

"Did he give you a name?"

"No," Casey said. "But I think I heard someone earlier in the week call him Rick?"

The pieces were falling into place. This wasn't just a prank gone wrong—this was revenge.


Chapter thirty-nine
Liberation (Skylar)


Mr. Morrison arrived precisely on time, his briefcase in hand with that same polished look from yesterday. He listened intently as Chris and Nathan recounted their story, occasionally jotting notes. When they finished, he turned to Casey and Megan.

"Ladies, I need you to tell me exactly what happened."

Casey's voice shook as she explained about the man approaching them, the fifteen hundred dollars each, and their failed attempt to return with the clothes. Megan corroborated every detail, emphasizing how guilty they'd felt afterward.

Mr. Morrison's eyebrows shot up. "So you're telling me this entire incident was orchestrated by a third party as an act of revenge?"

"That's exactly what we're telling you," I said.

He shook his head, a slow smile spreading across his face. "This changes everything. Gentlemen, it shows that what you experienced wasn't just poor judgment—it was a deliberate and malicious trap."

"I have a meeting with the prosecutor at 2 PM," he continued, checking his watch. "Would you ladies be willing to accompany me? Your testimony could make all the difference."

Casey and Megan agreed, eager to make amends.

By 3 PM, my phone rang. I put Mr. Morrison on speaker phone.

"All charges dropped," he announced. "The prosecutor was appalled when he heard the full story. There's even talk of investigating this Rick character for his role in orchestrating the whole thing."

We erupted in celebration right there in the hotel bar. Chris grabbed me in a bear hug while Nathan high-fived Michelle and Alison.

"You know what?" Mr. Morrison said. "This calls for a proper celebration. I'd like to invite you all to my home for dinner this evening. But please, call me David."

"That sounds wonderful… David," I replied, feeling grateful for everything he'd done.

We were still celebrating when Chris suddenly stood up. "Excuse me a second—I see Beth getting off the elevator."

He disappeared briefly, returning with an elegant woman I recognized from his descriptions. Her auburn hair was pulled back, and she carried herself with quiet dignity.

"Everyone, I'd like you to meet Beth," Chris said. "Beth, these are my friends—and my wife, Skylar."

I stood to greet her. "Beth, I have to ask—did you know about your husband's revenge attempt?"

Confusion clouded her features. "What revenge attempt?"

I explained Rick's scheme—paying Casey and Megan, the theft of their clothes, everything. With each detail, Beth's face grew paler.

"I asked him for a separation Sunday morning," she said in a low voice. "We haven't spoken since then. He left for New York on business yesterday. I had no idea..." She trailed off.

"I'm so sorry," she continued, looking directly at Chris and Nathan. "I can't believe he would do something so vindictive. Please, let me reimburse your legal expenses. It's the least I can do."

"That's not necessary," Chris began, but Beth held up her hand.

"It absolutely is. This is all because of my asshole husband."

I was sure David would not mind one more for dinner, especially if that person was going to pay his bill. "Beth, we're invited to our lawyer's house for dinner tonight. Would you care to join us?"

She smiled for the first time since arriving. "I'd like that very much."

As we made plans for the evening, I marveled at how this bizarre situation had brought together such an unlikely group. Sometimes the worst moments led to the most unexpected connections.


Chapter forty
Southern Hospitality (Skylar)


The drive to Mount Vintage took us away from the city, through winding country roads that gradually transformed to rolling hills dotted with ancient oaks. As we approached the gated entrance, I marveled at the pristine landscaping and the discreet bronze plaques announcing the community's amenities. Nathan whistled low as we passed the first cluster of homes.

"Would you look at these places," he said, craning his neck to see a massive colonial with a wraparound porch.

The houses were nothing short of spectacular—each one seemed to occupy at least an acre, with manicured lawns that looked like they belonged on magazine covers. We passed a Tudor-style mansion with ivy climbing its walls, then a modern glass structure that seemed to float above the landscape. Every driveway was perfectly paved, every garden meticulously maintained.

David's house sat near the back of the development, close to what looked like stables in the distance. As we pulled into his circular driveway, I wondered what these homes must go for. The house was a stunning blend of traditional Southern architecture—white columns supporting a grand entrance, with floor-to-ceiling windows.

"I hope you found it okay," David said as he greeted us in the driveway.

He kissed my hand again in that old-fashioned way that made my stomach flutter, then did the same for each of the other women. His white hair was perfect, as usual, not a strand out of place, and his expensive suit had been replaced by well-tailored linen slacks and a crisp white shirt that emphasized his lean frame.

"Welcome to my humble abode," he said as he ushered us inside.

The foyer alone was huge, with marble floors that gleamed under a crystal chandelier.

"Holy shit," Megan said, "this is bigger than our whole apartment."

"Nathan and Chris, did you notice the golf course on your way in?" David asked as he continued the tour of the house.

"It's incredible. Who designed it?"

"Arnold Palmer himself designed the championship course. We also have a nine-hole executive course designed by Tom Fazio for those who prefer a quicker round." David's chest puffed with obvious pride. "You and Chris will have to come back up and play with me sometime. I've got a standing foursome every Saturday morning."

"We'd love that," Chris replied, and I could hear the genuine excitement in his voice.

David turned to Michelle and me. "Do you ladies play?"

"We do, but we prefer tennis," Michelle answered.

"Perfect! We have a wonderful tennis center with six courts—four hard court and two clay. There's also an Olympic-sized pool where you can relax while we boys chase our little white balls around."

I laughed at his description. "That sounds ideal."

"Do any of you ride?" David asked as we stepped onto an enormous deck at the back of the house.

"Ride what?" I replied, genuinely confused.

He chuckled, the sound warm and rich. "Horses, silly. We have a full equestrian center here, and I keep my mare, Magnolia, there. She's a Tennessee Walker—beautiful temperament, smooth gait. Perfect for trail rides around the property. We also have a few quarter horses for those who prefer Western riding."

His eyes lit up as he described the horses, and I found myself drawn in by his passion. As he continued showing us around, I noticed his attention seemed to focus more on Beth and me than on the others. Even with Casey and Megan's youthful beauty beside us, his gaze kept returning to us, making me feel he valued experience over youth.

"Please excuse the dinner," David said as we settled onto the deck. "This was thrown together at the last moment. My assistant didn't have time to arrange a proper caterer, so she had to collect food from various local restaurants."

I looked at the spread before us and nearly laughed at his definition of "thrown together." There were silver platters of what looked like prime rib, delicate crab cakes that screamed upscale seafood restaurant, and—in a delightful contrast—heaping platters of pulled pork and ribs that could only have come from some local BBQ joint. Southern vegetables filled silver bowls. The combination was perfect, somehow both elegant and down home.

"This is incredible," I said.

The deck itself was a marvel—easily large enough to host fifty people, with multiple seating areas and a full outdoor kitchen. But the real star was the view. The lake stretched before us like a private mirror, reflecting the last rays of sunlight and the beginning stars. Oaks with Spanish moss draped around the water's edge.

After we'd eaten our fill, the group naturally broke apart. Some wandered down to the lake, others drifted inside to explore David's game room, where the click of pool balls soon echoed through the open doors.

I was admiring the view when Beth approached me, a glass of wine in her hand.

"Skylar, it's so nice to be able to talk to you," she said, her voice carrying that soft Southern accent. "I have to tell you, I'm quite a fan of your husband."

My eyebrows rose slightly.

"He was such a gentleman during our... encounter," she continued, her cheeks pinking slightly. "He tried so hard not to make me feel guilty about my mistake that first night. And of course, my husband was anything but a gentleman about the whole thing."

"That's one of the things I love about him," I replied.

Beth hesitated, then said, "I don't know if you know this, but he told me about your open marriage."

"He told me the whole sauna story," I assured her. "I know you two were together, so you don't need to feel uncomfortable about that with me."

Relief washed over her features. "The whole idea is so new to me. I have so many questions, if you don't mind..."

For the next several minutes, I found myself explaining the basics of our lifestyle—the importance of communication, establishing boundaries, and how jealousy and love weren't mutually exclusive. Beth listened with the intensity of someone discovering an entirely new world.

She nodded toward David, who stood alone at the corner of the deck, looking out over the water. "He's quite handsome, isn't he?"

"I agree," I said, studying his profile in the gathering dusk.

"We should go talk to him."

We made our way across the deck, our heels clicking softly against the wood.

"So you're the one whose husband started this whole mess," David said to Beth with a smile that took any sting out of the words.

Beth blushed deeply. "I am, and I'm so sorry for all the problems he caused."

"All's well that ends well," David waved dismissively. "And it certainly wasn't your fault. And I must admit… this has been one of the most entertaining cases I've ever handled."

He paused, then continued with a slight grin, "Though I have to say, all the sex that seemed to be happening was a bit... scandalous."

"I hope we haven't offended you," I said quickly.

"On the contrary," David replied, his eyes brightening. "I found it all very exciting and refreshing to be around people who are so open sexually. I've never been adventurous at all—couldn't even imagine having such experiences as you've described."

I glanced at Beth. "This is all quite new to Beth as well."

Beth straightened slightly. "Actually, I have something I wanted to discuss with you. Two things, really."

"I'm listening."

"First, could you suggest a good divorce attorney?"

"My law partner happens to be one of the best divorce attorneys in Georgia. I'd be happy to introduce you. And the second thing?"

"I want to cover the legal expenses for Nathan and Chris, since it was my husband who caused all this trouble to begin with."

David looked at her for a long moment, then smiled. "You know what? I had so much fun with this case—hearing all your stories, meeting all of you—that I'm not even going to charge for it."

"That's incredibly generous," I said.

He waved his arm toward the lake and his magnificent home. "I think I'll survive without my fee just this once." He winked at us both.

Something in that wink made my pulse quicken. Before I could second-guess myself, I leaned in to give him a hug. As our bodies pressed together, I felt the unmistakable beginning of an erection against my hip.

He pulled back quickly, his face flushing. "Oh dear, I'm sorry about that."

"It's not a problem," I said, my voice dropping to a lower register. "Perhaps there's another way we could thank you for your services."

Beth stepped closer to him, her eyes bright with something I hadn't seen there before. "I'd like to thank you as well."

Now David's face turned genuinely red. "Ladies, I... I don't know what to say."

"You're used to talking for a living," I said, moving even closer, "but perhaps this might be a time to be quiet and not make any argument… unless they're of an oral nature."

His eyebrows lifted, and he pressed his lips together as if he understood exactly what I meant.

I leaned in and kissed the side of his neck, my lips finding the warm skin just below his ear. At the same moment, Beth mirrored my movement on his other side. The soft gasp that escaped him sent a euphoric thrill through my body.

Beth's hands found his chest, massaging through the expensive fabric of his shirt while my own hands began their journey south. I felt him tense initially, then gradually relax as pleasure overtook his natural reserve. Through his slacks, I could feel him growing harder.

My fingers found his belt, and I began to undo it. His hand shot down as if to stop me, and he glanced around nervously.

"Just go with it," I whispered against his ear. "No one here will care."

After a moment's hesitation, he pulled his hand back, surrendering to the moment. I finished with his belt and moved to his zipper. Soon, I had freed him completely, and I dropped to my knees, taking him into my mouth.

Beth had unbuttoned his shirt and was lavishing attention on his chest, her tongue finding his nipples as soft moans escaped his throat.

I pulled Beth down to join me, and we began taking turns, our lips and tongues working in harmony. David's hands tangled in our hair as he watched in apparent disbelief.

"I can't believe I'm doing this," Beth whispered to me. "I've only been with three men my whole life, and never in a situation like this."

I pulled her closer and kissed her, tasting David on her lips and feeling something awakening in her—a hunger that had been suppressed for too long. She kissed me back with desperate intensity, as if she'd been starving for this kind of connection.

While we kissed, our hands continued stroking David, and I could only imagine the thoughts racing through his mind as he watched two women pleasure each other while pleasuring him.

Beth returned her attention to David's cock, and I positioned myself beneath her dress, pulling her panties to the side. Her full, dark bush was beautiful, and I buried my face in it eagerly. She was already wet, and it didn't take long before her first orgasm crashed over her, her muffled cries vibrating against David's shaft.

I moved from under her and helped her to the deck railing. "Lean against this," I instructed, pulling her dress up over her ass and sliding her panties completely off.

"Do you want David to fuck you?" I asked, though I already knew the answer from the desperate way she was grinding against my hand.

"Most definitely yes," she breathed.

I watched as David positioned himself behind her, his long but not overly thick cock sliding into her wet pussy with ease. The moan that escaped her was pure pleasure, echoing across the water. His length was perfect for watching—I could see every inch as he slid in and out of her, her wetness coating him with each stroke.

A glance around the deck confirmed what I'd expected. The others had taken our lead and were now engaged in their own pleasures. Alison was spread across the pool table with Nathan between her legs, his head buried between her thighs. Chris was with Casey—and I felt a moment's amusement rather than jealousy at his predictable choice, though at least she was a brunette instead of his usual blonde preference.

The most surprising pairing was Megan and Michelle. Michelle stood beside the pool table while Megan knelt before her, her face pressed between Michelle's legs as my friend's head fell back in obvious pleasure.

Given my well-documented preference for older men and David's distinguished silver hair, I decided to stay exactly where I was. I stripped off my pants and positioned myself next to Beth against the railing.

David pulled out of her and entered me, his cock sliding easily into my wetness. Beth's hands found my breasts, squeezing and teasing my nipples as we kissed.

David's hands gripped my hips as he thrust, his earlier nervousness completely forgotten in the heat of passion.

This was precisely what I'd needed—something spontaneous and wild, surrounded by friends who understood that pleasure was meant to be shared, not hoarded.

David's rhythm grew more urgent as he thrust into me, his hands gripping my hips with surprising strength for a man his age. Beth's fingers worked my clit expertly while her other hand squeezed my breast, and I could feel myself building toward something explosive.

"Oh fuck, David," I moaned, pushing back against him. "You feel incredible inside me."

"I never imagined…," he panted, his Southern accent thickening with arousal. "Never dreamed I'd be doing something like this."

I turned my head to capture Beth's lips in another kiss, tasting wine and desire on her tongue. The combination of David's cock stretching me and Beth's skilled fingers had me teetering on the edge.

"I'm going to cum," I gasped against Beth's mouth. "Fuck me hard, David."

"Do it," David said, his voice taking on an authority I hadn't expected. "Cum all over my cock while Beth watches."

The orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, my pussy clenching around David's shaft as pleasure crashed through my body. My knees nearly buckled, but Beth and David held me steady as I rode out the intense waves.

"Fuck yes," Beth breathed, watching my face contort with pleasure. "You're so beautiful when you cum."

Before I could fully recover, David pulled out and guided Beth to bend over the table. "Your turn again," he said, sliding back into her waiting pussy.

I dropped to my knees and positioned myself under Beth, my tongue finding her swollen clit as David fucked her from behind. I tasted her arousal as she trembled above me.

"Oh God, oh God," Beth chanted, her hands gripping the side of the table so tightly her knuckles were white. "I can't... I'm going to..."

I could sense David reaching his peak. I felt Beth's thighs trembling against my cheeks, her pussy contracting as another orgasm built within her.

"I'm cumming," David groaned, his voice thick with Southern drawl.

Beth cried out above me, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. I felt her wetness on my tongue as she climaxed, her hands gripping the table desperately. David's cock pulled out, his release triggering another shuddering moan from Beth, as his cum dripped from her pussy onto my waiting lips.

"I want to taste him," Beth said, dropping to her knees, squeezing his last drops of cum into her mouth.

Both of them collapsed onto a loveseat, breathless and spent, their bodies glistening with sweat.

I stood and turned toward the rest of our group, curious to see what was happening. Alison lay on the pool table, her legs wrapped around Nathan's waist as he drove into her with powerful strokes. Her moans were getting stronger.

"That's it," Nathan growled. "Take every inch of my cock. Tell everyone how much you love being fucked."

"Yes, yes, harder!" Alison cried, her fingernails clawing at his back. "Make me cum on your big cock!"

Meanwhile, Chris had Casey on her back on one of the outdoor couches, her legs over his shoulders as he pounded into her young pussy. The sight sent a familiar thrill through me—watching my husband fucking another woman never got old.

"Your wife is watching us," Casey panted, looking directly at me with lust-glazed eyes. "Do you like watching him fuck my tight little cunt?"

"I love it," I replied.

"She loves knowing I can make other women scream with pleasure," Chris added.

Michelle and Megan were on another couch with Megan riding Michelle's face, grinding her pussy against my friend's eager tongue.

"Eat my pussy," Megan commanded.

I felt Beth's hands on my waist. "I want more of you," she said, his voice full of desire.

We moved to another couch, our bodies intertwining as we explored each other with hands and mouths. Her skin was softer than silk, her full breasts heavy and warm in my palms. When I took one of her dusky nipples into my mouth, she arched against me with a sharp gasp.

"I always wanted to know what it would be like with another woman," she whispered, her hands roaming over my body. "So soft, so different from a man's touch."

She kissed her way down my body, pausing to lavish attention on my neatly trimmed bush before parting my folds with her tongue. I was still swollen and sensitive from David's attention, and it didn't take long before I was writhing beneath her.

"Skylar, you taste so good," she said. "I love your pussy."

We moved into the sixty-nine position.

"I want your fingers... inside me... while you lick my clit."

I obliged eagerly, sliding two fingers into her wet heat while my tongue circled her sensitive bundle of nerves. The sounds she made were pure poetry—soft whimpers and gasps that spoke of a woman discovering her own capacity for pleasure.

David moved to a chair opposite us, his cock hard again as he watched our intimate display and stroked himself.

I gasped as Beth's fingers slid deep inside me, her touch tentative at first, then growing bolder as she found her rhythm. We moved together in perfect synchronization, our mouths working each other's swollen clits while our fingers explored each other's wet, eager depths.

"That's it," I moaned against her pussy, feeling her walls flutter around my fingers as I curved them to hit her sweet spot.

Her technique improved with each passing moment, her tongue finding just the right pressure and speed to drive me wild. We each added a third finger, stretching each other wide.

"I'm going to cum," she whimpered, her hips grinding against my face.

"Me too," I gasped, feeling the familiar tightening in my core.

We climaxed together, our bodies shaking as waves of pleasure crashed over us, our cries muffled against each other's wetness. As we came, I heard a moan come from David and looked over to see him with cum dripping down his hand as he watched us.

Around us, the sounds of pleasure were reaching a crescendo. Nathan's voice carried across the deck as he announced his approaching orgasm.

"Fuck yeah, I'm going to fill your sweet pussy with my cum," he groaned.

"Yes!" Alison screamed. "Cum inside me! Fill me up!"

Their synchronized cries of release echoed as Nathan emptied himself into Alison. Her chest heaved as aftershocks rippled through her.

Chris wasn't far behind. I could see the familiar tension in his shoulders that meant he was close.

"Where do you want me to cum?" he asked Casey, his voice strained with the effort of holding back.

"On my tits," she panted. "Cover my tiny tits with your hot cum."

Chris pulled out and stroked himself frantically, his release painting Casey's small breasts with thick white ropes. She rubbed it into her skin, her eyes locked on mine the whole time, her body tense with unfulfilled need. I moved to the couch and positioned myself between her legs while Chris continued massaging his cum into her breasts.

"Let me help you finish," I said, my tongue finding her swollen clit.

Casey's hips bucked against my mouth as I worked her with steady strokes of my tongue. Chris pinched and rolled her nipples, his hands slick with his own release.

"Oh fuck, yes!" Casey cried, her thighs trembling against my mouth. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"

Her pussy pulsed against my tongue as she finally reached her peak, her back arching off the couch in pure ecstasy.

Across the deck, Michelle and Megan reached their climaxes together, their cries intertwining as they found mutual release. The deck fell quiet except for the sound of heavy breathing and the gentle lapping of water against the shore.

As we all caught our breath, David looked around at his deck full of satisfied, naked bodies with something approaching wonder.

"I have to say," he drawled, his Southern accent thick with satisfaction, "this has been the most successful dinner party I've ever hosted."

I laughed, still catching my breath. "We should definitely do this again sometime."

"I'm already looking forward to it," Beth said, her voice carrying a confidence I was glad to hear.

* * *

We spent the next hour having drinks on David's deck, all of us naked, basking in the moonlight. We lounged in various configurations across the outdoor furniture, while David poured bourbon from an expensive bottle, the amber liquid catching the light from the deck lanterns.

"I wonder if any of my neighbors heard us," David mused, gesturing toward the sprawling properties that bordered his estate.

"If they did, they'll be clamoring for an invite next time," I said, taking a sip of the smooth whiskey.

David's laughter was rich and genuine, his white teeth flashing in the dim light. "Well, I suppose I should prepare for some interesting conversations at the country club."

Nathan stretched lazily in his chair, completely comfortable in his nakedness. "Hell, David, you might single-handedly revolutionize Augusta society."

"One dinner party at a time," Michelle added with a grin, curled up against Nathan's side, his huge cock resting partially on her leg.

The conversation flowed as easily as the bourbon, everyone relaxed and satisfied. Chris sat stuffed between me and Casey, his hands resting on our bare thighs. The intimacy we'd all shared had created a bubble of warmth and connection that none of us seemed eager to break.

But eventually, reality began to creep back in. Nathan mentioned the drive ahead, and Chris started collecting scattered clothing from around the deck. I watched the easy camaraderie with a touch of melancholy, knowing these perfect moments were always fleeting.

As we gathered our things and prepared to leave, I found myself holding the door to our SUV open for Beth, who was lingering in conversation with David near his front entrance. They stood close together, her hand resting lightly on his arm as they talked in low voices.

She finally made her way over to the car, but instead of climbing in, she turned to face me.

"Actually, I'm going to stay here and spend the evening with David."

"Oh my god, that's great!" I exclaimed, perhaps a bit too enthusiastically. "You two are great together—"

Beth held up a hand, cutting me off with a gentle smile. "Don't get too excited. I'm not even divorced yet." She glanced back toward David, who was watching us with obvious interest. "But yeah, I like him. And he seems open to experimenting like I want to."

The newfound confidence in her voice warmed my heart. This was a woman who had spent years in a loveless, controlling marriage, and now she was taking charge of her own desires.

"Well, good luck to both of you," I said, reaching out to squeeze her hand. "And hopefully we'll all see each other again very soon."

"Count on it," she said with a wink before turning back toward David.

As Chris pulled away from the circular drive, I watched through the rear window as David took Beth's hand and led her back inside. There was something beautiful about seeing her choose what she wanted, even if it was just for one night.

"Think they'll be good together?" Chris asked, catching my eye in the rearview mirror.

"I think they'll be perfect together," I replied.

As we drove through the Georgia countryside, I couldn't believe just over a week had passed since we'd left on our separate vacations—Michelle, Alison, and I to St. Simons Island, Chris and Nathan here to Augusta. It felt like a lifetime ago.

And I couldn't wait to get home.

The End
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