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The Seed

We hadn’t even made it to the airport before my nerves kicked in. I could feel them simmering beneath the surface as James tossed our weekend bag into the trunk and slid into the driver’s seat beside me. We’d packed light—just a few changes of clothes, a bottle of my favorite gin, and the slinky black bikini I’d bought on impulse last week. It still had the tags on.

James kept things casual, chatting about how fast he’d gotten off base that afternoon and the podcast he'd been listening to on the drive. I nodded along, trying to match his laid-back energy, but inside, my thoughts were spiraling. This wasn’t just a weekend getaway. It wasn’t even just Vegas. We were doing something different—something we’d only dared talk about in hushed tones over drinks or in the dark after sex.

A swingers club. A real one. And not just any night, but their infamous "Hot Tub Party." Dress code: bathing suits or less. That was the part I kept repeating in my head. Less.

We barely spoke about it at check-in. James had that effortless confidence he always carried—his duffel slung over one shoulder, flashing that charming grin at the hotel clerk. I was quieter, fiddling with my phone, trying not to let my insecurities surface. It wasn’t that I didn’t want this. I did. But wanting it and feeling ready for it were two very different things.

Not even a week ago, James and I had made the decision—half joking, half daring each other—to finally go through with it. A swingers club. We'd talked about it before, always late at night when we were tangled up in each other, drunk on sex and curiosity, tossing around fantasies we never really thought we’d act on. But this time was different. We were in Vegas, and it was actually happening. This particular night was their "Hot Tub Party," which sounded playful and harmless enough—until you read the fine print. The dress code, we were told, was bathing suits or less. Less. That word echoed in my mind like a challenge and a warning all at once.

I’d packed my "BYOB" in a little cooler bag with a combination lock—gin, of course, because it settles my nerves faster than anything else. Inside my tote, folded carefully, was my halter-style bikini top and a sheer black sarong that clung to my curves in all the wrong—or maybe right—places. I kept telling myself I was excited, and in some ways I really was, but beneath that was a steady undercurrent of doubt. Should we really be doing this?

At 5'3" and 140 pounds, I was definitely on the curvier side. Some days I felt sexy—thick thighs, full hips, soft breasts—but under the harsh lights of a place like that, surrounded by other women in barely-there swimwear, I wasn’t so sure. I wasn’t the kind of woman you see in magazines. I had stretch marks. I had soft places. I had a body that told stories.

And then there was James. My gorgeous, infuriatingly confident boyfriend. He’s 5'10", built like a damn action figure, 200 pounds of lean, hard muscle thanks to the brutal discipline of military life. That body was carved by early mornings, long runs, and endless sets of pull-ups. The kind of man you expect to see with a fitness model draped over his arm—not someone like me. And that’s what made my stomach tighten. Not jealousy. Insecurity. I couldn’t help but wonder what people would think when they saw us together tonight. Would they stare? Would they ask themselves the same question I sometimes asked in quiet, unguarded moments? Why is he with her?

About a month earlier, the idea had first been planted—accidentally, drunkenly, but with enough heat behind it to leave a mark. My friend Emily had come over one Friday evening for wine and gossip, something we’d done dozens of times before. She brought a bottle of overpriced Chardonnay she swore was on sale, and I tossed some cheese and grapes on a tray like we were pretending to be grown-ups. A couple of glasses in, we ended up in the hot tub, the one James and I had splurged on last year with our tax refund. We'd always loved them—something about the bubbles and steam and starry sky made everything feel more intimate, more open. I didn’t realize quite how open the conversation would get.

Emily had drunk far too much wine—her cheeks were flushed, her hair damp from the steam as she slumped against the side, giggling. "Okay," she said, leaning in like she was about to share national secrets, "so, don’t judge me, but... Paul and I kinda did something crazy in Vegas." I raised my eyebrows, already intrigued. She explained they’d both been there for a work conference—different departments of the same company—and on the second night, after far too many cocktails at the hotel bar, they’d ended up at a swingers club just off the Strip. I nearly choked on my wine. "A swingers club?" I echoed, wide-eyed. Emily nodded, laughing. "I gave some random guy head in one of the back lounges... while Paul got a handjob from the guy’s wife. She was Latvian, I think? Ridiculously hot. Like... cartoon-level tits. Biggest I’ve ever seen. Like gravity-defying."

I couldn’t stop laughing, but I also couldn’t stop asking questions. "Wait—did the guy actually cum?" Emily grinned. "Oh yeah. I had to spit it out in a napkin, classy lady that I am." I winced and laughed even harder. "And Paul? How did he feel the next day?" Her smile turned a little more thoughtful. "We were both a bit freaked out. I mean, it was definitely not something we planned. But the weirdest part? We couldn’t keep our hands off each other after that. We had the best sex of our lives back at the hotel. And ever since then… I don’t know. Something’s shifted. It’s like the floodgates opened, you know?" I did know—or at least, I was beginning to. That conversation didn’t leave me. It replayed in my mind during quiet moments: in the shower, folding laundry, lying next to James at night. The idea of watching him with someone else… or being watched. It was terrifying, and thrilling. I couldn’t shake it. That’s when the seed was planted. And once it was, it didn’t take long to grow.


The First Shoots

It had been days since the hot tub conversation with Emily, but it felt like I was carrying it around in my bloodstream. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw flashes—her flushed face as she laughed about it, the way she described it so casually, so shamelessly. A swingers club. Giving head to a stranger. That image had embedded itself deep inside me, unshakable. Worse, I couldn’t stop imagining what it would feel like. What it would taste like. I hadn’t had anyone else’s cock in my mouth since before James—five years ago—and I hadn’t missed it until now. Until someone I knew, someone just like me, made it sound not just possible but exhilarating.

I didn’t know how to bring it up—not directly. The fantasy was mine, but it scared me. I didn’t want to shatter something between us, or worse, say it out loud and be met with confusion or disgust. So I waited. I watched. I planned. And one night, when James was already hard from kissing and touching, his hand sliding up under my shirt and his hips pressing eagerly into mine, I decided to act. If there was ever a moment to plant my own little seed, this was it—when his cock was hard, his mind was fogged, and I had him at his most open.

I kissed down his stomach slowly, tracing my tongue along the faint line of muscle that disappeared beneath his waistband. His breath caught. He was already swollen under the fabric, already wanting. I tugged his shorts down and wrapped my hand around his cock, stroking once, then again, before letting my lips follow. I took him into my mouth gently, letting my tongue swirl around the head, deliberately slow. His hand moved to the back of my head, not to force, but to feel. I hummed softly, letting the vibration carry through his body.

And then I started to speak.

"You know what Emily told me the other week?" I asked, between slow, teasing licks. I felt his muscles tense, and I smiled. "She and Paul went to a swingers club. In Vegas. After some work conference."

He groaned quietly as I let my lips slide halfway down his shaft. I pulled back again, dragging my tongue along the underside. "She said she gave some random guy head while Paul got a handjob from the guy’s wife. A Latvian brunette with... apparently the biggest tits Emily’s ever seen." I chuckled softly, just enough to make his cock twitch in my mouth. "Can you imagine?"

I watched his chest rise and fall more quickly. His cock was rock hard now—thicker, heavier in my hand than usual. That alone sent a throb through my pussy. I kept going. "She said the guy came in her mouth. That she had to spit it into a napkin." Another long stroke with my tongue. "Said it was the hottest thing they’d ever done. That their sex life exploded after that."

I moved slower now, sucking him gently while letting my hand stroke him in rhythm. I was in no rush. I wanted him teetering. Drowning in it. I let him slip from my mouth and kissed my way back up his body, settling over him, lips close to his, feeling the heat of his cock pressing between us.

"Do you think that makes Emily a slut?" I whispered, my voice soft and loaded with suggestion. My fingers curled around his cock again, stroking him with slow, agonizing precision.

His mouth opened, then closed. He looked dazed, too turned on to answer right away.

"No," he said eventually, barely more than a breath. "I mean… not really."

I smiled and kissed him, just once, before pulling back enough to look him in the eyes. I let my thumb slide along the sensitive underside of his shaft, drawing another quiet gasp from him.

"And if I did it?" I asked, my voice even softer now. "Would that make me a slut?"

He blinked. His hips twitched, just slightly. I could feel how close he was already. But he didn’t speak.

I kept stroking him, slow, gentle, cruel. My fingers wrapped around him just right, sliding with perfect pressure, bringing him right to the edge without letting him go over.

"Would you think less of me?" I whispered. "Or would it turn you on?"

His head tipped back. I saw his throat move as he swallowed hard. His cock pulsed in my hand.

"It would be so fucking hot," he finally muttered, the words dragged from him like a confession.

That was all I needed.

I kissed him hard, taking his moan into my mouth as I stroked him faster now, my grip firm, relentless, stroking him through every inch of tension I’d just built inside him. He came hard, groaning into the kiss, his body jerking against mine as I kept my hand moving until he was spent and shaking. I kissed him once more, softly this time, and felt the power humming under my skin.

The seed had been planted—and now we both knew it.


Origin

And that was how it started—how a drunken confession in a hot tub and a teasing, dangerous blowjob had turned into something real. Something electric. That was how we ended up pulling up in a nondescript cab to a building that looked more like a warehouse than a place where fantasies unfolded. There was no flashing sign, no red carpet, nothing to give it away from the street—just a heavy steel door and a discreet buzzer. But inside… inside was something else entirely.

The cab driver walked us in like he’d done it a hundred times, chatting casually as if he were dropping us off at a friend's barbecue rather than a sex club. I clutched my little bag tight in my lap, heart hammering like a bass drum in my chest. James looked calm, cool, like always, but I could feel the tension in his body too—the way he straightened his spine, the slight clench of his jaw. We signed a waiver and paid our “donation,” the woman behind the desk smiling as though we’d just joined a new gym instead of stepping into a world where people fucked strangers in front of an audience.

We were handed a tour by a soft-spoken, middle-aged man in a polo shirt and slacks who seemed oddly professional considering he was pointing out where group sex usually happened. Everything flew by in a dizzying blur—the bar area, softly lit and polished; the main orgy room with plush mattresses, low lighting, and mirrors lining one wall; the private rooms with doors you could close or leave open depending on how much you wanted to be watched; a bubbling hot tub large enough to hold a dozen naked bodies; a group shower with fogged glass dividers and tiny soap dispensers like it was a gym, except far more erotic; and something he called the “chair room,” which he introduced with a grin and a warning that it was best experienced rather than explained. By the time we were left in the locker room to change, my insides were buzzing like I’d downed ten cups of coffee on an empty stomach. It was too much and not enough all at once—like I’d walked into a dream I wasn’t sure I belonged in.

I took a deep breath and peeled off my clothes. No underwear. No shoes. Just my brown halter-style bikini top, which barely contained my D cup breasts, the fabric pulling taut over my nipples with every breath. The sheer black sarong was knotted at my hip, so light it fluttered when I walked, offering zero modesty from hip to toe. I glanced at James—he was still dressed, opting for “less” rather than any sort of swimsuit, though I could tell even he wasn’t sure whether to strip or wait. We made our way back out and sat at the bar near the pool tables, sipping our gin and tonics and pretending to be casual, as if we belonged there, as if we weren’t both vibrating with anticipation and nerves. Everyone we met was friendly, polite even—but dressed. That surprised me. It made me feel even more exposed, my nearly naked body drawing eyes I couldn’t quite read. James leaned in and murmured something calming, but I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks as I crossed my legs and tugged the sarong just slightly lower. A group of regulars shooting pool nearby informed us that on Sundays during football season, the dress code wasn’t enforced until after the game.

We decided to sit in the hot tub while we waited, figuring the warmth might settle our nerves—or at least give us something to do besides sip gin and pretend not to be staring at everyone. There was a low, constant hum of conversation in the room, punctuated by the gentle rush of bubbling water. The lighting was dim, but not so dim that we couldn’t see. It was soft, flattering, almost dreamlike.

When we reached the edge of the hot tub, we glanced at each other. James shrugged, gave me a half-smile, then pulled off his shirt in one smooth motion. I hesitated. Just for a second. I had never done anything like this before—not even skinny dipping. But then I remembered the night before, standing in the bathroom after my shower, razor in hand, carefully shaving every inch of myself. My legs. My underarms. My pussy. I had wanted to feel smooth, fresh. Exposed. I’d looked at myself in the mirror afterward, my skin pink and bare, and felt a strange flutter of anticipation. I didn’t know who I was preparing for—James, myself, or the possibility of being seen by strangers. Maybe all three.

Now, with my heart pounding in my chest, I untied the sarong and let it slip to the floor. I felt the air on my thighs. My ass. Then I reached behind my neck and untied the strings of my bikini top. The fabric fell away, and suddenly I was naked. I didn’t make a show of it—I stepped down into the tub quickly, letting the water swallow me, hiding as much of my body as it could. But the moment had already happened. I had stripped. In public. And I was still breathing.

We sank into the hot, bubbling water together, James beside me, and glanced around. Couples were scattered throughout the tub—some younger than us, some older, some conventionally attractive, others not at all. Different shapes, different skin tones. A Black couple in their fifties laughed quietly in the corner, while two women with matching tattoos were curled up together, legs entwined. No one stared. No one judged. It felt strangely... normal. Ordinary. But that just made the whole thing feel even more surreal.

I tilted my head back, letting the steam roll over my face, trying to calm the trembling in my stomach. It wasn’t fear exactly. It was a kind of dizzy adrenaline—like I had stepped off a ledge and landed somewhere new. Somewhere I couldn’t pretend to be the same woman I was before.

I was naked. In a hot tub. In public.

The thought crashed over me like a wave. I let it settle into my bones.

After about five minutes, the heat became too much. My face was flushed from the steam, and my skin felt like it was glowing. Without a word, I rose out of the water and sat on the edge of the tub, the slick tiles cool against my skin. I could feel the air hit me—sharp, refreshing, electric. I leaned back on my hands and stretched out my legs, breathing through the shock of it. My nipples hardened in the open air, and a few droplets trickled down my belly toward my bare, smooth pussy. I realized that my entire body was on display.

I looked to my left and saw a large Black man in his early thirties glancing my way. His features were striking—broad shoulders, shaved head, confident posture—but it was his eyes that caught mine. Steady, unreadable, and very clearly looking. Before I had time to look away or pretend I hadn’t noticed, he stood up in the tub.

My breath caught instantly.

The water slid off his dark skin as he rose, and I couldn't help but look. I hadn’t seen another man naked since I met James. I hadn’t planned to. But there he was—completely naked, and not even hard, just... there. My eyes dropped before I could stop them, and I caught sight of his cock. It wasn’t much longer than James’s, but it was thick. Thicker than I expected. Heavy-looking. Even soft, it seemed to carry weight and presence, something almost intimidating. My pulse jumped in my throat, and I felt an odd flutter between my legs—curiosity mixing with heat and just a whisper of guilt. Was I really staring? Was this allowed?

Then he leaned slightly toward me, and I froze, almost forgetting how to breathe.

“Excuse me,” he said, his deep voice smooth and calm, “I’m just trying to see the score.”

I let out a startled laugh, tension rushing from my shoulders all at once. He wasn’t hitting on me. He wasn’t doing anything but checking the damn game. I felt ridiculous—and weirdly relieved. I leaned back, trying to compose myself, and followed his gaze to the right. There, mounted on the far wall, was a large screen TV showing a football game I hadn’t even noticed until now.

He glanced at the score, nodded to himself, and sat back down with a relaxed grin.

Still flushed and maybe still a little buzzed from the rush of adrenaline, I struck up a bit of friendly banter. James, now sitting between my legs in the tub with his back against my chest, joined in, his voice casual and warm, though I noticed the way he subtly shifted his position as if marking his place.

We soon learned the man’s name was Mitch. He came to the club regularly as a single, and he spoke with the ease of someone completely at home in a place like this. We chatted about the military, about the differences between swing clubs in Vegas and other cities, about how Sunday football always drew the strangest crowds. Then comedians came up—somehow it all felt natural, relaxed, even normal. Whatever awkwardness I’d felt at first had dissolved into the bubbles around us.

Eventually, the two of us excused ourselves to get another drink.


Relief

We made our way back to the bar, the three of us still laughing about something Mitch had said. The barman looked up as we approached and gave us a nod, already reaching for fresh glasses. I felt a familiar flicker of self-consciousness—barefoot, damp, my sarong practically transparent from the hot tub and my bikini top clinging tightly to my breasts. James was still fully dressed from the waist up, but I was on display, and I couldn’t help but feel exposed under the barman’s gaze.

But then he smiled, warm and casual, like we were just another pair of guests at any other bar.

“What’ll it be?” he asked.

“Gin and tonic,” I said, managing a smile.

“Same,” James added.

The bartender nodded and turned to make the drinks. I glanced around, still trying to act natural, but inside I was buzzing. It was such a strange blend of nerves and electricity—half of me wanted to cover up, and the other half wanted to be seen.

“You guys new?” the bartender asked as he slid our drinks across the counter.

“First-timers,” James said, lifting his glass.

The barman grinned. “Welcome. Just relax. Nobody bites—unless you ask nicely.”

We laughed, clinked glasses, and took a slow sip. The alcohol burned pleasantly down my throat, helping settle the flutter in my stomach. Mitch peeled off to say hello to someone he recognized, and James and I were left alone again, standing together under the soft glow of the bar lights.

As we started making our way back toward the hot tub area, James touched my elbow and gently steered me to a stop.

“Babe…” he murmured, nodding toward the far end of the tub.

At first, I didn’t see what he was pointing at. Then my eyes adjusted to the steam and soft light, and I saw her.

A woman—blonde, late twenties, with tight skin and a body that looked like she did CrossFit for fun—was in the water, her head bobbing rhythmically between a man’s legs. Her long, wet hair clung to her shoulders, and tattoos covered both arms, with a twisting floral design that curled across her ribs and a coiled serpent circling one thigh. The man she was pleasuring leaned back, his mouth parted in an open moan, his hands gripping the edge of the tub.

We both stood frozen. Watching.

I knew I should look away, but I didn’t. I couldn’t. My breath caught in my chest as the man gasped, his hips twitching under the surface. He was cumming. Right there. And the blonde didn’t miss a beat.

A few seconds later, she wiped her mouth with a casual swipe of her hand, stood up, and stepped out of the tub without a single shred of self-consciousness. She was completely naked, her body slick with water, tattoos gleaming under the soft lighting as she disappeared without a word. It was raw. Confident. Unapologetic.

Then the man stood.

He rose out of the tub slowly, still clearly hard. I couldn’t help it—my eyes dropped. His cock stood there, firm and glistening, and I blinked in surprise. It wasn’t huge. Not small either. Maybe six inches, slightly on the thinner side, and uncut—which surprised me. I didn’t know why that detail hit me, but it did. He wasn’t some porn star fantasy. He was just... a guy. And he’d just been sucked off in front of everyone.

He looked at us, smiled faintly like we were all in on the same secret, and walked away still half-hard, casually toweling off as he went.

James and I glanced at each other but didn’t speak. There was nothing to say. The scene had already carved itself into our memory.

When we returned to the hot tub, it had mostly emptied. Just two other people remained, sitting quietly on the far side, chatting softly between themselves. The lights were lower now, the air thicker with steam and the lingering heat of what we’d just witnessed. I climbed in first and sat on the edge again, water lapping at my thighs, while James lowered himself between my legs.

It happened so naturally, it almost startled me.

He leaned in, pressing soft kisses against my inner thigh, and my legs parted instinctively. His hands gripped my calves, sliding up to the backs of my knees, and his mouth inched higher, sending sparks up my spine. I could feel the wet fabric of my bikini bottoms pressing between my folds, clinging to me. Then I felt his fingers there, hooking under the sides, tugging them aside.

A rush of air met my skin—and I realized I was completely exposed. Right there, legs parted, my bare pussy open to anyone who happened to glance our way. I gasped, but I didn’t close my legs. I felt a grin stretch across my face, one I couldn’t hide even as my body trembled with nerves and something darker. Excitement. Exhibition. Need.

James leaned in and dragged his tongue slowly up the length of my slit. My hips bucked without permission. I gripped the edge of the tub, but he reached up, took my hands, and guided them to his head. I laced my fingers into his hair and held him there, needing more.

He flicked my clit with his tongue, slow and teasing, before pressing flat against it and sucking softly. I moaned—quiet at first, then louder. My head tipped back as his fingers joined the rhythm, sliding between my folds, one then two easing inside. He worked me in perfect synchronicity—tongue on my clit, fingers curling inside me, the pressure building fast. Too fast.

I opened my eyes briefly and saw one of the other couples watching us. I didn’t look away. My breath caught again—not from embarrassment, but from something bolder. I wanted them to see. I wanted to be watched.

My nipples were hard as glass. My thighs shook. My pussy pulsed with every stroke of his fingers, and when he moaned softly against me, it pushed me over the edge. My orgasm hit hard, deep in my core, rolling outward in waves. I bucked against his face, held him there, rode every second of it until I was gasping and twitching with overstimulation.

I finally slid into the tub, my body floating in the heat, still tingling, still aching. I looked around.

It took me a few minutes to come back down to earth.

My body was still tingling from the orgasm James had just coaxed out of me, my muscles loose and weak, my limbs half-floating in the heat of the water. My breath had finally slowed, but my heart was still pounding, not just from the intensity of the release—but from the realization creeping over me as my awareness returned.

We were not alone.

Not even close.

I lifted my head slowly, blinking against the rising steam, and turned my gaze around the tub. There were now eight people in the water with us, and at least ten more gathered around the edge—some seated, others standing casually with drinks in their hands, as if watching me cum had been the most natural thing in the world. Some of them had clearly seen everything. I spotted one man across from us openly stroking his cock under the water, and another with his hard shaft in hand just above the surface, glistening in the low light.

A rush of heat—different from the hot water—flooded my cheeks. I felt exposed in a way that was both terrifying and exhilarating. I wasn’t just naked. I’d been watched. I’d performed, without even realizing I was doing it. And now I was wide awake to the attention.

I sank lower into the tub, letting the water rise to just beneath my chin, trying to mask the red in my cheeks. But even as I blushed, I didn’t want to hide. Not really. I wanted more.

James must have felt it too. He shifted beside me, sat up on the edge of the tub with a confident ease, and I saw just how hard he was. His cock stood up, thick and glistening in the dim light, the head flushed and full. I stared at it, heartbeat quickening again. He didn’t say a word—he didn’t need to. It was a silent invitation. A mirror of what we’d just watched moments ago from the tattooed blonde.

I slid toward him through the water, slowly, my breath catching again—not from nerves this time, but from raw anticipation. My mind flashed with the image of the blonde’s head bobbing rhythmically in front of that stranger. I had watched her. Now others would watch me.

I moved between James’s legs, the water lapping at my sides, and gently pushed his thighs apart. I looked up at him once, then leaned forward and let my lips brush against the swollen head of his cock. The taste of his skin—warm, salty, familiar—filled my mouth as I wrapped my lips around the tip and began to suck, slowly, deliberately. I closed my eyes and exhaled through my nose, sliding further down the length of him, my tongue curling along the underside as I took him in.

He groaned quietly above me. My hands found his thighs, then moved down to cup his balls, cradling the soft weight of them, fingers playing with the hair that tickled against my knuckles. I pulled back, lips catching on the ridge of his crown, then went down again, building a rhythm—gentle at first, then deeper. Wet. Messy. Focused.

I could feel him growing even harder in my mouth, thickening with each pass of my tongue and the steady suction of my lips. I started to bob faster, cheeks hollowing, spit slipping from the corners of my mouth as I worked him, completely immersed. Every nerve in my body felt wired into this moment. I wasn't just pleasuring him—I was putting on a show.

I opened my eyes, lifting them slightly. There were more people in the room now. A few were openly stroking themselves, eyes fixed on my mouth, watching my lips glide over James’s cock. I felt a flush of self-consciousness ripple through me—but instead of shrinking from it, I sank lower in the water, blushing but bold, and pushed further down his shaft, letting him fill my mouth until I gagged softly around him.

James groaned louder, his fingers brushing my cheek, not guiding, just feeling. My jaw ached, but I didn’t stop. I wanted to see how far I could take him. How far I could take myself. I pumped him with my mouth, faster now—animalistic, hungry, my tongue swirling around the head each time I came up before plunging back down again.

I felt his thighs begin to tremble, his balls tightening in my hand. He was close.

And in that moment, I imagined myself as her—the blonde. Confident. Unbothered. Sexy without apology. I was about to swallow James’s load in front of a room full of people, and I wanted them all to see it. To know he belonged to me.


Unexpected

But just as I lifted my head for a breath, just as I began to taste the first signs of his impending orgasm on my tongue, I felt something unexpected.

A hand. Not James’s.

A warm palm cupped my breast from behind, fingers spreading softly over my wet skin.

I froze, cock still in my mouth, lips stretched wide.

Slowly, I lifted my head and turned, mouth slipping off James’s shaft with a soft wet pop—and there she was.

The tattooed blonde.

Standing behind me in the tub, completely naked, a wicked smile curving her lips. Her eyes sparkled with amusement and something more—something dangerous and playful. She didn't say a word. She didn’t need to.

James sat back down on the seat in the hot tub and pulled me onto his lap, facing him. My legs straddled his thighs, the water swirling around us as I settled onto him, still flushed from what had just happened. His hands were firm on my waist, steadying me, guiding me, but my focus was locked on his face.

It was glistening—dripping, actually—with my cum.

My breath hitched.

His stubble was wet and shining, coated with the slickness of my orgasm. And before I even knew what I was doing, I leaned in and began to lick it off. I tasted myself on his skin, hot and musky, and it sent another jolt straight through me. My tongue dragged along the sharp edge of his jaw, and I moaned into his neck as I sucked the wetness off his rough face. His stubble scratched at my lips, my cheeks, raw and electric, and every scrape made my pussy clench harder.

I had my hands on either side of his face, kissing and licking him desperately, when I felt his cock pressing against me, thick and pulsing. Without a word, he shifted beneath me and guided himself in. I gasped—he was so hard. It felt different. Bigger. Deeper. He didn’t thrust. He simply spread his legs, then brought them back together again, and the movement lifted me with the water, letting me ride the rhythm with almost no effort at all.

I began to bounce, slowly at first, letting the hot water buoy my weight as I slid up and down his cock. My hands moved to his shoulders, gripping tight, and the pressure inside me started building again—fast.

That was when I noticed the eyes.

So many of them.

The crowd around the tub had grown. There must’ve been twenty people now, some lounging nearby, others standing right at the edge. And not just watching. Participating. At least five of the men had their cocks out, stroking slowly as they watched me fuck James. One of them locked eyes with me, his hand wrapped around his shaft, and I didn’t look away.

I wanted him to see.

The tattooed blonde was still there, still behind me in the water. Her hands slid up my thighs, over my waist, and then cupped my breasts. I gasped as her thumbs brushed over my nipples, and she leaned in, her lips suddenly warm and soft against my neck. She kissed me there—deliberately, slowly—and then sucked the skin between her teeth. I shuddered, my body reacting before my mind could catch up.

Her hands squeezed my tits, and I didn’t stop her. I didn’t even flinch. I was straight. I knew that. But right now, I didn’t care. Her touch was electric, charged with something bold and deviant. She pulled one of my nipples between her lips and sucked hard, and the heat that tore through my body nearly made me cry out.

James groaned under me, his hands gripping my ass as I bounced harder on his cock. I rode him shamelessly now, grinding, taking every inch of him, desperate to feel more. The noise of the room faded into a dull hum around us, except for one small movement that caught my eye in the crowd.

Directly ahead, one of the men who’d been stroking his cock was now sitting back in a chair—and in front of him, on her knees, was a chubby redhead I hadn’t seen before. She had thick thighs, pale skin that glowed in the warm lighting, and a cascade of auburn curls that spilled over her shoulders as she bobbed her head in his lap. She was giving him head. Right there. Right in front of me. Her lips slid over his shaft as he moaned and gripped her hair, and I watched—mesmerized—as he tensed, shuddered, and came in her mouth.

She swallowed. Slowly. Casually. Then stood, wiped the corner of her mouth, and walked off without a word—just like the tattooed blonde had done earlier.

My pussy clenched hard around James’s cock.

I had caused this. All of it. The blowjob. The crowd. The performance.

And as I bounced harder, faster, wetter, grinding down on him with reckless abandon, I could feel another orgasm rushing up through me—fierce and unstoppable.

I dropped my forehead to his shoulder and rested for just a second, trembling. When I looked up, a man was sitting in a chair, watching me cum.

I slowly pulled myself out of the tub, water cascading off my skin in streams, my body trembling—not just from the orgasm, but from everything around me. The heat, the eyes, the scent of sex in the air. James offered a hand to steady me, and I took it, my legs unsteady as I stepped onto the tile floor.

It felt like that moment after sex in college—those hazy, overstimulated walks across campus in last night’s clothes, with my hair a mess and my panties balled up in my purse. The walk of shame, they used to call it. Only this time I wasn’t hiding. There was no shame. But the vulnerability was still there—raw, confusing, and coursing through me just beneath the surface.

I didn’t speak as we left the hot tub area and made our way toward the bar again. I just held tightly to James’s hand, feeling the air on my wet skin, feeling the eyes that still followed us.

And then I saw her.

The redhead.

She was back—on her knees again. But this time, she was in front of a tall, muscular Black man near the bar, his head tilted back, eyes half-closed in bliss as she worked his cock with practiced devotion. The same redhead we’d seen before, but now I got a much better look at her. Her curves were fuller than I’d realized—yes, she was a little chubby, with a soft belly that jiggled slightly with each bob of her head, but it was her tits that stunned me. Enormous. Shockingly firm and high for their size, with pale, flawless skin that made them impossible not to stare at. They looked natural, too. Heavy, perfect, and hypnotic as they swayed gently while she sucked.

James followed my gaze and chuckled softly. “She’s really going for it.”

I raised an eyebrow. “She’s a machine.”

He grinned. “You might have a rival in the cock-sucking department.”

I gave him a playful shove, but couldn’t help smiling. “I’m still in training. She’s clearly in the advanced class.”

We stood there for a moment, watching as the redhead’s hands gripped the man’s thighs and her mouth moved faster. He groaned, deep and low, and we both watched, transfixed, until I tugged James’s arm and finally pulled us toward the bar.


Not Unwelcome

My heart was pounding again, but for a different reason now.

Mitch was already there.

He turned and saw us coming, giving that easy smile again, though his eyes flicked over my body—still damp, still nearly naked—with just a little more intent this time. I couldn’t tell if I wanted to look away or hold his gaze. He was calm. Confident. Waiting.

We stepped up to the bar. James ordered our drinks, and I stood there, fidgeting with the knot in my sarong, trying to steady my thoughts. My mouth felt dry. My skin still buzzed from the sex. My legs were sore in the best possible way. And Mitch was right beside me. Quiet. Patient. Letting the silence stretch.

I couldn’t take it.

I turned to him, heartbeat thudding hard in my chest. “I—uh—”

He looked at me, eyebrows lifted slightly.

And then it just spilled out of me.

“I want to fuck you.”

I felt the words fall from my lips like a landslide I couldn’t stop. My eyes widened, even as the heat rose in my cheeks. “I mean—sorry, I just… I need a drink, but then… I want to go into a room with you. If you want that. I mean, I—” I stopped myself before I could ramble further.

Mitch didn’t laugh. He didn’t flinch. He just smiled, slow and warm, like he’d been expecting it.

“I’d be glad to,” he said quietly.

And with that, the tension in my chest unraveled just a little.

This was happening. I had said it. I had crossed the line—and it felt terrifying.

And completely exhilarating.

We grabbed our drinks and followed Mitch down the hall, our footsteps quiet against the tiles. The corridor felt endless, like something out of a dream—low lighting, soft moans behind half-closed doors, the distant hum of music pulsing through the walls. I walked between them, my heart hammering so loudly I was sure they could hear it.

I was nervous. But more than that, I was excited.

Mitch’s cock was hard now, visibly outlined in front of him, and I couldn’t stop myself from glancing. It was only slightly longer than James’s, but the difference was in the thickness. It looked heavy, wide, powerful. I tried not to stare—tried not to compare. It felt disloyal somehow, wrong to notice. But I did. And the worst part was, I liked noticing. That little guilt-pang inside me didn’t put out the fire—it only made it burn hotter.

When we entered one of the private rooms, the lighting dimmed further, casting a warm amber glow across the bed and walls. There was a large mirror on one side, and as the door closed behind us, everything suddenly felt much more real. This wasn’t flirtation. This wasn’t teasing. This was happening.

I turned to face them—and froze for a second.

Both James and Mitch had removed what little they’d been wearing. They were standing there, side by side, facing me. Both hard. Both watching.

I swallowed hard.

Even seeing them together like that—my boyfriend and this new man—it felt surreal. I hated that my eyes drifted to Mitch first. That I lingered on his cock, just a second too long. It was just so thick. The thickest I’d ever seen in person. It curved slightly upward, veins prominent, the head broad and flushed. I felt another wave of guilt for how badly I wanted to touch it.

But then I did.

I walked forward, slowly, and reached out. One hand wrapped around Mitch’s shaft. It barely fit in my grip, and just feeling its weight sent a jolt through my body. My other hand reached for James, stroking them both at once. I had never done anything like this—never held two cocks in my hands at the same time. It felt wild. Slutty. Unbelievably hot.

I started slow, pumping them gently, alternating strokes, adjusting my grip to match their different sizes. James’s cock was familiar, leaner and easier to handle. But Mitch’s… Mitch’s filled my hand in a way that made me wet all over again. I found myself squeezing harder, dragging my thumb over the head of his cock, feeling the slickness of his precum.

The two men moved closer, surrounding me with heat and skin. I was still standing between them, stroking them both, when I felt Mitch’s hands on my hips—and then James’s lips on my neck. My breath hitched. Mitch bent his head and took one of my nipples into his mouth, sucking hard while James mirrored him on the other side. Their mouths were hot, their stubble rough, and as both men sucked my tits while I jerked them off, I thought I might lose my mind.

My legs felt weak. My pussy was soaking. I let out a soft moan and kept stroking, faster now, feeding off the dual attention. The slight friction between their bodies and mine, the different textures of their skin, the way their breaths caught when I squeezed harder.

Then I dropped to my knees.

It wasn’t even a decision—it was instinct. I knelt in front of them, tits rising and falling with every breath, and looked up to see both men watching me intently.

I started with James.

He was familiar, easier to take. I sucked the head of his cock into my mouth and slid my lips down slowly, tongue tracing the underside as I moved. He let out a quiet groan, and I looked up at him, letting him see the heat in my eyes before pulling back and moving to Mitch.

His cock was heavier. Thicker. It stretched my lips wide and filled my mouth in a way that was borderline overwhelming—but so good. I sucked the head slowly, let my tongue swirl around it, then pushed further down, testing myself. My jaw ached immediately, but I didn’t care.

At first, I tried to keep it even—alternating between them, giving James a few strokes, then taking Mitch deep for a few seconds. But it didn’t last.

Mitch’s cock demanded attention. It was new. It was taboo. It was unlike anything I’d ever had, and I wanted more of it.

Soon, I was focused entirely on him—sucking harder, deeper, drool spilling from the corners of my mouth as I let him fill me again and again. I gripped the base with one hand and cradled his balls with the other, worshipping him, losing myself in it. James’s cock was still hard, still there, but right now, all I could taste was Mitch. All I wanted was Mitch.

I could feel eyes on us.

I glanced up—and realized we had an audience.

There were at least ten people in the room now, maybe more. Some stood near the mirror. Others leaned in the doorway. A few were couples, holding hands or whispering to each other. But most were men—and many had their cocks out, stroking themselves as they watched me suck Mitch like a woman possessed.

And there—standing between two of them—was the redhead again.

Only now, she wasn’t on her knees. She was standing tall, pale skin glowing under the dim lights, her enormous tits bouncing gently with each movement as she casually stroked two cocks at once, one in each hand. Her eyes were locked on me, and she was smiling.

She liked the show.

So did I.

And I didn’t stop.



Smiling

James moved behind me, his hands gripping my hips with familiar confidence, and before I could say anything, I felt the head of his cock press against my pussy. I was soaked, still aching from everything that had come before, and he slid into me in one smooth thrust that made me gasp. I was already on my knees in front of Mitch, still gripping the base of his thick shaft, my lips slick from sucking. 

Then it began—James fucking me from behind, his rhythm fast and hungry, and Mitch’s cock right in front of my face, pulsing, waiting.

I took him into my mouth again, my jaw already sore from earlier, but that didn’t stop me. The taste of him, the weight of him on my tongue—it still made me throb inside. I tried to focus. Tried to find the same rhythm that had taken me over before. But now it was different.

James was thrusting hard into my pussy, each movement driving me forward onto Mitch’s cock, and the coordination was overwhelming. Physically, it was electric—my body was being stimulated in every direction, every nerve alight. But mentally, I felt pulled apart. I couldn’t focus on James’s cock inside me and Mitch’s cock in my mouth at the same time. I was being used by both of them—and while part of me was turned on by that, another part wanted control. I wanted to give everything to one of them. Not split myself in half.

I gagged slightly as James’s thrusts shoved me deeper onto Mitch’s cock, and I had to pull back, gasping, spit dripping down my chin. My pussy clenched around James—he was hitting all the right spots—but even as I moaned, I couldn’t stop the thought forming in the back of my mind.

I wanted Mitch inside me.

That thick, heavy cock I’d been fantasizing about since I first saw it in the hot tub. James felt good. He always had. But now… now there was a comparison. And that comparison made every thrust feel just a little off. My body kept trying to imagine what it would feel like to be stretched by Mitch instead. How full I’d feel. How deep he could go. How hard he could fuck me.

I moaned around Mitch’s cock, but the sound was unfocused—frustrated, even. I felt like I was being torn between sensations. My lips slid along Mitch’s shaft, but I couldn’t work my tongue the way I wanted to. I couldn’t build up the intensity. Every time I got close to settling into a rhythm, James would slam into me and make me choke again. I wanted to enjoy it, but the truth was: I didn’t like being spitroasted.

It wasn’t about being overwhelmed. I could handle the physical stimulation. It was that I wanted to give more—to take my time. To lose myself in either the way James fucked me or the way Mitch filled my mouth. But I couldn’t do both. Not fully. Not the way I needed to.

And the more James pounded into my dripping pussy, the more I longed for it to be Mitch.

My fingers dug into Mitch’s thighs as I tried again to suck him deeply, but I had to keep pulling back to breathe. My moans turned desperate—not from pleasure, but from a craving I hadn’t expected to feel so strongly.

I wanted to be fucked right. And that meant I wanted him.

They moved me again—hands guiding my limbs, repositioning me like I was theirs to shape. My back hit the bed, the sheets warm from our bodies, and my legs were pulled open wide. Mitch knelt between them, stroking his thick cock slowly, watching my face as he lined himself up with my soaked entrance.

I held my breath.

The head of his cock pressed against me, stretching me even before he entered. I was still swollen and slick from everything before, but nothing prepared me for how wide he felt. When he pushed in, inch by inch, my lips parted in a silent cry. I grabbed the sheets, clawed at them, then reached for his arms, for anything to ground me as he slid deeper—so much deeper than James ever had.

When his hips finally pressed flush against mine, I gasped, the sensation almost too much. Too full, too deep, too fucking good. Then he pulled back and drove into me again—and I screamed.

It wasn’t pain. It wasn’t just pleasure. It was something else. Something primal, overwhelming, shattering. My nails dug into his back as my body convulsed around his cock, and I came hard—one long, rolling orgasm that didn’t seem to stop. I sobbed his name into his shoulder, legs trembling, moaning like I couldn’t breathe unless he was inside me.

And then I came again.

And again.

He kept fucking me—deep, slow strokes that filled me up and knocked every thought from my head. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t speak. I could only feel—the stretch, the grind, the pressure of his thick cock hitting places inside me no one had ever reached before.

Somewhere through the haze of it all, I heard James moving. I glanced up just in time to see him cross to the door—and open it.

The soft click of the door swinging wide felt deafening.

It was an invitation. And I knew it.

The room was no longer private. It was open. Anyone in the club could now come inside and watch what was happening on this bed—what I was letting happen to me.

James came back to the bed with a smug look and climbed up beside me. I turned toward him, mouth instinctively seeking his cock. I wrapped my lips around him, still slick from earlier, and sucked him slowly as Mitch continued to pound into me from below.

I was being fucked and sucking cock at the same time again—but this time it was different. This time I wasn’t trying to divide my attention. I just let go. My hand reached out blindly to my right, needing something to hold onto—and that’s when I felt it.

Another cock.

Hot. Heavy. Bigger.

I turned my head slightly, eyes flicking to the man now standing beside the bed. Another Black man, even taller than Mitch, with massive shoulders and a chest that looked carved from stone. His cock was thick, long, and already dripping. He was watching me, hand loosely stroking himself, his gaze locked on the way I was being split open on Mitch’s cock.

I wrapped my fingers around him without hesitation. He felt like iron in my palm—longer than Mitch, and impossibly thick. I jerked him slowly as I sucked James and got pounded by Mitch, my body caught in the middle of a storm of cock and heat and sweat and moans.

I could hear the men talking above me—quiet, amused, as if I was something they were taking turns playing with. I couldn’t make out the words. I didn’t need to. The sound of their voices as they discussed me only pushed me deeper into my frenzy.

Then Mitch pulled out.

I cried out—my pussy clenching around nothing, already missing the fullness, the weight of him inside me.

But before I could beg for more, I felt a shift on the bed. The new man—bigger, darker, silent—was climbing between my legs. He didn’t ask. He didn’t hesitate. He just took position and pressed the head of his cock against my stretched, dripping entrance.

I whimpered.

The pressure was immediate. Relentless.

He pushed slowly, steadily, until the head popped in—and I screamed.

Not from pain, exactly. But from the sheer force of it. My walls stretched to take him, tighter than I’d ever felt, my thighs trembling with strain. Inch by inch, he slid deeper, filling me past what I thought I could handle.

By the time his hips met mine, I felt like I was being split in half. My breath came in ragged gasps, my nails raked down his arms, and tears pricked at the corners of my eyes.

And then he started to move.

He rammed into me harder, deeper, every thrust knocking the air from my lungs. I wasn’t sure where the pain ended and the pleasure began—my whole body felt like it was on fire, my pussy raw and pulsing, orgasms ripping through me without warning. I writhed under him, moaning uncontrollably as the bed shook beneath us.

And then, suddenly, I felt him tense.

His cock jerked inside me—thick and twitching—and I felt the flood of warmth as he came, spurting deep inside my pussy with one final thrust that made me scream again, a sound torn between agony and ecstasy.

He rolled off me slowly, his weight leaving the bed as my body collapsed into the space he’d just occupied. Every inch of me ached. My thighs were trembling, my pussy stretched and throbbing, and my skin slick with sweat and cum and heat. I curled onto my side, my breathing shallow and uneven, and let my forehead come to rest on James’s thigh. It was instinct. I needed something to anchor me, and he was always that.

His fingers stroked my hair gently.

“You okay?” he asked, his voice soft, close to my ear.

I nodded against his leg. “I just need a little break, is all.”

I felt his hand rest between my shoulder blades, steady and grounding, as the room began to shift around us. Voices murmured low. The air moved with quiet footsteps. I didn’t look. I just listened to the shuffling of bodies, the soft thud of feet on carpet, the door creaking open and closed again. The others were leaving.

When the room finally stilled, I lifted my head and looked up at him.

James was watching me. Really watching. And when I met his eyes—those blue, beautiful eyes I’d fallen so hard for—it hit me all at once: I hadn’t lost him. I hadn’t broken us.

I swallowed thickly, my throat tight. “I love you,” I whispered.

He smiled, then leaned down and kissed me. Not with lust. Not with hunger. But with all the slow, patient affection I’d come to know and trust. His lips were warm, steady. It was a promise: I’m still here.

My legs felt like jelly, but I sat up with a deep breath and reached for my sarong. It was damp and wrinkled, but I wrapped it around my waist anyway, knotting it loosely at my hip. No bra. No panties. My skin still flushed, my hair damp and wild from the hot tub and the bed. I slipped my hand into James’s, and he stood behind me as I walked to the door.

His palm rested at the small of my back, a gentle guide.


Returning to Reality

When we stepped back into the open club, the air felt heavier, denser, like it knew what had just happened. Conversations dimmed. Eyes lifted. People looked. I knew they’d heard me. I knew they’d listened to every scream, every moan, every orgasm that had torn through me. And now they were seeing me—freshly fucked, bare-chested, my sarong hanging open to the hip, legs still shaking slightly as I walked.

But I didn’t shy away. I didn’t hide.

I moved toward a table near the bar, collapsed into a chair, and took a long, slow drink from the glass I’d left behind. The gin and tonic burned on my tongue. Sharp, clean, bracing. Exactly what I needed.

“This is going to be a long, rough night,” I murmured to myself, half-smiling as I raised my hand and casually waved another man over to our table.

I stretched out my legs under the table, flexing my feet, trying to bring some feeling back to my muscles. My sarong fluttered open as I shifted, exposing my bare thigh, the soft curve of my hip. I made no effort to close it. My breasts—big, flushed, still sensitive—were on full display, rising and falling with each breath. My hair was a mess, tangled from water and sex, clinging to my shoulders in dark, damp strands.

I took another deep drink and turned to James.

“You okay?” I asked, searching his face.

He looked at me—really looked—and smiled. “Yeah,” he said simply. “We’re okay.”

His hand found mine under the table.

And I knew he meant it.

This was our first trip to a swingers club. We’d only been together ten months. It should have felt reckless, dangerous, too much too soon. But it didn’t.

For me, it was more than just a first. It was the first time I’d ever had more than one man. The first time I’d opened myself up this far. The first time I’d truly let go.

And it was heavenly. Delicious.

Messy. Real.

And exactly what I didn’t know I’d been waiting for.

I was swirling the last inch of gin and tonic in my glass when I saw her again.

The redhead.

She was unmistakable—those long, loose curls, the full bounce of her walk, her impossibly pale, enormous tits swaying freely with each step. She moved with a relaxed confidence that felt almost predatory, like she knew every eye was on her—and she didn’t care. Or rather, she thrived on it.

But she wasn’t alone.

Walking beside her was a man I hadn’t noticed earlier in the night, tall and powerfully built. He had the smooth, muscular frame of someone who still trained hard, even if he didn’t brag about it. Dark skin, maybe mid-to-late thirties, close-cropped hair, and shoulders so broad they made him look like he’d outgrown his own shirt. His expression was calm, almost unreadable—but there was intensity behind it. A kind of quiet heat.

They stopped a few feet from our table. And then the redhead smiled.

“We were wondering,” she said, her voice low and playfully sweet, “if there was room for two more.”

Her eyes met mine. And just like that, something shifted in the air between us.

Dan, as it turned out, was the tall man beside her. He gave a small nod and offered a hand in greeting, but I could already feel something electric passing between all four of us. I had seen her stroking cocks. I had watched her kneel, swallow, walk away without hesitation. And now she was standing here, like the final act of the night was about to begin.

Dan was quiet—softer spoken than I expected. When he sat, he and James immediately found common ground in military experience, trading stories and opinions with an easy rhythm. The redhead, meanwhile, curled into the seat beside me like we’d known each other forever. Her thigh brushed mine. Her smile never left her lips. Her tits were right there—heavy, round, freckled and natural—and I tried not to stare. Tried.

We talked. Not about sex. About travel. Food. Work. Silly things, and serious ones. I sipped my drink, letting my body start to relax again, even as my nerves buzzed beneath the surface. The room was starting to quiet, but I didn’t feel done. Not yet.

I turned to Dan. His gaze was warm. Patient. Curious.

And finally, I said it.

“Would you like to go back into a room with us, Dan?”

I saw a flicker of surprise in his eyes—followed by something deeper. Hunger. Then he nodded once, slowly, and stood.

The redhead was already on her feet. Grinning.

I grabbed my drink, slid out of the seat, and led the way.

We returned to the same room, the door swinging shut with a soft thud behind us. This time, I made sure to turn the lock. No open invitation. This was something different. Something more focused. Controlled.

Beth followed me in, barefoot and confident, her hips swaying with lazy grace, those impossible tits still bouncing slightly from the walk. Dan came in behind her, quiet and steady, his eyes already roaming over my body with slow appreciation.

The second the door clicked, Beth changed.

Her flirtatious charm melted away, replaced by something commanding. She didn’t hesitate. She walked right up to me, gripped my hips, and guided me back onto the bed with surprising strength. I let her. I wanted to see what she'd do.

“Lie back, sweetheart,” she said softly—but there was steel beneath the sweetness. “Let us play.”

My breath hitched as I felt the mattress beneath me, my body sinking in. I was already wet. Still open from everything that had come before. James knelt to my left, and Dan to my right. Both of their cocks were hard, heavy, looming above my face.

James moved first. I opened my mouth and his cock slid in easily, the taste familiar, grounding. I sucked him slowly, letting the warm weight of him fill my mouth as his fingers brushed gently against my cheek. Then I felt Dan shift beside me. I turned my head, lips still wet, and gasped when I saw his cock up close for the first time.

He was huge.

Long and thick, his shaft dark and gleaming, the head broad and full. It made me blink—just the sheer mass of it. And before I could fully prepare myself, I was reaching for him, guiding him into my mouth.

I tried to take him the way I had James, but I could only manage half of it before my throat rebelled. My hand had to take over, wrapping around the base, stroking slowly as I adjusted. The stretch of my lips around his cock sent another wave of arousal through me, a dizzy rush that left me light-headed.

The two men took turns, each gently guiding his cock into my mouth, one after the other. I sucked greedily, lips swollen and spit-slick, switching back and forth between them, feeling like I was caught in some fever dream of cocks and hands and mouths.

And then I felt it.

A tongue.

Between my legs.

I jerked slightly, startled, and looked down between my thighs.

Beth.

She was on her knees at the foot of the bed, her face buried between my legs, her red hair cascading over my thighs. I hadn’t even felt her move—she was just there, licking me with a skill and confidence that made my head drop back against the mattress.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, my voice muffled by the thickness of Dan’s cock as I sucked him again.

Beth’s tongue worked in slow, firm strokes, dragging up my slit, teasing my clit, then plunging lower to circle my entrance. She didn’t hesitate. Didn’t ease into it. She licked like she owned my pussy. And I couldn’t believe how good it felt.

I’d never been with a woman before. I never even thought I wanted to be. But Beth wasn’t just licking me—she was devouring me. Like she had waited all night for this. Like she knew exactly how to make my body scream.

My thighs trembled as she sucked my clit between her lips and flicked it with her tongue, fast and focused. I cried out around Dan’s cock, moaning uncontrollably as my hands fumbled for something to hold onto.

James gripped one hand. Dan offered the other. I clung to both of them like they were the only thing keeping me tethered to the bed.

Beth’s fingers slid inside me, curling just right, and I almost screamed. The intensity of her tongue and fingers, combined with the thick cocks pressing into my mouth from either side, pushed me to the edge so fast I couldn’t even breathe.

“I—I can’t—fuck—” I gasped, panting now, eyes wide as my body began to convulse.

Beth just hummed against my pussy, lips sealed around my clit, as my orgasm slammed through me—violent, raw, endless.

And I wasn’t even close to done.


No Turning Back

Dan and James slowly lifted their heads, their mouths glistening from where they'd both been latched onto my breasts, and looked at me with a shared, silent understanding. My whole body was trembling, flushed, open. I reached for Dan, wrapping my arms around his thick torso and guiding him down on top of me. His body was warm and solid, his chest broad and steady above mine.

I shifted my hips, and he moved with me, pressing the head of his massive cock against my soaked entrance. I held my breath, then exhaled in a long, shaky moan as he slid inside.

So thick. So deep.

My pussy stretched around him slowly, tender and sore from everything that had already happened tonight—but his cock filled me in a way that felt completely new. I gasped as he bottomed out, every inch of him throbbing inside me. My arms locked around his shoulders, and I clung to him as he began to thrust.

The rhythm was slow at first. Gentle. Almost reverent. Where the earlier fucking had been raw, unrelenting—Dan’s pace felt like something else. Steady. Patient. He wasn’t trying to overpower me. He was savoring me. And I felt it in every slow drag of his thick cock through my soaked cunt.

But we were far from alone.

Beth was moving too.

She crawled up the bed with feline grace, straddling my chest, her thighs thick and creamy pale on either side of me. She looked down into my eyes, her red curls wild, her full tits swaying slightly as she adjusted her position.

Then, without asking, she turned and sank down onto my face.

Her pussy was inches from my mouth—glossy, soaked, pink and wide open—and the moment I tasted her, I moaned into her flesh.

She was dripping. Absolutely dripping. Her juices coated my tongue immediately, and I licked instinctively, almost hungrily, the flavor heady and delicious in a way that shocked me. I’d never done this before. Never wanted to. But now, my tongue moved on its own—dragging through her folds, circling her clit, lapping at the wet heat that poured out of her.

And I loved it.

She ground her hips against my mouth with a low moan, encouraging me wordlessly, and I responded by gripping her ass with both hands and pulling her down harder. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicked it fast with the tip of my tongue, then dove down to lick her from hole to hood.

Her taste. Her scent. The way she rode my face—it was intoxicating. I didn’t care that James was right there. I didn’t care that Dan was fucking me.

In fact, it made it even hotter.

I felt James move behind Beth—felt the mattress shift—then heard her gasp as his hands gripped her thick hips. He lined up behind her, and I knew what was coming next. She did too. Her moans deepened as James slid into her from behind, his cock entering her slowly, stretching her open while she stayed seated on my face.

It was surreal. Her pussy pressing into my mouth, James’s cock fucking her above me, and Dan buried deep inside me, thrusting harder now, his rhythm growing more intense.

I was being fucked and fucked through, pleasure ricocheting between my cunt and my mouth as Beth began to tremble above me. Her moans turned to high, gasping cries, and I sucked harder, faster, flicking my tongue like she was the only thing in the world that mattered.

Dan grunted above me, fucking me deep, and I clawed at Beth’s hips, holding her steady as she came. Her thighs tensed, and I felt her pussy spasm against my mouth, coating my chin with her cum as she cried out and shuddered through her orgasm.

That was enough to push me over the edge too.

Dan’s cock filled me perfectly—stretching and stroking every sensitive inch inside me—and with Beth’s taste on my tongue and James groaning above me, I exploded.

My orgasm tore through me—wave after wave of tight, convulsing release that made my legs shake, my pussy clamp down around Dan, my mouth scream into Beth’s pussy. He fucked me through it, each deep thrust sending another ripple up my spine, and I felt him swell inside me.

His hands gripped the sheets tight. His breath turned ragged.

And then he came.

I felt it. The thick, hot rush of his cum as he emptied himself deep inside me with a guttural growl, pushing through his own orgasm as my body still writhed beneath him.

Beth collapsed forward, her soft moans muffled by the mattress. James groaned as he held onto her hips, still buried inside her. And I—slick, stretched, filled with cum—lay beneath them all, gasping for breath, my mouth still wet from her, my body glowing with something deeper than just sex.

Something like surrender.

And I didn't want it to end.

James climbed over me, his body hovering above mine as Dan stepped back, his thick cock now glistening with the mess he’d just left inside me. James lowered himself between my legs, kissed my neck, and I felt his cock pressing against my pussy—still dripping, stretched, and soaked.

He slid in easily, almost too easily.

I gasped at the sensation—hot and familiar, but not the same. I was so open, so full of Dan’s cum, that James’s cock, usually perfect, now felt… small. Not inadequate. Just… outmatched.

He groaned as he pushed deeper, burying himself to the hilt. His hands gripped my hips, and he started thrusting with determination, hard and fast, like he was trying to stake his claim. Reclaim me. The heat of him inside me was comforting—but I could already tell: I wasn’t going to cum.

Beth was still kneeling near my head, watching everything. Her eyes flicked from James’s face to my pussy—my thoroughly used, cum-filled pussy—and she smirked.

Then, without a word, she moved.

She climbed off the bed, circled behind James, and gently but firmly pulled him out of me. He groaned, confused, but didn’t resist.

Beth looked down at the mess between my legs with a little sigh of mock admiration. “God, that’s a mess,” she said, and then turned to James with a wicked smile.

“Go on, then,” she said, nodding toward my pussy. “Reclaim your wife’s cunt.”

James’s eyes widened. He looked at me, then back at her. She leaned in and kissed me hard—deep and slow, her tongue slipping into my mouth with practiced ease. When she pulled away, her lips just brushed my ear.

“If you can,” she whispered.

James knelt between my thighs, staring at my pussy as if it were some impossible challenge. I could see the hesitation in his face. He wanted to please me. He always had. But now… it was different. This wasn’t just about us. There was Dan’s cum leaking out of me. I was swollen, stretched open by another man’s cock. His pride was trying to get him to fuck me back to orgasm—but it wasn’t working.

He kept thrusting, harder, faster, but the sounds from my body—wet, obscene, sloppy—only made the tension in his face worse. I tried to buck my hips, to feel more, but my body wouldn’t cooperate. I was too raw. Too full. I needed something else.

Beth crawled around behind James and leaned close to his ear.

“She’s not going to cum like that,” she said softly. “Not with you just stirring the leftovers.”

James froze.

Then she slid her hand between them and wrapped her fingers around his cock, now slick from everything inside me. She started stroking him slowly, teasingly.

“I’ll make you a deal,” she whispered, her mouth close to his ear. “Go down on her. Taste all of it. Make her cum. And I’ll give you the best blowjob of your fucking life.”

He looked at me. His face was flushed, his jaw clenched.

But he nodded.

And then he lowered himself.

His tongue touched me like it always had—soft, reverent—but I could feel his hesitation. The taste was clearly hitting him hard. His nose wrinkled slightly, his tongue paused, but Beth’s hand never stopped stroking his cock. And slowly, he gave in.

He started to lick me.

Tentative at first, but then with more urgency. His tongue slid through the mess, circling my clit, dipping down to suck the outer lips of my pussy before coming back up to flick and tease where I needed him most. I moaned, my fingers gripping the sheets, my thighs twitching as the heat finally began to build again.

James groaned against me, and I knew he hated the taste—but he didn’t stop.

Beth climbed onto the bed beside him and watched. Her eyes locked on his tongue, her hand working his cock slowly, sensually. She licked her lips and then leaned down, taking the head into her mouth.

James jerked in surprise but kept licking me, his tongue now insistent, swirling faster, deeper, right on my clit. My hips began to rise, my breath quickening, my moans turning into gasps.

I looked down—and saw her. Beth. Sucking my husband’s cock like she’d promised, her red curls bouncing gently, her hand twisting with her lips.

And suddenly, I came.

Hard.

James’s tongue flicked me just right, again and again, and I couldn’t hold it back. My orgasm tore through me like a wave—hot, overwhelming, shaking my whole body as I cried out. My hands flew to James’s hair, holding him against me as my pussy clenched and spasmed, dripping all over his face.

And even through the haze of orgasm, I saw it.

The look on his face.

The mix of arousal and humiliation. Disgust and devotion.

He hated the taste.

And he did it anyway.

And then Beth sucked him harder—and I came again.

James’s tongue never stopped.

Even as my body bucked and twisted against the sheets, even as I moaned and gasped and begged without words, he kept going—circling, flicking, sucking, his lips locked around my clit like his life depended on it. The more I squirmed, the tighter he held me. His hands gripped my thighs hard, forcing them open as I tried to close them around his head, overwhelmed by sensation.

My body was on fire.

The orgasm hit me like nothing I’d ever felt before—louder, deeper, richer. It wasn’t just one wave. It was wave after wave, crashing through my core, building instead of fading. My thighs trembled uncontrollably. My heels dug into the bed. My stomach clenched, my back arched, and I screamed.

Loud. Raw. Unfiltered.

It tore out of me, echoing off the walls, my voice catching in the back of my throat as I came harder than I ever had in my life. I couldn't stop shaking. My muscles tensed and released like my whole body had lost control. I was barely breathing, reduced to gasps and broken sounds.

My hands clawed at the sheets, at James’s hair, at anything I could reach.

And still—he didn’t stop.

His tongue worked through my orgasm, drawing every last drop of pleasure out of me, even as I sobbed and cried out and pleaded under my breath. I didn’t know if I wanted him to stop or if I needed him to keep going forever.

And then—finally—I opened my eyes, still trembling, and looked down.

Just as James pulled his mouth away, his face wet and flushed, he groaned—a deep, guttural sound that came from his chest. His hips jerked forward, and I realized Beth’s mouth was still wrapped around his cock.

She moaned with him, her lips never leaving him, her hand stroking in time as he came hard, his body convulsing in pleasure. He cried out softly as she swallowed—once, twice—and then slowly pulled off him.

A few seconds passed. Silence, thick and pulsing.

Then Beth stood up.

Without fanfare. Without a word.

She brought a hand to her mouth and wiped the corner with two fingers—casual, effortless, the exact same way I’d seen her do earlier that night. After blowing strangers. After swallowing load after load.

It wasn’t just what she did.

It was who she was.

And watching her now—smirking slightly, completely in control—I felt another shiver run through my body.

I had never come so hard.

And never felt so utterly undone.

Beth stretched like a cat, arms high above her head, her tits rising beautifully before she relaxed and looked down at all of us sprawled across the bed. Her lips were still damp, her cheeks slightly flushed, but her expression was calm, playful—as if nothing out of the ordinary had just happened.

“Well,” she said, smoothing her wild red hair back from her face, “I think we’ve earned a drink.”

We all laughed, dazed and breathless, and slowly began gathering ourselves. My legs were still trembling when I stood, the insides of my thighs sticky with cum, and my sarong long abandoned somewhere on the floor. I didn’t care. I felt wrecked. Used. Glowing.

Beth was the first to leave the room, and as she walked ahead of me down the hallway, I couldn’t stop staring. Her ass was incredible—wide, pale, soft and powerful, the kind of ass that demanded attention. I watched it sway with each step, still stunned by how much I’d just loved having her pussy in my mouth, and how comfortable I’d been watching my husband’s cock inside her.

There was no jealousy.

Just awe.

We reached the bar and found a quiet table in the corner. Someone passed us water first—thank god—and then came the stronger stuff. I took a sip of gin and tonic and let the coldness wake up my mouth, still faintly sore from everything it had done. The conversation was light now. Easy. Beth teased James a little. Dan smiled shyly as he sipped his beer. I sat between them both, basking in the afterglow.

But the high couldn’t last forever.

Eventually, James glanced at me and I could tell—we were done. Sated. Spent.

I leaned into him and whispered, “Home?”

He nodded, and we both began to stand.

“We should probably head out,” I said, grabbing what was left of my clothes. “Thank you… for everything.”

Beth grinned and winked. “You two are fucking delicious. Let me know next time you’re in town.”

We were halfway to the exit, James’s arm around my waist, when we heard a voice behind us—soft, feminine, with just the faintest trace of a Baltic accent.

“Is this seat taken?”

I turned my head and froze for a second.

She was stunning.

Tall, blonde, her skin glowing under the dim bar lights. Her tits were enormous, barely contained by a thin black wrap, her long legs crossed elegantly beneath her. She gave a small, polite smile as she looked down at the table—and I knew. I knew.

That was her.

The Latvian.

Emily’s Latvian.

The woman with the biggest tits she’d ever seen. The one who had started this entire journey, this whole beautiful mess.

I looked at James.

He looked at me.

We both smiled.

And walked out into the Vegas night, hand in hand.
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Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.

Swap: A Ski Trip With A Difference

Even a week ago, I never would have imagined this could have happened. Looking up and watching my wife's head bobbing up and down in my friend's lap. Well, actually that part I could imagine, we've played a little bit before.

But what I couldn't have imagined was Emma, on her knees in front of me, doing the same. Shy, innocent Emma. I never had the slightest idea she had it in her!

Although it's fair to say she definitely has it in her now!

But there's a final step or two, and I don't just want to enjoy Emma, I want to watch my wife enjoy her too. There's only one question left to answer. Was it really fear in her eyes the moment Lucy's mouth moved in to kiss her?

Okay, it was definitely fear, I won't lie. She was terrified, shaking, breathing fast, almost in shock. But the rock hard nipples were another part of the same story. The fear might have been fear she was about to enjoy it!

Nothing could have prepared either of them for this, but then again, what can ever prepare a married couple for their introduction into the world of swinging?

Bigger, Younger, Blacker: A White Wife's Journey Into A New Dark Fantasy

James had fantasized about it for years—his beautiful wife with another man. Not just any man, but someone younger. Stronger. Bigger. A Black man with the kind of cock that would ruin her. It had always been just a fantasy… until it wasn’t.

When Becky finally gave in to his suggestion, neither of them expected how far things would go. Andre was only eighteen—cocky, muscular, and hung like something out of James’s darkest, most arousing nightmares. And once Becky saw what Andre was working with, there was no turning back.

James thought he was ready. He told himself this was what he wanted.

But nothing had prepared him for the sight of his elegant, loyal wife choking on a cock so thick she could barely take it. Or the way her pussy stretched for him, dripped for him, squirted for him—again and again. And nothing had prepared James for what he felt when he saw the pleasure on her face... and realized it wasn’t just for show.

As James struggled to reclaim his wife in the only way he still could, Becky discovered a hunger she never knew she had. What had started as a shared fantasy became something far more intense—and far more real.

And there was no going back.
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