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Three in A Pool

The city noise was a constant, a deep, pervasive thrum that seemed to emanate not from any single source but from the very concrete and steel of the metropolis itself. It was a low-frequency hum that vibrated up through the soles of their shoes as they walked the crowded sidewalks, a tremor that snaked its way up their spines and settled deep into their bones. Troy swore he could still hear it, even in the manufactured silence of their soundproofed condo in the dead of night. It was a ghost of urban pressure, the distant, mournful wail of an ambulance siren cutting through the darkness, or the low, guttural rumble of the late-night train vibrating through the foundations of their building. It was a relentless reminder of the city’s unceasing pulse, a metronome that never quite let him rest, his mind perpetually cataloging the sounds, the potential emergencies, the lives intersecting and colliding outside his window.

He and April had built a life within that ceaseless symphony of noise, a good life, a life that others would view as the pinnacle of success. He was a senior architect at a prestigious firm, one that was finally, after years of his paying dues on pragmatic but soul-crushing corporate projects, allowing him to take the lead on creative, ambitious designs that challenged convention. His name was beginning to circulate, his vision lauded in glossy design magazines. April, a freelance digital artist and branding consultant, was a force of nature in her own right. Her unique, edgy aesthetic, a blend of brutalism and ethereal digital collage, had made her a minor star in the online creative space. She possessed a waiting list of clients, from indie musicians to boutique tech startups, all clamoring for her signature touch to give their brands a veneer of cool.

Together, they inhabited a sleek, minimalist condo on the seventeenth floor, its floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view that stretched across a river of glittering lights, the traffic below a silent, flowing artery of red and white. The apartment was their trophy, a testament to their relentless hard work, their shared ambition, and the vision they had meticulously constructed together. But lately, that vision had started to feel… constricting. The clean lines and open spaces of their home felt less like freedom and more like a beautifully appointed cage. The view, once a symbol of their ascent, now often felt like looking out from a gilded prison. They were encased in concrete and glass, their lives as structured and transparent as their apartment. The very success they had striven for had become a new kind of routine, a new set of expectations to chafe against.

The decision to open their relationship hadn’t sprung from a place of dissatisfaction with each other. It was not born from lack, but paradoxically, from an overabundance of love and trust. Their bond was a fortress, its foundations sunk deep into seven years of shared history, its walls built of mutual respect and a profound, almost telepathic understanding of one another. They were so solid, so secure in their devotion, that they felt brave enough to open the gates, not to let invaders in, but to see what lay beyond their own heavily fortified borders. It was a conscious choice to introduce a variable, a controlled chaos, into their otherwise perfectly ordered world.

It had been April’s idea, of course. She was the adventurer, the explorer, the one whose spirit bristled and chafed against the predictable rhythms of routine. While Troy found a certain comfort in structure, April felt starved by it. Her very appearance was an advertisement for her personality: a chic, razor-sharp black bob, impeccably maintained, was constantly being disrupted by streaks of rebellious color, currently a vibrant, electric purple that seemed to hum with its own energy. One night, curled up on their sprawling, buttery-soft leather sofa, the lingering scent of expensive takeout filling the air, they’d been watching an obscure arthouse film. It was a French drama, all tangled limbs, languid sensuality, and morally ambiguous relationships played out in sun-drenched apartments. When the credits rolled, April had turned to him, her dark eyes, usually alight with mischief, now wide and deeply serious. She shifted her body, the soft leather sighing beneath her, and took his hand.

“What if we… invited someone else in, sometime?” she had asked. Her voice was quiet, a stark contrast to the film’s swelling orchestral score, but it held a firmness, a conviction that told Troy this was not a fleeting whim. “Not to replace anything we have,” she’d added quickly, sensing the question before it formed in his mind. “Never that. Just to… add something. To share this feeling. To see what it feels like to watch someone else appreciate you. To see what it feels like for us to experience something new, together.”

Troy, ever the architect, had approached the idea with his usual methodical caution. He felt the conceptual framework of her proposal settle into his mind, and he began to assess its structural integrity. He ran mental simulations, considering the potential points of failure, the load-bearing emotions like jealousy and insecurity, the catastrophic risk of a total collapse of everything they had built. He loved April with a depth that sometimes frightened him. He loved the easy, feline grace with which she moved through the world, her unshakeable confidence, the deep, throaty sound of her laughter that could make his entire day. The thought of another man’s hands on her skin, another man’s lips on hers, sent a dual spear of primal, possessive jealousy and a surge of white-hot arousal through him. The physical reaction was immediate: a tightening in his gut, a clenching in his jaw, paired with a simultaneous rush of heat to his groin.

He’d learned, over their years together, that for him, those two feelings weren’t just not mutually exclusive; they were symbiotically linked. One often fed the other. He secretly loved watching other men’s eyes follow his wife as she walked across a room, a thrill that came from the potent knowledge that no matter who looked, she was his. She was coming home with him. The thought of taking that vicarious thrill a step further, of watching, of listening, of perhaps even participating… it was a concept both terrifying and profoundly exhilarating. It was a high-wire act without a net. Yet, his trust in her, and more importantly, in the unshakeable foundation of them, was absolute. It was the bedrock on which their entire fortress stood. And so, after a long, silent moment of weighing the blueprints of this new, radical design for their life, he had looked into her hopeful, waiting eyes and said….

…Yes.

Their initial forays into this new territory had been carefully orchestrated, executed with the precision of one of Troy’s architectural plans. They attended a few select swingers’ parties in sprawling, upscale homes in the suburbs, curated events where the guest list was vetted and the atmosphere was more akin to a sterile cocktail party than an orgy. Everyone was polite, respectful, and slightly nervous. The encounters were fun, a novelty that provided a brief, controlled thrill.

They’d met some interesting people, a surgeon and his lawyer wife, a tech CEO and his artist girlfriend, and had a few memorable, if slightly antiseptic, experiences on plush guest beds beneath generic hotel art. But it always felt a bit performative. It was as if they were all playing the role of “liberated modern couple,” following a script they’d gleaned from articles and podcasts. What they both secretly craved, a whisper they’d confess to each other late at night, was something spontaneous. Something authentic and unscripted, a spark catching on dry tinder, not a carefully managed bonfire.

This getaway was supposed to be the antidote to it all. The city, the demanding schedules, the structured non-monogamy that had started to feel like another checklist item. This weekend was purely for them. Three days in a secluded rental deep in the countryside, a place they’d stumbled upon online called “The Juniper Hideaway.” The listing’s photos had promised rustic charm, a wood-burning fireplace, and most importantly, a stunning, completely private indoor pool. For three glorious days, there would be no client calls, no blueprints to review, no piercing sirens in the night. There would be just the two of them, the whisper and rustle of leaves outside their window, the crackle of a fire, and the untethered freedom to rediscover each other and the wilder, more untamed edges of their love.

The drive out of the city had been part of the therapy itself. With every mile that clicked over on the odometer, the monolithic skyscrapers receded in the rearview mirror, their sharp, metallic edges softening and finally dissolving into the haze. They were replaced by rolling hills painted in the earthy, muted tones of late autumn burnt umber, ochre, and deep olive green. April, always the designated DJ, had created a dedicated “Escape the City” playlist. It was a perfect, atmospheric mix of mellow indie rock and dreamy synth-pop that filled the car’s quiet interior, creating a soundtrack for their exodus. She drove with a relaxed confidence, one hand resting lightly on the wheel, the other frequently finding its way to his thigh, her fingers tracing idle patterns on the denim of his jeans, sending tiny sparks up his leg.

“Can you feel it?” she’d asked, about an hour into the drive, a wide, genuine grin spreading across her face, making her eyes crinkle at the corners. “The pressure dropping? The air is different out here. It smells like… dirt and trees and possibility.”

Troy had rolled down his window, letting the cool air rush in, and inhaled deeply. It was a physical, palpable change. She was right. The air was no longer the recycled, exhaust-tinged atmosphere of the city. This air was crisp and clean and alive, carrying the sharp, resinous scent of pine and the rich, damp perfume of fallen leaves and fertile earth. It felt like cleansing his lungs. “I feel it,” he’d confirmed, his own answering smile feeling easy and unforced for the first time in what felt like weeks. “I feel my shoulders unshackling themselves from my ears.” He literally rolled them back, feeling the release of tension, a satisfying ache in muscles he hadn’t realized were clenched.

She’d laughed, a bright, musical sound that seemed to sparkle in the sunlit car. “Good. We have a strict no-shackles policy this weekend. Except, you know…” she’d trailed off, her voice dropping to a low, suggestive murmur as she gave his inner thigh a firm squeeze, her thumb pressing pointedly against the inseam, “for the fun kind.”

When they finally turned off the main road and pulled up the long, crunching gravel driveway, the hideaway was revealed to be even better than the glossy online pictures had suggested. It was a masterful piece of modern cabin architecture, all clean, dramatic lines of dark-stained wood and vast, floor-to-ceiling panes of glass that blurred the line between inside and out. It was nestled amongst a thick, fragrant stand of pine and juniper trees, making it feel both exposed to nature and protectively enveloped by it. A delicate curl of white smoke was already rising from the handsome stone chimney, a thoughtful, welcoming touch from their unseen host.

Inside, the cabin was a sanctuary of warmth and style. The air smelled of woodsmoke and cedar. The furnishings were a perfect blend of comfortable and chic, plush sofas, tactile woolen throws, and stylish pieces that looked curated but not sterile. A bottle of local red wine and two elegant, long-stemmed glasses sat waiting for them on the reclaimed wood coffee table. Beside it was a handwritten note on thick, creamy cardstock: Welcome, April & Troy. Make yourselves at home. The pool is heated and ready for you. Enjoy!

They explored the space like two excited children on a grand adventure, their hands instinctively linked. They moved through the open-plan living area, admiring the well-stocked kitchen, before finding the simple, serene bedroom. They claimed their respective sides of the enormous king-sized bed, dropping their bags on the floor with a satisfying thud, and almost immediately, without a word passing between them, gravitated toward the main attraction. At the back of the house, a set of wide sliding glass doors opened into a large, stunning atrium.

And there it was.

The pool.

It was more than just a pool; it was an oasis. A breathtaking expanse of shimmering turquoise water, its surface perfectly still, was housed beneath a massive glass-paned roof that arched high above them. The late afternoon sun slanted through the panes, shattering on the water’s surface and casting dancing, glittering patterns of light onto the stone floor and walls. Strings of warm, twinkling fairy lights had been artfully woven around the exposed wooden beams and draped around the massive potted palms that stood like silent, green sentinels in the corners. The space felt both indoors and out, protected from the elements while offering a panoramic view of the darkening woods outside. Several sleek, modern lounge chairs were arranged along one side, their thick cushions looking plush and deeply inviting. The air in the atrium was warm and humid, carrying the clean, nostalgic scent of chlorine mingled with the earthy smell of living greenery.

“Oh, wow,” April breathed, her voice filled with a reverence usually reserved for art galleries. “Okay. This is it. This is the place.”

Troy came up behind her, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her back against his chest. He rested his chin on her shoulder, inhaling the scent of her hair, a mix of her floral shampoo and the unique, warm smell that was purely her. “Told you the extra splurge would be worth it.”

“You were right,” she conceded, her voice a soft murmur as she leaned her full weight back against him, her body melting into his. “I’m not changing my mind about anything else for the rest of the weekend, but on this one specific point, you were one hundred percent right.” She turned her head, her lips brushing against the stubble on his cheek, a feather-light touch that sent a shiver through him. “I am getting in that water before we even unpack a single t-shirt.”

“I wouldn’t dream of stopping you,” he murmured into her hair, his lips finding the soft skin behind her ear.

A frantic, joyful, almost giddy energy suddenly seized them. They raced back to the bedroom, laughing like teenagers as they tugged their weekend bags open, clothes spilling onto the pristine duvet. April unearthed her skimpiest bikini, an olive green one she reserved for trips like this, for moments when seduction was the primary goal. The color was perfect against her lightly sun-kissed skin, a sophisticated shade that made her dark, mysterious eyes seem even more pronounced. The top was a simple triangle cut, held together by the barest of delicate strings, and the bottoms were a cheeky Brazilian style that did very little to hide the perfect, heart-like curve of her ass. She knew Troy loved it. She loved the way his gaze would linger on her when she wore it, his look a physical touch that made her skin tingle with anticipation.

Troy watched her for a moment, his own fingers fumbling with the buttons of his shirt. He watched as his wife walked over to the edge of the pool, her bare feet silent on the cool, smooth flagstone tiles. Her body was a study in confident curves, the taut result of a dedicated yoga practice and a healthy, unapologetic appreciation for good food and good wine. The fading sunlight, now a deep orange, caught the electric purple streaks in her hair as she reached up to twist it into a messy, functional bun. A few errant strands escaped, framing her face and softening her features. She was beautiful. It was a fact that struck him fresh every single day. Not just pretty, but breathtakingly, fundamentally beautiful, in a way that still made his chest physically ache with a complex mix of love and luck after seven years together.

She paused at the edge of the water, dipping a single, perfectly pedicured toe in. A small, satisfied smile touched her lips at the temperature. Then, without any further hesitation, she descended the cool metal steps and slowly slipped inside, her movements fluid and graceful.

“Ah…” A long, contented groan escaped her, the sound echoing slightly in the large, airy space. “It’s perfect.” She floated onto her back, her arms spread wide as if to embrace the entire room, her face turned up toward the glass ceiling. The water enveloped her, a warm, silken caress slicking over her skin, buoying her effortlessly. It felt like a baptism, a tangible washing away of the city’s accumulated grit and stress. “Not too cold at all, babe,” she called to him, her voice echoing softly. “It’s like sinking into a warm hug.”

Troy didn’t need any more convincing. He’d already stripped down to his swim trunks, and the sight of her, so serene and stunningly sensual in the shimmering water, was an irresistible pull. He glanced up through the glass ceiling. The sky was deepening from indigo to a velvety black, and stars were beginning to emerge, sharp and brilliant in the unpolluted air. Living in the city meant a perpetual, hazy orange glow on the horizon, a light pollution that blotted out all but the most determined celestial bodies. Here, the Milky Way was a faint, shimmering smear across the heavens, a sight so grand it was humbling. It was good to be here, to feel small and insignificant beneath such a vast, diamond-dusted canopy.

He joined his wife in the pool, the water a perfect, welcoming temperature against his skin, a gentle shock that quickly turned to pleasure. He swam over to her with a few easy, silent strokes, enjoying the gliding, weightless motion. She turned to face him as he approached, a slow, welcoming smile spreading across her lips, her eyes hooded with affection. He reached out, his hands finding the smooth, taut skin of her hips beneath the water. He pulled her flush against him, the thin, slick fabric of her bikini bottoms the only barrier between his pelvis and hers. Her dark hair, already damp and clinging to her neck where it had escaped her bun, smelled of her coconut shampoo and the clean, faint scent of the pool’s chlorine. She tilted her head back, an unspoken invitation, and he captured her lips.

The kiss was slow and deep, a deliberate, unhurried rediscovery. It tasted of the wine they’d had a single sip of, of excitement, and of the unique, familiar flavor of April herself. It was a kiss that held the promise of the entire weekend, of lazy mornings tangled in sheets, of long nights filled with unhurried pleasure, of absolute, uninterrupted privacy. It was everything they had been craving, a reconnection of not just bodies, but of spirits.

She broke the kiss with a soft, breathy sigh and then, with a playful surge of energy, jumped into his arms, wrapping her legs tightly around his waist. The sudden weight and the feeling of her body pressed so intimately against his made Troy groan with playful exaggeration, his feet finding solid purchase on the smooth bottom of the pool.

“Oh, shut up. You love it,” April laughed, the sound bubbling with a pure, unadulterated happiness that he hadn’t heard in weeks. She wrapped her arms around his neck, her wet skin cool and sleek against his, and kissed him again, deeper this time. Her tongue traced the seam of his lips before coaxing them open, a dance he knew well. He met her with equal fervor, his hands sliding down from her waist to cup the firm globes of her ass, lifting her more securely against his hips. He could feel the hard ridge of his erection pressing insistently against her belly through their swimwear, a silent, powerful testament to how quickly and profoundly she still affected him.

She was just starting to think about what she wanted to do next, her mind a delicious, buzzing catalogue of possibilities. Should she take off her top or her bottoms first? Should she guide his hand down between her legs to feel how wet she already was for him? Or maybe she should push him back against the cool tile of the pool wall and climb on top of him right here and now? The absolute privacy of the place was a potent, intoxicating aphrodisiac, encouraging her boldest, most feral impulses. She leaned back slightly in his arms, a mischievous, predatory glint in her eyes, about to whisper a filthy suggestion into his ear, when a strange voice rang out from behind them, a sound so unexpected it shattered the perfect, intimate bubble they had so carefully constructed.

“Um, I think you have the wrong pool.”

The voice was masculine, hesitant, and laced with a deep, unmistakable note of confusion. April and Troy froze instantly, their bodies still intimately entwined, a sudden tableau of arrested passion. They turned their heads in perfect, startled unison to look toward the source of the sound. A man was standing there in a pair of swim trunks, a fluffy white towel draped casually over one muscular shoulder. He was silhouetted against the sliding glass door he’d just opened, the warm interior light of what was clearly another part of the house spilling out behind him, framing his large build. He was tall, broadly built, and even in the dim, atmospheric light of the pool area, they could see that his arms and chest were covered in a dense network of intricate tattoos. He looked as utterly, profoundly bewildered as they both suddenly felt.

A beat of stunned, awkward silence hung heavily in the humid air, broken only by the gentle lapping of the water. Troy’s hands slowly, almost reluctantly, dropped from April’s ass, and she unwrapped her legs from his waist, her feet finding the floor of the pool with a soft splash. They stood side-by-side, no longer passionate lovers but a sudden, awkward, half-naked couple caught in the headlights.

“I’m… sorry?” Troy said, his voice husky from their kissing. “I think you might have the wrong rental. This is the Juniper Hideaway.”

The man took another step forward, moving out of the silhouette and into the soft, golden glow of the twinkle lights. Now they could see him more clearly. He had a strong, square jaw dusted with stubble, short-cropped brown hair still damp from a recent shower, and kind, if currently completely baffled, eyes. The tattoos were elaborate, sleeves of swirling black and gray ink that covered his biceps and spread like intricate armor across his collarbones and chest.

“No, this is definitely the right place,” the man said, his voice apologetic. He gestured vaguely behind him with his thumb toward the door he’d come through. “I’m in the annex unit. The host, Cheryl, said the pool was a shared amenity.” He held up his phone, the screen glowing brightly in the dimness. “See?” he said, angling it toward them. “It says right here: ‘West Annex with access to shared indoor pool and lounge area.’”

April and Troy exchanged a look of dawning horror, gut-wrenching disappointment, and profound sadness. The perfect bubble hadn’t just been shattered; it had been obliterated. With a sense of dread, Troy waded over to the edge, his discarded jeans lying in a heap on a nearby chair. He pulled his own phone from the pocket, his wet fingers swiping impatiently across the screen. He found the booking confirmation emails, his eyes scanning the text frantically. And there it was, in a small, innocuous font under the “Additional Details” section, a sentence they had both completely, stupidly overlooked in their breathless excitement for a “private” pool: “Please note the pool and patio area is a shared space with our adjoining annex rental.”

“Shit,” Troy muttered, the word a puff of frustrated air. He ran a wet hand through his hair, slicking it back. “It’s right there. We… we didn’t see it.”

“So much for our romantic, private getaway,” April murmured under her breath, the words laced with a bitterness that tasted metallic on her tongue. It felt like a punch to the stomach. The whole fantasy of the weekend, the promise of uninhibited, unobserved freedom, seemed to deflate like a pricked balloon.

The tattooed man winced, his shoulders slumping as he clearly caught her dejected tone. “Hey, man, I’m really, really sorry to crash your… whatever this is,” he said, looking genuinely contrite. “The host said the other unit was supposed to be empty until tomorrow. I swear I wouldn’t have just barged in. I can just… go.” He gestured back toward his door, already starting to retreat.

“No, no, it’s our fault,” Troy said quickly, his ingrained politeness kicking in despite his own frustration. He forced a smile that felt tight and unnatural on his face. “Completely on us. We should have read the fine print. Please, don’t leave on our account. The pool’s big enough for all of us.”

April tried to school her features, to hide the wave of disappointment that was still washing over her. She watched as the man, seemingly reassured by Troy’s words, gave a small, hesitant nod and walked over to the submerged steps on the opposite side of the pool. A part of her was still silently mourning their lost privacy, the stolen intimacy. But another part, the adventurous, incurably curious part of her, couldn’t help but take note of the way the complex web of muscles in his back flexed as he moved, the powerful line of his shoulders, the easy, unassuming confidence in his stride. So much for privacy, indeed.

But maybe… maybe this wasn’t a disaster. Maybe this was a different kind of opportunity, the very spontaneity they’d been craving, delivered by an unwitting stranger. Her eyes flickered to Troy, a silent, loaded question passing between them across the water. He caught her gaze and gave a barely perceptible shrug, a minute gesture that she could read as clearly as if he’d spoken aloud. Well, here we are. What now?

The man slipped into the water with a quiet splash and swam a few feet away, making a clear effort to respect their space. “I’m Brett, by the way,” he said, pushing his wet hair back from his forehead with one hand.

“Troy,” Troy replied, extending a hand across the water. “And this is my wife, April.”

Brett shook his hand, his grip firm and warm. “Nice to meet you both. Officially, I mean.” He offered them a slightly sheepish, utterly charming smile that transformed his face. “Seriously, apologies again. You guys look like you’re on your honeymoon or something. The vibe was… potent.”

“No,” Troy said politely, a small, more genuine smile playing on his own lips now as the awkwardness began to thaw. “We’re just on a getaway. Escaping the city for a few days.”

“Ah, I get that,” Brett nodded, floating comfortably, his arms resting on the edge of the pool. “Well, whatever it is, you two give off the sexy honeymoon chemistry. That’s for damn sure.” He let out a low, easy laugh. Then he seemed to catch himself, a flicker of panic in his eyes as he realized how that might have sounded. “Shit, I’m sorry. Over-sharing. My bad. Occupational hazard of working alone all day, I just start saying whatever’s in my head.”

He looked genuinely mortified, a faint flush coloring his cheeks, visible even in the dim light. “I promise I’m not a perv,” he added quickly, his gaze darting from Troy to April and back again. He gave a self-deprecating grin. “Unless you’re into that.”

It was the opening. A tiny, perfect, unexpected crack in the door of the evening. The kind of spontaneous, unscripted moment that April’s adventurous soul had been secretly starving for. In that instant, the lingering disappointment evaporated completely, replaced by a fizzy, illicit thrill of excitement. Her eyes met Troy’s again over Brett’s head, and this time she saw it clearly: the flicker of understanding, the familiar spark of shared intrigue lighting up his gaze. He knew her. He knew this wild, audacious side of her. And he loved it. It was the part of her that kept their life from ever becoming dull.

A slow, deliberate, predatory smile spread across April’s face. As if in a trance, her movements slow and languid under the water, she slid her hand over and ran her fingers over the front of Troy’s swim trunks. She didn’t just touch him; she made a statement, lightly tracing the thick, hard length of his cock through the slick fabric. He flinched, a sharp, audible intake of breath catching in his throat, his eyes widening almost imperceptibly as he stared at her, his expression a mixture of shock and dawning excitement. It was a bold, declarative act, a flagrantly erotic gesture done right in front of their new acquaintance. The truth was, they were into that. They were absolutely, one hundred percent, unequivocally, into that.

“It’s okay,” said April, her voice dropping to a low, husky purr that was practically a physical touch in the quiet room. She let her gaze travel from her husband’s captivated face to the tattooed stranger, holding Brett’s eyes with an unnerving, magnetic intensity. She bit her bottom lip, a small, calculated gesture she knew was one of Troy’s biggest weaknesses, and then she pushed off the floor of the pool, swimming over to Brett with the slow, inexorable grace of a shark closing in on its prey.

She stopped just in front of him, the warm water swirling around their bodies, close enough that their knees brushed under the surface. His eyes were wide now, a fascinating blend of confusion, nervousness, and burgeoning arousal. He was waiting, holding his breath, his body tensed, clearly unsure of what was about to happen next.

“We’re pervs too,” she whispered, the confession hanging in the humid air between them like a held note, a spell.

Brett stared at her, his mouth slightly agape. His gaze darted over her shoulder to Troy, who was watching the scene unfold with a hooded, intensely focused expression, his body radiating a potent stillness of pure anticipation. Brett looked back at April again, his brain clearly struggling to process the sudden, radical, and electrifying shift in the evening’s trajectory. He looked like he was about to say something, an apology, a question, a protest, but he was cut off as April leaned in and kissed him.

It was tentative at first, a soft, questioning press of her lips against his. She was testing the waters, literally and figuratively, trying to gauge Brett’s reaction down to the micro-expressions. His lips were firm, a little chapped from the chlorine, and they tasted faintly of it. For a fraction of a second, he was completely still, a statue of inked muscle, his body rigid with surprise. April felt a flicker of doubt and started to pull away, thinking maybe she’d misread the situation entirely, that her boldness had finally overstepped a boundary. But then his hand came up, his fingers tangling in the wet hair at the nape of her neck, a firm but gentle pressure that held her there. His lips softened, parted, and he deepened the kiss.

His response was a revelation. It wasn’t the practiced, almost slick smoothness of the men they’d met at the parties; this was raw, surprised, and overwhelmingly eager. His tongue, hesitant for a bare moment, met hers, and a jolt of pure, unadulterated electricity shot through her entire body. From the corner of her eye, she could see Troy watching them, his expression a perfect mask of raw, possessive desire. He was magnificent in these moments, her handsome, steady husband, completely captivated by her audacity. She watched as Troy ran a wet hand down his face, a gesture that looked unbearably erotic in the dim, watery light.

She knew his cock was throbbing painfully hard under the water, just as hard as her own nipples were becoming against the thin, wet fabric of her bikini. It was all so incredibly, staggeringly sexy. The way Brett’s thick, tattooed arm was wrapped around her, his fingers gently kneading her scalp. The way she could feel and taste his surprise melting into pure want.

April pulled away suddenly, leaving Brett breathless and blinking, his lips wet and slightly swollen from their kiss. She gave him a wicked, knowing smile and then, with deliberate, theatrical slowness, she reached behind her back and untied the delicate strings of her bikini top. Brett’s eyes grew wide, tracking her every movement with rapt attention. She let the olive-green triangles of fabric go, and they floated away from her chest. Her full, round breasts bobbed to the surface, her dark nipples tightening instantly into hard points in the cool air. With a flick of her wrist, she tossed the wet top onto the stone deck, where it landed with a soft, wet smack.

And then, hooking her thumbs into the waistband of her bikini bottoms, she did the same, shimmying them down over her hips and legs and kicking them free. They billowed for a moment before sinking slowly to the bottom of the pool like a discarded thought. She was completely naked now, the water lapping at her waist, her neatly trimmed pubic hair a dark, mysterious shadow beneath the shimmering surface.

“Come here, baby,” April said, her voice a throaty command. She looked back over her shoulder at her husband, a clear and undeniable invitation burning in her eyes.

Troy didn’t need to be told twice. The sight of his wife, naked and bold and impossibly beautiful, taking charge of a situation and summoning him to her side, was the living embodiment of his deepest, most cherished fantasies. He walked over to her through the chest-high water, his own erection straining painfully against the confines of his swim trunks. He came up directly behind her, pressing his hard body against her soft, bare back. His hands immediately found her breasts, his palms covering them completely, and he began to squeeze and knead them from behind as she leaned forward to kiss Brett again.

This time, the kiss was ravenous, hungry. Brett met her eagerly, no longer hesitant, his own hands roaming over the smooth skin of her bare back and dipping down to grip and squeeze the firm flesh of her ass. Underneath the water, hidden from view, April’s hands were busy. She ran one hand down the front of Brett’s swim trunks, no longer tracing, but gripping him firmly. She felt the hard, thick length of his cock beneath the slick fabric, and he groaned into her mouth, his hips bucking forward instinctively against her hand. Her other hand found Troy’s erection, still trapped in his trunks, and she wrapped her fingers around him, giving him a firm, possessive squeeze.

“This is hardly fair,” she murmured against Brett’s lips, pulling back just enough to speak, her breath warm on his mouth. She looked from Brett’s wide, lust-filled eyes to Troy’s dark, possessive ones. “It’s time for you both to get naked.”

There was no argument. It was only fair, she told them, her voice full of laughter and a heady sense of authority. With clumsy, urgent movements, fueled by a sudden, shared frenzy, both men shucked their swim trunks, tossing them onto the growing pile of wet clothes on the deck. Now they were all naked, the warm water swirling around three pairs of legs, three torsos, and two thick, fully erect cocks rising from the surface like proud monuments to the moment.

April positioned herself in the middle of them, a triumphant queen between her two willing, handsome subjects. Using both hands, she began to stroke both Brett’s and Troy’s cocks simultaneously. Brett’s was thick and heavy, impressively long, with a pronounced, curved head that was already leaking beads of precum. Troy’s was beautifully familiar, his perfect, straight shaft and sensitive crown something she knew as well as her own body.

She established a slow, steady, hypnotic rhythm, her hands slick with water as they glided from their thick, glistening cock heads all the way down to the base, her fingers curling around their heavy, tight balls. The two men breathed heavily, a rising and falling chorus of alternating, guttural moans that filled the quiet, humid space. Brett’s head was thrown back against the pool’s edge, his eyes squeezed shut, his tattooed chest rising and falling rapidly. Troy simply watched her, his gaze devouring her, a look of profound love and searing lust on his face that made her pussy clench and ache with need.

Finally, after teasing them both to the very brink of orgasm, April let go. She turned and walked out of the pool, not even bothering to grab a towel. She was a vision of raw, female power, a modern Venus rising from the water, droplets clinging to her skin like jewels. She paused at the top of the steps, looking over her shoulder as the men followed close behind her, their eyes glued to her form. They both looked equally stunned, their faces a mixture of awe and sheer disbelief, as water dripped from the perfect globes of her naked ass and trickled in glistening trails down the backs of her thighs.

She didn’t go far. She went directly to one of the long, cushioned lounge chairs and lay down on her back, the cool, slightly rough fabric a pleasant shock against her wet skin. She propped her head up with a pillow and spread her legs wide in a blatant, shameless invitation.

Troy was on her first. He was her husband, her partner, her primary. This was their unspoken rule, their anchor in these wild explorations, and he claimed his rightful place with a possessive urgency that thrilled her to her core. He didn’t bother with any additional foreplay; the raw visual feast she had just provided was more than enough. He dropped to his knees between her thighs, then slid onto his belly on the cool stone floor, and began to eat his wife’s pussy. The first touch of his hot, wet mouth on her clit sent a powerful shockwave through her entire system. He was an expert, honed by years of practice, knowing exactly the right pressure, the right rhythm, the right teasing lick and deep suck. His tongue was a relentless engine of pleasure, laving and flicking and circling until her mind went gloriously blank, every thought erased by pure sensation.

At the same time, Brett, looking slightly dazed but intensely, visibly aroused, stood next to the lounge chair. His magnificent, dripping cock was just inches from April’s face, pulsing in time with his heartbeat. She didn’t need an invitation. She reached out, wrapped her fingers around the base of his shaft, feeling its heat and heft, and guided him forward.

She took him into her mouth, and a choked, guttural sound was torn from Brett’s throat. “Holy shit,” he breathed, his free hand coming to rest on her head, his fingers threading through her damp hair not to push or guide, but simply to anchor himself to reality. He watched in wide-eyed awe as April sucked his cock with more vigor and uninhibited enthusiasm than he could have ever imagined possible. She was a natural, her lips creating a perfect, tight seal, her tongue working magic on his frenulum and corona. Strings of saliva, mingled with pool water, slid past her lips as she bobbed her head down Brett’s impressive length, her throat opening to take him deeper than he thought possible, a feat that made his toes curl.

It was a perfect symphony of sensation. Her husband was running his tongue deliciously, relentlessly over her clit, painting her with pleasure, bringing her closer and closer to the precipice, while this gorgeous, tattooed stranger filled her mouth, his thick cock a decadent, forbidden treat. She was bracketed by pleasure, surrounded and consumed by it, lost in a swirling vortex of touch and taste and sound.

Suddenly, just as a primal scream was building in her throat, a climax triggered by the overwhelming sensory input, Brett’s cock popped out of April’s mouth. Her whole body grew taut, her back arching high off the lounge chair, and a shattering, world-ending orgasm ripped through her. A series of powerful, full-body spasms shook her from head to toe, her toes curling into painful claws and her fingers digging deeply into the cushion beneath her. It was loud and unrestrained, a raw, piercing cry of pure, unadulterated pleasure that echoed in the glass atrium.

Brett groaned as she came, a low, animalistic sound rumbling from deep in his chest. He was clearly, intensely turned on by the sight and sound of her being moved to such a powerful climax, his eyes fixated on the way her body convulsed, his own cock slick with her saliva and twitching violently in his hand. He watched, mesmerized, as her eager husband refused to let up, his tongue returning to her clit again and again, drawing out the orgasm, making it last until she was boneless and trembling, utterly spent.

April had only just started to come down from the violent surges of pleasure, her breathing still ragged and gasping, her body humming with a pleasant residual electricity, when Troy moved. He pushed himself up from the floor, his face slick with her juices, a look of triumphant love and ownership in his eyes. He pushed back her legs, spreading her wide open. Without a word, he positioned himself at her entrance and slid his cock into her wet, throbbing, post-orgasmic slit.

“Oh, fuck, baby!” April cried out through gritted teeth, the feeling of him filling her so soon after coming almost too much to bear. Her pussy, hypersensitive and flooded with her own wetness, gripped him with an incredible, involuntary tightness.

Beside her, Brett began to stroke his cock again, his eyes wide and dark with lust as he watched Troy fuck his wife. The sight was primal and mesmerizing: the steady, powerful thrust of Troy’s hips, the jiggle of April’s thighs, the raw, explicit sounds of their bodies meeting. April reached out a trembling hand, her fingers still weak from her climax, and took over for him, her hand wrapping snugly around his thick, hot shaft. She gave him a slow, deliberate hand job as Troy fucked her, her movements becoming stronger and more confident with each deep, possessive thrust of her husband’s hips.

“Do you want to switch?” asked Troy after a few more powerful pumps, his voice a low, masculine growl. He looked up at Brett, sweat beading on his brow, a look of shared conspiracy and masculine camaraderie passing between them.

Brett’s eyes lit up with disbelief and gratitude. He was all too eager to switch positions, nodding emphatically, seemingly unable to form words.

With a fluid, practiced motion honed from their previous adventures, April moved. She slid off the lounger and onto her hands and knees on the smooth, cool stone floor, presenting her ass to Brett in a gesture of pure offering. Troy pulled out of her, his cock glistening and wet, and moved to kneel in front of her. April immediately took him back into her mouth again, her lips closing around him as Brett positioned himself behind her, his own entrance now imminent.

“God, you’re so wet,” Brett hissed, his voice rough with need as he grabbed onto the soft, full curves of April’s hips, his thumbs pressing into her skin. He pushed forward, his thick cockhead nudging at her slick, ready entrance before he slid deep inside her. He pumped into her, his initial thrusts slow and deep, exploring the tight, hot channel of her pussy with an almost reverent awe. The new angle was incredible, hitting a spot deep inside her that made her gasp around Troy’s cock, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment.

His pace quickly, inevitably, hastened, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, more frantic. His heavy balls swung underneath him as he fucked her, slapping against her with a wet, rhythmic, intoxicating smack. His eyes were glued to the scene playing out in front of him: her beautiful, heart-shaped ass, the way her mouth bobbed expertly up and down the thick inches of her husband’s cock, the sheer, unadulterated hedonism of the entire moment.

“You guys are actually freaks,” Brett laughed, the sound a breathless, astonished puff of air. “And I fucking love it.”

His words, his awe, the raw, unscripted joy in his voice, sent a fresh wave of heat and desire surging through April. This was it. This was what she had craved. Not the sterile, performative environment of a party, but this. This raw, spontaneous, messy, and unbelievably hot connection forged in a moment of chance. She loved exploring this with her husband, pushing their boundaries together, discovering new facets of their desire, and she knew he loved it just as much, if not more than she did. He thrived on her pleasure, on her boldness, on her insatiable curiosity.

So it didn’t surprise her in the slightest when he came right down her throat. His body tensed, his hips gave a final, desperate surge forward, and his hot release burst in the back of her mouth as he let out a prolonged, desperate groan. April swallowed all of his salty, viscous cum, a deeply intimate act performed for an audience of one, a final declaration of their bond even in the midst of this threesome. His cock twitched and pulsed between her lips as the last tremors of his orgasm subsided.

“Fuck,” Brett muttered from behind her, his voice thick with imminent release. The sight of Troy coming in his wife’s mouth had sent him careening over the edge.

He began to thrust harder, faster into April’s pussy, his own climax now a runaway train with no brakes. She watched in awe as Troy pulled out from her mouth, leaving her to lick up the last traces of cum that were left glistening on her lips. Troy didn’t move away. He ran his hands over April’s bare shoulders and down her back, his touch both proprietary and encouraging. He reached underneath her to fondle her breasts, rolling her nipples, which were still hard and exquisitely sensitive, between his thumb and forefinger. He was just about to move his hands lower and frame her ass for Brett, when suddenly, Brett’s breathing began to quicken into ragged, short, desperate gasps.

He pumped into April one last time, a powerful, guttural roar tearing from his throat, before he was coming hard inside her. His head was thrown back, his eyes squeezed shut, his face a taut mask of sheer, transcendent pleasure. April moaned contentedly, a deep, satisfied sound, as she felt Brett’s hot cum flood her pussy, the warm, thick spurts a stark, incredible contrast to the lingering taste of her husband in her mouth. Her husband, who was watching the entire time, his hands still on her body, his expression one of complete, utter, and profound satisfaction.

When Brett finally pulled out, his body trembling with the aftershocks of his powerful climax, he stumbled back a step and shook his head in dazed disbelief. He looked from April’s flushed, blissed-out face as she sat back on her heels, to Troy’s calm, knowing smile, and then back again.

He let out a shaky, breathless laugh. “I don’t know if I’ve ever needed a swim more than I do right now,” he said, his voice hoarse and raw.

April and Troy watched as Brett turned and dove, with surprising grace for such a big man, back into the cool, turquoise water of the pool. He disappeared beneath the surface for a long moment before he shot back up, gasping for air as if being reborn. He wiped his hands down his face, slicking the water from his eyes. Then, with a huge, boyish, and utterly unadulterated grin spreading across his face, he looked up at the naked, spent, and smiling couple standing by the lounge chair and said, “Well? Are you guys gonna join me or what?”
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.

[image: Quiet Desires]

Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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