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A Surprise In More Ways Than One!

That Saturday started out like any other, at least on the surface. I’d been out early, making the usual weekend rounds—hardware store, pool supply shop, groceries—stocking up on the little things that keep life running smoothly. A few extra bags of charcoal, the right chemicals for the pool, and of course everything I needed for my ribs. By the time I got home, the sun was already climbing, pouring heat over the deck and making the pool shimmer like a sheet of glass.

I set the bottles and test strips down by the equipment box, already thinking ahead to the night. Three couples were coming over, and I wanted everything perfect—the food, the drinks, the atmosphere. Even the pool had to be just right. You never knew how the evening might unfold once people relaxed, and I liked the thought of everyone sliding into the water under the stars, the sound of laughter carrying over the fence.

I hit the pump switch and listened to the low hum of the water coming to life, then padded across the warm deck toward the enclosure. The boards of the fence rose tall around the yard, giving us the privacy I always valued. As I crouched down with the test kit, something brushed past the edge of my hearing—a faint, low sound. I paused, head tilted, but it was gone so quickly I told myself it must have been the pump, or maybe a bird settling in the trees.

I bent again, but there it was a second time, soft and drawn out, enough to make me hold my breath. Definitely not mechanical. There was something… human in it.

The third sound left no doubt. A moan—quiet, but undeniably filled with pleasure. My pulse thumped in my ears. I straightened, glancing instinctively at the fence. I knew I shouldn’t. I knew it was none of my business. But those boards, warped with age, left narrow slivers of light as if daring me to look. And once the thought was in my head, it was impossible to resist. Curiosity—plain, basic curiosity—got the better of me. I found myself edging closer, angling for the tiniest glimpse through the crack.

I edged closer, pressing one eye to the widest gap in the fence. I expected maybe a couple stealing kisses, a bit of playful groping—something that would explain the sound without crossing too far into the obscene.

But what I saw hit me like a jolt.

There was John, my next-door neighbor, stretched out on his back across a massive pool float set right on their deck. Naked. His body was pale against the bright vinyl, but what caught my eye—and held it—was the thick, heavy cock jutting up from his hips. Bigger than I’d ever imagined. For a moment I just stared, caught off guard, the sheer size of him making sense of the moans I’d heard.

And kneeling between his spread legs, her blonde hair falling in a shining curtain, was Mel—his young wife. Her head dipped low, rose again, dipped lower still, her lips stretched wide around him. She was really working it, sliding her mouth up and down his length with hungry determination. Every time she pulled back, I saw the slick sheen left behind, her tits swinging heavily beneath her as she bobbed on him, the soft thud of them brushing her chest with each motion.

Then John’s hand came into view. Casual at first, then firm, his fingers tangled in her hair. He guided her pace, pushing her down farther, holding her just long enough to make her throat flex around him before letting her come back up for air. The sight of it—her mouth wrapped tight around his cock, her head moving under his control—made my pulse thunder in my ears.

I knew full well I should have turned away. John and Mel weren’t strangers—they were our friends, our neighbors, the couple due to walk through our door in just a few hours for ribs and beers. If they had the slightest idea I was standing here watching them, they’d be horrified. Hell, I was horrified at myself. And yet I couldn’t move, couldn’t drag my eye from the crack in the fence.

Because the woman kneeling there didn’t look anything like the Mel I thought I knew.

She’d always been ordinary, almost invisible—the PTA mom, the one in baggy jumpers and faded jeans, juggling kids and bake sales. I’d never once seen her show the faintest hint of cleavage. She was the safe one, the neighbor who passed gossip over the fence while folding laundry, who showed up to school fairs with a plate of cookies.

But here, under the hard afternoon sun, she was naked. And the sight of her stole the air from my lungs. My stomach tightened, my chest felt hot. Her breasts were bigger than I ever would’ve guessed—heavy and swaying, her nipples dark and stiff, bouncing each time she lowered her head.

And her body—God. I’d always assumed, hidden under those oversized clothes, she was carrying more weight. But aside from a slight softness at her stomach, she was lean, with wide hips and a full ass that gave a little wiggle every time her mouth slid down John’s cock. The motion was hypnotic, obscene.

I realized I was breathing hard, shallow, my pulse hammering in my neck. The wrongness of it only made it hit harder: this was Mel. Mel, who’d never once hinted at being sexual in the slightest. And yet here she was, lips stretched wide, head bobbing, tits swinging as she swallowed her husband’s cock like she’d done it a thousand times. The sight of it made me dizzy, half sick with disbelief and half burning with something I didn’t want to name.

I couldn’t move. I stood rooted to the spot, my eye locked on the narrow slit in the fence, as Mel let John’s cock slip wetly from her lips and began trailing slow, deliberate kisses up his body. Her mouth glided over the slick skin of his stomach, then across his chest, until she leaned down and pressed a long, open-mouthed kiss against his lips. It was tender and passionate, so intimate it almost felt wrong to witness.

Then her hand slid between them. I saw her fingers wrap around the base of his cock, guiding him with practiced ease. My breath caught as she lowered herself, angling her hips, and then she sank down onto him, her body swallowing him inch by inch.

Without thinking, my own hand moved. I felt myself through the thin fabric of my shorts, already hard, already straining, the heat of it undeniable. I rubbed slowly, in time with her movements, as she rose and fell in a steady rhythm, her blonde hair spilling across her shoulders, her mouth open in silent gasps.

John reached up, cupping her breasts, kneading them with broad hands as her body worked on his. I couldn’t look away from the way her nipples tightened between his fingers, dark pink points standing tall and proud against his touch. The sight was almost obscene in its intimacy, yet I couldn’t tear my eyes away.

The strangest thing was how unprepared I was for this version of Mel. I’d never thought of her sexually—ever. To me she had always been the neighbor next door: short, curvy, blonde hair brushing her shoulders, always hidden beneath baggy jumpers and loose jeans. I had assumed she was softer underneath, ordinary. But now, watching her ride her husband with slow, deliberate grace, I realized just how much those clothes had concealed. Her body was voluptuous, lush in a way I hadn’t expected, every curve made for this.

John’s low groans grew more urgent with each thrust, though he bit them back, muffling the sound in his chest. His restraint only highlighted the intensity in his body—every movement controlled, every flex of his hips deliberate as he drove upward into her. Mel, straddling him, moved with a rhythm that spoke of both practiced intimacy and desperate need. She rocked back and forth on his cock, her body rising and falling with a steady, rolling grace.

I found myself holding my breath, afraid that even the sound of air in my lungs would give me away. I wanted—needed—a better view, hoping for even a fleeting glimpse of her pussy stretched around him. From my angle I could see the way she rolled her hips, the faint shimmer of wetness glistening along the thick base of his cock each time she lifted herself higher. Her blonde hair swung around her shoulders, sticking slightly to the sheen of sweat now glistening on her chest.

They were trying to keep it quiet, I could tell. Mel’s lips parted in a gasp, her head thrown back, but no sound came out at first—only a trembling exhale. Then a soft whimper escaped, as if torn from her against her will. She clapped her teeth shut, pressing her lips together, trying to smother it, but her body betrayed her. Every roll of her hips made her tits sway, nipples brushing John’s chest as she leaned down, her breathing growing ragged and shallow.

John’s hands gripped her hips now, guiding her, pulling her down harder, faster. He groaned again, a guttural sound, before tilting his head back and muttering, “Fuck, Mel… fuck.” She leaned forward quickly, kissing him hard, and I realized it wasn’t just passion—it was to stifle her own cries, to smother the scream building in her throat.

Her movements quickened, thighs trembling as she ground down on him with growing urgency. The float creaked under their weight, shifting on the water with each sharp motion. “Oh God… oh God…” she whispered into his mouth, the words muffled but desperate, her voice quivering as she tried to contain it.

I rubbed myself harder through my shorts, pulse hammering, every nerve raw. The quiet slap of their bodies colliding filled the air, subtle but undeniable, and I could see John’s muscles tighten as he drove up to meet her, his hips bucking with more force now. He pulled her down to him, burying himself to the hilt with each thrust, and Mel’s composure shattered.

“Oh fuck, yes, yes,” she moaned, her voice breaking free at last. It wasn’t loud, but it carried the rawness of surrender. She tried to muffle it against his shoulder, but the sound slipped out anyway, trembling with the force of it. Her body shook, legs trembling around him as she rode him harder, her ass slapping against his hips, her breath coming in desperate little cries.

John held her tight, his fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips as he surged up into her, faster, harder, until his own restraint crumbled. His groans grew louder, rougher, each one pulled from deep in his chest. Together they moved in a frantic, pounding rhythm, every motion urgent and uncontrolled.

And then it broke. Mel’s cry ripped from her throat, stifled but unmistakable, as her body seized around him. She clutched at his chest, nails pressing into his skin, her back arching as she came hard. John followed a second later, his hips driving up in sharp, final thrusts, his groan muffled against her hair as he emptied into her.

She collapsed onto him, trembling, her cheek pressed to his chest, strands of blonde hair plastered to her damp skin. They lay there in silence but for the sound of their heavy breathing, John’s cock still buried deep inside her. The float rocked gently beneath them, the water lapping softly at the deck, as if the world itself was complicit in keeping their secret.

Mel finally rolled off John, her body trembling, and settled onto her side beside him. For a moment she just lay there, chest rising and falling, his cock slipping free with a faint, wet sound that made my stomach tighten. John pushed himself up on the float, stretching out, then slid off into the water with a splash.

I instinctively drew back from the fence, heart pounding in case they glanced my way, but curiosity dragged me forward again almost immediately. Peering through the crack, I saw Mel at the top of the pool steps, gathering herself before following him in.

And that was when I got my first true, unbroken view of her.

She stood fully naked, sunlight pouring over her body, and I had to remind myself this was the same woman I’d seen for years in shapeless sweaters and loose jeans. Her breasts were larger than I’d ever imagined, heavy and round, tipped with hard nipples that seemed almost swollen from arousal. The wide, dark rose-colored areolas—nearly the size of half-dollars—framed them perfectly, commanding my attention.

But my eyes were drawn lower. Between her thighs was a thick, dark patch of hair, unapologetically natural, glistening in the light. And only now, as she stood upright, did I see it: a slow trickle of John’s cum escaping her, sliding down the inside of her thigh in a pearly streak. The sight made my throat tighten. It was intimate, raw, and far more explicit than anything I could have braced myself for.

Mel stepped down carefully into the pool, lowering herself until the water lapped at her hips. John reached for her immediately, pulling her in close, as though they hadn’t just finished. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders, pressing her chest tight against him, and lifted her legs to lock them around his waist. The two of them floated together, mouths meeting in long, lingering kisses, before slowly drifting toward the shallow end, still clinging to each other as if no one else in the world existed.

I left my spy post long enough to turn off the water to my own pool, then grabbed the kit to check the chlorine levels. But as soon as I had it in my hands, I found myself drifting back toward the fence, curiosity gnawing at me. Just one more look, I told myself. One last glance.

I pressed my eye to the gap—and nearly whispered “holy fuck” out loud.

Mel was in the shallow end now, no more than ten feet from where I stood. She leaned casually against the pool coping, the sun hitting her damp skin, her breasts floating just at the surface of the water. They weren’t pendulous as I might have expected, but full and curvy, the kind of tits you couldn’t miss. Her nipples were still hard, standing proud from the chill of the water, dark areolas perfectly framed on the pale curves.

John was behind her, close enough that his chest pressed against her back. His arms wrapped around her, hands cupping and squeezing those heavy breasts, his thumbs circling over her stiff nipples until Mel tilted her head back against him with a dreamy, satisfied smile. Their mouths met in slow, unhurried kisses, the kind that spoke of exhaustion and contentment after a hard climax.

I stood there, frozen, my cock painfully hard. I wasn’t even stroking myself, but the pressure was so intense that I felt a bead of precum seep out, dampening the inside of my shorts. My pulse hammered as I watched John play with her tits, his fingers rolling her nipples while she sighed softly, her voice carrying just enough over the fence for me to hear the contentment in it.

They floated like that for a while, wrapped in each other, Mel’s arms draped around his shoulders, her curvy body pressed lazily against his. To them it was a private, tender moment—but to me, it was something else entirely. A vision I could never unsee.

Finally, Mel stood in the shallow end and waded toward the steps. Water streamed off her curves, glistening in the late-afternoon sun, and when she bent to climb out, her round ass wiggled with each deliberate step. She reached for a towel, rubbing herself down slowly, her breasts swaying with the motion. John followed her out, grabbing his own towel. As he drew closer, I saw him lean toward her, his voice carrying just enough for me to catch:

“Why don’t we go take a shower together? We don’t have to be next door for an hour or two yet.”

That was it—the end of their show. My heart was still hammering, but I forced myself back to my own tasks. I skimmed a few stray leaves off the pool, then slipped in for a quick swim, letting the cool water wash over me, rinsing away the evidence of my voyeuristic thrill. By the time I climbed out and headed inside, I was doing my best to look like any other husband preparing for a Saturday night with friends.

Lucy was in the kitchen when I walked in, fussing over the last of the dinner prep. She stood at the counter, hair tied back, humming softly as she worked, and the sight of her hit me harder than usual. The secret I’d just witnessed was still thrumming in my chest, raw and electric. I slid up behind her, one hand slipping around her waist, the other cupping her left breast through her top.

“Babe,” I whispered against her ear, giving her nipple a gentle squeeze, “why don’t we take a nice, long shower together before the guests arrive?”

She laughed, batting me away with her elbow, though she didn’t step out of my grip. “What’s gotten into you today, Romeo? You know we’ve still got plenty to do before everyone shows up.”

I smiled, my hand still working her tit, enjoying the way her body reacted even as she protested. “It’s Saturday, and you look too damn good. I’m horny as hell. You could let Mel give you a hand with the food when she gets here… then you and I could sneak a little time before dinner.” I gave her nipple another squeeze, lowering my voice even more. “Hell, I’ll bet Mel and John are fooling around in their own shower right about now.”

A Chance Glance

The steam was already building as we stepped into the shower, the sound of water echoing off the tiles and filling the small space with heat and humidity. Lucy tilted her head back under the spray, her dark hair slicking to her shoulders, beads of water running down her neck and between her breasts. Even after all these years, the sight of her naked still got to me—curves I knew by heart, the softness of her skin, the way her nipples hardened almost instantly when the warm water hit them.

She turned to me with that playful grin that had always been my undoing. Without hesitation, she dropped to her knees, the spray falling across her back, her wet hair clinging to her cheeks as she wrapped one hand around the base of my cock. Her lips parted, and I felt the hot, wet slide of her mouth closing over me.

“Jesus, Lucy…” I groaned, leaning one palm against the slick tile for balance.

Her tongue flicked across the head, swirling, teasing, and her other hand cradled my balls, rolling them gently in her fingers. The sensation was almost overwhelming. I glanced down at her—water cascading over her shoulders, her tits pressing together as she shifted—and for a split second, Mel’s image flashed in my mind. Blonde hair bouncing, lips stretched wide around John’s thick cock. I shook the thought away, guilt prickling at the back of my mind, but my body betrayed me. The memory only made me harder, Lucy’s tongue pulling me deeper into her mouth until I could feel the back of her throat.

Her lips slid up and down my shaft, cheeks hollowing with each pull, and she moaned softly around me, the vibration sparking all the way through my core. My thighs trembled as I gripped the back of her head, guiding her rhythm, though she hardly needed it. She knew my body too well. Her eyes flicked up, locking on mine, full of mischief and devotion all at once.

I could feel precum already leaking from me, salty against her tongue, and she swallowed it down greedily. My hips started to move without thought, a shallow thrust into her mouth, the water splattering off her back as I moaned louder than I meant to.

“God, you’re so good at that,” I whispered, my voice ragged.

She eased off me with a wet pop, her lips glistening, a string of spit and precum clinging to her chin. She wiped it with the back of her hand, then stood, turning to face the wall. Pressing her palms against the tiles, she arched her back, her tits flattening against the slick surface as she jutted her ass back toward me.

“Come on, baby,” she gasped, looking over her shoulder with a smile. “I need you inside me.”

I stepped in close, gripping her hips, and slid myself between her spread thighs. The heat of her pussy enveloped me instantly, her wetness mingling with the shower water in a slick, irresistible glide. I groaned as I pushed deeper, bottoming out inside her, her body clenching around me like it had been waiting for this all day.

The rhythm came fast and hard. The slap of my hips against her ass echoed off the tiles, mixing with the sound of rushing water. I pounded her, gripping her hips tight enough to leave marks, driving into her with all the pent-up energy that had been simmering since I’d peeked through the fence. She cried out, her forehead pressed against the wall, her tits grinding against the tile as I took her harder.

The water coursed down her back, over the curve of her ass, dripping between us as I thrust in and out. She gasped and moaned, trying to catch her breath, her hands splayed wide on the wall for balance. “Don’t stop,” she begged, her voice shaking.

Her body started to tense, her pussy tightening, clenching down around me with pulsing waves. I felt her legs begin to tremble, her cries growing higher, more frantic. Then it hit—her orgasm ripping through her, knees buckling beneath her as I kept her upright, one hand slipping up to grab her tits and hold her steady while the other slammed her hips back onto me.

Her moans turned into ragged screams muffled against the tile, her whole body shuddering as she came hard, her pussy milking me with every spasm. I buried my face against her wet shoulder, pounding through her climax, savoring every second of her quivering release.

When she finally collapsed against the wall, chest heaving, I held her, my cock still deep inside her, unwilling to let go just yet. The shower poured over us, washing away nothing of the intensity we’d just shared.

Lucy was still trembling against the wall, her breasts pressed to the tiles, her nipples dragging as her body sagged in the aftershocks of her orgasm. I held her hips firmly, my cock still buried in her tight, quivering cunt. The heat of her climax gripped me, milking me, and I knew I couldn’t hold back much longer.

I pulled back slightly, then slammed forward, setting a rougher rhythm, my hips snapping against her ass. She gasped, the sound half protest, half encouragement, her hand reaching back to clutch at my thigh. “Oh God—don’t stop, baby, fuck me,” she panted, her voice hoarse with need.

Her words pushed me closer to the edge. My grip tightened, knuckles white as I slammed into her over and over, water splashing down her back and dripping from her tits. My mind betrayed me then, flashing back to the image of Mel’s lips stretched around John’s cock, her tits swinging as she worked him, and I nearly lost it right there. I clenched my jaw, trying to ground myself in the reality of Lucy, my wife, the woman moaning beneath me. But the overlap of the two—the memory of Mel, the reality of Lucy—was intoxicating, driving me wild.

“Fuck, Lucy,” I groaned, slamming harder, feeling every muscle in my body tighten. “You feel so fucking good.”

She arched her back, pressing her ass harder into me, taking every inch. “Yes, baby, give it to me,” she urged, her voice breaking into a whimper as my cock hit deep.

That was it. The pressure boiled over, unstoppable. My whole body tensed as I thrust one final time, burying myself inside her. My cock throbbed violently, and I exploded, shooting deep into her as a guttural moan tore from my chest. The release was overwhelming, pulse after pulse flooding her, my hips jerking uncontrollably as I held her tight against me.

Lucy cried out with each spurt, her pussy clenching around me as though her body was trying to wring every drop from mine. My knees nearly buckled, and I steadied myself with a hand against the wall, the other still clutching her hip as I pumped through the last, shuddering waves of orgasm.

Finally, I collapsed forward, my chest pressing against her slick back, both of us gasping for breath under the steady downpour of the shower. I stayed inside her, softening slowly, unwilling to pull out just yet, savoring the heat of her cunt wrapped around me, the intimacy of her body against mine.

Lucy let out a breathless laugh, her cheek resting against the cool tile. “God, you really are insatiable today.”

I kissed her damp shoulder, still trying to catch my breath. “Can you blame me? Look at you. I don’t think I’ll ever get enough.”

We stayed like that for a long moment, water washing over us, the world outside the bathroom forgotten.

We finished our shower and stepped out, water dripping onto the tiles as we hurriedly dried ourselves off. Lucy’s skin still glowed pink from the heat, and as she wrapped the towel around her body she shot me a grin. “That was a very nice little surprise,” she said as she slipped into her clothes. “It’s been a while since we’ve done that anywhere apart from our bed. I really liked it.”

I laughed, pulling on my own clothes, though part of me was reluctant to cover her back up again. “Yeah, me too. We’ll have to make that a habit.”

The next forty-five minutes blurred into a comfortable routine of final preparations. Lucy set out dishes and glasses while I checked on the ribs, brushing them with one last layer of glaze before lifting them out of the smoker and into the warm oven. The smell of smoke and spices filled the kitchen, rich and mouthwatering. “I’ll have everybody licking their fingers clean tonight,” I said with a satisfied smile.

Lucy slipped behind me, her hands circling my waist, and gave my cock a playful squeeze through my pants. It was still soft, but the teasing touch sent a spark straight through me. “Well, hopefully you’ll enjoy licking something else after our guests go home,” she chuckled, eyes glittering with mischief.

“My oh my, aren’t you a horny little bitch today,” I shot back with a laugh, giving her ass a playful smack. The curve of it filled my palm perfectly. “I hope you keep my dessert warm for me. You know how I like your creamy treats.”

She swatted at me with a grin, ready with a retort, when the sharp chime of the doorbell cut through the air. Lucy spun around and dashed off toward the front door, her skirt swaying as she moved. I exhaled, straightened my shirt, and wandered over to the bar to start pouring welcome drinks.

“This is going to be a very interesting night,” I thought to myself just as the door opened and John and Mel stepped inside, walking toward me with easy smiles.


Welcome

I smiled as I took John’s outstretched hand, his grip firm, familiar. Before I could say anything more, Mel tilted her head, lips curling into a playful pout. “Hey, don’t I deserve a hug?”

The words hit me harder than they should have. I couldn’t help the flicker low in my groin, the echo of what I’d seen just hours earlier—her naked curves gleaming with pool water, her tits swaying, John’s cum sliding down her thighs. I forced a smile and stepped out from behind the bar, arms open as she came toward me.

She wrapped herself around me without hesitation, pressing her body tight against mine. Her breasts, soft and full, flattened against my chest, and though we’d hugged like this dozens of times before, this one felt entirely different. I wasn’t just embracing a friendly neighbor anymore. I was holding the woman whose lips I’d watched stretched wide around her husband’s cock, whose hairy little pussy I’d seen glistening in the sun. The memory seared through me, making it almost impossible to breathe normally.

Mel leaned back slightly, her brown eyes catching mine, playful and warm. I gave her the expected neighborly kiss on the cheek, my lips brushing her damp, flushed skin. “That’s much better,” she teased, stepping away with a grin as she shot John a knowing look over her shoulder.

I busied myself by pouring John a scotch and handing Mel a generous glass of red wine, grateful for the distraction. Lucy slipped over to join us, her smile bright, and I poured two more glasses of wine. I raised mine with a grin. “Here’s to good neighbors.” The four of us clinked glasses, the toast hanging in the air like a promise.

John took a sip of his scotch, then glanced toward Lucy, his eyes twinkling. “Well, where’s my welcoming hug, then?”

My wife didn’t hesitate. She set her glass down and moved straight into his arms, looping them around his neck. I watched as her breasts pressed against his chest, her body molding to his with an ease that made my heart pound.

“My goodness, John,” she laughed softly, tilting her head up toward him, “when did you get all those muscles?” She punctuated the question with a lingering kiss on his cheek, her lips brushing just a fraction longer than neighborly politeness required.

We’d known John and Mel for a couple of years, ever since they’d moved in next door. They were a little younger than us, with two little girls who seemed to be constantly running around the yard or splashing in their inflatable pool. From the very start we’d hit it off. I’d invited John to my club for a few rounds of golf, and those days had always been enjoyable—easy banter, plenty of jokes, and a couple of drinks at the nineteenth hole before heading home.

Lucy and Mel had found their own friendship just as naturally. It started innocently enough—Lucy always bought her Girl Scout cookies from Mel’s girls—but soon enough they were going out for coffee together on Saturday mornings, or uncorking a bottle of wine after dinner once the kids were in bed. I knew those little outings were important to Lucy; she liked having someone to confide in, and Mel seemed to fill that role.

Every so often, Lucy would drop the faintest hints about what they talked about, but never more than a line or two. “Girl stuff,” she called it, as though that explained everything. Once, she mentioned that Mel had been frustrated with how little time she and John got to themselves with two kids in the house, and that sometimes she just wanted to feel sexy again. Another time Lucy let slip, almost by accident, that Mel had joked about John’s stamina—said he never seemed to get tired, no matter how long they went. Lucy had chuckled as she told me, though she caught herself quickly and changed the subject before I could tease her further.

And then there had been the boob job. One evening, over a glass of wine, Lucy told me Mel had confessed she’d been thinking about getting some “work done”—a lift, maybe even implants. At the time, I’d laughed it off, telling Lucy that Mel hardly seemed the type. But now, with the image still burned into my brain of Mel’s big, natural tits bouncing as she rode John’s cock, I couldn’t help but shake my head. A boob job? She didn’t need one. Not even close. They were perfect just the way they were—full, heavy, womanly, exactly the kind of tits that made a man stare and forget what he’d been saying a second before.

Still, despite all these little glimpses, I never felt like I truly knew Mel. We were good neighbors—trusted each other with mail, watered each other’s plants when one of us was out of town, even kept an eye on each other’s houses when we went on vacation. Friendly, dependable, but not the kind of friends who spent every weekend together. There was always a sense that our lives moved in slightly different orbits.

Yet those hints Lucy let slip, those tiny pieces of private conversation, stayed with me. Enough to wonder, now and then, what else they had shared behind closed doors. Enough to make me curious—more curious than I wanted to admit.

John, with a contented smile, leaned back in his chair and shared a slice of their life with us. “Our girls are spending the weekend at Mel’s parents,” he said, his tone carrying both relief and joy. “It’s refreshing to have some time just for ourselves every now and then.” He glanced at Mel with a grin before adding playfully, “We’re thinking the girls could use a little more grandparent exposure.” He punctuated it with a wink, and Mel laughed, giving him a playful swat on the arm.

Lucy raised her glass in a half-toast. “Good for you two. Every couple needs time alone once in a while.”

Not long after, the doorbell chimed again and our two other couples arrived together, arms full of wine bottles and easy smiles. The house quickly filled with the warm buzz of voices, the exchange of hugs, the familiar rhythm of friends slipping into their places around our table. The air was soon alive with the clink of glasses, stories bouncing from one end of the room to the other, good-natured teasing, and the kind of laughter that only comes from people who know one another well enough to be relaxed.

The ribs, slow-smoked to perfection, were the centerpiece of the evening. As I carried the platters out, the smell alone drew a chorus of approving noises. Plates were filled and hands grew sticky as everyone dug in, and it wasn’t long before the table was echoing with laughter over the messy ritual of licking sauce from fingers and smacking lips. “These are incredible,” Carl said through a mouthful, shaking his head in admiration. “Best ribs I’ve ever had.” That earned another round of laughter and mock-arguments, Mel wiping her fingers on a napkin as she claimed they were addictive enough to be illegal.

The open bar did its part too. As the hours slipped by, the steady flow of wine, bourbon, and cocktails softened the edges of the night. By eleven, a mellow warmth hung over the room. Faces were flushed, voices slightly louder, laughter easier. That golden glow of alcohol wrapped around us all, blurring time, making the night feel suspended, unhurried.

Eventually, our friends—the ones a few years older—began to gather their things. They thanked us warmly, praising the food, the company, and promising that the next get-together would be at their place. Carl thumped his chest and declared his burgers “the best in creation,” while Fred promised to back that up with his chili, which he insisted was “nothing short of legendary.” Their wives rolled their eyes with practiced amusement, and we all laughed together as coats were shrugged on and goodbyes exchanged at the door.

As they left, the house seemed to exhale, the chatter fading into the night, leaving just the four of us—me, Lucy, John, and Mel—alone again. The shift in energy was subtle but undeniable, the air charged in a different way now that the room had emptied.

John let out a laugh as he leaned back in his chair, swirling the last of his scotch in the glass. “Hells bells, it’s barely past midnight and half the party has already called it a night!” His voice carried easily in the quieter room, a playful edge in his tone. “Lightweights, the lot of them.”

Lucy, still glowing from wine and laughter, lifted her glass toward him. “True,” she said, eyes twinkling, “but that doesn’t mean the four of us can’t keep having fun.” The way she said it carried more than just enthusiasm—there was a spark in her voice, the suggestion that the night wasn’t anywhere near finished.

Mel jumped in quickly, pushing her chair back. “Well, first things first—we should probably clear up a little. I’ll help with the table.” She smiled warmly before glancing toward me and John. “Why don’t you guys take the heavy lifting into the kitchen? We’ll tackle the plates.”

And so it turned into a flurry of movement—glasses clinking, plates stacked, silverware gathered. The four of us moved around each other easily, brushing past with casual touches, little laughs at near-misses as elbows bumped and hips brushed. The sound of dishes loading into the dishwasher mingled with the hum of voices and the lingering buzz of wine.

When we were done, Mel leaned against the counter, wiping her forehead with the back of her hand in mock exhaustion. “Phew. That was more of a workout than I planned for tonight.” Her laugh was light and easy, but there was a glow in her cheeks that made her look younger, almost mischievous.

Lucy grabbed a paper towel, dabbing at her own brow, and let out a dramatic sigh. “Tell me about it. I’m practically sticking to myself.” Then she turned to me, her smile curling into something more private as she lowered her voice just enough so only I could hear. “Don’t worry,” she whispered with a playful grin, “once these two head home, I’ll just sit on your face and cool off that way.”

The words hit me like a jolt—unexpected, wicked, and so unlike her to say out loud in mixed company. I caught her eye, and she gave me a quick wink before turning back to Mel as though nothing had happened.

John chuckled, raising his glass in mock toast. “Well, if that’s our warm-up, I’d hate to see what you ladies consider the main event.”

The laughter that followed was easy, but the air felt different now—lighter, yes, but also tinged with something else. A sense of possibility.

The four of us lingered in the kitchen, the last traces of laughter from dinner still clinging to the air. Glasses of wine were refilled, John poured himself another scotch, and for a moment it felt like the night could drift on indefinitely. Lucy leaned casually against the counter, Mel perched on a barstool, and the buzz of alcohol gave everything a loose, easy edge.

Seizing the lull, I cleared my throat and threw it out there. “Well… we could always cool off in the pool.” I paused just long enough to feel the weight of my own suggestion before adding with a grin, “Skinny dipping style.”

The words seemed to freeze the air. Three pairs of eyes turned on me at once, and for the first time all evening, a hush settled over the group. I felt the heat creep up my neck, the sudden sense that I’d crossed a line. “It was just a suggestion,” I said quickly, half-defensive, half-laughing. “No pressure.”

John was the first to break the silence. He leaned back, that mischievous grin spreading across his face, and chuckled. “Hell, why not? Haven’t done that since I was a kid.” He tossed back the last of his scotch and set the glass down with a satisfying clink, clearly intrigued by the idea.

Mel shook her head almost immediately, though there was a smile tugging at her lips. “You guys can go ahead if you like, but count me out.” Her voice was firm, measured, though her eyes flicked to Lucy as if to gauge her reaction.

“Come on,” John teased, leaning toward her. “You were just saying how hot and sweaty you were after clearing the table. Seems like you’re not that uncomfortable after all.” His tone was light, but the challenge was clear.

Mel let out a short laugh, though her cheeks were pinker now, whether from wine or embarrassment I couldn’t tell. “There’s a big difference between being a little sweaty and stripping naked with our neighbors.” She raised her brows, glancing between the three of us. “Are you actually serious about this?”

Lucy giggled, covering her mouth with her hand before setting her wine glass down on the counter. “Well… it would be one way to cool off.” Her tone was teasing, but there was a glimmer in her eye that made my pulse quicken.

I held up both hands in mock surrender. “Okay, okay, I get it. Maybe it’s a crazy idea. Forget I said anything.” I chuckled, though the truth was, the thought of Lucy and Mel slipping naked into the water was already lodged in my brain, impossible to shake.

John leaned closer to Mel, lowering his voice just enough to make it sound conspiratorial. “Crazy ideas are sometimes the best ones,” he said with a smirk, his hand brushing lightly against her thigh.

Mel swatted him away, but she was smiling now, shaking her head as though trying to decide whether we were all joking—or whether she was the only one still on the fence.

John slipped an arm around Mel’s waist, giving her a little squeeze as if to soften the moment. “Come on, honey,” he coaxed, his grin boyish. “Phil and Lucy are practically family. What’s the harm in a quick dip? No one’s going to make a big deal out of it.”

Mel narrowed her eyes at him, though the smile tugging at her lips gave her away. “Oh, please. This isn’t about cooling off—you just want an excuse to see Lucy without her clothes.” Her voice was half-joking, half-accusing, and she gave him a playful shove.

Lucy laughed, stepping in before it could teeter into anything serious. “Alright, alright—let’s not turn this into a debate.” She glanced at me with a grin, then back at them. “I think we all know it was mostly a joke anyway. Nobody’s trying to ruin a perfectly good night over it.”

John chuckled, raising his glass in mock surrender. “Fair enough. Guess the bourbon’s talking a little. But still—credit where it’s due, Phil, it’s not the worst idea I’ve ever heard.”

The tension broke, replaced by easy laughter that rippled around the room. Feeling mischievous, I leaned forward and asked, “But seriously, John—was that suggestion really just in good fun, or were you hoping for a better view of my wife?”

The group erupted into another round of laughter, louder this time, and John didn’t miss a beat. He shot Lucy a broad, playful grin. “What can I say, Phil? The thought had its appeal. I mean… who wouldn’t want to see your gorgeous wife skinny dipping?”

Lucy rolled her eyes but blushed at the same time, hiding her smile behind her wineglass.

Mel gave John a mock glare before landing a playful punch to his arm. “You’re impossible,” she teased, shaking her head with exaggerated exasperation. “Do you have to say everything that pops into your head?”

John only grinned wider, clearly pleased with himself.

Lucy couldn’t help but giggle at the exchange, covering her mouth with her hand. “Honestly, I think it’s kind of flattering,” she said lightly, her eyes flicking toward John. “At my age, it’s nice to know someone still finds me… intriguing.”

Mel turned toward her immediately, her expression softening. “Oh, come on, Lucy. You’re not that much older than us. And you’re gorgeous. You always have been.”

Lucy’s cheeks pinked at the compliment, though her smile grew warmer. “That’s really sweet of you to say, Mel. Thank you. You’re stunning yourself—you always have that glow about you.”

For a moment, the mood softened into something unexpectedly tender, two friends exchanging quiet admiration. But then John, never one to leave well enough alone, tipped his glass back and smirked at me. “So,” he said with mock innocence, “does this mean the skinny dipping idea isn’t completely off the table?” He even threw in a cheeky wink for good measure.

Lucy arched a brow, her lips curving into a mischievous smile. “Well,” she said, deliberately glancing at Mel, “I wasn’t the one who said no in the first place, was I?”

That earned her a gasp from Mel, who looked at her friend wide-eyed. “Lucy! Don’t tell me you’re actually considering this?”

Lucy shrugged, her grin widening, though there was a glimmer of daring in her eyes. “Maybe I am. It’s a warm night, and I feel sticky after all that food and cleaning up.” She leaned a little closer to Mel, lowering her voice in a conspiratorial tone. “Besides, it might be fun.”

Mel groaned, covering her face with her hands, though her laughter gave her away. “Why do I feel like I’m the one being cornered here? You’re putting me in such a difficult spot.”

Lucy reached out and touched her arm gently. “We don’t have to make it a big deal. How about this—we girls can go in first. If it’s silly, no one has to follow us. If it feels good, then the boys can decide if they’re brave enough to join in.”

The suggestion hung between them, playful but charged, sparking a new kind of energy in the room.

Mel’s laughter bubbled out, light and genuine, her earlier hesitation melting away. “You know what?” she said, a spark of mischief in her eyes. “That could actually be fun. We’ll cool off first, and then we’ll see if you two are brave enough to bare it all.” She flashed Lucy a conspiratorial grin, as if daring her to follow through.

John jumped on the idea immediately, leaning forward with boyish enthusiasm. “Perfect plan. Right, Phil?” His voice carried both camaraderie and excitement, the grin on his face as wide as I’d ever seen it.

Given that the whole skinny dipping suggestion had been mine to begin with, there was no chance I could back out now. I nodded, trying to keep it casual even as my pulse picked up. “Sounds good to me,” I said, effectively passing the moment back into the women’s hands.

Lucy was trying—and failing—to hide just how intrigued she was by the idea. Her eyes had a sparkle I knew well, one that made my stomach twist with equal parts desire and nerves. When she caught my nod of agreement, she set her wineglass down and straightened, decision made.

“Alright then,” she said, her voice carrying both confidence and playfulness. “It’s settled. Mel and I get a five-minute head start. We’ll already be in the water before you two are allowed outside. And just so you don’t get any clever ideas about peeking through the windows, you’re both confined to the TV room while we go.”

Mel burst out laughing, shaking her head as though she couldn’t believe what she’d just agreed to. But she didn’t argue.

“Agreed,” John said instantly, his grin only widening. He turned toward me. “That work for you, Phil?”

I gave another nod, my throat dry but my smile fixed in place. The atmosphere in the room had shifted—the buzz of alcohol and laughter now edged with something daring, almost illicit. I lifted my glass toward John, the ice clinking faintly. “Why not grab another scotch,” I suggested lightly, “and we’ll kill a few minutes with the TV while the ladies… get started.”


Sitting Comfortably 3

From the TV room, I could hear the sound of their laughter drifting through the house, light and conspiratorial. It had that unmistakable quality of two women sharing a secret, their voices tinged with excitement and disbelief as they headed toward the back door.

“I still can’t believe we’re actually doing this,” Mel’s voice rang out, her tone half incredulous, half giddy. “How did they manage to talk us into swimming in the buff?”

Lucy’s reply came through softer, teasing, but just as clear. “Maybe they underestimated us. Maybe we’re the ones turning the tables tonight.” There was something in her tone—a mix of empowerment and mischief—that sent a shiver down my spine.

I couldn’t see them, but I could picture it all too easily. I imagined Lucy unbuttoning her blouse with deliberate slowness, her trademark coy smile tugging at her lips as fabric slipped away from her skin. I heard the faint rustle of clothing, and then Mel’s laugh again—higher this time, almost nervous—as though she were trying to mask the awkwardness of undressing in front of her friend.

There was another sound—the faint snap of a clasp, followed by Lucy’s playful voice, lower now, carrying through the open kitchen window. “Wow, Mel… you’ve got some really beautiful boobs.”

The words hit me like a jolt. My pulse thudded as I sat frozen, straining to catch every syllable. The images in my head grew sharper, more dangerous: Lucy glancing sideways as she dropped her bra to the floor, her nipples tightening in the cool night air, while beside her Mel slid her own bra down her arms with hesitant fingers.

I gripped my glass tighter, my imagination filling in the gaps that the walls kept from me.

Through the half-open window, their voices drifted in, low and playful, punctuated by laughter.

“So do you, Luce,” Mel replied warmly. For a beat, the two of them just giggled, the sound carrying a conspiratorial edge, before Lucy’s voice cut in again. “Come on, we’d better hurry. We want to be in the water before the guys come out and catch us.”

I couldn’t see them, but I heard the shuffle of clothes hitting the patio stones, the faint rustle of fabric sliding down bare skin. My imagination did the rest. I pictured Mel slipping her shorts and panties down in one smooth motion, standing naked under the moonlight, her body revealed in full for the first time. In my mind’s eye I saw what I’d glimpsed earlier that day—her dark bush, surprisingly full, a little untamed, glistening faintly in the night air.

Then Lucy’s voice, softer, almost hesitant: a short pause, followed by a laugh that carried a note of surprise. My pulse quickened. I could picture her stealing a glance at Mel, taken aback by the sight of her friend’s hairy mound. Lucy had shaved for as long as I’d known her, always smooth, always bare; to her, pubic hair seemed almost old-fashioned. I imagined her double take, her fascination, the way her eyes might linger longer than she meant to before she stripped off her own panties and stepped free, leaving herself completely smooth and exposed.

Mel’s laugh rang out again, lighter now, teasing. “John would get so hard if he saw you like this,” she giggled.

I gripped my glass tighter, heart thudding as the image sharpened in my mind—Lucy’s freshly shaved pussy gleaming in the moonlight, Mel’s hairy mound alongside it, two neighbors standing naked together on the patio before slipping into the water.

“I know exactly what would happen to Phil if he got a proper look at your body, Mel,” Lucy teased, her voice carrying just enough through the night air for me to catch it. “He’d be hard for days. I guess we’ll just have to be careful.”

My cheeks burned, though my cock stirred at the same time. Before I could think of a comeback, I pushed the door open and called out, “Alright, girls—ready or not, here we come.”

John and I stepped out onto the deck, the warm night air hitting us as the scent of chlorine drifted up from the pool. There was just enough light spilling from the kitchen windows and the garden lamps to confirm what I’d been dying to know: Lucy and Mel had, in fact, stripped completely bare before slipping into the water. The soft ripples barely concealed them, their pale shoulders and breasts glistening as they treaded water.

My mind reeled straight back to the image burned into me from earlier in the day—Mel’s luscious body straddling John, her tits swaying as she rode his thick cock. The memory mixed with the sight before me now, and I felt my dick swell almost painfully against my shorts.

John crouched near the pool’s edge, squinting into the dark water. “Damn it, Lucy,” he groaned playfully, “I can’t see a damn thing from here.” He leaned closer, trying to get a better angle, but the women only laughed.

“What’s the matter, boys?” Lucy called out, her voice bright and mocking. “Surely you’re not afraid to get naked now, are you?”

Mel chimed in, her laugh ringing over the water. “Yeah, we’re already in. What’s keeping you two?”

The challenge hung in the humid air, playful but laced with an edge that made my cock twitch even harder.

John finally gave up his futile attempts to see through the dark surface of the pool. The women’s laughter drifted across the water, playful and teasing, and I knew I couldn’t delay any longer. My throat felt dry as I realized the spotlight was now squarely on me.

I drew in a deep breath and forced my hands to move. Peeling off my shirt, tugging at my belt, each motion felt exaggerated, impossibly loud in the quiet of the night. Every clink of the buckle, every rustle of fabric sounded like a gunshot in my ears. My heart hammered so hard it was almost painful, a thud in my chest that matched the heat in my groin.

By the time my shorts dropped to the deck, I could feel my cock hanging heavy, half-stirred already. I willed it down, begged my body to behave, but my nerves and the thought of Lucy and Mel watching only made the blood rush faster. I stood there, fully exposed, the night air cool against my skin, their eyes burning into me from the pool.

The humiliation was sharp, cutting—knowing they had all the time in the world to stare, to compare, to judge. But tangled up with that humiliation was something else, darker, hotter. The idea of being looked at, of Lucy and Mel seeing me like this, sent a dangerous thrill through me.

I forced my legs to move, each step toward the pool feeling like a walk across a stage. As I descended the steps, the water rose to my thighs, then my waist, swallowing me in its cool embrace. Relief flooded me at the cover it gave, though I knew the damage was already done. They’d seen me. I could only hope the shadows had hidden enough.

Behind me came the scrape of a chair. John. He’d stalled as long as he could, hiding himself by the table, but now it was his turn. Unlike me, he didn’t fumble. He stripped quickly, almost casually, before stepping forward with a confidence I envied and feared.

And then I saw it again—what Lucy hadn’t yet. Even soft, John was hung. His cock swung between his legs, long, heavy, undeniable. My stomach flipped as I imagined what Lucy would think, what she would feel when she saw it for the first time.

I turned just in time to catch her reaction. Her lips parted, her breath catching in a soft moan she didn’t quite manage to hide. The sound went through me like a blade, carving humiliation and arousal into one unbearable mix. My cock twitched under the water, even as John lowered himself into the pool and that long shaft slipped beneath the surface, out of sight but impossible to forget.

We waded across the pool, the water cool against my skin, our movements sending little ripples toward the far edge. I felt awkward, exposed, but the nervous laughter bubbling from all four of us made it easier somehow. “Well,” I said with a chuckle, “I guess you girls saw a hell of a lot more of us than we saw of you.”

“And how!” Lucy gushed, her laugh bright and genuine. The sound was contagious, and we all joined in, though there was a tension beneath it now, something simmering deeper than amusement.

Lucy drifted toward me, her bare skin brushing against mine under the water. She pressed her body fully into me, her breasts flattening against my chest as her arms slid around my neck. Without hesitation, she lifted her legs and wrapped them around my waist, the water helping her float as I reached down to cup her ass, pulling her tighter to me. Her mouth found mine, and soon we were kissing deeply, hungrily, as though the rest of the world had slipped away.

When I opened my eyes, I caught sight of John and Mel only a few feet away. They were locked in a similar embrace, her arms tight around his shoulders as his hands gripped her waist. It was eerily close to what I’d seen earlier through the fence, almost as though the scene was repeating itself in front of me—but this time, I wasn’t just a hidden spectator. I was part of it.

“Maybe it’s not just the boys who are horny tonight, eh?” I joked, trying to lighten the mood, but no one laughed. The words floated there for a second, then dissolved into the sound of splashing water and quiet moans. We were all too caught up in what was happening to find humor in it now.

I felt my cock swelling, hardening quickly, pressing along Lucy’s crack. She shifted slightly, her hips tilting so she could trap me between her cheeks, holding me there. She leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “That feels so good.”

Across the water, Mel’s voice cut through, low but unmistakable. “Damn you, John—not here.” There was a strain in her tone, equal parts protest and arousal.

John turned his head, his grin catching what little light the garden gave us. “Why not, baby? You liked it earlier, and I don’t think they mind.” He glanced toward us knowingly.

Lucy broke our kiss just long enough to flash them a mischievous smile. “Oh, don’t mind us,” she said, her voice husky. “We’re enjoying ourselves too much over here to pay any attention.”

Her words sent a jolt through me—half disbelief, half excitement. I held her tighter, my cock throbbing between her cheeks, as the night seemed to teeter on the edge of something neither of us could have imagined an hour earlier.

When I looked again, Mel’s head was tipped back against the coping, her eyes closed, her lips parted in a quiet moan I couldn’t quite hear over the water. Her legs were cinched tightly around John’s waist, holding him in place. The ripples fanning out from their bodies left no doubt about what was happening beneath the surface—John’s cock was buried deep inside her, each thrust sending a faint shiver through the water.

My eyes lingered on her breasts, rising and falling gently, the curves just breaking the surface of the pool. They floated weightlessly, soft and pale in the low light, her nipples stiff and pointing skyward like tiny beacons. The sight was raw, unfiltered, and it stole my breath.

Lucy pressed closer into me, her tits flattening against my chest, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “She’s getting fucked,” she whispered, her voice so low it sent a shiver down my spine. There was a tremor in her tone—not disgust, not disapproval, but something else entirely. “God… I’m so jealous.”

Her confession hit me harder than I expected. I felt my cock pulse between her legs, and I held her tighter, searching her face in the shadows. “Jealous?” I whispered back, almost afraid of her answer.

Her eyes met mine, wide and shining, and she gave the faintest nod. “Look at her… she looks incredible. I want that.”

I swallowed hard, my heart racing. “With him?” I asked, the words tumbling out before I could stop them.

Lucy’s nails grazed the back of my neck as she pulled me closer, her lips brushing mine in a rough, desperate kiss. When she pulled away, she whispered again, her voice ragged but clear. “With you. Right now. Because watching them… it’s driving me insane.”

Her body shifted against me, grinding down, trapping my cock between her cheeks again. Her whispered words and the sight of Mel floating in ecstasy just feet away tangled together in my mind, a dizzying mix of jealousy, arousal, and disbelief.

I couldn’t stop staring. Just a few feet away, Mel’s tits rose and floated on the surface of the water, soft but full, shifting with each thrust of John’s cock driving into her beneath the rippling surface. Her nipples, hard as diamonds, pointed straight up at the stars. It was obscene, mesmerizing — and I realized with a start that I was openly staring while my own wife clung to me.

Lucy’s lips brushed my ear again, her breath hot. I could feel her hips grinding against me, her slick heat already enveloping my cock as I slid into her with ease. She was wetter than I’d ever felt her, no warm-up, no hesitation — just dripping, needy, ready.

The words left my mouth before I even knew I was thinking them. “Did you see it, Luce?” I whispered, almost hoarse. “Did you see the size of John’s cock?”

For a heartbeat I expected her to pull back, to glare at me, to tell me to shut up. Instead she moaned, loud enough that Mel might have heard if she wasn’t so lost in John. Lucy’s nails dug into my shoulders as she pulled me deeper inside her. “Yes,” she gasped, her voice trembling. “I saw it.” She ground down harder, her breath hot and frantic. “God, it’s so big… so much bigger than yours. I can’t stop thinking about it.”

Her words cut through me like a blade and a lightning bolt all at once. Shame, jealousy, arousal — it all collided until I couldn’t breathe. And before I could stop myself, before I could think about what I was saying, I leaned close to her ear and whispered the question that came from somewhere deeper than reason.

“Do you want it?”

There was no hesitation. Not a flicker of doubt. Lucy shuddered hard around me, her pussy clamping tight as another gush of wetness coated my cock. She pulled back just enough to look me in the eye, her expression wild, her lips curling into a smile that was equal parts hunger and thrill.

“Yes,” she whispered fiercely, then louder, more desperate: “Oh fuck, yes. I want it so bad.”

Her admission hit me harder than anything had in my life. My knees nearly buckled as she clung to me, moaning into my mouth, grinding down on my cock with frantic urgency. The night had shifted, the air charged with something I hadn’t dared imagine, and now there was no taking it back.

Mel’s moans grew louder, no longer muffled by restraint or embarrassment. They rose over the gentle slap of water, filling the night with a sound that was pure, unfiltered pleasure. I felt Lucy tighten around me as she pressed her face into my shoulder, her breath ragged against my ear. She wanted it just as badly. She was right on the edge.

But I wasn’t in control anymore. My body betrayed me.

Every thrust John made into Mel sent ripples across the pool, carrying her soft tits higher against the surface. The faint garden light caught her nipples, swollen and stiff, glistening with water as they bobbed with each collision of their bodies. I couldn’t look away. The sight of her bouncing in rhythm to her husband’s cock seared itself into me. My cock jerked in response, pulsing inside Lucy before I could stop it.

“Fuck,” I gasped into her neck, my arms tightening around her. I tried to slow down, to hold back, but it was too late. Heat surged through me in helpless waves as thick streams of cum burst out of me, pumping deep inside my wife.

It was overwhelming and shameful all at once. The orgasm ripped through me with a violence I couldn’t control, yet even as the pleasure gripped me, a hollow dread grew in my chest. Lucy hadn’t cum. Not even close. Her nails dug into my back, her hips grinding against me in desperate search of release, and I knew I’d failed her.

I groaned, clutching her tighter, my cock throbbing as it softened inside her. The moment it slipped free, the sticky warmth of my own cum began leaking back out, and the reality of it hit me hard.


Across the Pool

Across the pool, John’s voice cut through the night, urgent and commanding. “Come on, baby… come on, Mel, cum for me now.” His words were timed with the splashes of his hips hammering into her.

I turned my head just enough to see them. Mel’s head was thrown back against the coping, her mouth open in a cry that rang out sharp and desperate. “Oh God—oh yes—yes, John! Fuck! Right there!” Her tits surged above the water as her whole body shook, her legs tightening around John’s waist, pulling him deeper inside her.

Her orgasm was undeniable. It consumed her completely. The sound of it, the sight of her trembling and gasping, was like a knife twisting inside me. She was everything—uninhibited, vocal, utterly wrecked—and John had done that to her. John had made her cum like that.

I felt like I couldn’t breathe. My chest tightened, my cock still twitching uselessly soft against Lucy’s thigh.

Then John let out a guttural groan, slamming into her one last time before freezing against her body. His head dropped forward as he spilled himself inside her, groaning low as Mel cried out again, riding the aftershocks of her climax.

“Yeah—fuck, yeah. Feel that, baby. Feel me filling you up.” His words were thick with triumph, and Mel’s answering moan was pure satisfaction.

I froze, my mind reeling. Mel floated there afterward, her head still tipped back, her face glowing with bliss, a faint smile curling her lips. Even in the dim light, her pleasure was written all over her. She had been taken to the edge and beyond. She was fulfilled.

And beside me, Lucy wasn’t.

She clung to me, her body flushed and hot, but her pussy hadn’t clenched in orgasm. Her breathing was heavy with need, not release. I could feel it in the way her hips still shifted, restless.

I’d failed her. I’d cum too soon, too easily, while she was left on the edge.

The shame of it burned me, but it wasn’t just shame. Something else took root inside me—something darker, more primal. Watching Mel lose herself to John’s cock, seeing her completely undone, had lit a fire in me I couldn’t ignore. A competitive streak, raw and undeniable.

I didn’t want Lucy to just be left hanging. I didn’t want to be the husband who couldn’t make his wife cum while the neighbor with the bigger cock could wreck his. I couldn’t let that stand.

The thought came suddenly, unbidden, but once it was there, it stuck.

I’d only ever gone down on Lucy after cumming a handful of times. It wasn’t our usual rhythm. But now? Now I couldn’t think of anything else. I wanted—no, I needed—to taste her. To bury my face between her thighs and force her over the edge.

Even though she was still dripping with my cum.

Especially because she was still dripping with my cum.

The idea both revolted and aroused me, a heady mix that made my chest tighten and my cock twitch faintly, as if it wanted to rise again in defiance of its own weakness. If John could give Mel that kind of release, then I would damn well give Lucy hers—no matter what it took.

The thought had been gnawing at me since the second I realized Lucy hadn’t cum. Watching Mel unravel on John’s cock while my own wife was left hanging twisted in my chest like a knife. I couldn’t let it stand. I had to give Lucy her release—even if it meant doing something I’d rarely done after cumming myself.

I leaned in close, whispering rough in her ear. “Get up on the edge of the pool. Let me taste you. Right here. I want to make you cum.”

Her head snapped up, eyes wide, but instead of hesitation there was only relief, eagerness. “God, yes,” she breathed, her voice trembling with need. “Please. I need that so bad.”

I helped her up, my hands guiding her slippery hips as she climbed out onto the deck. The low light caught the curve of her ass as she swung her leg up, and I couldn’t help noticing John’s eyes tracking her every movement. There was pride in me, even with the sting of humiliation still fresh—pride that my wife’s body still drew his gaze after what he’d just done with Mel.

Lucy settled back on her hands, legs spreading slowly, deliberately. My chest tightened. Her pussy glistened with the mix of her arousal and my cum, her lips parting open in invitation. Above, her tits rose proudly on her chest, still firm and high, her nipples dark and diamond-hard.

It hit me then just how different she was from Mel. Mel’s breasts, though lush, floated soft and heavy on the pool water earlier, her nipples pointing skyward. Lucy’s, by contrast, sat higher, tighter, far firmer than our younger neighbor’s. Even after what I’d seen earlier that day, even after watching John pound her into orgasm, I couldn’t help the surge of pride that my wife’s body—older, but stronger, more defiant—looked better than Mel’s did in this moment.

From the pool, Mel sat upright suddenly, her eyes going wide. “Oh my God, Lucy,” she gasped, disbelief lacing her voice. “We can see literally everything!”

Lucy only laughed, the sound rich with excitement, and tilted her head down toward her friend. “That’s okay, babe,” she said with a wicked little smile. “Phil promised me dessert.”

Mel’s jaw dropped, her expression one of pure shock, while John just stared, openly drinking in the sight of my wife spread wide and waiting. The comparison was unavoidable: where Mel had looked undone, floating limp in the water after John’s orgasm, Lucy now looked alive—nipples sharp, thighs open, wet and ready—her body practically daring me to prove I could make her cum as hard as he had made his wife.

I lowered myself between Lucy’s thighs, my chest brushing the rough deck boards as I moved in close. Her legs spread wider, and I could see the glistening trail of our mingled fluids seeping slowly from her swollen lips, catching the light as it dripped. My stomach tightened, but I leaned forward anyway, my tongue pressing into her, tasting us both. The sharp saltiness of my own cum hit instantly, bitter and unmistakable, coating my tongue as I dragged it along her slit.

The taste jolted me back to the very first time I had done this—years ago, after a drunken party at a friend’s place. We’d been half-wasted, crashing in their guest room, and through the thin wall we could hear another couple going at it hard. Lucy was moaning under me, but I’d already cum, and I knew she hadn’t. The sound of our friends in the next room only made it worse, driving home how left out she was. I’d hated the thought of stopping there. So I swallowed my pride, ignored my own disgust, and pushed my mouth down between her legs.

That was the night I discovered two things. First, the taste of cum was every bit as bad as I imagined—bitter, sour, something that clung to the back of my throat. No wonder women hated swallowing. But second, and far more important, I found out just how violently Lucy could cum if I licked her clit after being inside her. She’d shaken beneath me like I’d never seen before, her whole body jerking, her nails clawing at the sheets. The power of it had been overwhelming—knowing I could still make her cum harder than anyone, even when I was spent.

From then on, as revolting as it was, I couldn’t let it go. Post-orgasm licking became part of our sex life. At first occasionally, then semi-regular. And though I never stopped noticing the taste, over time I got used to it—because the payoff was worth it. Watching Lucy unravel under my tongue was worth everything.

Now, as I dragged my tongue across her again, lapping at the slick, sticky mess that coated her pussy, the old memory merged with the present. Except this time it wasn’t just us in some private room. This time, John and Mel were in the pool, watching.

“Mmm,” I mumbled against her, tasting another droplet as it oozed free. “Your pussy tastes so good, baby.”

Even as the bitterness filled my mouth, I knew I wasn’t doing this for me. I was doing it because I couldn’t let John be the only man who made his wife cum tonight.

John had been watching me closely as I worked my tongue over Lucy’s swollen, dripping pussy. Her thighs were clamped around my head, her hips rocking against my mouth, every sound she made spurring me on. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw John shift, and then his voice broke the night.

“I want my dessert too,” he said. His tone was half a joke, half dead serious. Mel’s head snapped toward him, her eyes wide, but before she could speak, he was already moving toward her. “Come on, baby—let me give you a boost.”

To my surprise, Mel didn’t protest. The hesitation she’d shown earlier was gone, washed away in the heat of the moment. She let him lift her effortlessly out of the water, perching her fat ass right on the deck. Her wet skin gleamed in the low light, her thighs opening wide without a word. A moment later, John was on his knees, burying his face in her hairy cunt with the kind of hunger that made her cry out instantly.

“Oh God, yes—yes, that’s it, baby,” Mel moaned, her voice raw and loud. “Eat me. Eat my pussy just like that.”

Her words jolted through me, and I pressed harder against Lucy, flicking her clit with my tongue as she began to writhe. Her thighs tightened around my head so hard I could barely breathe, and then I felt it—her climax crashing over her. Hot, fresh juice met my tongue, mixing with the lingering taste of my own cum. I swallowed as much as I could, lapping desperately until her grip loosened and she sagged back with a cry.

I lifted my head, gasping for breath, my face slick. Across from us, John was still devouring Mel, his head buried between her legs as she clutched his hair, her tits swaying with every buck of her hips. It was a sight both obscene and magnetic, and in my fevered state, a wild idea flashed through my mind.

“Hey, John,” I called, my voice hoarse. “I need a little help over here. Lucy’s still soaking wet. You want to share some of my dessert?”

Lucy’s moan was instant—shocked, desperate, somewhere between protest and invitation. But even as the sound left her lips, her legs fell wider apart, her glistening pussy on display, practically begging for attention.

John froze, lifting his face from Mel’s soaked cunt. “Are you sure?” he asked, looking at me, his brow furrowed.

I nodded quickly, my chest pounding. “She’d love it,” I said, gesturing toward Lucy’s stretched-open pussy. “Go on. Help yourself.”

He hesitated only a moment longer, his gaze flicking back to Mel. For a heartbeat I thought she might object, but instead she looked up at him with pleading eyes, panting. “Oh, but what about me?”

John reached out, stroking her thigh. “I’m sure Phil can help you out, baby,” he said with a grin before sliding past me in the water, his eyes fixed on Lucy.

I looked into Mel’s eyes. They weren’t shy anymore—they were wide open, burning, wanton. My throat tightened as I shrugged and muttered, “I guess it’s you and me then, Mel.”

Part of me expected her to pull back, to laugh it off or tell me no. But instead, she leaned back on her hands the same way Lucy had, tilting her hips forward. Her legs spread wider, the soft hair on her mound glistening in the low light. She looked down at me with a devilish grin.

“I hope you like my dessert too, baby,” she purred.

That was it—the invitation. My pulse hammered as I lowered my face to my younger neighbor’s pussy. The hair brushed my lips first, coarse and alien after so many years with Lucy’s bare skin, but then the wetness hit me. My mouth closed over her slit, and I began to suck her outer lips, dragging my tongue slowly through her folds.

The taste hit me instantly. It was thicker, sharper than Lucy’s—unmistakably tainted with another man’s cum. John’s cum. It coated my tongue in a way that made me want to gag, bitter and heavy, nothing like my own. For a split second I nearly pulled back.

But then Mel’s hips bucked hard against my face, grinding into me, and Lucy’s voice floated over from beside us, raw and breathless. “That’s it, baby, lick her messy cunt. Taste what it’s like after he’s filled her up.”

The shame burned hot in my chest, but so did something else: the competitive fire that had been building all night. John had made Mel cum, loudly, hard, with his cock. He’d watched my wife spread herself wide. I wasn’t about to be the only man here who didn’t make a woman lose control.

I drove my tongue deeper into Mel’s pussy, pushing past the sticky bitterness to chase her nectar underneath. It was different from Lucy’s—musky, tangy, sweeter at moments—but I couldn’t tell where she ended and John began. That only made it more urgent.

“Oh, fuck yes,” Mel moaned, her head falling back as her legs tightened around my ears. “Eat me, Phil. Lick all of John’s cum out of me.”

Lucy’s laugh rang out, low and slutty, spurring me on. “God, Mel, he’s really going at it. He wants to prove he can make you cum too. Doesn’t that taste good, honey?”

I groaned into Mel’s cunt, half from the taste, half from the frenzy of it all. My tongue worked up to her clit, flicking and circling, then plunged back down to her soaked opening. The mixture coated my mouth, and yet every time she jerked her hips, every moan she gave, the revulsion twisted into arousal.

“Holy fuck,” Mel cried, louder now, pulling me tighter into her. Her thighs clamped my head like a vice, her voice breaking into needy little gasps. “Don’t stop, Phil—don’t you dare stop! Lick me like the filthy slut I am.”

I let myself go then, licking her hungrily, almost angrily, driven by that gnawing need to match John, to beat him, to leave Mel shaking and wrecked just like Lucy had under my tongue. The taste was still awful, unmistakably tainted, but the power of making her lose control in front of all of them was intoxicating.

I let my tongue drift lower, away from her swollen clit, and traced delicate circles with the very tip around her tight little asshole. The skin was hot, twitching with every touch, and Mel let out a raw groan as her thighs clamped even tighter around my head. The pressure shoved my nose partway into her wet, sticky cunt, smearing her juices across my face.

“Mmm—oh, fuck…” she gasped, her hips giving a slow, rolling grind against my mouth, as though she wanted to fuck my tongue and nose at the same time.

I teased her there just long enough to make her writhe, then slid back up, burying my tongue in her slit before lashing at her clit again. This time I set a rhythm—long, steady strokes punctuated by sharp little flicks, tapping the swollen nub every other pass.

Her body shuddered, her hands clutching at the deck, and her thighs trembled against my ears. The raw taste of her—sweet, musky, layered with John’s bitter cum—spread across my tongue, but by now I didn’t care. The need to make her lose control was stronger than my disgust.

Then I heard it—Lucy’s voice.

She was gasping, moaning loudly, the sound jagged and breathless. My wife was only a few feet away, falling apart under John’s tongue as he licked her freshly fucked pussy. The realization hit me like a surge of electricity. She was cumming again, harder this time, right in front of me.

Mel must have realized too, because her moans grew higher, almost competitive, her hips rocking faster against my mouth. She grabbed the back of my head with both hands, grinding me into her hairy, cum-slick cunt until my face was drenched. Her cries grew frantic as her taste shifted—suddenly sharper, wetter—as fresh nectar spilled from her pussy onto my tongue.

“Don’t stop—oh fuck, don’t stop!” she cried, her voice breaking as her thighs quivered around my ears. Her whole body bucked and twisted until at last she shuddered violently, clamping me against her as her orgasm tore through her.

The sounds of both women filled the night—Lucy’s frantic moans and Mel’s throaty cries, overlapping, echoing across the pool.

Eventually, their bodies sagged, legs falling limp as the aftershocks faded. Both girls collapsed back onto the deck, chests heaving, faces glowing in the dim light.

I pulled away, my mouth sticky, my face wet, and pushed myself up to stand. John straightened too, both of us rinsing our faces in the cool water before climbing out of the pool. Without a word, we grabbed towels, stepping to our wives.

I wrapped one around Lucy’s waist, patting her dry with slow, tender strokes. John did the same for Mel. Their bodies were trembling still, soft from release, but they let us guide them to their feet. We wrapped them in towels, warm and secure, and slowly steered them back into the house.

The four of us drifted into the kitchen in silence, towels clutched loosely around damp skin, our footsteps echoing on the tile. Nobody spoke. Nobody even looked up. We just stood there, staring at the floor, breathing in the heavy stillness. My chest was tight, my head buzzing, as though words might break the fragile spell.

Finally, I cleared my throat. “That was… fucking incredible,” I said, the words tumbling out before I could think better of them. “Why don’t we move into the TV room? We can sit down, talk a bit more comfortably.”

John rubbed the back of his neck, glancing at Mel as though searching for an answer. “Maybe we should just… get dressed and head home,” he offered cautiously.

But Mel surprised us all. “No,” she said firmly, her eyes flicking between the three of us. “I think we should have a little talk right now. Okay, John?”

He blinked, then nodded, a slow smile forming on his lips. “Sure, honey. That’s entirely fine by me.”


Time to Talk

I led the way into the TV room, still naked, water dripping from my skin. John followed with Mel, and Lucy came last, tugging her towel loosely around her as she trailed behind. We sat, and that’s when Lucy stunned me. She settled in next to me on the sofa, then let her towel slip free. It fell open to either side, leaving her body completely exposed in the warm glow of the lamp.

John and I hadn’t bothered to bring our towels in at all, and we sat bare, unconcerned. That left Mel as the only one still covered, perched on the armchair opposite us, clutching her towel tightly around her chest.

“I can’t believe what we just did,” she said softly, her eyes fixed on the carpet. “Please don’t get the wrong idea. Don’t think this is something we do… because it’s not. We’ve never even seen another couple naked before tonight. Let alone… all of that.”

John gave a small nod. “She’s right. I don’t know what came over us. We’ve always been pretty conservative. Until tonight.”

Lucy leaned forward, her body glistening, her voice gentle. “You’re not alone. We’ve never done anything like this either.” She gave me a sideways glance, then looked back at them. “Maybe it was the drinks, or the weekend atmosphere, or just… something in the air. But whatever it was, we don’t have to let it upset anything. Do we?”

“I really hope not,” John said quickly. His eyes flicked from Lucy’s bare breasts to mine, and a grin tugged at his mouth. “If I’m honest, I rather enjoyed the freedom of skinny dipping. We actually did a little bit of that this afternoon before we came over.” He added a cheeky wink in Mel’s direction.

“John!” Mel gasped, swatting his arm. “You don’t have to confess everything to them.”

Lucy only laughed, leaning back and stretching her arms lazily along the sofa. “That’s alright,” she said, her voice sultry. “Phil and I had a little fun in the shower just before you rang our doorbell. More than a little fun, actually.”

Her words hung in the air like smoke, the tension shifting from awkward to charged all over again.

I looked around the room, taking in the sight of us—two couples, damp and flushed, still half-wrapped in towels or nothing at all. I knew this wasn’t the time to admit the truth—that I’d stood with my eye pressed to the fence earlier, watching Mel on her knees with John’s cock in her mouth—but the words that did slip out felt dangerous enough.

“Well,” I said with a grin, “it seems we were already worked up before the party even started. We like to swim naked most of the time anyway. Beats dragging around in a soggy swimsuit.” I paused just long enough to let the thought land. “And it’s not the first time I’ve enjoyed dessert out on the pool deck either.”

Lucy smirked, nudging me with her elbow. “Hey, big boy, no need to confess everything.”

That broke the tension, and laughter rolled around the room—louder than it needed to be, but welcome all the same. Still, even as I laughed, I noticed John’s eyes weren’t on me. They were locked on the space between Lucy’s thighs, where she sat sprawled open on the sofa, her towel forgotten.

I cleared my throat and leaned back, letting the words come out casual, though I felt anything but. “I’ve got to admit, I enjoyed our little fun in the pool—especially the chance to try two desserts. How about you, John?”

He gave a sheepish shrug, his face coloring just a little. “Yeah… yeah, it really was something. I loved being inside Mel in the water, knowing you guys were right there, doing the same thing only a few feet away. Honestly, I can’t remember the last time I felt that hard.”

Lucy tilted her head, smiling coyly, her eyes flicking between him and Mel. “So, did you enjoy both of your desserts?” she teased, her voice low and sing-song.

John’s blush deepened. He glanced at Mel, as though for permission, then back at Lucy. “Urm… yeah,” he admitted, stumbling a little over the word. “I really did. I couldn’t believe it when Phil invited me to… uh, move over, so to speak. I’d honestly never done that before—going down on Mel after I’d cum. It was… different.”

His voice trailed off, but the look on Mel’s face told the rest of the story. She wasn’t embarrassed. She was glowing.

Mel broke the silence with a little laugh, her voice light but edged with mischief. “Well, I know Phil certainly enjoyed his desserts,” she said, shooting me a sidelong glance. Then, almost under her breath, she added, “In fact, he even got to lick a cherry, too.”

John frowned, confused. “Huh? What do you mean, baby?”

I saw the blush bloom across Mel’s cheeks before she answered. “I mean… no one has ever put their tongue on my other spot before. You know… my ass.” She looked down at the floor, then back up, her eyes sparkling despite the color in her face. “It got me feeling so wild, I thought I’d lose my mind.”

John sat back, his eyebrows rising. “Seriously? I’ve wanted to try that, but I was always afraid you’d freak out if I did. Now if I go there, all I’ll be able to think about is Phil beating me to it.”

I lifted my hands, half-apologetic, half-grinning. “Sorry, man—I had no idea Mel’s little back door was still virgin territory. Please forgive me.”

John chuckled, shaking his head. “Aw, yeah, sure. Hell, I ought to be thanking you for breaking the ice. But don’t worry, Mel. I’ll be happy to take care of that area from now on.”

Mel’s laugh turned softer as she reached over and stroked his arm affectionately. “That’s the funny part,” she said, her eyes still shining. “You were afraid to do it, and I was afraid to ask for it. We were both sitting there wanting it, but too nervous to say anything. Tonight just… blew that wide open.”

Her tone lingered between relief and something heavier, and for the first time all night, it struck me just how easily a playful dare had turned into unspoken truths spilling out into the open.

Lucy nodded thoughtfully, her hand sliding up and down my bare thigh in slow strokes that made my pulse jump. “Good communication really is the key,” she said. “Phil and I like to be open about what we want… share our fantasies. Skinny dipping with another couple? We’ve talked about it plenty of times. I guess that’s why it popped into his head tonight. I honestly never thought we’d actually do it—but we did. And now… I wouldn’t mind doing it again.”

Her words hung in the air, bold and unashamed.

“I feel the same,” Mel admitted, her voice softer but no less certain. John’s head snapped toward her, his eyes widening in surprise.

“Really, Mel? You’d actually want to skinny dip with Phil and Lucy again?”

Mel hesitated just long enough to glance at Lucy, their eyes locking for a moment, before she nodded toward her husband. “Yes. I guess that’s me trying to practice what I just said—good, honest communication. Are you surprised by that?”

John exhaled slowly, the tension visible in the rise of his chest. His cock gave an involuntary twitch as he shifted in his chair, and I caught the moment clearly in the dim light. “Urm… yeah,” he admitted with a nervous laugh. “I am a little surprised. I mean—it’s a happy surprise. I guess most guys dream about something like what we did tonight, and I’m no exception. But still… I’d never want to push it so far it upset you, Mel.”

Her smile in response was small but sure, the kind of smile that made me think things weren’t going back to normal quite so easily.

Lucy’s hand had found my cock, half-hard from everything being said, and she was stroking me lazily as though it were the most natural thing in the world. My arm was around her shoulders, my palm cupping and teasing her left breast while we both listened to John and Mel.

I cleared my throat and asked, “John, how did it feel when we… swapped partners for that second dessert?”

He sat back, running a hand over his jaw as he thought. “Honestly? At first, I was just so anxious to taste Lucy. I didn’t think much about it. It was such a rush to have my tongue on her pussy, tasting her juices. Then, as I was doing it, I started picturing you with Mel. Instead of feeling jealous, which is what I always thought would happen… I got more turned on. Hearing Mel moan, knowing she was really enjoying what you were doing—that just drove me harder on Lucy.”

Lucy let out a soft laugh beside me, her hand tightening briefly on my shaft as if to reward the confession.

Then Mel spoke up, her voice low but steady. “Phil, you were incredible with your mouth. I can’t believe how hard you made me cum. And when you started licking my ass…” She trailed off with a little shiver. “God, I thought I was in heaven. John goes down on me too, but tonight—when you did it—it was something else. Different. Special.”

Her eyes flicked to me, then to Lucy, and there was a moment where the air seemed to crackle between us. She bit her lip before continuing. “I kept thinking about how good your thicker cock would feel inside me. I know I shouldn’t say that, Lucy… but it just looked so damn good.”

The room went quiet, but not in an awkward way. It was heavy, charged, as if everyone was waiting to see who would dare break the spell.

I was pretty sure by now that nobody in the room could ignore the difference between John and me. It had been right there in the pool, obvious under the water, and even more obvious when we’d both been hard. John was definitely longer—noticeably so. He had to be around seven inches, maybe a touch more, whereas I was just over five. But his cock was slimmer, almost wiry compared to mine.

I wasn’t long, but I was thick—well over two inches across—and Lucy had always loved the way my girth stretched her open, the way her tight little cunt had to yield to me every time I slid in. I could tell by the way her hand squeezed me now, almost possessive, as though reminding herself of what I gave her.

Lucy’s eyes sparkled as she turned to Mel. “Don’t apologize, babe. I’ve seen you sneaking the occasional peek at Phil’s cock. Hell, I’ve done the same with John.” She gave a soft laugh, then added in a tone that was half confession, half provocation: “Just a couple minutes ago, I caught myself drifting off, wondering what John’s long dick would feel like inside me. If it would reach the bottom. I hope you don’t mind me thinking about his long, hard cock.”

Mel giggled, glancing between us, her towel loosening across her chest. “Not at all, Lucy. I guess there are still a few unanswered questions.”

A heavy silence followed, the kind of silence where everyone was listening to the thump of their own pulse, waiting for someone else to speak.

I turned and caught Lucy’s gaze. Her hand was still wrapped around me, stroking me slowly, almost absentmindedly, as if she were already imagining. My throat tightened. “Baby,” I said quietly, “I wouldn’t object if you decided you wanted to find out for yourself… if John could really touch the bottom. I know I can’t—I’ve tried, and I’ve never made it. Obviously…” I glanced toward Mel. “…the final decision would have to come from her. It’s her husband’s cock you’d be feeling.”

Lucy stared into my eyes for what felt like an eternity. Then a smile spread across her lips, a smile that made my stomach twist with equal parts jealousy and heat. “Do you really mean that?” she asked softly. “Are you seriously okay with John doing more than just tasting me?”

I nodded, slow but steady, my heart hammering in my chest. Then I glanced over at them. John’s cock was standing stiff and proud, longer than mine by a clear margin, jutting straight up in the dim light. The sight of it made my pulse spike again, that strange mix of dread and excitement curling hot in my gut.

Mel’s eyes flicked down, and when she caught sight of her husband’s rock-hard cock, she grinned. “Well, I guess we all know what John thinks,” she giggled. “Lucy, he’s been staring at you ever since we sat down.”

“Guilty as charged,” John admitted with a laugh, though his eyes never left my wife’s body. “But hey, I know what giving Lucy the green light would really mean. It wouldn’t just be me getting lucky. It’d be Mel finding out if she can handle Phil’s cock. Jesus, man, when I saw it hard in the pool, I nearly choked—it’s like a fucking Coke can. Thick as hell. So yeah… I guess Mel has the final say on this.”

Mel’s grin faltered, her cheeks pinking as all eyes turned to her. “I know I should stop this conversation right now,” she said, voice wavering between nerves and arousal. “This is so fucking crazy, and it can’t end well. But Jesus, John—look at the size of his cock. I can’t help wondering what it’d feel like to stretch around him.” She shrugged helplessly. “Maybe we’re all just too drunk to make a sensible decision.”

Lucy leaned forward then, her tone softer but steady, her hand still resting on my thigh. “You’re right, Mel. We’ve all had a lot to drink tonight. Things in the pool got… carried away. But we’re adult enough to leave it there. We don’t need to risk spoiling what we have as friends. So why don’t we all go home, get some sleep, and see how we feel in the morning—when we’re sober, and not staring at hard cocks?”

Mel let out a relieved laugh, nodding quickly. “I think that’s a good idea, Lucy.” I could see the tension leave her shoulders, like she was grateful not to have to make the final call—grateful she wouldn’t carry the blame if it all went wrong.

John tried to match her smile, but I noticed the twitch in his cock as it quivered against his thigh, giving him away. Whatever his mouth said, his body was still aching for more.

“Besides,” Lucy added with a wry little smile, “if anything else does happen, I want to remember every detail clearly—not be half in the bag and fuzzy about it later.”

I could tell from the look in John’s eyes that he felt the same way I did—we weren’t ready to shut the door completely. So I leaned forward, trying to strike a middle ground. “Okay, that makes sense. But look, it’s really late, and we’ve all had more than enough to drink. No reason for you guys to stumble back next door tonight. Why don’t you just use our guestroom? Then in the morning, after a big breakfast, we can talk everything through properly.”

“Sounds good to me,” John said almost immediately, maybe a little too quick. “Are you sure it’s no bother?”

“Absolutely not,” Lucy cut in before I could. She turned toward Mel, her tone reassuring. “You can have that end of the house all to yourselves. Sleep in, take your time. But really—you should stay the night.”

Mel hesitated, biting her lip, then gave a small nod. “I guess it would be more convenient,” she admitted softly. “And yeah… a big breakfast in the morning sounds like a good idea. We can take our time and… sort all of this out.”

Her voice trailed off, but I could feel it—none of us wanted to admit it outright, but the possibilities had only been delayed, not dismissed.

I kissed Lucy softly, and we curled up together beneath the sheets, her warm body pressed against mine. For a while, we just breathed in the quiet, the faint hum of the night still lingering in the air.

“What do you want to do then, baby?” she whispered, her lips brushing my ear.

I hesitated before answering. “I think we should leave it up to Mel and John. They’re clearly more nervous than us. But what I said earlier still stands. If you want to experience John… even if Mel isn’t ready to let me with her, I’m fine with that. As long as they’re comfortable, I don’t have a problem.”

Lucy’s arm tightened around me, pulling me closer. “God, I love you, baby,” she murmured. “But you know you’ve always satisfied me—every way a man can. You know that, don’t you?”

“Yes, of course,” I said quickly. “But…”

She cut me off, her voice hushed but hungry. “But it’s been so long since I’ve been with another man. And I’ve never had one with a cock that big. Seven, maybe eight inches. Holy fuck, baby—it’s so long.” She gave a little laugh, almost embarrassed at her own honesty. “And John… he’s so eager. He knows exactly how to use his mouth, too. God, the way he ate me tonight…”

Her words sent a jolt straight to my groin.

“Yeah,” I said, trying to keep my tone light, though my chest was tight. “And that’s before he’s even put that long, hard cock to work. I could see it in his face—he would’ve given you a sample tonight if you’d let him. You know that, right?”

Lucy didn’t answer right away, but I felt the way her nails traced lightly down my chest, her silence speaking louder than words.

Lucy reached down under the covers and wrapped her hand around my cock, stroking slowly as she spoke. “Oh yes, baby, I know. I could see how ready he was. But Mel’s a neighbor, a friend. She’s so nervous, I don’t want to push her into something that might hurt them. Still…” She gave a sly smile, her thumb brushing across my tip. “You know what she told me one night when we’d had too much wine?”

I shook my head, already tense with curiosity.

“She told me John is amazing in bed. That his cock is long and thin, and that sometimes she can feel him pushing all the way up—right to her cervix.” Lucy’s eyes glinted as she squeezed me lightly. “She said it so casually, like she didn’t even realize how hot it sounded. But of course, I had to brag right back. I told her that while your cock isn’t as long, it’s so thick it has to be eased into me with lube, or else it stretches me too much. I told her how you make me ache in the best way.”

Hearing her say it out loud, I felt my cock pulse harder in her grip, shame and pride clashing in my chest.

Lucy giggled, still stroking me. “God, aren’t we terrible? Two slightly drunk wives, swapping stories about the men we go home to. She tells me about John’s length, I tell her about your girth. We shouldn’t say those things… but it was so fun. So naughty.”

I groaned, my arm pulling her in tighter against me. “Yeah, I’ll say. John and I have never compared notes like that. Men don’t talk about their wives like that. But hearing you two do it…”

I trailed off, embarrassed by how hard it was making me.

Lucy kissed my neck, her whisper low and dirty. “Mmm, I think you love hearing about me and Mel, don’t you? You love knowing the little secrets we share when we’re tipsy.”

And she was right. For reasons I couldn’t explain, hearing it turned me on more than I wanted to admit.

“Well, I definitely want one more taste,” Lucy giggled, sliding the sheet down as she turned toward me. Her hand found my cock, stroking it lazily until it stirred back to life, and then she slipped the head between her lips. The wet heat of her mouth sent a shiver through me, and I groaned softly.

I shifted down, parting her thighs and moving into place. Soon we’d twisted into a loose 69, her mouth working over my shaft as I buried my face between her legs, licking the full length of her slit. The taste of us was still there, a musky reminder of everything we’d done earlier, and it made me lick her harder.

Lucy’s lips slid off me for a moment, just long enough to say, muffled with laughter, “Mmm… you want Mel like this, don’t you, baby? Her hairy pussy in your face while she sucks you?”

The question hit me like a jolt of current. My tongue flicked faster against her clit. “God… yeah,” I muttered into her. “I want to taste her while she’s got me in her mouth.”

Lucy moaned, sucking harder, almost as if my answer aroused her as much as it did me. She pulled off again for just a second, giggling breathlessly. “Though with all that hair down there… I bet you’d be spitting it out of your teeth the whole time.”

I chuckled into her slit, licking broad and deep. “Yeah… but somehow, it suits her. Doesn’t it? Mel’s not polished like you—she’s raw, unfiltered. It kind of drives me crazy.”

Lucy shivered, her hips lifting into my mouth. “Mmm, you’re right. It does suit her. God, imagining her like this, licking her hairy pussy while she’s trying to swallow that thick cock of yours…”

I slid two fingers inside her, curling them as I licked. “And if you were down here on John’s dick instead of me, you’d have to keep your head up a bit higher, baby. His cock’s longer—you’d be choking on it if you didn’t angle right.”

Lucy whimpered into my cock, her mouth sealing tighter around me, as though the thought of it spurred her on. Her tongue swirled over my tip, her throat working as she swallowed me deeper, and I knew she was right there on the edge.

Her thighs trembled around my head, her body jerking as the orgasm took her. I held on, licking furiously as she bucked and cried out against my cock, her juices spilling onto my tongue. Her climax rolled through her in waves, and I rode each one with my mouth until she finally sagged back down, breathing raggedly.

I let her catch her breath, then felt her shift above me. Her mouth returned to my cock, this time with fresh determination. She bobbed her head slowly at first, then faster, her hand twisting around the base as her lips worked over the swollen head. I felt the pressure build, the telltale tightening deep inside.

“You’re gonna make me cum, baby,” I groaned, warning her.

This was always the moment when she pulled away. For years, Lucy had avoided swallowing, preferring to let me finish in her hand or on her body. But this time—this time she didn’t let go. She sucked harder, sealing her lips tight as the first spurt hit her throat.

I cried out, hips jerking as I emptied myself into her mouth. And instead of pulling off, Lucy swallowed. Every drop. She sucked me dry, her throat working until there was nothing left.

When she finally lifted her head, her eyes were wide with surprise, almost shocked at herself. She crawled up my body and kissed me deeply, her tongue slipping past mine, sharing the faint taste of what she’d just done.

“Holy shit,” she whispered against my lips. “I just swallowed. I haven’t done that in… God, baby, eight years at least. That trip to Mexico, remember? When I was drunk?” She laughed, still breathless. “I don’t even know why I did it just now.”

I pulled her close, still stunned, still throbbing with aftershocks. Neither of us could quite believe it—but I knew something had shifted.

“Goodnight, baby,” she murmured finally, laying her head on my chest. “Let’s wait and see what tomorrow brings.”


Good Morning

“Good morning!” Lucy chirped as Mel padded into the kitchen.

I was already at the breakfast table, mug in hand, the steam curling up into my face. Mel’s hair was mussed, her eyes heavy-lidded, and she moved with the sluggishness of someone still half in a dream.

“Morning,” she mumbled, her voice scratchy with sleep. “That coffee smells incredible. Honestly, I think it’s what woke me up. I could really use a cup.”

Lucy was already reaching for the pot. “Black, right?” she asked with an easy smile.

“Yeah,” Mel replied, easing herself into the chair across from me with a sigh. Her ass plopped down on the seat, her legs tucking under the table. She didn’t even blink at the fact that Lucy was standing there in nothing but a thin nightshirt—her nipples faintly visible through the fabric—or that I was sitting bare-assed at the table, completely naked.

I gave her a friendly smile, trying to mask the ripple of awareness that pulsed through me. “John still out cold?”

“Mm-hm. He was out the second I climbed into bed,” she said, cradling the hot mug Lucy handed her. She took a grateful sip, her shoulders relaxing. “I couldn’t sleep, though. Lay there for hours, staring at the ceiling. Finally drifted off once he stopped snoring. God, he snores so loud when he’s been drinking.”

Lucy laughed, the sound bright in the quiet kitchen. “He’s not the only one, Mel. Trust me.”

Mel smirked into her coffee, then rubbed her temple. “My head’s pounding, though. I’ll be okay once this kicks in,” she said, raising the mug a little. “And then I’ll help you with breakfast. You got any aspirin?”

I glanced across the table at Mel, and the first thing I noticed was that she was still wearing the same clothes from the night before. Only now, without a bra underneath, her big tits hung free beneath the thin fabric, her nipples pressing small dents into the material every time she shifted. My eyes lingered for a moment longer than they should have before I pulled them back to my coffee.

“I think I’ll take John a mug of coffee and help get the lazy sucker out of bed,” she said, pushing her chair back and heading for the counter. She poured another mug, the steam curling up into her face, then turned her head just enough to glance at me over her shoulder. “I’ll let him know you were too tired and weak to bother putting on clothes, Phil.” Her grin was wide, mischievous, as she walked off with the mug in hand.

Lucy raised her brows at me as soon as Mel was out of earshot. “Jesus,” she muttered, shaking her head. “I wouldn’t want to play poker with her. She gave us nothing—no hint at all about what she’s feeling this morning.”

I took another sip of coffee and nodded. “Nope. Either they didn’t talk last night, or they’re keeping their cards close. Best thing we can do is wait until one of them brings it up first.”

“Agreed,” Lucy said, clapping her hands lightly. “In the meantime, let’s keep things simple. I’ll start browning the sausages—why don’t you whip up the waffle batter?”

“Oh wow, something smells amazing in here,” John announced as he strolled into the kitchen with Mel right behind him. He looked far too fresh for someone who’d been drinking as heavily as we had. For a second, I envied—and hated—his youth and that annoyingly quick recovery.

And just as Mel had promised, she’d clearly told him about my naked breakfast routine. Because John, like me, was completely bare—his hair still messy from sleep, his long cock swinging casually between his thighs as he crossed the room. He looked completely unbothered by it, which only made the contrast to my own self-consciousness sharper.

He pulled out a chair and sat down while Mel drifted over to Lucy at the stove.

“Mel, can you turn the sausages while I start on the waffle batter?” Lucy asked, her voice bright and cheerful. “We need to feed our hungry lions before they faint.”

Mel gave a little snort. “Hungry lions? More like my lazy pussycat. He must have been out of his mind drunk last night. He left me in quite a state, you know—just gave me a peck on the cheek, rolled over, and started snoring.”

Lucy burst out laughing, tossing her hair back. “Well, I did a little better than that, didn’t I, Phil?”

Heat crept up my neck, and I actually felt myself blush. “Come on, babe,” I muttered, half-whining.

John grinned, leaning back in his chair, his confidence filling the room. “Hey, I just needed my beauty sleep. But now…” He stretched his arms above his head with exaggerated ease. “Now I’m refreshed. A new man. Ready for anything.”

“Anything?” Lucy teased, her tone playful but laced with suggestion as she set a plate in front of him and refilled his coffee.

John’s eyes lingered on her, open in his admiration, before he gave a cryptic smile. “Well… we’ll have to talk about that a little later.”

The words hung between us, heavier than they should have been, while the smell of coffee and frying sausages filled the kitchen.

“At least Mel and John didn’t bolt first thing this morning,” I thought as I sipped my coffee. “That’s got to mean they think it’s worth talking about last night instead of pretending it never happened.”

John set his fork down after finishing the last bite of waffle and leaned back with a grin. “So… is everybody reasonably sober this morning?”

“Sober as a judge,” I replied.

“I’m alright now that I’ve had some food and two cups of coffee,” Mel added. Then she leaned over and pointed at John with a little smirk. “But, baby, you’ve got waffle caught in your chest hair.”

The table broke into laughter as John looked down, plucked out the missing morsel, and popped it into his mouth. “It’s all sticky now,” he announced dramatically. “Guess I need to get the syrup off.”

“Really, John? I thought you liked sticky things,” Lucy teased, her voice sing-song.

John chuckled as he stood up and strolled toward the sink, his long cock swaying freely with each step, completely unselfconscious. “Well, that depends on what kind of sticky thing we’re talking about,” he quipped over his shoulder.

I noticed it instantly—Lucy’s eyes following him, or rather, following the easy swing of his cock. And I wasn’t the only one who caught it. Mel’s lips curled in a knowing smile, and I felt the heat rise in my chest at the silent acknowledgment between us.

John rinsed and dried his chest with a paper towel, then turned back toward us. That’s when Mel spoke, her tone playful, her eyes flicking between me and John. “So… are you boys going to get dressed, or should we get naked and join you?” She let the words hang in the air, not really directed at anyone, but hitting all of us just the same.

Lucy snapped back fast, though her cheeks were tinged pink. “No way. You boys go get some clothes on. There’s no way I can have a serious conversation with that much cock in front of me!”

I raised my hands in mock surrender, suppressing a grin. “Alright, darling, point taken. We’ll go throw something on. Don’t want to distract you now, do we?”

John laughed, shaking his head as he followed me toward the hall. “Back in a flash.”

When John and I walked back into the kitchen, now properly dressed, we noticed the women had already moved into the TV room. Their voices carried easily into the hall—soft, animated, almost conspiratorial.

“That’s much better,” Lucy said as we entered, her smile teasing. “Mel and I were just going over last night, refreshing our memories a little.” She giggled, a light, almost girlish sound that sent a ripple of nerves down my spine.

I took a seat beside her on the sofa, while John settled next to Mel in the opposite chair. The four of us sat there, the weight of expectation hanging thick between us, waiting for someone to break the silence.

Mel finally spoke, her voice steady but her eyes flicking between us nervously. “I just want to start by saying that I felt really put on the spot last night. We all… well, we all did a lot of things under the influence—too much alcohol, too much sexual heat. And, God, I’ll admit it—it was absolutely incredible in the moment. But I had no idea how anyone else was really feeling, and suddenly you were all looking at me like I had to decide for everyone. It shook me up.”

Lucy nodded quickly, her hand brushing my thigh as if to keep me quiet. “If you’re going to blame someone, blame me, Mel. I was the one who hopped up onto the edge of the pool. Up until then, it was just skinny dipping between friends. But the second I spread my legs… well, that’s when things changed.”

Mel waved a hand. “Oh, I’m not blaming you, Lucy. Not at all. I’ll be the first to admit—I loved what we did. Every bit of it. It’s not that I think anything was wrong, it’s just… John and I had never talked about doing anything like that. I was terrified I’d make the wrong choice and ruin something between us.”

John let out a deep breath, puffing his cheeks before exhaling slowly. His hand drummed on his thigh as though debating whether to speak. Then, with that same bluntness he’d shown before, he looked her dead in the eye.

“So tell me straight, Mel,” he said, his voice low but firm. “Did you like getting fucked in their pool… and then having Phil go down on you after?”

The words landed like a spark on dry kindling, and for a moment the room went absolutely still.

“Well… obviously, yes,” Mel admitted, her lips quirking into a sheepish smile. “It was definitely a fresh experience. Well, at least the part with Phil going down on me. We’ve had plenty of fun in our pool before.” She gave John a look and added with a laugh, “But I’ve got no doubt you enjoyed yourself with Lucy’s pussy last night. Am I right?”

John leaned back, grinning broadly. “Yeah, you’ve got me there. It was something else. Honestly, when Phil asked if I wanted to share his dessert, I thought he was joking. But once the offer was on the table… there was no way I was turning that down.”

Mel’s eyes flicked back to us, teasing now. “And what about you two? How do you feel about it all this morning—now that we’re sober and, you know, allegedly sensible again?”

Lucy let out a laugh, shaking her head. “Sober or not, I don’t see any reason to be upset. We had fun, and look at us—we’re all sitting here this morning, still friends, full of coffee and waffles.” She leaned back against me, then looked at Mel with a mischievous grin. “But I’ll admit it—John made me cum so damn hard last night. Mel, you told me he was good with his mouth, but now I really know what you meant. Holy fuck, girl, that man can lick pussy.”

She giggled at her own bluntness, and Mel nearly spat her coffee out laughing. “See? I told you! That tongue of his is good for more than just smart remarks.”

Even John chuckled, shaking his head as though embarrassed but secretly pleased.

I slid my arm around Lucy’s shoulders and tugged her in against me, feeling the warmth of her body through the thin fabric of her nightshirt. “I know I should probably be jealous after what you just said,” I admitted, giving her a little squeeze. “But I’m not. Weirdly enough, I think it makes what we have even stronger. If anything, last night just added another layer of spice. Mel seemed to enjoy herself when I went down on her, so I guess we’re all pretty even now.”

John leaned forward, resting his elbows on his knees, his tone suddenly thoughtful. “So, where do we go from here? That’s the real question. Do we chalk it all up to the booze, laugh it off, and never bring it up again? Or do we admit something shifted last night and see where this little experiment might lead?”

The room went quiet for a beat, the weight of his words hanging between us. Lucy calmly lifted her cup, took a slow sip of coffee, then set it down deliberately on the table. She looked at John, then at Mel, before finally turning her eyes back to me.

“Alright,” she said, a mischievous edge creeping into her voice, “I’ll be the one to step off the curb first.” She shifted in her chair, her nightshirt slipping a little higher up her thigh as she leaned forward. “The truth is, I’m still curious. Really curious. I keep wondering how your cock would feel inside me, John.”

Mel’s eyebrows shot up, and John blinked hard, caught completely off guard. Lucy pressed on, unflinching. “Mel and I, we’re built differently. She’s shorter, her body isn’t shaped the same as mine. Maybe that’s why you can reach so deep in her. But I couldn’t help imagining it last night… and again when I woke up this morning.”

She leaned back, her lips curling into a sly smile as she let her words settle, her confession both daring and disarming.

“Honestly, it works best when I go on top,” Mel chimed in, her cheeks already glowing. “That way, I can totally control it—how far it goes in, how deep, how fast… I can put it exactly where I want it.” She caught herself, eyes going wide, and covered her face with both hands as a laugh bubbled out of her. “Holy fuck, I can’t believe I just said that out loud!”

The room filled with quiet laughter, but it didn’t take away the heat that had crept in between us.

I gave Lucy’s arm a little squeeze and said, “I’d love to see how you’d manage John’s cock, baby—especially after Mel’s endorsement. Of course, only if everyone agrees.”

Lucy turned toward me, her lips twitching with the faintest smile, but her eyes were burning in that way I knew so well. She leaned back slightly, pretending to study her wine glass, before finally shrugging. “Well, I do know one thing for sure,” she teased, “if it ever does happen, it’s not happening on that rough, pebbly deck again. I think I’ve still got dents in my ass from sitting on it last night.”

That cracked all of us up, the laughter spilling out and echoing around the room until we were wiping tears from our eyes. It felt good to laugh, like a release valve, but when the noise faded, the silence that followed was different. Heavier.

I glanced across at John, just as Lucy leaned into me, and I caught sight of the unmistakable bulge starting to press at his trousers. Mel saw it too, and without a hint of shame, slid her hand across his lap and pressed her palm against it. “Mmm,” she murmured, almost absentmindedly, “yep. Just as I thought.”

Her touch seemed to unlock something. She exhaled slowly, then looked directly at Lucy. “You’ve been brave enough to be honest tonight, so I guess I should be too. I had some extremely wicked thoughts about Phil as I lay in bed last night. John was snoring away in seconds, but I couldn’t sleep. I just kept replaying the sight of that thick cock of his. I kept wondering how different he would feel compared to John—if I could even take him.” Her voice softened, almost a whisper, but her words carried across the room like a bombshell. “It got me so worked up, I ended up fingering myself. Three times. I actually came three times before I finally passed out.”

The room went absolutely still. Lucy’s hand froze halfway down my thigh. John blinked as though he wasn’t sure he’d heard her right. My own cock swelled instantly, pressing hard against my shorts, and for once I didn’t even try to hide it.

I cleared my throat, my voice lower than I expected. “If I was on top, Mel, I’d be careful. I’d go slow, take my time. Build you up to it. We’ve got some really slick silicone lube in the nightstand—it’s always helped us a lot.”

Lucy, finding her voice again, smiled and leaned into me proudly. “He’s right. We use it every time. I’m still tight, even after all these years, and with his cock as thick as it is… well, I’d be lying if I said it didn’t take a little help. But once it’s in, God, it’s perfect.”

Her words hung in the air, the kind of intimate admission you can never take back. The silence that followed was charged, every one of us caught in our own racing thoughts. I could feel Lucy’s pulse hammering against me where our bodies touched. John’s erection was now straining at his trousers, and Mel’s hand hadn’t moved from his lap.

Finally, unable to take the tension any longer, I broke the silence. “Look… we’ve got the whole day ahead of us. And our king-size bed will easily fit four people. So how about we stop dancing around it? If anyone’s in favor of adjourning to the bedroom…” I let the pause linger, “…please stand up.”

I rose to my feet right away, heart thumping in my chest, and for a brief, terrifying moment I thought I might be the only one. Mel’s eyes darted to John, then back to me. She bit her lip, then pushed herself up slowly, her nervous smile betraying both her hesitation and her excitement.

Lucy sighed, almost in relief, and stood up almost at the same time, her nightshirt swaying around her thighs. The moment she was upright, her hand slipped into mine, her grip tight with anticipation.

John was last. He didn’t move immediately, his eyes fixed on his wife, but when Mel leaned into him and brushed her lips against his cheek, he let out a breath, rose to his feet, and wrapped an arm around her waist.

The four of us stood there, facing each other, the air practically crackling with unspoken desire. None of us had said yes, not outright. But we didn’t need to. Our bodies had already answered.


No Words

Wordlessly, Lucy and I led them down the long hallway, the faint echo of our footsteps the only sound. My pulse was thudding in my ears, and from the way Lucy’s hips swayed with exaggerated grace, I could tell she was just as keyed up as I was. When we reached the open doorway, she paused deliberately, glanced back over her shoulder at the three of us, and gave a playful wiggle.

“Last chance to back out now,” she announced, her voice light but edged with challenge. Then, with a boldness that made my chest tighten with pride and lust, she stepped into our room.

Mel and John exchanged a quick glance—half excitement, half disbelief—before following her inside. I brought up the rear, closing the distance as if sealing us all into what was about to happen.

Lucy and Mel moved instinctively toward the bed. Without hesitation, Lucy tugged the flowered bedspread off and folded it neatly, almost as though she wanted to add a ritualistic air to the act. Mel helped her, folding the blanket and top sheet as well, stacking them carefully in the corner. “We’re not going to need a blanket or top sheet, will we?” Lucy said with a quick grin.

Her words sent a ripple of nervous laughter through the room, breaking some of the tension but leaving behind a deeper, heavier heat.

The room still felt too bright, too ordinary for what was happening. “Close the blinds, baby,” Lucy said, her tone softer now. “Let’s add a little bit of romance in here, shall we?”

I obeyed, turning to pull them shut, and when I looked back, Lucy was already setting the stage. She lit two of the big pillar candles on the dresser, their flames flickering warmly, before dimming the overhead lights until only a soft amber glow bathed the room. The familiar bedroom was suddenly transformed—no longer the space where we slept, but a stage for something far more intimate, forbidden, and thrilling.

“There,” Lucy murmured, stepping back to admire her work. “That’s so much better.”

Then, with her eyes fixed on Mel, she kicked off her sandals and reached for the first button on her blouse. My wife’s fingers moved slowly, deliberately, as though inviting her younger friend to watch every flick of fabric and every inch of skin revealed.

Mel caught the cue instantly. With an almost breathless laugh, she tugged her own top over her head and let it fall to the floor, her cheeks glowing as she reached down to unzip her skirt.

I swallowed hard, torn between watching my wife undress in front of another couple and staring at Mel’s generous curves coming into view. My hands felt clumsy as I began to unbutton my own shirt, caught between arousal and disbelief that this was actually happening in my marriage bed.

John, though, seemed to move with a different kind of certainty. He started last, but undressed quickly, stripping with no hesitation, no self-consciousness. Within moments, he was the first one standing completely naked.

And there it was—his cock already hard, jutting out proudly from his lean frame, long and unashamedly erect, the thick veins running its length standing out in the candlelight. The sheer confidence in the way he carried himself was almost as intimidating as the size itself. Lucy’s eyes darted toward him, just for a second, before she went back to slipping her blouse from her shoulders. Mel’s gaze lingered longer, openly admiring the way her husband’s cock stood tall and ready for whatever was about to happen.

And me? I couldn’t stop myself from noticing the contrast. My own thick cock was swelling with arousal, heavy and solid, but John’s length was something else—his shaft longer than mine even when I was fully hard and he was still getting there. It was impossible not to imagine Lucy noticing the difference too, even as she slid her blouse off and let it fall to the carpet with a whisper of fabric.

The four of us, half-naked, the candles glowing, the air charged and humming—it was all happening, and there was no way back now.

Lucy was naked now too, the soft glow of the candles turning her skin into something almost unreal. She walked to her usual side of the bed, moving with a confidence that made my chest tighten. She stopped at the edge, glanced at John, and then looked back at me before speaking.

“I think Mel said it would be best if I was the one on top, right?” she asked, her tone casual but edged with anticipation.

John gave her a smile that was equal parts reassurance and hunger. He eased onto his back, settling into our bed as though he’d been there a hundred times, his long cock standing up like a challenge. “Is this okay?” he asked, his voice low, almost reverent.

“Move over a little more, baby,” Lucy murmured, her voice softer now. She gestured with her hand. “I need a bit more room for my left leg.”

John shifted obediently, sliding toward the center of the bed. My gaze followed him automatically, but when I turned back, I nearly lost my breath.

Mel was stretched out on her side of the bed, already fully naked, completely unselfconscious now. Her huge tits spilled sideways with the weight of them, her dark nipples drawing my eyes like magnets. And below, the thick triangle of her pussy hair framed her pale thighs, the glossy lips just visible through the shadows of her bush. The contrast between the dark curls and her pale skin was startling, raw, erotic in a way that felt like it should have shocked me—but instead, it pulled me in deeper.

She caught me staring and grinned wickedly. “So, you want to be on top of me, right, Phil?”

My throat tightened, but I nodded, stepping closer to the bed. My hand instinctively went to the nightstand. I pulled out the familiar bottle of silicone lube and set it on the table, but I didn’t touch it yet. My eyes locked back onto her.

“Mel,” I said, my voice rougher than I intended, “before we use any of that, I really need another taste of your gorgeous pussy.”

It was the truth. I couldn’t stop myself from saying it. For years I’d thought pubic hair was a turn-off, a relic of the past. But now, staring at Mel’s thick, dark curls, at the way they framed the swollen lips peeking out wet and ready, it didn’t repulse me. It had the opposite effect. It was primal, forbidden, and the sight of her hairy, open pussy had me harder than I could ever remember.

Mel’s grin softened into something warmer, more inviting. She spread her thighs apart a little more, giving me a clear, unashamed view. Her lips glistened in the candlelight, wetness clinging to the wiry hair around them, and the scent of her musk seemed to fill the room.

“You made me cum so hard last night with your tongue, Phil,” she whispered, her voice shaking with need. “But please… take your time now. Help me remember.”

Her hand reached sideways until she found John’s, her fingers curling into his like she needed the anchor. The gesture made the whole thing feel both intimate and wildly taboo—my neighbor, holding her husband’s hand, while she invited me to bury my face between her thighs.

As I crawled up between Mel’s legs, the mattress dipped on the other side of me. I turned my head just in time to see Lucy slide up onto the bed, her nightshirt already discarded, her body glowing in the candlelight. She moved with that deliberate confidence she always had when she knew exactly what she wanted. Swinging one leg over, she straddled John’s thighs, her eyes locked on his cock.

“I want to see what your long cock feels like in my mouth first, baby,” she whispered to him—but she made sure it was loud enough for all of us to hear.

The words alone sent a jolt through me, but the sounds that followed nearly broke me—wet, greedy slurps, the unmistakable rhythm of her lips sliding over him. My wife was down there on her knees, sucking our neighbor’s cock with a hunger I hadn’t heard in years, and the thought lit a fire under every nerve in my body.

I forced myself back to my task. Mel’s pussy was right in front of me, and Christ, she was soaked. Not just damp—she was glistening, her lips sticky with a wetness that seemed to pulse out of her. The dark hair framing her slit was matted and slick, and the scent of her arousal filled my nose.

I started slowly, dragging my tongue from the base of her slit up to the swollen nub at the top, tasting the sharp salt of her juices. When I reached her clit, I gave it a playful tap with the tip of my tongue, just enough to make her hips jerk upward. Her thighs trembled, her wide hips shifting, inviting me in.

Back and forth I went, long strokes up her hairy pussy, then back down again, letting my tongue sink just inside her wet lips before teasing her clit again. And then—unable to resist—I pushed lower. My tongue traced the soft, secret ridge between her holes and found its way to the tight ring of her ass.

The second I circled her there, Mel gasped and bucked up hard. I slid my hands beneath her ass, cupping her cheeks, spreading her open for me as my tongue flicked and pressed against that sensitive spot. She groaned, half disbelief, half ecstasy, and before I knew it her body was shuddering.

Her first orgasm came fast, her legs clamping around my head, her ass lifting off the bed as if she were trying to force me deeper. I held her steady, tongue circling tighter, faster, until her squeals turned sharp and high-pitched.

When she finally collapsed back onto the sheets, her chest heaving, I didn’t give her long to recover. I moved back up to her pussy, my tongue sliding into her wet, swollen folds. Her juices were pouring now, and I lapped at them hungrily, the taste raw and primal. I spread her open with my fingers, exposing every inch of her slick pink flesh.

When my index finger was coated, I let it drift downward again, teasing, pressing, until it slipped slowly into her tight ass. Her whole body arched at the intrusion, her hips grinding up against my face as I sucked her clit into my mouth.

“Oh fuck—oh god, yes!” she squealed, her thighs quivering against my ears. Her hands clawed at the sheets, her back arched, and then it hit her again. A second orgasm ripped through her, sharper and louder than the first. Her cries filled the room, overlapping with the wet slurps of Lucy still sucking John’s cock only a few feet away.

Two orgasms. Both of them from my tongue and fingers alone. And I hadn’t even given her an inch of my thick cock yet.

The thought made me groan into her pussy, my own shaft throbbing with an urgency I could hardly contain.

Next to me, Lucy was shifting higher on John’s body. I couldn’t take my eyes off her—my wife, her thighs spread wide, her hand wrapping around his long cock as though it already belonged to her. I watched her fingers guide him up, the swollen head brushing against her slick lips. She hesitated for only a breath, then pressed down.

The sound she made—half gasp, half moan—was unlike anything I’d heard from her before. His cock slipped inside her, inch by inch, stretching her in a way I knew was brand new.

“Oh my God,” Lucy gasped, her voice trembling. “Fuck… I can feel you pushing against my cervix.” Her hips shifted side to side, slow little tests, and the look on her face said it all—she was savoring the pressure, the way his head nudged places I never could. “I’ve never felt anything like that before.”

John’s jaw tightened, his hands clutching her hips. “Hold still,” he pleaded, his voice ragged. “I’ll end up cumming if you move again.”

Lucy leaned forward, her tits brushing his chest, and gave him a tender smile, even as her pussy clung greedily around him. “Okay, baby, okay,” she whispered. “Don’t cum too soon. Just tell me when I can start moving again. Your cock feels… fuck, it feels incredible all the way in like that.”

Hearing my wife’s raw honesty, watching her body tremble as she sat impaled on another man’s cock, set fire to every nerve in me. I turned to Mel—and she was already watching me, a knowing smile on her lips. She didn’t look jealous. She looked hungry.

“Use that lube, Phil,” she said softly, her voice carrying over the sounds of Lucy’s ragged breathing. “I want to feel your thick dick in me.”

The way she said thick made my cock throb painfully.

I reached for the bottle and poured far more than I usually did, the cool slickness coating my fingers. I smeared it generously over Mel’s glistening pussy, her dark curls quickly shining under the candlelight, sticky with a mixture of her own juices and the lube. The smell of her arousal was overwhelming, musky and sweet.

She spread her legs wider, watching every move I made, her tits shifting with the motion. Her nipples were flushed and hard, pointed straight at me like they were begging for my mouth.

I slicked more lube onto my cock, stroking myself slowly. The sight of my thick shaft sliding in my fist made Mel’s eyes widen, and I could see her chest rise faster, her breath catching as though she couldn’t quite believe she was about to take it. I wanted her to see it—wanted her to understand exactly what she was asking for.

My fingers parted her swollen lips, exposing her pussy fully, her entrance twitching in anticipation. I pressed the fat head of my cock against her, the blunt thickness forcing her open just enough to make her gasp.

“Holy fuck, that’s thick,” Mel moaned, her voice breaking. Her hands gripped the sheets tight as her thighs trembled. “I can feel you stretching me already.”

I pushed forward another inch, the resistance building as her body struggled to take me in. Her eyes fluttered shut, and her mouth fell open in a long, desperate groan.

“Uh—fuck—it’s so big,” she gasped, her voice rising, half pleasure, half disbelief.

And I hadn’t even given her half of me yet.

I waited, holding perfectly still, the fat head of my cock lodged just inside her. Her thighs quivered against my hips, her nails biting into the sheets. For a long moment it felt like the world had stopped—my whole body tensed, my breath shallow—until I finally felt the tiniest change in her muscles, the resistance easing as she relaxed beneath me.

I pushed forward again, carefully, deliberately. This time the ridge of my cockhead forced its way past the tight ring of muscle at the entrance to her pussy.

“Fuck—stop! No, no, I can’t—” Mel gasped, her eyes wide, her voice high and panicked.

I froze instantly, my cock pulsing inside her, barely more than the tip buried in her swollen lips. The heat of her was unbearable, her pussy clenching around me like she was trying to squeeze me back out.

“Does it hurt, Mel?” I asked, my voice low, steady.

She blew out a shaky breath, her breasts rising and falling rapidly. “Yeah… a little. Not much now, but it did at first,” she whispered. “I’ve never felt anything like that. It’s so fucking big. I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry,” I soothed, one hand rubbing slow circles along her hip. “Just take a deep breath. Relax. Start thinking about how good it’s going to feel in a few minutes.”

She nodded faintly, biting her lip.

I slid back just enough to ease the pressure, grabbed the lube again, and dribbled more over the thick head and down my shaft. The cool slickness mingled with her heat as I lined myself up once more.

“Okay, baby,” I murmured, pressing forward.

This time my cock parted her more smoothly, sliding deeper. Her pussy stretched around me inch by inch, the tight walls gripping so firmly it almost hurt. By the time I’d pushed halfway inside her, her moans had shifted from sharp gasps to low, breathy whimpers.

“Oh god,” Mel mewed softly, her voice breaking with need. “That’s good… that’s so good. Try some more.”

Her words lit a fuse in me. Bracing myself, I pressed down harder, driving my hips forward until finally—finally—I buried myself to the hilt. My balls slapped against her ass, our pubic mounds grinding together in a mess of hair, lube, and wet heat.

Mel cried out, her eyes squeezed shut, her back arching as though she was trying to escape and pull me in deeper all at once. “Holy fuck, Phil,” she gasped, her voice raw. “I’m so full. You’ve filled me up completely. I’ve never—Jesus—I’ve never been filled like this before. My pussy is literally stretched to the limit.”

Her pussy clenched around me with a desperate, involuntary spasm, and the feeling nearly made me lose it on the spot.

After holding still long enough for her body to adjust, I finally eased my hips back. My cock slid halfway out of Mel’s stretched pussy, her walls clinging desperately to every ridge and vein, before I pushed forward again, burying myself deep inside her. She groaned, the sound low and rough in her throat, and I felt her legs tremble against my sides.

I kept the rhythm slow and steady at first, careful not to overwhelm her, my shaft dragging through the slick tightness of her hole with every stroke. Each time I bottomed out, her breath hitched, and I could feel the resistance of her body giving way, learning to accept me. Her moans grew louder, higher, more desperate, and every one of them went straight to my balls.

The pressure built fast—too fast. My cock was throbbing, my balls tightening, and I knew if I wasn’t careful, I’d end up exploding embarrassingly early. I grit my teeth, trying to hang on. “I think we better take it easy,” I muttered, breathless. “Before I end up cumming, baby. I don’t want to embarrass myself and cum too soon.”

Beside us, Lucy was riding John with a confidence that nearly stole my breath. Her slender hips rolled up and down along his cock, then ground side to side, milking him, testing just how much of his long shaft she could handle. Every few strokes, she’d pause, leaning forward with a gasp, giving him time to calm down, to hold off. She knew exactly what she was doing—drawing it out, keeping him teetering on the edge.

Her tits were bouncing beautifully with every movement, fuller and perkier than I’d seen them look in years, as if this forbidden thrill had made her body come alive again. John’s hands slid up her sides until his left hand cupped her right breast, his fingers closing around her nipple. He tugged gently, and Lucy’s whole body jolted.

That little grunt she made—half moan, half gasp—was the sound I knew so well. It meant she was seconds away from losing control. Sure enough, her hips picked up speed, slapping down harder, grinding faster, the wet sound of her pussy swallowing him echoing in the candlelit room.

“Oh fuck,” John suddenly gasped, his voice cracking. “I’m going to cum. Fuck—I’m going to cum. I can’t stop it now!”

But Lucy didn’t stop. She didn’t even slow down. Her nails dug into his chest as she bounced frantically on his cock, her tits flying, her mouth wide open. She wanted it—wanted to feel every drop. And then his body bucked beneath her, his long cock driving deep as he erupted inside her.

I glanced over just in time to see it—Lucy gasping as the warmth hit her deepest walls, her pussy gripping him tighter, milking him. And then, seconds later, their mixed fluids began to leak out around his shaft, dripping down onto his thighs and the sheets. The sight of my wife filled with another man’s cum sent a violent shudder through me.

Beside me, Mel’s moans rose in pitch. Her eyes were fixed on them, her chest heaving, her nipples rock-hard. Watching her husband pump his load into my wife had clearly pushed her over the edge.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, twisting beneath me, her pussy clutching my thick cock. “That’s so hot—oh god, it’s so fucking hot. Phil, fuck me hard, come on. Fuck me now. Please… please fuck me hard with your big thick dick.”

Her voice was desperate, her hips grinding against me, begging for more. I grabbed her waist, planted my knees firm, and prepared to give her exactly what she wanted.

The urgency in her voice, the way her body writhed beneath me, was too much. I gave in, pounding her fast and hard, driving into her hairy, soaking pussy with every ounce of force I had. The slap of our bodies echoed, her tits bouncing wildly, her moans turning ragged and broken. A dozen thrusts at most, and then I felt it—my balls tightening, the hot rush building in my shaft.

I froze.


Too Soon?

Mel’s eyes shot open, her breath coming in sharp gasps. “What’s the matter?” she asked, panic flickering across her face.

“Nothing, baby,” I murmured, my cock still buried deep inside her. “I just don’t want to cum yet. I want this to last. I want Lucy and John to watch you cum on my thick cock once they’re finished.”

Her lips parted, her chest heaving. For a moment she looked stunned, then her face softened into something darker, hungrier. “Oh my god,” she whispered, her voice trembling. “I’ve had so many naughty dreams about that happening. About everyone watching.” She bit her lip, her eyes burning into mine. “Do whatever you want to me. Just… make sure you don’t cum until they’re watching, baby.”

Her confession made my cock throb so hard I thought I might lose control anyway. I pressed myself as deep as I could, grinding against her until my balls rested snug against her ass, holding myself there, keeping every inch of me inside her. She gasped at the fullness, her heels digging into my hips, urging me to keep moving.

I forced myself to look up, to pull my focus from Mel’s desperate eyes to the couple beside us. Lucy was still riding John, her hips moving slower now, rolling deliberately, her head thrown back. But even as she milked his cock, her eyes were open, fixed on me and Mel. Watching. Drinking in the sight of her best friend spread wide on her husband’s bed, stuffed full of my cock.

John, too, had turned his head, his face tight with effort as he tried to hold back, but his gaze wasn’t on Lucy anymore—it was locked on Mel. He was watching his wife take my thickness, the muscles in his jaw twitching, his cock twitching inside Lucy.

The air between the four of us felt electric, heavy, so charged I could feel it vibrating in my bones.

Mel arched her back, her tits jiggling, and moaned loud enough to make Lucy falter in her rhythm. “Come on, Phil,” she begged, her voice raw. “Make me cum. Let them see it. Please, baby, fuck me.”

Her words hit me like a whip crack. My body screamed to move, to thrust, to take her until she shattered.

A few seconds later, Lucy finally slid off of John. His long cock slipped free with a wet sound, flopping down soft and thin against his thigh. He groaned faintly at the sudden emptiness, but my eyes were locked on Lucy. She turned on the bed, facing us so she could watch, and as she shifted, her pussy let out a loud, unapologetic queef. The sound filled the room, followed by the sight of his cum gushing out of her in thick streams, dripping down her thighs onto the sheets.

“Mel,” I whispered down into her ear, tightening my grip on her hips. “Look—your husband and my wife are watching us now.”

Her eyes fluttered open, hazy with lust, and she turned her head toward John. For a moment, she just stared into his eyes, a mixture of shame and shamelessness all tangled together. Then her lips curved into a wicked smile.

“His cock is really nice and thick, baby,” she told him, loud enough for everyone to hear. “Watch him fuck me, John. He’s so much thicker than you—god, I’ve never cum like this.”

Her words sent a violent jolt through my cock. She locked her arms around my shoulders, clinging to me like she needed me to anchor her, and pressed her heels hard into my hips. The message was clear.

I pulled back, then drove forward, sinking my shaft deep into her. Slowly at first, savoring the way her walls gripped me, then again, harder. Again, deeper. We found a rhythm—tight, grinding strokes that made her tits bounce and her head tip back against the sheets.

Soon, control dissolved. The steady rhythm gave way to something faster, rougher, the slap of our bodies echoing through the room. Mel met every thrust with her own, fucking me back with just as much urgency, her thighs trembling against my sides.

Beside us, I could hear Lucy’s sharp little gasps, the sound she always made when she was turned on but trying not to admit it. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw John propped up on his elbows, his eyes glued to where my thick cock was spreading his wife wide open.

“Oh, baby,” Mel cried out, her voice breaking into a scream, “that’s it—you’re fucking me so good!” Her nails dug into my back, her whole body tightening under me. “Cum with me!”

I could feel her starting to lose it—the way her stomach muscles clenched, her thighs quivered, her pussy clamped down around me in a series of wild spasms. Her mouth fell open, gasps and curses spilling out uncontrollably.

“Oh fuck—oh yeah—that’s it—oh my fucking god!” she screamed, her heels pounding against me, driving me deeper.

Her desperate cries broke what little control I had left. My balls tightened, my cock pulsed hard, and then I exploded inside her. Hot spurts of cum poured into her, filling her completely.

I knew I couldn’t reach as deep as John’s long cock had stretched Lucy, but the thickness of my shaft sealed her tight. Almost nothing escaped; my load was trapped inside her, swelling her, claimed by her twitching cunt.

Mel’s orgasm didn’t fade—it ripped through her for nearly a full minute, wave after wave shaking her body like she was caught in a storm. I clung to her, riding it out, my cock still buried inside as she bucked and trembled like a bronco beneath me. Her cries filled the room, raw and unrestrained, and all I could do was hold on, feeling her spasm and milk every last drop out of me.

When it finally eased, both of us collapsed together, drenched in sweat and cum, while Lucy and John sat only feet away, still watching, their eyes wide, their own arousal far from spent.

“That was fucking incredible,” John breathed once Mel finally slumped back against the pillows, her body still trembling with aftershocks. “I’ve never seen her cum that hard before. I didn’t even know it was possible to feel that close to my wife while another man had his cock inside her.”

“You were pretty fucking wonderful yourself, John,” Lucy said with a sly smile, brushing her damp hair from her face. Her voice had a warmth to it, an honesty that made my chest tighten. “You touched places in my pussy I didn’t even know existed. Phil—did you notice what he was doing to me?”

I nodded, my own voice hoarse. “Oh god, yeah. I could see you were in heaven, baby, the way you shook when he was so deep in you. I’ve never seen you like that. Watching you ride John’s long stallion cock… it nearly pushed me over the edge.”

Mel finally lowered her legs, her chest still heaving. I eased myself back, and my cock slid free of her hairy, cum-filled pussy with a wet sound. The sight made my gut clench, strings of my seed glistening as they clung to her lips.

But before I could even catch my breath, Mel rolled onto her side, reached for me, and wrapped her mouth around my soft, sticky cock. Her tongue moved greedily, cleaning the mess we had made together, as if tasting the proof of what we’d done made it even more real.

“Here,” Lucy cut in quickly, her eyes gleaming as she slid across John’s chest. “Let me have some of that too.”

Moments later, her lips joined Mel’s, the two of them taking turns sucking and licking at my cock, which was still completely limp but glistening with our shared juices. Lucy even dipped lower, her tongue flicking over my balls as Mel swallowed the head into her mouth.

The position left her on her hands and knees, her ass high in the air—and John didn’t waste the opportunity. He slid onto his back beneath her, reached up, and spread her cheeks apart. Lucy gasped softly but didn’t resist, lowering herself onto his face until his mouth was buried in her pussy.

“Fuck…” I groaned, watching the obscene sight of my wife riding our neighbor’s tongue while licking my cock alongside his wife.

A minute later, I stirred and managed to get the words out. “Wait a second, girls—I want a taste of my wife’s juicy pussy too.”

Lucy lifted her head, her mouth glistening, and flashed me a smile. “Whatever you want, baby.”

She moved with a kind of wicked grace, lifting herself off John’s face and swinging a leg over me until her pussy hovered above my mouth. I gazed up at it, swollen and messy, still dripping with John’s cum, her lips shiny and spread wide. The scent hit me before the first taste did, and then she lowered herself, grinding against my tongue as she bent down to swallow my cock again.

We fell into a frantic sixty-nine, my tongue plunging into her soaked pussy while she licked and sucked at my still-soft shaft, moaning into me as if the taste of Mel mixed with me only pushed her higher.

Not to be outdone, Mel climbed over onto John, straddling his face. Her tits swung forward as she bent, and I realized she was swallowing as much of his cock as her throat would allow while he feasted on her messy pussy.

And messy it was. My cum matted her dark hair, her lips swollen and stretched, red and raw from the pounding I’d just given her. Thick drops of white were leaking steadily from her gaping hole, sliding down toward John’s eager mouth as his tongue worked furiously at her clit.

The sight was filthy, almost overwhelming, but it was real—and I couldn’t look away.

###

“Is everybody still okay with what we’ve just done?” I asked as the four of us sprawled across our king-size bed, bodies tangled and damp, the sheets clinging to our skin with a mix of sweat and sex.

“No complaints from me,” Mel croaked, her voice husky and raw.

“Amen to that,” Lucy sighed, stretching her legs lazily against mine.

“I’m honestly too fucked out to think about anything right now,” John whispered. His arm was draped across Mel’s soft belly, his chest rising and falling heavily. “But it was great.”

I tapped John’s shoulder. “What you need is a cooling dip in the pool. Come on, we’ve still got a couple of hours before you’ve got to pick up the kids. No point wasting too much time.”

Both girls laughed, their voices light after all the intensity. “Well,” Lucy said with a mischievous grin, “I might be able to go another round in a bit. That is, if either of you guys can get hard again.”

“I don’t know about that,” Mel admitted, brushing damp hair from her flushed face. “I’m kind of sore now. But I’d sure be willing to give it a try.” She paused, rolling over to reach for her bag on the chair. “But first… god, I need a vape.”

She fished out a sleek little pen, clicked it, and brought it to her lips. A soft hiss filled the air, followed by a thick plume of vapor that drifted above us. The sweet, artificial smell of cherry filled the room, clinging to the heavy air still thick with the scent of sweat and cum. Mel leaned back on one elbow, exhaling slowly, her tits rising and falling as she took another pull, clearly enjoying the way it hit her chest.

“Fuck, I needed that,” she moaned, her voice carrying the same satisfied edge as when she’d climaxed only minutes earlier.

Lucy’s eyes followed the cloud, then Mel’s lips. “Pass it here, girl. I think I need one, too.”

That probably shocked me more than anything I’d seen in the last twenty-four hours. I knew Mel hit her vape now and then—I’d caught glimpses of her outside their house, puffing away after a stressful day. But Lucy? My wife? I’d never once seen her smoke or vape. Not once in all the years I’d known her.

Still, Lucy sat up, completely naked, her hair a mess, her tits still flushed from sex, and took the pen from Mel. She pulled on it cautiously at first, then deeper the second time, before exhaling a pale cloud that filled the air between us with the unmistakable sugary scent of grape. She coughed once, laughed, then leaned back against the lounger.

The room smelled like cherry and grape mixed with sex, a surreal haze over the four of us. My wife looked at me through the cloud and caught the disbelief on my face.

“Baby, what the fuck?” I asked as I stepped out of the pool and walked toward her. “You don’t vape.”

She smirked, lips still purple-stained from the vapor. “I don’t suck your friend’s big cock either, do I, baby?”

I blinked, then shook my head, speechless. “Fair point,” I managed.

The girls shared a knowing laugh, like conspirators, then stood up almost in unison. Their asses wiggled as they padded across the deck, both of them still completely naked. Without hesitation, they jumped into the pool, splashing water high into the warm air.

I froze for a moment, taking in the sight of their contrasting curves—Lucy’s firm, toned ass beside Mel’s softer, rounder one—both glistening with water and lit by the afternoon sun.

God, I thought, I hoped this was going to be the new normal.


Epilogue

Six months later, to anyone peeking through the window, it would have looked like a normal Friday movie night. The film played on the TV, bowls of popcorn sat half-eaten on the coffee table, and two married couples lounged on the sofas, wine glasses within reach.

But inside the room, things had changed beyond recognition.

Mel was lying on her side on our sofa, one elbow propping her up, her skirt bunched high around her waist. From where I sat, I could see the dark tuft of her bush, her lips already glistening in the flickering light from the screen. Her free hand was wrapped around the base of my cock, guiding it in and out of her mouth, her lips sealed around my thickness with hungry eagerness. Each slow bob of her head sent a wet slurping sound into the otherwise quiet room, her tongue working me with steady pressure.

Across the way, Lucy looked as though she were watching the film, but her hand never left John’s lap. Her fingers curled snugly around his long, skinny shaft, stroking him lazily, squeezing at the base, teasing the head with little twists. John had his arm around her shoulder, his other hand sliding into the waistband of her panties, stroking her clit in time with Lucy’s handjob. Both of them were flushed, their attention split between the TV and the sight of Mel stretched out on the sofa with her hairy pussy in full view.

Lucy tilted her head, her eyes fixed shamelessly on Mel. “Jesus, is she ever going to shave that pussy?” she teased, her voice light but edged with mock judgment. “It’s looking more overgrown every time I see it.”

John chuckled, his cock twitching in her grip. “Nope,” he said with certainty, “I don’t think she is.”

Lucy gave him a sideways smile and squeezed him a little firmer. “Well, that’s funny… because I know you like a nice little shaved one.” Her words came out half-teasing, half-accusation, though her hand never stopped working his shaft.

At that, Mel pulled her lips free from my cock with a wet pop, a line of spit still connecting us. She turned her head toward them, her grin wicked but playful. “If either of you two had a problem with how hairy my cunt is, you could always just stop licking it,” she fired back, the implication hanging heavy in the air.

Lucy’s cheeks flushed, but she smirked and didn’t deny it. John raised his eyebrows but said nothing, his breathing heavier under Lucy’s touch.

Before Mel could slide her mouth back down my shaft, the teasing and the sight of John’s long cock in my wife’s hand pushed me over the edge. My balls tightened, and I groaned, “Oh fuck, Mel—”

Thick spurts of cum shot from my cock before she could cover me again, streaking across her face. The first splashed her cheek, the next across her lips, another dripping into the messy curls of her hair.

Mel squealed in surprise, then burst out laughing as she wiped her cheek with the back of her hand. The others laughed too, though Lucy never once stopped the slow, steady stroke of John’s cock. If anything, she gave a firmer twist at the head, dragging her thumb across his slit as he groaned.

In the glow of the TV, with laughter, moans, and the scent of sex mingling in the air, the four of us looked every bit the picture of two couples enjoying a cozy movie night.

But this was our new normal, and none of us would have traded it for anything.
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By Chance: A Vanilla Couple Stumble Into A New World

When Tom and Kelly’s car broke down in the middle of nowhere, they thought their weekend was ruined.

Then they stumbled onto a secluded resort—sun-soaked, clothing-optional, and overflowing with temptation.

They were just an ordinary couple. Tom wasn’t the jealous type, and Kelly was hardly a wild child. But by the end of that first afternoon, they’d seen another couple having sex by the firepit—and neither of them could look away.

Things escalated fast.

Kelly went from cautious curiosity to squirting under the tongue of a woman she barely knew. Tom found himself balls-deep in a stunning MILF, his girlfriend moaning with approval. And when Megan—mischievous, pierced, and very, very ginger—sat on Kelly’s face, everything changed.

This wasn’t a fantasy anymore. This was real.

Jealousy. Desire. Possession. Freedom.

They weren’t just watching other people. They were being watched. Touched. Shared.

The question now wasn’t whether they would go back.

The question was: what would they try next?

Shared in Public: An Ordinary Couple's Journey Into Swinging and Submission

When Beth and Steve stepped out of the car to greet Beth’s old friend Chloe and her husband Rich, they had no idea just how far things would go.

Sure, if you had told Beth she’d get drunk and give Steve a blowjob while Chloe and Rich watched, she might have believed you. If you said the two girls would be bent over separate loungers, their husbands eagerly taking them from behind, she might have believed that too.

But if you told her that, in just three days, she’d be stripped naked, dripping with another man’s cum, and about to sit on her own husband’s face—she would have laughed in your face.

Then Chloe dropped the hand grenade.

Over drinks that first night, she casually announced how Rich had discovered his love for submission—how much he enjoyed giving up control with her. The sparkle in her eye was impossible to ignore. So was Rich’s massive erection.

And before Beth knew it, her own body betrayed her. The heat between her thighs, the pulse of something forbidden curling deep inside her—it was undeniable.

The seed was planted.

But surely Steve wouldn’t be interested.

Surely Steve wasn’t the submissive type… was he?

The First Time I Was Shared: My Journey Into Swinging

As we stepped out of the taxi, I looked at my husband James and took a deep breath.

My God, was I nervous.

This was our first time in Vegas—but that wasn’t why. It wasn’t the casinos, or the lights, or the sheer size of it all. I was nervous because, as I gripped James’s hand, I knew we were walking toward the nondescript door of a swingers club.

The craziest part? We weren’t even swingers.

We’d never even dabbled. We were just Mr. and Mrs. Vanilla strolling toward that door, straight into the unknown. I didn’t know what we’d find inside—or whether I’d actually go through with it. But ever since that night, I knew I had to at least see it for myself.

That night a few months ago, when Emily couldn’t keep her drunken mouth shut while we sat in my hot tub and she told me about her little trip to Vegas—and what she got up to while her husband watched.

But that’s the thing. They stopped after that. Her story was just a couple of drunk wives giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob. And yeah, I know you’re thinking that’s bad enough.

But what if I told you that, since that moment, my mind hasn’t stopped wandering? That all I could think about was standing there naked, surrounded by strangers, getting stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock while everyone watched?

That’s a whole different ball game.

And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to think about it too.

But as I walked through that door, heart racing, I still didn’t know the answer to the one question that mattered:

Would I really do it?
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