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Chapter 1

As the morning light filtered into their bedroom, Ethan began to stir from sleep and turned his head towards his wife. He gazed at Sophia’s peaceful face as she lay curled up beside him, her dark hair splayed across the pillow. He smiled, feeling that waking next to the woman he loved was the most perfect birthday gift anyone could give him.

Unable to resist the temptation, he reached out and gently brushed a few errant strands of hair from Sophia’s face, admiring how the light played across her delicate features. His touch seemed to stir her, and she began to flutter her eyes open. When their gazes met, Sophia gifted him with a warm smile before leaning in to press a slow, sensual kiss to his lips.

“Happy birthday, my love,” she murmured against his mouth, her voice husky from sleep. Ethan responded eagerly, wrapping an arm around her waist to pull her flush against him as he deepened the kiss. Their tongues began their usual dance, rekindling the passion that always burned so hot between them.

In turn, Sophia started exploring his body, her fingers tracing over the hard planes of his chest and back. She could feel his arousal growing, pressing insistently against her bare thigh. Breaking the kiss, she gazed up at him with eyes heavy-lidded and dark with desire.

“Mmm, someone’s certainly excited to start the day,” she teased playfully as she gave him a firm squeeze through the fabric. “But I’m afraid you’ll have to be patient for now, birthday boy. We can’t have you being late for work, can we?”

Despite his disappointment at having their intimate moment cut short, Ethan knew she was right. Reluctantly, he rolled onto his back and stretched, the sheets falling away to reveal his nude form. Sophia took a moment to admire her husband’s physique – the way his muscles flexed beneath his skin set her heart racing every time.

Sitting up slowly, she swung her legs over the side of the bed and stood, letting the cool air of the room caress her bare skin. Ethan watched in appreciation as she stretched languidly, his eyes immediately drawn to the tempting sway of her hips and the perfect curve of her ass. Sophia knew precisely where his gaze had landed, and she couldn’t help but smirk.

“Careful, love,” she purred over her shoulder, “or you might just find yourself with more than you wish for.” With a wink and a sway in her step, Sophia sauntered towards the bathroom, pausing to look back at Ethan one last time before disappearing inside.

Left alone with his thoughts and desires, Ethan took longer than usual to get out of bed. He didn’t doubt Sophia had something prepared for them that night – she always had a plan.

Still lost in thought, Ethan finally dragged himself into the bathroom. He found Sophia leaning against the marble vanity, applying her makeup with deft strokes. She looked up at him through the mirror and smiled, patting the countertop beside her in invitation.

“Why don’t you come here and help me get ready?” she asked in an attempt at an innocent tone, yet there was a suggestive undertone to her voice. Ethan raised an eyebrow but stepped forward, standing behind her so that their reflections stared back at them both.

As Sophia continued applying her makeup, Ethan let his hands wander over her bare shoulders and down her arms, feeling the smoothness of her skin. He leaned in to press a line of kisses along her neck and shoulder blade, breathing in the scent of her perfume and shampoo.

Sophia shivered at his touch, tilting her head to give him better access. “Mmm, you’re playing with fire, birthday boy,” she warned playfully as Ethan’s hands slid around to cup and caress the soft swells of her breasts. Even as she said that, she arched into his touch, craving more.

Spinning to face him fully, Sophia took Ethan’s hand and guided it between her legs, letting him feel the evidence of her arousal. “You see what you do to me?” she whispered hotly against his lips before capturing them in a kiss.

Ethan groaned into her mouth as he explored her wet heat, his cock throbbing with need. Sophia broke the kiss and slid down onto her knees in front of him, maintaining eye contact as she wrapped one hand around the thick base of his shaft.

“Let me give you a little birthday present,” she purred before leaning forward to drag the flat of her tongue along the underside of his length, from base to tip. Ethan shuddered and gasped at the sensation, his head falling back against the mirror behind him.

Sophia took her time heaping attention on his cock with lips and tongue – swirling around the sensitive head, tracing the ridged flesh, and occasionally taking him deep into the wetness of her mouth. She avoided letting him reach his peak each time he neared it, pulling back just enough to deny him release.

“Sophia,” Ethan panted, gripping her hair as she worked over his aching flesh with expert finesse. “God, if you keep that up, I won’t last much longer.”

The brunette smiled up at him wickedly before taking him deep once more, sucking hard and swallowing around his length until he was right on the brink of ecstasy. Just as Ethan tensed, ready to finally find his release, Sophia pulled away completely.

“Not yet,” she whispered, standing back up and pressing a teasing kiss to his cheek. “You need to get to work, remember? And I have so much more planned for you tonight...”

With that tantalizing hint of what she had planned, Sophia stepped out of Ethan’s reach and sauntered towards the bedroom, leaving him aching and desperate in her wake.

Ethan let out a shaky breath, trying to collect himself as he watched his wife’s retreating form disappear behind the doors. He knew she was right – he needed to get ready for work. But damn if Sophia hadn’t just made it infinitely more challenging to focus on anything but her.

With a shake of his head, Ethan forced himself into the shower, setting the water to cold. He prayed the cool spray would help alleviate some of his pent-up arousal before he had to face the day because if not, work would feel like torture.


Chapter 2

The day seemed to drag on interminably for Ethan, his mind constantly drifting back to Sophia’s teasing of a birthday surprise. Every time someone at work wished him happy birthday or clapped him on the shoulder, all he could think about was getting home to his wife and discovering what delights she had planned for him.

As the clock ticked down to the end of the workday, Ethan found himself growing more antsy and distracted by the minute. He had hoped to make a quick escape after work, eager to get back to Sophia. Fate had other plans for him, seeing as a few of his friends insisted on dragging him out for a few celebratory beers at a nearby bar.

Ethan tried not to let his frustration show as he was pulled along in their wake, knowing it would be rude to refuse them. Yet, with each passing minute and every sip of beer, his patience wore thin. All he wanted was to be home with Sophia, to feel her soft skin against his, and to lose himself in the passion they shared.

Finally, mercifully, he managed to extract himself from the festivities and make his way back to their house. As soon as he stepped through the front door, Ethan was greeted by a tantalizing aroma wafting from the kitchen, and he followed the scent like a man possessed.

Rounding the corner into the kitchen, Ethan stopped dead in his tracks, his jaw dropping open. Sophia stood at the stove, stirring a large pot, but it was the sight of her cooking attire that made his heart race and his cock twitch in interest. She only wore a short black apron over what appeared to be a scandalously skimpy lingerie set – delicate straps holding up a scrap of fabric barely covering her breasts, with matching panties that hugged the curves of her ass like a second skin.

“Welcome home,” Sophia purred, turning to face him with a sultry smile. “I hope you don’t mind waiting for dinner. I had some things to set up.”

Ethan stepped forward, drawn to her like a moth to a flame, and wrapped his arms around her waist, pulling her against him. He leaned down to press a trail of kisses along the elegant column of her throat as his hands roamed over the tantalizing expanse of bare skin.

“God, Sophia,” he murmured against her neck, “you have no idea how crazy you make me. I want you so fucking bad right now.”

She shivered in his hold, tilting her head to give him better access as she slid her own hands up his chest. But just as Ethan was about to guide them backward against one of the counters, Sophia placed a staying hand on his ribs.

“Ah ah ah,” she chided playfully, wagging a finger at him. “Not yet, birthday boy. I have something special planned for you tonight, remember? You’ll just have to be patient and wait until after dinner.”

Ethan groaned in frustration but reluctantly stepped back, knowing he couldn’t rush Sophia’s plans. He loved it when she went out of her way for him.

“Fine,” he relented with a dramatic sigh, “I suppose I can wait a little longer if I must. But you’re playing with fire, teasing me like this...”

“I know,” Sophia replied with a wicked grin, turning back to the stove, “and I love every minute of it.”

As she continued preparing their meal, Ethan took a seat and watched her work, admiring the way the lingerie clung to her curves. He sipped a glass of wine she poured for him and tried to curb his impatience, knowing that whatever Sophia had planned would be well worth the wait.

Dinner was filled with charged glances, heated touches under the table, and playful banter as Sophia and Ethan relished each other’s company and the delectable meal she had prepared. With every passing moment, the sexual tension between them grew thicker, the anticipation of what was to come hanging heavy in the air.

As they finished their dessert, a rich chocolate mousse that seemed to melt on their tongues, Sophia reached across the table to take Ethan’s hand. Her thumb traced sensual circles on his palm as she held his gaze with smoldering intensity.

“Happy birthday, love,” she murmured huskily. “I hope you’re ready for what I have for you...”

Ethan swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest. “More than ready,” he replied, his voice low and rough with desire. “Don’t keep me waiting any longer.”

With a wicked smile, she stood and began to collect their dishes, giving him a perfect view of her barely covered rear as she bent and swayed. Ethan couldn’t resist reaching out to cup the rounded globes, feeling the lace of her panties straining against his touch.

Sophia gasped softly but didn’t protest, instead pressing back into his caress. Emboldened, Ethan slid off his chair and stepped closer, molding himself to Sophia’s back as his hands roamed over her curves. He nipped and kissed at her neck and shoulder as he palmed her breasts through the thin lace of her bra.

“Mmm, I love how eager you are,” she purred, tilting her head to give him better access even as she continued clearing the table with deft movements. “But you’ll have to wait just a little longer...”

She only did that to tease him, and Ethan knew it. Still, he let her play her little game.

Once the dishes were stacked in the sink, Sophia moved to him and slid her hands up his chest to link behind his neck. She pulled him down into a blazing kiss, all tongue and teeth, as she poured her passion into the embrace.

Ethan groaned into her mouth, his own desire rising to match hers as he gripped her hips and ground against her. In a flurry of heated touches and impatient movements, they began divesting each other of clothing – Sophia tugging Ethan’s shirt over his head while he unlaced her apron and let it fall away.

Soon, the only barriers between them were the lace covering Sophia’s most intimate places and his boxers. She reached down to palm his erection through his slacks.

“Sophia,” he growled warningly, “if you don’t stop teasing me right now...”

She smirked at him, a wicked glint in her dark eyes. Then she stepped back and crooked a finger at him, beckoning for him to follow as she sauntered towards their bedroom.

Ethan’s breath caught in his throat as he watched the sway of her hips, his cock throbbing with need. He couldn’t tear his gaze away from Sophia’s nearly nude form as she moved through the doorway, leaving him behind.

With a sharp inhale, Ethan followed after her like a man entranced, his heart hammering against his ribs in anticipation of what delights awaited him in the privacy of their room.

When he got there, Sophia didn’t hesitate to press against him, pushing him back at the same time. He let her do it and found himself tumbling onto their plush bed, Sophia’s lithe body pinning him down as she straddled his hips. He gasped at the sudden change in position, his hands coming up to grip her waist – only for her to swiftly grab his wrists and guide them above his head.

He heard the rustle of fabric and then felt the soft caress of silk against his skin as Sophia tied his wrists to the bedposts with what appeared to be a pair of her stockings. Ethan tested the binding lightly, finding himself secure but not uncomfortably so.

“What are you doing?” he asked, a hint of anticipation coloring his tone. Sophia simply smiled mysteriously in response before leaning down to press a teasing kiss to his lips.

“Just sit back and enjoy the ride,” she murmured against his mouth, her voice dripping with sensual promise. “I want tonight to be unforgettable for you...”

With that cryptic statement, she reached up to tie a blindfold around Ethan’s eyes, plunging him into darkness. He swallowed hard, suddenly hyper-aware of every sensation – the softness of the mattress beneath him, the slight chill in the air on his bare skin, and most acutely, the absence of Sophia.

He listened intently as she moved around the room, the sound of her footsteps fading after a moment. The wait felt interminable, each second stretching into eternity as Ethan strained to hear any hint of what was coming next. His imagination ran wild with possibilities, his heart racing in anticipation.

Time seemed to crawl by in the silence of their bedroom.

Ethan shifted restlessly against the bindings holding him fast, his skin prickling with a mix of nerves and excitement. He couldn’t help but imagine Sophia moving around him, preparing some sensual surprise.

Was she changing into something special for their lovemaking? Setting the mood with candles and music? Or did she have a more exotic toy or prop in mind to heighten his pleasure? Ethan’s thoughts raced as he waited impatiently for her return.


Chapter 3

Finally, after what felt like hours but was likely only minutes, Sophia returned. Her footsteps were nearly silent, making it impossible for Ethan to gauge her approach until the faint scent of her perfume reached his nose.

“Sophia?” he called out tentatively, straining to pinpoint her location in the room by sound alone. “Are you there?”

Her response was a soft, breathy giggle from somewhere off to his left – close but not touching him yet. Ethan’s skin prickled with goosebumps as anticipation coiled tighter in his gut.

“Come on,” he coaxed, trying to be playful despite the desperation coloring his tone, “no more teasing. I’ve been waiting long enough.”

He held his breath, listening intently for her next move.

He blinked when his blindfold was suddenly removed, his vision adjusting to the soft candlelight illuminating their bedroom. As his eyes focused on the figure standing beside the bed, he felt his jaw drop open in shock.

“Evelyn?” he breathed, staring up at Sophia’s best friend in disbelief. The blonde bombshell grinned down at him wickedly, her voluptuous curves barely contained by a red lace teddy that left little to the imagination – especially when it came to the tantalizing swell of her breasts.

“Surprise, Ethan,” Evelyn purred, running a perfectly manicured nail along his jawline. “Sophia thought you might enjoy some extra special company tonight.”

Before Ethan could respond, he saw Sophia move and press up against Evelyn’s back, looping her arms around the curvy blonde’s waist to lay possessively across her middle. His wife’s hands began to roam over Evelyn’s body as if she’d done so a thousand times before, kneading the generous swell of her breasts through the thin lace, tracing the dip of her waist and flare of her hips.

Evelyn shivered and arched into Sophia’s touch, tilting her head to the side to bare her throat. “I’ve been looking forward to this for weeks,” she murmured breathily, reaching back to tangle her fingers in Sophia’s dark hair.

The two women began to kiss heatedly, their mouths slanting together with a hunger that left Ethan momentarily forgotten. He watched, transfixed and achingly aroused, as they touched each other so intimately, their hands caressing and groping, their hips rolling sensually against one another.

He marveled at the erotic display before him. Sophia nipped at Evelyn’s bottom lip before trailing open-mouthed kisses along her jawline and down the side of her neck. Her hands slid lower to grip the blonde’s ass, kneading the firm globes appreciatively as she pulled their bodies flush.

“God, I want you,” Sophia groaned against Evelyn’s skin, “I always knew you’d look amazing in red lace...”

Evelyn giggled breathlessly and turned her head to capture Sophia’s lips once more. Their tongues tangled sloppily as they made out like lovers who had all the time in the world – explorations that left Ethan throbbing with need and desperate for some of that heated attention.

He squirmed against his bonds, unsure if he should speak up or allow the incredibly erotic show to continue unfolding without him. The sight of his wife entwined so passionately with her best friend was almost too much to bear, and yet, he never wanted it to end.

Ethan couldn’t tear his eyes away from the spectacle unfolding before him as Sophia and Evelyn began to shed their lingerie with maddeningly slow sensuality. The red lace teddy slid off Evelyn’s shoulders and down her arms, baring the creamy expanses of her skin inch by inch until it pooled around her feet.

Sophia’s deft fingers made quick work of the clasp on Evelyn’s bra, freeing her large, perfect breasts to bounce lightly as they were released from their confines. Evelyn shimmied out of her matching lace panties, kicking them aside carelessly and leaving her completely bare – all soft curves and tempting hollows bathed in the warm glow of the candles.

Sophia took a moment to admire her friend’s nude form appreciatively before shrugging off her own lingerie with a coy smile. She let it slip down her body to pool at her feet, revealing herself in full.

“You’re even more gorgeous than I remember,” the brunette murmured huskily as she trailed reverent fingers over Evelyn’s bare skin, tracing the elegant lines of her collarbone and the swell of her breasts. “It’s been far too long since we had fun like this...”

Evelyn licked her lips, reaching out to run her hands over Sophia’s sides and around to hold the rounded globes of her ass. “Too long indeed,” she purred in agreement, pulling their hips together so they could feel the heat radiating from each other. “I’ve missed your touch, Soph; I’ve wanted to have you again for years.”

Sophia pressed a quick peck to her lips, then turned a wicked grin Ethan’s way. Gently, she pushed the blonde into the bed beside her husband’s bond form. She crawled over her friend’s body like a predator stalking its prey, trailing intense kisses and nips along the way.

Evelyn gasped and writhed beneath her ministrations, fisting her hands in the sheets as Sophia’s mouth found her breasts. She arched her back to offer more of herself to the brunette’s greedy attention – to both Sophia and Ethan’s hungry gazes.

“Oh god, Soph,” Evelyn whimpered breathlessly, “your mouth feels incredible... just like I remember...”

Sophia merely hummed in response, the vibrations shooting straight through Evelyn and making her toes curl. She lavished the blonde’s breasts with devoted licks and suckles until Evelyn was panting harshly.

With a wicked glint in her eye, Sophia began to kiss her way lower down Evelyn’s body – over the quivering plane of her stomach and the sharp jut of her hips. She paused just above where Evelyn needed her most, blowing cool air across the heated flesh until the blonde whined desperately.

“Please,” Evelyn begged shamelessly, “Sophia... I need your mouth on me now...”

The brunette looked at Ethan, smirked at him, and then winked. Without hesitation, she lowered herself between Evelyn’s thighs with a low moan of appreciation. She explored her friend thoroughly – tracing teasing patterns through her soaked folds and circling her aching clit with the tip of her tongue until Evelyn was writhing wildly against the bed.

“Fuck, Sophia,” Ethan groaned from his position tied to the bedposts, his cock throbbing almost painfully as he watched Sophia eat Evelyn out like a woman starved. “That’s so fucking hot...”

Sophia glanced up at him with lidded eyes darkened by lust, never ceasing her oral attention on Evelyn’s dripping cunt. She licked two fingers and slowly pumped them inside the blonde’s fluttering channel as she suckled hard on her clit.

Evelyn came undone with a sharp cry of ecstasy, her body convulsing beneath Sophia’s touch as waves of pleasure crashed over her again and again. Sophia worked her through it patiently, gentling her touch only once Evelyn collapsed back against the bed in sated bliss.

Ethan’s wife sat back on her heels with a wicked grin, taking in the sight of Evelyn’s flushed and panting form sprawled across their bed. She glanced over at Ethan, noting how his chest heaved and his cock strained against its confines.

“Mmm, I think it’s time for your birthday present, love,” Sophia purred, looking at Ethan, yet crawling up Evelyn’s body to nip playfully at her earlobe. “Why don’t you put that pretty mouth of yours to good use and take care of my husband?”

Evelyn licked her lips, a mischievous glint in her dark eyes as she looked over at Ethan. “With pleasure,” she murmured sultrily before crawling towards him.

She settled herself between his spread thighs, running her hands up the inside of his legs teasingly slowly. Ethan shuddered and strained against his bonds, aching for more contact but unable to touch her in return.

“Please,” he gritted out through clenched teeth, “I need your mouth... I need something...”

Evelyn merely smirked at him before pulling his boxers away and leaning down to run the flat of her tongue along the underside of his shaft from base to head. Ethan groaned loudly, fisting his hands in the stockings binding him as Evelyn took her time exploring every ridge and vein with lips and tongue.

Just as he thought he couldn’t take any more teasing, Sophia joined them – sliding up the bed to straddle Ethan’s face with a wicked grin. “Don’t forget about me, birthday boy,” she cooed, reaching down to spread herself open invitingly.

Ethan buried his face between her thighs, lapping greedily at the slick wetness he found there. Sophia gasped and rolled her hips against his mouth, grinding herself on his tongue as Evelyn continued her assault on his cock.

The blonde wrapped her lips around the swollen head and suckled gently before taking him deeper, his throbbing length disappearing into the wet warmth of her throat. She set a steady rhythm, bobbing her head in time with Sophia’s undulations above him.

Ethan felt like he was losing his mind, overwhelmed by sensations from both ends – Sophia’s dripping cunt fluttering around his tongue and Evelyn’s talented mouth working magic on his aching cock. Pleasure coiled tighter and tighter in his gut as the two women used his body for their pleasure, pushing him closer to the edge with every passing second.

"Fuck fuck fuuuuck..." Ethan groaned against Sophia’s core, the vibrations making her clench around his tongue. He could feel his climax building at the base of his spine, balls drawing up tight as Evelyn took him deep one last time and swallowed around his length.

With a hoarse shout muffled by Sophia’s folds, Ethan came undone, his cock pulsing as he spilled himself down Evelyn’s eager throat, wave after wave of intense release crashing over him. At the same time, Sophia cried out in ecstasy above him, her cunt spasming and gushing around his tongue as she found her own shattering climax.

As Ethan slowly drifted back to reality, he felt Sophia lifting off his face to collapse beside him on the bed. Evelyn released his spent cock with a final kittenish lick before crawling up to join them, a satisfied smirk on her lips.

“Mmm, happy birthday indeed,” she purred wickedly, leaning down to capture Sophia’s mouth in a searing kiss – one that quickly turned filthy as they shared the taste of Ethan’s release between them.

Ethan watched hazily through hooded eyes, his heart still racing as he listened to their heated moans and wet kisses. He knew this was a birthday he would never forget – not with two gorgeous women determined to make it unforgettable in every way imaginable.

As Ethan caught his breath, still reeling from the intensity of his climax, he felt Sophia’s hands on his hips, caressing him, then freeing him. She turned to Evelyn and smirked at the blonde, gesturing for the other woman to move onto her hands and knees. Then she turned to look at him, a wicked gleam in her eyes as she pressed against the blonde’s side.

“Your next birthday present is right here,” Sophia purred sultrily, reaching around to grip Evelyn’s ass and spread her open invitingly. “Why don’t you unwrap it, love?”

Ethan licked his lips at the sight of Evelyn’s glistening folds, already slick with arousal from their earlier activities. He slowly moved behind her, gripping himself with one hand and then rubbing the tip of his length against her dripping slit.

“Mmm, look how wet she is for you,” Sophia coaxed wickedly, reaching down to spread Evelyn open even wider. “Go on and take what’s yours. I want to watch you fuck her silly.”

Spurred on by his wife’s filthy words and the tempting sight before him, Ethan lined himself up and pushed forward, sinking into Evelyn’s welcoming cunt in one smooth thrust. They both groaned at the sensation, her walls trembling around his sensitive flesh.

Evelyn arched her back to take him deeper as Sophia maneuvered down to put her face between the blonde’s thighs, lapping at where they were joined. The dual sensations of Sophia’s tongue and Ethan’s hard cock moving inside her quickly had Evelyn panting and writhing with need.

“Oh, fuck yes,” she gasped out, fisting her hands in the sheets as she rocked back to meet each powerful thrust of Ethan’s hips. “You feel so good... stretching me... filling me up...”

Ethan growled low in his throat, gripping Evelyn’s hips as he began to piston into her harder and faster, spurred on by Sophia’s enthusiastic licks and the way Evelyn’s cunt gripped him like a velvet vice. The obscene sound of flesh slapping against flesh and their mingled moans filled the room.

“Mmm, you two look so hot together,” Sophia purred breathlessly between licks, reaching up to play with Evelyn’s bouncing tits as Ethan pounded into her from behind. “I love watching you fuck my best friend and claiming your birthday gift, love...”

Ethan could only groan in response, too lost in sensation to be in any way coherent. He felt like a man possessed, driven by primal instinct and the overwhelming urge to mark Evelyn as his own – if only for that night.

He leaned down to sink his teeth into her shoulder as he slammed home one last time, grinding against her cervix as he flooded her clutching cunt with spurt after spurt of his hot seed. Evelyn wailed in ecstasy beneath him, her own climax crashing over her hard enough to make the bed shake.

As they collapsed together in a sweaty tangle of limbs, Sophia crawled up to straddle Ethan’s face once more – a wicked grin on her lips as she ground herself against his mouth demandingly. “Don’t think we’re done yet, birthday boy,” she purred darkly. “The night is still young…”

She was right. It didn’t end there.

As the night wore on, Ethan found himself lost in a haze of sensual pleasure, his body and senses pushed to the limits by the insatiable appetites of his wife and her best friend. They moved from one position to another, exploring every possible combination of bodies and desires.

There were moments where Ethan thought he might pass out from sheer exhaustion and overstimulation, only for Sophia or Evelyn to whisper filthy encouragement in his ear, stroking him back to full hardness with skilled hands and mouths. It seemed they were determined to wring every drop of pleasure they could from him.

Hours passed in a blur of tangled limbs, sweat-slicked skin, and wanton moans. Ethan took both women in every way imaginable – missionary, cowgirl, doggy style, even suspending Sophia against the wall with his hands gripping her thighs as he pounded up into her. Evelyn was always there to join in, offering her mouth or other holes to heighten their pleasure.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of non-stop fucking, the three lovers collapsed onto the bed in a sweaty, sated tangle. Breaths coming hard and fast, skin flushed and hearts racing, they clung to each other – too spent to move but unwilling to let go just yet.

As Ethan drifted off into a deep, satisfied sleep sandwiched between Sophia’s warm curves and Evelyn’s soft breasts, he knew that was a birthday he would never forget. Judging by the way his wife and her friend had taken one another, he had a feeling it was only the beginning of many more nights like that one to come...

The end
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