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Chapter 1



We pull up to the hotel in the mid-afternoon, the sun glinting off the sleek glass facade, after a short drive from home. The invitation to Rachel’s wedding reception had caught us off guard—Emma hadn’t seen her old college friend in nearly two years, not since a reunion where they’d laughed over old times. I’ve never met Rachel or her circle, and the whole thing feels like a distant echo of Emma’s past. But it’s not too far a trip, and we’re overdue for a night away, so here we are, ready for a party.

The hotel reception is plush, all polished marble and soft lighting, and we check in without spotting anyone familiar. It’s oddly refreshing to be anonymous, just another couple in a sea of strangers. We head to our room, and the moment the door clicks shut, we collapse onto the king-sized bed, sinking into the crisp sheets. The room is lavish—high ceilings, plush carpets, a view of the city skyline that feels like a promise of indulgence. We lie there, side by side, soaking in the quiet luxury.

I turn to Emma, her auburn hair splayed across the pillow, and grin. “So, what was Rachel like in college?”

Emma lets out a flirty, almost schoolgirl giggle, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Oh, Rachel? She was wild. Had a reputation for being the first to take things up a notch at parties. You know, the one who’d drop to her knees, lips wrapped around a cock, like she was setting the pace for the night.”

I laugh, nudging her playfully. “Sounds like you were jealous you weren’t bold enough to beat her to it.”

She locks eyes with me, her gaze turning sultry, a smirk tugging at her lips. “Maybe I was always second in line, James.”

My cock twitches in my pants, a traitor to my cool facade. Emma notices, her smirk widening. “Looks like someone’s getting hot under the collar from a little slutty talk.”

We kiss, deep and hungry, the air between us crackling. Caught in the moment, I whisper against her lips, “You’d look so damn sexy right before you take a cock in your mouth.”

She pulls back, teasing, “Oh, getting turned on thinking about me on my knees for someone else’s big cock, huh?”

I fumble, a bit too quick to protest. “No, I meant my cock, obviously.”

Emma flutters her eyelashes, her voice dripping with sass. “That’s what you say, James, but your cock’s telling a different story.” We burst out laughing, her wit cutting through the tension, and drift into a lazy afternoon nap, tangled in each other’s arms.

When it’s time to get ready, Emma heads to the bathroom for a shower. She emerges 45 minutes later, her skin glowing, her body smooth as silk. My eyes are drawn to her freshly shaved pussy, the mound so perfectly bare, its puffy outer lips just hinting at the delicate inner ones peeking through. I can’t look away.

She catches me staring and smirks. “What’s on your filthy mind now, James?”

I reach out, aiming for a playful flick of her clit, but she dances out of reach with a wiggle. I groan, and she strikes a sexy pose, half-turning. “No, no. I’m saving myself for my date tonight.”

“I hope that’s me,” I say, grinning.

“You’ll get your turn later,” she teases, her voice light but laced with promise. She puts on a show, sliding into her stockings with deliberate slowness, then slipping into a barely-there thong that hugs her curves. I head for a cold shower to cool off the heat she’s stoking.

When I return, Emma’s smoothing down her dress, a tight, short number that clings to her like a second skin. Her high heels accentuate the curve of her lower back, pushing her smooth pubis forward and her tight, curvy ass high. The plunging neckline frames her shapely breasts, and she radiates raw sexual energy. “Wow,” I say, my voice thick. “You’re stunning, baby. You’re gonna turn heads tonight.”

She winks, and we head to the elevator. I lag behind, mesmerized by her sexy sway, the way her hips move with every step. We cross the lobby to the bar, where guests are gathering before the dinner. We join the line to greet Rachel and her new husband, David, along with the best man, Tom, and his fiancée, Lily, the maid of honor. Emma and Rachel hug like long-lost sisters, their laughter warm and genuine. Rachel looks radiant in her bridal gown, David handsome and composed beside her. We exchange pleasantries with Tom and Lily, then grab margaritas and find a spot near the bar to soak in the buzzing atmosphere.

As we sip our drinks, I notice a tall guy in a blue suit, standing with a small group, eyeing Emma with a curious look. I lean in, whispering, “That guy in the blue suit’s checking out your gorgeous ass, probably wondering if he’ll get a chance to cop a feel.” I let my hand graze the top of her ass, just below her waist, and steal a quick kiss.

When I pull back, the guy’s crossed the room and is standing right beside us. He looks Emma up and down, a grin spreading across his face. “Emma Taylor, is that you? It’s Mark, Mark Harrison, from college.”

Emma blinks, then throws her arms around him, pecking his lips. “Oh my God, Mark! One minute you were at college, the next you’d vanished. No one knew where you went!”

“My dad got reassigned,” Mark explains. “We moved across the country overnight. Never got to say goodbye. You look incredible.”

“You’re not looking too bad yourself,” Emma replies, her tone playful. They hug again, promising to catch up later, and he rejoins his group.

I raise an eyebrow at Emma. “That seemed cozy. Spill.”

She shrugs, a little sheepish. “I didn’t expect exes to show up. Sorry if that threw you.”

“Not at all,” I say, winking. “Just nice to see your type.”

We cuddle, her warmth grounding me. Feeling bold, I ask, “So, tell me about Mark. Any other old flames I should brace for tonight?”

Emma tilts her head, surprised. “You’ve never asked about exes before.”

I grin. “Well, I’m asking now.”

She leans in, her voice low. “Mark and I met at a party. We kissed, groped, and… I sucked him off right there. Later, we found a room and fucked. It wasn’t love—just raw, no-strings sex. We hooked up on and off for a year, more like fuck buddies than anything serious.”

I nod, intrigued. “You kept going back to him. Why?”

She strokes my cheek, her eyes glinting. “He’s got a huge cock.”

My jaw drops slightly. “You liked that?”

“Yeah,” she says, unapologetic. “It was intense, different. Every thrust hit nerves I didn’t know I had. When he came, it felt like fire shooting deep inside me, not just flooding my pussy.”

I swallow hard. “That’s… detailed.”

“Careful what you wish for, James,” she quips, laughing.

The call for dinner interrupts us, and we check the seating plan, making our way to our table. We’re the last to sit, and Emma’s greeted with enthusiastic grins from familiar faces: Ethan, with his partner; Jake, solo; and Sarah, with her boyfriend, Matt. We exchange introductions and settle in. Over the starter, I ask Ethan how he knows Emma.

“We dated in college for a bit,” he says casually. “Had some good times.”

I smile, thinking, That’s the second cock Emma’s fucked tonight. During a quiet moment, I lean into Emma. “Anyone else at this table you dated?”

She smirks. “Ethan, a few weeks. Jake, we never dated, just partied. Sarah and I… well, we had a threesome with Chris, her college boyfriend.”

My jaw hits the floor, eyes wide. “You had a threesome? With another woman?”

Her hand lands on my thigh, squeezing. “And it was hot. Anything else you want to know, or does that bulge in your pants say it all?”

I’m speechless, my cock betraying me again. Dinner continues, the mood light and festive, and soon we’re ushered to the bar while the room’s prepped for the disco. Emma and I steal a moment to talk privately. “You mind me digging into your past?” I ask.

She shakes her head, eyes gleaming. “It makes me feel horny, a bit slutty, and sexy as hell. I’ve got nothing to hide, James. I’ll always be honest. Maybe we should talk more about it… in bed.”

I nod, heart racing. “I’m not bothered by your past. It’s hot, actually. The images in my head are all about how sexy you are, not just the acts. It’s a turn-on.”

We join the dance floor as Rachel and David start the first dance, then slip into a slow number, bodies pressed close. I whisper, “You really had sex with another woman?”

“Women,” she corrects, her voice sultry. “It was experimental, but I loved it. Great orgasms, different from with you, but never thought I was a lesbian. Just fun.”

“And threesomes?” I press, emboldened.

“Threesomes, foursomes, even group sex once,” she says. “Threesomes and foursomes were hot, but the group thing was messy—too chaotic. The foursome was with Rachel, Mark, and her boyfriend at the time. We did everything, a one-time wild night. Never spoke of it again.”

My mind reels. “Would you ever do a couple’s swap again?”

“With you, I would,” she says, smiling. “I love and trust you. You’d never hurt me.”

Feeling braver, I ask, “And a threesome?”

She hesitates. “Maybe with another woman, but I’d struggle watching you with another pussy. With another guy? Yeah, I could. But could you handle watching me get fucked by another cock?” Her hand grazes my erection. “Guess you don’t need to answer that.”

My emotions swirl—arousal, confusion, love. “I love you,” I say.

“I love you more than anything,” she replies, and we dance on, lost in each other.














Chapter 2


The slow dance with Emma has my head spinning, her body pressed against mine, her words about threesomes and past lovers echoing in my mind. The disco lights pulse, casting fleeting shadows across her face, and I can feel the heat of her pussy grinding subtly against my thigh. My cock’s been hard for what feels like hours, and her teasing has me teetering between lust and something deeper, something raw and uncharted. We sway to the music, her breath warm against my neck, and I’m caught in this strange mix of love, trust, and a primal thrill I can’t quite name.

As the song ends, we pull apart, her eyes glinting with mischief. We head back to a table where Mark and a few of his buddies are sitting, along with Sarah, Matt, and some unfamiliar faces. The group’s deep in a lively debate about margarita recipes—salt versus no salt, triple sec versus Cointreau—and the energy’s infectious. Mark catches my eye and leans over, his tone friendly but direct. “Mind if I steal Emma for a dance, James?”

I glance at Emma, who gives me a playful nod. “Go for it,” I say, my voice steadier than I feel. Mark and Emma head to the dance floor, twirling to a fast-paced disco beat. She’s radiant, her dress hugging every curve, her laugh ringing out as they spin. The next song slows, and I watch as they lock arms, keeping a respectable distance at first, their bodies swaying in sync. They’re chatting, catching up on old college stories, and Emma’s giggling, flirting just enough to make my pulse quicken. Her hips move with that familiar wiggle, and I can’t help but wonder if she’s teasing Mark the way she’s been teasing me all night.

I’m so caught up watching them that I barely notice Sarah sidling up beside me. “Fancy a dance, James?” she asks, her tone light but with a hint of something else.

I check with Emma, who’s still swaying with Mark. She catches my eye and gives a quick nod, so I follow Sarah to the dance floor. The music’s loud, and I have to shout over it. “Emma said you two were friends in college.”

Sarah grins, her eyes sparkling. “Oh, we got to know each other pretty well.”

I raise an eyebrow, leaning in. “Yeah, she mentioned that.”

Her jaw drops, but she recovers with a laugh. “She told you? Well, that was ages ago. I’m a happily married woman now, you know.” We both chuckle, and we channel some Saturday Night Fever energy, moving to the beat with playful abandon.

The music shifts to a slower tempo, and I look for Emma, craving her closeness. I find her back on the dance floor, still with Mark, their bodies closer now, pelvis to pelvis. My stomach tightens, but my cock betrays me, stirring at the sight. She’s
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