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Chapter 1



My wife Lauren had never met my closest friends, Mike and Ryan.

We’d had a small destination wedding on a beach in Mexico six years ago, so outside my immediate family, hardly anyone from my old life had ever laid eyes on her. That was about to change.

I met Ryan back in high school when his family moved to St. Louis from Seattle. Senior year, Ryan, Mike, and I became a trio—three idiots obsessed with sports, competition, and, when we were honest about it, girls. Didn’t matter the game: basketball, tennis, beer pong, pool, or who could close the deal with the hottest girl at the party. Everything was a wager, everything had stakes.

These days we’re all in our mid-thirties, married, allegedly responsible. Every three years we do a guys’ weekend. Last time—three years ago in Kansas City—was tame: two days of golf, steak, and reliving glory days. I won both rounds, which Mike and Ryan still haven’t forgiven me for.

This year was our fifteen-year high-school reunion, conveniently in St. Louis. I told Mike and Ryan to crash at our house for the weekend—pool, grill, reunion events, the works. Both of them are dads now, so their wives stayed home with the kids. I was secretly disappointed. Ryan’s wife, Ashley, is stupidly gorgeous. I’d only met her once, but once was enough.

The reunion schedule was simple: casual brewery night Friday, golf Saturday morning, formal dinner Saturday night at the country club.

Mike and Ryan rolled in Friday afternoon while Lauren was still at work. I got them settled in the guest rooms, cracked beers, and we posted up in the family room talking trash about tomorrow’s golf scramble. Ryan, as always, was running his mouth about how he was finally going to take me down.

That’s when Lauren walked in from the garage.

I hopped up, kissed her hello, and introduced her.

“Guys, this is Lauren. Lauren—Mike and Ryan.”

Both of them stood up like gentlemen, but I caught the way their eyes moved. At 5'5", 120 lbs, blonde, naturally perky C-cups, Lauren is the kind of woman who makes married men remember they’re still alive. She was in work clothes—fitted blouse, pencil skirt—but it didn’t matter. She could’ve been wearing a paper bag and they’d have stared.

Ryan recovered first, flashing that surfer-boy grin he’s had since seventeen. “Jesus, Ethan, how the hell did you trick someone this beautiful into marrying you?”

Lauren laughed, cheeks pink. “I ask myself that every day.”

She grabbed a beer and sat with us for a few minutes, but she’d already decided to skip the brewery thing tonight. “You boys go have your fun. I’ll see you tomorrow night at the dinner.”

So the three of us headed out alone.

The brewery was slammed—easily a hundred and fifty classmates. We grabbed drinks, bullshitted with people we hadn’t seen in a decade and a half. After an hour Mike and I were ready to bounce, but Ryan? Ryan had zeroed in on Katie Richardson, head cheerleader back in the day, still built like a fantasy. Low-cut top, tight jeans, the works. He was glued to her side.

Eventually I told him we were heading out.

“Nah, man,” he said, not even looking at me, “Katie’s gonna give me a ride home later. Just leave the front door unlocked.”

Mike and I exchanged a look. Classic Ryan.

We got back to the house around eleven, killed the lights, and crashed. I left the porch light on and the deadbolt off for Ryan. Lauren was already half-asleep when I slid into bed.

Around 1:30 a.m. the front door creaked. I stirred, figuring Ryan was sneaking in solo.

Then I heard a woman giggle.

My eyes snapped open. No fucking way.

A minute later came the unmistakable rhythmic gasp of a woman trying—and failing—to stay quiet. I lay there frozen, pulse in my ears. Ryan had brought Katie back here and was currently railing her somewhere in my downstairs.

I should’ve been pissed. Instead I was… curious.

I slipped out of bed, cracked our bedroom door, and padded barefoot down the hall. From the corner I had a perfect angled view into the kitchen.

There she was: Katie, completely naked, spread-eagle on my kitchen table. Ryan standing between her thighs, pounding her with long, deep strokes. And holy fuck—the man was hung. Like, comically, unfairly hung. It looked like he was wielding a damn forearm. Katie’s head was thrown back, mouth open in a silent scream every time he bottomed out.

I stood there longer than I care to admit, dick half-hard in my boxers, before retreating.

I crawled back into bed. Lauren stirred. “Everything okay?”

“Ryan just fucked Katie on our kitchen table,” I whispered.

“You’re shitting me.”

Another muffled cry drifted down the hallway—Katie coming hard.

Lauren’s eyes went wide. Without a word she slipped out of bed, tiptoed to the door, and peeked around the corner herself. She stayed there a solid minute, maybe more. When she came back her nipples were poking straight through her silk camisole and her breathing was shallow.

We listened to Katie scream “God, I love your big cock!” followed by Ryan’s low grunt as he clearly unloaded inside her.

Five minutes later the front door opened and closed. Ryan’s footsteps on the stairs. Silence.

Lauren rolled toward me in the dark. “Do you think Ashley knows he does that?”

“No clue,” I said. “But I’m guessing this isn’t his first rodeo.”

Lauren didn’t answer. She just pressed her ass back against me and went still.

I was almost asleep again when suddenly her hand slid into my boxers and wrapped around my cock. She stroked me hard in seconds.

“Lauren?”

“I need you to fuck me. Right now.”

I didn’t argue.

She was soaked—absolutely dripping. I slid in to the hilt in one thrust. Three minutes of frantic, animal fucking later she came with a strangled cry, pussy clamping down so hard it pulled my own orgasm out of me.

Afterward she kissed my cheek, rolled over, and passed out like nothing had happened.

I lay there staring at the ceiling, mind racing.

Tomorrow was going to be interesting.






































Chapter 2


I woke up at 6:00 a.m. to Lauren riding my morning wood like it was the last dick on earth.

She was already slick, grinding slow and deep, eyes half-lidded and glassy.

“Jesus, Laur…”

“Shh,” she hissed, nails digging into my chest. “Just fuck me.”

She came fast, biting my shoulder to stay quiet, then rolled off and went straight back to sleep like she’d just taken a vitamin.

I stared at the ceiling for a full minute before I realized what had her so worked up.

It wasn’t me. It was the memory of Ryan’s monster cock splitting Katie on our kitchen table.

I showered, threw on golf clothes, and headed downstairs.

Mike and Ryan were already at the scene of the crime—my kitchen table—drinking coffee like nothing had happened. Lauren was at the stove in nothing but an oversized Cardinals T-shirt that barely covering her ass, nipples like pencil erasers poking through the thin cotton. She was scrambling eggs and humming.

“Morning, champ,” Ryan said with a shit-eating grin. “Sleep okay?”

“Like a baby,” I lied. “You?”

“Best sleep I’ve had in years.” He winked.

Lauren turned to Lauren. “You didn’t have to cook, babe.”

“I wanted to send you boys off with full stomachs,” she said sweetly, bending over to grab plates from a low cabinet. The shirt rode up just enough to flash the bottom curve of her ass. Both Mike and Ryan’s eyes locked on like heat-seeking missiles.

She served us eggs, bacon, fruit, and juice, then announced she was going back to bed. As she walked away the shirt bounced with every step, giving us a recurring glimpse of cheek. Neither of my friends even pretended not to look.

I cleared my throat. “Eyes up here, assholes.”

Ryan laughed. “Can you blame us? You married up, brother.”

Mike just shook his head, still staring at the hallway Lauren had disappeared down.

We finished eating and loaded the truck for golf.

On the drive Mike announced he was skipping the reunion dinner tonight—his wife had a rough week and he wanted to get home.

Ryan rolled his eyes. “Pussy-whipped already? Weak.”

Mike flipped him off good-naturedly.

I just smiled. One less witness for whatever the hell was brewing.

The round was tight. Mike’s game was rusty, but Ryan and I were neck-and-neck all day. By the 18th green I was one stroke up. Par putt for the win.

Ryan, being Ryan, couldn’t resist.

“Tell you what, Ethan. You two-putt, I buy you a bottle of Blanton’s. You three-putt… I get to see Lauren naked. Fair trade, since she already got a free show last night.”

Mike’s head snapped around. “Wait—what?!”

Ryan filled him in—Katie on the kitchen table, Lauren watching from the hallway, the whole thing. Mike looked at me like I’d grown a second head.

I ignored them both, lined up my lag putt, and left myself three feet coming back.

The par putt to win the bottle—and keep my wife off Ryan’s bucket list—dropped dead center.

I yanked the ball out of the cup and pointed at Ryan. “Liquor store. Now.”

We grabbed the Blanton’s, dropped Mike at the house around 2:30. Lauren was out by the pool in a white bikini I swear I’d never seen before—two tiny triangles and some dental floss. She looked like she belonged on a yacht in Monaco, not my suburban backyard.

Mike packed and said his goodbyes. Lauren gave him a hug, told him he was welcome anytime. Ryan watched the whole thing like a starving dog.

Once Mike’s car was gone, Ryan grinned. “Pool time?”

I sighed. “Sure. Why not.”

I changed into trunks, grabbed beers. Lauren was reclined on a lounger, sunglasses on, skin already glistening with oil. Ryan came out in the tightest pair of swim trunks known to man—basically a sock with ambition. The outline of his half-hard dick was obscene.

We drank, reminisced, bullshitted. The beer pile grew. By six o’clock we were all solidly drunk and the reunion dinner was a distant memory.

Ryan raised his can. “Fuck the dinner. Let’s order pizza and open that Blanton’s.”

Lauren perked up. “You guys made a bet?”

“Nothing important,” I said quickly.

Ryan, of course, told her everything—golf wager, naked stakes, the works.

Lauren laughed, cheeks flushed from sun and alcohol. “So if Ethan had missed the putt, you’d be looking at my tits right now?”

“Among other things,” Ryan said, smirking.

She rolled her eyes but didn’t look mad. If anything, she looked… curious.

Pizza came. We ate by the pool. The sun dropped, air cooled. Ryan eyed the hot tub.

“That thing work?”

“Yep.”

He was in it thirty seconds later, bottle of Blanton’s on the ledge. Lauren and I followed. We drank straight from the bottle, passing it around like teenagers.

Conversation stayed light until Lauren—buzzed, bold—asked the question I knew was coming.

“So this open-marriage thing… your wife really doesn’t care if you fuck other women?”

Ryan leaned back, water bubbling around his chest. “Ashley and I have rules. She can too if she wants, but she never has. I wear a condom with strangers. But if I know the person’s only sleeping with their spouse…” He shrugged. “Bareback’s fine.”

Lauren’s voice was soft. “You weren’t wearing one last night.”

Ryan’s grin was pure wolf. “Exactly.”

The air changed after that—charged, thick. I could feel it crackling.

I tried to shut things down. “Alright, I’m beat. Bedtime.”

I climbed out. Lauren followed, swaying a little. Ryan waved. “I’ll shut it off when I’m done.”

We stumbled to the bedroom. I showered quick. Lauren peeled off her bikini, threw on an old T-shirt, no panties, and crawled under the covers.

I slid in behind her. “You okay?”
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