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Chapter 1: New Neighbors and a Warm Invitation



It wasn’t love at first sight—or even lust, really—but Emily had to admit they made an attractive pair. Mark, especially, caught her eye more than Lisa did. The tail end of summer had settled in, the air turning crisp as the days shortened. Mark and Lisa had just moved into the house next door, and Emily caught fleeting glimpses of them directing the movers, their figures framed by stacks of boxes. They’d been there a couple of weeks, still unpacking, when Tom struck up a conversation with Mark over the backyard fence. In that easy, neighborly way of his, Tom invited them over for dinner, suggesting they cap the night in the hot tub nestled beside their in-ground pool.

An Indian summer had blessed the region, pushing the temperatures back up to a summery warmth after a chilly spell. The nights were balmy, perfect for lingering outside, and Tom mentioned how he and Emily often enjoyed the hot tub au naturale. He tossed out the idea of going clothing-optional, provided everyone was on board. Mark and Lisa exchanged a glance, saying they’d think it over.

The evening unfolded like a postcard scene. Not a breath of wind stirred the air, and the temperature hovered at that sweet spot where short sleeves felt just right. Tom fired up the grill, the sizzle of steaks filling the backyard, while Emily handled the sides in the kitchen. They all wore swimsuits beneath their casual clothes, the hot tub already on everyone’s mind. Mark proved himself a wizard with cocktails, mixing a fruit punch that Emily found dangerously delicious—sweet with a potent kick lurking beneath. By the time dinner wound down, a pleasant haze had settled over them all.

Conversation flowed effortlessly, warm and unguarded. They discovered shared passions—Tom and Lisa bonded over obscure hobbies, while Emily and Mark found their own rhythm, chatting about everything from books to travel. It was as if they’d known each other for years, not hours, an instant comfort wrapping around them like a blanket. Emily surprised herself, opening up to Mark about things she’d hesitate to share even with her sister—his steady gaze and quiet confidence drew it out of her, a rare trust she couldn’t quite explain.

Mark had a flirtatious edge, but he wielded it with such finesse that it slipped into every gesture, every word, unnoticed—or at least unremarked upon—by Lisa or Tom. Emily soaked it in, reveling in his wit and the spark of his attention. He’d just retired from the navy, he told her, and was savoring the shift to civilian life. Making new friends ranked high on his list, he said, his eyes lingering on her as he complimented her cooking, their home, and—boldly—her figure. “You’ve got a sexy body,” he murmured, and she felt a flush of delight. Tom was a solid husband, attentive and kind, but there was something electric about a fresh voice praising her, stirring a hunger she hadn’t realized was there.

Their backyard was a vision, straight out of a lifestyle magazine. Lush plants and manicured shrubs framed the centerpiece: a sprawling in-ground pool with the hot tub tucked at one end. A tall privacy fence cocooned the space, turning it into a secluded haven—perfect for sunbathing, swimming, or indulging in whatever pleasures called in the absence of prying eyes. The air thrummed with a quiet eroticism, a vibe that hinted at how often Tom and Emily retreated here for their own private escapes.

Fresh drinks in hand, they migrated to the hot tub. Lisa paused, citing an early workday ahead. “I don’t want to kill the vibe,” she said, “but I can’t stay too late. Still, I’m not leaving without a dip.” Tom reiterated the skinny-dipping offer, stressing it was only if everyone agreed. Nods circled the group, and Lisa grinned, shedding her T-shirt and shorts to reveal a barely-there bikini. The alcohol had loosened her usual reserve; she untied her top, letting it fall as she slipped into the water, her 36C breasts briefly exposed—large areolas and thick nipples catching Tom’s eye before the bubbles swallowed them. He flipped on the jets, leaving the lights off as twilight deepened. The others followed suit, peeling off outer layers. Mark gave Emily’s one-piece swimsuit an approving nod, his smile lingering.

Tom and Lisa settled side by side, close enough to talk over the churning water, picking up their earlier thread. Emily eased in across from them, and Mark slid in beside her, offering a gallant arm to steady her descent. As she stepped down, his hand brushed her waist, then glided—deliberately—across her swimsuit-clad backside before pulling away. It wasn’t accidental, and she didn’t mind. His flirting all night had been a dance of light touches—her back, her arm, her shoulder—and this bolder move sent a shiver through her. She didn’t call him on it; she liked it too much, the alcohol melting her usual restraint. Part of her hoped he’d dare more.

A twinge shot through Emily’s neck—she’d tweaked it earlier, and the ache lingered despite the drinks. Mark noticed her wince and shifted behind her, perching on the tub’s edge as she sank into the water. She leaned back against him, letting him knead her stiff muscles. Her soft moans turned to laughter as his fingers worked their magic. “Careful,” Lisa called from the other side, “his massages are lethal—they’ll melt you into a puddle.” Mark chuckled, promising not to let Emily drown if she dozed off. She felt an ease with him she rarely granted so soon, and neither Lisa nor Tom seemed fazed. Lisa, half-naked and cozying up to Tom, clearly wasn’t the jealous type, and Tom’s curious glances split between his wife and the topless woman beside him.

As Tom and Lisa chatted, Emily rolled her head, letting Mark ease the pain. The weekend forecast promised sun, and Tom invited them back to swim and lounge by the pool. Lisa had work, but Mark said he might drop by. His hands slid to Emily’s shoulders, nudging the straps of her swimsuit aside to free up her skin. She didn’t resist, and the others, lost in their own world, didn’t notice. The straps slipped down, and with a subtle tug, she let the swirling water peel the fabric from her breasts. Skinny-dipping was her norm here, and the suit felt like an intruder against the jets’ caress. Lisa had already ditched her top, setting the tone, but Emily kept it discreet—half-naked beneath the bubbles, savoring the thrill of Mark’s hands on her bare back, oblivious to her secret.












Chapter 2: Beneath the Bubbles


Emily sank deeper into the hot tub, the jets massaging her bare skin as Mark’s hands worked her shoulders. His fingers traced lower, discovering the absence of fabric where her swimsuit had been, and she let out a soft moan as he kneaded along her spine. He must have realized she’d slipped her top down, but he didn’t pause—just extended his touch to her sides, her ribs, brushing beneath her arms. Her breath hitched as his hands edged closer to her breasts. She could shift forward, clamp her arms to signal a boundary, but she didn’t. He moved on, cupping her breasts as naturally as he’d massaged her back, his fingers finding her nipples.

She froze, a jolt of panic sparking through her haze. This wasn’t a massage anymore—it was a caress, bold and intimate. Her mind screamed to pull away, but her body, loosened by punch and desire, craved more. A respectable wife didn’t let another man touch her like this, yet no one could see beneath the churning water, and it wasn’t sex, she reasoned—just touching. His fingers rolled her nipples, and she stifled a gasp, the bubbles masking the sound. Mark took her silence as consent, pressing further, and she couldn’t deny the heat pooling between her legs.

Discreetly, she slipped a hand beneath the surface, stroking herself through her swimsuit. The fabric irritated her now, and she tugged it aside, sliding a finger inside. The rush of it—Mark’s hands on her breasts, her own touch below—pushed her arousal higher. She glanced at Tom and Lisa, still deep in conversation, oblivious. Then her mind flickered to the fantasy she and Tom whispered about in bed: her with another man, him watching. It was a thrill they’d never dared chase, too tame to act on—until now. Lisa was here, though, and Emily wondered how she’d react. But Mark was her husband; if he was this forward with their spouses mere feet away, maybe Lisa wouldn’t care.

Emily surrendered to the sensation, letting Mark’s touch fuel her. Tom glanced over, his expression shifting—did he see the lust in her eyes? Mark’s hands were tucked beneath her arms, their position unmistakable. Was he imagining Mark fondling her? Tom’s lips quirked in a faint smile, and he lifted an arm from the water, tossing his swim trunks onto the concrete with a wet splat. Emily’s breath caught. He was naked now, Lisa beside him, unfazed.

Lisa grinned, wriggling in the water, and seconds later her bikini bottoms joined the pile. Both of them bare, she leaned into Tom, her breast brushing his arm. Above the surface, their chat continued, but below? Emily’s mind raced—Lisa could be doing anything. Finally, Lisa sighed, “I’ve got to go—six hours of sleep is all I’ll get.” She rose, water cascading off her, revealing a smooth, hairless mound. Tom’s eyes locked there as she stepped out, her legs parting briefly to flash her sex inches from his face. She wrapped a towel around herself, grabbed her suit, and turned to leave.

The glimpse left Emily breathless, and she locked eyes with Tom as Mark’s hands lingered on her shoulders. “I’ll walk her out,” Tom said, ever the host, “and grab more drinks.” He climbed out, his half-erect cock catching Emily’s eye before he snatched his towel. They vanished through the patio door, leaving her alone with Mark. The silence hummed with possibility, and her inebriation loosened her tongue.

“Lisa’s got a cute figure, huh? Great curves,” she ventured. Mark nodded.

“Does she like being shaved down there?” she asked, casual as she could manage.

“We both do,” he replied. Emily’s brow creased.

“You both like her shaved?”

“No,” Mark corrected with a smirk, “we’re both shaved.” Her eyes widened, darting to the bulge in his trunks she’d been pressed against moments ago.

“Really? Completely? Like Lisa?” She pulled away from his touch, turning to face him, her gaze fixed on his lap.

“Yup.” He slid into the water, peeled off his trunks, and tossed them aside. Leaning close, he whispered, “Nothing beats a good fuck when you’re both smooth.” Emily stared into the dark water, aching to see. His bluntness startled her, but she rallied.

“I might try it sometime,” she stammered, picturing it. “Though I’d have to convince Tom. He’d probably hate the idea, no matter how good it feels.”

“If he won’t, and you want someone to enjoy it with,” Mark offered, “you know where I am. I’d even shave you myself—make sure you’re nice and smooth.” Her face burned, but she held his gaze.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” she managed, her eyes flicking to his body, hoping for a glimpse before Tom returned. Mark caught her staring, letting the moment stretch.

“Want to see it?” he teased. She played dumb.

“See what?”

“You know what.” Her eyes betrayed her, dropping again. She wrestled with propriety—how does a married woman ask that?—but he spared her the choice. Rising to the edge, he spread his legs, his glistening manhood on display in the dim light. He sipped his drink, giving her space to look without judgment. She stared, transfixed, as if it were her first, though she tried to act unfazed. Half-erect, it was striking, and her fingers itched to touch herself again—or more. She wanted it, wanted him, and the thought of where she wanted him sent a shiver through her.

“You’re the only one still dressed,” Mark noted, a sly grin tugging his lips. Not to be outdone, Emily stood, her bare breasts catching the night air. She knew he’d orchestrated this, coaxing her nudity, but she wanted it too. His eyes roamed her chest, and she inhaled deeply, half-offering them, half-embarrassed
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