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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				Let me tell you about my sexual awakening. I’m Becky, a mid-40s mum of three, recently separated from my husband. Things were still cordial with my ex, and we took turns each week to have the children. We also had to fit this around our jobs and I worked shifts as a nurse at the local hospital.
			

			
				My husband was the only man I’d ever had sex with, and our sex life hadn’t been that interesting. We’d only made love once a month at best and it was always the same. I’d never had that much interest in anything sexual, never watched porn or masturbated. I’d never had an orgasm before. But even so, I was still the one to always initiate with him and somewhere at the back of my mind I craved something more.
			

			
				However, all that was about to change in a big way. It all started when one of the other mums on the school run invited me for a coffee. Jenni was small, blonde and pretty. She had split from her husband last year and was always armed with a mischievous glint in her blue eyes and a naughty joke.
			

			
				So, that Tuesday, we met for a coffee. The conversation drifted casually until, with a sly tilt of her head, she brought up the subject of sex. “So, Becky,” she said, leaning in a bit closer, that playful glint in her eye. “Have you dipped your toes into the apps yet?”
			

			
				I blinked in surprise. “Dating apps?” I queried, caught off guard. “Nooo, I’m not looking for another relationship.”
			

			
				“Who mentioned relationships?” she fired back, her grin widening mischievously. “I mean hooking up for sex.”
			

			
				I felt my cheeks burn at the directness of her words. “I, er…” I stumbled over my response, feeling a wave of embarrassment wash over me. “I don’t think anyone would be interested in a casual fling with me,” I chuckled nervously, gesturing at my mumsy attire.
			

			
				“Are you kidding?” Jenni countered, her laughter bubbling up. “You're seriously hot! I wish I had big breasts like yours! And anyway, even if you weren’t hot, you could bag yourself a 25-year-old Australian surfer with a massive cock by this evening. No joke, I know.” Her giggles filled the air, mingling with my flustered nerves.
			

			
				Intrigued, I leaned in, curiosity getting the better of me. “Have you actually been with a 25-year-old?” I blurted out, unable to contain my inquisitiveness.
			

			
				Jenni nodded, her laughter infectious. “Loads of times! There’s nothing quite like a 25-year-old with broad chest muscles and, well,” she paused before whispering, “a massive cock.” I couldn’t help but glance around nervously each time she uttered those words, worried someone might overhear. “And their sexual stamina! They can go on for hours. I honestly recommend a younger man.”
			

			
				Heat flushed my face, and my heart thudded against my chest like a drumbeat. Yet, amidst the embarrassment, I felt a stirring between my legs at the mere thought. “I don’t think I’m bold enough for that,” I confessed, my voice tinged with a mix of apprehension and a hint of curiosity.
			

			
				"Nonsense." She dismissed my hesitation with a wave of her hand. "You'll get the hang of it. Why not create a profile and see if you fancy anyone? You can chat to sexy men until you feel comfortable enough to meet one."
			

			
				Her suggestion lingered in my mind. "Well, perhaps just chatting online to start wouldn't hurt," I conceded tentatively. Yet, underneath that response, a part of me craved more details. "How often do you… meet men?" I probed further.
			

			
				Jenni shrugged, "It varies, really. Sometimes I hit a super horny phase and I'm on there a lot. I think my record is fucking four different guys in a week. Other times, I stick with my regular friends-with-benefits arrangements. I have a few men I see on a regular basis."
			

			
				Her words painted a different picture of Jenni in my mind; a woman unafraid to explore her desires, to revel in her own pleasure. And amidst this newfound perspective, I found an unfamiliar sensation bubbling within me: a desperate, unexpected surge of arousal. It was a sensation I hadn't encountered before.
			

			
				Jenni's easy laugh and candid tales of her escapades contrasted starkly with my own restrained history. My sex life had been vanilla, barely scratching the surface of desire or exploration.
			

			
				"Once," Jenni began, a mischievous glint in her eye, "I matched with this guy on the app. We hit it off instantly, exchanging messages that quickly turned steamy." Her laughter punctuated each detail she shared. "He suggested meeting up in a secluded car park for a bit of fun."
			

			
				My eyes widened in surprise. "A car park?" I exclaimed, unable to hide my astonishment.
			

			
				Jenni nodded, her excitement palpable. "Yes! At first, I was a bit hesitant, you know, meeting someone I'd only chatted with online in such a spot. But there was an undeniable thrill in the unknown, the anticipation of something forbidden and exciting."
			

			
				"But wasn't it risky?" I asked, unable to shake off the mix of curiosity and concern.
			

			
				"Absolutely," she agreed. "That's what made it so intense and thrilling. The rush of being there, hidden away from prying eyes, with someone I'd only just met, it was an experience like no other."
			

			
				My curiosity surged, and I found myself almost squirming in my seat as unfamiliar sensations stirred between my legs. It was a sensation I couldn't ignore, a mix of curiosity and a stirring of arousal that unsettled and intrigued me in equal measure.
			

			
				"What happened next?" I almost whispered.
			

			
				Jenni leaned in, a conspiratorial glint in her eye. "Well," she began, her tone tinged with mischief, "we met at this deserted car park in the middle of the afternoon. I was nervous, but excited."
			

			
				I leaned closer, hanging onto her every word, eager to immerse myself in her narrative. "And then?" I prodded, my own excitement growing as I ventured further into this realm of forbidden allure.
			

			
				She chuckled softly. "I got in his car and we started talking, getting to know each other a bit more. But before we knew it, things heated up." Her voice lowered to a conspiratorial whisper. “I started by sucking his cock until he came in my mouth.” 
			

			
				I gasped softly, a rush of both shock and fascination coursing through me. It was a world so far removed from my own experiences, yet the vividness of Jenni's description painted a tantalising picture of uninhibited passion and clandestine meetings. The sensations between my legs intensified, a fluttering ache that hinted at desires I had never acknowledged. I looked at her mouth and imagined it wrapped around a stranger's cock. I’d never felt so horny.
			

			
				Jenni's unabashed recounting of her escapade continued, devoid of any hint of shame or embarrassment. "Then," she continued, "we moved to the backseat. He put his hand in my knickers. He teased and fingered me, sending shivers down my spine. And when he sucked on my nipples..." Her words trailed off momentarily, a hint of a smile playing on her lips as she recalled the sensation. "I came so hard."
			

			
				I listened, my cheeks flushed with a mixture of astonishment and a burning heat between my legs. Her openness was both unsettling and captivating, pulling me further into a world I had only glimpsed in fleeting fantasies.
			

			
				"Once he had me trembling with pleasure," she continued, her tone carrying a hint of excitement, "he was hard again. He slipped on a condom, and fucked me on the back seat." Her words flowed freely, painting a vivid image in my mind. A soft laugh escaped her lips. "Thinking about it now is making me so horny."
			

			
				I sat there, a mix of astonishment and a strange longing stirring within me. Jenni's unabashed recounting of her uninhibited encounter awakened desires I hadn't acknowledged. 
			

			
				That night, in the hush of my room, Jenni's words lingered like an echo, painting vivid scenes in the canvas of my mind. The unfamiliar stirrings of arousal persisted, dancing along the edges of my consciousness, intermingled with a tinge of apprehension. It was as though a dormant part of me, a side I had scarcely acknowledged, had been abruptly jolted into wakefulness by Jenni's uninhibited tales.
			

			
				As I lay there in the soft glow of the night, the remnants of Jenni's story played like a movie reel in my thoughts. I envisioned the car, the heated passion, and Jenni's mouth around the man’s cock. The images were vivid, a mix of curiosity and intrigue swirling within me. And then, almost involuntarily, my hand began to explore my body, tracing a path over my sensitive skin.
			

			
				My fingertips grazed my nipples, eliciting a shiver that coursed through my body, awakening a sensation I hadn't dared to explore before. Encouraged by the mounting curiosity, my hand ventured lower, slipping beneath the waistband of my pyjamas. A surge of anticipation pulsed through me as I tentatively brushed against my clit, a bolt of sensation jolting through my entire being.
			

			
				The touch was electric, unfamiliar yet undeniably thrilling. I hesitated for a moment, grappling with the intensity of the sensations coursing through me. But the allure of the unknown, coupled with the remnants of Jenni's tale echoing in my mind, urged me forward.
			

			
				With each subtle movement, a new world of sensation unfolded. My breath caught as I explored this uncharted territory, navigating the landscape of my own desires. Each touch, each delicate stroke, sent ripples of pleasure through my body, igniting a newfound sense of longing and excitement.
			

			
				And now I was picturing them on the back seat, her fingers gripping the fabric of the seat, her knickers discarded on the floor of the car as he thrust his cock into her cunt. The visceral nature of my imagination spurred an unfamiliar sensation, a subtle yet insistent pressure building at my core, a sensation I'd never experienced before. It was a pulsating urgency, a thrumming anticipation that coursed through my veins, urging me towards an unknown destination.
			

			
				With every thought, every vivid detail conjured in my mind, the intensity grew. I could almost feel the heat of the moment, the raw passion in the air, Jenni’s cries of passion, the magnetic pull between two bodies yearning for each other. And his cock, penetrating her, stretching and filling her. The images ignited an urgency within me, an awakening desire that demanded acknowledgment.
			

			
				My fingers were working hard now on my clit, rubbing it back and forth, up and down. The pressure at my core expanded, a mounting ache that seemed to pulse in rhythm with my racing heartbeat. 
			

			
				And then, as if a dam had burst within me, a wave of exquisite sensation surged through my body. A gasp escaped my lips as my muscles tensed and released in an uncontrollable rhythm. My breath caught, a rush of warmth flooding every inch of my being as pleasure, pure and unadulterated, washed over me.
			

			
				It was a moment of surrender, of profound release, as my body quivered with the intensity of this newfound sensation. The pressure that had been building erupted into a crescendo of bliss, an orgasmic symphony that pulsed through me, leaving me trembling in its wake.
			

			
				In that moment of blissful abandon of my first orgasm, I experienced a revelation, a glimpse into a world of pleasure, a journey that had just begun, beckoning me towards a landscape of desire and self-discovery that I had never dared to explore.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				I had been busy with the kids and work, so it took me a week to pluck up the courage to install the dating app. During that time I probably masturbated at least twenty times. Making up for lost time, in the shower, in bed at night. One morning after dropping the kids off at school I felt so overwhelmingly horny that I rushed straight home, and sat at the kitchen table with my hands in my knickers until I climaxed.
			

			
				I met up with Jenni again for coffee, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement coursing through me. As we settled in with our mugs, I couldn't help but fidget with anticipation.
			

			
				"So, how's the dating app world treating you?" Jenni asked, a playful glint in her eye.
			

			
				I took a deep breath, feeling a rush of nerves. "Well, I finally took the plunge and installed the app," I admitted. “But I don’t know what to put on my profile.”
			

			
				Jenni leaned forward with a mischievous smile. "That's fantastic! Let's take a look. Remember, it's all about being subtle, but upfront."
			

			
				She helped me choose some photos and write my bio, stating that I was looking for fun and nothing serious. With a deep breath, I hit save. It was a small step, but it felt like a giant leap towards owning my desires. "Thank you, Jenni," I said, grateful for her guidance and support.
			

			
				Jenni grinned, her eyes scanning the profiles with a playful glint. "Let's see who catches our eye, shall we?" She passed the phone back to me, her energy contagious as we embarked on this collaborative journey of swiping.
			

			
				We scrolled through the profiles together, Jenni providing her insights and suggestions. "How about him?" she pointed to a guy with a relaxed vibe and a cheeky grin. "He seems like he'd be up for a bit of fun."
			

			
				I nodded in agreement, feeling a rush of excitement and apprehension as we swiped right on his profile. The idea of exploring these connections for casual encounters was both exhilarating and nerve-wracking.
			

			
				Jenni continued, her gaze scanning the photos and descriptions. "Here's another one," she chimed in, indicating a guy who exuded a laid-back charm. "God, look at his muscles! Do you fancy him?"
			

			
				Now we found a hot looking older guy with a cheeky grin, “Ooh, this one is married and looking to cheat,” Jenni said, “Don’t discount that, he’s not looking for a relationship and it probably means he’s experienced.”
			

			
				As we navigated through the profiles, our interaction became more collaborative. We discussed each potential match, considering their interests and vibe, aiming for a shared understanding of what might click for me.
			

			
				"There's this one," I pointed to a profile that hinted at a guy with an adventurous streak. "He seems like he'd be open to something casual, don't you think?"
			

			
				Jenni nodded in agreement. "Definitely, Becky! Give it a shot."
			

			
				With each swipe, a sense of excitement and curiosity bloomed. The process felt less daunting and more adventurous with Jenni's help. Together, we navigated through the profiles, carefully selecting potential matches that seemed open to the idea of casual connections.
			

			
				After a while we got bored of swiping. I wanted to get another story out of Jenni to fuel my masturbation fantasies. I didn’t want her to know that I’d been masturbating to her sex life though. "So," I began, attempting a nonchalant tone, "any recent adventures worth sharing?"
			

			
				Jenni's eyes lit up like a mischievous beacon. "Oh, definitely," she exclaimed, leaning in with a conspiratorial air. Her voice dropped to a whisper. "I had a threesome over the weekend."
			

			
				My jaw dropped open in astonishment. "Oh my god," I stammered, my cheeks flushed with a mix of shock and a growing warmth between my legs. "I've got to hear this story!"
			

			
				Jenni, relishing the attention, launched into the tale. “Well, I didn’t have the children, so my friend-with-benefits, Max, was going to stay over. He’s amazing, he’s a post-grad at the University, so a lot younger than me, probably 23 or something - honestly, he can fuck for hours and come five or six times in a night. Anyway, we'd always banter about him bringing along a friend, and lo and behold, this week he made good on that joke!"
			

			
				She paused for a moment, relishing the anticipation in my wide-eyed reaction before continuing with her account. "So there I was, opening the door just expecting Max, and he was there with this guy, a cheeky grin plastered across his face as he introduced his friend, Jake."
			

			
				"Wow," I murmured, my mind spinning with a heady mix of shock and intrigue. Jenni's unabashed tales never failed to spark a rush of curiosity and an undeniable stirring within me. As she continued to regale me with the explicit details, I felt an electric thrill coursing through my body, a hunger for a world beyond the confines of my own restrained history.
			

			
				As she recounted the events, Jenni's animated storytelling brought the scene to life. Her vivid descriptions made it feel as though I were right there, witnessing the unfolding events. The thrill and excitement in her voice underscored the audaciousness of the situation.
			

			
				"Jake was something else, really fit!" she continued, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "The chemistry between us all was electric. There was this incredible sexual tension in the air."
			

			
				I leaned in, utterly engrossed in Jenni's captivating narrative. "What happened next?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.
			

			
				She painted a vivid picture, each detail etching itself into my imagination. "I got them drinks and we sat on the sofa chatting. It started with stolen glances, innocent touches that lingered a fraction longer than they should have." Jenni was making me wait for the juicy details.
			

			
				My heart raced in anticipation as she recounted the details, her words bringing the scene to life. "Max and Jake were sharing a mischievous grin, and I could sense the tension building. There was this magnetic pull, and before I knew it, I was kissing them both in turn, and they were undressing me."
			

			
				“Fuck!” I whispered, clenching my thighs with desire.
			

			
				Jenni looked around to make sure no-one could overhear. “When I was naked, Jake went down on me, and Max put his cock in my mouth. Jake really knew what he was doing, he made me come so quickly, and then before I knew it he was inside me. No condom, but I didn’t even care.”
			

			
				The words hung heavily in the air, charged with the electricity of her narrative. “They took turns fucking me, one in my mouth and one in my cunt, there on the sofa. Oh my god, Becky. It was incredibly intense, the kind of passion that leaves you overcome with sensations. We did it for hours. Even now, just thinking about it," she confessed, a flush spreading across her cheeks, "I'm practically soaked." I was soaking wet too, and keen to get home now to relieve myself.
			

			
				Leaving the cafe, I felt a newfound sense of empowerment, and was determined to have some adventures of my own.
			

			
				Arriving home, a rush of anticipation surged within me as I noticed a package waiting for me. To my delight, it was the item I had ordered – my very first vibrator! Trembling with excitement, I hastily unpacked it. Then I shed my trousers and knickers, feeling a sense of liberation enveloping me.
			

			
				Seated on the sofa, I let out a soft sigh as I spread my legs, welcoming the thrill of this newfound adventure. My mind wandered to Jenni's recounted tales, the vivid images of her uninhibited encounters replaying in my imagination. The mere thought of her daring escapades sent a surge of heat through me, and I found myself incredibly aroused and ready to explore.
			

			
				The vibrator I held in my hand was of the rabbit variety, boasting a thick, rotating shaft and vibrating ears. Eagerly, I guided it inside myself, relishing the sensation of its gradual insertion. With a growing urgency, I pushed it further in until the vibrating ears delicately brushed against my sensitive clit.
			

			
				A gasp escaped my lips as the electrifying sensation radiated from my core, spreading like wildfire throughout my entire body. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, a powerful rush that overwhelmed my senses. I cried out, a mixture of surprise and ecstasy, as my body responded to the intense stimulation.
			

			
				I started to delicately slide the vibrator in and out of my eager folds, relishing the rhythmic movement as it teased the sensitive walls of my warm, wet cunt. With each motion, the vibrating ears brushed gently against my swollen clit, eliciting waves of pleasure that surged through my body. As the sensations intensified, I instinctively pressed the toy harder against myself, craving more of the electrifying pulses.
			

			
				The mounting pressure within me escalated swiftly, igniting an unstoppable wave of pleasure that seemed to consume every fibre of my being. With an uncontrollable surge of ecstasy, I cried out, unable to contain the intense rush that cascaded through me. The sheer intensity of the moment overwhelmed my senses as an exquisite orgasm crashed over me, sending me spiralling into a euphoric abyss.
			

			
				My cries echoed in the room, a blend of surprise, exhilaration, and pure delight as I surrendered to the overwhelming release. It was a climax so intense that it left me breathless, my body trembling with the aftershocks of an ecstasy that had transported me to the peak of pleasure and bliss. 
			

			
				But I didn't stop there. The lingering echoes of pleasure continued to reverberate through my body, a teasing echo of the euphoria I'd just savoured. The vibrator, now coated with my arousal, stayed in my hand as I pressed it once more against my sensitive clit. I could feel my pubic hair was soaked and matted. The sensations were almost overwhelming, teetering on the edge of unbearable intensity. Within moments, I succumbed once again to an intense climax, the sensations spiralling into an overpowering release.
			

			
				After the third time, I reached my limit. My mound and clit were swollen, throbbing with sensitivity that made the slightest touch unbearable. Collapsing onto the sofa, I sought solace in gentler sensations, running my fingers over my nipples through my shirt. As my throbbing cunt pulsated between my legs, I indulged in a soothing moment of relaxation, waiting for my breathing to return to normal. Sitting up, I saw that I had leaked fluid all over my leather sofa.
			

			
				Frantically dressing and tidying the aftermath, I hurried to the school to collect the kids, hoping to remain composed despite the lingering sensations from earlier. Spotting Jenni amidst the gathering parents, I felt certain she could sense my flushed and flustered state. As we found a moment away from prying eyes, she leaned in, a knowing glint in her eye, and casually inquired if I'd made any matches yet.
			

			
				"Oh, I haven't had a chance to check," I admitted, fumbling for my phone in anticipation. With a mix of excitement and nerves, I unlocked my device, and to my astonishment, there were already four matches awaiting my attention. The rush of emotions flooded through me as I turned to Jenni, feeling a combination of thrill and uncertainty.
			

			
				"What do I do now?" I asked, my voice betraying a blend of excitement and panic. The prospect of navigating this newfound territory felt exhilarating yet daunting
			

			
				Jenni leaned in, a mischievous twinkle in her eye as she began dishing out advice on the art of flirting through the apps. "Alright, listen up," she said, her tone a blend of playful confidence and genuine guidance. "Firstly, be yourself, but a more flirtatious version," she advised with a sly grin.
			

			
				"Keep it light and playful," she continued, her words laced with experience. "Ask questions, share a bit about yourself, and sprinkle in a dash of cheeky humour. Oh, and don't forget emojis, they're your secret weapon!"
			

			
				Her guidance felt like a crash course in a subject I'd never studied. I listened intently, absorbing every word, determined to venture into this new realm of connections with a sense of both excitement and caution.
			

			
				"Remember," she added, a conspiratorial tone creeping into her voice, "it's all about building a connection. Flirt, tease, and, most importantly, have fun with it. And when you're ready, if someone catches your eye, don't hesitate to suggest meeting up for a drink or a casual hangout. No pressure, just see where it leads."
			

			
				Just then, Dave, one of the Dads we knew, joined us. “Hi ladies, what are you two up to?” he said with a smile. 
			

			
				Caught up in the moment, I barely noticed, but I caught a flicker of something unusual crossing Jenni's expression, a subtle shift that, had I not been looking directly at her, I might have missed. There was an unexpected tinge of blush tinting her cheeks, a reaction that seemed out of place in our casual conversation.
			

			
				Suddenly, an unexpected suspicion crept into my mind, a question that lingered in the back of my thoughts. Could there be something more between Dave and Jenni? I racked my brain, recalling that Dave, come to think of it, was single, just like Jenni. 
			

			
				As my suspicions lingered, I couldn't help but scrutinise Dave with a newfound interest. Taking a closer look, I noticed the distinguished air about him. A few years older than us, he possessed a charm that was hard to overlook. His neatly trimmed beard, adorned with subtle flecks of grey, added a touch of maturity to his appearance.
			

			
				He had a magnetic presence, his warm smile and friendly demeanour drawing people in effortlessly. His eyes, a deep shade of hazel, twinkled with a welcoming sincerity that seemed to invite easy conversation. The lines on his face hinted at a life well-lived, adding character to his handsome features.
			

			
				As I observed him more closely, an unexpected thought crossed my mind; Dave was rather attractive. It was a realisation that caught me off guard, one that had never occurred to me before. His air of confidence, combined with the subtle hints of maturity in his appearance, made for an alluring combination that I couldn't deny had its appeal.
			

			
				My gaze lingered for a moment longer than necessary, contemplating the idea that perhaps there was more to Dave than I had previously noticed.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				With the children finally settled in bed and the house quiet, I poured myself a glass of wine. Retrieving my phone, I navigated to the dating app, excited to explore the growing list of matches that had accumulated, now up to seven!
			

			
				Among the names, Ben stood out as the most promising. At 31, an engineer by profession, his profile hinted at an open-minded nature and a desire for something casual. A flicker of hesitation crept in as I pondered whether I was perhaps too old for him. But buoyed by the liquid courage of the wine and recalling Jenni's encouraging words, I summoned the courage and sent him a message.
			

			
				To my surprise, Ben's response arrived swiftly, initiating a conversation that quickly gained momentum. Attempting to channel a flirty tone, I typed my replies, navigating this unfamiliar territory. Despite my best efforts, the words felt clunky and awkward. But gradually, the messages transitioned from the initial awkwardness to a slightly steamier exchange.
			

			
				Ben's replies hinted at a playful sense of humour, and I attempted to reciprocate with a teasing tone. As we delved deeper into the conversation, I found myself feeling bolder, more eager to explore the boundaries of our interaction.
			

			
				Ben's messages became more suggestive, nudging the conversation towards a steamier direction. "I can't help but wonder what you look like right now," his text read, the implications clear.
			

			
				A rush of anticipation coursed through me as I considered my response. With a flutter of nerves tinged with excitement, I contemplated his inquiry. Summoning a newfound boldness, I decided to take a chance. After a moment's hesitation, I angled my phone to capture a selfie, careful to reveal just a hint of cleavage without venturing too far into uncharted territory.
			

			
				As I reviewed the photo, doubt crept in. My breasts looked huge in the photo, and you could see a bit of my bra. Was this too much? Would he find it appealing, or would he perceive it as overeager? The image captured a fraction more than I had intended, a subtle tease that bordered on the edge of my comfort zone.
			

			
				With a deep breath, I pressed Send, my heart racing with a blend of anticipation and apprehension. The seconds that followed felt like an eternity as I awaited his response, uncertain of how he would react to my attempt at flirtatious daring.
			

			
				His response came quickly, filling the screen with words that made my heart race. "Wow, you look incredible," he typed, followed by a string of flattering compliments that sent a rush of warmth through me.
			

			
				Reading his words, a mix of relief and excitement washed over me. It was thrilling to be complimented, to feel desired in a way I hadn't experienced in years. 
			

			
				Encouraged by his positive reaction, I typed back a coy "Thank you," coupled with an emoji to convey my bashful yet pleased reaction. Ben sent me a picture of himself, he was on his sofa in his expensive looking flat, looking very sexy. The conversation continued, now charged with a newfound energy and seemed to teeter on the brink of something more. 
			

			
				As the night wore on and the hour grew late, I reluctantly acknowledged the need to bid Ben goodnight. Promising to resume our conversation the following day, I exchanged a final set of playful messages before we signed off, leaving the anticipation of our next interaction lingering.
			

			
				Slipping into bed, I found my mind wandering back to our flirtatious exchange, the subtle promises hidden in our words. Thoughts of Ben intertwined with the sensations conjured by my fantasies, a blend of exhilaration and nervous excitement. My fantasies were about Ben taking me in his flat, as I fucked myself with my vibrator.
			

			
				The next day, I woke to a flirty message from Ben asking for another selfie. Feeling sexy and daring, I sent him one from my bed. I was naked, and I positioned the covers so that just the top of my chest was visible, a tantalising glimpse of my cleavage. Ben responded with fire emojis, which encouraged me to send another, with the cover lowered further, barely concealing my nipples. I couldn’t believe I was being so bold; it was the most daring photo I’d ever taken of myself.
			

			
				More fire emojis and heart-eyed emojis flooded in from Ben. The exchange left me feeling a rush of excitement, and I found myself exploring my desires as I typed a response with one hand, slipping my fingers between my legs with the other. Ben mentioned he was about to shower. "I wouldn't mind a pic of that," I typed impulsively. I hesitated, then took a chance and sent the message.
			

			
				"Anything for you," he replied promptly. "Give me ten minutes." My heart raced with anticipation. I was so aroused that I contemplated using my vibrator, but I was already running late to get myself ready and the kids off to school. Instead I jumped in the shower myself.
			

			
				When I came out of my shower, Ben’s photo was waiting for me. He had propped the phone up at the end of his walk-in shower, and using the timer had taken a photo of himself under the water completely naked. He was turned three quarters away, so I couldn’t see his cock, but his muscular legs, his back and his bare ass looked amazing. My cunt was aching now.
			

			
				“Fuck!” I typed, with three fire emojis. Then I knelt on the bed, with my hand between my legs and rubbed my clit until I climaxed. Sprawling on the bed, I took a selfie with my tits in full view, my face flushed from the orgasm. I couldn’t decide if I should send it, and I was now running very late, so I quickly got dressed and got the kids up.
			

			
				Walking out of school, I caught up with Jenni, and she eagerly inquired about how things were progressing. I told her everything with Ben, including the photo I hadn’t sent. “He sounds great!” she enthused. “Let’s see his shower photo.” Making sure there was no-one walking too close to us I gave her a quick glimpse on my phone. 
			

			
				"Oh my God, he is hot! He can screw me anytime!" she enthused. "You should definitely go for it. When you’re ready. And send that photo - tell him everything, that you had just come from looking at his photo - you’ll make his day."
			

			
				“I don’t know,” I replied, “Isn’t it a bit forward? Do people admit this kind of thing?”
			

			
				“Of course,” she said, “There’s no need to be shy, the point of this is that you want to fuck him, right? He’s going to see you post-orgasm in real life. Hopefully!”
			

			
				“I guess,” I laughed. 
			

			
				“And ask to see his dick,” she said, “Make sure it’s not tiny or something.”
			

			
				“What?” I replied, “I thought as feminists we didn’t approve of dick pics?”
			

			
				“No!” she said, giggling at my naivety, “I love getting dick pics from men I fancy. It’s unsolicited dick pics that are gross.”
			

			
				So, that night I did send Ben the photo, explaining how he’d turned me on that morning. He replied that it was making him hard and I asked him to prove it. My first dick pic. He had a great looking cock, much bigger than my ex-husband’s. Looking at it made me wet, I loved that it was my photo that had made him hard. And we arranged to meet on Saturday after lunch, in a coffee shop near my house.
			

			
				Saturday morning came, and my ex collected the kids. I was so nervous as I got ready. I had a long, hot bath, making myself come twice thinking about Ben. I gave my bush a trim so that it was nice and neat. Should I have shaved it? It was too late for that though, I’d never done that before. At least my armpits and legs were freshly shaved.
			

			
				I put on my best underwear, not especially sexy, but black at least and smaller knickers than I usually wore. The bra was quite lacy too, revealing a hint of nipple inside. Finally, a cute summer dress that came down to my knees and showed off my breasts. I looked at myself in the mirror. Not too bad for 45, I thought.
			

			
				I got to the cafe feeling slightly shaky. Ben was already there and he got up from the table to greet me and kiss me on both cheeks. He was even more handsome in real life, and I loved the way he smelt as he leaned in to kiss me. My cunt was already aching with desire. Was I really going to get to fuck this beautiful younger man?
			

			
				The conversation went along okay as we sipped our coffee, but I was finding it hard to concentrate and just wanted to get to the sex part. Finally, I awkwardly blurted out “Shall we go back to my house?”
			

			
				Ben smiled and agreed. Walking the short distance to my house felt like walking into a different life. Once inside, I fussed about nervously, not knowing what to do, but Ben put his arm around me and drew me close, opening his mouth and kissing me, his tongue playing with mine. My whole body felt like it was on fire, but especially between my legs.
			

			
				Still kissing me, Ben took control, pressing his body against me, and pushing me against the wall. His fingers entwined with mine, he held them tightly, forcing them against the wall above my head. He was gentle, yet forceful. I’d never been treated like this before, like I was desired, and I melted in his arms, my mouth hungry for his mouth. I felt like my knickers were soaked through.
			

			
				Releasing one hand, Ben moved his hand down, stroking my neck and causing me to gasp at the sensation. His hand went lower, to my breast, pushed out and pert by my position pinned against the wall. He cupped my breast in his hand and ran his thumb over my nipple through the fabric. I melted again, moaning into his mouth at the pleasure that rushed through my body.
			

			
				And then he was on his knees in front of me, lifting my skirt and pulling my knickers down to the floor. I was totally exposed. I wondered again if I should have shaved, but Ben didn’t seem to have any complaints. Lifting one leg to get better access, he moved forward, his tongue touching my clit. I almost came right away and cried out in pleasure. Soon he was licking and sucking my clit, his mouth and tongue all over my cunt. I’d never felt anything like it. And when he concentrated on my clit with his tongue I came hard, grabbing his hair and holding his face against me.
			

			
				He stood, wiping his wet mouth on the back of his hand as he looked me in the eyes. I was panting, weak at the knees. “You taste so good,” he told me. Taking my hand he led me upstairs to the bedroom.
			

			
				In the bedroom, we both hastily stripped naked, and led on the bed kissing. My hand was stroking his hard cock, and he was fingering my wet cunt. This was the first cock I’d held apart from my husband’s, and the first time I’d really enjoyed it. He was bigger than my husband, and thicker. We lay there for a while, just enjoying the pleasure of touching each other and being touched.
			

			
				Suddenly, I decided I wanted him in my mouth. Something I hadn’t done with my husband since the early days. Pushing him onto his back, I moved down his body, kissing him as I went. His body was hairier than I was used to and I ran my hand through his soft chest hair. Reaching his cock, I held it in one hand and extended my tongue, running it round the tip of his cock. Then I put it in my mouth, as far as I could and was pleased to hear him let out a moan of pleasure.
			

			
				Unsure exactly what I was doing, I bobbed my head up and down, wanking the head of his cock with my lips while my hand held his shaft. This seemed to have a good effect on him, his eyes were closed and he breathed heavily. 
			

			
				“I’m sucking a stranger’s cock,” I thought to myself, the idea making me even more turned on.
			

			
				I moved back up to kiss him on the lips. “Do you want me to fuck you?” he asked. 
			

			
				“Yes please.” I replied. My cunt was aching for him.
			

			
				He grabbed a condom out of his wallet, and rolled it over his dick. Then climbing on top of me, between my legs, he kissed me deeply as he pressed against me with his hardness. Moving his hips gently back and forth, he rubbed his erection against my clit for a moment, before allowing it to slide lower between my folds and enter me.
			

			
				Even though he was thicker and longer than I was used to, I was so wet and open that he slid inside me easily. I moaned involuntarily at the pleasure of feeling him inside me. Gradually he began to thrust quicker and deeper, filling and stretching me even more. I could feel him deep inside me. “That feels so good,” I murmured in his ear, his chest rubbing against my breasts.
			

			
				As I held onto him, our bodies entwined in an intimate embrace, the sensation of his weight against my breasts added to the intensity of the moment. I lifted my legs up, to feel him even deeper. He was thrusting all the way in now, I could feel his balls slapping against my ass. I was moaning with every thrust, holding him tight against me as I enjoyed the feeling of him fucking me.
			

			
				He fucked me harder. The heightened intensity was a heady mixture of our shared passion and an uninhibited connection that sent shivers of pleasure down my spine.
			

			
				Withdrawing, he looked at me spread naked on the bed, my juices dripping from my cunt and down my ass. “Fuck, you’re beautiful,” he said. “Now turn over, I want to take you from behind.”
			

			
				I felt a heady rush as I positioned myself on my hands and knees on the bed, and presented myself to him. With a tender yet firm touch, Ben’s hands found their place, grasping my cheeks and spreading them apart. The sensation of being so exposed, laid bare before him, sent a thrill coursing through me. I felt a tingling heat rise within as I imagined his gaze exploring every inch of my exposed intimacy, my wetness glistening.
			

			
				With a controlled yet primal urgency, he guided himself inside, the sensation causing my breath to catch in my throat. Each inch of him sliding into me was an intoxicating mix of pleasure and anticipation. I moaned softly, relishing the sensation of being filled by him, the deep and intimate connection intensifying with every thrust. My hand instinctively went to my clit, and I rubbed it in time to his thrusts.
			

			
				As he moved within me, the rhythm became a symphony of desire, the pace gradually building into a crescendo of passion. I responded in kind, meeting his every movement with eager anticipation, the pleasure growing with each and every moment. The sensation was overwhelming, a whirlwind of carnal delight that seemed to consume us both.
			

			
				As his movements quickened, a wave of ecstasy washed over me, engulfing my senses. My breaths turned to fervent moans, my body quivering with the raw intensity of the moment. I grasped at the sheets, feeling the heat of the moment rising within me like a crescendo, ready to explode.
			

			
				With a gasp, I reached the peak, a symphony of pleasure bursting forth as my body convulsed in euphoric release. It was an overwhelming rush, the culmination of a passionate union that left me trembling and breathless in its wake. It was my first time climaxing with a cock inside me, and I felt my walls pulsating and clenching him.
			

			
				But Ben wasn’t finished, he continued to fuck me in different positions all over the bed and I came several more times. Until finally, I could tell he was close. “Can I come on your tits?” he asked. I was slightly shocked - I’d never had anyone ask me that before but I was all for embracing new experiences.
			

			
				Pulling out and removing the condom, he knelt beside me as I lay on the bed. He was on the edge, holding his cock and trying to delay the orgasm. Suddenly, he let himself go, and cum exploded over my breasts. Wave after wave of cum coated me in glistening white. It was warm, and wet, and I felt proud that I had made him cum so much. I loved seeing it pulsing out the end of his cock and covering me.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I said. “That’s so hot. Fuck, I’m covered.”
			

			
				He learnt over and kissed me. “You’re so sexy. Can we do this again sometime?”
			

			
				“Absolutely,” I agreed. 
			

			
				He picked up his phone. “Can I take a quick photo of your breasts covered in my cum?” he asked.
			

			
				“Only if you send me a copy,” I told him.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was my, now weekly, coffee with Jenni. I told her everything about my date with Ben. She loved every moment of my explicit description. “Oh Becky,” she said, “I’m genuinely thrilled for you. And proud of you! What comes next?”
			

			
				"Ben lives quite a distance away, and he’s occupied with work during the week," I explained. "I have the kids this weekend, so I’ve arranged to see him again next weekend. How am I going to wait 2 weeks though!" I took a sip of my coffee. "I'm also chatting with a few more men on the app," I confessed. "The experience with Ben was so fulfilling, I'm tempted to explore with all of them, honestly! But… would it be too much to sleep with someone else so soon?"
			

			
				“Of course not!” said Jenni. “You can seek any pleasure you desire. Society has conditioned us to impose limitations out of shame. There’s nothing wrong with having multiple lovers.”
			

			
				“I suppose you're right,” I replied, “But I'm still adjusting to all of this. I might see if I can meet one this week.”
			

			
				“Have you been sending them pictures?” she asked.
			

			
				“Yes, I've overcome my shyness in that aspect,” I confessed, blushing slightly. “I'm sharing even more now.” I glanced down at my lap, implying my meaning.
			

			
				“That's fantastic!” She playfully nudged my shoulder. “It's liberating, isn't it? But you have needs - you should find someone nearby who can drop by regularly in the morning after the school run.”
			

			
				It’s true, it was liberating. Most nights now, I found myself on my bed, engaged in video calls with a random man. I’d watch him stroke his hard cock while I pleasured myself with my fingers or used my vibrator. And I never knew how much I'd enjoy seeing a man climax, observing his expression, that little gasp, and then witnessing the release pulsing out of his cock and down his shaft. All because of me. Damn, I was feeling all heated and aroused again in the cafe.
			

			
				Anyway, I needed to confirm my suspicions about Jenni and Dave. “So, Jenni,” I began, “what do you think of Dave?”
			

			
				Surprised by my question, she started. “Dave who?” she asked innocently.
			

			
				I struggled to recall his surname. “Dave from the school run. Sexy beard.”
			

			
				“Oh, that Dave,” she began, seemingly innocent. Then she rolled her eyes. “Damn it, he didn’t want anyone to know, but I was going to tell you eventually - yes, I’m fucking him.”
			

			
				“I knew it!” I giggled. “Tell me everything.”
			

			
				“Haha, okay,” she replied, leaning in to share the details. “He’s a real sexual enthusiast, quite active on the apps and has had many partners. And…” she paused, adding dramatic effect, “you won’t believe how big his cock is!”
			

			
				“Oh?” I widened my eyes.
			

			
				“Yes! Absolutely enormous, the largest I’ve seen. We’ve also had some… adventures together.”
			

			
				“What do you mean?” My thoughts lingered on the size of his cock, I was sweating.
			

			
				“We’ve had a couple of threesomes with some of his other female friends,” she revealed, my eyes widening again in surprise. “And he took me to a sex club.”
			

			
				“Really?” I exclaimed, feeling a rush of blood to my senses.
			

			
				“Really. It was quite an experience, we swapped with another couple. And watched a lot of others.”
			

			
				“Wow,” I said. “I don’t think I’d be brave enough for that.”
			

			
				“You know, if you think Dave is sexy, I could arrange a… date, between the two of you. I’m pretty sure he’d be up for it. I’ve seen the way he looks at your tits,” she laughed.
			

			
				“I don’t know about that! Maybe,” I replied, blushing bright red again. This whole thing was a rollercoaster of emotions. And I needed to get home and masturbate. Checking my phone to hide my embarrassment, I saw I had a message from one of the men I had been talking to. 
			

			
				Jarad had been more forward than most, but I instantly felt comfortable talking to him. We’d already swapped naked pictures. He was mixed race, in his 30s and clearly worked out a lot. His message said that he had to be near where I lived for work tomorrow, and would I like him to pop by for coffee in the morning.
			

			
				I showed the message to Jenni, and then, making sure no-one was nearby, scrolled up so she could see the picture of him holding his erect cock. “Nice cock!” she enthused excitedly. “Say yes!”
			

			
				“I do really need to get laid,” I admitted, “I’m horny all the time at the moment.”
			

			
				“Go for it!” she chuckled, mischief twinkling in her eyes, “Just make sure to share all the details after!”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next morning, I waited anxiously for Jarad to arrive, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement.
			

			
				Despite being quite forward online, Jarad appeared shy and nervous in person. As we sat on my sofa, our conversation felt awkward. It dawned on me that if I wanted anything to happen, I’d have to take the initiative. Closing the distance between us, I asked, “Would you like to kiss me?”
			

			
				“Yes, please,” he replied. I stood up and straddled him on the sofa, holding his face and engaging in a passionate kiss. He responded eagerly, his hands moving to my hips. As we kissed, I began to grind against him, feeling his erection growing in his trousers.
			

			
				I kneeled before him, swiftly pulling down his trousers and taking him in my mouth, alternating between sucking and stroking his cock. Barely into it, he surprised me with a deep, guttural “Fuuuck,” and ejaculated in my mouth. Tasting cum for the first time was unexpected, not exactly what I had envisioned, but not an unpleasant taste either. Swallowing some, I felt its thick, gloopy texture slip down my throat.
			

			
				As his cum trickled down his shaft, I licked it clean, making sure not a drop was wasted. While I was glad to have brought him to climax so quickly, a hint of disappointment lingered as it ended abruptly. “I’m so sorry,” he apologised, “I couldn’t hold back. It just felt so good, and meeting beautiful women online is, well... new for me.”
			

			
				“Don’t worry,” I told him, “how about you go down on me, and you might get hard again. If you do, I’d love to feel your beautiful cock inside me.”
			

			
				Jarad didn’t need to be asked twice. I laid back on the sofa and he lifted my skirt and pulled my knickers off. Spreading my legs, I loved the feeling of him looking at my exposed cunt. He went down on me, licking my clit and causing me to moan in pleasure. He pushed two fingers inside me, and curled them upwards, stroking my g-spot as he licked me. It felt divine, and soon I found myself approaching orgasm. 
			

			
				“Don’t stop!” I told him. “I’m going to come.” Arching my back, I crossed the edge and let out a loud cry as my orgasm washed over me, my cunt pulsating on his fingers.
			

			
				Sitting up, I saw that he was hard again, his cock standing to attention. “Now fuck me!” I ordered him. He grabbed a condom out of his trousers and rolled it on. Then he moved between my legs and slid his cock inside me. I was already wet and open, and he entered me easily. He began to thrust inside me, all the while kissing me passionately.
			

			
				He was more gentle than Ben, and I enjoyed feeling him inside me as we kissed. I wrapped my legs around him, and put my hands on his perfect ass, pulling him deeper. I was soon approaching another orgasm, and when it happened, I felt a closer connection than I had before.
			

			
				It was clear that in this relationship, I was the one in control. So I pushed him back on the sofa and straddled him, guiding his cock into my cunt with my hand. Stripping my top and bra off, I rode him, my large breasts bouncing in his face. He grabbed them and smothered himself with them as I fucked myself on him.
			

			
				We fucked for a while; Jarad had great stamina now he had already come once. I had several more orgasms until finally he grunted again and filled the condom inside me. We collapsed on the sofa, sweaty and satisfied.
			

			
				When we had recovered and were cuddling naked on the sofa, Jarad admitted that he was in a long term relationship and was cheating on his girlfriend because they never had sex. He asked if we could meet up regularly to fuck. I wasn’t sure how to feel about this, but remembering what Jenni had said, I decided to just embrace it and go with it.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				A few days later, at school drop-off, Jenni came over to talk to me. “Hey, Becky.” she greeted me. “Are you doing anything now?”
			

			
				I didn’t have any plans, other than getting home and using another new vibrator that had just arrived. “I guess not,” I said. “What did you have in mind?” She was looking flushed and excited, I wondered what was up. But I did want to catch up with her and tell her all about my morning with Jarad.
			

			
				“A surprise, something you’ll love,” she said, teasing me. “Come round to mine at 10.” With that she hurried off.
			

			
				I turned up as promised and she showed me into the kitchen. She was still being coy about what was going on. After about 5 minutes, the doorbell rang. She came back with Dave - from the school run. Was this what I thought it was? I blushed, my heart suddenly pounding in my chest.
			

			
				We chatted for a few minutes in a lighthearted, flirty way. Dave was looking tall and gorgeous. I kept looking at the flecks of grey in his beard and occasionally sneaking glances at the bulge in his trousers. Was he as big as Jenni said? 
			

			
				“I just need to go and do something,” said Jenni suddenly, and left the kitchen.
			

			
				There was an awkward silence, and Dave said, “Jenni told me you’re dating.”
			

			
				My breath was coming too fast now. “That’s right,” I stammered. “I’ve met a couple of men.” Why did I say it like that? It felt so awkward. It also felt like Dave was quite close in the small kitchen as we both leaned on the kitchen table.
			

			
				“They’re very lucky,” said Dave, looking me in the eyes. It was pretty obvious now I had been set up by Jenni and Dave was coming on to me. I decided to just go with it. Moving closer to Dave I looked up at him. Suddenly our mouths were open and our tongues frantically intertwining.
			

			
				Dave pushed me back against the wooden table, and I opened my legs slightly to allow him to get closer. I could feel the bulge of his cock pressing against my mound in my jeans. My cunt was aching for him, and my knickers were getting wetter and wetter. Fuck, I needed him.
			

			
				Dave’s hand was on my breast now, rubbing my hard nipple through my top. I reached for the belt on his jeans, undoing it and popping the buttons open on his fly. Sliding his jeans and pants down to his thighs, his huge cock sprang free, and I grabbed hold of it. Fucking hell it was big, and not even fully hard yet. I stroked it with my hand, feeling it get stiffer. It was so thick I could barely get my hand round it, and impressively long. I ran both hands up and down the full length, enjoying how hard and warm it was.
			

			
				I rubbed my thumb gently around the head, and heard him moan in pleasure into my mouth. Our kissing was getting more and more frantic and passionate. His hands went to the buttons on my jeans, and quickly he undid them and pulled my jeans and knickers down to the floor. Pushing me back onto the table and kneeling in front of me, he lifted my legs up and wide apart, exposing me and spreading me open.
			

			
				His tongue began exploring my wet and swollen cunt. He licked all around me, tasting me and spreading me open with his hands, before focusing on my clit and causing me to moan in pleasure. I remembered Jenni. When would she be back? I glanced sideways at the door to the kitchen and there she was, leaning in the doorway watching us. She was wearing small white shorts, and they were now open at the fly with her hand inside them, touching herself as she watched us.
			

			
				Being watched sent an extra thrill of heat through my body. I was already getting close to climaxing. I grabbed my tits over my top and rubbed my nipples as Dave continued to pleasure my clit with his tongue. It didn’t take long until I cried out loudly “Fuuuck.” as I came hard. I glanced over at Jenni, had she just come too? Her face and chest were red and she slumped against the door frame.
			

			
				I needed Dave’s cock inside me now like I’d never needed anything before. And I wanted Jenni to watch. “Fuck me!” I begged him. “Fuck me hard.” He stood between my legs, holding his huge cock in one hand. He pressed it gently against my opening, parting my folds and appling a little bit of pressure. He wasn’t wearing a condom but I didn’t care, I needed him inside me.
			

			
				He pushed inside me and I felt my cunt stretch to accommodate his girth. “Oh my god,” I gasped. He slid deeper inside me, filling and stretching me. His thick, hard cock felt amazing. I lifted up my top and bra, freeing my ample tits so that I could squeeze my nipples harder.
			

			
				“Wow, you’re gorgeous,” Dave told me, thrusting gently to push his cock deeper and deeper inside my cunt. I was gasping and moaning with every thrust. God he felt good, he was so big and hard. In the doorway, Jenni had her shorts and knickers round her ankles, and I could see her thick dark bush that in no way matched her blonde hair. She was finger-banging herself frantically as she watched us.
			

			
				Dave picked up the pace, holding my legs and fucking me harder and deeper. Then, using one hand, he started rubbing my clit and soon I climaxed hard again, my cunt walls gripping his cock as I screamed and squirmed on the table.
			

			
				Jenni was now naked. She had a beautiful petite body with small but slightly saggy breasts. She approached us, and kissed Dave long and passionately as he continued to fuck me, running her hand over his chest. Then she surprised me by leaning over and kissing me too, her tongue in my mouth.
			

			
				She tasted minty, and I enjoyed the feel of her warm tongue in my mouth. I’d never kissed another woman before, but I loved it. I held her cheek with my hand to keep aligned as I was being pounded. She felt smooth and soft. Her hand took over mine on my breast, teasing and pulling on my nipple. Being pleasured by two people at once was more overwhelming than I could imagine. I climaxed again, grabbing her head and holding her against me as waves of ecstasy washed over me.
			

			
				Dave withdrew and we broke apart. Sitting up, I could see his cock was wet with my essence, but only about half way up his long shaft where there was a white tide-ring of my juices. Fuck, he’d only been able to get half of his big dick inside me. Jenni got on her knees and sensually licked all my cum off his cock. I joined her, and we gave him a double blow job, licking and sucking his cock in turn as he watched us and moaned in pleasure.
			

			
				“My turn,” said Jenni, with a cheeky grin. Standing, she turned around and bent over the table, offering herself to Dave to take her from behind. 
			

			
				“Hold her open for me,” Dave told me. I was more than happy to do so. I grabbed her cute little ass, and spread her cheeks open, drinking in the sight of her tight little asshole and gaping pink cunt. Dave guided his cock inside her opening as I held her open and slid deep inside her in one movement. She screamed in ecstasy and he began to fuck her hard. I could see her lips stretched tight around his cock as he thrust into her. 
			

			
				He was getting deeper into her than he had been able to fuck me, almost all the way. But she was so small and petite it looked like she shouldn’t be able to take it at all. She climaxed several times as he fucked her, holding her hips and plunging deep inside her as I watched closely and played with my own clit.
			

			
				Eventually Dave’s movements became more frantic and erratic. Suddenly pulling out, he held his cock and ejaculated all the way up her back and even into her hair. Once, twice, three explosions of cum went all over her. Then more thick pulses of cum, but less forcefully, running down over her asshole and down the wet hair of her pussy.
			

			
				“Fuck!” I said, impressed at how much cum there was. Jenni lay face down on the table, exhausted from the orgasms and covered in cum. 
			

			
				“Oh my god!” she moaned.
			

			
				Dave gave me a long deep kiss. “You are both so fucking sexy.”
			

			
				I thought that might be it, but Dave and Jenni weren’t finished. We went upstairs and got naked on the bed. Jenni and I made out, our breasts squashed together as we kissed and fingered each other while Dave watched. Soon he was hard again, and we took turns fucking his beautiful cock for at least another hour.
			

			
				Finally, several orgasms later, Dave came again while screwing me from behind. He filled my cunt with his warm cum, and when he pulled out, Jenni was there to lick it up as it dripped from me. I was aching and exhausted, but incredibly satisfied.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				The weeks whizzed by in a blur. Threesomes with Jenni and Dave became a regular fixture, and when work didn't hold me back, I'd meet up with Dave after the school run for indulgent morning sessions of heated passion. Ben popped by every other weekend, and in between, I found myself entangled in spicy sexting sessions with men I'd connected with on the apps. A couple of them, I'd even met up with for casual sex. I couldn’t stop thinking about sex, and I was having the time of my life.
			

			
				One evening, Jenni extended an invite for drinks with a few other school mums. We ended up getting quite drunk in the local pub, and near the end of the evening I found myself alone with Jenni. I was drunkenly telling her how grateful I was to her for opening my eyes to the world of sex and introducing me to Dave. We were getting quite emotional.
			

			
				Looking around to ensure no prying ears were nearby, Jenni leaned in, a conspiratorial air about her.
			

			
				"You know, there's someone else I've been meaning to introduce you to," she whispered.
			

			
				"Oh?" I queried, intrigued.  “Someone with a big dick?”
			

			
				"Oh, absolutely," she replied, lowering her voice even further. "I've met a new bull, he goes by the name Philipe, he's French, and... he's an OnlyFans creator."
			

			
				I'd vaguely heard of OnlyFans, but it left me a tad perplexed. "A bull?" I inquired.
			

			
				Jenni rolled her eyes, a chuckle escaping her lips. "I forget how green you are to all this," she said. "A bull is a non-monogamous man with a massive cock who fucks other men's wives and single women."
			

			
				I was feeling a rush of arousal at the revelation. This sounded like something I might be into. "And the OnlyFans part?" I asked.
			

			
				"So, he's got an OnlyFans page where he shares videos of himself fucking women with his massive cock," she explained, forgetting to moderate her voice in her inebriated state. And just as she finished that sentence, the music abruptly stopped, and her proclamation of "massive cock" echoed in the sudden silence. A few nearby heads turned our way, prompting us to dissolve into fits of giggles.
			

			
				Reality was beginning to sink in slowly. "Bloody hell, Jenni, have you made a porno?" I whispered.
			

			
				"No! Well, I suppose you could label it that way," she laughed. "He simply recorded us, and it's accessible to his paying subscribers, only a few thousand people."
			

			
				"Oh my goodness," I gasped. "What if someone from the school sees it?"
			

			
				"Highly unlikely, it's just a few thousand among eight billion. The chances are minuscule. Plus, my face is blurred in it," she reassured.
			

			
				"Alright, I suppose that's pretty low risk," I concurred, my body responding with that familiar warmth between my legs as I listened to Jenni's tales of sexual escapades.
			

			
				"Anyway," she carried on, taking a generous sip of her wine, "The thing is, he's incredibly attractive, well-endowed, and he absolutely blew my mind. I wondered if you fancied a go with him."
			

			
				"Oh my goodness, on camera?" I blurted out.
			

			
				"Yeah, why not," she shrugged. "At the very least, it'll give you something to enjoy while having a solo session. Here, take a look at him." She grabbed her phone from the table, flicking through some pictures until she found the ones she was after. "Look at this."
			

			
				She showed me snapshots of a well-built, nude black man. His erect member was indeed impressive. She swiped through a few more pictures, now featuring Jenni herself, her lips wrapped around his cock as she pleasured him. The final picture displayed her face, covered in his cum.
			

			
				“Fucking hell Jenni,” I gasped. “You’re so naughty.”
			

			
				“No naughtier than you, so don’t give me that,” she laughed. “I’ve seen you with cum on your face, remember. So are you interested?”
			

			
				"Well, I'm interested in that cock, but I don't know. Besides, what makes you think he'd be into someone like me? I'm hardly the stuff of a porn star," I confessed, grabbing at the bulge of my post-kid belly.
			

			
				“Are you kidding?” she told me, putting her hand on my bare thigh. “You are smoking hot. I could suck your big tits all night.”
			

			
				If I wasn't already aroused before, I certainly was now. I'd been intimate with Jenni multiple times, but always in Dave's company. Now, I was viewing her in a different light. Was I on the brink of experiencing my first encounter with a woman without a man around?
			

			
				"We could head back to mine," I suggested to her. "You can focus on my breasts while I test out my new vibrator."
			

			
				And that's precisely what happened. We indulged in passionate, alcohol-fueled lovemaking for several hours, exploring my extensive collection of toys. I climaxed so many times that keeping track became impossible.
			

			
				After we finally caught our breath, lying there naked, sore and slick with sweat, she brought up Philipe again. "Should I drop him a message?" she inquired.
			

			
				"Go on then," I agreed. "The mere thought of it is making me both anxious and turned on."
			

			
				Seizing her phone, she snapped a topless, sweaty selfie of us in bed and sent it to Philipe, asking if he was interested in fucking me. His response came swiftly, a resounding yes, suggesting the following day.
			

			
				"Oh bloody hell, Jenni," I gasped, feeling the nerves kick in. "I'm so jittery. Will you come along?"
			

			
				"And watch you with Philipe? Absolutely!" she enthusiastically replied.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The following day, Jenni and I arrived at Philipe's city-centre apartment around mid-morning. OnlyFans had become his full-time gig, bringing in substantial income. As he swung the door open, Jenni made the introductions. Philipe exuded ease and charm, and I found myself warming to him immediately.
			

			
				His bedroom resembled a movie set, adorned with multiple cameras mounted on tripods, assorted lights, reflectors, and laptops. After getting us drinks and some casual conversation, it was time to get down to business. I perched on the bed beside him while Jenni settled in a chair across, observing. I felt a rush of nerves as if I was losing my virginity.
			

			
				We shared a kiss to kick things off. Philipe's touch was both firm and gentle and it didn't take long for me to start feeling aroused. As he tugged my top over my head, my ample breasts were unveiled, clad in a lacy bra. The awareness of the cameras trained on me heightened my sensations, adding a thrilling sense of allure and audacity to the moment.
			

			
				Philipe's hands gravitated to my breasts, caressing them, his thumbs tracing over the lace, teasing my pink nipples that peeked through. A surge of sensation shot through my body, straight to my core. Our kisses grew fervent, urgent, as if I craved him desperately.
			

			
				He guided me gently backward onto the bed, his movements deliberate and unhurried. With measured intent, he began unfastening my shorts, the anticipation of his touch causing me to instinctively reach for my own breasts, caressing and teasing my nipples. In a deliberate sweep, he removed both my shorts and knickers in one smooth motion, discarding them carelessly to the floor. He opened my legs and moved slightly to the side and I realised he was making sure one of the cameras captured the view of my spread pussy.
			

			
				It dawned on me that Jenni was also privy to this sight. Curled up in the armchair, she sat with her jeans undone, her hand slipping beneath her knickers, silently observing the scene unfolding before her.
			

			
				Philipe parted my folds gently with his hands, positioning himself between my legs. His tongue made contact with my clit, sending an electric jolt of pleasure coursing through me. The sensations intensified as he delved into licking, his tongue assertive and slick. I found myself clutching at my breasts, unable to contain the pleasure that surged through me. "Oh God," I gasped, overcome by the waves of ecstasy. He persisted, his tongue skillfully dancing around my sensitive clit until, unable to hold back any longer, I gripped my breasts fiercely. A tidal wave of sensation crashed over me, causing my entire body to convulse and writhe in the throes of a powerful climax.
			

			
				Philipe leaned in for a kiss as I basked in the warm afterglow of my climax. My fingers found their way to his belt, swiftly undoing it to reveal his impressive, hard cock, every bit as substantial as Dave's. With both hands, I tenderly stroked it, relishing the firmness beneath my touch as our lips met in a passionate embrace.
			

			
				He moved onto his back, and it was clear he wanted me to suck his cock. Glancing at the camera positioned at the foot of the bed I saw Jenni, her fingers working fervently between her legs while she attempted to stifle any sounds of pleasure, I took his dick in hand, admiring it. “Mmm, your cock is so big and hard,” I murmured.
			

			
				Careful not to obscure the camera's view with my hair, I traced my tongue along the entire length of his shaft before enveloping the tip with my lips. His size was such that I couldn't possibly accommodate even a fraction of it in my mouth. Instead, I focused on sucking and licking the tip while both hands worked his shaft with a deliberate rhythm.
			

			
				Suddenly, he was on top of me, firmly holding my arms down as he drove his cock inside me. The sensation was intoxicating, feeling him enter me, asserting dominance. His deep thrusts elicited cries of pleasure from me. Each withdrawal left me feeling aching and yearning, only to be met with the overwhelming ecstasy of being filled so profoundly as he continued to thrust.
			

			
				Lifting my legs and pinning them back against my shoulders, he intensified his rhythm, pounding into me with fervour. Amidst his thrusts, thoughts raced through my mind of the multitude of women he must have pleasured on this very bed, and I felt lucky for being among them.
			

			
				My body teetered on the edge of another climax when he abruptly withdrew from me. A cry of frustration escaped me, but he swiftly plunged his middle two fingers inside, vigorously targeting my g-spot. In an instant, a colossal wave of sensation engulfed me, propelling me into a squirting orgasm of monumental proportions. My wetness sprayed upwards, forming an erotic cascade over both of us.
			

			
				He kept up the rhythmic motion, relentlessly stimulating me to experience one squirting orgasm after another. It was an onslaught of sensation, a torrent of release that surged through me repeatedly. It felt like an endless cascade, at least ten times over, until the bed beneath us was thoroughly drenched. I had never fathomed that I could produce such an incredible volume of squirting pleasure.
			

			
				Before I could catch my breath and regain my bearings, his rigid cock was thrust back inside me, driving deep with forceful intent. He pounded into me vigorously, his tongue intertwining with mine while his hands fervently explored my breasts. Any sense of surroundings faded away, I was oblivious to the cameras capturing our every move. All that existed in that moment was the intense union of my core and his relentless thrusts.
			

			
				Amidst this passionate fucking, I soared towards another climax, lost in the sheer intensity of our connection. My body convulsed with pleasure once more, my fingers clenching tightly against his back as I rode the waves of ecstasy crashing over me. The world dissolved into a blur, leaving only the relentless dance of my pulsating core and his driving force within me.
			

			
				After he withdrew, a moment of respite settled between us. I glanced at Jenni, her complexion flushed and heated, her hand lingering within her knickers. Sweat patches adorned her grey top, evidence of the intense pleasure she'd experienced. It was clear she had indulged in several orgasms of her own. With a subtle gesture, she offered me a thumbs-up, a silent acknowledgment of the exhilarating encounter we'd just shared.
			

			
				Philipe handed me a bottle of water, and I eagerly took a few sips, my body drenched in sweat from the intensity of the encounter. Moments later, he guided me onto all fours on the bed, positioning himself behind me. Without hesitation, he penetrated me from this new angle, driving into me with fervour.
			

			
				"God, yes!" I moaned ecstatically as he entered me, his sizable cock engulfed by the tight, slick walls of my cunt. With my face buried in the bedding, I surrendered to his forceful thrusts, feeling him spread my cheeks as he plunged into me. My breasts swayed wildly, dancing to the rhythm of his relentless thrusts. The intensity grew, and I found myself climaxing once more in response to his unyielding pounding.
			

			
				"I'm going to come, turn around," Philipe commanded in that alluring French accent of his.
			

			
				Swiftly obeying his instruction, I turned over, offering up my breasts, cupping them and presenting them to him. With one hand grasping his cock, he grabbed his phone to capture the moment. Then, as he masturbated for a brief moment, he let out a grunt, releasing copious streams of cum that showered my breasts. It seemed to last far longer than I had anticipated, coating me entirely in his substantial release.
			

			
				"Fucking hell, that was incredible," I gasped, my body collapsing back onto the bed in an aftermath of sheer pleasure. At some point, Jenni had shed all her clothes and made her way over, beginning to lick the remnants of Philipe's cum from my breasts. Her tongue traced patterns across my skin, cleaning me off with delicate precision, each pass sending shivers of tingling pleasure through me.
			

			
				"You were so unbelievably sexy!" she exclaimed, her voice filled with admiration. "This is going to be the most mind-blowing sex tape ever." Her lips met mine, and we kissed, the taste of Philipe's essence lingering on her tongue. Surprisingly, the taste ignited a surge of arousal within me, intensifying my desire. Soon, we were entangled in a passionate embrace, exploring each other with fervent touches and urgent caresses.
			

			
				Jenni straddled me, our lips locked in a feverish kiss, when a sudden cry escaped her and she gripped me tightly. It dawned on me that Philipe, still hard, had entered her from behind. With the same fervour he had shown with me, he began thrusting into her vigorously, eliciting passionate moans of pleasure from her. In the throes of ecstasy, Jenni climaxed intensely, burying her face in my ample breasts.
			

			
				Philipe exhibited astounding stamina and energy, moving between pleasuring both of us, seamlessly alternating between our yearning cunts. His endurance was remarkable, his passion evident in every thrust and movement. Eventually, I found myself lying on my back, with Jenni perched atop me, her wet and lush pussy poised tantalisingly over my face. I eagerly delved into her, my tongue exploring every inch of her, lost in the depths of her arousal. Meanwhile, Philipe resumed his relentless thrusts into my own eager cunt.
			

			
				Amidst the heated passion, I heard Philipe grunt once more, a signal of his impending release. Suddenly, I felt the warmth and wetness flood me as he poured his essence inside me, filling me with his climax. 
			

			
				Jenni descended eagerly, lapping up the remnants of Philipe's release that trickled from me, while Philipe captured every intimate moment in close-up on his phone. Surrounded by this sensual atmosphere, I couldn't help but feel a surge of liberation. In that moment, I realised I had ventured into the realm of creating an explicit film, a sexual revelation that filled me with a surprising sense of pride.
			

			
				The sensation of feeling so unabashedly sexy and daringly naughty stirred a newfound confidence within me. I had ventured beyond the confines of my previous experiences, embracing a sense of liberation and empowerment. It was a revelation that marked a significant shift in my sexual journey, a chapter that, amidst its exhilarating and passionate encounters, left me with an unexpected sense of self-assurance and pride.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				One morning after the school run, I was in bed with Dave. He’d just fucked me senseless, and we were cuddling as I leaked his cum all over my sheets. “So,” he began, gently swirling his finger around my exposed nipple. “I’ve been invited to a party at the weekend, and I wondered if you wanted to be my plus one?”
			

			
				“Oh?” I said, surprised. We hadn’t gone anywhere together before. “What sort of party?”
			

			
				Dave grinned, “Well, a sex party actually.” I felt a sudden rush of blood and my heart beat quicker.
			

			
				“Tell me more.” 
			

			
				“A couple I know are having a party. It’s her birthday party. Not too many guests, just three or four couples. And they invited me. I haven’t been to one of their parties before, but I imagine that there will be swapping, and group sex. But it will all be fully consensual and you wouldn’t do anything you weren’t 100% comfortable with. In fact, we could just watch, if you like.”
			

			
				The idea turned me on so much, I felt my cunt starting to ache again. But I wasn’t sure I was brave enough.
			

			
				“It’s up to you,” Dave told me. “No pressure. Actually, I don’t know if this makes it more or less appealing, but you might know one of the other couples invited. Do you know the parents of … in year five?”
			

			
				My eyes widened in shock. “Fuck, really? I do know them,” I replied. The wife and mother, Amanda, was someone I spoke to occasionally. She had a very sexy face and eyes, with lots of laughter lines, but she was not glamorous and fairly overweight. I couldn’t imagine her at a swingers party. It just showed you never knew what people got up to. Although I guess other parents at the school didn’t think I was very sexy either, or had any idea what I had been getting up to lately.
			

			
				All this talk was making me very horny again, and my wandering hand had found Dave’s cock, which was starting to get hard once more. I tried to picture the husband, Simon. I’d seen him a few times. Come to think of it, I seem to remember that he was tall and sexy, with a nice beard.
			

			
				“Have you… done stuff… with Amanda and Simon?” I asked, intrigued.
			

			
				“Oh yes,” Dave replied, “I came across their couples profile on a fetish app a few months ago. I ended up fucking her while Simon watched. It’s kind of their thing.”
			

			
				God I was horny now. Dave was fully erect and I was lazily stroking his huge cock. “I’m going to need you to fuck me again,” I breathed in his ear.
			

			
				Another thirty minutes and at least four orgasms later, I lay there leaking more pleasure onto my sheets. I had been doing a lot of laundry these days. “I’ll come to the party,” I decided, feeling like I should seize the opportunity.
			

			
				 
			

			
				That weekend, I found myself in Dave’s car, pulling up to a large house in the country. I was wearing my best (and only) black cocktail dress. My breasts looked even bigger than usual in it and were making me feel self conscious. At least I had some nice underwear now, a matching dark purple lacy set. There were a few other expensive looking cars in the driveway, and I had never been so nervous as we rang the doorbell.
			

			
				The hosts, Julie and Ray, answered the door. They were very friendly, and giving us big hugs and kisses on the cheek, welcomed us in. Julie was very elegant and could only be described as a MILF. She oozed sexuality, and just by looking at her I could tell she was very sexual. Ray was the strong and silent type. His clothes hinted at affluence, and the way his shirt hugged his muscular physique suggested regular gym sessions. The moment I laid eyes on him, an intense desire to be with him overwhelmed me.
			

			
				After getting us drinks, they introduced us to the other guests. In the living room, we met Amanda and Simon. Meeting someone from the school at a sex party felt awkwardly embarrassing, and I worried about being judged. Amanda, now dolled up and wearing makeup, was much more alluring than I had imagined. I hadn't realised just how huge her tits were until now as they spilled out of her dress. As I thought about Dave’s big cock buried in her, I surprisingly found myself quite attracted to her.
			

			
				We were the last to arrive, and two other couples, who I hadn't met before, completed the group. Phillipa seemed to be the youngest, in her twenties and was quite posh. She was married to the oldest man present, William. He was sixty, he shared when we were introduced, though he didn’t look it and had recently retired. It seemed he'd sold his company for millions or something.
			

			
				The other couple, Liz and Danny, were more down-to-earth and in their late 30s. Liz worked at a pre-school, and Danny was a builder. Both were absolutely stunning. Actually, looking around, I thought I’d happily fuck any of them.
			

			
				It started off like any party, with drinking and chatting in small groups. Everyone was very flirty, and there was a strong sexual tension. I found myself talking to Julie in the kitchen about how she and Ray had got into swinging about five years ago.
			

			
				It felt like she was getting closer to me, touching my arm, flirting. I was starting to get quite turned on. Soon her arm was around me, and we were cuddling against the kitchen counter. Then before I knew it, her tongue was in my mouth, and my cunt was throbbing in my knickers. Her hand was on my side, applying just a bit of pressure to the side of my breast.
			

			
				But before anything more could happen, Ray called us into the living room. Laughing, Julie rolled her eyes at me in frustration and we went back to the others. We sat next to each other on a sofa, as Ray stood in the middle and raised a glass.
			

			
				“Everyone,” Ray was saying, “I’d just like to raise a toast to Julie and wish her a happy birthday.” He went on for a few minutes about how wonderful and sexy she was. But I couldn’t concentrate, because her hand was behind me, sneaking up my dress, and into my pants. She fondled my bottom as we listened to Ray.
			

			
				When he finished, Julie got up and spoke to the group. “Thank you Ray!” she said. “And now, I think it’s time you all unwrapped me!” I wasn’t sure what she meant, but she went first to Ray. He gave her a kiss, and then whipped down her skirt, leaving her standing there in her sexy black knickers and suspenders. I felt the familiar rush of blood to my cunt. Her ass was perfect in the tiny black thong, and she had long shapely legs, bounded by the lacy hold-ups. 
			

			
				Giving him another kiss, she twirled away and approached Simon and Amanda who were sitting on a sofa opposite me. Straddling Amanda, Julie wrapped her arms around her neck and gave her a sensual open mouth kiss, grinding her ass back and forth on Amanda’s lap. Then, breaking away, she lifted up her arms so Amanda could remove her top. 
			

			
				Julie’s lacy black bra matched her panties, and I admired her small but perfectly formed tits. The bra was slightly transparent, and I could make out her dark nipples through it. God, I wanted to suck on them. Turning to Simon, she kissed him too, and both Amanda and Simon reached up to her breasts and fondled one each, rubbing her nipples through the thin fabric.
			

			
				Laughing, she again pulled away and moved to the next person in the circle; Dave. Backing onto his lap, she sat on him facing us all, rubbing her ass on the bulge in his trousers. Dave leaned over and kissed her neck, his hands moving to her breasts. She threw her head back and moaned in pleasure, loving that she was giving us a show. Dave’s hands moved up and he pulled the bra straps over her shoulders, exposing her breasts. Then he unhooked her bra and it fell to the floor.
			

			
				“I’m almost unwrapped,” giggled Julie. She moved over to Liz and Danny and put her leg up on the sofa. Liz began to kiss her lower leg, and moved up to the thigh. Then she pulled down one of the hold-ups and slipped it off her leg. Julie switched legs, and Danny removed the other one. He lifted up the bare leg, and began sucking her toe.
			

			
				“Oh, fuck,” moaned Julie, closing her eyes again. Danny and Liz licked and sucked her toes for a few moments and Jule gasped and moaned.
			

			
				Then she was approaching me, wearing nothing except for her small lace knickers. “Will you unwrap my final layer?” she asked me. My face felt bright red, and my own knickers were wet and hot. She stood in front of me, and I held her hips, her knickers at my eye level. Then, as slowly as I could, I hooked my thumbs into them and slid them down her long legs.
			

			
				Slowly, I revealed her dark, trimmed bush, only inches away from face. Between her legs, I could see her large labia hanging down, much larger than my own. My heart was racing as her knickers fell to the floor. She put one leg up on the sofa next to me and moved forward slightly, inviting me. 
			

			
				Feeling everyone’s eyes on me, I put my hands on her pussy and parted her folds until I could see the small swell of her clit. Then I leaned in, my tongue extended. When it made contact with her clit, I felt her legs go weak and she cried out. “Oh my god!” Encouraged, I began to lick it, flicking my tongue over it as fast as I could.
			

			
				Julie’s hands grabbed my head, her fingers entwining in my hair, pulling me closer to her. She tasted incredible, the warm taste of her cunt making me even more wet and horny. I squirmed in my seat, desperate for some friction on my own clit. 
			

			
				My whole vision was taken up by the hair of her pussy, so I didn’t know who it was that put their hand on my leg. But I didn’t care, I just needed their touch. I opened my legs to invite them to explore further and felt the hand run up my thigh and touch my knickers.
			

			
				Julie was grinding against my face now, moaning loudly and saying “Oh fuck, yes” over and over. She sounded like she was close to climax. Using one hand, I slid two fingers inside her, and almost immediately I felt her come. “Fuuuck!” she screamed, as the walls of her cunt spasmed, clenching my fingers. 
			

			
				I felt her juices running down my fingers as I pulled away, and put them in my mouth, looking up at her as I licked them clean. The hand on my knickers was grazing my clit through the fabric now, and sending electric bolts of pleasure through me. I saw now that it was Amanda. We moved together and her warm, wet tongue entered my mouth, tasting Julie on my lips. She continued to touch me between the legs, her huge breasts pressed up against me, bulging out of the top of her dress.
			

			
				Julie was on the other side of me now, naked and kissing my neck even as I made out with Amanda. Her hand was on my other thigh, and I opened my legs even wider, feeling a thrill at having both sexy women pleasure me while the others watched. 
			

			
				As I took turns kissing them both, they slowly undressed me. My ample breasts were exposed to the group and Julie took one nipple in her mouth, causing me to moan loudly at the pleasurable sensations. Finally, Amanda pulled my knickers down to the floor and I was fully naked. I spread my legs wide again, wanting everyone to see my gaping cunt, my heart racing at the thought.
			

			
				Looking around, I saw that they were all watching me. Liz was sitting between Dave and her boyfriend Danny. They both had their hard cocks out, and Liz had one in each hand, gently stroking them as they watched us.
			

			
				Phillipa and William were also cuddled up in a chair watching, William’s hand was inside Phillipa’s top, massaging her breast. Simon was sitting on the other side of Amanda, his hand in his own pants. Ray stood nearby, naked from the waist down, his erect member standing straight up.
			

			
				Juile got down on all fours in front of me and buried her face between my legs. The sensation of her eager tongue in me, with all the erections around, quickly sent me over the edge and I climaxed loudly.
			

			
				But Juile didn’t stop there, she began finger-fucking me too. Ray knelt down behind her, and slid his cock into his horny wife. He started to fuck her hard, holding her hips as she continued to finger me, her moans muffled by my cunt.
			

			
				Now it became a free-for-all, with everyone removing their remaining clothing and fucking each other. Liz straddled Dave, and I watched as she slid down his huge cock, all the way to his balls, her tight lips gripping his shaft. When she lifted up again, she left sticky white juices all up his shaft.
			

			
				William had come over to Amanda and he entered her between her open legs, fucking her missionary as she lay back on me. I grabbed her enormous bouncing breasts, squeezing and pulling her nipples as he fucked her until she came. Her face screwed up and her body was shaking. This was going to make the school run awkward next time I saw her!
			

			
				Ray and Julie joined me on the sofa, Julie kissing me with lips that were wet with my essence as Ray knelt between my legs and thrust his erection inside me. I finally had the cock inside me I had been craving, and I felt him open me up and stretch me as he fucked me hard. Julie rubbed my clit and I came again.
			

			
				William’s cock was in my mouth now, and I sucked it, savouring the taste of Amanda’s pussy. This was my first time sucking a dick while being fucked and I loved it. The cock in my mouth was a focal point for my moans and cries as Ray and Julie made me come again.
			

			
				And then it was time to change partners again. William knelt between my legs and Amanda mounted Ray, riding him and leaning over to kiss me. Her huge tits hung down almost to her belly and I couldn’t resist continuing to play with them as we both enjoyed being fucked.
			

			
				I was barely aware of what else was going on in the room, but I glimpsed Dave on top of Phillipa now, her legs pinned back against her shoulders and his thick cock stretching her open as he thrust into her completely shaved pussy.
			

			
				I couldn’t believe I was having an orgy with all these beautiful people. It went on for some time, switching partners again and again. I came so many times I lost count. Eventually, the men began to finish.
			

			
				Dave stood in front of Amanda as she knelt in the middle of the room. She was wanking his cock and looking up at him. “Come on my face,” she told him as she stroked his shaft as fast as she could. And he did. Huge loads of cum pulsed out of his dick over her face and tits. She squealed with delight as it coated her. When we’d spoken before I’d never dreamed she was such a hungry slut.
			

			
				While I watched this explicit scene, Ray was inside me, thrusting into me in a missionary position. He started making low groaning noises, and suddenly withdrew, ejaculating big streams of cum over my belly and breasts.
			

			
				When the others had finished too, we cleaned up and sat around naked chatting and drinking. It felt wonderfully liberating to be naked as a group. Ray offered some Viagra round to the other men, and I realised that the evening wasn’t over yet.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				After thirty minutes or so, people started coupling up again and making out. I was chatting to Danny, and soon we were getting very close and cuddling on the sofa. He’d fucked me hard from behind in the first round of sex while I had been sucking Dave’s cock, but we hadn’t really connected on a personal level yet. Now my hand was on his chest, and I was admiring his huge builder’s muscles.
			

			
				Julie and Dave started fucking noisily on the floor in the middle of the room. Julie was moaning and almost screaming as she was penetrated by Dave’s impressive cock. Most of the rest of us sat around watching the show, in no hurry to do anything else. Danny was hard, and I gently stroked him while we cuddled and watched the others. I sucked his cock for a bit, making him groan with pleasure and then went back to watching Julie and Dave. The whole thing felt wonderfully sexy and relaxed.
			

			
				After Julie had climaxed a few times, she got on top of Dave and rode him. Then she beckoned Ray over. “Darling, be a good husband and fuck me in the ass,” she told him.
			

			
				My heart started racing again, eager to watch her take two dicks at the same time, something I had never even thought of trying. Ray grabbed some lube from the table and knelt behind her. With Dave’s cock still in her cunt, Ray rubbed some lube around the tight ring of muscles around her ass. Then he slid two fingers inside, opening her up as she relaxed, all the while she was grinding her hips slowly onto Dave. 
			

			
				“Oh my god,” she moaned, “That feels so good. Put your cock in me.”
			

			
				Ray pressed the tip of his cock against her tight rear opening and applied some pressure. After an initial resistance, it slipped inside her. “Ohhh fuuuck,” she cried, her eyes rolling up in her head. Ray and Dave began to move in sync, slowly thrusting into her at the same time. The whole group was watching, mesmerised.
			

			
				The two men began to pick up the pace, and Julie came hard, her body shaking uncontrollably. But they didn’t relent and soon she came again. The rest of us were far too horny now, and started doing our own thing. I swung my leg over Danny, with my hands on his ripped chest, I began to ride his cock. My big breasts bounced around, until he grabbed them with both hands and sucked one nipple and then the other.
			

			
				I felt someone behind me, their hand on my ass as I rode Danny. It was Ray, and he kissed my neck, his erection pressed up against my back. “Oh, hello,” I said. “Have you come to fuck me in the ass too?” I desperately wanted to do what we had just watched Julie experience.
			

			
				Ray pressed his lubed fingers against my tight opening, and began to massage it in circles. My cunt was still full of Danny’s cock, and I tried to relax my muscles. He continued to massage me. The feeling was wonderful and when he finally slipped one finger inside me, it felt like nothing I had felt before.
			

			
				I resumed the motion with my hips, riding Danny and feeling the sensations of his cock and Ray’s finger inside my tight hole at the same time. Using my thrusting motion, Ray worked his finger deeper inside me, and then added another, stretching me in an unfamiliar way. Then he spread my ass cheeks wide with his hands, and pressed his cock against my ass. I felt my ass relax, and gape open as the tip of his cock pressed against the entrance.
			

			
				And then he was inside me, thrusting into my ass, his cock rubbing against Danny’s with just my thin walls separating them. The feeling was incredible and I soon climaxed, a different orgasm to what I was used to, but more intense. My vision went hazy and my head was swimming with pleasure as wave after wave of orgasm washed over me. I felt my cunt and ass contracting and throbbing on their dicks.
			

			
				I was vaguely aware that a lot of the others were watching us now. Was I being too loud? I felt a second orgasm wash over me and closed my eyes, feeling the sensations rush through my whole body. I realised that I was squirting too, and that Danny below me was soaked with my fluids.
			

			
				Suddenly, Ray pulled out, leaving me feeling empty and open. “Fuck, I almost came,” he said. “Who wants to take over?”
			

			
				Simon moved behind me and slid his cock into my ass. God I felt so slutty and sexy, having these men use me like this. The party continued like this for a while, swapping partners and everyone fucking. 
			

			
				Eventually, I was too exhausted, sore and tired to continue. I curled up on the sofa and watched the others still going at it, until one by one they also finished. I watched Dave grunting as he filled Julie with cum. Simon and Ray simultaneously came on Amanda’s face and tits as she begged for their cum. William climaxed inside his wife Phillipa next to me on the sofa.
			

			
				Dave came to cuddle me on the sofa and check I was okay. I’d had such an amazing time, I couldn’t believe I’d got to experience such an intense orgy. It felt truly liberating and I couldn’t wait to tell Jenni about it.
			

			
				 
			

			
				In the car on the way home, I couldn’t stop thinking about everything that had happened. I started getting overwhelmingly horny again. I hiked my dress up and started fingering my sore cunt inside my knickers. Dave was glancing over from the driver’s seat and I could see the bulge in his trousers as he got hard. 
			

			
				I leaned over and undid his trousers. Despite coming twice already, he was rock hard again, and I pulled his cock out, licking and sucking it as we drove along the deserted country lanes.
			

			
				“Fuck this!” Dave said, pulling over into a layby. We quickly jumped in the back seat. I removed my knickers. Dave unbuckled his belt and pulled his trousers and pants down to his thighs. His huge cock was erect and ready. I spread my folds open with my fingers and he slid his dick inside me once again.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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				Surrounded by free-spirited guests embracing the “clothing optional” rule, Claire and Andy find themselves enjoying naked yoga, couples massage with a happy ending and opening up in ways they never would have imagined. Discover how one accidental booking can transform an ordinary weekend into a very explicit swinging adventure full of orgasms and new experiences, including the ultimate one - the final night orgy.
			

			
				 
			

			
				US: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0D2JK6GFZ
			

			
				UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B0D2JK6GFZ
			

			
				CA: https://www.amazon.ca/dp/B0D2JK6GFZ
			

			
				AU: https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0D2JK6GFZ
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Finishing School For Sluts
			

			
				 
			

			
				When Georgina’s parents find her in bed with half the crew of their yacht, they send her to a finishing school in deepest, darkest Devon to straighten her out. But as all the girls there have similar scandalous pasts, things don’t quite work out as they planned.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Soon Georgina meets a charming young man named Will, and she hatches a plan to escape the school and take control of her future. Join her in this funny, daring, and unashamedly explicit tale of sneaky adventures, bisexuality, threesomes and group sex with very horny rich girls.
			

			
				 
			

			
				US: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DPJD23DW
			

			
				UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B0DPJD23DW
			

			
				CA: https://www.amazon.ca/dp/B0DPJD23DW
			

			
				AU: https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0DPJD23DW
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Sex Academy
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jane loves Charlie with all her heart, but the sex is boring and predictable. When they enrol in a lunchtime Sex Academy, she expects a few tips and techniques. What she doesn’t expect is just how far things will go. From live demonstrations to group workshops, each lesson brings them closer to their ultimate sexual fantasies, and to each other.
			

			
				 
			

			
				As they explore this new world, the couple soon realises they're not just improving their own relationship, they're unlocking desires that involve other people too. Soon, passion, lust, and graphic sex lead the way in this fun and filthy adventure.
			

			
				 
			

			
				US: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DJ7XDT12
			

			
				UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B0DJ7XDT12
			

			
				CA: https://www.amazon.ca/dp/B0DJ7XDT12
			

			
				AU: https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0DJ7XDT12
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Carrie's Gap Year - Thailand
			

			
				 
			

			
				For her gap year in the 90s, Carrie is travelling the world in search of adventure and freedom. Quick to make friends, she’s drawn into a whirlwind of wild nights, group sex, and unforgettable experiences.
			

			
				 
			

			
				From five-star hotels to full moon parties, Carrie immerses herself in a journey of explicit sex, friendship, and self-discovery. But while it’s easy for her to hook up with new people, saying goodbye proves much harder.
			

			
				 
			

			
				US: https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DHV7ZCL7
			

			
				UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/dp/B0DHV7ZCL7
			

			
				CA: https://www.amazon.com.ca/dp/B0DHV7ZCL7
			

			
				AU: https://www.amazon.com.au/dp/B0DHV7ZCL7
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