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Chapter One


The map app on my phone had been glitching for the last hour, so seeing the wooden fence marking the entrance felt like a miracle. I pulled the car up the driveway and turned off the engine.

Finally, I was here. This was the bucket-list vacation I’d been promising myself ever since the lawyers signed off on my freedom. I was thirty-nine, divorced for three years, and on leave from an admin job where the highlight of my week was the computer not freezing up. I used to be an art teacher with paint under my fingernails, but nowadays, it was mostly just printer dust.

That was the logic behind this trip. Some time away at a countryside artist retreat called “Le Mas” in Saint-Rémy, France, to see if I could remember how to feel alive again.

I found the place on a forum for creatives a few months ago. The description was vague, emphasizing a focus on the “natural body,” which I figured was artsy speak for nude statues in the garden. I didn’t overthink it. It was cheap, it was in Provence, and it was an escape.

I sucked in a deep breath and stepped out into the aggressive afternoon sun before dragging my duffel bag up to the main door.

The latch clicked before I could even knock. The woman standing there had to be Elise. She was in her mid-forties, holding a lit cigarette and wearing a sheer off-white dress. It was thin enough that I could see the dark circles of her areolas underneath. She clearly wasn’t wearing a bra, and her nipples jutted right out.

“Celine?” she asked. There was just the faintest trace of a French accent left, perhaps worn away by the years of exposure to the countless tourists passing through here.

“That’s me,” I replied. “Sorry I’m late. Took a few wrong turns back at Avignon.”

“Don’t be,” she said, taking a drag of the cigarette and exhaling a cloud of smoke. “We don’t really do schedules here.” She stepped back, leaving the door wide open. “Leave the bag. Julian can get it later if his back isn’t acting up. Let’s get you out of the sun before you melt.”

I followed her inside, and the temperature dropped instantly. The hallway was wide and cluttered with all sorts of oddities and art supplies, but it hardly felt messy, more so lived in.

“Welcome, this is our sanctuary,” Elise said, walking deeper into the house with a barefoot stride I hurried to match. “Usually Julian would be here to do the charming host routine, but he’s busy in the studio right now. You’ll meet him soon enough.”

We passed through a living area, and I slowed down immediately. My eyes caught on the peculiar artwork covering the walls. The oil paintings that hung there were aggressive and undeniably… fleshy.

Above the main dining table hung a massive canvas depicting three bodies tangled together in a sex pile. Next to it was a close-up study of a man getting a blowjob. The artist took great care to render the veins on a truly massive cock that had just been sucked dry, with strings of saliva and little blobs of cum hanging off the head.

I continued, stopping at a pedestal near the window. It held a bronze sculpture of a naked woman sitting down on a stool with her legs spread as wide as they would go, while another woman stuffed her face in her pussy, sucking on her clit and getting plenty of her fingers involved too. I was drawn in instantly, pausing in front of it for a few seconds as a rush of heat spread between my legs.

Elise noticed me staring. “Ah, that’s some of Julian’s early work. He went through a very physical phase,” she said dryly.

“It’s, um, graphic,” I replied, trying to find a neutral word.

“Well, we believe art is primarily about the body. We certainly have a lot of beautiful scenery around here, and you’ll get plenty of that of course, but let’s be honest, bodies are just as interesting. And, we don’t believe in hiding things here, Celine.”

She walked over to the sculpture, running a finger along the slit of the woman on the stool.

“Look, I’ll be blunt because I hate surprises,” she started. “We run this place for people who want to strip back the shame. Artists, writers, people who are just stuck, whatever the case. Julian and I, we’ve been together twenty years, and yes, we’re very sex-positive, especially when it comes to sharing around and open nudity. We have guests who like to have sex in the garden, and guests who like to draw them doing it. Personally, we’re fond of both. So don’t be shocked if you see people screwing out in the open or enjoying their art in unconventional ways. It’s all part of the experience, and you are always welcome to watch. Including me!”

I felt my face heat up. Especially with that last comment. Was this a swingers’ getaway? Was I even supposed to be here if I wasn’t part of the lifestyle? I wasn’t sure, but I played it cool anyway. “Uh, right… I guess I didn’t pick up on all of that from the website.”

“It’s in the fine print,” she said with a small smirk. “Don’t worry, there’s no pressure on you to take part in anything. You can just appreciate the art for what it is from a distance. The point is, there’s no need for any shame, and everyone shares the same spirit. You’ve been to art class, right?”

“Of course, I was an art teacher for ten years,” I replied. “I’ve seen plenty of naked people.”

Elise let out a laugh. “Well, there you go. A bit of a change. In fact, we even have an American couple, Dan and Stella, staying here right now who are particularly enthusiastic about the open-air policy. You’ll definitely see them around. Anyway, does any of this bother you? Let me know, we can make arrangements.”

I paused. Standing in front of a woman so casual about her own nakedness didn’t make me want to run. Strangely, it made me feel safe.

“No,” I said, surprised at my own honesty. “It doesn’t bother me at all. I mean, I sort of need to get back into figure drawing anyway. If people are willing to model and get naked, I’m not going to complain.”

Elise gave me a wide smile. “Very good, Celine! Then you’ll have plenty of material. But just so we’re clear, sex out in the open is normal here. If you see something you like, draw it. It’s rude to ignore a performance, anyway.” She looked me up and down one last time. “That applies to you, too, if the mood strikes.”

I simply nodded back, fighting a blush.

She gestured toward the back door. “Your cottage is down the path, across from the orchard. Oh, and dinner is usually served around eight. We drink a lot of wine, so pace yourself.”

She turned toward the kitchen, and I headed down the path. The cottage was simple, but I didn’t bother taking the tour. The drive, the heat, and Elise’s little speech had woken something up in me, and my hands were shaking slightly. I wasn’t going to hide in here and unpack socks. I needed to do something with that energy.

I threw my bag on the bed, grabbed a sketchbook and a pack of charcoal sticks, and stepped right back out into the heat.

I followed the scent of rosemary toward the orchard. I found a spot near a crumbling stone wall, hidden in the shade of a big old tree, and sat down in the dirt. I opened my pad to a fresh white page, took a deep breath, and looked up.

It was at that moment, framed perfectly between two trees about forty yards away, that I saw them.

It had to be Dan and Stella.

He was sitting shirtless on a folding camping stool, with a sketchbook balanced on his knee. He had a thick back and tanned skin, with wavy black hair. Not the kind of guy I’d imagine being into painting, but not like it mattered anyway. He was hot, and very much easy on the eyes.

Stella stood near a low branch, and exactly as Elise had implied, she wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing.

My charcoal hovered over the paper as I took her in. She had creamy white skin with a soft stomach, contrasted by a stark tan line across her ass where a bikini bottom usually sat. Her tits were nice and perky, topped with small pink nipples. She moved her torso as I watched, kicking one leg out.

“Chin up,” Dan commanded without looking up from his sketchpad.

Stella obeyed, curving her back to stick her ass out further. I started sketching quickly, trying to capture the shape of her hips. It felt wrong sitting in the dirt stealing her image, but it was obvious they’d chosen the most visible spot in the orchard on purpose. She looked too sexy to ignore, especially with an ass like that.

“Okay, great, think I’m done here,” Dan finally said, adding a few finishing touches before tossing his pad onto the grass.

That was the moment I expected them both to cover up, but nothing of the sort happened. Dan simply walked over, wrapped a hand around her throat, and spun her around. Then they kissed hard, wet tongues diving into each other’s mouths, while one of his hands slid down to clamp onto her ass cheeks, squeezing the flesh tight.

I stopped drawing and held my breath. A sudden throb kicked up between my legs, catching me completely off guard. Seeing him handle her like that made my mouth go dry and my panties soak through in a heartbeat.

Dan dropped to his knees next. He shoved her thighs apart and pressed his face straight onto her cunt, dragging his tongue all the way up the wet slit before sucking hard on her clit.

He was eating her out right there in the middle of the orchard, and neither of them seemed to care who might have been watching.

I watched the back of his head work between her legs, a sight that made my pussy ache even more. Stella’s knees gave way briefly, and she cried out, the sharp sound startling a bird from the tree above.

I paused for a split second, feeling like a creep, but then Elise’s advice echoed in my head. I knew I didn’t have to look away.

So I let myself stare, and my hand started moving again. I drew the tension in Stella’s quads, shaded the dark, wet space where his mouth met her pussy, and captured the way she gripped his hair as she rode his tongue.

After a while, Dan pulled back. He stood up and shoved his shorts down to his ankles. Out popped his cock, fully erect and throbbing, and he took hold of it in his hand, giving it a few quick strokes to keep the blood flowing.

He turned Stella around. She bent over, grabbing one of the branches for support before wiggling her ass for him.

“Mm, you’re so sexy, Stella,” he grunted.

He stepped in and shoved himself inside her.

Stella started wailing again. “Oh fuck, yes!”

The sound of his hips slapping against her ass cracked through the orchard. Dan pounded hard, making her tits swing back and forth, while her hair flew everywhere. It was brutal and hungry, and an extremely hot sight to see.

I was sketching furiously now. The black dust from the charcoal started coating my fingers, and I was smudging the lines of their bodies together. But the intensity of the drawing wasn’t enough.

The pressure building between my legs was bordering on painful, and my nipples were starting to get quite sensitive against my top. I reached up and rubbed them. Fuck, I was so horny.

I looked around. The rest of the grounds were empty. If I didn’t do something right now, I was going to lose my mind. So I quickly loosened up my shorts and shoved my hand down my panties.

The moment my fingers reached my pussy, I realized I was slick with arousal. I was so swollen and wet down there.

I kept my eyes on them. Dan was still sliding his cock in and out of her with zero hesitation, and she took every inch proudly. A perfect sight to pleasure myself to. I eventually found my clit with my charcoal-stained fingers, and started circling. The grit of the dust mixed with my own juices created a sensation that made me tremble.

I closed my eyes and started to rub my clit, matching their pace. Every time he thrust into her, I pressed harder. I imagined it was me with my ass out over that branch, and that thick cock sliding into me, stretching me open, filling up the hollow and lonely space I’d been carrying around for all these years.

“Fuck, Stella,” Dan groaned. “I’m about to come!”

My breathing became shallower. I rubbed faster, my circles becoming desperate and sloppy. The pleasure wound up inside me intensely, and I no longer cared that I was out in the open, masturbating without a shred of shame.

A moment later, Dan started tensing up. He grabbed Stella’s waist, drove deep, and began flooding her pussy. As he did, he groaned loudly, and I could see how strong the orgasm was from the way his ass clenched up and spasmed. Stella kept wailing in ecstasy as he did, moving back into him so he could spray his cum as deep as possible.

I came immediately after, a rush of heat and pleasure that wrecked me entirely. The orgasm rippled outward from my core, and I moaned into my hand, desperate not to make a sound they could hear. The flood of juices that came out from my pussy was warm and sticky, soaking right through my panties and leaving a dark patch on my shorts.

I slumped back against the stone wall with my hand still down my pants and gasped for air. I almost started to feel guilty about what I had just done, even though it had felt so good.

In the distance, Dan pulled out. He took a few seconds to catch his breath, then leaned in and kissed Stella’s shoulder. They murmured something to each other and shared a quick chuckle, and then he gave her a final slap on the ass.

I looked down at my sketchbook. The drawing was chaotic and messy, but there was a strange beauty to it that became clearer the longer I stared.

I pulled my hand out of my pants immediately, wiping the mix of sweat and fluids onto the dry grass, and then I picked up the charcoal stick again. I had to finish the shading on the tree before the light changed.


Chapter Two


After finishing my sketch of Dan and Stella fucking under a tree, I walked back into the main house and found Elise in the kitchen. She stood at the counter and uncorked a bottle of red wine, but she wasn’t alone. A man sat at the big wooden table next to her, flipping through a stack of mail.

I figured out immediately that this was Julian. His hair, a thick shock of dark and light, was swept back from his forehead, and he wore a loose navy shirt with the sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms splattered with dried clay.

“Ah, this must be our new arrival,” he began, standing to shake my hand. His accent was only a fraction heavier than Elise’s. “Celine, is it? I’m Julian, welcome to Le Mas, it’s a pleasure to have you here. I hope Elise hasn’t scared you off yet.”

“Nice to meet you, Julian. And no, she hasn’t yet, though the day is certainly still young,” I replied with a smile, trying to be cool with my words.

Elise handed me a glass of wine without asking if I wanted it. “She’s already been exploring the orchard, Julian. Went straight to work, it seems.”

Julian’s eyes landed on the sketchbook tucked under my arm. “Oh, is that so?” He held out a hand. “May I?”

I felt a sudden spike of anxiety. The old art-school fear of critique bubbled up, but I pushed it down and nodded. He opened the book to the page I had worked on, and I watched his face closely. He studied the drawing of Dan and Stella, taking in the aggressive lines and the smudged shadows that made it up.

“Hmm, very bold,” he murmured. He tapped his finger on the section where I had drawn Dan’s boner. “You have a good eye for weight, I must say. Most people draw genitalia like they’re completely detached from the body, but here, you can see the weight of it. The fullness of the balls, and the way the veins bulge out. It’s wonderfully filthy. Well done!”

“Thank you,” I said, a genuine flush of pride warming my face. “I had very explicit models.”

“Oh, we know,” Elise added. She leaned over Julian’s shoulder to look at the drawing. “Dan and Stella love the orchard in the afternoon. It’s nice to see someone capturing it properly for once.”

Julian closed the book and looked at me with a spark of interest. “Celine, I must say, the light we have right now is too good to waste inside. Elise and I planned to take the van out to the gorge for the last few hours of sun. It’s a limestone canyon about twenty minutes from here, and it’s quite beautiful this time of day. What do you say about joining us?”

“I’d love to,” I replied.

“Excellent,” Julian said, and he drained his glass. “Grab your things. I’ll bring the van around. Oh, and do you mind if I take a photo of this? Some of the other guests would love it.”

“Not at all,” I replied. “Go for it.”

* * *


A while later, I climbed into the back of a battered van where the other guests were already waiting. Two people occupied the middle row, and Julian gave a quick introduction from the driver’s seat. “Celine, this is Liam and Noelle.”

They were a stunning couple. Liam was a tall Black man with thick biceps and a warming smile. Noelle, petite and graceful, was his perfect opposite. She had freckled cheeks and wavy black hair. She wore a simple, light-blue sundress that showed plenty of skin, top and bottom.

As Noelle shifted to let me pass, her small breasts swayed freely under the thin fabric. I immediately noticed that she, just like Elise, wasn’t wearing a bra. The realization made me conscious of the restrictive underwire digging into my own ribs. In this heat, with this crowd, I suddenly questioned why I’d even bothered.

I finished saying hello to them and shuffled toward the rear of the van, when a voice called out. “Room for one more back here.”

I squeezed past Liam’s knees and dropped onto the bench, sitting next to the final passenger. Before I had even fully settled, he held out a hand.

“Luca,” he said. His voice was deep, with the warm cadence of an Italian accent.

“Celine,” I replied, shaking his hand. I took a second to really look at him. Luca seemed to be just a few years older than me, and very handsome. His wavy blond hair was pushed back by a pair of sunglasses, and a white linen shirt was unbuttoned halfway down his chest, revealing a smooth tan and a dusting of golden hair.

“I guess I can’t hide it,” I admitted. “My parents liked the name. I think they hoped I’d grow into it and become extra sophisticated, but hey, here we are.”

Luca let out a deep laugh, and the sound went straight to my pussy. “Celine, don’t sell yourself short. You have a very cute and sophisticated vibe. A little mysterious, even.”

The ache between my legs stirred again. It had been years since a man this attractive flirted with me, or at least years since I had been awake enough to notice. I spent so long feeling invisible that his attention felt like a direct blast of sunlight.

My pussy tingled with a mix of raw need and sudden panic, and my panties were already starting to feel damp. I crossed my legs and pressed my thighs together in an attempt to dull the throb.

“I’ve been here a month,” Luca continued. “I keep trying to leave, but Julian has a way of keeping people here. Plus, the scenery helps.”

“Yeah, I think I figured that part out already.”

“Ah,” he chuckled. “Guessing you saw Dan and Stella out in the orchard?”

“Mhm, clear as day. They just seemed so, um, open.”

Luca gave me a friendly smile. “Well Celine, that’s the beauty of this place. Inspiration is everywhere. You just have to be willing to look.”

His words hung in the air for a second. I felt my skin prickle, and quickly turned to look out the window, taking a moment to process it all.

Julian soon pulled the van onto the main road and we picked up speed. The landscape that rolled by was a blur of cypress trees and vineyards, but I struggled to focus, because the view inside was too distracting. Every time the van took a sharp curve, Luca’s shoulder pressed into mine, and he made zero effort to pull away.

We arrived at the gorge twenty minutes later. It was spectacular, with steep limestone walls rising on either side of a turquoise river.

Julian brought the car to a halt. “Alright everyone, feel free to wander wherever the inspiration takes you, just make sure we meet back here at dusk.”

We piled out. Liam and Noelle grabbed a cooler and headed down the path with their fingers laced through each other, while Julian and Elise went the other way and carried a large canvas tote bag between them.

Luca pointed toward a high trail. “I plan to head up to the ridge at the top there. The panoramic view is spectacular. You’re welcome to join if you want, Celine.”

I looked at the steep climb and then back down toward the river. Part of me wanted to go with him and see where the flirting led, but I was also starting to crave some solitude to process the day. Plus, I really wanted to paint the water.

“I think I’ll stick to the riverbed,” I replied. “I want to try to capture the reflections.”

“Suit yourself.” He gave me a wink. “If you change your mind, you know where to find me.”

I watched him walk away and took a moment to appreciate the fit of his pants and how they hugged his tight ass with each step. Then, I turned and headed down the narrow goat path toward the water.

I walked for about fifteen minutes, navigating through dirt paths and big boulders, until the sound of the others faded away completely.

Eventually, I came around a bend in the canyon, and the sight in front of me made me completely freeze up.

Below me, in a secluded clearing where the river widened into a calm pool, I found the others.

Elise and Julian were already in the water, waist-deep. Liam and Noelle were on the bank, and they stripped off the last of their clothes. I stepped back behind a large shrub. My pulse kicked up. I knew I should have probably announced myself or turned around, but the pull was too strong.

I sat down on the dusty earth. The foliage hid me, but I had a perfect view of the scene below. I pulled my sketchbook and paints out of my bag, and my hands trembled slightly.

Noelle stepped into the water. Her skin glowed against the dark rocks. She moved toward Julian, who stood still and watched her approach. Elise laughed at something Liam said as he waded in to join them. It started innocently enough, but the energy shifted rapidly.

My eyes widened as I observed them move into formation. Julian with Noelle, and Elise with Liam. I couldn’t believe they were swapping like this. It hadn’t even been a full day since I saw Dan and Stella fucking out in the open, and now this?

These guys were truly, utterly shameless.

I kept watching as Julian reached out and cupped Noelle’s breast. He weighed it in his hand. She leaned into his touch and her eyes closed.

Meanwhile, Liam moved behind Elise. I watched as he pressed his cock against her lower back. Even from this distance, I saw the thickness of him. His dick was quite large, and stood up fully erect from a patch of dark pubic hair. She kicked her legs out for him, and he planted a kiss on her shoulder, before sliding inside.

I opened my paint box and wetted my brush with the water from my bottle. I needed to capture this.

As I drew, the foreplay dissolved into something dirtier. Julian moved to take Noelle over a large rock. Her ass broke the surface of the water, sparkling and shiny. He wasted no time, positioning himself behind her and driving into her cunt with his cock. I heard the slap of flesh meeting flesh echo off the rocks around me.

Liam then turned Elise around and lifted her up. She wrapped her legs around his waist, and then he impaled her. She groaned loud enough for the sound to carry up to my hiding spot. I could’t help staring at Liam’s ass. It was smooth and muscular, flexing tight as he fucked her.

I painted quickly, my brush strokes became loose and messy. But the painting failed to satisfy me. The sight of them and the sheer animalism of it, made me crazy. My breathing started to go shallow.

Julian pulled out of Noelle next and swapped with Liam. Now I watched Julian take Elise from behind, while Liam and Noelle knelt in the water. Noelle fed him her breast while she jerked him off, and he seemed to have a finger thrusting in and out of her cunt too.

I looked down at my palette, yearning for more. My eyes locked onto the large hog-hair brush sitting in the dirt. It had a long lacquered handle made of thick, smooth wood. I reached out and wrapped my fingers around it, and my pulse went wild because I knew exactly what I wanted to do with it.

This was insane. I was sitting on a dirty ridge in the middle of nowhere, about to violate myself with art supplies. But the throb between my legs made it impossible to think straight.

I shoved my shorts down to my knees and the air hit my damp skin. My panties were already ruined, soaked through with sweat and my own cum. I yanked the front aside and spread my legs wide, then dug my heels into the roots of the shrub next to me for leverage.

I touched the rounded tip of the handle to my slit. I paused for a moment as my brain tried to hit the brakes, but my body overrode it. I pushed the wood inside.

A filthy noise clawed out of my throat. It wasn’t a cock, but it was hard and filling, and the stretch felt amazing.

I started to piston the handle in and out. I twisted it as I went, letting the wood grind against the sensitive walls of my pussy. My other hand went straight to my clit, finding it deliciously slippery and swollen.

I kept my eyes focused on the scene below. Liam and Noelle had changed positions again, and now she was sucking him off. She was deepthroating him easily, sliding back and forth on his cock with saliva dripping down to her tits. She kept sucking until Liam’s body tensed up.

Liam withdrew his cock at the perfect moment, and I watched his body spasm as he unloaded his pearly white seed onto Noelle’s tits in a series of ropes.

“Fuck,” I whispered as I drove the brush handle deeper. It was basically bottoming out inside me now. “Ooh, this feels so good.”

The visual broke something in me. I moved my hand faster on my clit, pressing harder onto the swollen nub.

I squeezed my eyes shut and abandoned the visual to focus entirely on the sensation of the wood inside me as my orgasm slowly built. I was slobbering on my own hand to stifle the moans just so no one would hear.

I ground my crotch against it some more, not giving a damn that I was getting paint on my inner thighs, or that I was creating a filthy and sticky mess on myself. I was so damn close.

But suddenly, a voice rattled in my ear.

“Wow, your composition is really excellent, Celine.”

Fuck. Had I just been caught?

I went completely rigid for a second, and my eyes snapped open. Of course, the orgasm died instantly, and all that was left between my legs was a cold wash of shock.

I rushed to cover myself. I yanked the brush out and pulled my shorts up in panic. I spun around, and my heart pounded so hard I thought I might vomit.

It was Luca who was standing there. I knew he was tall, but now, with me on the ground, he almost looked like a giant. Especially with those beefy muscles peeking out under his shirt.

I thought he might have been looking at my flushed face, or the wet patch that had soaked through my shorts, but all Luca seemed to be interested in was the sketchbook lying in the dirt.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. I waited for the disgust, for the mockery.

Luca ignored all that and took a step closer. He crouched down and picked up the sketchbook. The page was nothing but a smear of colors, but the shapes of the four bodies in the water were clear as day.

“You have a very aggressive style,” he said with a calm tone. “It’s wonderful… you’ve managed to capture the motion of the bodies in the water perfectly. And the way the light hits Liam’s back looks very nice too. You should be proud of yourself, Celine.”

He looked up at me then. A small smile played on his lips. He reached out and brushed the hair away from my face, which was plastered to my cheek with sweat. I shivered at the contact.

“You don’t have to panic, Celine,” he said. “You already know this, but I’ll say it again. We don’t hide things here. It’s okay to peek, especially when you get to enjoy yourself after.”

He glanced down at the paint-smeared brush lying in the dirt next to my thigh, then back up to my eyes. The implication was clear.

“Though, I think your technique could use some refinement,” he added. He leaned in until his face was inches from mine. I could smell the salt on his skin. “Let’s work on this tomorrow, shall we? I’ve got some ideas, and I have a feeling you’re going to learn quickly.”


Chapter Three


The ride back was pretty much silent. For me, anyway. At dinner, Elise chatted about capturing the scenery from today, but I struggled to meet her eyes, convinced she knew what I’d done fifty feet above them.

Luca had told me to let go, but the shame lingered. I watched them have sex, which was part of the deal, but sticking a paintbrush inside my pussy while I watched felt like a violation of their performance.

I excused myself right after the cheese course. I went back to my cottage and scrubbed the paint and dried up cum off my legs in the shower. When I flopped into bed, I found myself staring at the ceiling, and sleep refused to come. The image of them fucking in the water replayed on a loop behind my eyelids.

I just couldn’t help it. Despite the soreness, I slid my hand back between my legs. I finished what I started on the ridge, and I fell asleep with my fingers still sticky and my pussy still throbbing for more.

Morning arrived with a blinding white sun. I found Elise and Julian on the terrace, picking at croissants and fruit. Elise hardly wasted time on the small talk, simply pointing with a slice of orange toward the hills.

“Dan and Stella went to the ruins for photography, and Liam and Noelle took the bikes into town. I suspect they found a secluded field instead.”

It seemed everyone was fucking constantly around here, while I was just standing around watching. I downed my coffee to hide my expression, left them to their eating, and headed toward the old stone barns to walk off the restless energy.

But then, just as I turned on a path around the base of a big tree, I walked straight into a solid chest.

“Whoa there.” Luca steadied me with a hand on my shoulder. He was in a slim T-shirt and paint-smeared shorts. “Sleep well?”

“Oh, sorry Luca,” I said. “Uh, yeah, somewhat.”

He smiled, the knowledge clear in his eyes. “I doubt that. But come with me. Remember what I said about refining your technique? The studio is better than sweating it out in the sun.”

We walked to the barn, the door groaning as he shoved it open. The space was cavernous. Light filtered down onto a raised platform holding a worn set of padded chairs.

“Welcome to the workshop,” Luca said.

I moved to the nearest wall. It was a gallery of filth: sketches of spread legs, entangled limbs, and close-ups of genitals. I stopped at a large canvas depicting a man on the very same platform in front of me. He was nude, rendered in striking detail down to the thick, clean-cut cock hanging between his thighs.

“Is this you?” I asked.

Luca walked over and stood next to me. “Oh, yes. Julian painted that last summer, actually. He has a way of making me look more heroic than I actually am.”

“I don’t know. It looks pretty striking from where I’m standing.”

“I model quite a lot,” Luca said. He shrugged. “It pays the bills when I’m traveling, and it keeps me in shape. You have to be comfortable with people staring at your junk for hours on end, but I got over that a long time ago.”

He moved to a workbench and started organizing some scattered tubes of oil paint. “What about you, Celine? Who was the last person you drew naked?”

“Well, some volunteers from the art studio,” I said. “But that doesn’t really count. Before that… my husband. Ex-husband, I mean.”

Luca paused. “Oh… what was he like?”

“If I had to pick one word, I’d probably say ‘safe,’” I said. “He worked in an office. Very structured. We were together for fifteen years and married for ten. He was the only man I’d ever been with.”

Luca stopped what he was doing and looked at me. “The only one?”

“We met just after college. I thought that was how it worked. You find someone, you settle down, you make a life. We tried for kids for a while, but it never happened. When we finally called it quits and the divorce went through, I had my tubes tied. I figured I wanted a clean slate. No accidental tethers to anyone ever again.”

“Smart,” Luca said. “Freedom is the priority.”

“Exactly. But freedom is lonely… and um, it’s been a very dry three years.”

Luca leaned his hip against the workbench. He crossed his arms, and his biceps flexed hard under his top. “So, let me get this straight. You haven’t had dick in three years?”

The bluntness of the question startled me, but I answered with a straight face.

“No, I haven’t,” I said.

“And you miss it, right?”

“Uh… I think my behavior yesterday answered that question,” I teased back.

Luca grinned. “Fair point. Well, we can’t have you forgetting what dick looks like. You’re an artist, and you need reference material.”

He pushed off the table and walked toward the platform. Then he kicked off his sandals.

“You can draw mine,” he said.

I went stiff all over again, and I could feel my pulse in my throat. “Wait, right now?”

“Why not? We’re in a studio,” he shrugged. “It’s what the room is for. You need to see a man up close, Celine, especially without the pressure of a date or a relationship.”

He was already working at the edge of his top. He held my gaze, daring me. I could have turned around, walked out the door, and found Elise in the garden, but the thrill in my clit flared up again, and I wasn’t about to let it go to waste.

“You know what? Sure,” I agreed, feeling a sudden rush of excitement. “Get on the platform. I’ll do my best.”

Luca stripped off his top, then went for his shorts, yanking them down to his ankles, taking his boxers with them. He stepped out of them and stood there, completely nude in the dusty shafts of morning sunlight.

I walked closer

Luca was beautiful. Now that I could see his chest, I saw that his torso was hard muscle with blond hair going down to his flat stomach. But my eyes went straight to his cock. It was huge. Long and girthy, and bigger than any cock I’d seen before. It had a pink head and veins on the shaft, and a patch of blond pubic hair above his balls.

“Do you like it?” Luca asked proudly, letting me stare.

“It’s… nice,” I stammered.

“Well, pick up your chalk then,” he said. “Start with the outline. Don’t overthink it.”

I backed up to one of the stools and sat down, crossing my ankles to squeeze my thighs together. The throb in my pussy returned again, and it made it hard to sit still. I was sitting lower than him now, which put my face perfectly level with his crotch. My hands shook holding the red chalk stick.

Luca moved in his position. He rested one hand on his hip and let the other hang loose. It was a classic pose, but the nudity made it aggressive.

I tried to draw. I made a few lines on the paper, but my eyes kept drifting back to his girthy dick.

It didn’t help that Luca was somehow starting to get hard. I watched as the blood pumped into him. His cock got longer and thicker until it was fully erect. It stuck straight out from his body, hard and red, and twitching a bit.

I stopped drawing. I couldn’t focus anymore.

Luca watched me. He reached down and wrapped his hand around the base of his shaft. He gave it a slow stroke from top to bottom.

“What’s wrong, Celine?” he asked.

“It’s just…” I admitted. “It’s a lot to take in. I haven’t seen a cock like this in… well, ever.”

He stepped off the platform and walked right up to me. His bare thighs touched my knees. His cock was at eye level now, bouncing slightly with his steps. The smell of him filled my nose.

“Put the chalk down,” he ordered.

I set the stick on the ledge of the easel, leaving a smear of red dust on my thumb. I looked up at him and my mouth felt dry.

“Look, it’s just been a long time,” I whispered.

“It’s okay. It’s just flesh and blood,” Luca said. “Here, why don’t you hold it. It makes it less daunting if you feel the weight of it.”

“Sure…” I said.

I reached out and wrapped my fingers around the shaft. It was hot. The skin was nice and soft, but the muscle underneath was hard and throbbing. I gave it a small squeeze, and Luca let out a deep breath.

Of course, it wasn’t my first time holding a cock, but the density of him was shocking. He felt heavy, like a lead pipe, and the heat radiating from it made my palm sweat instantly.

“See?” he said. “Completely fine. I know I’m a stranger, but we’re all friends here. It’s okay, you can stroke it.”

“Are… are you sure?” I asked.

“Yes. It’s yours to handle.”

I moved my hand up and down. The motion unlocked a memory in my muscles, and I eased into a rhythm. I traced the ridge of the head with my thumb, spreading the clear bead of precum that had gathered there. It was slick and sticky.

“That feels good,” Luca groaned. “You have a good grip. You can go tighter if you want.”

I squeezed harder and picked up the pace. I watched the head swell with each stroke, and that was when it hit me.

I really wanted his cock. More than just holding it.

It wasn’t enough stroking it up and down like this. I needed to bridge the gap completely, and my pussy was pretty much gushing now, desperate to be filled.

Luca must have sensed this, asking me an important question. “Celine, do you want to taste it?”

My heart raced with excitement, not knowing what to say to that.

Luca continued. “I know you’re curious. It’s okay, I’d really like it.”

I still couldn’t form words, but I leaned forward and gave a small nod. A silent “yes.” Luca understood; he stayed perfectly still as I closed the distance, pressing my lips against the head of his cock.

“Mm, that’s nice,” I whimpered, the smell of his musk filling my nose as the smooth head brushed my mouth.

“Are you ready to open up?” he asked me.

There was no doubt left in me. I really wanted this. The words came out easily. “Yes, please.”

I immediately leaned forward and opened my mouth, taking the head inside. The taste was salty, but deliciously so. The memory of sucking dick came flooding back, and I began by swirling my tongue around the ridge, lapping up the precum before sliding down the shaft. I took him deep, letting him hit the back of my throat. He was so big that he filled my mouth completely, stretching my jaw.

“Fuck, yes,” Luca groaned. “Mm, that feels good.”

I bobbed my head, sucking hard on the upstroke. It had been so long since I’d had something this solid inside me, and the fullness was addictive. I loved the wet, sloppy sounds of my mouth working on him and the way his muscles flexed under my fingertips where I gripped his ass, pulling him deeper.

I was gagging now, but I didn’t care. Choking on him like this was hot. I used one of my hands to fondle his balls, teasing him as I sucked.

“Damn, you’re a natural,” Luca gasped. He gripped my hair tighter and let me take control. I made my throat relax as much as possible, taking him in deeper and deeper.

When he went in as far as he could, I gagged a bit, then pulled off him for a gasp of air. As I did, a thick glob of spit ran down my chin and dripped onto my chest.

“Oh my, look at the mess,” I giggled, looking up at him with wet lips.

“Are you okay, Celine?” Luca asked.

“Yes, I’m fine. I can’t believe how much I love this.”

Luca smiled at me. “Me too, you’re doing a great job.”

I paused, looking at his glistening head. I wanted to slide him back into my mouth, but the throb in my pussy was too intense. I really needed to feel that thick cock stretching me out properly.

I kissed the tip. “Luca, can you please fuck me? It’s been such a long time. I’m so wet, and I really want it.”

Luca looked down at me. He was hardly surprised at my request. “That would be my pleasure, Celine.”

Luca hauled me up from the stool with his strong arms and planted his lips on mine, kissing me passionately. His tongue swept into my mouth, tasting his own juices. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed my body against his, feeling the rigid length of his cock pulsing against my stomach.

Then he spun me around and shoved me against one of the benches nearby. His hands were everywhere. He grabbed handfuls of my ass, squeezing the flesh, before moving up to grope my boobs through my shirt. Then he grabbed the edge of my top and yanked it over my head. I reached back and unclasped my bra, letting it fall to the floor and freeing up my tits for him.

“Wow,” Luca muttered. He grabbed my breasts and held them up in his palms. “You have such beautiful breasts, Celine. Why are you hiding these? They’re gorgeous.”

He went for my nipples next, rolling them between his fingers. I cried out, and pleasure shot straight to my clit.

“Okay, stick your ass out for me, Celine,” he commanded.

I obeyed, leaning over the workbench and shoving the chalk and rags aside. I arched my back and stuck my ass out. Luca grabbed my shorts and peeled them down my legs, taking my panties with them.

I felt the head of his cock press against my entrance next. He was still a bit wet from my mouth, but he spat on his hand anyway and rubbed it over himself for extra lubrication.

He drove into me in one powerful thrust. I screamed. I couldn’t help it. The feeling of being filled, of being stretched wide by his hard meat, was overwhelming. My pussy had sorely missed getting stuffed full of cock.

“Oh my God yes!” I moaned. “Fuck yes! Harder!”

Luca gripped my hips. He pulled me back onto him as he slammed forward. My tits swung with the force of his thrusts, and my pussy clenched around him, quivering in shock. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed in the large studio. It was filthy and loud and perfect.

I reached back and grabbed his ass, digging my nails in. I felt every inch of him sliding in and out, rubbing against spots inside me that I had forgotten were there. I was gushing profusely now, and my juices started leaking down my thighs, mixing with both of our sweat.

“Mm, you’re so nice and tight,” Luca grunted. He leaned forward and bit the curve of my shoulder, leaving a mark.

Then he sped up. The pleasure built in a towering wave. I mashed my face against the surface of the workbench, screaming his name. I felt him tense up, his strokes becoming erratic and shallow.

“Argh, Celine, I’m going to cum!”

“Just do it, fill me up!” I begged.

He buried himself all the way to his pubes and held it there. I felt the pulses of his orgasm start deep inside me, and hot jets of seed flooded my pussy. He groaned deep and shuddered violently against my back. I clamped down on him, squeezing out every drop, and my own orgasm crashed over me, leaving me shaking and boneless.

He stayed inside me for a long moment, twitching as he came down. Then he pulled out slowly. The hole he left behind was gaping and dripping with cum.

I fell forward onto the workbench with my cheek pressing down flat. My legs trembled so hard I didn’t think I could stand, and I was covered in sweat, cum, and red chalk dust.

As I waited for my heart rate to slow down, I closed my eyes and smiled. I had come here to find my artistic spirit, but getting railed on a workbench seemed to be a much better start.


Chapter Four


Eventually I broke the silence with a burst of laughter. I tried to push it down but failed completely.

I was still spread out on the workbench with my legs hanging off the edge and my top halfway up my chest.

I felt totally floaty, like I was just drifting through a pool of endorphins and dopamine. It felt great.

Luca leaned over me, bracing his hands on either side of my head. He looked down with a grin that matched my own, then dipped his head to plant a firm kiss on my mouth

“How are you feeling? Are you good?” he asked against my lips.

“Better than good,” I managed to say between giggles. “I think my brain has melted.”

“I’m glad to hear that.”

He kissed me again, taking his time, and the butterflies in my stomach erupted all over again. I reached up and tangled my fingers in the hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer. We made out like teenagers for a minute, sloppy and with plenty of tongue.

Eventually Luca pulled back to catch his breath. I let my head drop back against the table. My hand drifted down between my legs without me even thinking about it. When I touched my pussy, my fingers came away wet and coated in white. It was everywhere.

“Oh wow, you really filled me up, Luca,” I whispered, staring at my hand. “I can feel it sliding out of me. I really missed that feeling.”

“See?” Luca smiled. “You just needed to let go a little bit.”

“Yeah, you were right,” I admitted.

I sat up slowly and winced. My thighs were trembling.

“That’s pretty much the vibe here, by the way,” Luca said. He grabbed a rag and gently tossed it to me. “To enjoy yourself and keep feeling good for as long as you want.”

I caught the rag and started to clean up my inner thighs. “Well, it’s definitely working. I can’t believe I just did that. I barely know you and we’re already fucking on a table.”

“It felt pretty natural to me,” he said. He pulled his boxers up but left his shirt off. “We should definitely do it again before I leave. You have an amazing body, Celine.”

“I’d like that,” I said. Luca came over with another rag and helped me wipe down.

“Sounds good. Gosh, I can’t wait to tell Bianca about this.”

I paused. “Bianca?”

“My wife,” he said simply. “She’s back in Milan.”

“Uh, right. I guess I assumed you were single. Or at least... not married.”

“It’s okay, don’t look so panicked. We’ve been married for eight years,” he said casually. He didn’t look guilty in the slightest. “She knows I’m here, actually. She knows exactly what kind of place this is. Hell, she even told me to take pictures for her. Sorry if that upsets you?”

“No, not at all,” I replied. “So it’s an open thing?”

“Yeah, pretty much. We don’t believe in ownership. If I have a beautiful experience with someone like you, it doesn’t take anything away from her. It adds to my life, which makes me a better partner. She does the same thing; she has a few guys back home she sees every now and then. I want that for her just as much as she wants it for me.”

I looked at him, genuinely amazed. “That’s, uh, wild. I mean, good for you guys, but I can’t imagine my ex-husband ever agreeing to that. He would have had a heart attack if I so much as flirted with another man, let alone get naked in front of him.”

“That’s because he’s never seen or tried it. Most people are like that until they meet someone in an open relationship and see how happy they are. Tell me, Celine. When you were at the gorge yesterday and you watched Liam and the others, did you feel disgust?”

“No,” I admitted. The memory of their naked bodies came rushing back. “Obviously not. I mean, I fingered myself to it.”

“Exactly. You got pleasure from seeing their pleasure, and it’s a very powerful drug. We’re all pretty much swinger types here. Julian, Elise, the others. And if I can be honest, I think you’re in the perfect position to join in. You have no husband to worry about. You can play with whoever you want and take part in everything without guilt. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“I guess so,” I said. “It’s a lot to take in.”

“It is, but you have time,” he said simply. “Just look at you, Celine. You’re so beautiful, and you’re certainly a pleasure to fuck too. Why deny yourself? If you want to join in, then join in, and if you’d rather watch instead, then no one’s going to stop you.”

“Well… when you put it that way, it does sound pretty tempting,” I said. “I can’t deny that watching everyone makes me feel something I haven’t felt in years.”

“Then you’re one of us already!” he beamed. “Just take the leap next time, I know you’ll love it.”

He finished wiping me down and then stepped back to look at the drawing I had abandoned. He studied it for a moment.

“This is excellent, by the way,” he said. “A bit rushed, but certainly not inaccurate. Bianca is going to love this one.”

“Guessing you show her your drawings too?”

“Of course. She loves genitalia and seeing who I have been with. It turns her on.” He looked back at me. “Hey, come here. You need to sign it.”

I walked over. “Okay. Let me find a pen.” I scanned the tray of supplies for a marker.

“Ah, no.” He caught my hand before I could pick up a pen. “Not a pen.”

“What do you want me to use then?”

“I want you to kiss it,” he said.

I looked at him to see if he was joking. He wasn’t.

“You want a lip print?”

“Right on the tip,” he said, pointing to the head of the penis I had drawn on the paper. “So she has a visual reminder of exactly where your mouth was.”

I let out a nervous laugh. “Luca, that’s... fuck, that’s filthy.”

“So be it. I think it is artistic.”

“I don’t have any lipstick on me, though. I didn’t exactly dress up for a studio session.”

He scanned the messy table of art supplies. He reached over and grabbed a tube of acrylic paint. The label showed dark red. He twisted the cap off and squeezed a tiny blob onto his thumb.

“It’s okay, use this, it stains better than lipstick anyway.”

“You want me to put paint on my mouth?”

“It’s non-toxic, don’t worry.” He held his thumb up.

A surge of confidence hit me. “Sure.”

I leaned forward and he rubbed his thumb across my bottom lip, smearing the thick pigment over my skin. Then he did the top lip.

“Perfect, now kiss it.”

I turned to the easel and leaned in, careful not to smudge the rest of the drawing, and pressed my mouth firmly against the paper, right over the head of his cock.

I held it there for a second, letting the paint transfer, then pulled back. A plump, dark red lip print sat right on the tip of the drawing.

“Perfect! Ah, what a beautiful masterpiece,” Luca said, staring at the paper.

“I hope your wife likes it,” I replied, wiping my mouth. “Though she might be jealous she didn’t think of it first.”


Chapter Five


The sunlight outside the barn hit me hard. I squinted, standing still as my eyes slowly adjusted, while a buzz of delight coursed through my body.

I walked with a slight waddle, thanks to the soreness between my legs and the sensation of Luca’s fluids shifting inside me, and I eventually realized that I needed water. The afternoon heat was oppressive, and I didn’t want to risk fainting. Making my way toward the main courtyard, I searched for the stone trough. A steady flow of water ran cool and clear from a copper pipe. I splashed my face, gasping as the icy shock tightened my skin.

While I washed my face, I looked down at my legs. Luca and I had done a decent job of wiping down, but there were still a few smears of dried fluids and sweat along the inside of my thighs. I couldn’t walk around like this, even here, so I dug a small face towel out of my bag and soaked it under the running tap.

I pulled my shorts down and spread my stance. Without looking around to see if anyone was watching, I scrubbed the wet cloth between my legs. I cleaned the sticky mess from my inner thighs and wiped the excess from my lips. It felt brazen. A week ago, I would have died before cleaning my pussy in an open courtyard like this, but the atmosphere of this place had seeped into my blood. If Elise walked around with her nipples poking through her dress, and Dan fucked Stella shamelessly in the orchard, then surely, I could wash up without shame.

I was scrubbing when a voice suddenly emerged from behind me.

“Rough session?”

The voice startled me. I immediately reached for my shorts and pulled them up, then straightened up and turned around, holding the damp rag in my hand.

A woman stood there. She was young and sharp, with an energy that almost reminded me of how I felt in my twenties: happy, carefree, and still tight in all the right places. She had dark brunette hair pulled up into a bun, and wore a simple yellow sundress that showed off her creamy shoulders and gorgeous legs. She was cute, and so were her tits. A plump set that stood out even in something so casual.

“Oh… um, yeah, I guess you could say that,” I replied, wiping my hands on the dry side of the towel. “Looks like word travels fast around here.”

“Well, sound travels faster,” she shot back. That was when I noticed something distinctive about her accent. Dutch, maybe? I wasn’t sure. She walked over and extended her hand.

“I’m Isabelle, by the way. I’m staying in the loft above the pottery shed.”

“Celine,” I replied, shaking her hand. “Nice to meet you. Wait, did you say sound?”

Isabelle laughed. “Yes, you heard me right. I was sitting on the bench over there, trying to read, but then you started making lots of noises. Or maybe it was that hotshot Luca. Hard to tell who was louder. Those thin barn walls echo right into the courtyard. Anyway, I heard every scream, and, of course, those filthy slapping sounds. It was so hot!”

My face went red, equal parts mortification and arousal. “Oh my God. I didn’t realize we were being that loud…”

“Don’t apologize! Listening to you guys was such a turn-on. I could hardly focus on my reading. I had to sit there and rub my clit while you were finishing. So, in a way, thank you for the orgasm.”

I stared at her as she admitted that so casually.

“Uh, you’re welcome, I suppose,” I said shyly, though I was almost flattered to hear that. “Glad we could... be of service. It’s been a while since I let go like that.”

“Well, that’s exactly what we want around here.” She walked closer and tilted her head. “Anyway, what’s the plan now, Celine? You look like you have energy to burn.”

“I was thinking about grabbing some food and then maybe trying my hand at some sculpting,” I said.

Isabelle shook her head immediately. “Oh no, absolutely not! You can’t go back to art after a fuck like that, you need to decompress. The adrenaline will crash eventually, and you don’t want to be holding a chisel when it does.”

“What do you suggest then?”

“I think we should start with a bike ride,” she announced. “There’s a lavender field a few miles down the dirt track. It hits peak color this week and it would be a nice place to relax. I packed a bag with some baguettes and cheese for myself, but I have plenty to share. Why don’t you come with me?”

I hesitated, glancing off into the distance, but the playful lilt in her voice made it impossible to resist. I found myself wanting to see where an afternoon with such a woman would lead.

“Okay,” I finally said. “Let’s go.”

We found two battered bicycles in the shed. They rattled and squeaked as we pedaled away from the farm, bouncing down a dusty white track that cut through the property. The heat wrapped around us, but the wind here was respite enough.

I followed Isabelle’s lead, my eyes drawn to her yellow dress fluttering around her thighs as she pedaled. Each gust lifted the bottom higher, flashing smooth skin and the curve of her ass on the saddle.

Then another gust of wind came, and that’s when I saw it. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and I caught a brief glimpse of her bare pussy.

A flutter went through me. There was something so bold, so unapologetic about Isabelle that made it impossible to tear my eyes away. The sight stirred feelings in me I wasn’t sure I was ready to confront.

Twenty minutes later, the scent hit us before the view did. We crested a small hill and there it was, row after row of vibrant purple stretching out toward the mountains in the distance. The sound of bees created a pleasant vibration in the air.

“Oh wow, this is amazing!” I said, bringing my bike to a halt.

“Told you so,” Isabelle called out. She rolled down toward a large tree that stood alone near the edge of the rows. “Come along, this is our spot.”

We ditched the bikes in the grass, and Isabelle spread out a large blanket in the shade. From her basket, she pulled out a baguette, some hard cheese, a simple salad, and a bottle of water. We settled onto the blanket and quickly dug into the food. The ride, combined with the earlier sex, had left me ravenous.

After a few quiet moments of eating, Isabelle leaned back on her elbows and sighed, glancing at me before reaching for the straps of her sundress.

“I can’t stand how sticky clothes get after a ride,” she said casually. “It’s so much better to air out and let your skin breathe.” She slipped the straps down and shimmied the dress down to her waist, revealing that she wasn’t wearing a bra either. Her breasts were small and perfectly round, tipped with pale pink nipples. She gave me a breezy smile. “Ah, that’s better. You should try it, Celine! The air feels amazing against your skin.”

“Well, we are pretty out in the open,” I replied, though my fingers were already tugging at the edge of my top without me thinking. Something about being around Isabelle made it so easy to let my guard down, to stop overthinking. I thought about it for a few more moments, then decided just to give in.

“Well alright, I guess I’ll just go for it.”

There wasn’t a flicker of hesitation left in my voice. I pulled my top over my head and pushed my shorts down my legs, then took off my panties and bra. The warm breeze caressed my skin immediately, and a strange sense of freedom rushed through me.

I sat there completely naked next to Isabelle, the sensation so new it almost felt surreal. The grass tickled my ankles, the sunlight kissed my bare breasts, and with every passing second, the awkwardness melted away completely.

“You see?” Isabelle said, admiring my breasts and bare pussy. “Feels incredible, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, it does, actually.”

As I leaned back onto my hands, I noticed a rumble start to pick up in the distance. I looked over and saw a tractor crawling along a field about half a mile away.

“Shit, someone’s coming,” I said, instinctively reaching for my top to cover my tits.

“Leave it,” Isabelle said. She spread her arms wide, opening her chest to the horizon. “That’s just Pierre, a local farmer. He knows we come here. This is private land, but the owners are part of the community. He expects it, so just let him look. It’s a better view than he gets most days staring at dirt.”

I lowered my hand. She was right. Why hide? The thrill of it spiked in my belly. I sat up straighter and puffed my chest out.

“You have an amazing body, Celine,” Isabelle noted, staring at me. “Your tits are incredible.”

I looked down at myself, then at her. “They’ve seen a few more years than yours. Gravity is starting to win the war.”

She laughed at that. “Oh please, your tits are what people call MILF tits. Nice and juicy and ready to fondle. You know, I hope I get to have a rack like that when I’m your age. Mine are cute, but they don’t have that weight, you know? That sexy womanly power.”

She reached out and brushed her fingertips against my arm. Her touch was light. She traced a faint red mark on my bicep where Luca had held me down.

“Seemed like he was quite passionate with you,” she murmured.

“I liked it,” I admitted.

“I bet you did. You have that look about you. Like you’ve been waiting to be broken open.” She scooted closer on the blanket. “Tell me, Celine. Have you ever been with a woman? Or have you strictly been on a diet of cock your whole life?”

“Strictly cock,” I chuckled back. “I was married for many years. I never really explored.”

“Aw, that’s such a tragedy,” Isabelle whispered. She leaned in closer. “Well, Celine, women are a completely different meal. We take our time.”

I found myself staring. First at her lips, then her breasts, and then everything else. There was a pull I couldn’t define, something I’d felt before with certain women but never let myself explore. But now, with her so close to me, I couldn’t ignore it any longer.

“I guess I… well, I’ve been curious, in the past,” I confessed. My heartbeat picked up. “Watching the women here, and watching you strip just now, has definitely woken something up.”

“Well,” Isabelle continued as she looked at my lips. “We’re naked in a field in France. If there was ever a time to try something new, this is it. Do you want to?”

“I... I do,” I admitted. I was nervous, but I was also wetter than I had been in the barn, completely drawn in by her.

“Then come here,” she said.

I leaned forward and closed the gap.

Her lips were unbelievably soft. Kissing Luca had been different. A bit stubbly, and a bit hurried. But kissing Isabelle felt like sinking into a pillow. Her mouth yielded to mine, so nice and warm.

She opened her mouth next and invited my tongue in. We swirled together, exploring each other with a sensual pace. Her hand came up to cup my face, and with the other, she ran her fingers through my hair.

“Mm, you are a good kisser,” she mumbled against my mouth.

“You’re softer than I expected,” I said.

“That’s the best part.”

She pushed me back onto the blanket. I lay flat, looking up at the leaves of the tree above us.

My heart pounded as Isabelle hovered over me. Her lips brushed mine again. “You taste so sweet,” she murmured against my mouth. “I could kiss you forever.”

Her hands roamed my body, making me shiver.

She then licked and nibbled at my bottom lip, before moving lower and kissing me down to my breasts, circling the areola with her tongue first, then sucking the nipple into her mouth, flicking it with her tongue. My nipples hardened right up.

Isabelle then decided to straddle me, spreading my legs apart effortlessly as she slotted herself in. With her hips flush against mine, she began to grind down, dragging her pussy smoothly over mine. The sensation was overwhelming. Our slick flesh gliding together, each grind stretching out our swollen labia.

She then leaned down and found my neck. She kissed and sucked on the sensitive skin, making me gasp, while I moved my hands to cup her breasts, marveling at how different they were from my own.

They were more firm, more round. I kneaded them hard.

“Fuck, I need to taste you,” she said hoarsely. “I want to see if your pussy tastes as good as it looks.”

She slid down my body. I watched her go, feeling a mix of anticipation and anxiety. I had never had a woman’s face between my legs.

Isabelle knelt between my thighs. She spread my legs wide, draping them over her shoulders, then looked at my pussy with wide eyes.

“So pretty,” she commented. “And so wet.”

She lowered her head.

The first touch of her tongue sent a current through me that almost made my eyes roll back. She flicked my clit with a speed and accuracy that no man had ever managed, especially not my ex-husband.

“Oh! Fuck,” I gasped.

Isabelle settled in. She used her hands to spread my lips further apart and bury her face completely in me, swirling her tongue around the opening, lapping up the juices I was producing, all while sucking and teasing my labia with passion.

I reached down and held onto her hair, guiding her. I was glad she knew exactly what to do because she had the same equipment. There was no guessing game.

After a few minutes, I couldn’t take being passive anymore. I needed to touch her back.

“Come here,” I begged. “I want to taste you too.”

Isabelle crawled up and flipped around without breaking contact. We settled into a sixty-nine position. Her pussy hovered right above my face. Pink, swollen, and dripping with cum.

I went right in. I licked slowly at first, but Isabelle sat herself down harder, silently demanding more pressure, and I quickened my pace. I found her clit with my tongue and treated it the way I liked to be treated. I sucked it as deep into my mouth as it would go, slurping up her juice.

“Yes! Fuck, yes, Celine!” Isabelle cried out. Her thighs clamped around my head, squeezing my ears.

I kept working her, when Isabelle suddenly tightened up against my mouth. Her breathing turned into jagged gasps. I sped up, swirling my tongue faster.

She cried out, her body spasming as she came right on my face, shuddering violently as she ground her wetness against my nose and mouth.

The sight and taste of her orgasm triggered mine instantly. My climax hit me hard. I cried out, muffled by her thighs, as waves of pleasure surged through my body. I clamped my legs around her head, shaking as I poured myself out onto her tongue.

Eventually, we both came down, and fell together in each other’s arms. Slowly, the buzzing of the bees returned to my awareness.

Isabelle rolled off me and flopped onto her back next to me. She licked the remaining cum clean from her lips, and grinned at the sky.

“Okay,” she said with a giggle. “That was definitely amazing.”

I laughed with her, feeling light and completely drained. Reaching out, I took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. My skin was still prickling, and my lips still tingled with her taste, but I didn’t try to define what this was or what it all meant. What Isabelle and I had just shared felt right.

Instead, I closed my eyes and sank into the moment with her, wondering where this all might lead next.


Chapter Six


By the time I finished with Isabelle and pedaled back to the main compound, evening had settled in.

I rode back alone; Isabelle had decided to stay in the field and paint the sunset as it dipped below the trees. Before I left, she kissed me and promised we’d meet up later for another night together.

I parked the bike and headed straight for the courtyard. The space had transformed since the afternoon. Someone had lit dozens of candles and placed them on the tables and along the stone walls. The flickering light made the whole place feel intimate.

Elise and Julian were already seated at a large wooden table, along with two others I recognized immediately, but didn’t acknowledge just yet.

“There she is,” Elise called out, waving a wine glass. “The wandering artist returns. Come sit, Celine. We saved you a spot near the roast chicken.”

I dropped into the empty chair and scanned the table. It felt emptier than usual.

“Where’s the rest?” I asked, unfolding my napkin. “I figured everyone would be starving by now.”

“Luca won’t be joining us,” Julian said. “He’s currently occupied in the guest house. The housekeeper we sometimes bring in mentioned something about needing help moving a heavy armoire, and knowing Luca, they’re probably breaking the furniture rather than moving it. He sent his regrets.”

“And the lovebirds?” I asked. “Liam and Noelle?”

“Still out,” Elise said. “They took the tandem bike into town hours ago and haven’t returned. I suspect they found a haystack or a very comfortable patch of grass and lost track of time. We decided not to wait for them.”

I smirked and poured myself a glass of red wine. Across from me sat Dan and Stella. Seeing them up close was such a shock, and I decided to finally address them.

Stella was even prettier than I realized. She had these massive, dark eyes and a mouth painted with bright red lipstick that looked juicy in the candlelight. She wore a cute dress that flowed nicely, and naturally, she had opted not to wear a bra.

Dan sat next to her. He was a wall of muscle and tan skin, wearing a shirt unbuttoned almost to his cock.

“Hi,” I said, feeling a sudden spike of nerves. “I’m Celine. I don’t think we’ve officially met.”

“We know who you are,” Stella said, her accent the same as mine. “We saw you yesterday.”

“Oh. You did?”

“I know you were hiding behind a tree, but you weren’t invisible,” Dan added with a grin. He served himself some salad. “We saw you sketching us at one point, so we made sure to give you a good show.”

“I... oh God,” I stammered. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to be a creep. I thought I was being discreet.”

“Don’t apologize,” Stella said. She leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand. Her cleavage pushed together. “It turned us on, knowing we had an audience.”

“Yeah, I barely went soft after,” Dan added. “Oh, and your work was incredible, by the way. Julian showed us a photo of it. You have serious talent. In fact, we were hoping we could commission you to do another one. Maybe something a little more intimate than the orchard.”

“I would love that,” I said. The shame evaporated, replaced by that familiar flutter in my pussy that I was starting to get used to. “I’m glad you weren’t offended.”

“Offended?” Elise chimed in. “Nobody gets offended here, darling. We live for the attention. So, tell us, how was your day? You disappeared for hours.”

I took a long sip of wine. “I went for a bike ride with Isabelle.”

“And?” Julian asked.

“We went to the lavender field. Then we ate some cheese and bread. Then she just… ate me.”

The table burst out with laughter and appreciative noises.

“I knew it!” Elise said. “I told Julian that Isabelle would get her claws into you. She has a radar for fresh meat.”

“She certainly knows how to fuck,” I admitted. I loaded my plate with chicken and potatoes, realizing I was starving. “I’ve never been with a woman before. It was a lot softer than what I’m used to.”

“It opens a whole new world, doesn’t it?” Stella asked. “There’s nothing like the touch of another woman.”

The dinner conversation quickly turned into a crude exchange of stories. I listened as Dan described the first time he watched Stella with another woman, while Elise recounted her experience being spit-roasted by strangers. By the time the plates were cleared, the atmosphere had completely shifted.

Hands wandered boldly. I watched as Dan’s fingers trailed up Stella’s thigh, slowly pushing her dress higher until her bare pussy was exposed for anyone nearby to see. He caressed her folds for a moment, before slipping a few fingers inside.

At the same time, Julian gripped handfuls of Elise’s breasts, teasing her nipples with his thumbs until they pebbled up.

“Hmm, Celine,” Dan said, locking eyes with me. “About that commission we talked about earlier… are you ready to get started?”

“I… guess so. Is that an invitation?” I asked.

“It absolutely is,” Stella said. She stood up and walked around the table to my side. She trailed a hand across my shoulders. “Come with us. The backdrop in our room will be perfect.”

I hardly needed convincing. I downed the rest of my wine and stood up. “Lead the way.”

* * *


I went back to my room to change but skipped my usual careful routine. Instead, I threw on a loose T-shirt and pants, but left my panties and bra behind. Maybe it was the wine, or maybe it was the heat of Stella’s touch, but there was no point in covering up anymore. Slowly, I was giving in to the free nature of this place.

I stepped out and followed Dan and Stella to their room. It was just past the main farmhouse, a suite that was both luxurious and inviting, with old stone walls and tall windows draped in sheer curtains that swayed gently in the evening breeze.

It was beautiful, but messy too. Clothes were strewn everywhere, while a collection of sex toys, including vibrators and dildos, were scattered across the rug haphazardly.

“Sorry about the mess,” Stella said with a chuckle, nudging a pink dildo under the bed with her heel. “We got a bit distracted before dinner.”

“Don’t be, it suits you,” I teased with a sly smile, not taking my eyes off her.

Dan wasted no time peeling off his shirt, baring his broad chest peppered with dark hair, before taking off his shorts. He sat on the edge of the bed, and Stella walked to him, stripping her dress off as she went.

Once there, Dan pulled Stella into him with an easy confidence. She laughed softly as she straddled him. Their mouths found each other and they kissed deep, as if the rest of the world had melted away.

I wandered the room, letting the heat of them linger as I organized myself. On a nearby bench, I spotted a wooden box filled with half-finished art supplies, something one of them must have been working on earlier. When I gently lifted the lid, I discovered an array of oil pastels nestled inside.

I picked them up along with a pad of paper and strode back to the armchair in the corner of the room. The cushion was soft beneath me as I sank into it, adjusting my posture to face them.

Settling in, I selected a burnt orange pastel and began sketching their forms. The pastels were creamy and rich, allowing me to smudge the colors with my thumb to create the shadows of their bodies.

They started fucking soon after that. Dan gripped Stella’s ass and guided her onto his cock, slowly sliding into her wet cunt as she let out a deep moan. I focused on capturing the redness of the mark he left behind, and the motion of her bouncing up and down on his lap. His cock, thick and glistening, stretched her open, and I tried to reflect that too. I switched colors, trying to capture the slickness between them and the blood rushing to their skin. I focused on Dan as he kissed along her neck and shoulders, making her jolt.

Stella’s hair was all over the place, getting messier with every bounce of her tits, and her nipples were clearly hard and flushed now. Seeing them fuck so passionately like this was making me really horny, and when her mouth opened to another moan, something stirred deep in my cunt.

That was when Stella turned fully to face me. She noticed the way I was panting as I stared at them.

“Okay, time to put the pastels down, Celine. Get over here,” Stella breathed as she broke away from Dan’s kiss.

“Me?”

“Yes, who else? Dan and I both want you. I’d love to sketch how his cock disappears inside you, if you’re up for it.”

“I am,” I said immediately.

I set the crayons aside and stood up, a thrill rushing through me as I stripped off my clothes and walked over to the bed. My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe I was about to have sex again.

Dan’s eyes dragged over me. “Come here, Celine.”

Stella slid off his lap, taking my place on the chair.

Meanwhile, I moved to Dan, who was lying back against the pillows with his cock out, fully erect and shining in the soft lamplight. It was thick and flushed deep red with veins bulging along the shaft.

My pulse quickened as I straddled him, gripping his length and lining it up with my dripping cunt.

He pressed the swollen tip against my opening, teasing me, sliding it up and down through my slickness. I gasped at the heat of him. He didn’t rush, though, taking a few seconds to grab my tits and knead them. His thumbs rolled over my sensitive nipples, and I let out a soft moan.

Then he thrust his cock inside, hard and deep, forcing all the air from my lungs. I wailed loudly.

“Yes! Take it all, Celine,” Stella commanded.

I did, my body sinking down onto him until he was buried completely. He stretched me wide, filling me up and throbbing against the deepest parts of my pussy.

He was so different from Luca. Girthier, heavier, and much more relentless. I found myself loving every second of it, my skin prickling even as I ached from the stretch.

I started to ride him, planting my hands on his broad chest for balance. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room.

“Shit, you feel so good, Celine, your pussy’s so wet,” Dan groaned.

I threw my head back, moaning as I lost myself in the rhythm. For a moment, I glanced toward Stella. She was sketching fast, capturing every detail.

We kept going for a while, Dan slamming his cock into me, building both my orgasm and his with every thrust. I could feel the pleasure start to prickle through my body, but then, without warning, he stopped. I gasped at the sudden break, and before I could protest, he gently slapped my ass, making me twitch.

“As much as I love fucking you, Celine, I think it’s time for me to watch for a bit,” he said. “I need to see you and Stella together. Don’t worry, though. I’ll be back inside you soon enough.”

Disappointed but excited, I rolled onto my back, shifting as Dan moved to grab the paper and plant himself in the chair. Stella and I exchanged a glance. She climbed onto the bed and reached for one of my ankles, spreading my legs wide. She started kissing along my foot, up my calf, and then along my inner thigh.

“You have beautiful skin,” she breathed against me. She sucked there, creating small bruises that pulsed with pleasure, while her hands slid up to cup my tits, kneading them roughly. She continued kissing her way to my pussy lips, sending tiny shudders across my body, before finally settling there.

Finally, her tongue was on me, gliding through my folds with firm strokes that made my body start to quiver.

“Fuck, Stella,” I moaned as my hands sunk into the sheets.

She grinned against my skin but didn’t slow down. Her tongue circled my clit before dipping lower, darting into my soaked pussy. She fucked me like that for ages, sucking on all the juices leaking out and drinking me down.

I couldn’t stop the filthy sounds spilling from me. My body was completely out of my control, the heat building until it hit me like a wave. I came up off the sheets, crying out as I came, grinding against her tongue.

Once I came down, Stella climbed up, kissing over my mound, my stomach, and then latching onto my nipples. She sucked on each, and then worked her way up to my lips, giving me a deep kiss so I could taste just how wet I was for her.

From the chair, Dan cleared his throat. “Alright, enough,” he said gruffly, setting the sketchpad aside. “I can’t just sit here anymore.”

Before I could respond, he was on the bed again, moving between my legs. Stella gave him space, sliding to my side.

“You’ve been so good, Celine,” he said. He lifted my legs onto his shoulders, spreading me wide. His cock, still hard and glistening, pressed against my entrance and slid in smoothly.

I cried out, still sensitive, as he filled me. He didn’t hold back, driving into me hard and deep. The bed started creaking from the force as my body vibrated with every thrust.

Stella was still working me, kissing back down my stomach now and to the point just above where Dan’s cock was driving into me, licking around my swollen clit.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped as Stella slurped noisily.

Then she moved lower. Her tongue dragged over his cock as he pulled back on a thrust, licking down the length, before taking his balls into her mouth and sucking.

“Fuck, Stella,” Dan growled. His pace faltered for a moment as her mouth worked on him. She grinned but stayed focused, working back up to my clit and spreading my lips wide with her fingers so she could get in deeper.

“Ooh fuck!” I gasped. My body was overwhelmed, and the pressure built rapidly, spiraling out of control. I was overstimulated, and I came again easily, sobbing loudly and letting my whole body go limp as the two of them took care of me.

Dan kept fucking me. “I’m so fucking close,” he announced.

“Dan, you should do it in her mouth,” Stella said wickedly, pulling her mouth off my clit and leaning back to look at me. “What do you think, Celine, want to sample his cum?”

Still breathless and trembling from my previous orgasm, I nodded. “I’d love that, Dan.”

Dan pulled out quickly, and I got onto my knees on the floor. He positioned himself over my face.

I opened my mouth and guided him in. Then I bobbed my head, sucking him deep, and Dan grunted above me as he nudged against the back of my throat.

While I focused on him, Stella didn’t wait. She slid back down, spreading my thighs once more and burying her face between them. She sucked hard, before plunging her fingers into my soaked pussy too.

I moaned around Dan’s cock, still doing my best to milk him with my mouth.

A few pulls later, Dan started erupting. “Argh, here it comes!” he roared. My eyes stayed locked on his, my lips stretched around him as the first pulse of cum hit my tongue.

Hot ropes of it started spraying against the back of my throat. I swallowed with big gulps, but it spilled everywhere, filling my mouth and coating every surface before overflowing past my lips.

I swallowed again, managing another massive mouthful, but it kept coming. I’d never seen this much in my life, and the sheer volume left me a dripping mess. To my surprise, it wasn’t bitter though. It was sweet, almost fruity.

As Dan emptied his balls, he slid out of my mouth and collapsed back on the bed, spent. I sat there catching my breath, licking my lips and wiping the sticky mess from my chin with my fingers.

“Oh my God,” I rasped, wiping a stray streak from my neck and sliding it into my mouth. “What have you been eating? That actually tasted pretty good.”

Dan chuckled. “Pineapple juice, about a quart a day. Plus, the fruit around here is fresh. I told you you’d like it.”

I glanced down at the streaks coating my chest and collarbone. “I think I’m wearing half of it.”

“Let me get that,” Stella murmured with a mischievous smile.

She leaned over and licked a drop from my nipple. I laughed, loving the filth of it.

Eventually, we all made our way back onto the bed, tangled in each other’s arms, completely unbothered by the sweat and cum smeared between us.

As the adrenaline ebbed away, my eyelids grew heavy, and I gave in to it, sinking into the warmth of Dan and Stella, utterly satisfied.


Chapter Seven


When I woke the next morning, the first thing I noticed was the warmth of Stella tangling her limbs with mine.

She was already awake, giving me a sleepy, beautiful smile from across the pillow. Flashes of last night came rushing back, along with a deep and pulsing ache between my legs. I moved against the sheets, suddenly aware of how much I wanted her again. I didn’t want to wait.

I boldly explained my request to her, and Stella responded with instant enthusiasm. She slid down the mattress, parting my legs, and promptly gave me the exact morning greeting I was aching for.

Stella was completely focused. She wasn’t rushing at all, taking her time to savor the morning taste of my cunt and weave through my pussy with her tongue. One moment, she’d kiss me softly; the next, she’d suck at just the right spot. Everything she did sent shivers through me, pulling moans out of me with barely any effort.

“Mm, that feels so good,” I mumbled.

Stella kept sucking on my clit, too busy to even reply.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” Dan then called out from somewhere to my left.

I turned my head. He stood in the kitchen just past us, completely naked. The smell of bread and brewing coffee wafted over. He flipped an egg in the pan, completely unbothered by the fact that his wife was enjoying her own breakfast between my legs.

It felt incredibly domestic. There was no awkward shuffling or pulling up sheets to cover our nudity. This was simply how things worked here. Stella used her fingers to spread me wider, giving herself better access, and purred in satisfaction as she continued licking away.

“Celine, are you hungry?” Dan asked, plating the eggs on some toast.

“Yeah, quite a bit, actually,” I managed to say.

“Good thing you are, because we just missed the courtyard service,” she said. “Slept right through it.” Her lips lingered on the inside of my thigh, leaving a wet kiss there before she finally pulled away. “We’re lucky Dan’s cooking for us. You better go pay the chef his compliments, though. I already have.”

“Oh, of course,” I replied, feeling naughty. I sat up and stretched, relishing the delightful ache in my muscles from the marathon session the night before. I slid off the mattress and walked across the rug to the kitchen.

Dan stayed focused on the eggs as I approached. I came around to him, then dropped to my knees on the hard floor.

“Compliments to the chef,” I murmured.

I leaned in and took hold of his cock. It was already thickening up at the sight of me kneeling there. I opened my mouth and swallowed him, feeling the length of it grow harder and harder in my mouth. I worked my tongue around the head, teasing him while he tried to focus on not burning the eggs.

“Celine,” he breathed, bracing a hand on the counter. “Careful, or I’m going to drop this pan.”

I ignored the warning and started sucking him, taking him deep enough to make his abs tense up. I loved the power of it, the way I could reduce this big, capable man to a trembling mess while he tried to perform a mundane task.

I fondled his balls as I sucked, feeling them tighten, and swirled my tongue tight around the sensitive ridge of his glans.

He groaned, abandoning the cooking entirely for a moment to tangle his fingers in my hair. His grip tightened as he took hold of both sides of my head, and I let him fuck my mouth. In and out he went, pressing further with each thrust until he hit my tonsils, making me gag.

Before long, Dan groaned again, dumping a fresh load of cum straight into my mouth. I sealed my lips around him, determined not to spill a drop, and swallowed eagerly as his warm seed slid down my throat.

When he was finished, he pulled out and grabbed a towel from the kitchen to wipe off the excess saliva. I licked my own lips clean, then stood and kissed him hard on the mouth.

“Thank you, Dan,” I said. “Breakfast smells amazing.”

We ate at the small round table near the window, naked and comfortable. Between bites of crisp toast and fluffy eggs, Stella tapped her fork against the plate.

“By the way, Celine, Julian’s running a special workshop this morning,” she said casually. “Something about anatomy. Starts pretty soon, over in the main studio. You interested?”

“Oh, I guess so. What’s it about?”

“It’s basically a class in drawing people fucking,” Dan said flatly. “Julian breaks down the mechanics of sex and how to depict it. Sounds pretty simple but it’s quite fun.”

That caught my attention immediately. After the session with Luca and especially after last night, I was slowly starting to realize just how much I enjoyed combining art with the act itself. A class like this sounded like something I couldn’t pass up.

“That sounds nice. Is it open to everyone?”

“Just to anyone who can handle it,” Stella replied. “And I’m pretty sure that includes you.” She gestured toward my coffee. “Anyway, hurry up. We need to grab our supplies.”

Forty minutes later, we walked along a path to a large barn studio. Inside, easels formed a wide semicircle around a raised platform in the center, which was covered with canvas drop cloths. Near a table of supplies, Julian was sorting blocks of clay and sculpting tools.

I scanned the room. It was an intimate group. Aside from our trio, only Luca, Julian, and Noelle were present.

“Ah, the late risers arrive,” Julian said, welcoming us with open arms. “Find a spot, settle in. We are about to begin.”

I chose a bench near the front and set up my things. Noelle spotted me and wandered over. She looked fresh and bright in a loose romper that tied at the shoulders.

“Mind if I join you?” she asked.

“Not at all, please,” I said. I shuffled over to make room for her. “Where’s Liam, anyway? I thought you two were inseparable.”

Noelle laughed. “Oh, he’s busy. He went down to the river with Isabelle.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yup. She’s apparently got this thing about wanting to be taken on a river rock, and Liam was more than happy to help her out while I attended this.” Noelle grinned as she settled in. “We have an open arrangement, so I told him to go and have fun. He’s been dying to get his hands on her.”

“That sounds really hot, actually,” I admitted.

“I know, right? He’ll come back to me tonight all charged up and grateful, and he’ll tell me every dirty detail while he fucks me. It’s the best of both worlds. Besides, it gives me a chance to learn something new here without him distracting me.”

I nodded, feeling a surge of admiration for her confidence. The lack of jealousy in this place continued to astound me.

Julian clapped his hands for attention.

“Alright everyone, let’s focus,” he commanded. He walked to the center of the platform. “Today is about the truth of the body in motion. Too often, art sterilizes sex, but sex is far from sterile. It’s messy and passionate, and I want you all to see that for what it really is.”

He picked up a lump of raw clay, rolling it between his hands as he scanned the room.

“Make sure you pay attention to the details, like the tension in the neck when a lover bites, or the way the testicles retract before orgasm. We are depicting love, after all.”

His speech came off a bit pretentious, but it worked. My pussy throbbed, waking up again. The way he talked about the body made me want to grab my brush and start right away.

Julian continued. “Now, I need volunteers, perhaps a man and a woman who can demonstrate these principles for us.”

Luca raised his hand instantly. He sat on a crate near the back, looking relaxed and beautiful as always.

“I’m in,” he said.

“Excellent, Luca,” Julian replied. “But you can’t fuck yourself. Well, you can, but that’s a different class. Anyway, I need a partner for him. Anyone else?”

I felt a jolt of courage. I opened my mouth to volunteer, thinking of how good Luca had felt inside me last time, but Noelle was faster. She shot her hand up.

“I’ll do it!” she chirped. “Liam’s busy, so someone has to keep my pussy warm.”

“Perfect!” Julian beamed. “Noelle, Luca, come on up. Strip down. The rest of you, wet your brushes. We don’t have all day.”

Noelle stood up and untied the bows on her shoulders. The romper fell to the floor in a puddle, revealing her bare body underneath. She walked onto the platform with grace, her small, soft frame glowing in the studio light. Luca was already naked, with his cock thickening slowly and swinging from side to side as he stepped up to meet her.

“Alright, let’s start with a classic position,” Julian instructed. “Noelle, I want you to get on your hands and knees. Luca, move behind her, but don’t enter yet. I want them to see the anticipation.”

They moved into position. Noelle arched her back, sticking her ass out invitingly. Luca held tight by her sides and settled into place, not going in yet.

“Look at the curve of the spine,” Julian narrated, walking around them like a hawk. “See how it accentuates the ass?”

I used my brush to get it down quickly. In this light, Noelle’s ass looked gorgeous, so plump and curvy, begging to be squeezed. I moved to draw the slope of Noelle’s lower back, and just as I did, Luca leaned in and pressed a kiss to her back, then her neck. Noelle shivered, and a drop of her own cum trickled down her thigh.

“Excellent, now, Luca, enter her,” Julian ordered. “But make sure you do it slowly. I want to see the resistance.”

Luca took his cock and nudged it at her entrance, slicking it up with more of her cum, before pushing into her. Noelle gasped immediately. I watched on as his thick cock disappeared inch by inch into her pink flesh. It was a visceral sight.

“Friends, observe the legs,” Julian said, pointing at Luca’s ass and hamstrings. “See how the muscles tighten up? That is the anchor. If you don’t draw that tension, the sex looks weightless.”

Luca then started pounding into Noelle with ferocity, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, smacking hard against her ass. The sound was obscene, skin meeting skin, and her gasps turned to moans that filled the room. After a particularly sharp thrust, she cried out and her entire body jolted forward. Luca held on to her tight, groaning deep as he gave her exactly what she wanted.

I suddenly stopped painting. I couldn’t help it. The sound and sight of them fucking like that made it hard to focus on anything else.

I looked over at Dan. He was drawing with one hand, but his other hand was working quickly inside his shorts. He was jerking off, his eyes locked on Noelle’s bouncing ass.

I looked at Stella. She had her legs spread wide on her seat, one hand sketching, while the other disappeared under her dress. Her lips were parted, and she was breathing shallowly.

I abandoned my brush. I slid my hand between my legs, finding my clit already swollen and slick. I started to rub, closing my eyes and imagining Luca’s cock thrusting into me.

“Yes, good, keep that pace,” Julian encouraged them. He circled the platform, completely ignoring the fact that his students were masturbating. “Capture the intensity of it, the way her breasts swing back and forth. Ah, now, see that redness in her ass? That’s what we call passion. You need to shade that in.”

“Julian,” Dan called out. His voice was strained.

“Yes, Dan? A question?” Julian asked, pausing to look at him.

“How do you...” Dan grunted, stroking himself faster. “How do you render the... the vibrations? The way her ass shakes when he hits home?”

It was absurd. A man jerking off openly in a class, asking about rendering techniques. But Julian didn’t bat an eye.

“Excellent question,” Julian replied seriously. He pointed a sculpting tool at Noelle’s ass. “You use soft edges. If you draw a hard line, it looks static, right? So you must smudge the paint around the glutes to suggest motion. Sort of like this.”

He reached out and poked Noelle’s ass cheek while Luca pounded into her, demonstrating the ripple effect.

“Oh God!” Noelle cried out. “He’s hitting me so deep!”

“Focus on the face, friends,” Julian told us. “Look at the grimace. The pleasure here is undeniable, she loves it.”

I rubbed my clit harder, my fingers sliding through the mess I was making. Watching Luca fuck her was incredibly hot, but watching Dan and Stella get off to it was even hotter.

Noelle started to scream, a loud sound that made us all jolt. Her body seized up, and her inner thighs started trembling uncontrollably. Her orgasm had arrived.

“Perfect, an orgasm!” Julian narrated. “Friends, look at her toes, see how they’re curling? It’s truly beautiful, and if you look closely, you’ll see a bit of her own juices start to leak out. Most artists skip that detail, but it’s crucial to include it.”

My own orgasm was building, right in time with Noelle’s. She wailed some more and then eventually collapsed down onto her elbows, sobbing with pleasure and smiling wide.

But Luca wasn’t finished. He grabbed her waist, pulling her back onto him, and began hammering into her with renewed intensity.

“I’m almost there,” Luca grunted. His face was tight with concentration.

“Alright, Luca, I’ll need you to pull out,” Julian ordered. “We need to study the nature of the male orgasm too.”

“What?” Luca gasped, momentarily thrown.

“On her chest,” Julian clarified, entirely unbothered. “Noelle, flip over for him please, quickly.”

Noelle helped him ease out, and then moved onto her back. Luca, still a bit confused but going with it, knelt over her and held his swollen cock in his hand. He stroked it once, twice, and then erupted.

Thick ropes of white seed shot out, splattering across Noelle’s collarbone and breasts.

“There!” Julian called out, pointing emphatically. “Look at the viscosity. See how it catches the light and reflects it? Use your white tones to capture the texture.”

The sight of Luca coating her sent me over. I let myself cry out into the air, riding out a crashing orgasm that left me shaking on my seat. I heard Dan groan at the same time, spilling his own release into a spare rag he had nearby, while Stella kept fingering herself, chasing her own release.

As soon as Stella came down from her climax, the room fell silent, except for the heavy breathing of the models and the soft scratch of brushes on paper.

“Wow, beautiful work, everyone,” Julian said, glancing around with a satisfied smirk. “Especially Noelle and Luca. You two performed very well.”

“Thank you,” Luca replied, before collapsing onto the platform beside Noelle. He kissed her tenderly on the lips, then leaned back to catch his breath. Noelle, still on her back, idly rubbed his cum into her skin like lotion, savoring the sensation of his warm seed.

She stayed there patiently, letting the rest of the room finish sketching her, though I had already put my brush down by then.

“Take five minutes,” Julian then announced. “When we come back, we’ll explore something softer. I want to focus on the connection between two female forms. Celine, Stella? I think you two might be perfect for this next demonstration.”


Chapter Eight


Stella had other ideas, though, once we returned. “Actually, Julian, I think I’ll sit this one out,” she said from her seat. “I have a specific angle of Celine I want to capture, and I can’t do that if I’m on stage. Noelle, darling, you’re already naked and glistening. Why don’t you stay up there and join her?”

Noelle sat up. She looked entirely comfortable despite being covered in drying fluids.

“I’m happy if she is,” Noelle said, shooting me a grin. “Come on up, Celine. The lighting is fantastic.”

I moved easily. The arousal from watching Luca and Noelle was still hot under my skin, and the idea of being the subject rather than the observer felt like the natural next step. I stood up and stripped down, tossing my clothes onto my seat.

“Excellent change of cast,” Julian added. “This gives us a chance to study the unique beauty of the female form. Ladies, if you please.”

I walked up to Noelle. She reached out and took my hand, pulling me down until we were kneeling facing each other.

“What’s the lesson plan?” I whispered.

“Let’s show them something different,” she replied.

She pushed me back gently until I was on my hands and knees again, the same pose I had held for Luca, but the energy was different now. Noelle moved behind me, but instead of mounting me, she knelt close to my hips. She ran her hands down my sides, then up to my breasts, cupping them.

She leaned in and kissed my neck, working her way down. I let out a low sigh and widened my stance. She reached between my legs, parting my cheeks with her thumbs to reveal the tight puckering of my asshole.

“How about we have a little fun back here, Celine?” Noelle asked.

“Oh, yes,” I breathed. “Please.”

I thought she would start with a finger first, but Noelle went straight in with her mouth, burying her face in my crack, and pressing her tongue directly against my rim. I gasped and let my ass relax for her. She swirled her tongue around the tight ring of muscle, teasing it open, before diving in to lick me clean.

“Excellent, Noelle! Very good, spread her wider,” Julian said, admiring what Noelle was doing to me. “To those who can see it, make sure you pay attention to how her hole twitches. It’s quite a unique motion.”

I ignored his guidance to the others and focused on the feeling of getting my asshole licked. Noelle was incredibly enthusiastic. Every time she flicked her tongue against my hole, my whole body shuddered, and when she shot her tongue right in, I could feel a tingle in my pussy too. She moved her hands all around my ass, squeezing, slapping, gripping as she worked on me.

“Ooh, Noelle,” I moaned, pushing back against her face. “This feels amazing!”

Noelle licked harder, pushing her tongue deeper, tasting my excitement. Then she let one hand drift forward underneath to find my clit, flicking it in time with her rimming, before adding a finger into the mix and slipping it inside my soaking wet cunt. I cried out as the sensation bloomed through me. I had never had both of my holes stimulated like that before.

Julian seemed to love this. “Oh my, look at how Celine’s reacting! That’s what you need to capture, friends. Get as much detail as you can on all that twitching and clenching.”

By now, I was on the verge of an orgasm, and within seconds, it was gripping me hard.

It ripped through me in waves, making me cry out loud into the air. My pussy clenched around her finger, and my asshole pulsed under her tongue as wetness spilled out of me, dripping down onto her hand. Noelle loved it, slurping up everything I was giving her, and giggling into my crack as I moaned.

As I came down, Noelle pulled back, giving my asshole one last kiss and licking the cum off the finger she’d just had inside my pussy.

I looked back over my shoulder and locked eyes with Dan. He was standing near the front row now, abandoning his painting entirely. His cock was fully hard again, pointing up toward us and throbbing violently, and he looked like he was about to snap.

“He looks lonely,” Noelle said. She was looking back too, following my gaze. “Don’t you think he looks lonely, Celine?”

“He definitely looks like he needs to be part of the composition,” I agreed.

“Julian,” Noelle called out, smirking. “I think we should incorporate a hard cock into this.”

The decision came easily to Julian. “Yes! Absolutely! Dan, get up there and show them what you’ve got. Everyone else, capture added cock as best you can.”

Dan lunged toward us, vaulting onto the platform and stripping down quickly.

“Alright, girls, how do you want it?” he growled, looking between the two of us.

“Actually, we really want to taste you,” I said. “Both of us.”

“Symmetry!” Julian shouted, delighted. “Yes! A double study. Dan, stand in the center. Ladies, flank his cock.”

Noelle and I moved instantly. We crawled to either side of him. I took the left and she took the right.

I reached out and wrapped my hand around the base of his shaft, while Noelle took the head. We looked at each other and smiled, and then we descended.

I took the balls, fitting them into my mouth and swirling my tongue over the wrinkled skin, while Noelle licked the tip and then down his length. She bobbed her head, sucking loudly.

Then we traded effortlessly. I slid up to take the head, feeling the thick ridge drag against my tongue, while Noelle attacked his balls and fondled them with her tongue.

“Argh fuck,” Dan groaned. “I’ve been edging myself the whole time, fuck, you guys are going to ruin me.”

“Good, let it out, give them everything, Dan,” Julian exclaimed.

We worked him over ruthlessly. I loved the feeling of sharing him, the sight of Noelle’s lips wrapped around the same meat I was sucking, trading her spit back and forth with mine. It broke down every barrier I had left.

Dan’s hips started to snap forward, fucking our mouths in a disjointed rhythm. I looked up and saw that face start to contort.

“Okay, fuck, I can’t hold it,” Dan warned. His voice was cracking now. “I’m going to blow.”

“Don’t stop!” Julian yelled. “Let it happen! I want to see the messy release!”

“Do it, paint us, Dan,” Noelle urged, pulling off him to stroke his shaft with her hand.

I pulled back and opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out. Noelle did the same, mimicking my pose perfectly. We waited like good girls.

Dan shouted, a loud sound that shook his chest. He threw his hips forward and fired. The first rope hit Noelle on the cheek, and the second caught me right in the open mouth, splattering across my tongue. He sprayed us both, coating our chins, our lips, and our chests in plenty of hot cum.

I swallowed what landed in my mouth and licked my lips, tasting the familiar sweetness. Dan eventually finished and started sagging as his legs turned to jelly, but Noelle and I weren’t done.

She leaned across his softening cock and kissed me.

It was a messy kiss. Our tongues slid against each other, mixing Dan’s seed between our mouths. I tasted him on her and her on me. It was salty and sweet and completely depraved.

“Mm,” Noelle purred against my lips, pulling back slightly to wipe a glob of cum from my chin with her thumb and suck it off. “Dan tastes incredible, doesn’t he? It’s almost like candy.”

I laughed back. “I know! I enjoyed the appetizer course this morning in the kitchen. It was almost better than the actual breakfast I had.”

“Glad I could satisfy both courses,” Dan praised, sitting down between us. “Also helps when you’re both so damn good at sucking cock.” He draped his arms over our shoulders, pulling us into a sticky hug.

From the back of the room, Luca started clapping. It was a slow and appreciative applause that was soon joined by Stella.

“Bravo!” Luca shouted. “That was a masterpiece!”

“Truly exceptional,” Julian agreed, beaming at us proudly. He walked over and inspected the scene, looking at the way the fluids dripped down our skin. “This is real art, my friends. The raw and unfiltered human experience. Thank you, volunteers. You have given us a profound gift today.”

I leaned my head against Noelle’s shoulder. She turned to me and gave me a deep kiss.

“That was fun,” she whispered.

“Best art class I’ve ever taken,” I replied.

The applause faded, and the room settled into quiet admiration. We stayed where we were as three sticky and unashamed bodies, letting them soak in the art we had become.


Chapter Nine


The room cleared out soon after our performance. Julian said a few final words and dismissed the class, and everyone started shuffling around to clean up their stations before filing out the door.

I grabbed a damp towel and started wiping the sticky mess of Dan’s cum from my chest and neck. I didn’t feel any urge to hide it or cover myself. Standing there naked and coated in sex felt strangely natural now.

“You were captivating up there,” a voice said.

I turned to find Luca standing at the edge of the platform. He had pulled his shorts on, but he remained shirtless. He watched me with a soft but intense look that made my pulse flutter.

“I was doing my best to be a good model,” I replied, wiping a streak of white from my collarbone.

He stepped closer until he was right in front of me. “It was more than that, Celine. Watching you let go completely was so sexy. You look so much lighter, so much happier than when you arrived. And there’s a beautiful glow to you, too. Not that it wasn’t there before; it’s just different now.”

I felt a genuine blush heat my cheeks. A rush of pleasure at being seen by him.

“Thank you, Luca,” I admitted, lifting my chin a bit to meet his eyes. “I think I finally started being honest with myself.”

“I can tell,” he murmured. He reached out and stroked my cheek, admiring me. “I couldn’t take my eyes off you the whole time.”

“I noticed,” I said. My gaze dropped to his shorts. The material in front of his crotch was still tented up. “You seem to be enjoying the view.”

“I always do with you.”

I reached out and slipped my hand straight down the waistband of his shorts. His skin was hot, and his cock was incredibly hard, twitching against my palm as I wrapped my fingers around the shaft.

“Oh wow,” I said. “Yeah, you’re not lying at all. You really are throbbing.”

“You seem to have that effect on me, Celine,” he teased, giving me a soft kiss. I melted into his lips and stroked him one more time, feeling the power of his reaction.

“Luca, maybe we should cool off first,” I said, breaking the kiss. “I need to clean this mess off before I do anything else.”

“Good idea,” he agreed, though his eyes lingered on my lips. “In fact, why don’t you go and get changed. I want to take you out. There’s a village a few miles over that’s perfect for the sunset. We can get a drink and actually talk.”

“That would be lovely, let’s do it,” I said.

We headed out twenty minutes later. After the intensity of the workshop, I needed to step outside the gates and see if the electricity between Luca and me could survive in a place where people kept their clothes on.

We found a table at a small café in a village nearby. Over a bottle of wine, we spent two hours talking about everything except the workshop. It was a relief to see we actually had chemistry when we weren’t naked or covered in paint, and for a while, we were simply a man and a woman enjoying the south of France.

We paid the bill and started the walk back as the sun began to drop. We cut onto the dirt path leading toward the property, but the closer we got, the heavier my stomach felt. It mimicked that Sunday evening dread before a work week, but amplified. The reality of my flight home crept in.

“I don’t really feel like going back,” I blurted out.

Luca stopped walking and turned to me. “To the house?”

“No, back to my life back home.” I shook my head. “All of this just feels like a bubble, and soon I’m going to have to pop it and return to my boring old job and the reality of not having anyone to fuck. It really sucks, Luca.”

Luca stepped closer and took my hands. He looked me in the eye, grounding me.

“Then stay,” he said.

“It sounds simple when you say it, Luca, but I can’t just drop everything and do that.”

“But what if you did?” he countered. “Think about it, Celine. After this week ends, you could fly back with me to Milan. Bianca and I have a guest room. Stay with us for a while. See if the bubble pops or if it becomes real life.”

I paused. “You want me to meet your wife?”

“Of course I do. She already likes you from the drawing, and everything I’ve been telling her over the phone. And don’t forget about me either. I really want you there, Celine. We have plenty more to explore.”

He offered me a lifeline. A way to drag this new version of myself into the real world.

“I… I guess it might work,” I breathed out, a smile spreading across my face before I could stop it. “I’ll have to think about it, but I’m not saying no.”

“That’s good enough for me.” He squeezed my hands and started walking again, pulling me along. “Let me know if I can be of any help, but I’d really love to have you there. Milan has a great energy, especially the circles we run in.”

“I can see the appeal,” I admitted, glancing at the vineyards. “A week ago, I would have run for the hills at the suggestion, but it’s strange how quickly the freedom becomes addictive. You know, the idea of living without that jealousy hanging over everything.”

“That’s the secret,” Luca agreed. “You deserve so much more, Celine, it would be a shame to just go back to your old way of living. Sharing around keeps the desire fresh, and you never feel trapped.”

“Yeah, I can sense that now. I think I’m done feeling trapped,” I said.

We turned off the main track, taking a shortcut through the edge of the property bordering the national forest. The landscape here grew wilder, overgrown with brambles and dotted with old stone ruins. Long shadows created pockets of darkness between the trees.

Suddenly Luca stopped. He held up a hand.

“Shh,” he hissed.

“What is it?” I whispered.

He pressed a finger to his lips and pulled me off the path, guiding me behind a curtain of ivy draping over a collapsed wall. He pointed through a jagged gap in the foliage.

We were near Le Mas now, and had a direct line of sight to one of the terraces attached to the main building. It sat maybe twenty yards away, bathed in amber light.

Elise and Julian were there.

They were positioned perfectly toward the tree line, brightly lit like actors on a stage. Julian sat on a bench with his legs spread, and Elise was grinding slowly on his lap. This differed entirely from the workshop. It was much more intimate and slow.

I almost stopped breathing.

Elise’s mouth hung open in a loud moan, and she clung hard onto his bare shoulders, using them to grind down on him harder. His hands were clamped around her waist, holding her in place as he drove into her, controlling every movement.

We watched as they fucked each other. I could hear the wet sound of their bodies connecting, carried to us over the still evening air.

“Oh, Julian,” Elise moaned. It was an uninhibited sound that spoke of decades of intimacy.

“I have you, my love,” Julian rumbled. “Take it.”

I watched intently, Elise’s own words from my first day echoing in my mind. Her and Julian were true performers.

Luca moved behind me so his chest pressed firmly against my back.

“Look at how much he loves her,” he whispered into my ear.

I nodded silently, opting not to speak in case it broke the sensuality of the moment.

Heat rushed through me as I looked on, my pussy aching and drenching my panties in an instant.

Luca sensed it. He slid his other hand down my stomach, over the fabric of my dress, and pressed between my legs. He must have felt the cum soaking straight through, because he groaned low in his throat.

“You’re so wet, Celine,” he murmured. “Do you want me to touch you?”

“Yes,” I breathed, leaning back against him.

I felt his erection digging into my lower back. He brushed my hair aside and kissed the slope of my neck.

His hands found my breasts next, cupping the weight of them through my dress. He kneaded me gently, circling the nipples too until they hardened under his touch. I let my head fall back against his shoulder, letting out a shaky breath as he continued to tease me.

Luca slid his hands down further, gathering the end of my dress and slowly bringing it up to my waist. He peeled my panties down with care next, letting the breeze around us caress the swollen lips of my pussy.

He sank to his knees in the dirt behind me, taking his time to kiss the back of my thighs first, before pressing a soft kiss to each of my ass cheeks. His hands came around to grip my hips, spreading me wide.

Then I felt the wet drag of his tongue against my rim.

“Oh my God,” I moaned.

He buried his face in my ass, but with a tenderness that surprised me. He licked me delicately, swirling his tongue around the edges first before pushing inside. He worshipped me down there, treating me like something precious, while his fingers reached around to stroke my clit.

The sensation was overwhelming. I watched the tender scene on the terrace of Julian kissing Elise deeply, while Luca’s tongue worked my hole and his fingers played my clit. The pleasure built in a smooth, rolling wave.

“That feels incredible,” I gasped. I leaned forward to brace my hands against the mossy wall.

Luca kept going, happily lapping up the juices that were oozing out of me. Above, Elise was settling into a loud moan now, no doubt having her own climax. Moments later, Julian was shaking too, emptying himself inside her.

As loud as they were, I bit back my own scream when my own orgasm hit. It came fast and hard, and I barely managed to slap a hand over my mouth to muffle it as the pleasure surged through me.

My body shook uncontrollably, and Luca stayed locked in place, groaning against my skin while I came undone.

When I finally caught my breath, Luca stood up. He turned me around and kissed me passionately. Then he spun me back toward the wall.

“Fuck, Celine, I need to be inside you,” he groaned.

He fumbled with his belt and freed himself. I reached back, guiding him, and felt the fatt head of his cock press against my pussy. He slid into me gradually until he was all the way in.

I really missed Luca’s cock, and it felt good to have him fill my cunt up again. He began to move, slamming into me carefully enough not to make too much noise.

“You feel amazing,” he whispered in my ear, biting my shoulder gently. “So tight and warm.”

“Fill me up, Luca, just give me everything,” I begged.

He picked up the pace, and soon enough, I felt him tense up behind me.

“Fuck, I’m coming,” he rumbled.

He squeezed his eyes shut and leaned forward, groaning into my skin as his orgasm hit him. He pulsed inside me, throbbing hard and making an absolute mess of my insides. Luca rode the wave of his climax and continued to thrust right through it, refusing to stop.

He stayed buried inside me as his cock softened. I could feel his cum starting to drip out, sliding between my thighs and pooling on the grass beneath us, but I didn’t care. I liked the way he filled me, and I wasn’t ready for him to pull away just yet.

Eventually, though, Luca slid out. Reluctantly, we cleaned ourselves up and adjusted our clothes. Once we were dressed, he slipped his arms around me from behind, resting his chin on my shoulder as we watched Julian and Elise. They’d finished fucking and were now tangled in each other’s arms, kissing lazily, lost in their own world.

I turned in Luca’s arms and looked up at him. His hair was messy, and his lips were swollen from kissing me.

“I’m really glad I met you, Luca,” I said softly, running my hand down his chest.

He smiled. A warm expression that reached his eyes. He leaned down and kissed my forehead.

“Me too, Celine,” he replied. “I’m really starting to fall for you.”


Chapter Ten


Islept well that night. A deep and dreamless sleep that made the world outside feel far away. When I woke, Luca was gone, having told me the night before that he would be busy in town that day shopping for more supplies, but the faint scent of his skin still lingered on the pillow.

By two in the afternoon, the heat was unbearable. The cicadas were screaming loud, and the stone floor burned my feet through my sandals.

At some point I found myself sprawled out in the shade on one of the lounge chairs in the main courtyard. Stella was next to me with her arm dangling off the side of her chair. Isabelle, Dan, and Liam occupied the other loungers, all of us reduced to lifeless sweating statues. We were too drained to even talk.

Eventually, the sound of a door banging open broke the stupor.

Elise stepped out of her studio. Unlike us, she looked much fresher, holding an iced glass of water that clinked as she walked. She surveyed our group with a mischievous smirk.

“You guys look wrecked,” she said. “Why don’t you all come inside? I’ve set something up.”

Liam lifted his head off his arms. “Is it cold in there?”

“It’s freezing,” Elise promised. “Messy, too. Come on, everyone get up.”

We peeled ourselves off the furniture and followed her inside.

The studio looked different today. Elise had cleared away the usual clutter of easels and stools. Instead, the entire floor was covered in a large white canvas that stretched from wall to wall. In the center sat four buckets of thick, vibrant liquid: blue, yellow, red, and green.

“So, here’s the deal,” Elise started, standing off to the side. “Our bodies represent the brushes today. The goal is total coverage, which means those sweat-soaked clothes need to go in the basket by the door.”

We peeled the sticky layers off gratefully. The air conditioning hit my bare skin and dried the sweat instantly. We stood there as a group of naked bodies waiting for instructions.

“Okay, now time to get messy,” Elise added. She pointed to the buckets. “Use your hands and your bodies to get that color going everywhere. We’re going to have a bit of fun today. Don’t worry though, it isn’t paint. It’s colored lube. Water-based, body-safe, and totally edible.”

Stella giggled and walked straight to the bucket of blue. She plunged both hands in, bringing them up dripping with glossy gel that smelled faintly of raspberries. She turned her eyes to me.

“I know exactly where to start,” she said.

She stepped in close. “Brace yourself, Celine. It’s cold.”

She cupped my breasts with her lube-slicked palms, and the icy shock of the liquid made me gasp. Stella coated me thoroughly, using her thumbs to swirl the blue raspberry gel around my areolas until I turned a vibrant shade.

“Look at those peaks,” she teased, tweaking my pebbling nipples. She leaned in and licked a stripe of it off my chest. “Mmm. Sweet!”

Next to us, Isabelle cornered Dan. He stood with his legs apart, already thickening up at the sight of everyone getting messy. Isabelle dunked her hand into the bucket of yellow and wrapped her fingers straight around his cock.

“Let’s brighten this up,” she smirked. “Banana flavor seems appropriate.”

“Fuck, that feels weird,” Dan grunted, looking down.

“Weird good?” Isabelle asked, pumping her hand up and down his thick shaft.

“Weird great,” he corrected.

She worked the cold, banana-scented lube down his cock. The sensation of it hardened him fully within seconds, turning his erection into a yellow rod that stood up proudly.

Liam watched them for a second, then picked up a sponge soaked in red. He walked up behind Isabelle, who was bent over attending to Dan’s cock, and smacked her right ass cheek with the wet sponge. The impact cracked through the room, leaving a perfect red splatter of strawberry gel on her skin.

“Hey!” Isabelle yelped, arching her back.

“You missed a spot,” Liam said, grinning. He dropped the sponge and used his hands to smear the red lube over both her cheeks, kneading and slapping her flesh until her ass shone like a candied apple, plastered with his handprints.

The vibe turned playful after that. We moved around the circle, attacking each other with color and flavor. I grabbed a handful of green apple lube and smeared it down Liam’s broad back, enjoying the way his muscles bunched under my slippery fingers, while he got me back with the same color, rubbing it all over my ass and getting it inside my crack too.

Within minutes, we were unrecognizable, breathing hard and laughing as the foreplay turned into a sticky game of tag.

“Alright everyone, now time for the canvas,” Elise shouted over the noise.

We stepped onto the white sheet. The lube dripping from our bodies made the surface incredibly slick. I took a step and nearly lost my footing, sliding a few feet before Dan caught me.

“Careful,” he laughed, his yellow chest pressing against my blue tits.

Elise called out from the sidelines. “Alright, I want you all to press down hard. I want the imprint of thighs, not a smear. Make it aggressive.”

The laughter died down as the sliding turned urgent. The sensation of slick bodies rubbing together woke up the hunger in the room.

Isabelle and I ended up on our stomachs, side-by-side in the middle of the canvas. I pressed my chest flat against the floor, cooling my nipples against the fabric.

“Ready for me?” Dan asked as he crawled over me, while Liam took position behind Isabelle.

“Yes, do it,” I gasped, parting my legs further. I felt Dan’s knees slot between my thighs. He guided himself in without using his hands. I was so slick with lube and my own arousal that he slid effortlessly into my pussy.

“Damn, you’re slippery,” he groaned.

Liam entered Isabelle next to us. As the men started to thrust, Isabelle reached out her hand. I took it. Her fingers were green, mine blue. We squeezed hard, anchoring each other against the force of the men behind us.

Then Isabelle turned her head to look at me. She leaned across the small gap between us and captured my lips in a kiss. We made out messily, our tongues sliding against each other while the men used our bodies. I could taste the green apple gel on her lips, mixing with the raspberry on mine.

When we broke apart, I buried my face in the canvas, and let Dan pound into me.

“Okay, time to switch,” Liam grunted after a few minutes. They swapped without breaking the rhythm. I felt his hands latch onto my hips, and looked back to see red strawberry gel on my blue skin, mixing into a dark, bruised purple where he held me.

“Purple looks good on you, Celine,” he growled, driving deep.

He felt bigger than Dan, stretching me wider, and the change in pressure made my head swim. He fucked me like that for a while until Elise got our attention again. “Okay, time to flip over. Let’s see the damage.”

Liam pulled out, and I rolled onto my back. I looked at the spot I left. The floor looked like a chaotic mess of blue and yellow smears, but right in the center sat a pristine silhouette of my torso. I saw the distinct imprint of my nipples and the spread of my thighs. There was something else there, too.

“Oh my, look at that,” Stella said, crawling over to inspect what I left behind. She pointed a blue-stained finger right at the crotch of the silhouette.

“You can see the exact outline of your slit, Celine! You stamped a perfect, fat pussy print right there on the floor. How filthy!”

Seeing my naked shape recorded on the floor was hot. I almost wanted to do it again.

Meanwhile, Elise kept directing. “Alright, pile in. I want a focal point of pure chaos right in the middle. Celine, want to volunteer?”

“Yes please!” I replied.

I moved to my hands and knees in the center of the room. Dan moved behind me immediately, holding me in place and sliding his thick cock into my pussy, bottoming out with a groan.

Liam stepped up in front of me next. He was coated in red lube from head to toe, looking like the devil.

“Open up,” he said, offering his erection to my face. “Lick it off for me, Celine.”

I opened my mouth and took him in. The sensation was exhilarating, and the taste of strawberry sugar overwhelmed my tongue. Dan thrust forward, pushing my face deeper onto Liam’s cock, while Liam snapped his hips to meet me. I felt filled on both ends, beautifully stretched and stuffed.

As they started shuffling me back and forth, the girls joined in. Stella crawled over and kissed my neck, licking a stripe of yellow lube off my collarbone. Then she leaned in and latched onto my mouth, her tongue fighting for space with Liam’s cock.

I sucked on Liam while kissing her, sharing the flavor, loving how warm her tongue felt against the cooling gel.

Isabelle reached between my legs, sliding her hand underneath Dan’s thrusting hips to find my clit. She buried her face against my thigh first, lapping up the mixture of lube and pussy juice dripping down from where Dan was pounding me, cleaning us both up until her fingers were slippery with green apple lube.

“I’m going to make her shake,” Isabelle whispered. “Watch the colors vibrate.” She flicked my clit, massaging it in time with the men. The stimulation took me over. Surrounded by hands, mouths, flavors, and cocks, my brain turned to mush.

I gagged on Liam’s cock as the pleasure surged through me. I let out an extended scream, shaking hard enough to throw them off.

After a moment, the men started going rigid, close to their climax. “Shit, I’m coming!” Dan roared. He buried himself to the hilt and blew his load deep inside me.

Liam, meanwhile, pulled out of my mouth at the last second. He stroked himself once and sprayed his cum over my chest, the hot white fluid mixing with the blue and yellow lube on my skin, creating a new, creamy texture that honestly smelled like hot candy.

“Yes!” Elise shouted. “That’s it, hold that pose.”

We paused there, panting and twitching. I looked down at my chest, watching the cum run through the colors, feeling utterly used and beautiful.

Eventually we broke apart, letting our heart rates return to normal. The canvas beneath us was a masterpiece now, having recorded every one of our thrusts and slides.

“Alright,” Elise said at last, walking to the back and throwing open the double doors to the garden. The heat hit us again, but it felt distant now. “Time to go out and get clean.”

We stumbled out into the sun. Dan walked over to the faucet on the side of the building and grabbed the garden hose. He turned the handle and water sprayed out in a wide arc. “Who wants to get wet again?” he asked with a grin.

“Me!” Isabelle shouted, running into the stream.

He sprayed us down. The cold water hit my skin, washing away the mess. I watched the water run off my body in rainbow rivers, soaking into the dry grass. We laughed, rubbing the slickness off each other’s backs and asses, and sparkling proudly in the sun. It felt innocent and joyful, a perfect, filthy cleanse to end the afternoon.


Chapter Eleven


Ispent the last hour of daylight in the sunflower field past the ridge. I needed the silence to process the chaos and hedonism of the last few days. Sitting in the dirt with my sketchbook, capturing the dying light on the heavy yellow flowers, I tried to burn the image into my brain.

Tomorrow, the real world would try to claw its way back in. For now, I sat there making art, feeling more alive than ever.

I walked back as the light faded. When I arrived, the courtyard looked transformed.

Elise had strung hundreds of warm bulbs across the trees, and clotheslines crisscrossed the space, displaying all the art from the past few days. I saw the paintings from Julian’s workshop, the messy body prints, and the intimate morning sketches fluttering in the breeze.

I walked through the gate and found everyone there. Just like me, no one bothered getting dressed. Naked, we moved through the space easily, admiring the work we created.

I ended up bumping into Luca, and we walked the line with my hand clasped in his. We stopped in front of a charcoal sketch from day one. It was a stiff and hesitant self-portrait I had drawn in the mirror. The woman looked tired and closed off.

Right next to it hung an oil painting Stella did of me during the workshop. I looked wild in that one, with my tits hanging loose and my pussy dripping while Noelle ate me out.

“I hardly recognize her,” I said, pointing to the first drawing. “She looks like a stranger.”

“She spent a long time waiting for you to wake her up,” Luca added.

“Well, I’m definitely awake now,” I replied, turning to look at him. “But I hate that this is ending, Luca. I’m going to miss you so much.”

Luca brought his hands up to my cheeks. He tilted his head down, kissing me soft and slow.

“You take this version of yourself with you,” he promised against my lips. “Besides, we aren’t done yet. We still have tonight.”

Just then, a spoon tapped against a glass, cutting the conversation. Julian stood at the head of a table, raising his wine glass. Elise stood next to him with her arm wrapped around his waist.

“Welcome, everyone. There are no speeches tonight, but I thought I’d say a few words,” he started. “The work you see in front of you speaks for itself. It is a reflection of your beauty and your passion. You should all be very proud of yourselves.”

He raised his glass higher.

“To sex, to art, and to freedom.”

“To freedom,” we echoed, drinking deep.

The mood then shifted from observation to connection. We gravitated toward the table, forming a close circle around it.

“I hate leaving this place,” Noelle sighed, leaning her head on Liam’s naked shoulder. “I’m going to miss the view.”

“You don’t have to miss it yet,” Dan said, stepping close enough that his arm brushed my bare breast. “We have a few hours left.”

“He’s right,” Stella agreed, stepping in to hug me. Her skin felt warm and soft against mine. “I’m going to miss you, Celine. Watching you open up this week was incredible.”

“I’m going to miss you guys too,” I admitted.

I turned to hug Isabelle. She wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing her naked body flush against mine. I felt her nipples harden against me.

“Don’t forget how good this feels,” she whispered in my ear.

She squeezed me tight, and I felt the others closing the gap. We stood in a tight knot, unwilling to break the circle. Liam’s hand settled on my lower back, and he rubbed circles against my spine.

It started as comfort, but with all of us naked and desperate to hold on to the moment, the vibe shifted fast. I heard a sharp intake of breath from Stella as Dan pulled her flush against him. The sadness in the air quickly turned hot and electric. We all knew what had to happen next.

I pulled back from Isabelle. Liam stood right there. In the dim light, he looked beautiful, his cock long and plump against his thigh. I dropped to my knees out of instinct, almost as a thank you, and took him into my mouth.

I moaned softly against his shaft, swirling my tongue around the head to get him slick. A pair of soft hands then landed on my shoulders, and I realized it was Isabelle who was standing behind me, running her palms down my back, tracing the dip of my spine before gripping my ass and spreading the cheeks.

“I love the view from back here,” she said.

I bobbed my head, feeling Liam’s fingers tangle loosely in my hair. As I sucked, a hot pressure pushed against my lower back. Dan had moved in behind me, guided by Isabelle. He pressed himself up against my ass, grinding his throbbing erection into my cunt while I worked on Liam.

“You have such a talented mouth, Celine,” Dan groaned, reaching around to cup my breast. “Don’t stop, please.”

I was sandwiched between them, and I loved it. I kept sucking, working his cock deep into my throat, lathering him up with plenty of my spit, while Dan fucked me from behind.

Moments later, Liam pulled me up from the ground and pressed his lips against mine, swirling his tongue around inside. Dan’s cock fell out with the movement, but he quickly switched to my neck, kissing and biting lightly at my tender skin.

That was when Luca came over. “Let’s move to the table, guys,” he suggested. “There’s more room there for me to make love to you.”

Dan and Liam obeyed, lifting me up and carrying me over, spreading me out onto the table.

Luca moved to the head of the table. He stood behind me and leaned over, his face coming into my view upside down. He lowered his mouth to mine, capturing me in a deep, slow kiss.

“Let your legs fall loose, Celine,” Luca said against my lips.

I spread my legs wide, draping them over the edge of the table. Stella and Isabelle, who had been watching me this whole time, moved in instantly, kneeling between my thighs.

“They’re so pretty,” Stella breathed, running her fingers over my slick pussy lips.

“I know,” Isabelle agreed. “I really want a taste.”

Together, they dove in with their mouths, straight to my pussy. Isabelle attacked my clit, sucking it into her mouth, while Stella worked her tongue inside me, fucking my wet hole. The filthy, slurping sounds of their mouths were beautiful.

I looked to the side. Dan stood nearby, pulling Noelle into a deep kiss while his hand worked between her legs. Liam stood back for a moment, stroking his stiff cock as he watched the women eat me out.

Dan and Liam eventually turned their attention back to the table. Dan came over and started massaging my breasts, before leaning down to suck on my nipples. Meanwhile, Liam went to work kissing and sucking over the skin in all the spots that remained. My neck, my stomach, even down to my feet.

“Oh fuck, that feels incredible, don’t stop,” I gasped, breaking the kiss with Luca to suck in air.

“Enjoy it,” Luca whispered, smoothing the hair back from my forehead. “Look at how much they want you.”

I lifted my head. I saw the tops of the women’s heads bobbing between my legs and working my cunt. Liam was about to join in and help the girls, but then I stopped him.

“Liam, no, I need you inside me,” I breathed. “Please.”

Liam nodded, and stepped in. Stella and Isabelle pulled back, giggling, and helped spread my legs wider for him. While Liam lined himself up, they turned to each other and kissed, sharing the taste of my pussy between them.

Liam lifted my hips, sliding his large hands under my ass cheeks to angle me up. He pressed his cockhead right on my entrance, then pushed in.

I sobbed in pleasure as he sank inside me, stretching the walls of my cunt wide. He began to thrust, and my pussy clamped down hard in response. The pleasure was immediate and overwhelming.

“Hey, Luca, mind giving me a turn?” Dan then grunted, stepping up beside him. “I really want that mouth.”

Luca hardly protested, breaking our kiss and sliding to make room. He leaned down and latched onto my left breast instead, sucking the nipple deep into his mouth. I let my head drop back over the edge of the wood, exposing my throat for Dan.

“I missed this,” Dan said.

He stood right there and fed his cock to me, and I took him in upside down. I was stuffed on both ends, pinned to the table by two thick cocks while Luca worked my nipples. Dan fucked my throat in a steady motion while Liam pounded my pussy.

The sensation of being completely filled triggered the release I was chasing. I moaned around Dan’s cock, my eyes rolling back as the pleasure coursed through me. My body clamped down on Liam while I sucked harder on Dan, riding the wave of overstimulation.

“I can’t hold it,” Dan groaned, his hips snapping forward against my lips. “I’m going to fill your throat.”

“Me too,” Liam growled from behind, driving his cock as deep as it would go. “Take it all, Celine.”

I was still orgasming when they filled me, and the power of all that shattered any composure I had left. I arched my back off the table, screaming into Dan’s cock as the euphoria took me over.

Dan erupted instantly. He pumped hot spurts of cum straight down my throat, and unlike last time, I swallowed it cleanly, not spilling a single drop. At the exact same moment, Liam roared loud, flooding my pussy with his own hot seed.

I went limp on the table, still twitching a bit, but completely full.

Stella and Noelle moved in immediately, admiring the mess Dan and Liam had made of me.

“Look at all that,” Stella whispered.

She leaned down and kissed me deep, her tongue plunging into my mouth to taste Dan’s cum. Noelle went lower, licking the stray drops from my chin and neck, cleaning me up with slow laps.

“Delicious,” Noelle murmured against my skin.

One by one, the others settled around me, coming in close for one big embrace.

Luca moved to my head. He wiped the mess and hair away from my cheeks and kissed me softly.

“You were incredible,” he whispered.

I tilted my head back and spotted Julian and Elise on the stone bench across from us. They hadn’t joined the pile, but they were part of the moment. They sat together in each other’s arms, watching as we all caught our breath. He caught my eye, and without saying a word, raised his wine glass in the air. It was a silent toast to the masterpiece we’d just created on his table.

As the high faded, a profound sense of peace washed over me. I rested my cheek against Luca’s hand, closing my eyes, taking in the reality of this beautiful new chapter of my life.


Epilogue


Leaving Le Mas was harder than I had expected, but I knew I had to tear myself away eventually. No tears fell when I drove off, mostly because I was too sore and exhausted to cry, which, in hindsight, seemed like the best way to leave a place like that.

Luca walked me to the rental car without any dramatic speeches. He simply leaned in, kissed me hard one last time, and reminded me that his offer to join him and Bianca in Milan was real.

Twelve hours later, I was on a plane, squeezed into economy class and doing everything I could to avoid thinking about how much better it would feel to be sandwiched between Dan and Liam instead.

Re-entering my real life was brutal. My apartment sat in complete silence, and walking back into my office on Monday felt surreal. Sitting at my desk, I felt like an alien, zoning out as I replayed the scenes of all those bodies on top of and inside me, counting just how many times I had orgasmed and been filled with cum during the last week.

At first, I stayed in my job, coasting through the days on leftover memories. By Wednesday, though, I needed to act. I pulled every string I had to get time off, eventually telling my boss it was a “health-related emergency” that I had to deal with, which, in truth, wasn’t far from reality. A restless boredom was swallowing me whole, and this was my way out.

That night, I called Luca. He put me on speaker, and for the first time, I spoke to Bianca. She was cool, funny, and incredibly direct. Instead of worrying about whether I loved her husband, she cut to the chase, asking if I liked being shared and how I felt about open relationships.

That moment brought everything into focus.

Before this trip, I had believed my failed marriage meant I was broken, that I needed to find one person and keep the lights off forever. Le Mas shattered that idea completely. I realized I thrived in the chaos and finally understood the beauty and art of sharing with others.

I wanted the freedom to use my body as a living canvas and to experience every messy, vibrant shade of pleasure life could offer.

So, I booked the flight to Milan and hoped for the best. I felt no pressure to know what the finished piece would look like yet, but I was finally ready to start filling in the colors.

* * *


Thank you for reading this story.

If you’d like to stay updated on future releases and get a free, standalone short story, you are welcome to join my newsletter at caraluneauthor.com
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What starts with moans slipping through the walls of the next tent quickly turns into sloppy kisses, messy swaps, and naked bodies grinding in every corner of the campsite. The hot tub, the river, double penetration by the fire, and a final night of pure excess prove how dangerous horny neighbors can be.
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Anna tells her husband Matt that all they need is a week in the Utah desert with Vanessa and Daniel, but the second they see them, everything changes. The desert seems to strip away every excuse they’ve been hiding, and one kiss in the pool eventually turns into her old friend choking on her husband’s length while her man shoves himself deep inside her. From there, it only gets filthier.
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