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Chapter 1

Kelly crouched by the suitcase, folding the last of her dresses and trying to keep the zip from snagging on a stray strap. The floor around her was scattered with flip-flops, chargers, and a mess of tangled bikinis she hadn’t quite decided between. She gave the suitcase a final shove, yanked the zipper across, and sat back with a small exhale.

“All packed,” she called over her shoulder, brushing a strand of hair from her face.

Tom stepped into the room, drying his hands on a towel from the kitchen. “Perfect,” he said with a grin. “Then we’re all set for tomorrow.”

They’d been together for seven years now. College sweethearts, introduced through mutual friends in their freshman year—Kelly all quick wit and cautious smiles, Tom with his easy confidence and nerdy charm. Their connection had been instant, and neither of them had really looked back since.

At twenty-five, they still looked like the kind of couple you'd expect to see sharing Sunday brunch or tagging each other in memes. But behind closed doors, things had settled into a rhythm—comfortable, familiar, maybe a little too routine. Their sex life had once been filled with frantic energy, unable to keep their hands off each other. Now, it was less frequent—still good, but more scheduled than spontaneous. And there were certain boundaries that had never budged.

Tom, curious and occasionally bold, had made a few suggestions over the years. One night, half-laughing, he brought up the idea of a butt plug. Kelly had shut it down immediately. “Absolutely not,” she’d said, scrunching her nose. “Nothing goes up there.” Another time, he floated the idea of her going commando under a dress during dinner. She gave him a look and flatly refused—her embarrassment outweighing any fantasy appeal.

Oral was another point of friction. She wasn’t a big fan of giving head—never had been—so blowjobs were rare. But when they happened, Tom knew how good they could be. Kelly was naturally sexy, effortlessly so, and when she did decide to go down on him, it was unforgettable. She knew exactly how to use her mouth, how to look up at him in that way that made his whole body tense. It just didn’t happen often enough for his liking.

Still, they were solid. And now, with bags packed and the open road ahead of them, there was a sense—at least for Tom—that maybe something on this trip could shift. Maybe they'd shake things up. Maybe the spark could turn into something a little wilder.

As Kelly stood up, brushing her hands on her thighs, Tom couldn’t help letting his gaze linger. No matter how long they’d been together, the sight of her still got to him. She was every bit as stunning as the day they’d met—maybe more so now, with the quiet confidence she’d grown into.

She was petite, just over five foot two, with long, straight light brown hair that framed her face perfectly. Her D-cup breasts still had that perky, natural lift he loved, and her curves had only gotten more defined with time. Her waist dipped just right, leading down to that incredible ass—full, round, and downright distracting when she walked away from him in tight jeans.

Tom had always encouraged her to show off her figure more, and slowly, she had. What started as hesitant experiments—one low-cut top, a tighter-than-usual skirt—had grown into a quiet boldness. Now, she wore those curve-hugging dresses like she knew exactly what they did to him. And every time she caught someone else sneaking a look, she’d flash him a knowing little smile that made his chest tighten and his cock stir.

He loved that about her. Not just how she looked—but the way she was beginning to own it.

Tom wasn’t bad to look at either. At six feet tall with short dark brown hair and an easy smile, he had the kind of build that came from regular gym sessions—not obsessive, but enough to stay lean and toned. He didn’t walk around flexing or preening, but he knew he looked good with his shirt off.

And when it came to what was under the boxers, he had no complaints. Almost seven inches—longer than average—and right in the middle for girth. He wasn’t the type to brag, but he’d done enough late-night Googling and locker room comparisons over the years to know he was solidly blessed. It wasn’t something he talked about, just something he carried—quiet confidence.

He’d seen the way Kelly reacted to it, even early on. The first time she slid her hand around him, the way her eyes widened just a little as she slowly eased his foreskin back—there was no faking that. And even now, years later, he could tell the effect hadn’t worn off. If she walked in and saw him hard, it still turned her on. That little flush in her cheeks, the way her eyes dropped for just a second before she bit her lip—she didn’t have to say a word. He saw it every time.

Steam curled out from the bathroom as Kelly stepped into the bedroom wrapped in a white towel, her damp hair clinging to her shoulders. Tom glanced up from his phone, eyes immediately drawn to her legs and the way the towel hugged the curve of her hips. She didn’t rush. She peeled it off casually, toweling herself dry with slow, deliberate movements. Her skin glowed, freshly shaved, and she made no effort to hide the smooth, bare slit between her thighs as she moved around the room.

Tom shifted under the covers, his cock already stirring just watching her. She slipped on a loose-fitting pajama top and climbed into bed beside him, still warm from the shower, her scent fresh and inviting. She didn't put on any bottoms.

He tried to play it cool, but the bulge under the sheets was obvious.

“Did you pack what I asked for?” he asked, trying to keep his tone light as he turned toward her, sliding a hand across her thigh.

Kelly gave a soft sigh and rolled her eyes. “Yes, don’t worry. I remembered.”

For her birthday last month, he’d surprised her with a delicate, light pink lingerie set—floral embroidery, barely-there thong, and a push-up bra that had made his imagination spiral the second he saw it on the hanger. It had definitely been more of a gift for him, but she hadn’t seemed to mind. She loved knowing how worked up he got when she dressed sexy for him. She hadn’t worn it yet, but she’d secretly packed it for the trip, planning to pull it out at just the right moment.

“I guess we’d better get some sleep,” Kelly said, curling up beside him. “Want to head out early tomorrow.”

“Or,” Tom murmured, inching closer, “we could have a little fun first.”

He slid a hand beneath her shirt, lifting it just enough to expose her breasts—full, soft, and still slightly damp from the shower. Her nipples were tight and pink, and he couldn’t resist cupping them in his hands.

“I’ll never get tired of playing with these,” he whispered, brushing his thumb across one.

Kelly smirked, then caught his wrist and gently pushed his hand away as she pulled her top back down. “Well, you can wait tonight.”

“What? Come on,” he groaned, trying not to sound too desperate.

“We’re leaving at six, and I need my beauty sleep,” she said, already turning over. “I promise we’ll have some fun when we get to our first stop tomorrow.”

Tom let out a soft laugh, half amused, half tortured. “Okay… only because I know you get grumpy when you’re tired.”

She didn’t respond, already settling into her pillow.

He rolled onto his back, rock hard and frustrated, staring up at the ceiling. His cock ached against his boxers, throbbing with the memory of her smooth skin and the way her nipples had felt under his fingers. A blowjob right now would’ve been perfect—her lips, that slow, teasing swirl of her tongue, the way she moaned softly when she was really into it. But tonight, all he could do was lie there, painfully turned on, imagining what tomorrow might bring.

The next morning, they were up bright and early. Kelly rose first, as usual—she always liked a little extra time to get ready. The room was dim with the early morning light slipping in through the curtains, and Tom barely stirred until he heard the rustle of fabric.

He turned just in time to see her stand up at the foot of the bed and peel down her shorts. Then her top came off, slow and unhurried, like she’d forgotten he was even watching—though he knew better. She was completely naked now, her skin still holding a warm flush from the shower the night before. Her freshly shaved pussy caught the light, soft and bare, glistening faintly from the moisturizer she always applied after shaving. She made no effort to cover herself.

Tom propped himself up on one elbow, transfixed.

He loved watching her get dressed—or more accurately, undressed. There was something raw and honest about it, something deeply erotic in the casualness of it all. And this morning, she was definitely teasing him.

She bent over to dig through her bag, and the angle gave him a perfect, lingering view: her round ass, smooth and full, and just below, the pink lips of her pussy, soft and exposed. His cock responded instantly, stiffening beneath the covers, which had already slipped off his lap.

Kelly turned, catching sight of his thickening erection, and let out a playful chuckle.

“Really? Even just seeing me like this?”

“Hey, I can’t help it,” he said, voice still thick with sleep but laced with desire. “I love watching gorgeous women get naked.”

“Well, I’m glad you enjoy it,” she said with a grin, walking slowly to the dresser with an extra sway in her hips. “Because you’re the only one who’s ever going to see me naked.” She winked, knowing full well what she was doing.

Tom tossed the covers aside and slid out of bed, moving in behind her, his hands finding her hips as he pressed a gentle kiss to her lower back. “You’re driving me crazy,” he murmured, letting one hand trail between her thighs. “Let me lick you. Just for a minute. You’re so fucking sexy like this.”

She inhaled sharply, her body reacting to his touch, her thighs shifting just slightly—enough to betray her arousal.

But then she pulled away, catching his hand and stepping forward with a regretful little smile. “Mmm… no. Not today,” she said, glancing back at him. “We’ve got hours of driving, and I’m not stopping to clean up the mess you’d make.”

He exhaled, part frustration, part awe. “You’re cruel,” he muttered, watching her slip on a bra like she hadn’t just left him standing there, hard and desperate.

“You’ll survive,” she teased, giving his cock a quick, unapologetic glance. “And besides… you’ve got all night to make it up to me.”

“Oh, and I feel so special,” he said dryly, climbing back into bed, his cock still pulsing with need.

But as he lay back, watching her smooth a top over her breasts and tug on her shorts, the teasing glint in her eye made it impossible to stay annoyed. The truth was, he did feel special. Lucky, even. Because this woman—gorgeous, smart, playful—was all his. And no matter how frustrated he might be right now, he wouldn’t trade that view—or that feeling—for anything.

The morning moved quickly, a blur of last-minute checks and coffee in travel mugs. They packed the trunk, double-checked the map, and finally climbed into the car. Tom turned the key and the old engine groaned before sputtering into life. It wasn’t pretty, but it got the job done—just like it always had. They couldn’t afford anything newer, not yet, but that didn’t bother either of them. The trip wasn’t about luxury—it was about getting away.

Their plan was simple: drive deep into the countryside, hike some scenic trails they’d bookmarked months ago, and spend their anniversary somewhere far from phone signal and traffic noise.

The hum of tires on the motorway filled the silence. They’d been driving for nearly an hour, the sun finally starting to warm the dashboard, when Kelly suddenly spoke.

“Do you think you’ll ever get bored of me?”

Tom glanced sideways, caught off guard. “What?”

She shrugged, staring straight ahead. “I mean… we’ve been together seven years. And we’ve only ever been with each other.”

He blinked, trying to read her tone. “Yeah. And?”

Kelly hesitated for a moment before continuing, her voice soft. “It’s just… your friends are always bragging about how many women they’ve slept with. Sometimes I wonder if you’ll ever regret not having that.”

Tom was quiet for a moment, hands resting loosely on the steering wheel. The question hung in the air, heavier than he expected. He couldn’t lie—of course he’d wondered, now and then, what it might be like to be with someone else. Who wouldn’t? But it had never been something that gnawed at him. He didn’t feel like he’d missed out. Not really.

“Kelly… honestly, don’t worry,” he said, glancing over at her. “I love you. You’re beautiful, you’re everything I need. How could I ever want more than that?”

Kelly turned to him with a warm smile. “I love you so much.”

Tom grinned and gave her thigh a light squeeze. “And you’re happy with me?”

“Of course I am!” she said without hesitation.

There was a pause. Then Tom let his voice drop into a teasing tone. “However… if the opportunity did ever come up to sleep with another woman… I mean, I wouldn’t exactly fight it off.”

Kelly arched an eyebrow. “Oh really? And what kind of opportunity would that be?”

Tom chuckled, knowing the line he was walking. He’d joked about threesomes before—half serious, half not—but he’d never pushed. The last thing he wanted was to make her feel pressured. Still, if there was ever a chance…

“You know,” he said with a laugh, “something fun. A threesome, maybe. But only if you were into it. I’d never want to make you uncomfortable.”

Kelly had always shut the idea down before. Not harshly—just honest. She’d said she’d feel too self-conscious, wouldn’t know where to even find someone, and maybe… just maybe… she’d be a little jealous. Tom had always accepted that and backed off.

But today, instead of a flat-out no, Kelly glanced at him with a mischievous smile.

“Oh, so you get to have sex with some new girl,” she said lightly, “but I’m not allowed to sleep with another guy?”

Tom blinked, caught off guard. “Wait—what? That’s different! He’d be… y’know… putting his dick in you!”

Kelly raised her eyebrows, lips twitching. “And what exactly do you think you’d be doing to this new girl?” she smirked. “Isn’t that the same thing? You’d be putting your penis in her vagina.”

Tom burst out laughing. “Jesus, you make it sound so… medical.”

“Well excuse me for not saying ‘cock’ and ‘pussy’ every five seconds,” she shot back with mock offense. “You know I hate those words.”

“I know,” he said, still grinning. “That’s what makes it even funnier.”

Kelly shook her head but was still smiling. “Seriously though, you can’t have it both ways. If it’s okay for you to fuck someone else, then it’s only fair I get to as well.”

Tom opened his mouth, then paused. He hated the idea. Or at least… he thought he did. But as the words hung there between them, something shifted. It was fair. If they were talking about equality, about experience, about fantasy—then it couldn’t just be about what he wanted.

“I mean… I can’t say I’d be thrilled about it,” Tom said carefully, keeping his eyes on the road. “But I wouldn’t necessarily be against it either.”

Kelly blinked, surprised. “Wait—really?”

She’d expected her comment to end the conversation, to shut it down like it always had. But now he was saying… he might actually be okay with it? The idea of her sleeping with another guy? Her stomach fluttered unexpectedly, and to her surprise, there was the faintest tingle between her legs. It was strange. Unsettling. But also… kind of exciting.

“What’s the matter?” Tom teased, glancing at her with a grin. “Backing down already?”

“Hey,” she said, throwing him a playful look. “This was all theoretical. Stop thinking with your penis and keep your eyes on the road.”

He laughed, easing back in his seat. “Fair enough.”

The moment passed, but it lingered in the silence that followed—unspoken, alive in the air between them. Tom knew it was still a long shot, a fantasy at best. But the way Kelly had reacted… maybe, just maybe, there was a crack in that shell. And he couldn’t help but wonder what might slip through it one day.

They’d been driving for hours, winding through endless stretches of quiet country road. Civilization felt like a distant memory. The sun was starting to dip lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the hedgerows. The hotel was still two hours away, and the steady hum of the car had lulled Kelly into a peaceful sleep beside him.

Tom, on the other hand, was beginning to feel the weight of the day pressing down on him—shoulders tight, eyes blinking longer than usual. As he rounded yet another sharp bend, the car suddenly lurched, groaned, and let out a metallic screech.

“What the hell—?” he muttered, gripping the wheel just as black smoke began billowing from under the hood.

“Shit!”

Up ahead, a break in the hedges revealed a narrow dirt pull-in. Without thinking, Tom veered into it, coasting to a stop just as the engine gave out completely.

The sudden stop jolted Kelly awake. “What happened?” she mumbled, rubbing her eyes.

“I don’t know. But I think the engine’s fucked.”

They both got out, and Tom popped the hood. A thick wave of smoke curled out, stinging his eyes. He stared blankly at the mess beneath—pipes, belts, metal—none of it meant anything to him. He could’ve been looking at a spaceship for all he knew.

“We’re gonna need to call someone,” he said, pulling out his phone.

No signal.

He glanced at Kelly. “Check yours?”

She already was. “Nothing.”

Tom exhaled sharply, staring down the empty road. “What do we do now? We’re too far from the hotel to walk it.”

Kelly looked around nervously. “Should we just wait and hope someone drives by?”

“I don’t know… we’ve been on this road three hours and haven’t seen a single car. We could be here for days.”

As he scanned the roadside, a small wooden sign caught his eye about thirty feet ahead, half-hidden by tall grass. He walked over and brushed it off.

Whispering Pines Campsite
→ 5 Miles Down Track

He turned back to Kelly. “There’s a campsite not far from here. Five miles. Might be our best shot.”

She walked over and read the sign herself, then looked up at the sky, already softening into evening hues. “Yeah… I guess that’s our only real option.”

They returned to the car, each grabbing their bags—no way were they leaving everything behind in the middle of nowhere—and headed toward the dirt track, hoping it would actually lead somewhere.

It was a clear night in early spring, and though the day had been warm, the temperature had dropped sharply once the sun dipped below the horizon. The last light faded around 8 p.m., and now, under the darkening sky, a faint chill clung to the air. They’d been walking for nearly two hours—feet sore, backs aching, silence stretching between them. Just as Tom began to worry they’d made a mistake following the sign, a soft glow appeared ahead, flickering just beyond the hedgerow.

“Look,” he said, pointing through the trees.

Kelly squinted. “Finally.”

The lights belonged to a lodge, its silhouette slowly emerging as they drew closer. Tom checked his watch. 10:30 p.m.

The campsite was bigger than either of them expected. Small cabins were scattered across the grounds, tucked between rows of trees. A hand-painted wooden sign at the entrance pointed them toward the large building in the center: Reception – Main Lodge.

“This place is huge,” Kelly said as they trudged down the gravel path, boots crunching with each tired step.

Still no signal. Still no idea what came next. But at least they were somewhere with lights and a roof.

They reached the main lodge, its wide porch glowing under warm overhead lights. Tom tried the door, but it didn’t budge. Just above the handle was a small sign:
Guests arriving after 10 p.m., please ring bell.

Kelly leaned forward and pressed it. A deep chime rang out, echoing through the stillness.

Nothing.

A minute passed.

She reached to press it again, but before her finger touched the button, the door creaked open.

A man stood in the threshold, tall—very tall—easily six foot three. He wore a grey dressing gown, loosely tied, and appeared to be in his late forties or early fifties. Silver hair, cropped short, and a matching stubble gave him a rugged, almost movie-star quality. His eyes were alert but not unkind, and he studied them with mild surprise.

“Evening,” he said, voice deep but measured. “Didn’t think we had any more check-ins tonight.”

Tom stepped forward, shifting his backpack. “We’re not guests—our car broke down about five miles back. No phone signal, and this was the only place we could get to.”

The man’s gaze moved between them—tired, flushed, covered in trail dust. He gave a sympathetic nod.

“You poor kids. Come in out of the cold.”

They stepped inside, grateful just to drop their bags. The warmth hit them immediately, a wave of relief. The lodge was spacious and clean, with polished wooden floors, soft lighting, and the faint scent of firewood lingering in the air. A staircase curved up to the left, and several closed doors lined the hallway ahead.

For the first time in hours, Tom and Kelly could breathe.

“Who is it, honey?” a woman’s voice called from upstairs.

Tom looked up to see her at the top of the staircase—a blonde in a blue silk robe, one hand resting lightly on the banister. She looked to be in her early forties, her features touched by age but still undeniably attractive. Her skin had a soft, well-cared-for glow, and the way the robe clung to her figure made it hard not to stare.

The silk was snug across her chest, pulling tight around a pair of full, lifted breasts that were barely contained by the thin fabric. Below that, her waist narrowed, hinting at a toned figure that hadn’t yet faded with time.

“We’ve got some young people with car trouble, darling,” the man called back, still standing near the door.

“Oh no!” she said, her bare feet moving gracefully down the steps. “All the way out here? You’re lucky you found us. The nearest town’s a good thirty miles.”

As she approached, Tom nodded politely, though he couldn’t help stealing a glance at her again. She was definitely attractive—and clearly not in any rush to cover up. As he turned his head back toward the man, he caught a flicker of movement in his peripheral vision. For a brief second, he could’ve sworn the man’s eyes were fixed squarely on Kelly’s ass, the tight stretch of her leggings leaving little to the imagination.

But just as quickly, the man looked up and locked eyes with Tom, his expression unreadable.

Tom said nothing—but the flicker of suspicion stayed in the back of his mind.

The woman reached the bottom of the stairs and slipped her arm around the man’s waist, nestling against him with an easy familiarity. She was noticeably taller than Kelly, maybe around five-seven, but still a good head shorter than her husband.

“I’m Beth, and this is my husband, Mike,” she said warmly. “We own the campsite.”

She offered a reassuring smile, the kind that seemed practiced but genuine enough.

“Is there any chance we could use a phone to call for help?” Kelly asked, her voice hopeful. “Our car completely gave out, and we haven’t had any signal for miles.”

“Of course,” Mike nodded, gesturing toward the side of the reception room. “Landline’s over here.”

Tom stepped over and dialed the roadside assistance number, waiting while the line rang. He gave their location, explained the situation, and held as the operator typed in notes.

After a few minutes, he hung up with a sigh.

“They said someone might be able to get out here in the morning, but it depends on availability. Definitely no one tonight.”

“That’s what we figured,” Mike said, not unkindly. “Out here, everything takes longer.”

Tom looked at Kelly. She was already hugging herself, clearly cold and trying to hide how unsettled she felt. Neither of them relished the idea of sitting on their bags by the roadside until morning.

Beth seemed to sense it.

“Well, you’re not going back out there, that’s for sure,” she said firmly. “You’re welcome to spend the night here.”

“Oh, we’d be happy to pay,” Tom said quickly, but Beth waved a hand.

“No charge,” she said with a smile. “It’s on us. We couldn’t just leave you out in the cold. We’ve got plenty of empty cabins—one night won’t hurt.”

Kelly’s eyes lit up. “Really? That would be amazing, thank you. We’d be so grateful.”

“Of course,” Mike added, already turning toward one of the side doors. “There’s an empty cabin just down the path. I’ll grab the keys—wait here.”

As he disappeared into the back, Tom and Kelly exchanged a quiet look—equal parts relieved and uncertain—while Beth stood nearby, arms folded loosely across her silk robe, watching them with a gentle, unreadable smile.

Mike and Beth walked together toward the back of the lodge, where a long wooden desk stood beneath a wall of neatly labeled keys. Their steps were slow, deliberate, their voices hushed—but not quite quiet enough.

Tom tried not to eavesdrop, but in the stillness of the room, it was impossible not to catch snippets.

“What do you think of them?” Beth murmured, her voice low but clear enough to make out.

Mike glanced casually over his shoulder. His eyes moved over them both, but lingered—again—on Kelly. His gaze swept up from her legs to her hips, then stalled for a beat too long.

“I think they’d fit in here very well,” he said with a faint smirk.

Beth raised her eyebrows, lips curving slightly as her eyes flicked toward Tom’s waist. “I agree,” she replied, her tone unreadable.

Kelly remained oblivious, still admiring the architecture of the room—the exposed beams, the polished wood floor, the fireplace that looked like it hadn’t been lit in weeks. She turned slowly, soaking it in with genuine curiosity.

Tom, on the other hand, shifted uncomfortably. He wasn’t sure what he’d just heard, or what it meant. Maybe nothing. Maybe he was reading too much into it. It had been a long day. And besides, they’d be leaving in the morning once the car was sorted.

Still… something about the exchange sat oddly with him.

A moment later, Mike returned with a small silver key in hand.

“I’ll take you to the cabin now,” he said, offering them a warm smile. “Follow me.”

As they stepped into the clearing, Tom and Kelly both paused in surprise. The cabin before them wasn’t the modest, rustic shelter they’d expected—it was beautiful. Spacious, well-built, with soft exterior lighting that gave it a cozy glow against the night sky. A wide porch, clean paneling, and tall windows gave it the feel of a boutique retreat.

“Are you sure we can’t pay you something for this?” Kelly asked, glancing back at Mike.

“Please, no,” he said, already unlocking the door. “You’re our guests. And I imagine you’ll have more than enough to deal with sorting out that car.”

He pushed the door open and stepped aside to let them in.

Inside, the cabin was even more impressive. Warm lighting spilled over polished wood floors, a stone fireplace stood against one wall, and a large bed with crisp white sheets waited just beyond a half-wall divider. Everything smelled faintly of cedar and fresh linen.

“We hold breakfast from eight to ten back at the main lodge,” Mike added as he stepped back into the doorway. “You’re both welcome to join us.”

“That’s so generous of you,” Kelly said, clearly touched. “Thank you.”

Mike smiled politely. “Hope everything’s alright for you here. It’s late, so I’ll let you settle in. Sleep well.”

“Thanks again,” Kelly said sincerely as he stepped out into the night. Tom gave a short wave and gently closed the door behind him, locking it with a quiet click.

Kelly dropped her bag near the entrance and nudged Tom playfully in the back. “You need to show your appreciation and thank them properly.”

“I know, I know,” Tom said with a small laugh, but his smile faded quickly. “Just got a bit of a weird vibe from them.”

Kelly turned, curious. “What do you mean?”

“I don’t know,” he said, shrugging. “Probably nothing. Just… something about the way they looked at us. Like we were more than just stranded travelers.”

Kelly rolled her eyes with a smile. “I think they seemed lovely. I mean, who else would give strangers a place like this for free?”

She hoisted her bag and disappeared into the bedroom, the sound of a zipper echoing softly behind her.

Tom lingered for a second by the door, listening to the silence outside—still, calm, maybe too calm—before finally turning away to join her.

The day had taken its toll—miles of walking, tension from the breakdown, and the strange but generous welcome at the campsite. After a long, hot shower and a few minutes just letting the clean sheets cool their skin, Tom and Kelly finally crawled into bed. The room was quiet, the only sound the faint whisper of wind outside and the soft creak of the old wooden frame beneath them.

Kelly wore a pair of cozy gray pajamas dotted with tiny pink hearts—adorably modest, but somehow still sexy in the soft light. Tom had stripped down to just his boxers, his skin still warm from the shower, his arm already draped over her waist as they settled into a comfortable spoon.

As he pulled her gently closer, his hand slid over her side and came to rest on her chest. He began to massage her breasts through the fabric—slowly, deliberately—letting his fingers trace the curves he knew so well.

“Mmm… are you angling for something?” Kelly murmured, her tone teasing, but laced with amusement.

“You did promise we’d have some fun tonight,” Tom whispered against her ear, his breath warm on her neck.

Without waiting for a reply, he slid his hand beneath the hem of her pajama top and found her bare skin, his fingers brushing over her nipples. They were already firm, sensitive beneath his touch. He gave one a light pinch, just enough to draw a small, surprised moan from her lips.

Kelly bit her lip, eyes fluttering as she exhaled softly. “I suppose I did promise,” she said, her voice lower now—playful, but charged.

She turned slowly to face him, their noses almost touching, her eyes glinting in the low light. And for the first time that day, the exhaustion began to fade—replaced by something warm and hungry growing between them.

Kelly’s body shifted closer, her leg hooking lightly over his as their lips met in a slow, familiar kiss. It was the kind of kiss that came with years of knowing each other—tongues moving in soft rhythm, mouths parting and reconnecting in a dance of slow hunger. Tom's hand still cupped her breast beneath her top, his thumb brushing over her nipple as she moaned softly into his mouth.

Then, without a word, Kelly’s hand drifted down and slipped beneath the waistband of his boxers. She found him already hard and growing harder by the second. She wrapped her fingers around his cock, warm and thick in her hand, and slowly drew him free.

She took her time.

Her fingertips moved deliberately—teasing him—starting with long, slow strokes. She circled the head with her thumb, then wrapped her hand tighter around the shaft. With practiced precision, she slid his foreskin back, exposing the sensitive, flushed head underneath. Tom let out a breathy groan as she paused for a beat, just holding him there—bare, swollen—before slowly drawing the skin back up, covering him again. Her strokes built a quiet rhythm, not rushed, just deep and steady, drawing him closer with each pass.

Tom broke the kiss, panting slightly, and reached for her waistband. She lifted her hips without hesitation as he peeled her pajama bottoms down her thighs, revealing her damp, glistening pussy beneath. The sight of her, warm and ready, sent a fresh jolt through him.

He slid his fingers over her mound, parting her gently. His thumb found her clit and began to circle it slowly, steadily. Kelly gasped, her hips twitching at the sudden wave of pleasure.

Tom’s hand moved lower, slipping two fingers between her folds and easing his index finger deep inside her slick heat. She was tight and warm, and she clenched around him instinctively as he began to curl his finger just right, finding the spots he knew would make her shudder.

Kelly’s breathing grew heavier, and her hand never stopped stroking him—faster now, more urgent—as if their pleasure was linked in every motion, every breath. Their bodies moved together, practiced and perfectly in sync, knowing just how to push each other higher.

“I need you inside me,” Kelly whispered, her lips brushing the shell of Tom’s ear, her voice barely audible but filled with urgency.

That was all the invitation he needed.

With a low groan, Tom sat up just enough to peel her pajama top off, revealing her bare chest. Her nipples were already hard—tight little peaks that practically begged for his mouth. He paused for a moment to take her in, eyes roaming over the curves of her body, flushed and glistening in the soft light.

He shifted above her, guiding his cock with one hand until the swollen tip was pressed right against her entrance. She was soaked—hot and slick—and as he paused there, just resting against her folds, he could feel her warmth pulling him in.

But he didn’t rush.

He lowered his head and took one nipple into his mouth, sucking it slowly, teasing it with his tongue as Kelly gasped and arched beneath him. His free hand cradled her other breast, fingers rolling gently over the taut skin. She squirmed under his touch, her breathing hitching as he lavished her with attention.

She loved this—her nipples were so sensitive, and the way Tom kissed and sucked them made her melt every time.

And then, just when she felt like she couldn’t take another second of teasing, she felt it—his cock pushing forward, parting her slick folds, stretching her open inch by inch.

“Slowly…” she moaned, her hands gripping his arms.

Tom nodded against her chest, adjusting his angle and moving with care. She always needed a moment to adjust—he was long, thick enough to fill her completely—and he never rushed that first stretch. The tight heat of her wrapped around him, welcoming him in, made his breath catch in his throat.

He paused halfway, letting her body relax around him, his lips still gently working her nipples. Every movement between them felt like an echo of trust, rhythm, and something deeper.

Once Kelly’s body had adjusted to him, Tom began to move.

Slow at first—measured, controlled—letting her feel every inch as he withdrew nearly all the way before sliding back in. Her pussy was so wet that the sound of him entering her was soft but unmistakable, slick and rhythmic. Her heat wrapped around him tightly, drawing him in deeper with every stroke.

He kept his weight on his forearms, his face just inches from hers, watching the way her lips parted with each breath. Her eyes fluttered open, locking with his for a moment, and that look—half-lust, half-love—was enough to make his cock throb even harder inside her.

He kissed her again, slow and deep, his hips rolling as he found his rhythm.

Kelly moaned into his mouth, her legs now wrapped around his waist, heels pressing lightly into his back to pull him closer, deeper. His cock glided effortlessly in and out, her juices soaking him, beginning to drip onto the sheets beneath them.

As the minutes passed, Tom gradually picked up the pace. Every thrust sent a shiver through her body, her moans growing louder, less restrained. Kelly usually tried to keep quiet during sex, a little self-conscious even after all their time together—but not tonight. Tonight, she was letting go.

Now she was grunting softly each time he bottomed out inside her, her fingers gripping his arms, her breasts jiggling slightly beneath him with each thrust. Her body met his with eager rhythm, grinding upward as he drove himself into her.

“You feel so fucking good,” he groaned, voice strained with effort.

Kelly’s only reply was a breathless moan, her hips lifting again, desperate for more.

Tom knew her body—he knew the way she tightened just before she came, the way her breathing hitched and her thighs tensed. He shifted his angle slightly, adjusting the way he drove into her, hitting that perfect spot with every stroke.

Then it happened.

He felt her walls start to flutter around him—tight, rhythmic spasms that pulsed along his shaft. She gasped sharply, her entire body tensing, and let out a loud, uncontrollable cry as her orgasm rolled through her.

“Oh—fuck—Tom—yes!” she moaned, her voice raw and real, eyes squeezed shut, back arching off the bed as the pleasure tore through her.

Tom gritted his teeth, fighting to hold on, but her pussy was gripping him so tightly, milking him, and the wet heat only made it worse. He buried himself deeper, pushing until he was nudging her cervix, and he felt his balls tighten, the surge building fast.

“Where should I cum?” he panted, his voice ragged.

“Please cum inside my vagina!” Kelly moaned, barely able to speak, eyes still closed as she clung to him, her body still trembling from release.

That was all he needed.

With a groan that came from deep in his chest, Tom thrust once more and emptied himself inside her, his cock pulsing as he spilled into her warmth. He stayed there, buried deep, breathing heavily against her neck, both of them slick with sweat and satisfaction.

They lay tangled together afterward, her legs still wrapped around him, his cock still twitching slightly inside her, their breaths slowly syncing as they came down from the high—tired, satisfied, and wrapped in the quiet intimacy of knowing they’d just reminded each other exactly how good it could be.

Tom lay there in a daze of bliss, chest rising and falling against Kelly’s as he caught his breath. Her final words still echoed in his head—“cum inside my vagina”—and they always did something to him. Even after hearing them countless times over the past couple of years, they never lost their power. Since Kelly had gone on the pill, sex had felt freer, more connected, and undeniably more intense. No interruptions, no barriers—just the raw, perfect pleasure of being inside her and finishing where he belonged.

He let out a soft sigh and rested his weight gently on her, his face nuzzled into her neck as they shared one last, tender kiss. There was something beautiful about the way they always came back to this—no matter the chaos or tension or fatigue, they ended up wrapped in each other like nothing else mattered.

When he finally pulled out, he glanced down and saw the familiar sight of his cum slowly leaking from her. It never failed to stir something primal in him—a quiet pride, a possessive warmth. She looked so satisfied, her body still flushed and relaxed, her skin glowing in the low light.

Kelly stretched slightly beneath him, then rolled onto her side. She loved that feeling too—that warm, full sensation that lingered after he finished inside her. It made her feel wanted, claimed, and deeply connected to the man lying next to her.

She kissed him softly one more time before curling into the sheets. “Night,” she whispered.

“Night,” he murmured back, already drifting.

Within moments, their breathing slowed, matching again as they slipped into sleep—bodies sore, hearts full, utterly spent from the way they’d loved each other. They were completely unaware of the strange and unexpected day that waited just beyond sunrise.


Chapter 2

Tom stirred awake to the warmth of sunlight spilling across the bed—and the distinct absence of Kelly beside him. The sheets were still warm where she’d been, and the faint sound of running water guided his sleepy feet toward the bathroom.

He pushed open the door and smiled at the sight before him.

Kelly was standing under the stream of the shower, water cascading over her body as she slowly shaved her legs. Her hair was pinned up messily, and beads of water traced every curve of her back, her ass glistening under the spray.

She glanced over her shoulder when she heard him. “You got so much cum in me!” she laughed. “It was leaking down my legs all night. I figured I should clean up before we head to breakfast.”

Tom grinned, already half-hard just watching her. The urge to step in behind her, wrap his arms around her wet waist, and fuck her all over again was strong—but when he glanced at the clock on the wall, it read 9:15.

It felt wrong to skip breakfast after the way Mike and Beth had helped them last night. As much as he wanted to touch her again, he knew he had to rein it in. Just for now.

“Alright,” he said, backing out with a playful smirk. “But you’re making it very hard to be polite.”

He got dressed while she finished up, and by the time they stepped out of the cabin, the morning had fully opened around them.

It was breathtaking.

The lake stretched out below the sloping hill behind the lodge, its surface calm and glassy, reflecting the blue sky like a mirror. A soft breeze moved through the trees, carrying the scent of pine and something faintly floral.

“Wow…” Kelly said, stopping in her tracks. “It’s stunning. I had no idea we were right next to the water.”

The sun was already warm on their skin, promising a bright, clear day. Kelly wore a fitted green top that hugged her figure perfectly, the fabric clinging to her waist and chest before tucking into a brown skirt that stopped mid-thigh. Her legs still glistened slightly from the shower, and she walked with a relaxed, confident sway.

Tom pulled on a navy blue t-shirt over his grey shorts, giving her a once-over as they started down the path toward the main lodge.

“I don’t know what’s more beautiful,” he said, nudging her gently. “The lake… or you.”

Kelly rolled her eyes but smiled, bumping him back with her hip. “Flattery will get you breakfast.”

They followed the gravel path back up toward the main lodge, sunlight warming their backs as they climbed the slight hill. The scent of pine lingered in the air, mixed now with the smell of cooked breakfast—something savory and buttery drifting on the breeze. Kelly hummed contentedly beside Tom, their hands brushing occasionally as they walked in step.

They reached the wide front door and stepped inside. The reception area was quiet, soft light filtering through tall windows. One of the interior doors bore a wooden sign above it in curved script: Dining Hall.

“That must be it,” Tom said.

Kelly nodded, and together they pushed through the double doors.

And froze.

The room was large, the ceilings high and beamed with thick wood. Several tables were scattered around, each with neatly set places and steaming plates of food. But that’s not what stopped them in their tracks.

It was the people.

Three couples sat at different tables, chatting casually and eating breakfast—completely naked. Not a towel, not a robe in sight. Just skin and comfort, as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

Kelly instinctively reached for Tom’s arm, her fingers gripping just above his elbow. “Are they…?”

Tom nodded slowly, eyes wide. “Yeah. They are.”

Before either of them could say a word, a familiar voice called out.

“Good morning!”

They turned to see Mike and Beth rising from their table, smiling warmly as they made their way over.

And this time, they were just like the others—completely nude.

Beth moved confidently, her blonde hair brushed out and falling around her shoulders. Her body looked even more striking in daylight—full hips, narrow waist, her large breasts swaying slightly as she walked. She didn’t seem self-conscious in the slightest.

But it was Mike who held Tom’s attention for a split second too long.

He looked about the same as the night before—tall, broad-shouldered, with a bit of a belly that gave him a classic dad bod. His chest was dusted with coarse grey hair, a little tangled in the center, but his posture still carried strength. But what caught Tom off guard was… well, everything below the waist.

Mike’s cock hung thick and heavy between his legs, noticeably larger than average even while soft. It looked to be close to six inches in its relaxed state, thick at the base and slightly curved. Unlike Tom, whose head remained fully covered by his foreskin when soft, Mike’s was completely exposed—his circumcised cock was impossible not to notice.

For a moment, Tom felt a flicker of something unfamiliar—part surprise, part discomfort, part... curiosity?

Kelly’s hand was still gripping his arm.

Beth, ever poised, smiled like nothing was out of the ordinary. “We usually give new guests a bit of warning, but you two looked like you could handle a surprise or two.”

Tom cleared his throat, trying to match the ease in their voices. “Uh, yeah… just didn’t expect to be greeted by—well… everything.”

Mike chuckled. “We run the site clothing-optional. Some guests prefer to dress for meals, others don’t bother. We don’t enforce anything—it’s all about comfort.”

Beth tilted her head slightly, eyes twinkling. “And sometimes, a little openness leads to the most memorable mornings.”

Kelly finally found her voice. “Right. Okay… um… thanks for the heads-up.”

Tom looked around again. No one else had even blinked at their arrival. The couples continued eating, chatting, sipping coffee—completely at ease in their nudity.

He leaned toward Kelly and whispered, “Guess we’re really not in the city anymore.”

She gave a short laugh, still flushed, but no longer frozen.

“Well,” Beth said cheerfully, stepping aside and gesturing to the nearest table, “you’re welcome to join us. Dressed or not—it’s entirely up to you.”

Beth, on the other hand, looked like she’d stepped straight out of the kind of MILF porn Tom had secretly watched more than once. Her breasts were natural—full D-cups by his guess—and while they sagged slightly with age, they still held a surprising perkiness. Her body had the soft curves of a woman who’d lived a little, maybe not quite as lean as she once was, but she was still in incredible shape. Her stomach was almost flat, toned beneath the gentle swell of her hips.

What caught Tom’s eye most was her smooth, completely hairless skin. Every inch of her was bare. Her pussy was exposed without a hint of modesty—her outer labia slightly fuller, gently parting on either side of her slit, but neat and clean, almost dainty. There was a raw honesty to it that made it impossible not to look.

Neither Tom nor Kelly had ever seen another adult naked in real life before—not up close, not like this. And as much as they tried not to stare, the shock and curiosity got the better of them.

Kelly’s eyes were locked on Mike’s cock—still soft, but thick and hanging heavily between his legs, an idle weight that seemed to draw gravity’s full attention. Tom could feel her fingers tightening around his arm, but she didn’t look away.

Tom, for his part, couldn’t stop watching Beth’s breasts sway gently as she walked. The way they moved with each step, the way her body carried itself without apology—it was mesmerizing.

“You both okay?” Mike asked, his voice snapping them out of their trance.

“Uh…” Tom cleared his throat. “Everyone’s naked.”

“Of course!” Beth said brightly, throwing her arms out to her sides as if presenting herself. “This is a nudist resort.”

“Sorry,” Mike added, clearly not sorry at all. “We thought you knew.”

He chuckled, then gestured toward the wooden sign above the door. “‘All Natural Southern River Campsite’? It’s kind of a play on words—au naturel.”

Kelly’s cheeks turned a deep red, her mouth opening as if to speak but closing again. She gave a small, awkward laugh and looked down at the floor.

Tom, meanwhile, was doing everything he could to keep his body under control. The image of Beth’s swaying breasts, her smooth skin, her bare pussy—he could feel himself starting to stir in his shorts and clenched his jaw to focus on anything else.

“Usually we encourage full—if not at least partial—nudity,” Beth continued with a warm, practiced smile. “Our guests come here to embrace nature, to let go of the usual constraints. They like being surrounded by likeminded people.”

Tom and Kelly shifted where they stood, both suddenly very aware of the fabric clinging to their bodies. The way Beth phrased it, the tone of gentle insistence—it felt like they were being led toward a decision without outright pressure. Tom glanced at Kelly, already suspecting what might come next.

“But don’t worry,” Mike chimed in quickly, hands raised in a calming gesture. “We know you didn’t plan on ending up here, so you’re welcome to keep your clothes on if you’d prefer. No pressure.”

Both Tom and Kelly exhaled visibly, the tension in their shoulders easing just a little. Tom hadn’t realized how tightly he’d been holding his breath. The last thing he wanted was to be forced into stripping down in front of strangers, no matter how comfortable everyone else seemed.

“Oh—and before I forget,” Mike added, suddenly casual again, “I called the mechanic in the next town over. They found your car and towed it back to their garage. They said they’ll have a look and give me a call later once they’ve figured out what’s wrong.”

“Thank you,” Tom said, genuinely relieved. “That’s a huge help.”

“No trouble at all,” Mike smiled. “But until then, we want you to enjoy yourselves like any other guest.”

Beth stepped in, her eyes bright. “Exactly. We’re all about hospitality here. So come on—let us introduce you to everyone!”

With that, Beth and Mike led Tom and Kelly around the dining hall, moving from table to table like gracious hosts at a garden party—except here, the guests were all enjoying eggs, coffee, and casual conversation in the nude.

Their first stop was a table near the tall windows where a handsome couple sat side by side, relaxed and smiling as they ate.

“This is Jake and Megan,” Beth said cheerfully.

Jake stood to greet them. He looked to be in his mid-thirties, tall and fit, with tanned skin and a body that clearly came from hours at the gym. His muscles were defined but not overdone—broad shoulders, tight abs, thick arms. The kind of body that made clothes optional for a reason.

He shook Tom’s hand with an easy smile. “Hey, welcome.”

Tom smiled back, trying not to stare—or to let his eyes drop too far. But he couldn’t help noticing Jake’s cock hung thick between his legs. Not particularly long, but definitely wide, with a hefty weight to it even while soft.

Tom felt a flicker of discomfort. There was no reason to compare himself, but still, he couldn’t ignore the fact that Kelly’s eyes lingered for a second longer than usual. She said nothing, of course, but he knew her tastes well enough to guess what she was thinking.

Even so, a quiet, petty reassurance crept into the back of his mind. Shorter than mine, he thought. It was silly—childish, even—but somehow it gave him a strange sense of balance.

His wife, Megan, stood as well. She looked to be in her late 20s, with long, vibrant red hair that spilled down her back in soft, natural waves, brushing just above her lower back. She wasn’t conventionally sexy—her body was narrow-hipped and almost boyish, with small, high-set breasts that were probably no more than a B cup. Her frame was athletic and lean, the kind that might get overlooked in a room full of curvier women.

But there was something about her.

She had an energy—calm, self-assured, and quietly bold. Her pale skin was decorated with two matching thigh tattoos, one on each leg: intricate black ink designs that wrapped around the tops of her thighs and drew attention to her otherwise minimalist frame. Her nipples were pierced, small steel bars running horizontally through each pink bud, catching the morning light as she moved.

Tom had seen plenty of nipple piercings online—but never in real life. And certainly never worn this casually, over coffee and scrambled eggs. He swallowed hard and forced himself not to stare.

Between her legs, a neatly trimmed ginger bush framed her pussy, matching the fiery hue of her hair. It wasn’t overly styled—just clean, natural, soft. Somehow, it made her nudity feel more intentional, more complete, and somehow more intimate.

Tom didn’t want to be rude. He tried to focus on her eyes, on the conversation. But something about her—her relaxed posture, the quiet confidence in the way she stood with nothing to hide—kept tugging at his attention.

“Nice to meet you both,” Megan said, her voice gentle, her smile genuine. “Hopefully we’ll see you around later.”

Tom nodded, trying to match her calm. “Yeah, same. Thanks.”

As they turned to move to the next table, Tom stole one last glance at her thigh tattoos, the curve of her hip, the glint of metal in her chest—and reminded himself to breathe.

They moved on to a table near the far side of the dining hall, where two women sat comfortably nude, legs crossed and coffee mugs in hand, chatting between bites of toast. Both smiled warmly as Tom and Kelly approached.

“We’re the resident lesbians,” one of them said with a grin, standing to greet them. “So no need to worry—we’re not here to steal your man.”

Her voice was playful, her handshake firm and confident.

“I’m Lisa, and this is Jasmin.”

Lisa looked to be in her early thirties, with long, wild blonde hair that spilled over her shoulders in frizzy waves. Her body was curvy in a way that looked lived-in and natural—D-cup breasts that bounced slightly as she moved, a soft tummy, thick thighs, and a round ass that didn’t try to hide anything. She wasn’t conventionally slim, but there was no doubt she was attractive. Her confidence made it effortless. She carried her curves with pride—comfortable in her skin, even radiant.

Tom found himself glancing at her breasts almost unconsciously; they were about the same size as Kelly’s, though perhaps a little fuller, and her large nipples were a warm pink that stood out against her lightly tanned skin.

Next to her, Jasmin stood and offered a polite wave. She was a striking contrast—petite, with sharp features and short, jet-black hair that didn’t quite reach her jawline. Her A-cup breasts were small and firm, fitting her frame perfectly. She had an angular elegance to her, the kind of figure that could have belonged to a dancer or a model in a minimalist magazine spread. Her limbs were long and slender, and when she moved, she did so with a quiet, feline grace.

Tom noticed the way Jasmin’s eyes held Kelly’s for just a second longer than expected—not leering, not inappropriate, just curious. Friendly. Maybe a little intrigued.

“We’re glad you made it here,” Lisa said. “This place always needs a little fresh energy.”

Jasmin nodded, her voice softer than Lisa’s but just as warm. “Hopefully we’ll see more of you today—figuratively or literally.”

Tom chuckled, unsure how to reply, while Kelly gave a nervous but genuine smile.

“Yeah, we’ll see how brave we’re feeling,” she said, already blushing.

“You’ll do fine,” Lisa grinned. “No pressure. Just… freedom.”

There was something magnetic about the pair—the easy affection between them, the way they balanced each other without even trying. Tom didn’t feel intimidated by them, but he did feel their presence. And he could see Kelly did too.

Once they’d made the rounds of introductions, Mike and Beth pulled up two extra chairs and insisted Tom and Kelly join them at their table. There was something inviting—but unmistakably expectant—about their tone. Tom didn’t protest. Neither did Kelly.

The table was already set with generous portions: a full English breakfast with sausage, eggs, toast, beans, and grilled tomatoes, as well as bowls of fresh fruit and porridge on the side. Steam curled gently from mugs of black coffee. It looked incredible—comforting, homey—but both Tom and Kelly still felt like their heads were spinning.

They sat close together, barely able to focus on the food in front of them, the morning sunlight spilling across the table as the sound of casual laughter and clinking cutlery echoed all around them—from a room full of completely naked strangers.

Beth noticed the wide-eyed look on Kelly’s face and reached out gently, patting her hand.

“It’s alright, my darlings,” she said warmly. “Everyone here is lovely. We only let in the best people.”

Tom blinked, trying to make sense of that. “But… how do you know? I mean, how do you keep it that way?”

“We don’t really advertise,” Mike explained, stabbing a sausage with his fork. “People usually hear about the place through word of mouth. Friends of friends. We have a strict vetting process before letting anyone book.”

“To make sure no one’s rude, aggressive, or just… off,” Beth added. “This kind of environment only works when people respect it. Trust and safety come first.”

Tom glanced around the room again—at the naked bodies eating breakfast like it was nothing, the comfort in every posture, every interaction. It was surreal, but also strangely peaceful.

“If it’s so strict…” he asked slowly, “how come you let us stay?”

Beth gave a soft chuckle, her bare shoulders rising and falling. “You were in need. And we’re not heartless. Besides, we’ve been doing this a long time. You can tell a lot about people just from the way they carry themselves.”

“You didn’t flinch,” Mike said, looking up from his plate. “You were surprised, sure—but you didn’t act like assholes.”

Beth leaned in a little, her voice playful. “And just so you know—no one expects you to strip down. But if you do feel comfortable enough to try it, no one here will bat an eye. We’re just glad you’re safe and warm.”

Tom nodded, still unsure what to say.

“And if it turns out you’re dicks,” Mike added with a grin, “we’ll happily show you the exit.”

He took a bite of toast, completely unfazed.

Tom and Kelly laughed—genuinely this time—though a flicker of nervousness still lingered beneath it. The food helped. The warmth. The strange, unexpected kindness of it all.

But the question remained, unspoken between them: What exactly had they stumbled into?

Tom and Kelly were told there were a couple of group activities planned for the day. They both tried to make polite excuses, hinting they might prefer to rest or explore on their own—but Mike and Beth wouldn’t hear it.

“Nonsense,” Beth said cheerfully. “You’ve got to at least see the lake in daylight.”

They relented, and within twenty minutes they were walking out of the lodge, surrounded by a relaxed procession of naked hikers. The plan: a slow, scenic loop around the lake trail, followed by a light lunch on the grass.

Everyone seemed effortlessly at ease, chatting and strolling, barefoot or in sandals, totally nude. Tom and Kelly stayed toward the back, still clothed, still a little shell-shocked.

The scenery was breathtaking. The early sun sparkled on the surface of the lake, sending warm glints across the water. Wildflowers in shades of pink and purple lined the trail, and the hills beyond rose like emerald giants, wrapping protectively around the campsite in a soft embrace. Birds chirped in the trees, a breeze rustled the long grass. It should have been the picture of serenity.

But Tom and Kelly weren’t looking at the lake.

Tom was distracted by the sight of breasts—so many breasts. Soft and full, small and pert, pierced, natural, freckled, jiggling gently with each step. He couldn’t stop stealing glances, and each time he did, he felt the growing pressure in his shorts. He’d only ever seen Kelly naked in private—his whole adult life. Now, here they were, among strangers, surrounded by casual, confident nudity, and every bit of it made his skin buzz.

Kelly was just as rattled, though for very different reasons.

She had expected to be shocked. She hadn’t expected to be curious.

Her eyes kept drifting to Jake’s body—his tight back, the way his toned glutes flexed as he walked. But it wasn’t just his ass. She’d caught herself glancing at his cock more than once. It wasn’t particularly long, but it was thick and confidently there, swaying with every step. The more she saw it, the more she realized something was… different.

It was when Mike turned, smiling and pointing out a hawk gliding over the trees, that it truly hit her.

The way his penis swung as he moved—low, thick, and… bare. The head was fully exposed. Smooth. Pink. Slightly glossy in the sunlight.

It wasn’t like Tom’s.

Tom had always had his foreskin, and that had just been normal to her. She’d never really thought about it. Tom was the only man she’d ever been with. But now, walking behind Mike—this man whose cock was thicker, longer, and entirely visible even when soft—she felt something she hadn’t expected: arousal... and guilt.

Her pussy tingled. Not in a dramatic way, just a low, embarrassing pulse she tried to ignore. But she couldn’t deny it. There was something about seeing the head of a cock like that, openly, casually... it stirred something primal and confusing inside her. She even looked again at Jake and realized his was the same. Smaller cock, still thick—but that same exposed tip. Circumcised. Neat. Ready.

She flushed and looked away quickly, chewing the inside of her cheek. What’s wrong with me? she thought. Why am I even noticing this?

Tom walked beside her, equally lost in his own thoughts, his eyes following the curve of Megan’s hips up ahead, the gentle swing of pierced nipples with every step.

Neither of them spoke, but the air between them hummed with tension—new, awkward, and undeniably electric.

And it wasn’t just Megan.

Tom found himself equally captivated by Lisa. Her body was full and unapologetic—thick thighs, round hips, and D-cup breasts that bounced freely with every step. Her soft stomach shifted as she walked, her curves rippling in a way that somehow made her look even more confident, even more alluring.

He tried not to stare—but his eyes betrayed him. The way her ass moved, the gentle sway of her hips, the way the sunlight caught her bare skin… it all stirred something in him that refused to be ignored.

Then it happened.

He looked down and froze.

He was fully hard. His cock had stiffened, completely and undeniably, and now pressed visibly against the front of his shorts—no mistaking it. The thin fabric left nothing to the imagination, and the more he thought about it, the worse it got. He shifted, adjusted, tried to discreetly turn, but it only seemed to make the situation more obvious.

Lisa turned, caught his eye, then glanced down.

She smirked. “Is that for me?” she giggled, slowing her pace just enough to make her curves bounce a little more. “You naughty boy,” she added, giving him a wink.

Tom’s face turned bright red. He reflexively tried to cover himself with his hands, but it was hopeless—the bulge was unmistakable. It looked like he was trying to hide a tent with a napkin.

Jasmin laughed softly, clearly enjoying the moment. “Don’t worry about it,” she teased, then smacked Lisa’s bare ass with a playful slap that made it jiggle visibly. “Her body’s so sexy, if I were a boy, I’d be hard around her all the time.”

Tom stopped walking, unsure where to look, what to say, or how to exist.

Beth appeared beside him a moment later, casually looping her arm around his shoulder. Her touch was gentle, but her naked body was warm and soft against his side—and her left breast pressed firmly into him as she leaned in.

“It’s okay, sweetie,” she said in a calming voice. “It’s completely natural. We’re not offended—it happens all the time.”

“Yeah,” Jake added with a chuckle from up ahead. “Happened to me constantly the first few times I came here. Surrounded by so many hot girls, it’s impossible not to react. But you get used to it.”

Tom gave a stiff, awkward smile, still mortified but feeling the edge of panic dull slightly. They weren’t judging him. They weren’t mocking him. If anything, they seemed flattered.

Kelly had been watching the whole thing from a few steps behind.

She’d seen the way Tom had tried to hide his erection, and then how Beth—naked, gorgeous, maternal—had wrapped her arm around him, pressing her breast to his shoulder like it was nothing.

And what surprised Kelly most was that it didn’t upset her.

In fact, it turned her on.

She thought seeing another woman—especially one as striking as Beth—touch her boyfriend like that would make her feel jealous or territorial. But instead, a low, unexpected pulse lit up deep between her legs. She felt her clit begin to throb, a slow warmth blooming in her pussy, spreading outward with every heartbeat.

What the hell is happening to me? she thought, swallowing hard.

But she didn’t stop watching.

Eventually, the group reached the lake’s edge, the trail opening into a small grassy clearing that sloped gently down to the water. A half dozen deck chairs were already set up in a semi-circle beneath the dappled shade of a tall oak tree. Nearby, several colorful towels had been spread out, and just off to the side were a few paddle boards lined neatly along the shore, each with its own paddle resting on top.

“I think you can guess what the next activity is,” Mike called out as he strolled toward the boards, his bare feet brushing through the grass.

“Oh fun!” Kelly said, lighting up with genuine enthusiasm. It was the first time since arriving she seemed to relax—a chance to focus on something other than being surrounded by attractive, confident naked people.

But her expression faltered almost immediately.

“Oh wait—we didn’t bring swimsuits!” she exclaimed, turning to Tom with a look of rising panic.

Beth laughed gently, clearly expecting the reaction. “Oh honey, I’m sorry. We didn’t think of that,” she said, sweeping a hand over her own naked body. “As you can see… we don’t really use them here.”

Kelly glanced around and suddenly became acutely aware again of all the bare skin on display—the soft curve of hips settling into deck chairs, tanned thighs folding as guests stretched out towels, casual conversations flowing between people who hadn’t seen a scrap of clothing in hours.

“We’ll have to go back,” Kelly said quickly, tugging on Tom’s arm.

Tom winced. “It took us an hour to walk here. Everyone’ll be finished by the time we get back.”

“Shit,” Kelly muttered, clearly frustrated now. She looked back toward the paddle boards, her excitement visibly deflating.

“We could just go in our clothes,” Tom offered, trying to be helpful.

Kelly shot him a look. “And if we fall in, we’re soaked. Then we’ve got to walk all the way back in wet, clinging fabric?”

“Fair point.”

Mike, who had been standing nearby, turned toward them with a casual grin. “Why don’t you just do it in your underwear?” he suggested, his tone light—playful—but with a gleam in his eye that hinted at something more. He was testing them again. Seeing just how far they might go.

Kelly hesitated, looking down at herself, then over at the lake, then at Mike—whose thick cock swayed lazily as he adjusted one of the boards. “I don’t know…”

Tom shrugged. “I guess it’s not that different from me wearing swim shorts.”

Kelly nodded slowly, mulling it over. “Or me wearing a bikini,” she said aloud, though the words seemed more for herself than anyone else. “I mean… it kind of is the same thing.”

She turned to Tom again, searching his face. “I guess we could?” Her voice lifted at the end, clearly inviting his approval.

Tom gave her a small smile, sensing her hesitation but also her willingness to be bold. “Yeah. It’s not that bad.”

Kelly nodded slowly, still unsure, but feeling a tiny thrill under her nerves. This wasn’t how she pictured the day going—but the longer they stayed, the more that little edge of curiosity was beginning to blur her usual boundaries.

After a deep breath, Kelly summoned the courage to speak.

“Okay… you first,” she said softly, her voice edged with nerves.

Tom looked around. Most of the others were busy with towels or paddles, chatting among themselves. No one seemed to be paying particular attention—at least not at first. He reached for the hem of his shirt, lifted it over his head, and tossed it onto one of the nearby deck chairs, revealing his lightly toned, smooth chest. Nothing showy, but enough to draw the eye.

Beth, reclining nearby with one leg casually crossed over the other, turned her head just in time to catch the motion. Her gaze lingered—not overtly, but with clear interest—as Tom unbuckled his belt, popped the button of his shorts, and slid them down.

That’s when things got a little harder to ignore.

While boxers and swim shorts technically covered the same amount of skin, Tom’s weren’t the loose kind. His green cotton boxers were snug—very snug—and the tent he was pitching hadn’t completely gone down since their hike. The outline of his cock was bold, thick and obvious, pressed firmly against the tight fabric. There was no hiding it now.

Beth raised an eyebrow and smirked, her eyes flicking over to Kelly.

“Looks like you’ve got nothing to complain about,” she said, gesturing lightly toward the very visible bulge between Tom’s legs.

Kelly blushed, but she didn’t look away. Her eyes moved over Tom’s body slowly—his bare chest, his tense shoulders, and then down to the unmistakable shape in his boxers. She bit her lip and smiled, meeting Beth’s gaze for a moment before answering.

“No,” she said, winking at Tom. “I definitely don’t.”

Tom chuckled, grateful for the moment of lightness—and the obvious appreciation in Kelly’s eyes.

“Your turn,” he said, stepping back and folding his arms, not hiding the curiosity in his voice.

Kelly hesitated, chewing her lip again. She wasn’t used to this kind of attention—especially not while undressing in front of people who were already naked. But the supportive look in Tom’s eyes, the gentle encouragement in Beth’s smirk, and the slow-growing confidence in herself all worked together.

It was her turn.

Kelly hesitated, her fingers resting at the hem of her top. She wasn’t insecure about her body—she worked out regularly, ate well, and knew she had curves in all the right places—but undressing in front of a dozen naked strangers was a completely different kind of vulnerability. Her heart beat faster, the sounds around her seeming to fade as her focus narrowed to what she was about to do.

Still, she squared her shoulders, took a breath, and slowly began to lift her shirt.

Movement around the lakeside subtly stilled. Heads turned, conversation dimmed. There was nothing crude or overt—just quiet curiosity as the group looked over to see what the new girl was about to reveal.

The shirt peeled upward inch by inch, exposing smooth skin, a toned waist, and finally the crisp white bra cupping her breasts. The fabric hugged her tightly, keeping her chest supported and perfectly framed. She tugged her skirt down next, revealing a matching pair of white Brazilian-cut panties that curved high over her hips and disappeared between the cheeks of her ass.

The effect was immediate.

Her athletic body—strong, feminine, understated—was suddenly the center of attention, and the way her underwear clung to her only highlighted the sensual contrast between exposure and modesty.

“Woo! Look at you guys—nearly there!” Lisa called out from her spot on the towels, her voice light and teasing.

“That’s all you’re getting for now,” Tom said with a nervous laugh, stepping slightly closer to Kelly in solidarity. He wasn’t sure whether he wanted to protect her, or just keep reminding himself she was his.


Chapter 3

The mood lightened again as everyone began preparing to head toward the water. A few people started lifting boards down into the lake while others grabbed paddles and towels. Kelly knelt down to untie her shoes, concentrating on the laces—grateful for the brief break from everyone’s eyes.

Then, suddenly, a large shadow moved over her.

She glanced up—and found herself face to… well, eye level—with Mike’s cock.

“Oh!” she gasped, startled. She hadn’t expected anyone that close.

Mike stood in front of her, completely casual, holding out a paddle in one hand. “Brought you this,” he said with a smile.

But Kelly barely heard him.

She couldn’t stop looking.

His cock—now just inches from her face—was even more impressive up close. Still only partially hard, it hung heavy and thick, the head slightly flushed. The shaft twitched faintly, as if acknowledging the attention. It was easily bigger than Tom’s—noticeably bigger—and her brain raced with the comparison, even as she fought herself for thinking it.

Tom had always filled her. He was almost too much at times. But now, seeing Mike so exposed, so close… she couldn’t help but wonder. Would that kind of size hurt? Or would it stretch her in a way that made her cum like never before?

Her cheeks flushed instantly with guilt.

No, she told herself. Stop. That would be cheating. That wasn’t her. She loved Tom—deeply. She’d never betray him. These thoughts weren’t hers. It was just the environment, the nudity, the intensity of the moment.

Still, she felt the warmth bloom low in her stomach, and the pulse between her legs return as she stood up quickly, taking the paddle with a tight-lipped smile.

“Thanks,” she said, avoiding eye contact.

Mike gave a knowing grin and turned away without comment, his cock still gently bobbing as he walked off.

Kelly turned toward the lake, heart pounding, pulse racing, every nerve in her body buzzing.

And Tom… Tom was still by her side, unaware of the storm quietly building inside her.

“Have you ever been paddleboarding before?” Megan asked, brushing her red hair back behind one ear as she stepped toward Tom.

It was the first moment he’d truly looked at her up close.

Her features were striking—sharp cheekbones, soft lips, and pale skin that glowed in the morning sun. Her long, naturally red hair shimmered as it flowed down her back, catching the light in streaks of copper and gold. She had an effortless beauty that made her look like she belonged on the cover of a magazine, not strolling barefoot and naked across the lakeshore. And with every step she took, the sunlight caught the tiny silver hoops in her pierced nipples, making them gleam with an almost hypnotic flash.

Tom blinked as the glint hit his eyes.

“No,” he said, trying not to stare, “this’ll be my first time.”

“Then we’ll have to be gentle with you,” she teased, grinning. Her voice was soft but cheeky—easygoing in a way that made everything feel less awkward.

Just as she reached him, she didn’t see one of the paddles lying across the grass behind her. Her heel caught the edge and she yelped as she stumbled forward, arms flailing slightly.

Tom reacted on instinct, catching her before she could hit the ground.

Megan let out a surprised laugh and clung to his shoulders. Her chest pressed fully against his bare skin, the warmth of her breasts unmistakable. Her pierced nipples grazed against him, and for a second Tom’s entire body tensed. The contact was electric. Intimate.

“Thank God you were there,” she giggled, still catching her breath. “I almost went flying.”

Tom swallowed, trying to focus on anything but how incredibly soft she felt against him. Then he became aware of where his hand had landed—low on her hip, fingers curved right over the swell of her right ass cheek.

It was round and firm, like it had been sculpted with care. He could feel the shape of it perfectly in his palm—warm, smooth, subtly muscular. He froze.

“Oh—shit—sorry,” he said quickly, pulling his hand back as if it had burned him. “That was totally an accident.”

Megan didn’t move right away. She just smiled at him, amused more than anything else.

“Relax,” she said softly, “it’s not like I haven’t had my ass grabbed before.”

Tom barely had time to respond when Jake walked over, grinning like he’d seen the whole thing.

“Feel free to grab it any time, man,” Jake said with a wink. “She loves a little attention.”

“Jake!” Megan smacked his arm, laughing. “Don’t encourage him!”

Then, with no hesitation, Jake gave her ass a playful slap of his own. The sound cracked in the morning air, and Megan gave a mock gasp before laughing again.

Tom felt a knot tighten in his stomach as he walked toward the water, paddle in hand. The memory of Megan's ass beneath his palm replayed in his mind like a loop he couldn't break. It had only lasted a second—two at most—but it was enough. Enough to feel the smooth, warm skin, the subtle give of muscle beneath the softness. Enough to know that he liked it. Really liked it.

And that’s what made the guilt sink so deep.

He adored Kelly. Every part of her. He loved the way she tucked her hair behind her ear when she was nervous, the way she danced around the kitchen when she thought no one was watching, the way she moaned when he kissed her neck. They’d built something real together—something he hoped would last forever. That much was true.

So why the hell couldn’t he stop thinking about someone else?

He kept glancing at Megan when he thought no one would notice. The easy sway of her hips, the way the sun highlighted the tiny freckles across her back, the faint outline of the tattoos wrapping her thighs. It wasn’t just that she was beautiful—plenty of women were beautiful. It was the effortless confidence, the way she laughed without caring, the flash of silver at her nipples, the ginger fuzz that framed her pale pussy. All of it felt... forbidden. And that only made it worse.

He wasn’t planning anything. He didn’t want to hurt Kelly. But something about this place—the openness, the teasing, the naked bodies all around—had unlocked something in him. And now that it was out, he didn’t know how to shove it back in the box.

He stole a look toward Kelly. She was crouched near the shore, brushing water off her legs. Her long hair fell over one shoulder, and even in her simple underwear, she looked so naturally sexy he could’ve groaned. But she wasn’t looking at him. Her eyes drifted toward Mike as he adjusted one of the boards.

Tom wondered if she was feeling something too. And somehow, that thought made the guilt just a little easier to bear.

The rest of the afternoon passed with bursts of laughter and splashes of water. Tom pushed Kelly off her board at one point, sending her squealing into the cold lake. She came up gasping, her wet hair plastered to her face, shivering and laughing all at once.

By the time everyone paddled back to shore, the sun had begun its descent. Tom and Kelly slipped their clothes back on for the walk back. Kelly tugged her skirt down over her damp underwear, but each step made the clingy fabric ride up and bunch uncomfortably between her thighs.

After a few minutes, she slowed to walk beside Tom. “These panties are driving me mad,” she whispered.

“Then take them off,” he teased, smirking.

She glanced around. No one seemed to be watching—everyone was chatting ahead or behind them. Heart thudding, she reached beneath her skirt and slipped them down in one swift, silent motion, passing the warm, damp bundle into Tom’s hand. “Here,” she whispered, grinning nervously. “Your pocket’s their new home.”

He raised an eyebrow but tucked them away without comment, his fingers brushing hers a little longer than necessary.

They walked on. Kelly picked up her pace, partly to escape her own nerves. She felt strange without underwear—exposed, vulnerable, a little turned on. The fresh air against her bare skin only heightened her awareness.

She moved toward the front of the group, eager to get back before the temperature dropped. She didn’t notice the faint rustling in the trees behind her.

Then it hit—a sudden gust of wind, stronger than any they’d felt all day. It lifted her skirt like a sail, flipping it up over her waist before she could react. The cool breeze hit her bare cheeks just as a wave of horrified realization crashed into her.

She let out a startled yelp, her hands fumbling to pull the fabric back down. But it was too late.

The group behind her had gotten a clear, lingering view of her completely bare ass.

There was a beat of stunned silence.

Then Lisa let out a delighted whoop. “Now that’s what I call a reveal!”

“Peachy doesn’t even begin to cover it,” Jasmin added, her voice full of teasing admiration. “I might need to switch teams.”

Laughter rippled through the group. Jake gave a playful clap. “That wind’s doing the Lord’s work.”

Even Megan giggled and said, “Ten out of ten, no notes.”

Kelly’s face flushed a deep red. She didn’t know where to look, didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. Her heart pounded with embarrassment, but also something else—something warm and tingly that fluttered low in her belly.

She turned quickly, marching over to Tom, mortified. “Oh my God. Did that just happen?”

Tom tried to keep a straight face but failed. “Yep. Full moon over Southern River,” he chuckled.

“I didn’t mean for anyone to see that,” she said, half hiding behind him.

He leaned in, his tone light but sincere. “Babe, you have an amazing ass. Honestly, it would be a crime if I were the only one who ever got to see it.”

She blinked at him, surprised by his response. “You really don’t mind?”

He smiled. “Not one bit. It’s just a bit of fun.”

Kelly’s shoulders relaxed slightly. She glanced back at the group, still giggling and chatting like nothing had happened—like her bare ass hadn’t just been the main event.

But something had shifted. A crack had opened. And through it, something new had slipped in—unexpected, thrilling, and a little dangerous. She could feel the wet heat still lingering between her thighs, no longer just from the lake.

And Tom… Tom was standing a little closer than before, one hand still resting lightly on her hip, his other in his pocket… fingers wrapped around her damp panties.

When they finally returned to the campsite, everyone slowly drifted off in different directions. Tom and Kelly walked back to their cabin, a quiet tension building between them after everything they’d just experienced. As soon as the door shut behind them, they paused—locked eyes—and then both burst into laughter.

"What the fuck is going on?!" Tom said, practically doubling over.

Kelly wiped a tear from her cheek, breathless from laughing. "I have no idea! Did we seriously just spend all afternoon paddleboarding with a bunch of naked strangers?"

Tom flopped down onto the sofa, still grinning. Kelly followed, curling her legs underneath her. For a moment, they just sat there in the quiet, catching their breath.

"Are you alright with all this?" Tom asked eventually. His tone had softened. "I mean… no one made you feel weird or anything, did they?"

Kelly hesitated, then shook her head. "No, honestly… I’m okay. It was super weird at first, but then it kind of stopped being weird? Like… the longer we were around them, the more it just felt… normal?"

Tom nodded slowly. "Yeah. I was thinking the same. I mean, I won't lie—it actually looked kinda fun."

Kelly raised an eyebrow, mock-offended. "Fun? Are you telling me you’re thinking of getting your dick out in front of everyone?"

Tom gave a cheeky smirk. "What if I am?"

She leaned into him, playful but curious. "Would you really?"

He shrugged. "Maybe. I dunno, there’s something freeing about it. What about you?"

Kelly paused. “I don’t know. It feels... different for me. Like, I can't help but associate it with sex. Being around all that nudity—it kind of is arousing, you know?”

Tom let out a breath. “Yeah. No shame admitting that. It’s hard not to notice. And—Jesus—why is everyone here so damn attractive?”

Kelly let out a short laugh. “I know, right? It’s almost suspicious. Like, did we walk onto the set of some weirdly wholesome porno?”

“Must be that ‘strict vetting process’ Mike mentioned,” Tom joked.

Kelly looked thoughtful for a moment, then said, more quietly, “I just… I wouldn’t want you to think less of me if I did go naked. Like I was showing off or… I don’t know… being a slut.”

Tom turned toward her, serious now. “Hey. Don’t ever think that. I love your body—I always want you to feel confident in it. If anything, I’d be proud to see people appreciate what I already know.”

She looked down, cheeks flushed. “It’s just scary. The idea of being that exposed in front of strangers.”

“Totally. And you don’t have to do anything you’re not comfortable with,” Tom said. “I mean that. But if you do decide to, I’ll be right there with you.”

Kelly gave a shy smile. “I’ll think about it. But no promises.”

“Fair enough,” Tom said, wrapping an arm around her shoulder. “Just knowing you're even considering it makes me kind of proud.”

They sat together in silence for a few seconds, the air between them thicker than before—not uncomfortable, but charged with something new. Something neither of them had fully expected.

An hour later, they decided to go for a quiet walk around the site. The sun was still warm on their skin, so Tom took off his shirt, enjoying the breeze on his chest, while Kelly remained fully dressed, still slightly on edge from everything they'd experienced that day.

The grounds were larger than they'd realized. As they wandered, they came across a tennis court tucked behind some trees, a small swimming pool that shimmered in the late afternoon light, and finally a large stone fire pit surrounded by wooden benches. The fire pit wasn’t lit, but the sun caught the smooth stones, casting soft shadows around the area.

Tom was about to suggest turning back when Kelly stopped. “Wait—someone’s over there,” she whispered.

Just visible through a thick patch of bushes were two people sitting on a bench.

“Oh, it’s Mike and Jake,” Kelly said, recognizing them. “We should probably go say hello. Would be rude to just walk past.”

They veered toward the bench, skirting the edge of the shrubs. But as they drew closer, the bushes opened slightly, giving them a sudden, unexpected view from the side.

Kelly froze.

Tom’s jaw dropped.

Beth and Megan were kneeling between the men’s legs. But it wasn’t just that—they were with the wrong men. Megan, with her red hair falling down her back, was enthusiastically sucking Mike’s cock, her head bobbing steadily, while Beth was knelt between Jake’s legs, slowly stroking his thick shaft before lowering her mouth over it.

Kelly’s mouth hung open in disbelief.

She couldn’t move. She couldn’t look away.

Mike’s cock was huge—easily eight inches, and thick, the kind of cock she'd only ever seen in porn. It was fully erect, glistening, the tip shiny with Megan’s spit. It looked heavy, almost intimidating. Kelly felt a strange flutter in her stomach. Shock, arousal, confusion—it all hit her at once.

Even Jake surprised her. He was shorter than Tom, but his cock looked thick and blunt, veiny, and obscenely stiff. Beth had one hand wrapped around it as she moved her mouth along the top half, her moans clearly audible even from several feet away. Wet, sloppy sounds echoed through the shrubs—an unmistakable soundtrack of lust.

“Oh my god,” Kelly whispered, barely audible.

It wasn’t just the men who were into it.

The girls were loving it. Beth had one hand on Jake’s thigh, her hips gently rocking as she worked his cock into her throat, and Megan made a high-pitched whimper as Mike laid a hand on the back of her head and pushed her down farther. Spit glistened on their chins. Every now and then, one of the women would moan softly, the sound somehow more intimate than anything Tom or Kelly had ever heard.

Tom’s heart pounded in his ears.

They were frozen—paralyzed by what they were witnessing. Kelly’s cheeks flushed crimson, and her breathing quickened, but her eyes remained locked on the sight of Mike’s thick cock sliding in and out of Megan’s eager mouth.

It was too much.

Too real.

Too arousing.

Too impossible to forget.

“Oh my god,” Kelly whispered, her voice shaky.
“I did not expect to see that,” Tom muttered, eyes wide.

They stood frozen, barely daring to breathe. Beth and Megan moved in sync, heads bobbing rhythmically, hands working in time with their mouths. It was hypnotic—almost ritualistic. Wet sucking sounds filled the warm afternoon air, mingled with soft gasps and moans of obvious pleasure.

Then Jake leaned back slightly, grinning as he looked down at Megan, who was still devotedly working Mike’s thick cock. “Fuck, look at her go,” he laughed, no hint of jealousy in his voice. “She loves sucking that huge thing—don’t think she’s ever had anything that big in her mouth.”

Kelly’s hand shot to her mouth in disbelief. Tom felt a surge of heat and confusion in his gut.

Megan let Mike’s cock fall from her lips with an obscene pop, glancing back at Jake over her shoulder with a filthy smile. “Mmm, it’s so thick it makes my jaw ache,” she purred, stroking the spit-slick shaft as it pulsed in her hand. “But god, I love it. I can’t get enough of this big cock.”

Kelly visibly trembled beside Tom.

The shock was electric. They couldn’t look away—even though they knew they should. The scene was too raw, too arousing, too... real. A part of both of them was deeply turned on, though neither dared to admit it.

Then, suddenly, Mike looked up.

He locked eyes with Tom, a smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth.

“Hey, you two!” he called out in a raised voice, loud enough to cut through the wet, filthy sounds around him.

Tom’s blood ran cold.

“Come on over!” Mike called, waving them in with a grin, his large hand gesturing casually—as if he wasn’t sitting there with a beautiful girl sucking his cock.

Tom and Kelly walked forward stiffly, dazed, unsure where to look. Megan didn’t stop. Her head was slowly rising and falling in Mike’s lap, lips stretched wide, cheeks hollowing with each practiced motion. Saliva clung to his shaft, glinting in the sunlight. The obscene slurping sounds filled the space around them like background music.

Then Megan glanced up, releasing his cock with a wet pop and a mischievous grin. “Hey guys,” she said cheerfully, licking her lips. “You two just out exploring?”

“Uh… yeah,” Tom said, his voice strained.

“Sorry to interrupt,” Kelly added quickly, eyes wide.

“Interrupt?” Beth turned to look at them, smiling warmly, her hair slightly tousled. “You’re not interrupting anything.”

Her right hand was still wrapped around Jake’s cock. She hadn’t stopped stroking it for even a second—firm, steady, deliberate pumps. Jake’s muscular body was tensed, his mouth slack as he groaned, hips subtly twitching upward into Beth’s grasp.

Mike, meanwhile, chuckled, shaking his head lightly. “You two adjusting alright? It can be a bit of a surprise at first, I know.”

Tom was nodding, but he didn’t know why. His eyes kept flicking back to Beth and Jake. Beth’s naked body was impossibly sexy up close—tanned, toned, with full natural breasts that moved gently as she worked Jake’s cock with increasing intensity. Her hand moved like she knew exactly how close he was, and that she was going to drag him over the edge at her pace.

“Don’t worry,” Mike continued calmly, as if they were talking about the weather. “Everyone finds their own comfort level. There’s no pressure to do anything. We just like people to feel free to be themselves.”

Kelly swallowed hard. “That’s… that’s nice,” she said faintly.

Then Jake let out a deep, guttural moan. His whole body stiffened. Beth gave one last slow stroke and then pulled his cock towards her big tits, holding it upright and pointing it at her bare chest.

“Cum for me,” she whispered, biting her lip. “I want to feel it on my tits.”

Jake groaned louder, his cock twitching violently—then the first thick spurt shot out, landing across Beth’s breasts in a messy stripe. Another pulse, and another, ropes of white painting her skin as she held still, her face glowing with satisfaction. It was visceral and raw—her nipples stiff, her breasts glistening with sweat and now cum.

She looked down at the mess spreading across her chest with a proud smile, then up at Jake. “Good boy,” she purred, running a fingertip through the thick fluid and teasing one of her nipples with it.

Mike just chuckled again. “Beth has a bit of a thing for that,” he said conversationally to Tom and Kelly. “She says it makes her feel sexy. And clearly Jake didn’t mind.”

Tom and Kelly were frozen. Tom could feel his heart pounding in his chest. Kelly’s thighs were pressed tightly together. Neither of them said a word. They stood side by side, stunned, breath shallow—both completely overwhelmed and yet… unmistakably aroused.

Jake leaned back, still breathing heavily, cum glistening on Beth’s breasts and slowly starting to slide down the soft curves of her chest. His cock twitched once more, a final spasm before beginning to soften—still thick, still impressive, but no longer the hard, pulsing weapon that had just erupted across Beth’s tits.

“That was amazing,” he sighed, voice still dazed with pleasure. “Now it’s your turn.”

Beth smiled knowingly, a quiet authority in her eyes as she rose gracefully from her knees. Her body was radiant—tanned skin glowing in the sunlight, nipples wet and gleaming with his release. Without saying a word, she sat down on the bench, spreading her legs and resting one heel up on the wood, completely exposing herself. There was no shyness in her posture now—only confidence.

Jake obediently knelt in front of her, already leaning in, kissing along her thighs, his hands stroking the outsides of her legs like he was trying to savor every inch of her. As his face reached her pussy, he paused only briefly, inhaling her scent, then pushed forward with his tongue. The shift in control was unmistakable—Beth was no longer the giver. She was being worshipped.

Tom could barely breathe. The way Jake pressed into Beth’s folds, mouth working slowly but insistently, made his own cock strain uncomfortably inside his shorts.

And beside him, Kelly stood frozen. Her eyes dropped—not to Beth—but to Jake.

Jake’s cock was still out, hanging between his knees as he kneeled forward, balls slightly pulled up, shaft still glistening faintly with the remnants of Beth’s touch. The thick head of it, now half-soft, was exposed and flushed, a slow, glistening bead of cum sliding from the tip. It dripped lazily downward, catching the light, almost mesmerizing.

Kelly didn’t understand it. The way it looked—soft, but still proud, the head wide and bare—still sexy. She felt her thighs clench. She couldn’t help but think of Tom’s soft cock for comparison—smaller, gentler looking, the head always hidden under that neat fold of skin. This… this was different. She hated how much it aroused her, but she couldn’t look away.

Then Megan’s voice broke through the moment, playful and teasing as she gave Mike’s massive cock another slow, indulgent suck.

“Told you he’d cum first,” she said with a grin around Mike’s shaft. “Didn’t think you’d last two minutes with Beth’s mouth.”

Jake chuckled, lifting his face from Beth’s pussy just long enough to respond. “You try staying calm with a woman that good at sucking cock,” he shot back. “She damn near melted my soul.”

Megan giggled, then moaned softly as she took more of Mike’s cock back into her throat, the sound wet and shameless. Mike just smiled down at her, running his fingers lazily through her red hair like she was his favorite pet.

Kelly could barely hear what Tom was saying beside her. Her pulse was thudding in her ears. Everything felt surreal. She couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak.

But she couldn’t stop watching, either.

“So you’re all… close?” Kelly asked, her voice hesitant, barely louder than a whisper. She was struggling to find the right words, the right tone. Nothing about this moment felt real.

Mike opened his mouth to answer, smiling warmly—almost too casually given that Megan was still on her knees in front of him—but just as he began to speak, his eyes fluttered shut and he inhaled sharply through his nose.

“Well, we probably should’ve mentioned…” he started, then paused with a guttural groan. Megan had just slid his cock all the way into her throat, her nose pressing against his groin. The sound of her gagging softly, followed by a thick, wet gasp as she withdrew, made Kelly instinctively step closer to Tom. Megan spit onto the tip of Mike’s cock, then began stroking it quickly, her hand a blur, her eyes flashing up at him like she wanted to make him lose control.

“We’re all swingers,” Beth said smoothly, picking up the sentence as Mike tilted his head back, momentarily overwhelmed. Her voice was calm, confident—even as she pressed Jake’s head tighter between her thighs. One hand rested on the bench for balance, the other curled into Jake’s hair, guiding him deeper. “This place isn’t just a nudist retreat. It’s… a little more honest than that.”

Tom swallowed hard. Kelly couldn’t speak.

In front of them, both couples writhed in synchronized, blissful chaos. Beth’s hips rolled upward against Jake’s mouth, while Megan moaned with pleasure just from giving head, her saliva glistening on Mike’s thick shaft as she pumped it eagerly. The sounds were obscene—slurping, gasping, Beth’s soft moans building into short, sharp exhales each time Jake’s tongue found something deeper inside her.

Kelly’s head was spinning. She had never seen anything like this. Never imagined she would. And yet—her thighs were clenched, her breath shallow. Something about this was deeply shocking… and intensely arousing.

“So… wait,” she finally managed, her voice a little breathless. “Everyone here… has sex with everyone?”

Beth let out a soft laugh, even as her hips twitched under Jake’s tongue.

“Oh, God no,” she said, voice fluttering between arousal and reassurance. “Only if you want to. No one forces anything. But most people who come here… well, they’re already in the lifestyle. They want to explore.”

Jake’s tongue made another slow, deliberate stroke, and Beth’s hips lifted off the bench. She didn’t miss a beat in conversation—just curled her fingers tighter into his hair and sighed, “Mmm… yes, just like that.”

Kelly stared, transfixed. Beth’s breasts rose and fell as her breathing quickened, her thighs trembling with the effort of staying open and spread. Jake’s tongue was buried between her folds, his face slick with her arousal, his hands gripping her thighs as though she were something sacred.

Kelly shifted on her feet, blinking. Her panties—clean, dry, and fresh when she changed after the paddleboarding—were now soaked. Dripping. She could feel it. The heat, the wetness, the way the fabric clung to her like a second skin. It was worse than the pair that had fallen in the lake. And all from watching.

She looked at Tom, and to her surprise, his face was flushed. His eyes were wide—not just with shock, but unmistakable arousal.

Neither of them could look away.

It took every ounce of control for Kelly not to slide her hand under her skirt and press her fingers into the throbbing heat between her legs. Her panties were drenched, clinging to her like melted silk. She’d skipped a bra after the lake, and now her nipples were visibly hard, poking through her thin top with every breath. She folded her arms tightly across her chest, trying to hide them, though the friction only made things worse.

Beside her, Tom wasn’t faring much better. His cock was visibly hard, straining against his shorts, the fabric doing nothing to disguise the outline. His jaw clenched, but his eyes stayed locked on Megan—on the way her head bobbed eagerly up and down Mike’s thick shaft, her hand gripping the base, her other hand now unmistakably between her own legs, fingers moving fast beneath her panties.

Megan moaned around Mike’s cock, the sound half-choked, half-ecstatic. Then she pulled back, spit connecting her lips to the swollen head as she grinned wickedly up at them.

“God, his cock is so fucking big,” she gasped, still stroking him with one slick hand. “I love how it stretches my throat… fuck, I think it could actually make me cum without even touching myself.”

She paused, teasing her fingers along the inside of her thigh, and added, “Wanna come kneel next to me, Kelly? You should see it up close.”

The question hit Kelly like a jolt of electricity. She froze, stunned not just by the audacity of the invitation—but by the tiny, shameful truth that rose in her chest: she actually wanted to. Just for a second. Just to see it. To feel what Megan was feeling. The rawness. The intensity. The passion. The way Megan’s entire body shivered every time Mike groaned. It wasn’t just sex. It was freedom.

“Erm… I…” she stammered, eyes flicking to Tom. Her hand lingered at her side, fingers twitching like she might take a step forward.

But Tom’s grip tightened around hers.

“No,” he said firmly, gently pulling her back. “We’d better go. Come on.”

As he guided her away, Kelly’s legs felt shaky—like she wasn’t fully in control of them. She looked back, unable to help herself.

Beth was trembling now, her thighs clenching around Jake’s head as she lifted her hips off the bench. Her mouth opened in a silent cry. Then it hit—her whole body tensed, toes curling, abs tightening, and a low, guttural moan tore from her throat.

She came hard against Jake’s tongue, hips rolling as she pressed herself into his face. Her breasts bounced with each convulsion, nipples taut and glistening with sweat. Jake didn’t slow down. If anything, he moaned with her, grinding his mouth against her as though drinking her pleasure straight from the source.

Kelly’s mouth was dry. Her legs wouldn’t stop moving, but her mind was spinning in circles.

She and Tom walked faster than before, not speaking—because if they said anything, they might admit just how aroused they really were.

As Tom and Kelly disappeared from view, Beth leaned her head back, breath catching in her throat as Jake’s tongue continued its relentless rhythm between her thighs.

“You shouldn’t push them,” she said, her voice shaky but firm.

Mike glanced over, still catching his breath from Megan’s expert blowjob. “Push them?” he repeated. “Come on, Beth—you saw them. They were two heartbeats away from fucking right there on the grass. That girl looked like one more moan from Megan and she’d drop to her knees.”

Beth’s breath hitched again as Jake slipped two fingers inside her, curling just right. “That doesn’t mean they’re ready,” she managed. “You have to let people come to it on their own.”

Mike reached over, cupping Beth’s breast and rolling her nipple between his fingers, watching it stiffen under his touch.

“They’re clearly intrigued,” he said. “Tom’s practically walking around with a hard-on and Kelly’s eyes were glued to my cock the entire time.”

Beth gave a short, breathless laugh, then groaned as Jake’s fingers thrust deeper, his tongue now flicking fast against her clit.

“I’m just saying,” she gasped, gripping the edge of the bench. “You don’t want them doing anything they’ll regret later. They’re a sweet couple—so sweet—and this kind of thing, it needs trust. You can’t force them.”

“I’m not forcing anyone,” Mike murmured, squeezing her breast harder now, leaning in to kiss her cheek. “I’m just giving them something to fantasize about tonight.”

Beth opened her mouth to reply—but then her body betrayed her.

A deep moan spilled from her lips as her back arched, thighs clamping around Jake’s head. “Oh fuck—Jake—don’t stop—” she gasped, her voice breaking as her orgasm crashed through her, hot and heavy, soaking Jake’s fingers and tongue. Her legs trembled. Her chest heaved.

Seeing Beth cum like that—shaking and breathless, lips parted in ecstasy—was all it took for Mike.

He groaned deep in his chest as his cock twitched in Megan’s mouth, then erupted, thick spurts of cum flooding her throat. Megan didn’t miss a beat, swallowing greedily, one hand still between her thighs, teasing herself through her own smaller tremor of pleasure.

When she finally let Mike’s cock drop from her lips, she turned to Jake, her mouth still glistening. Jake rose from between Beth’s legs, his chin shiny with her arousal, and leaned in to meet Megan’s lips. Their kiss was slow, indulgent—tongues swirling, savoring the shared taste of both Mike and Beth, like lovers sipping from the same forbidden glass.

When they pulled apart, they just grinned at each other, breathless and flushed.

Without a word, the same thought passed between them, warm and smug:

If anyone could bring a couple like Tom and Kelly into this world… it was Mike and Beth.


Chapter 4

Tom and Kelly didn’t speak a word until the cabin door shut behind them. Even then, it was just silence at first—heavy, crackling, thick with everything they couldn’t unsee. They walked straight into the bedroom, eyes darting everywhere but at each other, as if locking gazes might somehow set them off.

Tom finally broke the tension. “This place is… insane.”

Kelly let out a shaky laugh. “I mean… they were just doing it. Out in the open. Like it was completely normal.”

“They didn’t even flinch when we walked up.”

“I know!” Kelly said, pacing now. “And—oh my god, I can’t believe I’m saying this—but did you see the size of Mike’s… willy?”

Tom blinked. “‘Willy?’” he repeated, half-laughing.

“I don’t know what else to call it! I couldn’t say cock, it just sounds too… I don’t know! But it was huge. Like… stupidly big.”

Tom laughed again, more awkward this time, rubbing the back of his neck. “Yeah. I saw.”

Kelly covered her face. “I feel like I shouldn’t be talking about another man’s… thing… like that.”

Tom was quiet for a moment, then said, “It’s fine. I mean… it’s not like I wasn’t looking either.”

She peeked at him through her fingers. “Really?”

Tom nodded. “Yeah. And I can’t believe I’m saying this either… but Megan’s pussy—”

“Tom!” Kelly gasped, eyes wide.

“No, seriously. It was hairy. Like really hairy. And ginger. And I’ve never been into either of those things, but… I couldn’t stop staring. I don’t know why. It was just so raw. So real.”

Kelly let out a breath, then sat on the edge of the bed. “This is messing with my head.”

Tom sat beside her. “Same. I didn’t expect to feel like this. I thought we’d be freaked out, but instead…” He glanced at her. “Were you turned on?”

Kelly hesitated. “I don’t want to be, but… yes. I was. Watching Megan, the way she sucked Mike like she needed it, like she loved it… it was kind of beautiful. In a filthy, overwhelming way.”

Tom chuckled softly. “Yeah. I kept watching Beth, wondering what it would feel like to have someone else doing that to you. And I hated myself a bit for thinking it.”

Kelly turned to look at him fully now. “So… what does that mean for us?”

Tom took a breath. “It means… we’re in uncharted territory. But I’d never want to do anything that made you uncomfortable.”

“I’m not saying I want to do it either,” Kelly said quickly. “It still feels so… extreme. But when Megan looked up at me, I just… for a second, I wanted to know what it felt like. The way she was moaning, the way her fingers were working between her legs…”

Tom swallowed hard. “I noticed that too.”

They both sat there, silent again—but now it wasn’t awkward. It was loaded. Tense. Their bodies were practically humming with something they hadn’t felt before.

Finally, Kelly said, “Promise me something.”

“Anything.”

“If we talk about this more… or explore it… we do it together. We stay honest.”

Tom nodded immediately. “Always.”

She leaned against him, eyes still wide with disbelief. “I mean… I can’t believe we’re even having this conversation.”

He wrapped an arm around her, kissed the side of her head, and whispered, “Neither can I. But I’ve never wanted you more than I do right now.”

As they held each other, Kelly could feel the heat radiating off Tom’s body, his cock rock hard and pressing urgently against her lower stomach. She was soaked—more soaked than she could remember being in her life—and her nipples were so stiff they ached against the thin cotton of her top. Neither of them said a word, but the energy between them shifted, sharpened.

Kelly looked up at him, breath ragged, eyes wide. Then she kissed him—hard. There was no hesitation now. Just hunger. Within seconds their hands were all over each other, grabbing, pulling, clawing, like they were trying to tear through the last layer of restraint they had left.

Tom groaned into her mouth as he squeezed her ass with both hands. He broke the kiss, panting, and yanked her roughly by the waist, spinning her around and pushing her toward the wall. Kelly didn’t resist—she arched her back, bent over, and shoved her ass toward him, lifting her skirt up herself like she needed to be taken.

Tom’s eyes locked on the dark patch soaking through her pale blue panties. He didn’t even pull them down—just yanked them aside to expose her dripping, glistening entrance. The moment the swollen head of his cock pressed against her slick folds, he slid in with no resistance at all, a hot, wet sheath swallowing him completely.

They both moaned—loud and guttural—as his cock sank all the way into her in one long thrust.

Tom’s eyes fluttered shut as he started to fuck her, hard and deep, his hips slapping against her ass with every drive. But in his mind, he wasn’t just fucking Kelly—he was picturing Megan on her knees, ginger curls bouncing as she took Mike’s huge cock down her throat, fingers working frantically between her legs. That wild, needy look in her eyes. That desperate moan.

Kelly gripped the wall, her back arched beautifully, panting through clenched teeth. She couldn’t stop thinking about the way Beth had thrown her head back, lips parted in ecstasy, as Jake’s tongue worked magic between her legs. That look of total surrender, of bliss so intense it almost didn’t look real. Kelly wanted that. She needed it.

Tom slammed into her faster now, each thrust more brutal, more desperate, sweat starting to trickle down his chest. Kelly pushed back onto him, crying out, her voice raw, her thighs trembling.

Neither of them were saying anything coherent—just broken gasps and moans, filthy and frantic.

Then came the knock.

Three sharp raps on the door.

Tom froze mid-thrust, both of them suddenly breathless, eyes wide in shock.

“Shit,” Tom hissed, slipping out of her and frantically trying to stuff his cock back into his waistband. Kelly scrambled to tug her skirt down, legs still trembling.

They hurried to the door, flushed and disheveled, trying to steady their breathing.

When they opened it, Mike was standing there.

And he was smiling.

"Hope I'm not interrupting anything," Mike said, his voice calm but laced with a knowing edge.

"No, not at all," Kelly replied quickly, maybe too quickly. Her voice was a little breathless.

Mike’s eyes drifted down, pausing. "I think your top’s gone rogue there," he said with a smirk.

Kelly glanced down—and froze. Her left breast was completely exposed, her top still rucked up from where Tom had shoved it during their frantic fuck against the wall. Her nipple was stiff, flushed, and clearly visible.

"Oh my god," she gasped, yanking the top down with one arm as her cheeks flared bright red. "Sorry—sorry."

"Don’t be," Mike said, grinning. "They are one hell of a sight. Tom’s a lucky man." He winked, voice low and smooth.

That made her blush even deeper, biting her lip without realizing it.

Tom stepped forward, trying to regain control of the moment. "How can we help?" he asked, his tone neutral but his jaw tight.

"I just wanted to say sorry about earlier," Mike said. "We didn’t mean to blindside you like that. It can be a lot to walk in on."

"That’s okay," Tom replied, a little more relaxed now. "This is your campsite. You should be able to enjoy it however you like. Besides..." He chuckled. "We’d be lying if we said it wasn’t a little... entertaining."

Kelly let out a nervous giggle beside him, eyes down, but there was a flicker of something in her smile—an admission she didn’t quite want to put into words.

Mike’s cock twitched. That reaction—the couple standing there, still flushed and messy, clearly fresh from fucking, and admitting they’d been turned on by what they saw—it was exactly what he'd hoped for. No judgment, no anger. Just curiosity. Hunger. The door had cracked open.

"Well," he said smoothly, "even so, we’d like to make it up to you. Come to ours later for a private dinner. Just the four of us. Something relaxed, no pressure."

He paused, letting it linger.

"I’ll give the mechanic a call too—see if we’ve got any news on your car."

Tom and Kelly exchanged a look. There wasn’t much to discuss. They had no other plans, and both sensed this was more than a polite invitation. The air was already humming with anticipation.

"I’m up for it if you are," Tom said quietly, watching her closely.

Kelly hesitated, then smiled—nervous but excited. "Okay... why not. We’ll take you up on that."

Mike’s grin widened. "Perfect. Come around 7:30. And please... wear whatever you feel comfortable in."

He gave them one last glance—Kelly still flushed, her chest rising and falling quickly—and turned, casually strolling back toward the main lodge.

“Do you think he’s going to try and... do something with us?” Kelly whispered, glancing in the direction Mike had walked.

Tom hesitated. “Maybe. I mean… it felt like more than just dinner, didn’t it?”

She nodded slowly, chewing her lip. “It’s not like they were hiding anything earlier.”

“What would you do if they did try something?” Tom asked, his voice low. He tried to sound casual, but the way he watched her said he cared deeply about the answer.

“I don’t think we should... sleep with them,” Kelly said, not meeting his eye. “Not yet. I mean… we only just saw that stuff for the first time today. It was so much, so fast.” She paused, then added, “It was exciting, yeah, but I don’t want to go from zero to full-on in a day.”

Tom nodded, trying not to show his disappointment. “That makes sense. No pressure. But maybe... if they did want to do something, we could just... watch again?”

Kelly looked at him sharply, unsure if she’d misheard. “You want to just sit there while they have sex?”

“I mean—yeah,” he said, rubbing the back of his neck. “Sort of. Not just sit there awkwardly on the couch, but… maybe we could do stuff too. Together. But separate. Like, us on one side of the room, them on the other.”

Kelly blinked, then gave a small, surprised smile. “So… just being watched. While watching them?”

“Exactly. No touching them, no swapping. Just... being in the same space.”

She let the idea hang between them for a moment. “That’s... kinda hot.”

Tom’s eyebrows lifted. “Yeah?”

She giggled, shaking her head. “I mean, it shouldn’t be! But after what we saw—Megan on her knees, Beth’s face when she was cumming—it’s all I can think about. And now they’ve invited us in... it’s hard not to imagine what that would be like.”

Tom exhaled, relieved and aroused. “Same. I keep seeing Megan's ginger hair bouncing as she sucked Mike off. And the way Beth moaned... Jesus.”

Kelly blushed. “And Mike’s... you know... his willy was just so... big.” She used the childish word as if it might take the edge off, but it only made Tom’s cock twitch. “Like, I didn’t even know they could be that size. I didn’t mean to stare, but—”

“I stared too,” Tom admitted. “And I never thought I’d find hairy girls hot, but something about Megan… it just did something to me.”

There was silence for a beat, charged and unspoken.

“He said come in whatever you’re comfortable in,” Tom said gently. “What would you want to wear?”

“I’m not ready to be naked in front of them,” Kelly said, then paused. “But… they did already see my tits. And my ass.”

Tom smiled. “Yeah, and you didn’t exactly run to cover up at the lake either.”

She rolled her eyes, but smirked. “Fine, maybe we go in our underwear. It’s not that different from swimwear, really.”

“You sure?”

“I think so,” she said, biting her lip. “Just... promise we don’t do anything I’m not okay with.”

“Never,” Tom said seriously. “We’re in this together. Only what we both want.”

She nodded, heart thudding. “Then... let’s see where this night takes us.”

They had a few hours until they needed to meet Mike and Beth. After the adrenaline and heat of the day, Tom suddenly felt how drained he was. He stretched out on the sofa, the sounds of the forest through the open window lulling him into a heavy, dreamless nap.

When he stirred again, the light in the room had changed—golden dusk filtering through the trees outside. Blinking away the fog of sleep, he sat up and rubbed his eyes just as the bedroom door opened.

Kelly stepped out, her hair brushed and glossy, a black thigh-length coat fastened tight at the waist. Her bare legs peeked out below, smooth and glowing in the warm light.

“We need to go,” she said, a slight breathlessness in her voice. “We’ve only got fifteen minutes.”

Tom blinked at her, his gaze lingering. “Change your mind on the underwear?” he asked, only half teasing, trying not to let the disappointment show in his voice.

She gave him a slow smile, one eyebrow raised. “It’s getting chilly out there,” she replied coolly, then added with a wink, “You’ll just have to wait and see what I’m wearing underneath.”

That wink lit something in his chest again, and before he could answer, she turned on her heel. “Now hurry up! We’ve got to go.”

As they stepped out into the fading light, walking side by side toward the lodge, the air was quiet apart from the crunch of gravel beneath their feet. Neither of them spoke, but both were asking themselves the same question: Are we really going to do this?

Their jackets were zipped tight, concealing the secret underneath—bare skin, nervous anticipation, and nothing but underwear. The closer they got, the heavier the air seemed, thick with tension and excitement.

As they reached the lodge, the windows on the lower level were dark. A golden glow spilled faintly from upstairs.

“We’re up here, guys!” Beth called down cheerfully.

Tom glanced at Kelly. “If you’re ever not comfortable with anything, just say so and we’ll stop. No hesitation.”

“Thanks,” she whispered, giving his hand a soft squeeze. “I will.”

They climbed the stairs slowly, every step magnifying their nerves. At the top, they pushed open the door and were surprised to step into what felt more like a cozy retreat than a swingers’ den. The living room was warmly lit, the walls painted a deep, sensual red that matched the thick carpet. To the left, a fire crackled in a modern hearth, casting dancing shadows across the room. In the center sat a sturdy oak coffee table, neatly arranged with wine glasses, olives, cheeses, and little dishes of nuts. Two low grey sofas faced each other across it.

Mike and Beth were already seated on one sofa—and, to their astonishment, fully clothed. Mike wore dark jeans and a fitted button-down shirt that clung to his chest and arms, while Beth looked stunning in a sleek black maxi dress that hugged every curve of her body.

“Welcome,” Beth said warmly. “We wanted you to feel comfortable, so we thought we’d cover up a little tonight.”

“Come on in, have some food, relax,” Mike added with a grin, rising to his feet. “Can I take your coats?”

Kelly hesitated, biting her lip. “Uh, sure… though I think we might’ve gone the other way,” she said with an awkward laugh as she slipped out of her jacket.

Tom’s breath caught.

She was wearing that lingerie—the one he’d bought for her birthday that she’d only worn once. The light pink set clung to her like silk, the thong disappearing between her soft cheeks, drawing attention to the perfect roundness of her ass. The bra lifted and framed her breasts exquisitely, soft floral embroidery decorating the fabric like delicate lacework over supple curves. Her nipples pressed faintly against the fabric, hard from the chill and maybe nerves, but her expression was calm. Daring, even.

Tom felt his cock twitch in his boxers. He couldn’t believe how confident she looked—and how deeply it aroused him. There was something intoxicating about seeing her like this, not just nearly naked, but owning it.

Not wanting to let her outshine him—or be the only one so exposed—he shrugged off his coat too, revealing nothing but snug black boxers that did little to hide his growing erection.

Mike chuckled with clear approval. “Looks like we’re the overdressed ones after all.”

“Wow, glad to see you guys are embracing things a little!” Beth said, her eyes sparkling with approval.

Kelly smiled nervously but with growing confidence. “Please don’t cover up on account of us. You’ve been kind enough to let us stay—you should wear whatever makes you feel comfortable.”

Mike grinned. “Well, I won’t argue with that.”

He casually began undoing his shirt buttons, revealing a toned chest dusted with hair. As he shrugged it off, his hands moved to his jeans. He unfastened them and pushed them down in one fluid motion—and to Tom and Kelly’s surprise, he wasn’t wearing anything underneath. His cock dropped free, thick and heavy, already starting to stiffen. Kelly’s eyes widened, and despite herself, she inhaled sharply. Tom caught it but said nothing.

Beth followed suit, but with far more flair. She slowly lifted the hem of her dress, revealing long, toned legs and a hint of lace. The fabric rose higher, over her hips, her flat stomach, and then her chest, before she pulled it over her head and let it fall to the floor behind her. She was wearing sheer black lace—delicate, revealing, and intentionally seductive.

“I always struggle with bras,” Beth said casually, toying with the strap. “I rarely wear them, so I don’t get much practice.” She turned her head over her shoulder and locked eyes with Tom. “Tom, would you be a dear and help me?”

Tom froze, then swallowed hard and nodded. Beth walked toward him slowly, hips swaying like she was on a runway, her bare feet silent on the carpet. When she reached him, she turned her back and lifted her hair, presenting her bra clasp.

Tom's fingers trembled slightly as he reached up and unhooked it. The clasp released with a soft click. Beth turned to face him again, catching the falling bra against her chest. She held it in place just long enough to draw out the anticipation, then let it fall.

Her breasts were full and perfectly shaped, the nipples already firm, her confidence radiating. Tom stared, his cock twitching in his boxers, suddenly uncomfortably hard. Undressing a stunning, older woman like Beth—confident, sensual, and completely unashamed—was setting something off deep inside him.

Beth smirked as she saw his reaction. “That’s more like it.”

“As you’ve been so helpful,” Beth purred, her voice low and sultry, “why don’t you help me take my thong off too?”

She held his gaze deliberately, the air between them thick with tension. Tom turned instinctively to Kelly, unsure, needing her silent approval. But what he saw made his heart pound harder—Kelly biting her bottom lip, her cheeks flushed, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths. She gave a slow nod, her eyes locked on Beth’s body, unmistakably turned on.

Tom dropped to his knees, his hands trembling slightly as he reached up and slid his fingers under the delicate waistband of her sheer black thong. As he peeled it down over her hips, her freshly shaved pussy came into view, smooth and glistening. His face was now just inches away from it, the scent of her arousal hitting him like a drug.

Beth placed one hand gently on the back of his head—not pushing, just resting—as she lifted one foot and stepped out of the thong. Then the other. But as she shifted her weight, her fingers curled slightly, pulling his head a fraction closer to the soft skin just above her clit.

Tom’s breath caught in his throat. His instincts screamed to lean in, to taste her, to bury his tongue in her wet heat—but he stayed perfectly still, barely breathing, his restraint hanging by a thread. He knew where the line was, and right now, it was being traced across his lips by the woman standing over him.

After that charged moment, the four of them settled onto opposite sofas and, surprisingly, the conversation eased into something that felt almost normal—at least on the surface. Tom and Kelly shared that they'd been together nearly seven years and, until now, had never been with anyone else. It was the kind of detail that would normally come up over drinks with friends, but here, half-naked and aroused, it carried a different weight.

In return, Mike and Beth offered glimpses into their world. They’d been married for twenty years, and their teenage daughter, Emily, had recently gone off to university. Mike had inherited the resort from his parents, who’d founded it decades ago, and they’d spent years slowly transforming it into the secluded, self-sufficient community it now was.

Beth laughed as she explained how she and Mike had met. “He was away negotiating food supply deals for the resort,” she said, “and I had no idea what kind of place he ran until our second date. Once I found out… well, I insisted on coming here with him. Let’s just say I was very persuasive.”

Mike grinned at the memory. “She basically seduced me on the spot,” he chuckled. “Didn’t even give me time to finish my drink.”

“You didn’t seem to mind,” Beth teased.

Tom and Kelly laughed, though there was something electric about Beth’s confidence that still lingered in the air.

Then Tom remembered something. “Did you hear anything about our car?” he asked, a little sheepishly.

“Ah, yes,” Mike replied, sitting forward slightly. “I called the mechanic. He said the part your car needs is hard to come by, especially for something that old. It might take a week or so to sort.”

Tom exhaled slowly, running a hand through his hair. “Great. That’s most of our trip.”

"You're welcome to stay here as long as you need," Mike said warmly. "We’ve genuinely enjoyed having you both here, so please don’t feel like a burden."

"Thank you," Kelly replied, smiling. "We don’t know what we would’ve done without you two."

"We’d probably still be fully dressed," Tom joked, earning laughter all around.

Kelly tilted her head curiously. "So… were your parents into swinging too?"

Mike chuckled. "Not at all. Originally, my parents ran this place as a quiet little campsite for nature lovers—hiking, birdwatching, the occasional yoga retreat. But one summer, when I was about eighteen, a group of nudists called. They were really polite and asked if they could book the whole site for a week. My parents figured, ‘why not?’ They were respectful, quiet, paid upfront."

"And that was your first glimpse of it?" Tom asked.

"Exactly. I was just about to head off to college, and I remember walking through the site that week in total disbelief. It wasn’t even sexual—just this wild, liberating atmosphere. Everyone was naked but completely at ease. It opened my eyes to a whole different way of living. Every summer after that, they came back, and I always made sure I was home from college to ‘help out’ during their stay," he said with a sly grin.

Kelly laughed. "Helpful, huh?"

"Oh, very. And then a couple more bookings like that followed. A few nudist yoga retreats. A naked hiking club. Before long it just became part of the site’s identity. Normal, even."

"And what about the swinging side?" Tom asked, clearly intrigued.

Mike smiled. "That came later. After I inherited the place, I kept things running as my parents had, but word got around that we were open to different types of groups. One day, I got a call from a swinger group wanting to book the whole site. I said yes, mostly out of curiosity."

He leaned forward a little, grinning. "I remember my first encounter like it was yesterday. I was doing some maintenance—fixing a shower unit. Walked into one of the communal cabins, and there were three couples, all completely naked. The women were lying back getting their pussies licked, the guys fully into it. One of the women looked over at me, smiled, and just asked, ‘Want to come over and let me suck your cock?’"

Kelly’s eyes widened, mouth slightly open.

"I was frozen for a second," Mike continued, clearly enjoying the memory. "But she was confident, her husband just nodded, totally relaxed, like it was the most natural thing in the world. Next thing I knew, I was standing there while she went down on me—gorgeous woman, maybe mid-forties—and within minutes I was cumming in her mouth while her husband jerked off next to us and finished all over the floor."

He sat back with a shrug. "That was it. My first taste of it. I’ve never looked back."

"You said you were, um… strict," Kelly said cautiously. "What exactly are you strict about?"

Beth smiled, casually adjusting her position on the sofa. "We ask all new couples to answer a few questions, just to get a sense of who they are. Then we always do a video call—make sure they seem like the relaxed, respectful type. You can usually tell pretty fast if someone’s going to be a problem."

"We’ve had a few weirdos try it on over the years," Mike added, "but now we know how to spot them early. The vibe here only works if everyone’s open-minded and easy to be around."

"And," Beth added with a slight smirk, "we do screen for physical attraction."

Kelly raised her eyebrows. "Like… how strict are we talking?"

Beth chuckled. "Don’t worry—we’re not looking for movie stars. Just people who take care of themselves, have a good smile, a bit of confidence. Natural attractiveness. If everyone here felt like they were surrounded by trolls, it’d kill the mood pretty quickly."

"It’s still a business at the end of the day," Mike said, laughing. "If people stop coming because they think the crowd isn’t appealing, we’re screwed. Literally and financially."

Tom smiled. "Fair enough. That’s not as strict as I thought."

"We also make sure everyone’s been tested recently for all the common STDs," Beth said more seriously. "It’s a requirement. Just makes everything easier. People can relax and really enjoy themselves when they know it’s a safe space."

"Helps avoid awkward conversations later too," Mike added. "Nothing kills the mood like, 'Oh by the way, I should’ve mentioned…'"

Beth grinned and looked at Kelly. "And if I’m being totally honest, I do have a bit of a personal screening system for the guys."

Kelly laughed. "Oh yeah?"

Mike smirked. "She checks if they’re packing."

Beth playfully nudged him. "It’s not mandatory! But… let’s just say it helps. Some women come here hoping to be stretched out and gasping—not let down and disappointed."

Kelly blushed, but laughed anyway.

Beth leaned in. "Megan's the perfect example. She and Jake have been regulars for years—sweet couple. But Mike walks into a room and Megan’s like a magnet. That girl sees his cock and just melts. Zero self-control. She practically tackled him the first time they met."

Mike grinned. "Fiery redheads, man. No filter, no shame."

"All passion," Beth said, sipping her drink. "But you know what? That’s what makes it fun. Everyone who’s here wants to be here. No pressure. Just chemistry."

Tom and Kelly looked at each other, still trying to wrap their heads around how casual and confident the couple was.

Beth smiled. "And don’t worry—you two are already a breath of fresh air. Sexy, kind, curious… I think you’ll fit right in."

“Also,” Beth said gently, “I just wanted to say—we’re so sorry about earlier. We really didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”

“No, you didn’t,” Kelly said quickly, shaking her head. “We were just... surprised, that’s all.”

She glanced at Tom, then giggled, her cheeks flushing. “We actually both admitted we thought it was kinda hot to watch.”

Beth grinned. “I love hearing that. Honestly, that’s one of our favorite things about living like this. We’re very sexual people—and sometimes we just need to let it out. Get it out of our system, you know?”

Mike nodded, smiling. “Better that than keeping it bottled up. That never ends well.”

Kelly looked down at her lap, still blushing, but she was smiling too. There was a charge in the room now—something unspoken, but growing between them all.

As Beth finished speaking, she let her hand drift casually into Mike’s lap. Her fingers began to stroke his cock—soft at first, but already starting to swell under her touch. The movement was unhurried, almost affectionate, but undeniably arousing.

“I hope you don’t mind,” she said, glancing at Tom and Kelly with an inviting smile, her hand still working Mike’s now-thickening shaft.

Tom and Kelly exchanged a look—one full of nerves and excitement, but no fear. This was the moment. If they were going to back out, it had to be now.

Tom reached for Kelly’s hand and gave it a reassuring squeeze. She met his eyes, then smiled back. That was all the answer they needed.

“No, please,” Tom said, his voice low but certain. “As long as you don’t mind us just watching.”

Mike let out a soft chuckle. “Not at all,” he said, leaning back as Beth continued stroking him. “We love putting on a show.”

Almost instantly, Beth climbed onto her knees on the sofa and leaned over Mike, taking his now fully erect cock into her mouth. Kelly blinked in disbelief—she’d seen the size of it when it flopped free earlier, thick and heavy, and now it was almost fully hard she couldn’t fathom how anyone could fit that in their mouth. But Beth did. Effortlessly.

Beth's lips stretched wide as she worked her mouth up and down his shaft, producing loud, wet sucking sounds that filled the room. Her movements were fluid, practiced, hungry. It wasn’t just that she could take it—she wanted to, and clearly loved doing it.

Mike let out a groan and reached over, one hand slipping between Beth’s thighs, his fingers starting to tease her slick heat as her hips gently rocked against the sofa.

Tom felt his cock swell rapidly in his boxers, aching with arousal. Kelly shifted beside him, her breath shallow, her thighs instinctively squeezing together as she realized her new thong was already drenched. The built-up tension from the day, the teasing, the possibility—it all combusted in that moment. Watching this unfold in front of them wasn’t just hot. It was overwhelming. Almost too much.

Tom glanced at Kelly, her eyes fixed on the way Beth’s lips slid hungrily along Mike’s thick shaft. He leaned in and kissed her neck, then slipped his hand beneath the waistband of her thong. She gasped softly as his fingers found her clit—already swollen and slick. He paused, momentarily surprised. She was completely smooth. Kelly usually kept a neat little strip, something he’d always found sexy, but this was different—deliberate. Bold.

He looked up at her and she met his gaze, cheeks flushed, eyes burning with arousal. “For tonight,” she whispered, barely audible.

His cock twitched hard at that. She reached down and returned the favor, sliding her fingers under the waistband of his boxers. But Kelly didn’t hesitate—she pulled his cock free, wrapping her hand around it and stroking it slowly, deliberately, as if proud to show him off.

Tom let out a low breath, loving the thrill of being exposed, of not hiding anything. He hooked his fingers into the side of her thong and pulled the damp fabric aside, letting her pussy breathe—pink, glistening, and open to the room. His fingers resumed their rhythm, massaging her clit and then dipping between her folds as Kelly shifted her hips, wanting more. They weren’t just watching anymore. They were part of the show.

It was the first time Mike and Beth had seen them fully exposed. Beth’s eyes roamed over Tom’s body, settling on his cock, now thick and almost fully hard in Kelly’s hand. She licked her lips, her gaze openly appreciative.

“Mmm, would you look at that,” she purred. “You didn’t tell us you were hiding something that nice down there.”

Tom flushed but couldn’t help feeling a rush of pride.

“Oh, and he’s uncut too,” Beth added with a mischievous grin, glancing back at Mike. “Fuck, babe, how long’s it been since you watched me suck an uncut cock?”

Mike chuckled, eyes never leaving the scene in front of him. “Too long.”

The comment hit Tom unexpectedly. The thought of Beth wrapping her lips around his cock—of Mike watching—hit him like a bolt of lightning. To his surprise, it didn’t just arouse him—it made him suddenly self-conscious, more aware of his foreskin than he’d ever been in his life. He fought the urge to cover himself, but the heat in Beth’s eyes gave him enough confidence to hold still.

Mike leaned forward slightly, his attention shifting to Kelly. “And that pussy…” he said, voice thick with appreciation, “God damn, she looks incredible.”

Kelly’s breath caught in her throat. The way he said it—slow, certain, like he was admiring a work of art—sent a thrill straight through her. She should’ve felt embarrassed, but instead it lit something electric inside her. She was wet, open, and now fully exposed in front of a mature, confident couple who clearly loved every inch of what they were seeing.

Beth smiled knowingly, still straddling Mike, then leaned forward and kissed his neck. “I think we’ve got them properly warmed up now.”

With that, she rose up on her knees, pulled Mike’s cock from her mouth, and in one fluid motion swung her leg over his waist. She hovered for a moment, letting everyone take in the view of her glistening pussy, then slowly lowered herself down onto his thick, waiting shaft.

The room filled with a shared breath as she sank onto him, her hips settling with practiced ease. She began to ride him hard, her moans raw and uninhibited, while Tom and Kelly sat just feet away—half-naked, flushed, and mesmerized.

Beth began to ride Mike slowly at first, her slick pussy swallowing his thick cock inch by inch as she eased down onto him. Her mouth parted in a moan as she settled fully, her body arching, hands planted on his chest for balance. Mike's hands immediately found her curves—one gripping her ass, the other trailing up her waist to cup her breast through the delicate lace of her bra.

“Fuck, you feel tight tonight,” Mike groaned, thrusting his hips up into her. “Look at them watching you, baby. You like showing them how good your pussy takes it?”

Beth threw her head back and laughed—a low, throaty sound that was pure sex. She began to bounce faster, her tits jiggling with every thrust, the slap of skin against skin filling the room. “Mmm yes... let them see what that massive cock looks like inside me.”

Mike grinned and grabbed her by the hips, taking control, driving himself up into her with deep, powerful strokes. Beth's body responded instantly, her movements becoming frantic, animalistic, as she ground down harder.

“You see that, Kelly?” Beth panted, her eyes locking onto hers. “Feel how soaked I am on his cock? God, I wish you could feel this... the way he stretches me... fuck, I’m gonna cum already.”

Kelly couldn't look away. Her fingers moved faster over Tom’s cock, eyes glued to the place where Mike’s thick shaft disappeared inside Beth's dripping pussy. She imagined what it would feel like to be that full, that taken, that utterly used. Her own pussy clenched at the thought.

Beth’s voice rose to a desperate, breathless scream.

“Oh fuck yes, right there—fuck my slutty pussy, Mike, make me cum in front of them—let them see what your cock does to me!”

Mike drove into her with brutal rhythm, his balls slapping wetly against her as she suddenly shuddered and cried out, her whole body trembling. Her thighs quaked, her back arched, and she came hard, grinding down onto his cock, moaning shamelessly as her orgasm crashed over her.

Kelly bit her lip, breath shallow, her thong soaked through. Watching Beth cum so freely, so loudly, while stuffed full of that cock—it was overwhelming.

Tom was rock hard, leaking, and knew they’d both crossed a line that neither wanted to come back from.

Tom and Kelly looked at each other, and in that moment, it was clear—they couldn’t wait any longer. The slow burn of arousal that had been building all evening finally snapped, and their bodies surged toward each other with hungry need. Their lips met in a desperate, heated kiss, tongues tangling as hands roamed freely.

Tom slid his hands beneath Kelly’s bra and lifted it away, freeing her gorgeous breasts. They bounced naturally, nipples already stiff and begging for attention. He didn’t hesitate—he leaned in and sucked one into his mouth, drawing a soft gasp from her lips as her fingers tangled in his hair.

She arched into him, her body already trembling, and he reached down to hook his thumbs under her panties. With one smooth motion, he slid them down her thighs and off completely, revealing her glistening, perfectly smooth pussy. Her skin was flushed, her chest rising and falling with excitement.

Now fully naked, Kelly sat back on the sofa for a moment, letting the room see her. Her body was a perfect blend of youthful curves and confidence—full hips, a soft waist, and those proud, beautiful breasts. Her legs parted instinctively, not from obligation, but because she wanted to be seen. Needed to be seen.

She felt the heat of every gaze on her, and it thrilled her. Being completely exposed in front of another couple, knowing they were watching, craving... it was the most erotic thing she’d ever experienced. Her cheeks flushed, but it wasn’t from embarrassment. It was from arousal. Her pussy throbbed, slick and ready.

Mike caught sight of her and couldn’t look away. His cock twitched visibly as he took in the sight of her—open, eager, dripping. Something primal surged through him. Whenever he saw a woman like Kelly—ripe, aroused, and fully revealed—it sparked something almost uncontrollable. A hunger. A possessive, aching need to bury himself in her and fuck her until she forgot her own name.

But for now, he watched. Letting the anticipation simmer.

Kelly reached over and hooked her fingers into the waistband of Tom’s boxers, her eyes locked on his as she pulled them down slowly, letting the fabric slide past his hard cock until it sprang free. She wrapped her hand around the base and began stroking him with hungry, deliberate motions.

Beth turned to look—and her eyes lit up with interest. Tom wasn’t as long or thick as Mike—few men were—but that didn’t matter. What she saw was still impressive. His cock stood tall and proud, flushed with arousal, the foreskin still partly hugging the head. It was slightly shorter than what she was used to, and a little slimmer too, but there was something about it—about him—that made her pussy ache with curiosity.

She tilted her head, biting her lip as she admired it. He was young, lean, and full of that eager energy she remembered craving when she was his age. And that cock… it wasn’t huge, but it was beautifully shaped and looked like it would fit inside her like it was made for her. It had that perfect firmness and a hint of vulnerability she found incredibly sexy.

Beth leaned closer to Mike and murmured just loud enough for him to hear, her voice laced with heat, “God, look at that. It’s been a while since I had a younger cock like that inside me… I’d love to feel how he fucks.”

She looked back at Tom, her eyes lingering on the way his shaft twitched as Kelly pumped him. She imagined wrapping her legs around his waist, pulling him into her, using her experience to drive him wild. Just the thought made her clench.

She wasn’t even sure if they’d take things that far tonight—but if the chance came? She wasn’t saying no.

Tom knelt down in front of Kelly, his eyes meeting hers as she sat on the edge of the sofa, legs spread just enough to reveal her glistening pussy. She hesitated for a moment, her cheeks flushed—not just from arousal, but from the overwhelming vulnerability of being so exposed, so completely on display.

Beth and Mike were right there. Watching.

But then Tom leaned in and kissed the inside of her thigh, slowly, reverently. And then another kiss, closer to her center. Kelly let out a shaky breath. She wanted this. She needed this.

Tom gently hooked his thumbs under her thighs and pulled her a little closer to the edge of the cushion. Then his mouth met her pussy—slow and tentative at first, then deeper, hungrier. His tongue parted her folds, finding her clit with practiced ease, and Kelly let out a soft moan as her body arched toward him. The sensation was intense. Immediate.

Beth, still bent over the coffee table, her body jolting with each of Mike’s hard thrusts, looked over and smiled. “Well damn… looks like someone knows how to use his tongue.”

Kelly flushed again, but she couldn’t respond—she was too busy trying to hold herself together. Her fingers gripped the cushion, her thighs trembled, and her breathing came in rapid, shallow bursts. Tom was relentless, teasing and circling and flicking her clit with just the right pressure. His hands held her open, his eyes never leaving her face.

The vulnerability of it—the rawness of being eaten out so completely in front of two other people—somehow only made it more arousing. She felt like a goddess, completely worshipped, completely desired.

Her eyes flicked over to Beth, who was now bouncing wildly as Mike fucked her from behind, her big tits swinging with every thrust. Kelly couldn’t look away. The power, the sensuality of it—it ignited something deep inside her.

And then it hit her.

Her orgasm crashed through her, sudden and overwhelming. Her whole body clenched, her thighs locked around Tom’s head, and a high, breathless moan escaped her lips. It was one of the most intense, explosive orgasms she’d ever had. She gasped and bucked and came undone in front of all of them.

When she finally relaxed, her body limp and pulsing with aftershocks, she looked down at Tom—his face glistening, his eyes full of adoration—and realized she’d never felt so powerful, or so utterly exposed.

And she loved it.

Beth watched with an approving smile as Kelly writhed against Tom’s mouth, her orgasm still echoing in the air. She leaned forward, voice low and playful.

“Kelly, honey… I think it’s time you fucked this poor boy properly. He looks like he’s more than earned it.”

Kelly looked down and saw just how true that was—Tom’s cock was straining upward, flushed and throbbing, glistening with a bead of precum. Her body still buzzed with pleasure, but a new wave of hunger began to swell inside her. She couldn’t believe how badly she needed to feel him inside her. She couldn’t believe they were really doing this, having sex in front of two near-strangers… and loving every second of it.

Her eyes met Tom’s as she lifted herself from his mouth, her thighs still trembling slightly. She didn’t say a word at first—just let her eyes roam slowly down his chest, across his stomach, until they settled on his cock.

Then she leaned down, brought her lips close to his ear, and whispered, “I want you to fuck me like Mike fucked Beth.”

Tom shivered beneath her. That one sentence was all it took.

Kelly reached between her legs and guided his cock to her slick entrance. She hovered there for a second, savoring the moment, the tension, the heat. Then, with a soft moan, she sank down onto him inch by inch, her body swallowing him completely.

The gasp she let out wasn’t just from pleasure—it was disbelief. She was really doing this. She was really fucking Tom, right here, right now, as Beth and Mike watched. And she’d never felt more alive.

Tom was so horny that it set him off like a sprinter hearing the starting pistol. He plunged his cock deep inside his girlfriend, she stared to groan as he thrust himself powerfully into her over and over.

"Yes—yes, give it to me!" Kelly screamed, her voice raw and full of need.

She’d never let herself be this loud before. Usually she tried to keep it quiet, to muffle the sounds behind gritted teeth or clenched sheets. But now? After watching Beth cry out with abandon, after hearing the shameless slap of skin and the moans that filled the room? She didn’t want to hold back. She wanted to be heard. She wanted everyone in the room to know how good it felt.

Tom gripped her hips and thrust upward, watching her face contort in pleasure. Her hair spilled around her shoulders, her chest rising and falling with every ragged breath. Her pussy clenched around him, impossibly hot and slick, and he could hardly believe this was the same woman who used to blush at even the suggestion of being watched.

After a few minutes of deep, rhythmic thrusting, Kelly shifted her weight and leaned back, bracing her hands on Tom’s thighs. She began to ride him—slowly at first, savoring the feeling. She rose up until just the tip remained inside her, letting the cool air tease her swollen lips, then dropped back down hard, the wet slap echoing off the walls. Again. And again. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, and her thighs began to tremble with the effort.

Tom could barely breathe. Watching her like this—completely uninhibited, lost in her own pleasure—was almost too much to take. Her breasts bounced with every movement, her nipples taut and flushed. She arched her back, head falling back in ecstasy, and rode him like she was the only one in the room.

But then they both noticed something.

The rhythm of moans and slapping skin from across the room had gone quiet.

Kelly paused for a second, panting, and looked over her shoulder. Tom followed her gaze.

Beth and Mike weren’t fucking anymore. They were watching.

Beth sat on her knees, her body glowing with sweat, one hand lazily stroking Mike’s hard cock as he sat beside her. Both had intense, hungry expressions on their faces.

“Did you guys finish?” Tom asked, catching his breath.

Mike shook his head slowly, a smile playing on his lips. “No… not yet. We just didn’t want to miss this. Watching you two—it’s beautiful.”

Beth leaned in, licking her lips as she eyed Kelly still straddling Tom. “Actually,” she said, her voice thick with heat, “we wanted to ask if you'd be open to trying something new. Only if you're comfortable, of course.”

The air felt electric.

Tom and Kelly looked at each other. Their bodies were still joined, her wetness still dripping down onto him, both of them flushed and panting. Neither of them spoke at first—but the unspoken answer was already written all over their faces.

Mike stood slowly from the couch, his muscular frame glistening with a sheen of sweat, his cock still rock hard and slick with Beth’s juices. Without a word, he stepped around the table, his eyes fixed on Kelly. The room seemed to hold its breath.

Kelly had just finished bouncing on Tom’s cock, her body trembling from her second orgasm, her chest rising and falling as she struggled to process the dizzying mix of pleasure and nerves swirling inside her. And now, Mike—impossibly tall, broad-shouldered, and utterly naked—was walking toward her.

He stopped just in front of her.

Kelly barely dared to look up at first, but when she finally raised her eyes, the breath caught in her throat. His cock was right there. Inches from her face. Throbbing. Massive. Glazed with a glistening sheen of Beth’s arousal. The same cock she’d seen at the lake—her first real glimpse of another man’s erection. But now it wasn’t just a flash in the water or a peek across the grass.

Now it hovered right in front of her.

So close she could feel the heat radiating from it.

So close she could smell the faint, intoxicating scent of sex on it.

Mike didn’t say a word. He didn’t need to. His hands hung at his sides, not demanding, not pushing—just waiting. Offering.

The silence was deafening.

Kelly’s mouth had gone dry. Her pussy, the opposite. She felt her thighs trembling where she straddled Tom, still full of him, his cock buried deep but now utterly ignored as her attention zeroed in on the pulsing shaft just above her.

Her heart pounded. She wanted it. God, she wanted it so badly. But she couldn’t make the first move. She was scared—scared of what it would mean, scared of crossing that final line, scared of what it might do to her relationship. She needed someone else to say it was okay.

She looked down at Tom, who was still inside her, his cock twitching with every slow throb of her arousal.

"Should I... touch it?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Tom looked up at her. Vulnerable. Wide-eyed. He knew what this moment meant. She’d never touched another man’s cock in her life. Not even flirted with the idea. And now, she was sitting with his cock still inside her, asking permission to touch another man’s.

And it wasn’t just any man.

It was Mike.

Tom’s heart was thudding, his throat tight, but the answer came out without hesitation.

“Only if you want to,” he said. “Do you… want to?”

Kelly hesitated. She bit her lip. Her eyes flicked up to Mike’s cock again. The head looked huge. Angry. Veined and leaking. The thought of wrapping her mouth around it sent a shiver through her, but still she clung to the last sliver of hesitation.

“I… I don’t know,” she whispered. “Do you think I should?”

Tom’s hands slid up to her hips and held her gently. He looked up at her, eyes soft but burning with lust.

“That’s not my decision, baby,” he said. “It’s yours. But I need to know—do you want to suck his cock?”

The question hit her like a wave.

Do you want to suck his cock?

Her lips parted. At first she tried to deny it, to shake her head, to say something coy. But the truth was surging up inside her, undeniable and hot and dripping between her thighs. Her breathing turned shallow. She looked back at Mike’s cock—just hovering, just waiting—and something broke loose inside her.

She moaned, almost involuntarily.

“Yes,” she breathed. Then louder: “Yes… yes, I do.”

She reached up with a trembling hand and wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft. Her hand barely made it halfway around. It pulsed in her palm like a living thing, warm and slick and heavy.

Tom watched in awe.

Kelly held it there for a moment, just stroking, slow and cautious, feeling the weight, the texture, the power of it. Her thumb brushed the slick head, and she stared at the bead of precum glistening there like a dare.

Then, slowly, she leaned forward.

Mike let out a low groan as her lips parted and she wrapped them around the tip, tongue swirling softly, cautiously. It barely fit past her lips at first, and for a second she pulled back, wide-eyed.

“I don’t know if I can take it,” she whispered, glancing nervously at Tom.

“You don’t have to,” he said, voice hoarse. “But fuck, you look so good with it in your mouth.”

That pushed her forward again.

She opened wider, taking more of him, inch by inch, letting herself adjust, her jaw straining. Her lips stretched around the thick shaft as she bobbed gently, using her hand for the parts she couldn’t yet reach. And the taste—musky, warm, and unmistakably laced with Beth—hit the back of her throat like fire.

She moaned again, the vibrations making Mike twitch in her mouth.

Tom, still inside her, throbbed with need. Watching his girlfriend—his shy, sweet, gorgeous Kelly—sucking another man’s cock with her tits bouncing and her hips trembling, made him harder than he’d ever been in his life.

And the look on Mike’s face as he looked down at her?

Pure hunger.

Kelly was lost now. There was no going back.

She was doing it. She was sucking his cock. And it felt incredible.

“That’s a good girl,” Mike murmured, voice deep and approving as he ran a hand through Kelly’s hair, guiding her with a gentle rhythm. Her lips looked delicate wrapped around his thick shaft, and every inch she managed to take made his hips twitch with pleasure.

Tom watched, stunned, aroused beyond belief. Kelly’s small hand gripped the base of Mike’s cock, her mouth slowly working up and down the slick length, saliva glistening on her lips as she tried to take more each time.

Beth moved closer, her hips swaying lazily, her breasts still bouncing slightly from Mike’s earlier thrusts. She crouched beside Tom, her hand resting on his chest, her voice dripping with mock sweetness.

“Well well,” she said playfully, watching Kelly’s head bob. “Look at your girlfriend, Tom. Such a little cock-hungry slut, isn’t she?”

Tom swallowed hard, glancing from Beth’s amused expression back to Kelly’s wet, determined mouth. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes slightly watering as she fought to take more of Mike’s size.

Beth giggled and leaned in close, her breath warm against Tom’s ear. “And you… just lying there with her pussy wrapped around you, watching her suck another man’s cock. God, you’re loving this, aren’t you?”

Tom opened his mouth to speak, but couldn’t form a single word.

Beth smirked. “Mmm. You shouldn’t be enjoying this, you know. She’s being so bad. Sucking another man off while she’s still full of your cock. But your cock’s so hard. Naughty boy.”

She leaned down and kissed him. Her lips were soft, but the kiss was filthy—full of tongue and teasing. He tasted the salt of Mike’s precum on her mouth and shuddered, groaning into her kiss.

Beth pulled back with a wicked grin. “God, you’re both filthier than we thought.”

Kelly moaned around Mike’s cock in response, her eyes flicking up to meet Tom’s. She looked embarrassed—and so unbelievably turned on.

Beth turned her attention back to Kelly and laughed softly. “Look at her. You’re loving this, aren’t you, sweetheart? Look at how greedy your little mouth is. We invite you over and within an hour you’ve got two cocks in your life.”

Kelly pulled back for a moment, gasping, her lips slick with spit. “Fuck,” she whispered, catching her breath. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

Beth reached out and cupped Kelly’s cheek, her tone teasing but affectionate. “Believe it, baby. You’re doing it, and you look so pretty doing it.”

Mike growled low in his throat, thrusting gently into Kelly’s mouth again. “She’s amazing,” he muttered. “So fucking eager.”

Beth looked at Tom again, biting her lip. “Imagine how cute she’ll look when she lets him cum all over her face,” she said softly, her fingers trailing across Tom’s chest. “Or better yet… when she takes it in her mouth and swallows. You think she’ll do that for us?”

Tom could barely process what was happening. His girlfriend—his sweet, shy Kelly—was on his lap, bouncing slowly on his cock, while her mouth stretched around Mike’s thick shaft, sloppily sucking him with growing hunger. Her eyes fluttered with arousal, her free hand now cupping Mike’s balls as if she were completely lost to the moment.

And yet, in the haze of lust, Tom had a flash of clarity—Kelly never swallowed. She hated the taste of cum. In fact, she’d only ever done it a handful of times for him, and usually only when she was really drunk. The idea that she might go further with Mike made his stomach twist—not out of jealousy, but a confused swirl of disbelief and unbearable arousal.

Kelly was moaning again, the sound vibrating along Mike’s cock as she took him deeper—more than she thought possible.

Beth smiled. “God, you two are going to be so much fun.”

“I can’t miss out on all this fun,” Beth purred, her voice low and playful as she slid herself over, straddling Tom’s face without hesitation. Her mature, perfectly manicured pussy hovered just above his lips before she lowered it with a slow, deliberate motion, smirking as his eager tongue extended to meet her. His hands instinctively gripped her thighs as he buried his face between them, the scent of her arousal filling his nose, the taste of her slickness intoxicating on his tongue.

The chain was complete now—mouths and cocks and pussies all connected, every one of them giving and receiving. But it was Kelly who looked transformed. Her body rocked between Mike and Tom, one cock stretching her pussy and another pressing into her throat, her eyes glassy and unfocused with ecstasy.

Beth leaned forward as Tom licked her, her hands sliding over Kelly’s flushed skin. She cupped one of her large, perfect breasts and gently rolled the nipple between her fingers, watching with amusement as Kelly moaned around Mike’s cock but didn’t pull away.

Tom blinked in surprise, unsure if Kelly even realized what was happening—but when Beth leaned in and began suckling her other nipple, Kelly let out a deep, guttural groan that made it clear: she wasn’t just allowing it. She was loving it.

Tom had always known Kelly to be straight. She'd said so herself. He couldn’t count how many times she’d brushed off even the idea of another woman touching her. And yet now—here she was, a cock in her mouth, one in her pussy, and her nipples being sucked and pinched by a confident, sexy older woman... and she looked like she’d never felt better.

Beth moaned around Kelly’s breast, pulling back just enough to tease her with her tongue before grinning up at Mike. “She’s such a good little slut. Look at her. Didn’t think she’d be into this, did you?”

Kelly didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Her mouth was still full, and her whole body had gone rigid as waves of pleasure overtook her. Her pussy clamped down around Tom’s cock, pulsing and squeezing as her orgasm ripped through her—one of the most powerful she’d ever had. She pulled back from Mike’s cock just long enough to gasp for air, her face flushed, nipples soaked from Beth’s tongue, her entire body trembling from release.

Beth laughed softly, still tweaking Kelly’s nipple as she looked down at her with wicked satisfaction. “I think that answers it.”

Mike’s breathing had grown heavier, his hips twitching as Kelly continued to work his cock with both hands, her lips gliding wetly over the thick head while her fingers gripped the base. Tom could tell Mike was close, and then he heard it. The unmistakable moan followed by “Fuck, fuck I’m going to cum”—and then, without a word, Kelly took him fully into her mouth.

Tom blinked. He couldn’t believe it.

Kelly never swallowed. Not for him. Not for anyone. She hated the taste of cum—he knew that all too well. She’d only ever done it a handful of times, usually when she was drunk, and even then she’d grimaced through it like it was a dare. And yet now, with Mike’s massive cock stretching her mouth, she didn’t hesitate.

Mike let out a guttural groan, and then it happened—he exploded, thick ropes of cum pouring into Kelly’s mouth, his cock twitching again and again. Kelly’s whole body tensed. Her brows furrowed. She clearly hated it. Tom could see it all over her face—the way her throat tried to suppress the gag, the way her eyes watered, the faint tremble in her jaw.

But she didn’t pull away.

She kept sucking. She kept swallowing. She wanted to do this for him.

And it was that look in her eyes—raw, wide, and determined—that struck Tom the most. Behind all the discomfort, behind the sheer effort of dealing with the volume pouring from Mike’s cock, there was something else: hunger. Devotion. Pleasure in submission. She wanted to be the one to take it for him, even if she couldn’t stand the taste.

It was too much though—Mike’s orgasm went on and on, and before long, it was leaking from the corners of her lips. A creamy stream began to trickle down her chin, and she tried to catch it with her tongue, but she was already overwhelmed.

“Fuck…” Mike muttered, stroking her hair as he finally finished, his cock softening in her mouth.

Before Tom could even process it, Beth suddenly shifted her weight and looked over her shoulder at him. Her eyes sparkled.

“Oh no you don’t,” she said playfully to Kelly, who was still recovering, “this one’s mine.”

With a confident, fluid motion, Beth moved between Tom’s legs and pushed Kelly gently aside. Tom barely had time to react before her fingers curled around his cock, already slick from Kelly’s pussy, and she took it deep into her mouth.

“Shit…” Tom gasped.

Beth wasn’t trying to tolerate it. She wasn’t enduring anything. She was relishing it.

Her hand moved with perfect rhythm, wrapping firmly around his shaft, sliding his foreskin all the way back with a practiced grip. She sucked him slowly, sensually, letting the head glide against her tongue while her eyes locked with his—steady, wicked, knowing.

Tom could barely hold on. That look—those eyes on his, filled with pure sexual joy—was too much. Beth wanted his cum. She loved it. She made it obvious.

The contrast couldn’t have been clearer. Kelly, beautiful and devoted, struggling through every drop… and Beth, older, unapologetic, savoring his taste like it was a treat she’d waited all night for.

He groaned as he came hard in her mouth, spurting into her throat. Beth didn’t flinch. She swallowed eagerly, still staring into his eyes, her cheeks hollowing as she milked him dry. He could feel every pull of her mouth, every stroke of her tongue, until he was completely spent and panting beneath her.

Only then did she release him with a soft pop, licking her lips with a pleased little smile.

“Mmm. Younger guys taste so fucking good,” she said, wiping the corner of her mouth with her thumb before licking it clean.

Tom lay back, dazed, as Beth settled beside him like nothing had happened. Across the room, Kelly was curled up, chest still heaving, her chin streaked with the last remnants of Mike’s orgasm. She glanced over at Tom and gave a dazed little smile.

They’d both crossed lines tonight. But neither one of them looked like they regretted it.

"You guys sure you've never done that before?" Mike laughed, still catching his breath.

Kelly wiped her chin with the back of her hand and let out a breathless laugh. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

Beth grinned, looking between the two of them. “We hope you enjoyed it.”

“We did,” Tom said, his voice low, still dazed. He was staring at Kelly—her flushed cheeks, the sheen of sweat on her chest, the strands of hair stuck to her face, and the streaks of cum drying on her skin. She was completely naked, used, and glowing… and he thought she’d never looked more beautiful.

Beth stretched and stood. “Well, we’re going to need some drinks after that.”

“God, yes,” Kelly said, standing up a little shakily. “And I need something—anything—to get this taste out of my mouth.”

Beth laughed, wrapping an arm around her shoulder and guiding her toward the kitchen. “Still not a fan, huh?”

“Ugh,” Kelly said with a shiver. “I don’t know how you enjoy it. That was a lot.”

Beth looked over at her, curious. “But you still did it. You took it all. Honestly? I thought you loved it.”

Kelly turned on the tap and filled a glass, taking big gulps as she tried to wash the taste away. Then she leaned back on the counter and looked down at her hands, still trembling slightly. “I didn’t love the taste,” she admitted softly. “Not even a little bit.”

Beth tilted her head. “Then why?”

There was a long pause before Kelly answered, her voice lower, more thoughtful. “Because I… I wanted to. For him. I wanted to be the one to do that for him. I don’t even know how to explain it. Just… something about knowing how good it felt for him, how much he needed it... I wanted to give him that, even if I had to fight the urge to spit it out.”

Beth studied her for a moment, then nodded slowly. “So it wasn’t about you liking it—it was about him. And you wanted to push through the part you hated, just to see the way he looked at you afterward?”

Kelly smiled faintly, almost shyly. “Yeah. That look… it was worth everything.”

Beth stepped closer, placing her hand gently on Kelly’s lower back. “Then maybe you liked it more than you think. Not the taste—but the power of it. The gift of it.”

Kelly bit her lip, eyes meeting Beth’s. “Maybe. That makes me sound kind of…”

“Kind of incredible,” Beth interrupted. “I’ve never seen someone so turned on by giving. That’s rare.”

They stood in silence for a few moments, the tension between them softer now—intimate, understanding.

Back in the living room, Tom and Mike were sprawled on opposite sofas, still recovering, both with half-drunk smiles.

“We look forward to having you both here a few more days,” Beth called back, smiling to herself as she poured two glasses of wine. She knew they were only just beginning. There was more to explore, and she had a feeling they’d all be up for going even further.

“You feeling okay?” Tom asked Kelly as she reentered the room, handing him a glass.

“I feel great,” she said, a bit breathless still.

“You?”

“I feel amazing,” he said, watching her with a new kind of awe.

They sat together, bodies close, drinks in hand, their skin still warm, their minds already replaying everything. Neither of them could quite believe what had happened—and neither of them could stop thinking about what might come next.


Chapter 5

Tom kissed the back of her shoulder, his hips still slowly rocking against her. “How do you feel after last night?” he asked quietly.

There was a pause. Then, softly, “I don’t know. Good. I think.” Her voice sounded unsure.

“You think?”

Kelly let out a small breath. “It’s just… I’ve been lying here wondering if you’re going to feel weird. Or regret anything. About what I did.”

Tom didn’t answer immediately. He just pulled her closer, feeling every inch of her body molded against him.

“You mean Mike?” he said.

She nodded against his arm. “It was a lot. What we did. What I did. And… I just keep thinking about the end. About swallowing.”

Tom’s cock gave an involuntary twitch inside her. She felt it.

“I know I don’t usually do that,” she continued, rushing the words out now. “With you, I mean. I—I hate the taste, you know that. I always have.”

Tom was quiet, listening. She seemed almost embarrassed.

“There’s been, like, what… three times? Four? And even then, it was usually when I’d had too much to drink and I just didn’t want to stop.” She laughed nervously. “God, I sound awful.”

“No, you don’t,” Tom said gently.

Kelly shifted, her voice lower now, more introspective. “But last night… it just felt different. Not the taste—I still hated that—but everything else. Him standing there, letting me do it. Knowing you were watching. I could feel it in his body, how close he was, and I just… I wanted to give that to him. Even if I hated the way it tasted, I wanted to do it. I don’t even fully understand why.”

Tom didn’t speak. He didn’t have to. His cock, still hard inside her, pulsed again, and she felt it.

“I wanted to make him cum,” she whispered, “even if it meant swallowing. I wanted to do it while you watched.”

Tom ran his hand up to her breast again, squeezing it gently, his thumb brushing her nipple.

“Do you regret it?” he asked.

She shook her head instantly. “No. But I’ve never done that before. Not with anyone else. And I didn’t know if you’d wake up this morning and… I don’t know. Hate me for it.”

Tom kissed the back of her neck. “I don’t. I love you for telling me. For trusting me with it.”

He paused. Then, his voice low: “So… was it just the size?”

Kelly gave a small laugh, but there was warmth in it. “That was part of it. I mean, it’s hard not to notice. But also… he’s circumcised. You’re not. And I’ve never really thought about it before, but when I saw it up close… it looked different. Clean. Smooth. I don’t know, it just… excited me. Visually, I guess.”

Tom groaned softly. “God, Kelly…”

She smiled against the pillow. “You’re still hard.”

“Of course I’m still hard.”

She rolled her hips slowly, feeling him shift deeper inside her. “You’re okay with this? All of it?”

Tom leaned in, kissed her cheek, and whispered, “I’ve never been more turned on in my life.”

Kelly was quiet for a moment, then said softly, “Even knowing I sucked another cock?” She let the question linger before adding, “A bigger one?”

Tom’s breath caught. She could feel his cock twitch inside her again, and that was all the answer she needed—but she wanted to hear him say it.

“Are you okay with me sucking a bigger cock?” she asked again, more clearly this time. Her voice was low but steady. “Tell me.”

Tom groaned. “Yes. I’m okay with it.”

She turned her head slightly, just enough to glance back at him, her eyes half-lidded but sparkling with mischief. “You liked watching it.”

He didn’t deny it. “I did. So fucking much.”

Kelly exhaled, a little laugh escaping her lips. “Beth seemed to like it too. The taste, I mean. She swallowed like it was her favorite dessert.”

Tom chuckled, squeezing her tit gently. “Yeah… she really did.”

Kelly bit her lip, a flicker of something wicked passing through her expression. “Maybe next time I’ll leave more for her.”

Tom groaned again, his cock throbbing inside her now. She rocked back against him, slowly grinding.

They moved together again, their bodies slick, slow, and perfectly in sync—but now with something unspoken crackling between them: freedom, trust, and an arousal neither had expected to feel so intensely.

“Do you think we’ll try any more of that swinging stuff?” Tom asked, his voice low against her ear. He tried to sound casual, but Kelly could feel the tension in the way he held her hips, the subtle urgency in each slow thrust. He was hard and deep, and she was already close.

“Maybe,” she murmured, “We’ll have to see how we feel in the moment.”

Tom kissed the back of her neck. “You liked it though… didn’t you?”

She hesitated.

He slid deeper inside her, hands gripping her waist now. “Tell me. Did it feel good?”

Kelly gasped as he rocked forward, pressing against the spot that made her legs tense. “Yes,” she whispered. “It felt good.”

He didn’t stop. “Better than me?”

She shook her head quickly, but said nothing.

Tom slowed, not out of gentleness but to force the answer. “Kelly.”

“…What?”

“I want to know. Was Mike the best fuck you’ve ever had?”

She whimpered. “Tom…”

“Say it.”

She clenched around him, her whole body coiled, breath caught in her throat.

“Tell me,” he said again, his voice almost shaking now, “Did he fuck you better than I ever have?”

She finally moaned, voice breaking. “Yes… yes, he did…”

The words hit like a lightning bolt—and in the same instant, her body gave in. She cried out, pussy pulsing around his cock as her orgasm tore through her. She trembled against him, shuddering and wet, breath ragged as she whispered again, “He was the best… but I still wanted you.”

That was all Tom needed. With a sharp groan, he slammed into her one last time, buried deep as he came hard, flooding her with his own release. His hands gripped her tight, face buried in her shoulder, the two of them locked together in something more intense than either expected—shame, desire, love, jealousy, and release tangled in the same breathless moment.

They didn’t speak for a while. They just stayed wrapped around each other, their bodies slowly calming, hearts still racing.

And despite everything she’d just said… or maybe because of it… Tom had never felt closer to her.

They got ready to leave for breakfast, the air between them light but still charged from the night before. Kelly had insisted on keeping some clothes on, still feeling anxious about being completely nude in front of everyone. It felt too vulnerable, too exposed after everything they’d just done. They’d agreed: underwear for now, at least until it felt more natural.

Kelly chose a simple white cotton bra and matching panties, the kind she wore at home—comfortable, modest, with a delicate little bow at the front. Somehow that bow made her look even more innocent, which only reminded Tom of how wildly she'd behaved the night before. He couldn’t stop glancing at her. Tom himself pulled on his black boxers, feeling oddly self-conscious despite the events of the previous night.

As they approached the dining room, they slowed. A flicker of doubt passed between them—did everyone know? Had the walls been thin? Could they tell?

The buzz of morning chatter and clinking cutlery filled the room. But as soon as they stepped inside, the atmosphere shifted. Forks paused mid-air. Heads turned.

"Well done, guys!" Lisa called out with a wide grin, breaking the silence.

"Glad to see you're getting into the spirit," Jasmin added, her voice playful but warm.

They both laughed awkwardly as they took their seats, cheeks flushed, but not with shame. Mike and Beth crossed the room toward them, each with a coffee in hand. Tom couldn’t help but notice the way Mike moved—relaxed, confident, utterly unbothered by his complete nudity. His heavy cock swung between his thighs with each step, thick and pendulous, a silent reminder of everything that had happened the night before. Tom saw Kelly glance at it too, just for a moment, then quickly back to her coffee.

"Glad to see we didn’t scare you away," Mike said, his smile easy and familiar, like they were old friends.

"Nope," Tom replied, forcing a grin. "Can’t get rid of us that easily."

"Like we would want that," Beth teased, her eyes dancing.

"Thanks for being gentle with us," Kelly said shyly.

Beth slid her arm affectionately around Kelly’s shoulder, a soft maternal touch that made her flinch for a second before relaxing into it.

"Not at all, sweetie," she said. "We love helping couples like you through this kind of journey. You’d be surprised how much people can unlock in themselves if they’re just given the space."

Kelly nodded slowly, but Tom froze.

Journey?

The word echoed in his mind. He hadn’t thought of it like that. To him, last night had been an experience. A fantasy made real. A one-off—or maybe something occasional. But a journey? That implied movement, change. A path they were now walking. Together… or maybe not.

He watched Kelly smile at Beth, watched the two women’s closeness, how easily Kelly accepted her affection now. And something inside him twisted.

Was this going to change her? Them? Had it already?

He tried to brush it off—after all, they’d talked, hadn’t they? They were still connected. But the truth was, his mind was spinning.

Would she start comparing him to Mike? Would she crave something new now, something he couldn’t provide? And what did it mean that he’d been so aroused watching her with another man?

A million questions surged up, unspoken and unformed, like a wave waiting to crash. He smiled and took a sip of coffee, trying not to let it show.

But Kelly, glancing at him from the corner of her eye, could already tell.

As they ate, Tom and Kelly realized there were no scheduled group activities that morning. The mood in the dining room was relaxed—casual conversation, clinking cutlery, and the occasional ripple of laughter filled the space. For a moment, it felt almost like any other vacation. But then Lisa approached their table, her smile warm and slightly mischievous.

“We don’t know if you had any plans today,” she began, brushing a curl from her shoulder, “but Jaz and I like to hold a little ladies’ yoga session on Wednesdays. We’d love for you to join us, Kelly.”

Before Kelly could respond, Lisa turned to Tom with a wink. “Sorry, Tom. The boys usually find something else to entertain themselves with. You’ll survive.”

Kelly lit up. “Oh! I’d love to. I keep trying to do yoga at home but never stick with it. It’ll be nice to stretch properly for once… if Tom doesn’t mind me leaving him on his own?”

Tom hesitated for just a second. His fork hovered mid-air. He trusted Kelly, he really did—but this place had a habit of delivering surprises he never saw coming. Still, the last thing he wanted was to seem controlling.

“No, that’s fine,” he said with a small smile, nodding at her. “I’ll find something to do.”

She reached across the table, touching his wrist affectionately, and he squeezed her fingers in return. He wasn’t sure if the warmth in his chest was from pride or anxiety.

As the group began trickling out of the dining room, Beth appeared behind Tom like a shadow slipping into place. He caught the subtle scent of her perfume just before her voice reached his ear.

“I hear Kelly’s joining the girls for yoga,” she said brightly, though her eyes—when he turned to look—carried that same knowing glint he was beginning to recognize.

“Yeah,” Kelly replied cheerfully. “I’m looking forward to it. Are you coming too?”

“Oh no,” Beth chuckled, brushing an imaginary speck from her bare shoulder. “I don’t usually partake. I find other ways to stretch myself out.”

She winked at Tom as she said it, her hand casually resting on the back of his chair—just enough pressure to feel intimate, but not quite possessive.

Kelly giggled, her shoulders relaxing further now that the mood had shifted to playfulness.

“I just came to ask,” Beth continued, “if Tom might like to join Mike, Jake, and me for a bit of golf?”

Tom blinked. “There’s a golf course here?”

Beth laughed. “Only a small one—nine holes, tucked just behind the woods. We like to call it clothing optional, though that’s unofficial.”

Tom glanced at Kelly, half-hoping she’d protest. She didn’t.

“You should go,” she encouraged. “Better than being stuck with nothing to do.”

Tom swallowed. Truthfully, he’d never played golf in his life. And part of him was more tempted by the thought of catching glimpses of naked women doing downward dog. But Beth’s hand on his shoulder was warm, firm—and something about the way she looked at him made him feel like she already knew he’d say yes.

“What do you say?” she asked, giving his shoulder the faintest squeeze.

“Sure,” he said, maybe a little too quickly. “I’ll give it a go.”

“Excellent.” Her smile deepened. “Follow us, then. I’ll make sure you get all the... basics.”

Kelly leaned over and kissed his cheek. “Have fun.”

He tried to look relaxed as he followed Beth’s swaying hips across the dining room, but his mind was a swirl of anticipation, nerves, and something else he couldn’t quite name—something that felt like the beginning of another unexpected chapter.

Before they left the room, Tom and Kelly lingered behind. As the door clicked shut, he pulled her close and wrapped his arms around her, nuzzling into the warm crook of her neck. Then, with a mischievous grin, his hands slid up her back and unhooked her bra in one swift motion.

"Excuse me?" Kelly gasped, startled, as he peeled it away and exposed her full, flushed breasts. She instinctively crossed her arms over her chest, but the hint of a smile tugged at her lips.

"I just thought, seeing as most of the girls are gonna be doing yoga in the nude, you might want to... blend in," Tom said innocently, eyes gleaming.

Kelly narrowed hers in mock annoyance—then dropped to her knees and yanked down his boxers, letting his semi-hard cock spring free. "Two can play at that game," she said smugly.

Tom chuckled as he looked down at her. "Alright, deal—I'll go full commando if you do."

"Hmm... I’ll lose the bra," she said, giving him a quick squeeze, "but the panties stay on. At least until I feel brave enough to let all those women get an eyeful."

"Fair enough," he said, content with the compromise as his gaze drifted back down to her bare chest. "God, you're beautiful."

He bent to kiss her quickly, then glanced around the room. "You gonna be okay without me?"

"Tom," she said with a half-laugh, half-sigh, "I’m doing yoga with a bunch of women. I think I’ll survive."

He smirked. "Yeah, but some of them are lesbians... what if they try something?"

Kelly raised an eyebrow at him. "Seriously?"

"I mean, I’m just saying, considering how straight you say you are..." he trailed off, grinning, "...you didn’t seem to mind Beth playing with your tits last night."

Kelly paused, a slow flush creeping up her neck—but instead of denying it, she shrugged and smiled. “Look, if I’ve got a cock in my pussy and one in my mouth, my tits are basically community property. I’m not exactly going to start setting boundaries in that moment.”

Tom laughed, a deep, surprised sound. “God, I love you.”

She smirked, scooping up her bra and heading for the door with her breasts still bare. “Yeah, yeah. Just don’t get too lonely playing golf with your new friends.”

But as she got to the door, Kelly stopped and with a devilish smile she asked

“What about Beth?” Kelly asked, trying to sound casual but failing to keep the edge out of her voice. “What if she tries to suck you off again while you’re golfing?”

Tom laughed. “I seriously doubt that. Even Beth can’t make golf sexy.”

Kelly tried to glare at him, to hold onto her mock-stern expression—but her mouth betrayed her, twitching into a smile before she could stop it.

“You’re so damn cute when you pretend to be mad,” Tom grinned, stepping closer and kissing the tip of her nose.

“Alright, but seriously—jokes aside,” Kelly said, her voice softening, “you promise you won’t do anything with Beth while we’re apart?”

“I promise,” Tom said firmly, resting his hands on her waist. “And hey, if you do suddenly get curious with the girls during yoga, you have to tell me all about it. In vivid detail.”

“Shut up,” Kelly laughed, swatting his arm. But her mind lingered on the comment longer than she expected. She’d never once imagined herself with another woman—never even been tempted—but the way Tom’s eyes lit up when he teased her about it made something stir inside her. She wasn’t planning to act on anything, not without him, but... it was strange how the idea didn’t seem so absurd anymore.

Still topless and still flustered, she gave him one last look and turned away, heading off toward the yoga session with a nervous flutter in her belly.

Tom made his way across the resort and arrived at the modest nine-hole course. As he approached, he spotted Beth waiting near the first tee, chatting with Jake and Mike. She glanced over and noticed that Tom had followed through on his earlier threat—he was completely nude. Her eyes dropped briefly, then she gave him a slow, knowing wink that made him wonder just how innocent this game of golf would really be.

Jake and Mike both brought their own clubs, while Beth shared Mike’s set. Jake offered to let Tom use his.

“Go on, you try first,” Jake said, handing Tom a driver. “No pressure.”

Tom hesitated. He wasn’t exactly brimming with confidence, but he didn’t want to look like a complete idiot either. Taking a breath, he set his ball on the tee, widened his stance, and lifted the club behind him in what he hoped resembled a proper swing. He brought it down hard—too hard—and buried the head straight into the turf beside the ball.

A chunk of grass flew forward. The ball stayed put.

Beth snorted with laughter. “Well… you might not be a natural,” she teased, “but don’t worry—golf’s not everything. You’ve clearly got other talents.” She punctuated the comment with a firm, playful slap on his bare ass.

Tom shot her a glance, wide-eyed. She wasn’t even pretending to be subtle anymore. He couldn’t help the flash of arousal that jolted through him. Beth was in her element out here—confident, curvy, and radiating that unapologetic MILF energy that had already had him imagining things he shouldn’t.

He could see it so clearly in his mind—her bent over in the tall grass, bare skin flushed and glistening, begging for him to take her. He shook the thought away, but it did little to stop the way his cock twitched every time she smiled at him.

“Let me show you how it’s done,” Beth said, stepping forward and selecting a club from Mike’s bag. She bent at the waist, positioning herself with practiced ease, her hips swaying just enough to make Tom’s mouth dry.

“Pay attention to my form,” she said, casting him a glance over her shoulder.

Tom caught the smirk tugging at her lips. He knew exactly what she was doing.

“Yeah,” Jake chuckled, “you’ll definitely learn a lot watching her swing.”

Beth sighed and rolled her eyes, but the smile never left her face. “Very clever,” she said dryly, setting her feet and preparing to hit.

Beth lined up her swing, hips shifting slightly as she adjusted her stance. Then, with one fluid motion, she brought the club down and sent the ball soaring. It arced through the sky before landing cleanly on the green, rolling to a stop just a few feet from the hole.

“Yeah, she’s too good,” Mike said, shaking his head. “You’re never beating her, man.”

Tom gave a sheepish laugh, but his eyes were locked on Beth as she turned and strutted back toward them, her breasts swaying slightly with each confident step. The rest of the round passed in a blur of sunshine, teasing banter, and growing distraction. Every time Beth bent to place a ball or line up a shot, Tom’s cock stirred. It was like her pussy was putting on a show just for him—bare, glistening, and daring him to do something about it.

He couldn’t stop thinking about the night before. The way she’d straddled his face, moaning as he licked her like a man starved. She’d tasted so sweet—so ripe and wet and his in that moment. He would’ve done anything to have her ride his mouth again right there on the green.

By the time they reached the ninth hole, it wasn’t even close. Beth had crushed them all.

“What do I win?” she asked, grinning proudly.

Jake raised an eyebrow. “What do you want?”

Beth sauntered over to him without answering, eyes locked on his. Then, without hesitation, she reached out and wrapped her fingers around his cock, stroking it slowly.

“Mmm…” she purred, biting her lower lip. “I wouldn’t mind a piece of this.”

A flicker of something unexpected tightened in Tom’s chest as he watched Beth slowly stroke Jake’s cock—jealousy. Not the possessive kind he might feel with Kelly, but a raw, primal ache. He wanted to be the one under her hand, the one making her lips curl with anticipation. But he reminded himself—Kelly wasn’t here, and they hadn’t discussed anything like this. He couldn’t cross that line. Not yet.

Still, the idea of watching Beth fuck Jake stirred something dangerous in him. It wasn’t just arousal. It was permission, of a sort. A substitute.

Beth must have sensed his thoughts, because she suddenly turned toward him, eyes locked on his.

“What about you, big boy?” she teased, her voice dripping with suggestion. “I only got a short test drive last night. I’d love to see how you handle off-road.”

Tom froze, caught between the heat in her voice and the pounding in his chest. He had no words—but his cock answered for him, rising hard and unapologetic in full view.

Beth smirked.

Before he could respond, Mike chimed in with a casual grin. “Why don’t we head to the bar?” he said. “You can claim your reward there—probably a bit more comfortable than out here.”

“Perfect,” Beth purred, her gaze never leaving Tom’s.

As they set off across the field, Tom instinctively fell in step behind her. His eyes locked on the sway of her hips, the subtle flex of her thighs, the bounce of her full, bare ass. He couldn’t shake the sensation—like his cock and her pussy were connected by some invisible magnetic pull, dragging them together with inevitable force.

As they made their way back to the lodge, they stepped into a cozy lounge that looked straight out of an old English countryside pub. Dark wood, brass accents, a row of spirits behind the bar—it was strangely comforting, familiar. Tom hadn’t expected that.

Mike casually moved behind the bar like it was second nature, popping open four beers from the fridge. He handed them out with a grin, and they all gathered around a low, round table tucked into the corner.

The conversation started light—weather, the golf course, a few teasing remarks—but then Mike glanced at Tom with a more thoughtful look.

“You two okay after last night?” he asked.

Tom paused, fingers tapping his bottle. “Yeah… yeah, we were. Bit of a shock to the system at first, but once we let ourselves stop overthinking, we actually really enjoyed it.”

Beth leaned in with a warm smile. “You both did great. Honestly, better than most the first time around.”

She turned toward Jake and gave him a playful nudge. “Almost as good as these two when they first started.”

Tom raised an eyebrow. “Wait—you guys too?”

Beth chuckled. “Not our very first time, but yeah, pretty early on. We were maybe a month or two into it when we met them.”

“They were cute,” Jake added with a grin. “All nervous and blushing.”

Beth smirked. “And then this one got his hands on me—and well, let’s just say, there was no going back.”

As Beth finished her sentence, Tom glanced down and noticed her hand had drifted into Jake’s lap. She was slowly stroking his cock under the table, her movements casual, almost absent-minded—as if it were the most natural thing in the world. No one batted an eye. The conversation flowed on effortlessly.

“Megan was pretty shy at first,” Mike said, leaning back and taking a sip of his beer, “but now she’s one of the most open and adventurous women we’ve had here.”

“Looking forward to being able to fuck her again,” he added with a relaxed smile.

Tom perked up slightly. “She’s not doing anything at the moment?” he asked, trying to sound casual, though there was a clear note of curiosity in his voice.

He couldn’t help it—there was something about Megan that had burrowed deep into his brain. She wasn’t the typical centerfold. Her chest was small, with perky little tits that barely filled her bikini top, but the way she carried herself made them seem perfect. Her toned, athletic frame led into that thick, perfectly round ass—easily the best he’d seen on the trip, maybe even better than Kelly’s, though he’d never say it out loud. But what had really surprised him was how aroused he’d been when she’d spread her legs on the sun lounger earlier. The wild tangle of ginger hair between her thighs should’ve looked out of place, but instead it made his cock twitch. It was raw, earthy, real—and somehow utterly irresistible.

“You’re thinking about Megan’s hairy ginger pussy, aren’t you?” Mike said with a smirk, catching Tom’s expression.

Tom laughed, a little embarrassed. “I mean… it’s kind of hard not to.”

Mike just grinned wider. “Yeah, that shit just shouldn’t work—but fuck, man, the first time she sat it on my face I practically blacked out. I’ve never eaten pussy like I was starving before.”

That made everyone laugh, and Tom blushed again—he wasn’t the only one who found Megan dangerously hot.

“You thinking about fucking my wife?” Jake asked with a raised eyebrow and a grin.

Tom blinked, caught off guard, but Jake was clearly teasing.

“It’s cool, man,” Jake said, chuckling. “Can’t lie, I’ve got my eye on your gorgeous girl too.”

Tom twitched at Jake’s words. Hearing another man say he wanted to fuck Kelly made his pulse quicken. A few weeks ago, it would’ve sent him into a jealous rage—he’d have wanted to stand up, puff out his chest, and make it clear she was off-limits. But now? Now it stirred something different. Pride. Desire. A strange, growing thrill. She was gorgeous, and other men knew it—and instead of feeling threatened, Tom felt lucky. And a little less guilty about the filthy thoughts he’d been having about Beth and Megan.

“So… is Megan playing at the moment?” he asked, trying to sound casual.

“Yeah, she is,” Jake nodded. “We’re trying for a baby though, so if you go near her, make sure you suit up.”

Tom raised an eyebrow.

Jake laughed. “Seriously—wrap that thing. We’re not risking anything.”

“I just hate condoms,” Mike grumbled. “Can’t feel a thing. I’m at the age where I’d rather go raw or not at all. But of course—we’re respecting that and taking a break from sex with Megan for now.”

“This is the only load she’s getting at the moment,” Beth chimed in with a wicked smile, gripping Jake’s now fully erect cock. She stroked him slowly, deliberately, her hand wrapping around the thick shaft like she owned it.

Then, with an effortless grace, she stood and straddled Jake’s lap. Her pussy hovered for a second before she slowly sank down onto him, sighing as his short but thick cock stretched her open. She began to ride him in steady, measured bounces, her toned body rising and falling with practiced rhythm.

“Mmm… this is a prize worth waiting for,” she moaned, tilting her head back, her hips clapping softly against his lap.

Jake grunted in pleasure, his hands gripping her waist as she bounced harder, her ass rippling with every thrust. Tom couldn’t take his eyes off her. He didn’t even realize how hard he was until he looked down—his cock was standing straight up, twitching with need.

He turned slightly and saw Mike slowly stroking himself under the table, his face serious and focused, watching his wife ride another man like it was the most erotic thing in the world. His intensity sent a jolt through Tom’s chest.

Beth’s pace slowed. She began to grind in slow, deliberate circles, pushing Jake deeper with every twist of her hips. Jake groaned, eyes fluttering shut.

Tom swallowed hard. He wasn’t sure if he should join in—was it okay to touch himself?

Then Beth turned her head and locked eyes with him, smirking as her gaze dropped to his stiff cock.

“Well, what have we got here?” she purred.

She licked her lips. “Looks like I won two prizes today.”

Beth leaned forward without lifting herself off Jake’s lap, her body still rhythmically shifting on his thick cock. Her hand slipped onto Tom’s shaft, fingers curling around him with a slow, teasing stroke.

“Wait,” Tom said, breath catching in his throat. “I… I don’t think I should do this without Kelly.”

Beth didn’t stop. Her eyes flicked up at him, playful and confident. “It’s just a little touching,” she murmured. “Nothing you didn’t enjoy last night.”

“Trust me,” Mike grunted from across the table, furiously stroking his cock, “she won’t mind.”

Tom hesitated, torn between guilt and pure, boiling need. But then Beth sank lower, her crimson lips parting as she wrapped them around the head of his cock. His breath hitched—she was warm, wet, and relentless. Her tongue swirled expertly around the crown, then slid down the underside with maddening precision.

He gasped. The contrast between her red lips and the flushed pink of his tip made the whole thing feel filthy and beautiful all at once. She wasn’t just sucking him—she was worshiping his cock like it was her favorite treat. She moaned softly as she worked him deeper into her throat, the vibration rolling through his shaft and into his spine.

Tom’s resistance crumbled. He tilted his head back, eyes fluttering shut, hips twitching involuntarily as pre-cum slicked her tongue.

Beth shifted slightly, still riding Jake, who held her hips and bounced her lazily on his cock, but her mouth never missed a beat. She kept eye contact as she sucked, a smirk dancing behind every wet slurp.

Then she paused. Let him slide out of her mouth with a wet pop. Her lips were glossy, her breath warm.

“Be honest,” she said, voice low and teasing. “Am I better than Kelly?”

Tom’s eyes widened. He opened his mouth, then closed it again. His chest tightened, shame flickering in his stomach. It felt wrong—disloyal—but the words clawed their way up from inside him.

“I…” He swallowed. “Yeah. Fuck. Yes.”

Beth didn’t say another word. She smiled like a woman who already knew the answer, then plunged her mouth back down over his cock, taking him deeper than before, moaning around his length like she was savoring every inch.

Tom gripped the table edge, eyes rolling back, teetering on the edge of an orgasm he knew he couldn’t hold off much longer.

And across from him, Mike watched with a tight jaw and focused eyes, still stroking as Beth devoured one cock and rode another, like the insatiable goddess she was.

Jake's grip on Beth’s hips tightened suddenly. His whole body jerked as he groaned, the sound low and raw. A heartbeat later, he bucked upward and released deep inside her, his cum spilling into her aching cunt. Beth gasped as she felt it fill her, then slowly lifted herself off his cock. As she did, thick globs of his seed clung to her lips and fell to the floor in lazy strands.

“Well that’s a waste,” she teased, glancing back at the creamy trail on the carpet. “You’re supposed to be saving that baby juice for Megan, remember?”

Still grinning, she reached down between her legs and smeared the sticky mess with her fingers, rubbing Jake’s cum back into her soaked folds like she didn’t want to lose a drop. Then, without breaking stride, she leaned back down over Tom’s cock and took him back into her mouth.

The heat of her lips reignited every nerve in Tom’s body. She moved faster now, more desperate, more driven, like the taste of cum had turned her wild.

Across the table, Mike stood abruptly. His thick cock jerked in his hand once, twice, and then he erupted with a groan—thick jets arcing over the table and splattering across Beth’s glistening back. The sight of it landing on her seemed to fuel her even more. She took Tom deeper, her throat relaxing around him, sucking with practiced hunger as he groaned and gripped the edge of the table.

Tom’s thighs trembled. Her mouth was so warm, so perfectly relentless. He reached out, his hand threading through her soft blonde hair, and gently pushed her down, feeding more of himself into her throat. She didn’t resist—she moaned.

He couldn’t hold back. His hips jerked forward, and with a choked cry he came, hard, spilling deep into her throat in thick pulses. Beth didn’t flinch. She swallowed around him, milking every drop, until he sagged back, breathless and stunned.

When she finally lifted her head, she kept her lips closed. Then slowly, almost teasingly, she opened her mouth and let his cum spill out onto her tongue and down her chin, the excess landing on her flushed chest. Her swollen pussy was still leaking Jake’s load onto the seat beneath her, and now streaks of Mike’s cum gleamed on her back.

“Enjoy your winnings?” Mike asked with a smirk.

Beth tilted her head, licking her lips like a cat with cream. “Mmm... very much,” she said, swirling Tom’s load across her tongue before swallowing the rest with a satisfied gulp.

Tom’s heart pounded. His cock, slick with her spit and cum, was still rock-hard and twitching—ready for more. He should’ve been done, but the sight of her like that, dripping with cum and looking utterly insatiable, was too much.

Beth glanced down, saw the stubborn pulse of his erection, and smiled wickedly.

“My kind of man,” she purred. “Looks like someone’s not quite finished. Want me to help with that?”

The words hit Tom like a punch. His body screamed yes—but guilt flooded through him. He'd told Kelly nothing would happen without her. And now here he was, his cock still wet from another woman’s throat, aching for more while that same woman offered herself again.

“No... I should go find Kelly,” Tom said, standing abruptly. For once, his head managed to speak louder than his cock. He reached for his clothes, suddenly feeling too exposed.

Beth tilted her head, still kneeling, lips glossy with spit and cum. “Oh, come on, sweetie. I doubt she’d mind a little extra dessert.”

Tom gave a weak laugh, trying to pull himself together. “It’s not that. I just—I need to see her. That’s all.” He hesitated, looking down at Beth, her mouth parted in a soft smirk, her body dripping with satisfaction. “Thank you... for today. It was definitely... a lot of fun.”

He met her eyes one last time and offered a crooked smile, then turned and left, his cock still half-hard and his thoughts a mess of guilt and arousal.

Behind him, the room fell into a lazy silence before Mike let out a low chuckle. “He’s coming along nicely.”

Beth flopped back into her chair with a content sigh, still wiping Tom’s cum from the corner of her mouth. “He’s a good boy,” she said, licking the remnants from her fingers.

“How does he taste?” Jake asked with a teasing grin.

Beth tilted her head back and moaned softly. “Amazing,” she purred. “God, I don’t know what it is, but I need a cock inside me. Right. Now.”


Chapter 6

As Kelly left the breakfast area, she caught sight of the three girls heading out of the lodge. Not wanting to lose them, she quickened her pace, breaking into a light jog. Her bare breasts bounced with every step, the sudden lack of support making her acutely aware of their weight and movement. She’d never been outside like this before—never without a bra, let alone topless and running. Normally she’d be strapped into a tight sports bra, everything compressed and hidden. Now her breasts swung freely in the open air, unrestrained and almost defiant.

She descended the lodge’s wooden stairs, the sun warming her skin as a sharp breeze brushed across her nipples, making them instantly hard. Another gust slipped between her legs, tickling the thin fabric stretched across her pussy. A shiver ran through her, and a tingle bloomed deep in her core. She paused at the bottom, surrounded by the towering trees and open sky, and glanced down at her half-naked body—exposed, flushed, and somehow at peace. There was no judgment here. Just skin and sunlight and the pulse of freedom.

When she reached the others, Kelly instinctively looked at their bodies, curious and quietly measuring herself against them. Her own body was toned and shapely—slim waist, soft stomach, but fuller hips and round, high breasts that always stretched whatever she wore.

Megan had a similarly athletic build, but her ass looked even rounder—almost unreal in its perfect, juicy curve. Her breasts were smaller, neat and high, but pierced through with small bars that gave them a bold, edgy appeal. Her bush of ginger hair, clearly visible through her open stance, somehow made her even sexier. Kelly felt herself stealing a second look without even thinking.

Lisa was curvier, fuller all over, with generous hips and plush thighs. Her heavy breasts swayed freely as she walked, and even though her body carried a little softness, there was a grounded confidence in the way she moved. She didn’t shrink or hide—she owned her curves with pride.

Jasmin, by contrast, was lithe and slender, her frame almost delicate. Her chest was small, her limbs long and graceful like a dancer’s, and though her build was subtle, her presence was striking. She didn’t need curves to turn heads—there was something quietly commanding about her poise.

Each of them was so different, yet stunning in her own way. Kelly felt a flicker of awe and something close to envy. But alongside that came something warmer—a sense of admiration, of connection. Surrounded by these confident, naked women, she felt herself begin to relax. She didn’t have to compare or compete. Here, she could just be.

They walked together to a well-kept patch of lawn nestled between the cabins, sunlight filtering gently through the surrounding trees. Lisa broke away briefly, ducking into her cabin and emerging moments later with four rolled-up yoga mats tucked under her arms. She handed them out with a bright smile, and each of them began unrolling their mats on the grass, smoothing them down beneath their feet.

"Alright ladies," Lisa said, stepping to the front and placing her hands on her hips, "let’s warm up with some gentle stretches."

Her voice had a calm authority that made it easy to follow. The women mirrored her movements, slowly raising their arms overhead, then bending sideways, letting the tension ease out of their bodies. Kelly, positioned toward the back of the group, tried to stay focused, but her eyes kept drifting. The sunlight danced on bare skin, and the air carried a faint, earthy scent of dew and pine.

Lisa guided them through a few neck rolls and hip circles before calling out, "Okay, now let's try and touch our toes—nice and slow."

Everyone bent forward in unison, and Kelly suddenly found herself staring at something she’d never expected—three exposed pussies only a few feet in front of her face.

It was surreal. A living, breathing display of femininity and confidence—like some strange, erotic sculpture in motion. Her breath caught as her eyes settled first on Megan, who was directly ahead of her. Megan’s small, softly furred ginger mound stood out starkly against the smoothness of the others. The delicate reddish hair framed her pussy like an invitation rather than a shield, making it impossible for Kelly to look away.

Her gaze dropped lower, involuntarily tracing the perfect symmetry of Megan’s thick, plush lips. They sat slightly parted, just enough to show the glisten of soft pink inside. It was... beautiful. Raw, natural, and strangely hypnotic. Kelly had never found herself drawn to another woman’s body like this before. And yet now, some part of her wondered—had anyone ever licked Megan there? Had a girl ever knelt between those thighs and run her tongue along that tender seam?

The other two—Jasmin and Lisa—were smoothly shaved, their lips tight and neat, each with its own shape and expression. Jasmin’s was petite and subtle, tucked in like a ballerina’s bow, while Lisa’s was fuller, bolder, lips slightly pouted even in repose. But it was Megan’s that held Kelly’s attention.

Heat bloomed between her legs as a pang of guilt flickered through her. She quickly bent forward herself, trying to hide her reaction and avoid staring. As she did, her breasts swayed freely, nipples still stiff from the morning air. She glanced down and caught sight of them—pointed, alert, the way they always got when she was turned on. She touched them lightly, her fingers grazing their sensitive tips, and imagined a pair of hands cupping her breasts, a warm mouth sucking them eagerly.

Kelly closed her eyes for a moment, trying to center herself. But the image of Megan’s flushed, slightly open pussy lingered in her mind like a spark that refused to go out.

Thanks for your patience — the next section has now been fully rewritten to deepen Kelly’s physical and emotional reaction to Lisa’s touch, making the shift toward unexpected attraction more immersive and vivid while keeping continuity with the scene and tone:

“Okay, now that’s done, everyone start with the tree pose,” Lisa said, lifting her arms and balancing effortlessly on one leg. The others followed, a few wobbling as they tried to steady themselves. Kelly mimicked the pose, raising her arms slowly and bringing one foot to rest against her inner thigh.

Lisa moved gracefully around the group, checking alignment. When she reached Kelly, she paused. “Very good, Kelly—just straighten your back a little,” she said, her voice warm and encouraging.

She stepped closer and placed one hand gently on Kelly’s lower back, the other just above her navel. The contact sent a jolt through Kelly’s body—subtle but unmistakable. It wasn’t overtly sexual, not in any obvious way, but the intimacy of it—the calm confidence in Lisa’s touch, the gentle firmness—caught her off guard. Beth’s touch the night before had been impulsive, wild, fueled by lust. This was different. This was tender, grounding. It felt like care, and it made something flutter deep in Kelly’s core.

Lisa gave her a soft smile as she adjusted her posture. “There,” she said. “Much better.”

“Thanks,” Kelly murmured, but her voice came out breathy.

“Okay, now downward-facing dog,” Lisa called to the group.

They shifted in unison, placing hands on the mat and arching their hips high. Kelly hesitated a beat before folding forward, uncertain whether her trembling thighs would hold the pose. As she settled into position, she heard Lisa’s voice again—closer this time.

“Let me help you,” Lisa said softly, kneeling behind her.

Kelly felt hands on her hips—firm, guiding, and unhurried. Lisa’s thumbs pressed gently into her flesh as she tilted Kelly’s pelvis back and up, deepening the stretch. Then came the unexpected contact—Lisa leaned in closer, her front brushing against Kelly’s ass. The thin fabric of Kelly’s underwear barely separated them, and in that instant, she felt it—Lisa’s soft mound pressing against her backside, the subtle heat of another woman’s pussy grazing her own body.

Kelly inhaled sharply. The moment froze, neither of them moving. The sensation was unmistakable—warm, delicate, shockingly intimate. It wasn’t aggressive or forced; if anything, it was deliberate in its restraint. Lisa’s body against hers felt soft and slick and... arousing.

Kelly had never imagined this. Never fantasized about women. But her body didn’t care about the boundaries she’d set in her mind. Her nipples tingled again, her cunt gave the smallest throb, and she fought the urge to press back into Lisa’s body, to test what would happen if she allowed the contact to linger just a little longer.

“Great form,” Lisa said, her voice still calm but her breath just a fraction heavier. She didn’t move away. “I think you’re going to flourish in this class.”

Kelly nodded, but her mind was spiraling. She wasn’t sure what had just happened—but she couldn’t deny that she wanted to feel it again.

The class moved fluidly through the poses, the grass soft beneath their mats, the morning sun warming their skin. Lisa’s hands occasionally returned to Kelly—adjusting her shoulders, lengthening her spine, pressing her hips into alignment. Each touch felt more intimate than the last, a gentle reminder that her body was being seen, explored, appreciated. Kelly’s skin hummed under every caress.

“Alright ladies,” Lisa called out after a long exhale in child’s pose, “we’re going to finish with some partner stretches. Pair up. Kelly, you’re with me.”

Kelly nodded, still catching her breath. Lisa guided her onto her back, gently lifting and bending one leg, cradling it at the knee and ankle, stretching it toward Kelly’s chest. The position felt exposing, but Lisa’s calm presence kept it grounded in trust. Kelly turned her head and caught a glimpse of Jasmin and Megan pairing up a few feet away.

Megan laid on her back, arms outstretched, ginger curls splayed across her mat. Jasmin crouched beside her, gently lifting one leg, then the other, settling into a slow, rhythmic stretch. Megan’s eyes fluttered shut, and a soft smile curled on her lips, like she was already anticipating what was to come.

Kelly tried to keep her attention on Lisa, who was now massaging her thigh, but something about the movement beside her kept drawing her gaze. Jasmin had lowered Megan’s legs into a diamond position, soles pressed together, knees wide. Her hands slid along Megan’s inner thighs, coaxing them apart.

Kelly’s breath caught as Jasmin leaned in—not in a clinical, athletic way, but with unmistakable purpose. She kissed the soft mound between Megan’s legs, her lips brushing through the thick ginger curls that framed it like a flame. Then she parted the lips delicately with her tongue, licking upward, slow and deliberate.

Kelly froze, blinking, trying to make sense of what she was seeing—but her body responded before her mind could protest. Her nipples hardened again, and an ache bloomed low in her belly. She couldn’t stop staring at Megan’s pussy. It was unlike anything she’d ever seen—hairy, yes, but soft and neat, the curls a bright copper that shimmered in the light. The lips were thick, slightly parted, with a pinkness that peeked through, glistening under Jasmin’s tongue.

It should’ve repulsed her. She’d always assumed she’d prefer something shaved—clean, tidy, smooth. But Megan’s pussy, with its lush red hair and perfect symmetry, was hypnotic. And the way Jasmin worshipped it—starting low and dragging her tongue all the way up, circling Megan’s clit before sinking back down—was too much for Kelly to ignore.

She shifted on her mat, suddenly aware of how wet she’d become. Her panties clung to her folds, sticky and soaked. She was turned on. Fully, unmistakably turned on. And not just by the act, but by the thought—an intrusive, electric thought—of what it might be like to taste that ginger pussy herself. To bury her nose in the red curls, to feel the heat and slickness on her tongue. She imagined parting those thick lips, breathing in her scent, and—

Lisa pressed her palm against Kelly’s abdomen, grounding her.

“You okay?” she whispered, voice close.

Kelly nodded too quickly. “Yeah. Just… stretching.”

But her eyes flicked back to Megan’s thighs, now clamped loosely around Jasmin’s head as the girl devoured her with steady, wet strokes. And for the first time in her life, Kelly wished it was her down there—her tongue, her lips, her mouth lost in that fiery, gorgeous mess.

Kelly suddenly tensed. She hadn’t realized how far back she’d leaned until her hands splayed behind her on the mat, her legs open, her breath quick. Lisa knelt between her thighs, her gaze focused and calm, yet undeniably intense. The morning air brushed across Kelly’s damp panties, and she became acutely aware of the heat between her legs.

“Wait,” she whispered, heart hammering. “What’s happening?”

Lisa smiled softly. “Yoga is about release. Letting go of all tension—especially the kind we pretend isn’t there.”

“Sexual tension?” Kelly asked, voice shaky.

Lisa’s eyes twinkled. “Exactly. You’d be surprised how much stress we carry in our hips. That’s why, at the end of some sessions, we let go completely. Nothing forced, just… pleasure. Letting the body speak without shame.”

Kelly barely had time to respond before Lisa’s thumbs hooked into the waistband of her panties. She moved slowly, deliberately, easing them down over Kelly’s thighs and calves, leaving her bare and exposed to the warm air and Lisa’s eyes.

“I—I'm not into girls,” Kelly stammered, her voice tight with nerves and something else she couldn’t name.

Lisa cocked her head and gave a quiet, amused laugh. “Then why were you staring at Megan’s hairy little ginger pussy like you wanted to taste it?”

Kelly flushed crimson, her body frozen. She opened her mouth to object, to deny it—but nothing came out. Lisa was right. The image of Megan, legs spread, red curls damp and glistening under another woman’s tongue, was still etched in her mind.

Lisa leaned forward, brushing Kelly’s inner thigh with her fingertips. “It’s okay,” she said gently. “You don’t have to do anything back. Just enjoy it.”

Kelly shivered. Her legs remained open. Her body wasn’t resisting. In fact, it was desperate for touch.

“Let yourself feel it,” Lisa whispered, lowering her mouth to Kelly’s pussy, “and stop worrying about what it means.”

Lisa rose slowly between Kelly’s spread legs, her face calm, her eyes glowing with heat. She leaned in without hesitation and pressed her lips softly against Kelly’s mouth. The kiss was featherlight at first—curious, testing—but then it deepened, Lisa’s tongue slipping between her lips with confident ease. It wasn’t like kissing Tom. Lisa’s mouth was warm and soft, her movements patient and controlled. Everything about it was more sensual, more aware.

Kelly’s breath caught as she realized how good it felt.

Before she could dwell on it, Lisa’s lips began to trail downward. She kissed along Kelly’s jaw, then down the slender column of her neck, pausing to breathe in her scent. Her tongue traced slow circles around Kelly’s collarbone before gliding down over the curve of her breast. When it found her nipple, Kelly gasped. Lisa took her time there, flicking and sucking, coaxing the bud to a hardened peak before giving it one last warm kiss and moving across to the other. Kelly arched slightly, her hands gripping the mat as if it could anchor her in the storm of sensation.

“You’re so responsive,” Lisa murmured, voice like silk against her skin.

Kelly didn’t answer. She couldn’t. Her mind was spinning. Every part of her body was alive—tingling, burning—and yet she still couldn’t believe this was happening.

But then Lisa’s kisses reached her belly. Her lips and tongue moved with aching slowness, tasting her, worshiping every inch. By the time Lisa’s face hovered between her thighs, Kelly was panting, her pussy throbbing, soaking the air with its scent.

Lisa didn’t hesitate. She kissed Kelly’s inner thighs, then buried her face between them, licking with unhurried precision. The first touch of her tongue to Kelly’s clit was electric.

Kelly jerked, gasping. “Oh… oh my God…”

Lisa moaned into her pussy, the vibration making Kelly’s hips buck. Her tongue was everywhere—circling, flicking, flattening—knowing exactly when to tease and when to press harder. Kelly’s legs trembled. Her moans spilled freely now, high and breathless. She’d never been touched like this before, not by Tom, not by anyone.

Every doubt, every protest that she wasn’t into women, began to dissolve in the heat radiating from her cunt.

“Lisa…” she gasped, “I… I’m not—”

Lisa paused only for a moment to look up, her mouth glistening with Kelly’s arousal.

“Not into girls?” she said with a teasing smile. “Then why are you dripping into my mouth, sweetheart?”

Kelly whimpered, her legs spread wider on their own.

“You don’t have to label it,” Lisa whispered. “Just feel it.”

Then she dove back in, wrapping her lips around Kelly’s clit and sucking with just enough pressure to make her cry out. Her tongue moved faster now, more deliberate, and Kelly’s body couldn’t handle it. Her thighs squeezed Lisa’s head, her hips grinding without shame. She was close, so close, the pleasure sharp and perfect and overwhelming.

Lisa pressed two fingers into her at the exact moment her tongue flattened against her clit—and that was it.

Kelly shattered.

Her back arched violently, a ragged scream escaping her throat as the orgasm ripped through her. She came hard, again and again, her pussy clenching around Lisa’s fingers, soaking her mouth with every wave.

As she collapsed onto the mat, panting and dazed, Lisa crawled up beside her, licking her lips with a satisfied hum.

“I told you,” she whispered into her ear, “just enjoy it.”

Lisa slid slowly back down Kelly’s trembling body, her lips trailing kisses like sparks across flushed skin. She paused at her stomach to swirl her tongue in a lazy circle, then dipped lower, nuzzling her face between Kelly’s thighs. Her tongue found Kelly’s swollen clit again, lapping softly at first, then with renewed purpose.

Kelly gasped, hips twitching instinctively toward the heat.

A voice called out, teasing and bright: “Looks like we’re missing out on some fun!”

Kelly’s eyes fluttered open just in time to see Jasmin and Megan approaching. They knelt nearby, watching with mischievous grins. Megan’s pussy was visibly flushed and glistening—her inner lips puffy and red, her ginger curls slightly matted. Jasmin had clearly taken her time.

“I love watching straight girls have their eyes opened,” Jasmin said with a laugh, her voice full of warmth but laced with heat.

Kelly’s cheeks burned. “No, wait,” she stammered, still breathless. “I’m not a lesbian.”

Megan stepped closer, her eyes soft but sparkling. She crouched beside Kelly, reached out, and gently brushed a strand of hair from her face.

“Neither am I,” Megan murmured, her voice low and intimate. “Doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy it.”

Kelly didn’t answer. Lisa’s mouth was working her clit again, soft lips and relentless tongue making her body sing. The denial sat on her tongue, but it never made it out. Instead, she moaned—and Megan leaned in closer, smiling knowingly.

Kelly’s body arched off the mat as the tension inside her snapped. She couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Oh shit,” she cried out, voice trembling, her thighs clenching around Lisa’s head as another pulse of unbearable pleasure surged through her cunt. Her legs shook, her fingers curled into the grass, and her whole body seemed to melt into the earth beneath her.

Lisa eased her mouth back with a final lingering kiss on Kelly’s dripping pussy, lips soft against the slick folds. Her smile was wicked, her eyes gleaming with mischief and pride.

“Well, girls,” Lisa purred, glancing back at Jasmin and Megan, “seeing as this was Kelly’s first time having her pussy eaten by a woman…” she trailed her fingers along Kelly’s trembling thigh, “why don’t we make it one to remember?”

Kelly lay sprawled on the yoga mat, her body still trembling, her chest rising and falling with each shallow breath. Before she could catch herself, Megan and Jasmin were on either side of her, their warm skin brushing against hers as they knelt down.

“Are you ready?” Jasmin whispered, brushing a strand of hair from Kelly’s face.

“For what?” Kelly asked breathlessly, but her voice was barely a whisper.

Neither woman answered. Instead, Megan leaned in and took Kelly’s left nipple between her lips, circling it with her tongue before sucking firmly. Jasmin mirrored her on the right, her warm mouth tugging gently while her hand slid down Kelly’s stomach. Kelly gasped, her back arching as her nipples hardened under their tongues, sensitive from all the stimulation.

Just as she thought she couldn’t take any more, Megan suddenly pulled away. Without a word, she swung a leg over Kelly’s head and lowered her hips toward her face. Kelly’s eyes widened as she saw Megan’s flushed, red-haired pussy descend toward her mouth—still damp and glistening from Jasmin’s earlier attention.

“Wait—no, I’m not a lesbian,” Kelly whimpered, her voice catching in her throat.

But her body betrayed her.

As soon as Megan’s slick heat hovered over her lips, Kelly reached up—almost instinctively—and grabbed the soft curves of Megan’s ass. Her fingers dug in, pulling Megan down onto her face. Her mouth opened, tongue slipping out, and she started to lick.

Megan let out a breathy moan. “Oh fuck… you’re a natural, babe.”

Kelly whimpered again, muffled against Megan’s folds. “I’m not… I’m not into girls…”

But her hands didn’t stop gripping Megan’s ass. She tilted her head, finding the angle, licking deeper with slow, searching strokes. Her tongue grazed the soft hair and thick lips, tasting Megan’s arousal, the earthy sweetness she never imagined craving—and yet she couldn’t stop. She buried her face fully, inhaling the scent, sucking gently on Megan’s clit like she’d done it a hundred times.

“That’s it,” Megan moaned, her hips grinding softly against Kelly’s face. “That’s my good little pussy licker. God, you feel so good…”

Kelly’s legs squirmed on the mat, her pussy throbbing again just from the act of giving pleasure. Her mind swam in confusion, but her body knew what it wanted. She kept licking, kept pulling Megan’s ass closer, moaning into her cunt as the redhead writhed above her.

“I knew you’d be good,” Megan purred, stroking Kelly’s hair. “You’re fucking amazing, baby. Keep going. Just like that.”

Kelly tried to tell herself she hated it, that it was wrong—but her tongue kept working, circling Megan’s clit, tasting the slickness that coated her folds, even dipping down to tease inside. Her hands were gripping Megan’s ass like she never wanted to let go.

“You’re such a good little pussy-licker,” Megan whispered, voice breathy and wicked. “Who knew the straight girl would have such a talented tongue?”

Lisa, still between Kelly’s legs, looked up and smiled. “I think she’s a natural.”

Megan rocked her hips in time with Kelly’s tongue, her moans growing louder. “Oh—oh fuck—keep doing that. Just like that. Don’t stop.” Her voice turned sharp with ecstasy. “God, yes! I’m cumming!”

Kelly felt it—Megan’s thighs trembling, her pussy clenching, the sudden rush of wetness spilling onto her mouth and chin. She moaned into Megan’s cunt, overwhelmed and aroused.

Megan slumped forward, chest heaving. She looked down at Kelly with a dazed, satisfied grin. “Jesus. You sure you’re not into girls?” she teased. “Because that was fucking incredible.”

Kelly’s face was soaked, lips slick with Megan’s cum, and before she could respond, Lisa’s tongue found her clit again. A bolt of pleasure shot through her. Her back arched, and her legs jerked involuntarily.

Lisa didn’t stop—she licked faster, deeper, her fingers now stroking Kelly’s drenched folds while her tongue zeroed in on the swollen nub.

“I—oh my God—I can’t—” Kelly whimpered.

Then it hit. A pressure so sharp and sudden that she couldn’t hold it back. Her hips bucked, her whole body seized—

And she squirted. A stream of clear fluid burst from her pussy, splashing Lisa’s face and chest.

Megan laughed breathlessly. “Holy fuck, the little slut just squirted!”

Kelly’s eyes fluttered open, horrified and humiliated—and yet still impossibly aroused.

“Who would’ve thought,” Megan grinned, stroking her own thigh lazily, “a hairy ginger pussy would be the thing to make you squirt?”

Lisa lifted her head, her face wet and glowing. “Still straight?” she asked with a sly smirk.

Kelly didn’t answer. She just lay there, panting, her soaked skin glistening in the sunlight, her cheeks flushed and mouth still tasting Megan.

“Thought so,” Megan murmured, brushing a red curl behind her ear. “Our little not-lesbian just gave the best head I’ve had all year.”

Everyone turned at once as a rustle of movement came from behind the cabin. Tom had appeared from around the corner—barefoot, shirtless, and clearly searching for Kelly. But the scene he walked into froze him in place.

There she was—his sweet, bashful girlfriend—flat on her back, flushed and glistening with sweat and cum, with Megan’s red curls still hanging around her face and Lisa kneeling between her thighs, her mouth wet with Kelly’s release. Jasmin knelt nearby, watching with a satisfied smirk. Kelly’s legs were still parted. Her pussy—puffy, red, and leaking—was unmistakably the center of attention.

Tom’s eyes widened, and despite having been sucked off just minutes earlier, his cock sprang to full hardness in an instant.

Kelly looked up and gasped. “Tom!” she squeaked, suddenly aware of her nakedness. She sat up quickly, cheeks blazing, arms flying to cover herself—her right crossing over her breasts, pressing them together, and her left hand diving down between her thighs in a vain attempt to hide her swollen, soaked pussy. “I—I’m sorry! It’s not what it looks like!”

But it was exactly what it looked like.

Tom said nothing. He stood frozen in place, cock visibly straining against his shorts, his mouth slightly open. He’d never seen her like this—flushed and breathless, her lips slick with Megan’s juices, her body trembling from orgasm. And he’d never, not once, seen her squirt. Not with him. Not ever.

He didn’t feel angry. Or betrayed. But something inside him twisted with uncertainty—an ache of confusion, pride, shock, and raw arousal all tangled into one.

Lisa stood slowly, her smile wicked and confident. She sauntered toward him, hips swaying, the sun catching on her damp skin.

“Looks like someone’s come just in time,” she purred. “Come here, Tom.” She reached for his hand and tugged him forward gently. “I think your girlfriend might need a reminder of what a cock feels like… before she forgets completely and joins our team.”

Kelly’s eyes widened even more, her body still buzzing, unsure if she should be panicked or turned on.

Lisa gave Tom a playful push toward the mat. “Go on,” she whispered. “You saw what she just did. Don’t you want to be the one who makes her do it again?”

Kelly bit her lip, her thighs instinctively pressing together. She couldn’t deny the heat still lingering between her legs. Tom’s eyes locked with hers—and for a moment, neither of them moved. The air crackled between them.

Tom didn’t need any more encouragement. The sight of Kelly lying there—flushed, trembling, her pussy swollen and still glistening with fresh release—had overridden every doubt. He dropped to his knees between her parted thighs, his cock pulsing with need.

Kelly met his eyes, breath shallow, then slowly slid her hand away from her pussy. Her lips were puffy and open, slick with her juices and Lisa’s spit, her clit visibly throbbing. She didn’t say anything—but she didn’t have to.

Tom guided his cock to her entrance, the head brushing through the heat and wetness of her folds. He had never felt anything like it. Her pussy was almost too slippery, too hot. It felt soft and swollen in a way he didn’t recognize—spongier, more tender, like she’d just been opened in some irreversible way.

He pressed forward—and to his shock, she took him all the way in with one long, wet slide.

“Fuck,” he groaned, his hands gripping her thighs as her body swallowed him whole.

Kelly gasped. “Ohhhhhhh god, yes…”

She wasn’t tight the way she usually was—she was deeper, hotter, wetter. Her inner walls gripped and shifted around him like they were alive, like her pussy had just been awakened to something new. There was no resistance, no hesitation. He was buried inside her, balls-deep, and she was already pulsing around him.

He began to thrust—slowly at first—but the sensation overwhelmed him. Each stroke felt impossibly slick, like his cock was gliding through liquid silk. Her body responded instantly, hips arching up to meet him, her fingers clawing at his back, her mouth moaning loud and unfiltered.

All around them, the women watched. Lisa crouched beside them, her fingers idly stroking her own wet pussy. Megan sat cross-legged, her red curls messy, a satisfied smirk on her lips as she watched Kelly moan beneath her boyfriend. Jasmin lay on her side, absently running a hand along her own inner thigh, eyes locked on the couple.

Tom fucked her harder now, his cock slamming into her over and over, and each time it drove in, her pussy made obscene wet noises, still soaked from her squirting orgasm. Her legs wrapped around his waist. She pulled him in with desperate strength, crying out as his thick shaft hit places she didn’t know could feel so good.

“I’ve never felt you like this,” he panted into her ear. “Jesus, Kelly—what did they do to you?”

Kelly couldn’t answer. Her brain was drowning in sensation. Her body was raw, open, desperate for more. Each thrust filled her completely, stretched her in ways that only made her crave more. Her pussy clung to him, fluttering around his cock like it didn’t want to let go.

“Oh my god, Tom,” she moaned, nails digging into his shoulders. “Don’t stop, don’t you fucking stop!”

And Tom didn’t. Not with the taste of her orgasm still in the air. Not with her pussy dripping, gushing, and swallowing him with every thrust.

He couldn’t believe this was the same girl who, just days ago, blushed at changing with the lights on.

The sound of their bodies meeting—wet, desperate, rhythmic—filled the air, accompanied by moans from more than just Kelly. Around them, the other women had begun touching themselves, unable to look away. Lisa was circling her clit with slow, deliberate fingers, eyes fixed on Tom’s cock pumping into Kelly. Megan lay back beside Jasmin, two pairs of hands tangled between their thighs.

Tom leaned down and kissed Kelly hard, tasting sweat and arousal on her lips. She kissed him back hungrily, moaning into his mouth as his thrusts deepened. But as he pulled away, something flickered across his face—guilt, hesitation.

“I’m sorry,” he said quietly, still moving inside her.

Kelly’s brows knitted. “For what?”

He hesitated, the confession catching in his throat even as her tight, wet pussy clenched around him.

“Beth… gave me a blowjob,” he finally admitted. “Earlier. I—I shouldn’t have let her. You weren’t there. But she just... dropped to her knees, and I couldn’t make myself stop her.”

For a moment, Kelly didn’t respond. Her hips still rocked up to meet his thrusts, but her eyes searched his. Then, instead of anger, she let out a breathless laugh.

“Wow,” she said, biting her lip. “She really wants to fuck you.”

Tom blinked. “You’re not mad?”

“No,” she whispered, the corner of her mouth curling into a wicked grin. “It’s kinda hot, actually.”

She moaned as he hit a deep spot inside her. “I don’t know why, but… I really, really want to see you fuck her.”

The idea lit a fire in her voice, and Tom felt her pussy flutter around him in response, her arousal spiking at her own words. Watching her boyfriend fuck another woman—she never imagined it could turn her on. But now, in the middle of this surreal, sweaty, cum-soaked yoga lawn, anything felt possible.

Tom couldn’t believe what he’d just heard. After seven years together, his sweet, straight-laced girlfriend had just given him permission—no, encouraged him—to fuck another woman. His pulse roared in his ears as he leaned down, capturing Kelly’s mouth in a slow, sensual kiss that melted into something deeper. Their tongues danced, the moment heavy with unspoken promises and new, dangerous excitement.

His hips began to thrust harder, driven by lust and adrenaline. He gripped her hips, her slick pussy welcoming every deep stroke. She was soaked, still fluttering from her earlier orgasm, and the feeling of her hot, stretched walls hugging his cock nearly made him lose control.

“This one’s just for you,” he whispered in her ear, voice raw and trembling.

“Cum in me, you naughty boy,” she moaned, wrapping her legs around him. Her words pushed him over the edge.

He groaned as he came hard, pumping thick ropes of cum into her. She gasped, feeling his warmth flood her, her pussy fluttering again in greedy aftershocks. Tom held himself there, buried to the hilt, savoring the pulsing waves of release as she milked him with her body.

When he finally withdrew, his cock slid out wet and glistening, their combined fluids immediately seeping from her swollen red pussy and pooling onto the soft surface of the yoga mat. The cool air hit his skin and made him shiver—but not from cold. It was the sight of what they’d just done… and the eyes watching.

“I want a turn later, Tom,” Lisa purred from the side, her fingers still lazily stroking between her legs. Her lips were parted, her eyes dark with heat.

Tom looked down at Kelly. Her hair was fanned out around her, her breasts rising and falling with each breath, her pussy visibly used and dripping. But more than that—he saw the look in her eyes.

Excitement. Hunger. Curiosity.

They’d just crossed a line they could never uncross. The boundaries of their relationship had shifted in ways neither of them fully understood yet. There was still nervousness there—anxiety about what came next. But it was overwhelmed by something else. Something electric.

They were both still panting. Still aroused. And both knew, without saying a word, that this was only the beginning.


Chapter 7

When Tom and Kelly stumbled back into their cabin, they couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Whatever exhaustion they should have felt never came—they were running on something else entirely. Lust. Adrenaline. A hunger that hadn’t let up all day. They moved from room to room, taking each other with frantic passion, like teenagers on a honeymoon. By the time they got to the kitchen, Tom was rock hard again, and Kelly didn’t hesitate to bend over the counter, moaning as he slid into her soaked, stretched pussy. His fifth load of the day spilled into her with a shudder, the cum oozing down her thighs as she collapsed against the cool countertop, breathless.

“I’ve never been this horny in my life,” Kelly panted, wiping the thick mess from her legs with a towel.

Tom leaned back against the fridge, still catching his breath. “It’s insane. I think it’s all the visual overload.”

Kelly grinned. “You mean all the ridiculously hot people fucking like porn stars?”

Tom laughed, shaking his head. “Yeah. Exactly that.”

Tom lay on the bed, propped against the pillows, watching Kelly move around the bathroom. He still couldn’t quite believe the transformation unfolding before him. For years, he'd tried to nudge her out of her shell—a little lingerie here, a suggestion there—but she’d always laughed it off or wrinkled her nose. Now? He’d walked in on her being worshiped by three naked women, her moans echoing through the trees, her body trembling as she licked and squirmed and squirted in front of a crowd. It wasn’t just a fantasy come to life—it was something far more intoxicating. She wasn’t just doing it for him. She was enjoying it. Really enjoying it.

The memory was seared into his brain: Kelly, wide-eyed and overwhelmed, her mouth buried between Megan’s thighs, her hands clutching the redhead’s ass like she never wanted her to move. He didn’t know if he’d ever get that image out of his head—and he wasn’t sure he wanted to.

Dinner had been low-key. Everyone was drained, basking in that satisfied glow that only a long, filthy day could bring. Conversations were softer, the wine poured slower. Even the flirtation between couples had dimmed to lazy smiles and wandering hands under the table.

Now, back in the cabin, Tom sat quietly while Kelly washed her face, her curves lit by the warm glow of the bathroom light. He felt a sudden knot of doubt tighten in his chest. Watching her with other women had thrilled him—but men? Was he really ready for that?

His mind flickered to the image of Mike. The guy was confident, thickly built, hung like a goddamn stallion if the rumors were true. Could Tom really handle seeing Mike bend Kelly over the sink and sink that monster into her snug, untrained pussy? The thought should’ve made him jealous. Instead, his cock twitched beneath the sheets, swelling at the mental image of Kelly gasping, moaning, stretched open for another man.

Then came Beth. God, Beth. The way her tits bounced when she laughed, the sultry glint in her eyes every time she looked his way. He wanted to know what it felt like to slide into her—what sounds she made, how tight she'd grip him, how hard she could ride. He could almost hear her panting his name, her voice husky and wild.

But then there was Megan. Sweet, wild Megan. Her long red hair, her soft, pale skin, the teasing flash of her nipple piercings, and that perfect, heart-shaped ass. She was stunning. He found himself staring at his fully hard cock, throbbing now under the thin covers. If he had even the faintest chance to sleep with Megan, he’d take it. No hesitation. He remembered what Jake had said—they were trying for a baby. So a condom would be a must. Fair enough. A small price to pay for the chance to fuck someone like her.

His chest rose and fell as he took a deep breath. This wasn’t just Kelly’s awakening. It was his too.

"You nearly ready?" Tom called out, his voice low and thick with anticipation.

"Almost," Kelly replied from the bathroom. "Just need to moisturize."

As the scent of her lotion drifted out, a sudden knock echoed through the cabin, breaking the calm. Tom glanced at the clock.

“It’s 10:45,” he said, turning his head toward the bathroom.

“Bit late for visitors, isn’t it?” Kelly replied. “Can you get it?”

Tom hesitated, glancing down at the stiff erection tenting the sheet. He muttered a quiet curse, then rolled out of bed, adjusting the waistband of his boxers to try and conceal the obvious bulge. He padded barefoot to the door and opened it cautiously, angling his body to hide his arousal behind the doorframe.

Standing outside were Lisa and Jasmin, their bare shoulders just visible beneath black woolen blankets wrapped tightly around their bodies. The night air had a chill, their cheeks flushed pink from the cold—or maybe something else.

“Hey,” Tom said, forcing a casual smile. “You two alright?”

“We’re fine,” Jasmin replied with a shiver. “But it’s freezing out here. Mind if we come in for a bit?”

“Yeah, of course,” Tom said, opening the door wider and stepping aside, doing his best to keep himself angled away as the two women slipped inside.

They both stepped inside, the warmth of the cabin instantly wrapping around them. Tom closed the door behind them as the women peeled off their blankets and draped them across the sofa. The cold air had left its mark—both women’s nipples stood out firm against their skin, and Tom couldn’t help but notice. For the first time, he really took in Jasmin’s petite, toned frame as she rubbed her arms for warmth, her bare chest rising and falling with each breath.

“We weren’t interrupting anything, were we?” Jasmin asked with a playful smirk, her eyes drifting down to the obvious bulge in Tom’s boxers.

“Or maybe we were hoping to,” Lisa added with a wink, her tone brazen and unapologetic.

Tom flushed slightly, adjusting his stance out of habit. “No, it’s nothing like that. We were just about to go to bed.”

“Ohhh,” Lisa purred, cocking an eyebrow. “Sounds promising.”

Jasmin chuckled. “Sorry, we should probably say why we’re here before we get too carried away.”

She glanced at Lisa, then back to Tom. “We just had so much fun earlier. Honestly, watching Lisa go to town on Kelly was ridiculously hot. I think I get off on seeing her corrupt straight girls.”

Tom’s cock twitched at the words, blood surging with sudden intensity. After everything he’d already done today, he should’ve been spent—but somehow, the thought of it all, the way Jasmin said corrupt, the way Lisa’s eyes stayed locked on his crotch, made him feel harder than he’d been all day.

Lisa stepped a little closer, her grin widening. “So we were wondering…” she said, her voice honeyed and low, “if you two might be up for round two.”

Tom blinked, processing the proposition. “Wait, you mean… you two and Kelly?”

Lisa gave him a slow, sultry nod, her tone dripping with innuendo. “You’re welcome to join, of course. Watching you fuck her earlier—God, it was hot.”

“But I thought…” he hesitated, trying not to ruin the moment, “aren’t you guys lesbians?”

Lisa smiled and sauntered toward him, every step deliberate. “I’d say I’m technically bisexual,” she murmured. “And I wouldn’t mind having a little fun with this.”

She trailed her finger along the underside of his shaft, then tapped the tip playfully, letting it bounce back to attention. Tom swallowed hard.

Jasmin laughed from across the room. “I don’t usually play with guys,” she said casually, “but I definitely enjoy watching. Especially when it’s hot.”

Just then, Kelly emerged from the bathroom, towel in hand. “What’s going on?” she asked, glancing between the three of them, noticing how close Lisa was to Tom—and how red his face had gotten.

Jasmin stepped over, wrapping an arm gently around Kelly’s waist. “We were just wondering if you two might be up for a little more fun tonight.”

Tom and Kelly locked eyes. She searched his face, trying to read how serious he was. He gave a small shrug, his eyes filled with cautious excitement.

“Do you want to?” Kelly asked, her voice barely above a whisper.

Tom looked between the three beautiful, naked women, his cock still standing tall. “I mean… yeah. If you’re into it.”

Kelly took a breath, her heart pounding. She wasn’t shocked he’d said yes—but she was surprised by the flutter in her chest at the thought of what might come next.

“Um… okay,” she said, smiling nervously. “Let’s try.”

“How do we even start something like this?” she added with a nervous laugh.

Jasmin stepped closer, her smile playful and inviting. “Well,” she said, brushing a strand of hair from Kelly’s cheek, “I was hoping I might get a turn with you.”

Jasmin tilted her head with a playful glint in her eye and leaned in, brushing her lips softly against Kelly’s before deepening the kiss. Their mouths moved together slowly at first, then with more hunger as Kelly responded, her hands tentatively finding Jasmin’s hips. Tom stood frozen, mesmerized by the sight of his sweet, once-shy girlfriend wrapped in the arms of another woman.

"You like watching, don’t you?" Lisa whispered beside him, her voice low and teasing. She followed his line of sight to the two women now kissing with growing intensity. “Don’t worry, Jaz knows exactly what she’s doing. Your girl’s in good hands.”

As she spoke, Lisa’s fingers curled around his stiff cock, her touch deliberate and light. She began to stroke him slowly, savoring his sharp inhale as her grip tightened just enough. Tom turned to her, overwhelmed by the sensation and the surrealness of the moment. Her frizzy curls spilled around her face, framing her soft features and full chest. He lifted his hand to her cheek, gently brushing her hair behind her ear, his thumb lingering for a beat too long. She smiled into his touch.

Then he bent down and kissed her. Their lips met with instant heat, his body pressing into hers as the kiss deepened. There was something electric in it—like claiming and surrendering at once. The woman who had devoured his girlfriend’s pussy earlier now melted into his kiss, her hand still expertly working his cock.

Across the room, Kelly opened her eyes mid-kiss, just in time to see her boyfriend locked in a passionate embrace with Lisa. The sight made her stomach flip and a warm ache spread between her legs. She gasped slightly, and Jasmin took it as her cue.

Kelly felt Jasmin’s fingers slide down, teasing her slick folds with slow, circular motions.

“Mmm… how’s that feel?” Jasmin whispered, her voice soft against Kelly’s neck.

“Mmm, that feels good,” Kelly moaned, her breath shaky as Jasmin’s fingers expertly traced circles around her clit.

Jasmin grinned. “You were really into it earlier with Megan, weren’t you?”

Kelly flushed. “Was I that obvious?”

“Oh yeah,” Jasmin laughed softly, brushing her lips just under Kelly’s ear. “You looked like a girl discovering her favorite new hobby.”

Kelly bit her lip, half-embarrassed, half-aroused. “I don’t know what came over me… it just felt so intense.”

“I could see it,” Jasmin whispered, gently taking Kelly’s hands in hers. “You practically pulled Megan’s pussy onto your face.”

Kelly gave a nervous laugh as Jasmin guided one hand to her breast and the other to her bare, warm mound. Her skin was unbelievably smooth, and the heat between her legs made Kelly instinctively rub her fingers along her slit.

“You really liked the taste, didn’t you?” Jasmin teased, her voice sultry.

Kelly didn’t answer—she didn’t need to. Her touch said everything. She was already starting to move with purpose, circling Jasmin’s clit while squeezing her soft breast in her other hand. The rush of arousal flooding her body was impossible to deny.

“You’re such a natural,” Jasmin breathed, tilting her head back. “God, you really are full of surprises.”

The lesbians delighted in seducing the young couple, savoring every moment of their slow unraveling. There was a thick, electric tension in the air—Tom and Kelly were clearly new to this, each step forward a mixture of nerves, curiosity, and raw desire.

“Why don’t we move this somewhere more comfortable?” Jasmin purred, reaching for Kelly’s hand with a confident smile. She led her toward the bedroom, hips swaying with purpose.

Tom couldn’t tear his eyes away. Watching their toned, perky asses disappear through the door made his cock throb with anticipation. He had no idea what was waiting for him on the other side, but every inch of him needed to find out.

“We should join them,” Lisa murmured in his ear, her voice dripping with intent. Her fingers tightened around his cock, guiding him like a leash. With a playful smirk, she turned and led him by his stiff shaft into the bedroom.

Inside, the scene that greeted them nearly made Tom cum on the spot. Kelly was already lying back, legs spread, her moans filling the room while Jasmin’s mouth worked hungrily between her thighs. The sight of another woman devouring his girlfriend should’ve shocked him—but instead it thrilled him.

Without a word, Tom took control. He pushed Lisa gently down onto the bed beside Kelly, her curls spilling over the pillow, her breasts rising and falling with excitement. He knelt beside her and glanced up at Jasmin, their eyes meeting with a flash of mutual understanding.

“Oh, so he likes to take charge,” Lisa teased, her voice breathy as she opened her legs for him.

Tom didn’t hesitate. He lowered his head between her thighs, determined to prove himself. He started slowly, letting his thumbs part her lips as he used the flat of his tongue to tease her clit. He circled it, flicked it, tasted every inch of her with practiced care. He massaged her labia with his thumbs, tender but firm, and then, as he felt her slickness grow, he eased two fingers inside her—curling them just right, drawing a gasp from deep in her chest.

He had no idea how many women Lisa had been with, but he intended to make her remember this one.

Lisa let out a breathless laugh, eyes flicking from Tom’s focused face to Kelly’s flushed expression. “He’s got some real talent, doesn’t he?” she teased, giving Kelly a slow, deliberate kiss while her hand cupped and squeezed one of Kelly’s soft breasts. Kelly let out a shaky breath, then reached back to return the favor, her fingers teasing Lisa’s nipples as they both writhed under the attention of eager mouths and hands.

Jasmin pulled back from Kelly’s soaked pussy, her lips glistening. Without a word, she spat onto the pink folds, then wiped her mouth, eyes locked on Kelly’s. She shifted, lifting one toned leg over Kelly’s, and then slowly lowered her dripping cunt onto Kelly’s slick warmth. Both women gasped as their wetness met—Jasmin immediately started rocking her hips, her movements deliberate, building heat and friction between them.

Kelly whimpered, caught in the overwhelming sensation of another woman grinding against her, their soaked flesh slipping and catching in the most delicious way. “Oh… fuck,” she gasped, her hands gripping the sheets.

“That’s it,” Jasmin purred, grinding harder. “Good girl. You’re getting the hang of it.”

Tom lifted his head from between Lisa’s thighs, stunned by the sight in front of him. He couldn’t believe what he was seeing—Kelly tangled with another woman, both of them moaning, their slick bodies grinding together without shame. His cock throbbed, aching, as thick drops of pre-cum beaded at the tip.

Lisa reached down and gave his length a slow stroke, then met his eyes. “I can’t just lie here and watch this,” she whispered, voice thick with hunger. “I need to feel you inside me.”

Tom blinked, torn between disbelief and arousal as he looked down at Lisa’s toned, gorgeous body. The idea of fucking someone other than Kelly felt surreal—yet everything in his body screamed for it.

“Should I grab a condom?” he asked, breath catching.

Lisa gave him a knowing smile, pulling him closer. “No need. I’m on the implant. I always come prepared for nights like this.”

Tom turned to look at Kelly’s face—her eyes were half-lidded, her lips parted, her body twitching under Jasmin’s grinding hips—but even in the haze of pleasure, she was watching him. She’d heard everything. There was anticipation in her gaze, curiosity too, and something else: trust.

“Are you okay with that?” he asked, voice thick with disbelief and arousal.

Kelly didn’t say a word, just nodded, her breath caught in her throat as another moan escaped her lips. That simple gesture was all he needed. The moment she gave her silent approval, Tom moved instinctively, his heart pounding in his chest as he shifted into place between Lisa’s legs.

This was really happening.

Hovering over her, he guided his cock to her slick, welcoming folds. Her pussy glistened in the dim light, warm and inviting. Tom hesitated for just a second, then exhaled and pressed forward. The head of his cock slid past her lips, spreading her open with slow, deliberate pressure.

He could feel Kelly watching. Watching as her boyfriend fucked someone else for the first time in years.

He pushed in further, groaning as Lisa’s tight heat closed around him. She was snug—tighter than Kelly—and every inch deeper felt like a shock of electricity through his spine. He could only bury about three-quarters of himself before her body resisted, clenching around him as if warning him not to go too far, too fast.

“Ohhh—fuck,” Tom moaned, eyes fluttering shut.

He looked down at Lisa, then over at Kelly. She was still watching, still writhing beneath Jasmin—but now their eyes locked. For a moment, everything else faded away. The room, the other women, even the sex. It was just the two of them, locked in this strange, beautiful moment—bare, raw, and completely open.

Tom began to move, slow and steady, savoring every stroke. The sensation of Lisa’s tight pussy wrapped around his cock was overwhelming, but it was the connection with Kelly—her smile, her flushed cheeks, the hunger in her gaze—that truly took his breath away. They were really doing this. Together. And there was no turning back.

The rhythm of the room intensified. Tom’s hips were driving faster now, his thrusts deliberate and deep, each one pulling a guttural moan from Lisa. Her nails dug lightly into his back, and her breath hitched as she writhed beneath him, meeting each stroke with hunger. Nearby, Jasmin’s movements grew more frantic, her slick folds grinding against Kelly’s with a friction that was raw, wet, and primal. The sounds of their soaked bodies colliding filled the air with an erotic urgency.

Eventually Jasmin slowed, panting, her thighs quivering from the effort. She lifted herself off Kelly’s mound and crawled up her body, their skin slick and flushed. She kissed Kelly tenderly, lips parting as her hand found a breast, fingers lightly rolling the nipple between them. Kelly moaned into her mouth, her body humming with pleasure.

Lisa’s voice cracked through the haze. “Oooohhh, fuck—your cock feels incredible!”

“I’m close,” she gasped, eyes fluttering shut.

Tom instinctively reached between them, pressing his thumb to her clit in tight circles while maintaining his rhythm. It only took a few strokes before her body tensed. Her legs wrapped around him, her pussy clenching tight as a low, feral groan escaped her throat.

He slowed, letting her ride the wave down as her orgasm pulsed through her. Then, gently, he pulled out, his shaft glistening with her slick arousal. Lisa collapsed back, panting, a lazy grin spreading across her face.

“Mmm… why don’t you go and fuck your girlfriend now?” she whispered with a teasing lilt, reaching up to brush a hand along his jaw. Then, more softly, against his ear, “Wouldn’t it be hot to feel our juices mix inside her?”

The filthy thought sent a jolt through him. His cock throbbed with fresh intensity. He felt his inhibitions crumble, replaced by a need so strong it made him shiver.

Jasmin and Kelly were still tangled together, kissing with an ease that was both tender and wild. As he moved between their legs, they instinctively parted for him, making space without a word. He could feel their warmth radiating toward him, their scent intoxicating.

“Mmm, fuck your girl while I play with her pretty tits,” Jasmin murmured, trailing kisses along Kelly’s collarbone.

Tom lined himself up, barely able to breathe. But before he could push forward, Lisa joined them. She bit her lip as she leaned in and cupped his face, pulling him into a deep, wet kiss. Her tongue danced with his, slow and confident, while her hand stayed pressed against his chest, steadying him.

He melted into the kiss, his cock twitching in anticipation, aching for the next moment.

"OH FUUUUCK!" Jasmin yelled.

Tom looked down and to his shock he had accidentally shoved himself deep into Jasmins cunt.

“Ooohhhh,” Jasmin gasped, her voice caught somewhere between a moan and a wince. “It’s so big… it hurts.”

Tom froze, panic flickering across his face. “Shit—I’m so sorry,” he stammered, instinctively starting to pull back. But before he could, a hand pressed firmly against the small of his back.

He turned his head to see Lisa grinning, her palm steadying him. “Don’t,” she said softly. “I’ve never seen Jaz take a cock before. This is… new.”

Tom blinked. “Wait—she’s never…?”

“I tried it once,” Jasmin said quickly, glancing back over her shoulder, her cheeks flushed. “Back in uni. But nothing like this.”

She bit her lip, shifting slightly beneath him, adjusting to the stretch. “Honestly… I’ve always been scared of ones this big. But now that it’s in me…” Her voice dropped to a whisper, tinged with surprise. “It’s not as terrifying as I thought.”

Tom stayed still, trying to read her expression. Jasmin gave a slow exhale, her body trembling under the intensity of the sensation, but her eyes flicked up and met his, steady and clear. She gave a small nod. The pain was dulling now, replaced by something warmer, deeper—a slow bloom of pleasure that spread through her belly like a spark catching fire.

Lisa, watching the shift, leaned in close and whispered in Tom’s ear, “She’s ready.”

Then, without warning, she gave him a firm push from behind, driving his cock deeper into Jasmin’s snug, soaking cunt.

“How does she feel?” Kelly asked, her voice husky with curiosity and arousal.

Tom’s breath caught. “So tight,” he groaned, barely able to form the words. He’d never felt anything like it—Jasmin’s pussy clung to him, soft and impossibly snug, her inner walls stretching around his cock with delicious resistance. It was overwhelming. His hips began to move on instinct, each thrust deeper than the last.

Gripping Jasmin’s narrow waist, Tom pulled her back onto him, his rhythm turning forceful. “Fuck,” he muttered, feeling something raw and animalistic awaken inside him.

Jasmin cried out as her body rocked forward from the impact, her moans growing louder with each pounding stroke. “Urrrgh—this is... ammaaazing,” she gasped, her voice broken with pleasure as the sharp sound of skin slapping skin echoed through the room.

Beneath her, Kelly watched the scene in awe. Jasmin’s small breasts bounced wildly just inches from her face, each thrust making them jiggle harder. Unable to resist, Kelly reached up and cupped them in both hands, squeezing gently, teasing the nipples with her thumbs.

Jasmin’s eyes fluttered shut, her mouth falling open as she arched her back in bliss, surrendering completely to the twin sensations of being filled and fondled.

“Hey Kelly, come here—I’ve got an idea,” Lisa said, her voice low and playful.

Curious, Kelly slid out from beneath Jasmin’s trembling body, her skin flushed and glistening. Lisa gave her a knowing smile, eyes flicking down Kelly’s slick thighs.

“Do you trust me?” she asked, brushing a damp strand of hair from Kelly’s cheek.

Kelly hesitated for just a second. Hours ago, the thought of sharing her boyfriend, of touching another woman, would’ve mortified her. But now? Now she stood naked, trembling with satisfaction, smeared with the heat and wetness of three different bodies—and loving it. Her shyness had dissolved under the intensity of the night.

She nodded, her expression still holding that wide-eyed sweetness. Lisa grinned, savoring the contrast—Kelly was on the brink of something irreversible, and Lisa intended to guide her through it.

Gently but firmly, she led Kelly closer to where Tom’s thick cock was still sliding in and out of Jasmin’s stretched, glistening pussy. Jasmin’s petite frame shuddered with every thrust, her hole gripping around Tom’s cock in a way that looked almost unreal.

Lisa brought Kelly’s face just inches from the action. “Watch,” she murmured. “Look how she takes him.”

Kelly’s breath hitched as she saw Tom’s cock disappear inside Jasmin, again and again, the slick sound of their bodies sending shivers up her spine. Jasmin’s entrance looked impossibly stretched, and for a second Kelly worried he might tear her open.

Lisa gave her a gentle nudge forward. Kelly understood what she wanted.

Without a word, she leaned in, her tongue slipping out to meet where cock and cunt connected. The taste was raw, heady—Jasmin’s arousal and Tom’s pre-cum mingling on her tongue. She moaned into the contact and began to flick her tongue along the joining of their bodies, worshiping the act unfolding before her.

Her free hand moved between her legs, fingers finding her soaked slit. She rubbed in slow, urgent circles, devouring the moment as she licked and moaned and trembled.

The mix of sensations overwhelmed her. The heat of their bodies, the taste, the sound—it all built too quickly.

Her pussy clenched tightly around her fingers as a powerful orgasm tore through her. She whimpered against Jasmin’s body, hips jerking, then collapsed forward in a trembling heap, her body giving in to the rush of pleasure.

She lay there, panting, soaked in bliss.

Jasmin gasped as her overstimulated pussy was stretched wider than it ever had been before. She'd slept with a guy back in university—a soft-spoken philosophy major with a four-inch cock that barely filled her. She’d used toys since then, of course, but nothing, nothing, had prepared her for this. Tom's cock was thicker, longer, and relentless—using her petite body with a power she hadn’t known she could crave.

She twisted slightly, needing to see it—see her soaked, pink entrance stretched around him, swallowing inch after inch. The raw visual pushed her over the edge. Her entire body buckled as the orgasm hit—deep and uncontrollable, triggered by nothing but the sheer force of being filled.

She cried out and collapsed forward, her face pressing into the pillow as tremors shook her.

“Fuck,” she groaned, her voice muffled, “that might’ve been the biggest orgasm of my life.”

Tom paused, still hard and pulsing, gripping her hips like he was afraid to move. “Mind if I finish?” he asked, breathless, trying to be polite even as lust clawed at him.

Jasmin let out a lazy, satisfied hum. “Yeah, go for it,” she murmured, lips curling into a tired smile. “Just... pull out, okay? I’m not on anything.”

The words snapped Tom back to earth.

No condom. No protection. His cock had been buried raw in a stranger.

Panic and arousal collided inside him. The danger made his pulse race, sent adrenaline through his veins—but instead of pulling him away, it pushed him closer to the edge. Just knowing he was that close to cumming inside her made his balls tighten.

“Shit—” he gasped, pulling out just in time.

His cock jerked in his hand, and hot spurts of cum painted Jasmin’s lower back. He looked down, panting, watching her swollen pussy twitch in the aftermath. His heart slowed only when he saw he’d kept his promise—nothing had landed inside her.

Lisa, grinning like a proud deviant, reached for a nearby towel and helped wipe Jasmin’s back. “I can’t believe you just fucked a guy,” she said, eyes sparkling.

Jasmin rolled onto her side, her expression dazed and glowing. “Me neither,” she said with a dreamy laugh. “That was... way better than I imagined.”

Tom flopped down beside Kelly, his body still humming from the high. She curled into him without hesitation, her cheek against his neck, her breath soft against his skin. He inhaled the faint scent of her hair—familiar and grounding—and pulled her close, his arms wrapping around her bare back. His softening cock rested against her stomach, still slick and warm.

All four of them lay there, tangled and spent, the room thick with the scent of sex and sweat. One by one, they drifted toward sleep—bodies pressed together, hearts still pounding.

Tom and Kelly stayed in each other’s arms, their thoughts spinning with everything they’d just shared. Whatever line they’d crossed tonight, they both knew there was no going back—and neither of them wanted to.

Sunlight filtered softly through the blinds, casting slanted stripes across the rumpled bed and tangle of limbs. The air still smelled faintly of sweat and sex. Tom stirred first, stretching his arm and feeling Kelly curled into his side. Across the bed, Lisa lay sprawled on her stomach, one leg draped over Jasmin, who was blinking sleepily but smiling.

“Mmm... morning,” Kelly murmured, brushing her lips against Tom’s chest.

He yawned and looked around, then asked, “Hey... what about Megan and Jake? Are they still here?”

Lisa rolled onto her side and smirked. “You’ve got it bad for Megan, huh?”

Tom shrugged, but he didn’t deny it.

Jasmin chuckled. “Sorry, lover boy—they’re heading off this morning. Early check-out. But don’t panic. They’re regulars. If you speak to Mike, he’ll help you book the same dates next time.”

Kelly stretched and gave a dreamy sigh. “Oh god, yes please,” she groaned, her voice thick with longing. “I want that hairy ginger pussy on my face again.”

That sent everyone into laughter.

“Oh my god,” Lisa grinned, shaking her head, “you know what’s funny? Neither of us were into hairy ginger pussy before we met her.”

Jasmin laughed too, nudging Lisa. “Speak for yourself. I was just too afraid to admit it.”

They were still laughing when a knock came at the door.

Mike’s voice followed through the wood: “Morning! Garage just called—your car’ll be ready around midday.”

Tom looked around at the three naked, smiling women sprawled across the bed.

He grinned. Midday felt far enough away.


Epilogue

Six months later, the fire had only grown hotter.

Tom stood at the edge of the bed, his hands tangled in Megan’s copper hair as her mouth worked his cock with slow, focused intensity. Her plush lips glided up and down his shaft, tongue teasing the underside with every pass. But it was the position she held that made his mind reel—Megan was straddling Kelly’s face, her thick ginger bush matted with wetness, rocking her hips as she moaned around Tom’s cock.

Beneath her, Kelly was buried between Megan’s thighs, her arms wrapped tight around Megan’s waist, tongue flicking and sucking with desperate need. Her face glistened with slick, her moans muffled but constant. Every time Megan’s hips rolled, her weight pressed down harder on Kelly’s eager mouth.

And as Kelly lay beneath Megan, Mike was between her legs, absolutely destroying Kelly’s pussy. His huge cock slammed into her again and again, stretching her open with punishing thrusts that echoed through the room. Each impact sent a ripple through her body—her back arched, her thighs trembled, her moans vibrated into Megan’s cunt.

Tom could barely believe what he was seeing. His girlfriend pinned beneath Megan, her face soaked, her body rocked by Mike’s relentless pounding. Megan’s mouth worshiping his cock, moaning and slurping as she rode the orgasmic high of being devoured from below. It was animalistic, surreal, obscene—and utterly addictive.

Off to the side, on the sofa, Jake reclined in smug satisfaction. His jeans were around his ankles, and Beth was on her knees between his legs, sucking his cock with slow, methodical hunger. Her eyes were half-lidded, her lips stretched wide as her head bobbed, slurping him deeper with every pass. One hand stroked his shaft while the other played with her own dripping pussy.

The room smelled like sex and sweat. Moans layered on top of moans. Flesh against flesh. Every movement was a new collision of depravity and pleasure.

Tom looked down at Megan. She was looking up at him with wild eyes, her mouth stuffed with cock, her face glistening, her thighs trembling from the tongue driving her mad below.

He wasn’t going to last long. None of them were.
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Shared in Sin City: A Couple's Journey

As Lucy looked out of the rented Mustang's windows, she saw that famous sign: Welcome to Las Vegas. She knew the weekend was going to be fun—who has a dull time in Vegas, right?

In fact, she’d been planning to make this trip a little wilder than usual for her and Chris. But as she glanced at her husband in the driver’s seat, she could never have known how the weekend—and their lives—would end up taking such a dramatic turn.

She had no idea they were about to meet James and Emily, and that a chance encounter was all it would take to change everything.

Chris never would have imagined he’d find himself sitting there, watching his wife on her knees, pleasuring another man—his mind screaming stop, but his body begging don’t you dare stop.

Of course, that might have had something to do with Emily’s head bobbing up and down in his lap.

A couple of wives sharing drinks in Vegas and giving each other’s husbands a quick blowjob? That’s one thing. But watching your wife naked, surrounded by strangers, stretched out by a random guy’s massive cock? That’s a completely different ball game. And for whatever reason, James seems perfectly happy to watch Emily in that position.

But not Lucy. She wouldn’t go that far. Would she?

The sign might say Welcome to Las Vegas, but it really should say Welcome to Sin City.



Shared in Public: An Ordinary Couple's Journey Into Swinging and Submission

When Beth and Steve stepped out of the car to greet Beth’s old friend Chloe and her husband Rich, they had no idea just how far things would go.

Sure, if you had told Beth she’d get drunk and give Steve a blowjob while Chloe and Rich watched, she might have believed you. If you said the two girls would be bent over separate loungers, their husbands eagerly taking them from behind, she might have believed that too.

But if you told her that, in just three days, she’d be stripped naked, dripping with another man’s cum, and about to sit on her own husband’s face—she would have laughed in your face.

Then Chloe dropped the hand grenade.

Over drinks that first night, she casually announced how Rich had discovered his love for submission—how much he enjoyed giving up control with her. The sparkle in her eye was impossible to ignore. So was Rich’s massive erection.

And before Beth knew it, her own body betrayed her. The heat between her thighs, the pulse of something forbidden curling deep inside her—it was undeniable.

The seed was planted.

But surely Steve wouldn’t be interested.

Surely Steve wasn’t the submissive type… was he?

Shared: A Husband Watches His Wife For The First Time 

Andy had always wanted his wife Gemma to be a little bit more adventurous. Nothing too much, just maybe a little bit of revealing clothing when they went out, or just a bit of mild flirtation with another guy.

So how did they get from that point to the here and now? The here and now where Gemma has he face between her friend's legs while another guy is filling her up with his cum?

How does the conservative wife become a complete slutwife?

Well, the background is complicated, but the events of this night aren't. Some drinks with friends, a couple of decisions that could have gone either way, and here we are.

But how will Andy feel as he watches his wife getting shared for the first time?
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