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Chapter 1

"All you have to do is pick a therapist," Meredith says, leaning over my lounge chair with her tablet. I sigh and set my drink on the side table; she's blocking my view of the waves and trying once again to goad me into signing up for resort activities, when all I really want to do is lie in the shade and let the stress leak out of my body.

"What if I don't want to pick a therapist?" I say, taking the tablet from her and angling it so I can see the screen in spite of the glare.

"Fine," she says, her voice taking a hard, annoyed edge, "I'll just pick one for you, then."

I lean away from her, tucking the tablet to my chest, and say, "No way am I letting you pick a massage therapist for me — you'll choose some big, burly Russian guy with hands made of concrete who gets off on cracking people's bones."

With my shoulder turned to Meredith, I squint at the screen. She's got a time for this couples massage session selected — this evening, right after supper — and she's also picked her own massage therapist.

"Jake?" I say, turning toward her. "You picked a massage therapist named Jake?"

"What? It's a perfectly good name."

"But ... a guy? Isn't that a little ... I don't know ..."

Meredith's cheeks turn red and she tucks her blonde hair behind her ears with nervous fingers.

"I thought it would be ... kind of fun," she says. "Like, it might get us in the mood to have someone of the opposite sex do the massage. Get us feeling ... sensual."

I sigh. This vacation was Meredith's idea to reignite the spark in our marriage, though I'm not convinced that the spark has actually gone out. Obviously we're not the horny college kids we were when we met ten years ago, or the randy newlyweds we became seven years ago, and our lovemaking has dwindled from daily to weekly to more or less monthly, but it's not like we're not affectionate. And of course, we've more or less figured out what we like over the years, so our lovemaking is pretty efficient.

But efficient doesn't mean bad. It just means we don't have to spend a lot of time on the preliminaries.

"So you're okay with me picking a woman?" I say.

She bites her lip for a moment, then says, "Of course — I think it would be ... exciting, right? Something a little wild on vacation — what happens on Saint-Raphaël stays on Saint-Raphaël, right?"

I shrug and scroll through the list of massage therapists. Most have a picture beside their name — there's Jake, with his close-cropped hair and square jaw; Pierre, looking a little smug with his round glasses and spikey blonde hair; Sam, wearing a crooked smile and short brown beard.

"Looks like slim pickings for me," I say, swiping my finger down the screen. So far, I've only seen one woman, Lily, and she's not available at the time Meredith has us booked.

"Ah ha!" I say. "Camille, she's available."

There's no picture beside Camille's listing, just a generic blue placeholder square with the resort's logo, and when I click to her biography, the only information provided is that she was just hired last week, with specialties in Reiki, Thai, and sports therapy massage. I have no idea what any of that means, though I do like watching baseball and eating pad Thai, so I think we can find common ground.

"Well, good," Meredith says, taking back her tablet. "Then we're all set. Want to go for a swim before dinner?"

I glance out at the waves, which are lapping gently against the sand, and at a little sailboat bobbing at anchor a hundred yards or so from shore. The gentle, rocking motions of the boat and the surf lulled me into a daze when I first settled into my lounge chair, and the prospect of pulling myself to my feet seems as rigorous as scaling Everest.

"Nah," I say, letting my shoulders fall back. "I'm good here."

Meredith sighs and stands, shaking her head and pursing her lips.

"You be a party pooper, then," she says, heading toward the little green cabana behind my seat. "I'm going to put my tablet away and take a dip; maybe I'll meet a handsome merman out in the waves."

I close my eyes and stretch my arms over my head. Then I won't have to go to this stupid massage, I think as I drift into a light, sun-warmed slumber.


Chapter 2

I drifted off to sleep in the warm sun, and wake with a start. The sun's angle has changed and the breeze blowing off the water is a little cooler, which is probably what woke me.

I groan and pull myself out of my chair, feeling more hungover than refreshed. All I've had to drink is the welcome coconut shell with a shot of rum that the concierge offered at check-in; age, I suppose, is catching up to me, robbing me first of my stamina: gone are those halcyon college days when I could put away a half dozen shots at a Thursday night party and still get myself to my eight o'clock lab.

A glance at my phone, which has spent the afternoon face down and blessedly silent on the table beside my chair, shows me that I'm already late for dinner with Meredith. With a sigh, I hurry up the beach to our cabana so I can change and rush to the resort's little restaurant in time to place my order before Meredith decides to take matters into her own hands and saddle me with some inedible seafood dish.



The light is dim in the low-ceilinged dining room of the resort's restaurant, the shades drawn against the setting sun over the big windows facing the sea. The air is filled with the low murmur of voices, most speaking in French or Dutch: Saint-Raphaël is apparently very popular with vacationers from Belgium and the Netherlands, seeking refuge from a gloomy North Sea winter. It's gloomy back home for us, too, and bitterly cold; the gentle breezes and warm sun have been a welcome respite from the bitter wind and steel gray skies we would otherwise be suffering.

I look for Meredith, but all I see are strangers, all wearing shirts and dresses of a European cut, making me feel even more out of place. As my eyes adjust to the dim light, I watch these strangers gesticulating with forks and knives, waving their hands to make their points with words I can't decipher, and I suddenly feel a million miles away from home.

Then I catch sight of her, sitting at a table in the far corner, half obscured by shadows, and she's not alone. Sitting with her are a couple, a man and woman, about our age or a little older: he has curly black hair shot through with threads of gray, eyes that wrinkle at the corners when he laughs; she has her blonde hair cut in a bob, wearing a green dress that bares her tan shoulders and the back of her neck. They're all holding cocktail glasses and picking at a nearly empty plate of cut tropical fruit. Their menus are still face down on the table, and I quicken my step, hoping to beat the waiter so I can order a steak or a burger and avoid being stuck with the fish special.

The other woman at the table sees me approaching before Meredith does and raises an eyebrow at me over the rim of her glass. She has striking blue eyes, pale as a glacial pool, and the corner of her mouth lifts in a playful smirk. Meredith looks up from her conversation with the man and gives me a startled smile.

"Danny, you've got to meet my new friends, the Pelletiers," she says, motioning with her glass to each in turn. "Marc and Claire. They're from Montreal."

"Danny," I say, extending my hand first to the woman, Claire, and then to Marc. "I'm pleased to meet you."

"Enchanté," Claire says in a warm, husky voice.

"You should have a seat," Marc says, his dark eyes sparkling playfully, "and defend yourself from your wife's lies and misprisions."

"Marc!" Meredith says with a giggle as I slide out the chair between Marc and Claire so I can sit across from her. "I would never speak ill of Danny when he's not here!"

"Well, he's here now," says Marc, "so you have no more excuses."

I hear Claire laugh beside me, and I turn to see her holding her hand against her mouth to stifle a giggle. She reaches a hand out to brush my shoulder with her fingers.

"Marc is only teasing, Danny," she says. "Meredith tells us you have a couples massage scheduled after dinner; that sounds delightful."

"I'm sure it will be," I say, throwing a glance toward Meredith as I reach for a square of mango on the plate in the middle of the table. "I was a little nervous at first, but she let me pick my own therapist."

"More like twisted your arm until you picked one," Meredith mutters.

"Her name is Camille," I say, winking at Meredith as I pop the piece of fruit into my mouth. "And Meredith's therapist is named Jake," I say as I swallow the sweet, sticky morsel. "I'm not sure which of us is luckier."

"Quite a frisky proposition," Marc says. "We don't often see such daring on this side of the resort."

I raise a questioning eyebrow at Marc.

"Marc and Claire are staying down the beach," Meredith says, her cheeks suddenly flushing. "At the, um, clothing optional cabins."

"Nous sommes nudistes," Claire says, brushing her fingers against my shoulder again, then laughs. "Really, Meredith, it's not so scandalous. We just want to enjoy the sun on every inch of skin before we have to go back to our parkas and scarves in the snowy wastes."

"It will be a long, cold time before the camps in Quebec open for the summer," Marc says wistfully.

"I didn't know there was a ... nudist resort on Saint-Raphaël," I say, trying not to imagine Marc and Claire naked on the beach.

"It's quite small," says Claire, "only a handful of cabins. And they put it behind a high fence with lots of warning signs, like there are vicious animals lurking there."

"And we're not vicious at all," says Marc. "We're quite peaceful, really."

"You should come visit," Claire says, squeezing my shoulder. "You might enjoy it; we have the loveliest little cabin, and I think our patch of sunlight is the warmest on the whole island."

"I don't know," Meredith says, looking down at her hands, which are fidgeting with a napkin. "I'm not sure I'd be comfortable being naked around strangers."

"The nudity is optional," says Marc. "This is not one of those tiresome nudité obligatoire camps. You choose for yourself what you expose."

"I'm not sure it's for me," Meredith mumbles.

I don't know why I want to make this visit to the nudist resort happen, the nudist resort that I didn't even know existed until just moments ago. Maybe it's residual annoyance at Meredith booking a couples massage without asking me first; maybe it's something about these new friends of Meredith's, charming and sophisticated, so different from us, and so different from anyone we know back home. Maybe I have my own nudist desires, hidden from myself all these years, and when presented with this once in a lifetime opportunity, I simply can't contain it. All I know is that I suddenly want very much to visit Marc and Claire at the nude beach on Saint-Raphaël.

"Oh, come on, Meredith," I say, reaching for the last piece of pineapple on the plate in the middle of the table, "don't be a party pooper. You said yourself you wanted to try something a little wild on vacation — what happens on Saint-Raphaël stays on Saint-Raphaël, right?"


Chapter 3

Meredith is like a sulky little rain cloud on our way from the restaurant to the wellness center, just a little further down the beach. She was silent through most of dinner, barely picking at her tilapia with mango chutney while Marc, Claire, and I commiserated about our respective chilly homes and made plans to meet tomorrow at noon.

"I can't believe you want to drag me to a nude beach," Meredith grumbles as we approach the door of the wellness center, a low, palm-thatched building with high windows facing the beach.

"It's a clothing optional beach," I say. "You can wear your overcoat and galoshes if you want. And aren't you the one who wanted to make this vacation an opportunity to try new things?"

"New within reason," Meredith says. "Flaunting my pale, naked ass in front of strangers doesn't sound reasonable."

"I'm a big fan of your pale, naked ass," I say, "and I'm sure everyone else will be, too."

I give her butt a playful slap and push the wellness center door open; Meredith lets out a surprised giggle, her mood brightening a little.

The sun is rapidly setting, the pink and orange clouds over the sea fading to gray, but inside the center, the lighting is warm and soft. We step into an entry area lit by flickering candles, with statues of bodhisattvas and dancing Hindu gods scattered about, draped in colorful strands of flowers. An incense cone burns in a brass brazier, filling the air with a sweet, spicy aroma. A sign above a red velvet couch requests, in French, Dutch, and English, that we remove our shoes and maintain silence.

Meredith sits on the couch and kicks off her sandals while I circle the room, enjoying the way the gentle scent of the incense and the warm glow of the candles relax me. I had been feeling nervous about the massage before dinner, anxious that this was a new experience I wouldn't enjoy. But after meeting the Pelletiers, and receiving their unexpected invitation to adventure, I'm feeling bold. Let Saint-Raphaël throw whatever surprises it can at me; I'll meet them with cool and confident elan.

A door opposite the entrance opens a crack, and I hear a deep male voice ask, "Meredith? Daniel? Are you here for your seven o'clock massage?"

I look over at Meredith, who is still sitting on the couch, her hands folded nervously in her lap. She glances at me and gives me a tight-lipped smile; it appears that Miss Try-Something-Wild is feeling a little unsure of herself. I step to her and reach out my hand for hers, and say, "Yes, we're here, and we're ready."



I hang my shirt and shorts on a hook in the changing cubicle. The man who led us inside was Jake, as broad-shouldered and square-jawed as his picture on the directory had promised, dressed in a loose white smock and trousers, his feet bare on the carpeted floor. He had a friendly, easy smile, and a firm handshake that exuded confidence and generosity. I liked him immediately, in spite of my earlier hesitation, and I noticed that Meredith relaxed a little in his presence.

I consider myself for a moment in the long, narrow mirror on the cubicle door. I'm certainly not built like Jake, who towers over both Meredith and me with his wide chest and thick arms, but I don't think I look too bad for going into my early thirties. My belly is still more flat than round, and my thrice-weekly gym visits have kept my arms and legs from getting too flabby. There's the faintest touch of gray mixed with the dark hair at my temples, and some faint lines forming at the corners of my eyes and lips, but I could probably pass for a couple years younger than my actual age, at least in the right light.

I hook my thumbs in my briefs and pull them down, then step out of them and tuck them into the pocket of my hanging shorts. When Marc and Claire invited us to visit them at the nude resort tomorrow, I had felt a stirring in my shorts, and I was a little worried that I'd go to my massage with Camille sporting an embarrassing erection. I'm relieved to see that my cock is at rest now, relaxed and placid beneath the tangle of dark hair above it. I pull a plush white towel down from the hook on the cubicle wall and wrap it around my waist, making a loose knot at my hip, and step out of the cubicle.

Jake and Meredith are already waiting for me. Meredith has her towel wrapped around her body, hanging loose at the back so the tops of her thighs are visible, and her blonde hair is piled loosely on the top of her head and pulled away from her neck. Jake smiles at me and pushes open another door, leading us deeper into the wellness center.

We enter a dark, windowless room lit only by the dim glow of candles mounted to the walls. In the middle of the room is a pair of tables, standing about waist high, draped with white sheets. Incense burns here, too, the faint scent of sandalwood and lavender filling my senses. I hear music, very faint, almost imperceptible, a steady, slow rhythm and deep, sonorous tones hovering just on the edge of awareness. It's like stepping into a soft, quiet dream.

Another man is sitting in a chair against the wall, his curly blonde head bent over a sheaf of papers. He looks up when we enter the room and smiles, his expression glowing brightly in the dim light; a stubbly blonde beard clings to his chin and jaw. His clothes are like Jake's: a loose white tunic open at his throat, relaxed white trousers, bare feet. A black cord hangs around his neck, with what looks like a pearlescent seashell dangling against his chest.

"Bonjour," the man says, setting the papers by his feet and rising with a graceful, easy unfolding. "You are Daniel?"

I nod, suddenly feeling a little confused. Where's Camille? I wonder. Jake is helping Meredith onto one of the tables, his broad hand against her back to steady her as she climbs onto the surface and slowly stretches out face down, her arms dangling off the sides. The stranger is stepping toward me, hand outstretched.

"I am Camille," the blonde man says, holding his hand out to me. "I will be your therapist today."

"You ... you're ... wait, how ..."

I stammer and stutter, my eyes glancing wildly around the room. Surely this is some sort of a trick ...

The man laughs and says, "You were expecting a woman, perhaps? My parents named me for my great-uncle Camille, who was named for his father; it is an old name, yes? My family is rather old-fashioned, I suppose."

"Oh," I say. "I'm sorry, Camille, I ... I'm just surprised, that's all. There was no picture on the directory and ..."

"Désolé, Daniel," says Camille. "I joined the staff only last week and my profile is not updated yet. If you would prefer, though, I can see if Lily, or maybe Judith, can be ..."

I glance over at Meredith, who is already smiling and sighing under Jake's firm but gentle touch. Her towel lies on the floor, and the sheet that hung over the edge of the table lies now across her back, resting just above the swell of her ass. She has her face turned toward me, eyes closed and lips parted, and the corners of her lips turn into a smile of serene delight as Jake's fingers dig into her shoulders.

"No," I say, turning back to Camille and taking his still-extended hand in mine. His skin is warm and smooth, his grip sturdy. "No, that's perfectly fine, Camille. Let's do this."



When Meredith signed us up for the massage, I was certain I would hate it. Being touched by a stranger — even the Camille of my fantasies, whom I had molded into a dusky-skinned beauty with flowing black hair and full breasts, nearly the exact opposite of the real Camille I found in the massage room — struck me as uncomfortable at best, frightening at worst. I was afraid of surrendering to another person's touch, letting my body be moved and manipulated against my will; I was sure that it would be the exact opposite of relaxing, and that I would come away even more tense and stiff than when I first lay on the table.

I did not anticipate the absolute magic that Camille could perform with his fingers.

"You are very tense, Daniel," Camille said when he first placed his hands on my bare shoulders. His words made my muscles tighten even more, and I heard his gentle laugh.

"That is not a criticism, of course," Camille said, dragging his fingers slowly down my back on either side of my spine, so lightly that I wasn't sure he was actually touching me. "It is merely an observation, and a guidepost for the journey we shall take together."

I opened my mouth to speak and felt Camille's thumb press gently against my lips. I turned my eyes to look into his face: still smiling, still kind, but his jaw was set with determination.

"I ask that you be silent, Daniel," Camille said, "unless you feel an intensity of pain or other sensation. It is important that the experience be unmediated by your words; please, feel, but do not speak."

I have lost all sense of time and place under Camille's hands, which alternate between firm and soft, rough and tender, his fingers digging deep into knotted tissue before dancing feather-light across my skin. I can feel blood surging into tissues that have been stiff and sore for so long that I had forgotten they could feel any other way, and I hear the creaking and cracking of joints that are moving more freely now than they have for years. With the expansiveness I suddenly feel in my body comes an expansiveness within my mind, as if I am both awakening into a newer, brighter world, and also sinking into a carefree swoon from which I never want to wake.

Camille undoes the loose knot of the towel at my hip and lets it fall. I have a brief moment of panic when his hands graze gently down the small of my back and over the curve of my bare ass, but when his fingers find the tight, rocky knots that make sitting in my office chair unbearable for any great length, and when they begin to untie those knots with delicate, tender movements, my fear dissolves and I let out a sigh of complete surrender. I think I hear another low chuckle from Camille, but I am too serene to care what he might find funny about my current state.

His hands move from my ass to my thighs, finding some tight and ticklish knots there, too. He lifts my legs, bending them back just to the edge of pain, and then works his hands along my calves and shins to my ankles, eliciting a muffled fireworks of cracks and pops when he turns them.

When Camille's fingers make their way to my feet, I think I've found true ecstasy. He presses into the soles, then stretches my toes, gently but firmly, one at a time, causing more popping sounds to echo in the dark room. Electric tingles course through my body, as though each nerve of my feet is tied to a nerve somewhere else, and soon I'm buzzing from the top of my head to the tips of my toes, somehow both aroused and relaxed at the same time. I close my eyes and watch swirls of color spin and swim behind my eyelids, dancing in time to the steady beat of my heart.

"I'm going to turn you over now, Daniel," Camille says, lowering my legs and sliding his hands over my thighs to my hips.

That's when I realize that I have the most intense and pulsing erection pressed into the soft towel beneath me.

"Um, uh, wait," I gasp, my eyes flying open. I grip the table with my hands and try to raise my head. My ears are burning and my cheeks feel hot. "I'm, uh, I have a ..."

Camille's fingers slip gently over my hip and under my body, brushing my throbbing cock. I grit my teeth, afraid I'm going to explode from the intensity of the lightest of touches. Camille pulls his hands away, resting them on my back, and I'm torn between relief and disappointment. Touch me again, part of my brain tries to trick my mouth into saying, touch me again with those firm, warm, gentle fingers ...

"It is perfectly normal," Camille says. I can hear a hint of mirth in his voice, and though my embarrassment grows, my cock doesn't shrink. "There are responses that the body makes of its own accord; there is no shame."

He raises the towel and lays it across my ass, firmly knotting it at my hip, and then guides me to roll onto my back. I grit my teeth, willing my erection to subside, and I look down my chest to make sure the towel is completely covering me. Then he leans over me, the iridescent shell hanging from his neck brushing across my bare chest, and takes my shoulders in his hands. I let out a groan and decide that I will simply let my body do what it wants to do under Camille's magical, expert touch.


Chapter 4

"We don't have to go visit the Pelletiers," Meredith says from the bedroom. I can see through the open door that she's still naked, as she has been since the moment we came back from our massage last night, and she's smoothing the rumpled sheets with her hand, urging me back to bed. "We can have a nice nudist adventure right here by ourselves."

My cock stirs inside my shorts; it's damned tempting to stay in the cabana for the rest of the day, for the rest of the damned week, doing nothing but fucking. Meredith wanted to get the spark back in our marriage; that massage from Camille put a whole nuclear reactor into it, and then some.

I was rock hard at the end of the massage, my cock straining hard against the towel. At several points — when Camille kneaded my shoulders and neck with strong, gentle fingers; when he ran his hands up and down my thighs, pushing out the tension knots; when he brought his hands again to my feet and their miraculous ties to the rest of my body — I was sure I was going to come, my cock exploding beneath the towel's cover. Camille, I'm certain, knew exactly the effect his touch was having, because I caught him stealing sly glances at the way my cock tented the towel, pulsing with my heartbeat. All it would take, I knew, was one errant touch, a brush of his hand across my groin, and I would come completely undone.

Meredith's massage with Jake finished before mine did; I wasn't sure mine would ever end. I didn't want mine ever to end; I wanted Camille to continue to torment me, to torture me with his expert caresses, until my will was completely broken. But when Jake helped Meredith, smiling and sighing, to her feet, Camille stepped back from me, dragging his fingers slowly over my trembling belly, and gave me a wink. I was barely able to stand when he guided me down from the table, and it was all I could do to reach the changing cubicle without collapsing on the floor.

I didn't bother with the briefs I had tucked into my shorts pocket; I knew I'd never be able to pull them over my raging erection. When I looked in the narrow mirror on the door, I was shocked and further aroused to see how hard my cock was, the way it rose nearly straight up from between my legs, pointing at my navel with its weeping, slippery tip. I tentatively touched it, and gasped, biting my lip hard to stifle a groan; all it would take would be a stroke, maybe two, and I would be coating my hand with a hot, sticky load of jizz ...

With great effort, I pulled on my shorts and struggled to find a way to conceal my erection. It was too stiff to push down along the leg of my shorts, and I was afraid that the swollen purple head would poke out, pointing toward my knee. I ended up pressing it flat to my belly and very carefully closing the fly, afraid of catching the tender skin in the zipper's teeth. The pre-cum-slick tip extended above the waistband, so I had to pull my shirt on and leave it hanging loose to cover my cock. I had to walk slightly stooped to prevent my clothes from rubbing uncomfortably against my erection.

Camille and Jake were waiting for us by the exit doors when Meredith and I emerged. Meredith seemed oblivious to my discomfort, floating on her own cloud of bliss after what was certainly a very nice massage, but also, I was sure, no comparison to the one I received. Jake offered Meredith a gentle embrace, and she leaned loose-limbed into his arms; Camille winked at me and placed a hand on my shoulder, and I nearly fainted.

"I hope we will see you again, before you return home," Camille said, his sparkling blue eyes locked on mine. My heart raced, and I felt prickles of sweat under my clothes; my cock strained against my shorts, desperate to be freed from its prison.

"I'm sure you will," I croaked as I staggered into the night, my hand fumbling in the darkness for Meredith's.

I ran to our cabana, dragging Meredith behind me, desperate for relief, stumbling and gasping and bent nearly double over my erection. We didn't make it to our bedroom before I had her stripped bare, and I threw her onto the floor, banging my knee in my haste but hardly feeling the pain at all.

My mouth found her heat, musky and warm, and she writhed beneath me until she was near the edge of ecstasy; only then did I free my aching cock and plunge into her with furious passion. I exploded inside her in mere seconds, my entire body shaking with the force of my orgasm, but one climax was not nearly enough to satisfy me.

Nor were two, nor three, and it was only when Meredith begged for rest, her sweat-drenched body quivering beneath me, that I caught my breath and lay panting beside her, still hard, still aroused, but also exhausted. We slept only a few hours before waking in the night for another round or two.

"If we wanted to spend all day fucking," I say, buttoning my shirt, "we could have done that at home and saved a lot of money and time. Come on, I've never been to a nudist beach before; have you? Aren't you a little curious?"

"Sure, I'm curious," Meredith says, "but I'm nervous, too. I mean, what if everyone there is ... beautiful ... except us?"

I picture Marc and Claire — Claire's creamy bare shoulders and laughing eyes, Marc's salt-and-pepper hair and sly smile — and I imagine them naked. I'm certain that they're beautiful, and maybe even more beautiful than we are. But I have a new confidence after last night, and also a new curiosity. I feel like I'm on the brink of a surprising revelation, some secret about myself that will unlock brand new possibilities, and I'm eager to explore the possibilities.

"No one on the whole island is as beautiful as you," I say, stepping into the bedroom and sitting on the sheets beside her. I run a hand up her thigh and tease the soft, sensitive skin where her leg meets her hip. I can smell our lovemaking on her, our mingled sweat and nectar, and my mouth waters in hunger for her tastes.

"Now get dressed," I say, forcing myself to stand up, because if I spend one more second on the bed beside Meredith, I'm never going to stand again, "and let's go show off for our new friends."



"You made it!" Claire says, pushing open the gate in the tall wooden fence that separates La Plage d'Aphrodite from the rest of the island. She's wearing a small blue bikini, barely enough fabric to contain what I am surprised to see are large, pillowy breasts and wide hips; her green dress from last night did a good job of concealing her charms.

"I was afraid you would get cold feet at the last minute," Marc says, guiding us through the gate with a hand on Meredith's back, making sure the latch clicks shut behind us. He's wearing a loose, white and blue striped caftan that covers him from neck to knees; in the bright noon light, I see more shiny black than gray in his hair, though the laugh lines around his eyes and lips are more pronounced.

"Oh, goodness, no," says Meredith, throwing me a quick smile. "We just got a little delayed back at the cabana. I can't wait to see what your secret hideaway has to offer!"

"It's hardly a secret," Claire says. "La Plage d'Aphrodite is well known in naturist circles all over Quebec and Europe. Though maybe not so much among Americans."

"Americans tend to go to their own resorts," Marc says over his shoulder as he leads us away from the fence and toward the bright, sunny beach. He stops when his feet reach the sand, and turns to face us with a grin. "Only the truly daring come here."

With a graceful, fluid movement, Marc grasps the hem of his caftan and lifts it up and over his head. He is, of course, naked beneath the flimsy garment, and his skin glows golden in the sunlight. My eyes run over his body — his broad chest and arms, his taut belly, the tangle of black and gray hair between his legs, the cock resting against his thigh, cozy in its wrinkled foreskin — and I look quickly away.

"Clothing is optional here, yes?" he says, his lips turning into a smile. "And I opt to go without."

He rolls his caftan between his hands and then tucks it behind his neck and turns toward the water. Claire, Meredith, and I follow in his confident wake.



I look up and down the beach, about a hundred yards of white sand and blue water between the tall wooden fences, and see only two or three other people splashing in the surf. Behind us is a shady row of cabanas, painted jolly yellows and blues and reds, tucked into a grove of palm trees; a few people lounge in the shade. There's a small swimming pool, too, a sparkling silver gem, and there's a single sunbather stretched out on a lounger beside it, her tanned, bare ass pointed skyward.

When she reaches the water, Claire stops and reaches behind her back to unclasp the top of her bikini, freeing the most magnificent breasts I've ever seen. They're pillowy soft and perfectly sloped, capped with dark brown areolas and firm nipples. I imagine they would feel heavy in my hands, firm against my cheek, warm against my tongue, and I have to look away or my over-excitable cock will spring to life again.

Marc is already out in the water, walking into the low, rolling waves. The water washes above his waist, and he bobs as he makes his way deeper into the sea, arms above his head. The sun bounces off his coppery skin and shimmering hair, and my cock begins to stir at that sight as well.

"There are responses that the body makes of its own accord," Camille said last night as he dug his magic fingers into my tense, aching muscles, "there is no shame."

Before I can think twice and stop myself, I shuck off my shirt and pull down my trunks, tossing them onto the sand behind me, and run naked into the surf. The sun-warmed water laps at my ankles, my knees, my thighs, as I push deeper. The waves roll up my legs, caressing my balls with their sinuous fingers, stroking my bare skin. When I'm chest deep, I take a deep breath, close my eyes, and dive into the water, pulling myself with my arms through the dappled light beneath the surface.

When I come up for air, I roll onto my back and let the sea rock me gently. The warm sun beats down on my chest and belly, and I stretch my arms wide to invite every ray.

"Our patch of sunlight is the warmest on the whole island," Claire said at dinner last night. And she's not wrong; in fact, this might be the warmest patch of sunlight in the whole world.

I'm lost in the warm sunshine and gentle waves, my muscles almost as relaxed as they were under Camille's hands last night, when something pushes me from below and I roll into the water with a gasp, swallowing some of the salty brine as I go under. I come up spluttering, my toes just barely touching the sand beneath the water, and look frantically around me, almost convinced that a shark is toying with me before devouring me.

But it's not a shark I see, bobbing and laughing, a few feet away: it's Meredith, her blonde hair shining in the sun and her pert, bare breasts floating on the waves. With a shout, I push a wave of water at her, making her bob away from me and then charge with her own splashing attack. We splash water back and forth, laughing and shouting like children, moving closer and closer until Meredith suddenly launches herself into my arms and I hold her tightly, hungrily kissing her under the golden sun.

Meredith clings to me as we bob in the warm water, drifting with the waves. Further out, I see the little sailboat I had watched from the sand in front of our cabana, rocking at anchor. On shore, I see another couple walking hand in hand on the edge of the surf, sun-browned bodies bare and glowing. A little closer to us, Marc and Claire stand waist deep in the water, hip to hip and arms looped about each other's shoulders, warm and welcoming smiles on their faces.

"So, what do you think of our little patch of paradise?" Marc calls to us.

"I never want to leave!" Meredith calls back, then presses her lips against mine for another kiss.


Chapter 5

I wake with the sun the next morning, feeling more refreshed than I have in years. We stayed at La Plage d'Aphrodite with Marc and Claire until the sun set, moving from the surf to the pool as the waves grew stronger. Once the initial surprise of it was over, being nude with the Pelletiers, and with the rest of the guests of La Plage, felt perfectly natural and liberating, as though sitting naked in the sunlight on a lazy afternoon was what I was always meant to do.

We chatted a little about the couples massage. It turned out that Claire, too, had a great-uncle Camille: "It really is an old-fashioned name for a man," she agreed, "it makes me think of tweed jackets and pocket watches." I didn't mention the libidinous effects that Camille's touch had on my cock — "there are responses that the body makes of its own accord," I reminded myself, but I didn't think we needed to go into that amount of detail — but I did give him a glowing review.

"Perhaps we should book a massage of our own," Marc said. "And I claim Camille for myself, of course."

There's a little porch on our veranda that looks out on the empty beach, and it's the perfect place for me to sip my coffee and think without waking Meredith. We made love when we got back to the cabana last night, of course, not as exuberantly as the night before, but still quite passionately. The spark Camille put into me is now a glowing fire that warms me from within, and I want to share it with Meredith every chance I get.

The gray morning light is just turning to pink when I see movement at the cabana next door. I met the residents when we were first settling in, a gay couple from Belgium named Wim and Albert. Wim is tall, gaunt, and bald, with pale blue eyes and a sharp jaw; Albert is dark-haired and shorter than Wim, with a warm, boisterous laugh.

It's neither Wim nor Albert who is walking up the gravel path to the little green cabana, though; it's Camille, his curly blonde hair shining in the sunrise's faint glow. He's wearing the white tunic and trousers he wore at the wellness center, with the pearlescent shell on its black cord around his neck, but he has simple leather and cork sandals on his feet and a large blue bag slung over his shoulder.

"Oh, bonjour, Daniel!" Camille calls when he sees me, changing course to swing closer to my porch. "You are up early. Can you not sleep?"

"Oh, I'm sleeping just fine," I say, stepping to the corner of the porch and leaning on the railing with my coffee. "In fact, I don't think I've ever slept better; whatever you did to me the other night has been like magic."

"That is very good to hear," Camille says. "I hope you will visit me again before your visit is over so I can send you home to more pleasant sleep."

"I certainly will," I say. "You're up early, too."

Camille nods toward Wim and Albert's cabana and smiles.

"A sunrise couples massage," Camille says. "They are quite taken with the luxuries of the resort, no?"

"I didn't know you made house calls," I say.

"From time to time," says Camille. "It's a more ... intimate service than we offer at the wellness center."

He winks at me, and I feel a sudden flutter in my belly. Then I hear a door open at the cabana next door, and look across the path to see Albert stepping onto the porch. He has a white robe belted at his waist, open to reveal a chest covered in dense black hair. Albert raises a hand in greeting to me, and then beckons to Camille.

"Well, au revoir, Daniel," Camille says as he turns toward Albert and Wim's cabana. "Perhaps I will see you again soon."

I wave and watch Camille climb the steps and meet Albert with an embrace and a kiss on the cheek. It takes me a moment to realize that the emotion I'm feeling is jealousy, and I laugh at myself for it. I try to replace it with happiness for Albert and Wim, who may be among the luckiest men on Saint-Raphaël this morning, but I'm a lucky man, too, with Meredith asleep in the cabana behind me and another day in the sun ahead of us.



Marc and Claire are going on a snorkeling excursion today, so without a host to let us into La Plage d'Aphrodite, Meredith and I will have to spend our time outdoors with our clothes on. It feels strangely confining and oppressive to walk the beach without the sun shining on every inch of our bodies. I look longingly at the gentle surf beyond our cabana and remember frolicking there yesterday, warm and happy and free.

"Maybe we should borrow a couple of those," I say as we walk past a rack of paddle boards sitting beside the restaurant building.

Meredith looks out at the rolling surf under the bright blue sky and squints, chewing on her lip.

"It looks a little choppy," she says. "Not like the lakes back home."

"It'll be fine," I say, taking her hand and tugging her toward the little hut beside the restaurant where an attendant sits reading a magazine. "It's a perfect day to paddle. Maybe we can 'accidentally' drift over to La Plage for a quick little skinny-dip ..."

Meredith grins at that, throwing a glance at the high wooden fence further up the beach that blocks us from the little paradise we discovered yesterday with Marc and Claire.

"Sure, why not?" she says. "Once we're on the water, who's going to stop us?"



And for about an hour or so, it's absolutely perfect. The waves are a lot more challenging than the lakes we're used to paddling on at home, where the worst we have to contend with are gusts of wind that make the water choppy. It takes us a while to learn how to roll with the waves rather than fighting against them, keeping our knees loose and our bodies lower to the boards than we're used to.

We guide our boards past the fences blocking La Plage d'Aphrodite from view, and look back toward shore at the white sand, the shimmering pool, and the people lounging naked under the sun, so close but so far away. We're not sure if we should try to land on the beach — without the Pelletiers to greet us, it feels like it would be trespassing — so we sit on the edges of our boards and look longingly at the secluded paradise.

I throw Meredith a playful grin and slip out of my trunks, tucking them under the elastic straps that stretch across the paddle board's bow. She laughs and shakes her head, but soon does the same with her bikini, and we stretch out on our boards, floating side by side, hand in hand, letting the sun warm our skin.

I sit up with a start, eyes dazzled by the sun. I must have drifted off to sleep, or nearly so, and our boards have floated further out to sea than I had intended us to go. A breeze has picked up, blowing from the beach and pushing us further, a hundred yards or so from shore. Over my shoulder I can see the anchored sailboat, very close to us, and I have to take a deep breath to keep from panicking.

"Meredith!" I shout. She stirs on her board, which is drifting away from mine, and sits up, blinking. "I think we should start back toward shore!"

When she sees how far we've floated, she lets out a gasp and starts scrambling for her bikini. I pull myself to my knees, careful to keep the board steady, and grab my paddle close to the blade, pulling myself toward Meredith. The breeze is strong enough that I have to fight to keep the board moving in a straight line.

I circle Meredith's board while she pulls her bathing suit on, and then help nudge her prow so she's pointing back toward shore. Both of us kneeling, we make slow, steady progress, the waves rolling higher now under our boards.

We're almost to the beach from which we had launched our boards when I realize that I haven't put my trunks back on, and I'm kneeling naked on my board, cock and balls flapping in the breeze. If anyone looks up from their fruity cocktails or trashy paperbacks on the deck beside the restaurant, they'll get more than an eyeful of me struggling to bring my paddle board to land. I reach for the trunks that are tucked under the elastic straps just as a wave breaks beneath me, causing my board to roll and throwing me off into the water.

I come up spluttering, waving my paddle over my head, and feel a sudden sharp pain in my left shoulder when I reach for the board. Meredith is already on the sand, and is watching, laughing, until she hears me cry out. Then her eyes go wide with concern, and she splashes out to meet me while another wave breaks over my head.



"You should get this looked at," Meredith says, rubbing the only slightly useful ointment we have — a creamy aloe gel with a little pain relief in it that we brought for sunburns — into my aching shoulder. I'm lying naked on the bed, face down, groaning into a pillow. Meredith had to help me struggle into my trunks when she pulled me to shore, and I stripped out of them as soon as we were at the cabana; they were on backwards and tangled around my thighs, making it almost impossible to walk.

"I'll be fine," I croak. "I just need some rest."

"You need more than rest," she says. Her fingers press into a spot that makes me almost howl with pain; I squeeze my eyes shut until tears form and press my face deeper into the pillow.

"I'm going to see if there's anyone at the wellness center who can help," Meredith says as she pushes herself up from the bed and gives my naked ass a playful slap. "Maybe that nice Camille is available."


Chapter 6

"You gave this shoulder a nasty twist, Daniel," Camille says, holding my arm straight up above my head. I'm sitting bare-chested in a chair in the massage studio, wearing a towel around my waist. "How did you say this happened?"

"Paddle board," I say through gritted teeth. The pain is bearable, but just barely. "I got knocked off by a wave."

"So, it was an adventure, at least," Camille says. He runs his hands down the length of my arm and rotates my shoulder backward, making me yelp.

I don't tell him how much of an adventure it was: lying naked on my board with the sun warming my skin while we drifted on the sea, fighting the currents and winds to get back to shore, my sudden realization of my nudity before the wave knocked me into the water. It will make a good story, someday, to share in the right company.

Camille suddenly grabs my elbow and pulls my arm behind my back until my left hand taps against my right shoulder. And then he pulls further, making me rise up out of my chair, and I bite my lip to keep from yelling. When he releases my arm, though, I find that I'm able to move my shoulder with much less pain, and I let out a long, satisfied sigh.

"Better?" Camille asks.

"Much," I say. "Thank you."

"Pas de probleme," he says. Then he slaps his palm against the massage table beside us. "Why don't you hop up and let me take a look at your back."



Camille's fingers work their magic again, finding the sore and stiff muscles in my back and deftly untangling all the knots. Unfortunately, whatever stiffness he draws out of my back, his fingers transfer as if by osmosis to my cock, and soon I'm raging hard again, lying face down on the table.

His hands slide over the small of my back and then reach for the knot holding my towel closed. Before I can object, the towel has fallen away, exposing my ass, and his hands work over my butt cheeks, kneading and pressing and making my cock ache.

"It's good you had a massage last night," Camille says, "and you were nice and nimble for your adventure. If you had been as stiff today as you were last night, I'm afraid you could have done much more damage."

I chuckle quietly into the pillow against my face. I am as stiff as I was last night, maybe even more so, the blood coursing through my shaft. I feel my balls tighten when his hands slide down to the tops of my thighs, and the head of my cock is almost pressing into my navel. I'm less surprised by my reaction today, though — "there are responses that the body makes of its own accord; there is no shame" — so I decide simply to enjoy the pleasant sensation of my erect penis pulsing against the soft towel beneath me.

Until he taps my hip and says, "Roll over, please, Daniel."

"I ... I can't," I gasp, bringing my hands up to grip the edge of the table. "It's ... I'm ..."

"Daniel," Camille says, leaning close enough to my ear that I can feel his warm breath, "remember, it is nothing to be ashamed about, how the body responds."

"But ... but I don't understand ..."

"It is merely biology at work," says Camille, "doing things naturally and unthinkingly. When we feel something pleasurable, we respond; when we feel at ease, we respond. The body has its own secrets that the mind cannot know."

I take a deep breath and squeeze my eyes shut. Camille's fingers trace a gentle line down the side of my neck. His hands feel so tender, his mouth so warm just an inch or so from my ear; I can't help but imagine his lips against mine, his hands sliding over my skin, and my hands on his, seeking, exploring, probing ... My cock pulses hot and hard, and my brain churns with confusion.

"I ... I like women," I whisper at last.

Camille laughs, a deep, warm chuckle the resonates against my neck. His hand slides across my shoulder blades and then draws a line down my spine to the curve of my ass.

"So do I," Camille whispers. "I like women very much. Their curves, their warmth, their yielding ripeness. I love their tastes and textures, the way their flavors explode against my tongue, the way their lips part in pleasure when I've found the root of their joy ..."

I groan; I didn't imagine that my cock could get any harder, but it is, throbbing and aching beneath me.

"The body can want — can need — what the mind doesn't know or understand," Camille says. His hand rests on my hip again, fingers pressing firmly and lifting me slightly, causing my cock to slide across my belly. "Now roll over, Daniel, so we can find out together what else your body needs."



His hands know exactly what my body needs, especially when they're not delivering exactly what my body wants. What I want is his magical hand wrapped around my shaft, pulling quickly and vigorously until I explode with a mind-numbing orgasm. What he delivers is gentle exploration all over my body, from my chest to my knees, fingers as light as feathers, until every nerve sings. I close my eyes and groan, willing him with my mind to grasp my shaft and finish me, but he clearly has other plans.

His hands suddenly leave my body, and I open my eyes, glancing wildly around the room, afraid that he's abandoning me. My erection strains into the air, swinging from side to side like a flower seeking the sun. But then Camille comes into my line of sight again, smiling down at me and rubbing his hands together vigorously, and the warm, spicy smell of cinnamon joins the soothing scent of the sandalwood incense that has been burning in the studio.

There's an oil on Camille's hands, slippery and thin, and I can see my chest and belly shimmer in the candlelight when he slides his hands over me. His touch is followed by a warm, prickling sensation that spreads through my skin and seeps into my muscles. My balls tighten and my cock throbs, eager for a taste of this sensation.

His touch becomes firmer, his fingers pressing into my shoulders, my flanks, my belly. When he works his slippery way down to my thighs, his forearm briefly brushes my cock, and I let out a gasp; the barest touch could send me over the brink. Camille laughs and brushes a lock of his curly blond hair behind his ear, leaving a shimmering smear of the oil on his cheek. I want to lick the spicy essence from his skin, run my tongue across to his lips and push his teeth apart, carrying the bite of cinnamon into his mouth.

He places a hand behind my left knee and lifts my foot onto the edge of the table. The warm oil trickles down the back of my leg toward my ass, raising a tingling sensation in my skin as it drips. Then he lifts the other foot to the table and places his hands on my knees, gently pushing them apart until they drop to the sides and I lay with my legs butterflied open. He runs his hands over the tops of my thighs, over my groin, tantalizingly close to my trembling cock, and over my belly, dragging heat behind them. My head lolls from side to side, and when I close my eyes, I see red stars bursting behind my eyelids. I might be drooling; I'm certainly moaning, desperate for Camille's hands to grasp my shaft and finish me.

And then I feel the lightest, most delicate tickle on my balls, and the delightful sting of the cinnamon oil dripping toward my ass. A finger circles the puckered hole beneath my balls, probing gently, and then retreats when it finds the entrance too tight. The sensation terrifies and excites me and is almost enough to make me explode.

What does send me past the point of no return is Camille's finger sliding slowly up the sensitive underside of my cock, from base to tip and then back down again. I tense, the tingling in my skin becoming a roaring buzz, and then a throbbing shudder. I can't hear myself over the ringing in my ears, but my mouth is open and my chest is heaving so I'm sure I must be shouting. For all my desperation to come when Camille first began touching me, now I want desperately to hold my climax back, cling to this moment on the verge, because I know that I will never experience anything so intensely pleasurable ever again.

Camille drags his finger up and down the underside of my cock once, twice, three times, and just as it's about to begin a fourth trip to my swollen, velvety glans, I erupt, shooting a searingly hot blast that hits my throat. Another pulse sends my cum arcing into the air, splashing wetly against my chest, and another pools on my shuddering belly. Camille's fist closes around my balls, squeezing gently, and I cry out as more semen trickles in a steady stream from my shivering cock.

"Oh god, Camille," I gasp when I can breathe again. I try to raise a hand toward him, but my arm is too weak and falls heavily onto my cum-slick belly.

Camille laughs, and then I feel a warm, wet cloth running down my chest. Delicate lavender scents fill my nose, and I breathe deeply, letting my lungs expand. He gently washes my body, the warm water sluicing over my flanks. With an arm behind my shoulder, he guides me into a sitting position, letting my legs dangle over the edge of the table.

"Your body knew what it needed," Camille says, reaching behind himself for a fresh towel to drape over my shoulders. I look down and see my cock, once so painfully stiff, is retreating into itself, falling fat and happy and satisfied against my thigh.

"And you knew exactly how to give it," I say, leaning toward him. Camille takes my face between his palms and presses his lips to mine; the taste of cinnamon erupts into my mouth, and I savor the sweet, sharp tingle on my tongue.


Chapter 7

"Camille really did wonders for you," Meredith says, running her hands over my left shoulder; not for the first time, I feel my cheeks burning. I've told her nothing about my visit with Camille yesterday except that he did a great job of putting my shoulder back in place; how do I even begin to tell her what else he did for me? Do I dare even hint at what happened between us?

"It feels so much better," I say, rolling my shoulder backward and then swinging my arm in a wide circle. "I could probably paddle board over to La Plage d'Aphrodite again today."

Meredith gives my shoulder a playful slap and laughs. We're on our way down the beach to the gate leading into La Plage, where Marc and Claire will meet us to welcome us back into paradise, so there's no need to sneak in again by the water route.

I walked back along the beach after my encounter with Camille, taking a circuitous route so I could spend some more time with my thoughts. After Camille and I kissed, I reached for the tie at the front of his loose white trousers, planning to give to him as good as I got. I was still riding the bliss of my climax, still fuzzy-headed and aroused despite the shuddering full-body orgasm I had experienced, and I was ready to take this new adventure to its next logical stage.

"Non, mon cher," Camille said, gently pushing my hand away, but not before I had brushed the bulge between his legs to assure myself of his mutual arousal. "This was for you, not for me."

"But I want to," I protested, leaning in to kiss him again. I dragged my mouth down his throat, tasted the salty tang of the sweat on his skin, reached out desperately for the hem of his tunic.

"And I want that, too," Camille said, meeting my kisses with kisses of his own that made my breath catch in my throat. "But not now. Later."

"When?" I asked, startled at the petulant whine in my voice. I was almost ready to fall to my knees and beg for Camille's cock; I could picture a new world of sensation opening before me, a technicolor blaze invading my previously drab existence, and I wanted to dive into it with my entire being.

"Later," Camille said, firmly. He pulled my hands away and folded them in my lap, covering my still-recovering cock. "You need some time for your body to come to terms with this experience, even if you imagine your heart and mind have already."

I circled the wellness center and restaurant building several times, and walked down to where the surf met the sand and let the warm sea wash over my feet. My heart was still racing, aroused by the strange new sensations Camille had pulled from me, but my body was curiously still, my joints loose. I could still taste Camille on my lips, could still smell the cinnamon oil he had rubbed on my skin. Parts of me felt the same as they always had; parts of me felt as if everything had changed in an instant and I no longer recognized anything about myself.

When a cool breeze started to blow in from the sea, I decided to turn toward the cabana. I grappled with what this meant for Meredith and me; I had just crossed a terrible line in our marriage, straying away from our vows, but this was so different from the way I had imagined cheating to be. Of course, my eyes had roamed over the years, my mind had wandered; I had idly imagined what my life would have been like if I had met someone else instead of Meredith — a friend from the neighborhood, a colleague at work — but in none of those cases, could I imagine going through with anything. There was no room in my heart for both Meredith and some other woman.

But Camille wasn't some other woman, and the things I felt with him were nothing like what I felt with Meredith. With Camille, the connection was obviously physical, but also strangely comradely. I had reached for his cock out of both desire and a sense of fair play; though I barely knew him, I felt as if we had a simple, solid connection that I have never felt with a woman. Even ten years into my relationship with Meredith, she remains a mysterious puzzle; after two days of knowing Camille, I feel a sympathetic resonance, as if we could spend hours simply being in one another's presence without needing to speak our desires.

I was still mulling this over when I got back to the cabana. Meredith was lying in the bed, holding her phone and giggling; when she saw me, she gave me a wink and a playful smile.

"How's your shoulder?" she asked, sitting up and crawling across the bed toward me. It was clear from her damp hair and her fragrant scent that she had showered while I was with Camille, and she was wearing a diaphanous nightgown that clung to her curves. My cock, which I thought had been drained entirely of desires less than an hour ago, began to stir again in my shorts.

"Much better," I said, kneeling on the bed and taking her face in my hands. I kissed her, tasting mint, and I hoped she couldn't detect the faint hint of cinnamon that still rode on the tip of my tongue.

"That's good," Meredith said when I let her mouth slide from of mine. "Because Claire says she wants to invite us back to La Plage for a more ... intimate ... dinner ..."



My heart is pounding when we reach the gate to La Plage, and I fumble for Meredith's hand. She looks up at me with a smile that is somewhere between nervous and excited; Claire's messages were a little vague — "intimate," "special friendship," "a chance for us to get to know each other better" — but they hinted at something that both arouses and terrifies us.

When I asked Meredith last night if she thought Claire was hinting at something more daring than a little shared nudity, I was surprised when she said, "I certainly hope so!" and then dragged me down onto the bed with a hungry, desperate kiss. There are more sparks being added to our marriage now than I ever dreamed possible, and I'm beginning to fear that some fires are going to burn out of control.

Marc and Claire meet us at the gate, dressed as they were the first time: Marc in a striped caftan, which he pulls off as soon as we've left the entry area, and Claire in a green bikini. I envy Marc his simple outfit that allows for such a graceful disrobing, and I suddenly picture Camille's white tunic, my hands tugging at its hem. I wanted so desperately to pull it off him, exposing his chest and belly to my caresses and kisses, and I feel my cheeks flush warm. I pause and awkwardly step out of my trunks and yank off my shirt.

"... and then the wave pulled him under while he was trying to grab his trunks," Meredith says, recounting my misadventure to Claire as we walk toward the beach, "and he must have banged his shoulder against the board when he came up."

"Oh, you poor thing!" Claire says, reaching out her hand to grasp my shoulder. I feel a tingle run through me at her unfamiliar touch: so different from Camille's, but different, too, from Meredith's. I'm sure that in a dark room I would be able to tell Claire's touch from Meredith's, and the thought makes my heart beat a little faster.

"I got it straightened out," I say. "At the wellness center."

"Ah!" says Marc, who is a few steps ahead of us. He stops and turns to look at me. "I spoke to your Camille last night."

"Really?" I say, hoping that my voice sounds steadier than it feels. A pang of jealousy flashes through me, sharper but shorter than what I felt when I saw Camille going into Wim and Albert's cabana.

"I believe so," says Marc. "A tall fellow, with curly blond hair? I don't suppose there are an awful lot of men named 'Camille' on Saint-Raphaël, at least none younger than seventy years old."

"Yes," I say, biting my lip. "Yes, that's him."

"I wanted to book a massage session with him," Marc continues. "I told him how much you had enjoyed yours. But he was locking up the wellness center and asked me to check on the resort's website. I didn't know then, of course, about your injury and how he helped with it. Now I'm even more anxious to spend some time under his hands; I have a knee that makes me miserable whenever there's rain on the way."

"I'm sure he can fix that for you," Meredith says. "He did absolute wonders for Danny."

"That he did," I say, putting my hand on my shoulder and rolling my arm. The memory of Camille's hands on me is so strong that I get a whiff of cinnamon for just a moment, and I'm afraid my cock is going to spring to life in front of everyone on the beach.

"Then I'll definitely book something with him," Marc says, then turns back toward the beach. He looks over his shoulder at me and says, "Perhaps we should book one together, Danny, you and me; another couples massage?"

Marc laughs as he continues on his walk, and I feel my ears burn.



The surf is high, with the tide pushing the sea into the little bay on which the resort sits, so we spend the afternoon around the pool instead of by the water. I steal glances at Claire — her soft curves, her tender lips — and need to pinch the skin behind my knee to keep my cock from rising to attention.

Camille's words from last night come back to me; their curves, their warmth, their yielding ripeness. Claire certainly looks ripe, a sweet and sticky fruit ready to be plucked and devoured. I imagine her warm nectar dribbling down my chin, her lips parting as my tongue explores her delicate skin. I dare a glance back at her, my eyes running down her soft belly to the mat of lacey blonde curls above her thighs, and now my cock really does want to announce its appreciation. I slip off the side of the pool and into the cool water, hoping to calm my arousal.

"I hope you've brought your appetite," Marc is saying to Meredith. "Claire must have bought every fruit at the market in the village, and a whole tray of croissants."

I notice that Meredith's eyes are roaming over Marc's body, the tip of her tongue wetting her full lips. Is she imagining the taste of Marc's cock, the salty sting of the tip and the musky tang of the heavy balls resting between his thighs? Because that's what I'm imagining, and it's not helping with the erection that's threatening to arise.

"There's a little bakery in the village," Claire says. "You have to go early to get the croissants before they're all gone, but it's worth tumbling out of bed with the sunrise."

"And leaving me all alone in the sheets," Marc says, leaning over to kiss his wife's lips. It's a gentle but lingering kiss, and he puts his hand high on her thigh. I think I see a stirring between his legs, the faintest thickening of the cock that has laid so demurely at rest, and I have to look away.

Meredith is watching their kiss, too, her eyes widening. I can see her nipples stiffening, and not just from the gentle breeze that has followed the tide up from the sea. I reach a hand up from the pool to touch her foot, and she startles, then looks down at me and smiles, her lips curving into a smile.

"Well, I don't know about everyone else," Claire says, breaking away from their kiss, "but I'm getting hungry. Maybe we should set things out for an early dinner."

She stands, unfolding herself gracefully, then reaches down a hand for Marc. When he climbs to his feet, I see that his cock has indeed thickened, the dark purple head tentatively peeking out from the wrinkled foreskin. Claire puts her arm around his waist and leans into him for another kiss, her full breasts pressing against his arm, and then they walk together toward the path to their cabana.

I scramble out of the pool, far less gracefully, and reach for a towel to hide my now fully erect penis. Meredith giggles when I reach a hand down to her, and nuzzles my neck with her soft, warm lips before we follow Marc and Claire up the path.



We sit on the porch of Marc and Claire's cabana, passing around plates of cut fruit: mango, papaya, pineapple, starfruit. There's something that Claire calls "bonbon" — "Sweetsop," Meredith says, popping a piece in her mouth — that is creamy and smooth, the white flesh tasting a little like an apple custard.

Claire also presents the croissants from the village bakery, flaky and soft. She has little jars of fruit preserves and a bowl with soft, creamy butter. The crumbs fall down my bare chest, and I laugh as I brush them off. Meredith breaks off a piece of her croissant and holds it out to me with a smear of golden pear jelly; I take it in my teeth, my lips brushing her fingers, and swallow.

Marc has a cut mango in his hand, the sticky juice running down his arm as he presses it to his mouth. He winks at Claire and runs his tongue over the peach colored flesh; Claire giggles and I see color rising in her cheeks. Marc's cock has stirred from its slumber, thickening as our meal of fruit and pastry as progressed, and is now lying heavily against his thigh, the purple head fully emerged from his foreskin.

I've long since given up trying to hide my own erection. In the relative privacy of the cabana porch, sitting among Meredith, Marc, and Claire, I've relaxed my vigilance and let my body respond the way it wants to. The way it needs to. There is no shame, I think, hearing Camille's voice in my ears. Meredith glances down at me, raising her eyebrows; I lean back in my chair and smile as I pop a sticky piece of pineapple into my mouth.

"As always, ma chere, you've offered us the perfect feast," Marc says to Claire, leaning over to kiss her neck. His hand rests on her belly, fingers moving in small circles on her skin, and Claire leans into his embrace.

"Yes, this is delicious," Meredith says. She takes the last piece of starfruit from the plate and takes a bite, chewing slowly as she watches Marc and Claire. I shift in my seat, my erection stiffening.

"Do you think it's time for dessert?" Claire asks. Her hand has drifted from Marc's belly to his thigh, and when she squeezes the firm flesh, his cock responds by emerging further from its wrinkled covering.

"It depends on what you have in mind," says Marc. His fingers walk up Claire's belly and then drag across her full, round breasts, pausing to let his thumb brush a dark, hardening nipple.

"Something warm," Claire says, "maybe a little salty. But sticky, too."

"Sticky sounds good," Marc says, then leans closer so he can kiss Claire's throat. She lets out a little moan, lips parted, and my heart begins to pound.

With a laugh, Claire breaks away from Marc's embrace and pushes herself up from her seat. My eyes linger on the curve of her hip, the light spray of hair below her belly, the flush of red that rises from her chest to her throat. She takes Marc's hand and guides him to stand, then turns to the cabana door.

"You're welcome to join us if you like," Claire says to us over her shoulder before leading Marc inside.


Chapter 8

"Is this what you want?" I whisper to Meredith, my voice cracking. Her eyes are following Claire and Marc through the door, lips parted hungrily.

"Yes," she gasps, then turns to look at me. Her eyes are wide and her cheeks are flushed; her nipples stand firm and erect, as hard as my cock, and when I reach out to brush them with my hand, she shudders and squirms.

"Yes," she repeats, her voice breathy. "This is what I want. Maybe it's what I've always wanted ..."

I'm struck by the certainty of Meredith's response. While I've been struggling with my own confused and confusing desires, has she been on a journey of her own, imagining possibilities we would never have considered at home? The tried-and-true, efficient, monthly couplings we've fallen into seem a million miles away, a million years in the past. We've already pushed past the boundaries of normal; are we ready to take an even bigger plunge?

"Is this what you want?" Meredith asks. She leans into me, brushing her lips over my chest, and I let out a groan. My hands go to the back of her head, tangling into her hair, and I pull her to me for a kiss that makes both of us dizzy.

"Yes," I say when I sit back, my hands still on her head, "yes, I want this, too. I want this and so much more ..."



We stumble into the cabana hand in hand, both of us giggling. Meredith's hand brushes my cock, and I let out a groan. The shades are drawn, turning the late afternoon to dusk, and I bang my shin against a low table as we make our way through the living room toward the open bedroom door.

The skylight in the bedroom throws warm light down onto the bed in the middle of the room. Claire lies against the headboard, knees up, while Marc lies before her, his face hidden between her thighs. Her eyes are closed, her lips parted — "the way their lips part in pleasure when I've found the root of their joy," I hear Camille's voice intone in my mind — and her fingers twirl lazily in Marc's curly salt-and-pepper hair. Over the soft, purring sounds escaping from Claire's mouth, I can hear the wet noises of Marc's lips and tongue exploring her delicate folds.

There's a loveseat against the wall facing the bed, and I guide Meredith to it, one hand at her waist and another on her arm. We sit, hip to hip, both enthralled by the show before us. Meredith's fingers slide up my thigh and encircle the base of my cock, gently pulsing in time to Claire's heavy breaths. When I slide my hand down Meredith's belly and between her legs, I encounter warmth and wetness; I drag a finger along her delicate folds, and she opens like a flower to my touch.

Marc slides up Claire's body, kissing as he moves, tracing every curve of her belly and breasts. He takes her face between his hands and kisses her hungrily, greedily; in the dappled light falling on the bed, I can see Marc's cheeks glistening with Claire's nectar. Her hands roam up and down his back, slide down to grip his firm, muscular ass, and she raises her knees against his flanks.

With a sudden move like an expert wrestler, Claire locks her thighs against Marc and forces him over onto his back. She straddles him, leaning low so her heavy breasts press against him, and begins kissing his neck and chest. Meredith's hand slides up my cock, her fingers tracing the same line that Camille drew along my shaft last night; I groan and push a finger into her channel, drawing down a trickle of nectar.

Claire moves down Marc's body with her mouth, pausing to suck his nipples and lick a broad circle around his navel, then kneels between his feet, her ass in the air and her face close to his cock. His shaft rises from the tangle of black and gray hair below his belly, the foreskin pushed to the base to expose the smooth, slick length of him. Claire runs her tongue from the base to the tip, making it glisten, and Marc gasps, his belly shuddering. I pull Meredith's leg across my lap, opening her to my explorations, and slip my finger deeper into her channel.

Claire takes the head of Marc's cock between her lips, and I see her tongue run a circle around its ridge before she slides him deeper into her mouth. She throws a glance at us as she swallows her husband's cock, a sparkle in her eyes that seems like a boastful challenge. I watch in wonder as her lips travel further down his length, taking Marc's full erection into her throat with a gulping sound, then sliding back up to leave it shimmering wetly in the sunlight.

"There's plenty of room on the bed," Claire says, her voice a low purr. She pats the space beside her. "Come join us."

Meredith looks at me, her eyes sparkling, and swings her leg free. My hand slides up her thigh to her ass as she stands and reaches her hand down for mine. I stumble a little when I rise, dizzy with desire, and let Meredith lead me to the bed.

She lies down beside Marc, her face turned to look at the couple on the bed. I lie down behind her, draping an arm over her hip. My hand slips over her belly, brushing the damp tangle of hair between her legs, and Meredith lifts her knee so I can resume my explorations. My cock nestles against her back, straining with excitement.

Marc turns his head to look at us, his lips turned up in a blissful smile. It's all I can do to resist crawling across Meredith to press my mouth to his, to lick his wife's musky nectar from his cheeks and slip my tongue past his teeth. Instead, I work a second finger beside the first that is slipping slowly in and out of Meredith's channel, making her moan.

Claire sits up and holds Marc's cock in her fist. Her other hand reaches between his legs and grips his balls, making him groan again. He reaches a hand out and brushes his knuckles against Meredith's stiff nipples.

"I love having an audience," Claire says, smiling down at us.

"I love being an audience," says Meredith. She runs a finger up Marc's trembling thigh, passing close to the base of his cock. I envy her easy access to Marc's body, the way she makes him shiver with her fingers lightly grazing his skin.

While we watch, Claire climbs up Marc's body until she straddles his erection. She holds one hand around the base of his cock while she reaches the other between her own legs, gently parting her lips with a finger. I can see the moisture glistening there, the mixture of Marc's saliva and Claire's arousal, and my cock twitches against Meredith's back. With her eyes locked on Meredith's and a wicked grin on her lips, Claire lowers herself onto Marc's cock.

Meredith groans when I lift her leg higher and prod at the entrance to her pussy with the head of my cock. When I enter her from behind, sliding easily and deeply into her channel, she hooks her leg over my hip and pulls me close. I fuck her in slow, steady strokes, my gaze fixed on Marc's face, while Claire arches her back and grinds against her husband.

"Thank you," I hear Meredith gasp, though I'm not sure who she's thanking: Claire for letting her be the audience they both desire? Marc for offering his pommel for Claire to ride while Meredith watches? Me for fucking her beside our new friends, my arms wrapped around her waist and cradling her head?

I slide my fingers over Meredith's wetness, feeling the firm, throbbing nub of her arousal. She gasps when I press against her hard clit and draws her leg back even further; I wish I could see our coupling from Claire's position, watch my cock sliding in and out of Meredith's pussy the way I can watch Claire sliding up and down on Marc. I try to match Claire's pace, stroke for stroke, until Meredith shakes against me, her sheath squeezing my shaft in steady, rhythmic spasms.

"Thank you," Meredith gasps again, her voice husky and low. "Thank you ..."


Chapter 9

I wake to sunlight streaming through our cabana's window, and to the unfamiliar song of the island birds. Meredith is still asleep beside me, her head resting on my shoulder, her mouth open and eyes closed. She still smells of lemongrass and lavender from the hot shower we took together when we got back to our cabana long past midnight. I shift and she stirs, but doesn't wake.

We had laid tangled in sheets and limbs for a long time in Claire and Marc's bed last night, resting between bouts of lovemaking, sharing desires and fantasies. I had assumed that as sophisticated nudists, the sort of performance the Pelletiers had given us was old hat for them.

"This is only the third time we've done this," Claire said with a laugh when Meredith asked her to recount all their wild experiences. "I still get butterflies in my stomach at the thought of performing in front of people."

"It's her favorite little kink, though," Marc said, drumming his fingers on Claire's hip as he spoke. "The nudism was her idea, and this is another way of exploring Claire's ... theatrical nature."

"I'm honored you welcomed us into your bed," Meredith said. "This has been one of my little kinks, too ..."

"Really?" I asked. I was stretched out beside her, lazily stroking her thigh, and propped myself up on an elbow. "You never mentioned anything like that to me before."

"Well, you never asked," Meredith said with a laugh. "Though I suppose it's not a topic that comes up very often. How about you, Danny? What kinks do you have that you're not telling me about?"

I felt a sudden chill run down my spine, and I was at a loss for words. Did I dare raise the topic of Camille and our encounter last night? It's one thing to fantasize about watching another couple make love, but to want to make love to a man? Would that be going too far?

"Oh, I know Danny's kink," Marc said. He reached over Meredith's shoulder so he could rest his hand on my chest. My heart pounded and my throat felt dry. "I could be wrong, I suppose, but I don't think I am ..."

"What ... what do you think my kink is?" I stammered. I raised my hand and placed it over Marc's, pressing it firmly against my skin.

"I think you've discovered an appreciation for the male form," he said, his lips curling into a grin, "and you don't know what to make of it."

"I ... well, maybe ..."

That was when I noticed Meredith was giggling so hard she was having trouble breathing. She doubled over beside me, shaking against me, then wiped at her eyes and looked up at the ceiling.

"He had such a hard-on after the couples massage," she said, gasping around her words. "I thought he was going to come all over poor Camille!"

"I ... how did you know?"

"How could I not know?" Meredith said, starting to laugh again. "Your towel was practically standing up by itself, and you dragged me back to the cabana to fuck so fast I was completely out of breath before we even started! If I'd known that all it would take was a handsome man touching your body to get your juices flowing like that ..."

"She's right, is she not?" Marc said, rolling over so Meredith was sandwiched between us. "A little masculine attention excites you, yes?"

"Maybe ..."

"Maybe?" Marc raised his eyebrow and looked quizzically at me. "Look at your cock, Danny; it's absolutely throbbing, and all I've done is touch your chest."

I didn't have to look, of course; the second I felt Marc's hand on my skin, my cock had risen to attention again despite the workout Meredith had given it only minutes before. Now it was pressed against Meredith's back again, and I couldn't help but shift my hips so my shaft rubbed against the top of her ass. I felt my cheeks burning and a prickle of sweat at my throat.

"But I like women," I whispered, my mouth dry. "I don't know why ..."

"There doesn't need to be a reason," said Claire, who had been listening to us from over Marc's shoulder. She slid along Marc's back and reached over his hip to grasp his cock; it stirred to life against Meredith's belly. "It can just be something you feel, and find ways to enjoy."

"I think you should enjoy it now," Meredith said, switching her hips so her ass rubbed against my erection. Marc was gently tweaking my nipples and grinning at me while Claire stroked him.

"Yes, Danny," Marc said, sliding his hand over my hip and grasping my ass with his fingers. He leaned across Meredith and ran his tongue up my throat, drawing a groan from my mouth. "You should enjoy it."

I'm thinking about fucking Meredith while Marc kissed me, and about watching Claire pump Marc's cock against Meredith's belly. The way he came, grunting and gasping, spilling his thick wet spunk against my wife's skin, I know he was enjoying my kisses as much as I was enjoying his. I'm reaching for my cock with the hand not cradling Meredith's sleeping head when I hear a clatter in the kitchenette, and sit upright, muscles tense, listening hard. Then I hear the clattering sound again and spring from the bed, grabbing my robe from the floor as I rush toward the door.



"Oh, Danny, good morning!" Camille says in a cheery voice from the countertop beside the little coffee maker. "I hope I did not wake you."

"Camille?" I stammer, shrugging my robe onto my shoulder and reaching behind me for the belt. In my haste to confront the intruder, I had barely put the robe on, and I stand nearly naked in the doorway, the robe wide open.

"I had the most intriguing message last night from a friend of yours," says Camille, turning back to the coffee maker. It's starting to splutter and steam, and I can smell the first drops of coffee trickling into the glass carafe. "Marc, his name is?"

Camille is shirtless and barefoot, wearing loose white trousers that hang low on his hips, the pearlescent shell dangling against his chest on its black cord. I can see the flat, muscular shape of his belly as it fades beneath the waistband of the trousers, and the delicate line of blond hair that rises up toward his navel. The blond hair on his head is tousled and tangled, as if he's just rolled out of bed himself, but his blue eyes are bright and cheerful.

"I was next door, with Wim and Albert," Camille says, waving vaguely in the direction of our neighbors' cabana. "It's my day off. But Marc's message piqued my curiosity."

I step further into the kitchen, not bothering to close my robe. Camille has, after all, seen all there is to see of me, and being naked with him is arousing me. My cock stirs and stretches, as if rising from a restful slumber.

"What did his message say?" I ask.

Camille tips the carafe over a little white porcelain cup, pouring a rich stream of coffee, and hands the cup to me. I hold it between my hands, enjoying the warmth against my palms, then lift it to my nose so I can smell the aroma.

"It said you were learning together what things you enjoy," says Camille, taking down another cup from the cupboard, "and that you were ready for the next stage."

"That ... may be true," I say after taking a sip of my coffee.

"I have to admit," says Camille, "I was a little surprised at your behavior the other night. It seemed hasty."

"My behavior seemed hasty?" I say, chuckling and shaking my head. "What about your behavior, Camille?"

He shakes his head and waves his hand dismissively.

"Your body spoke to me," Camille said, "and I gave it what it asked for." He takes a step closer to me, until we're almost touching. "Most bodies do not speak to me as insistently as yours did."

"But when my body was still speaking ..."

"No," Camille says, resting a hand on my shoulder, "your mouth was speaking, your mind was speaking ... but your body?" He looks me up and down, his gaze landing on my growing erection. "Your body had already had its say, and quite eloquently."

"Is my body speaking now?" I ask. I lean toward him and rest my hand on his hip, just above the waistband of his trousers. I let a finger brush the skin just below the waistband, finding it surprisingly smooth and soft and warm.

"Oh, yes," Camille says. The hand on my shoulder slides under the lapel of my robe and brushes my nipple; I shudder at his touch. "Yes, Danny, your body is speaking quite loudly now."

His mouth tastes like cinnamon and coffee, and his lips feel like hot embers that could sear my tongue if I'm unwise enough to run it across them.

I am very unwise indeed.



"Were you two just going to let me sleep through this?"

I look up in surprise at the sound of Meredith's voice, and I hear Camille chuckle against my chest. We're on the couch in the living room, lying chest to chest, naked, hands roaming over each other's bodies. My cock is pressed against Camille's smooth thigh, raging and pulsing, and I have his in my hand, my fingers slipping up and down his length.

Meredith is standing beside the couch in her short, sheer nightgown, nearly transparent in the light streaming through the windows, holding a cup of coffee. Her blond hair is still tangled from sleep, but her smile is radiant.

"Meredith," I gasp, "we were ..."

"It's pretty obvious what you were doing," she says with a laugh. "You don't have to stop on my account; I just wish you had collected me sooner."

"We ... I'm just ..."

Camille silences my stuttering explanations with his mouth pressed to mine, his hands pulling my face close. His cock lurches in my hand when I grip in surprise, and he giggles into my mouth without breaking our kiss. Soon our kiss is hungrier, greedier, and his hands resume their exploration of my body. We're so absorbed in our kisses and caresses that I don't notice Meredith has slipped off her nightgown and seated herself at our feet on the couch until I feel her lips against my back.

I start to turn away from Camille, but Meredith puts her hand on my cheek and turns my face back to Camille, saying, "Don't stop, I need to watch you make love."



Camille is a gentle but decisive lover; he reads my desires like I've come with an instruction book, and directs me with firm confidence in how to read his. We start slowly, touching and kissing, hands stroking skin and grasping muscles; I try to mirror his movements, following his example of how to grip his cock, lick his nipples, stroke his ass. When I clumsily try to stroke his shaft with my wrist twisted backward and my elbow akimbo, Camille laughs and rearranges me with deft hands, then groans his assent when I get the moves right. Just like the other night, when he brought me to the edge of delight and kept me teetering on the precipice for what felt like ages, Camille is the master of our pace, knowing when to speed up and when to slow down, keeping us both in a state of quivering arousal.

Through it all, Meredith is an active spectator. She groans when we groan, she whispers encouragement when we do something that pleases and delights her: "Lick him harder," she gasps when I stretch my tongue tentatively toward Camille's erection, about to take my very first cock into my mouth. "Make him slippery first and he'll slide right in ..."

When Camille and I lie head to toe on the couch, cocks in each other's mouths, Meredith moves between us, joining our sucking and licking. We kiss at the tip of Camille's cock, our tongues twining over the shiny purple head, lapping at the glistening pre-cum leaking from the end. Then she scurries down to the other end and joins Camille, pulling my cock from his mouth so she can give it a long, hot lick of her own.

"To the bedroom, now," Meredith gasps after we've shared Camille's cock while he sits on the couch, legs spread wide and head thrown back. "I've seen enough, I need to be fucked."



Camille's words come back to me as I watch him devouring Meredith's pussy: "I love their tastes and textures, the way their flavors explode against my tongue, the way their lips part in pleasure when I've found the root of their joy ..."

He has clearly found something that gives Meredith pleasure, because she's gasping and groaning and weaving her fingers through his tousled, curly hair while his mouth presses between her quivering thighs. I kneel beside them, my cock in my left hand and Camille's in my right, awkwardly trying to stroke us both in time with Meredith's moans.

Meredith suddenly bucks her hips, throwing Camille off her, and he sits up, laughing. His face is drenched with her nectar, his thin, stubbly beard sticky, and I grab his face and pull it to mine, lapping the juices from his lips and chin. He pushes my hand away from my cock and grips my shaft firmly, making me groan into his mouth.

"Enough," Meredith gasps, swatting at Camille's hand. "That's my husband's dick, and I demand that he use it on me!"

"As you wish, madame," Camille says with a laugh. He puts his hand on my hip and guides me between Meredith's legs. Like a pool shark lining up the winning shot, Camille positions my cock at Meredith's entrance and slowly pushes me inside. She lifts her knees and rocks back, drawing me deeper, her hands running the length of my back as I find my pace and begin to fuck her with slow, steady strokes.

Camille rubs my ass, then kneels beside me and kisses me. Our tongues tangle above Meredith until she pulls us down to her, and we take turns tasting her hungry mouth. She wraps her legs behind my back, pulling me even deeper.

"Give me your cock, Camille," Meredith gasps, her hand flailing in space.

Camille shuffles over to her on his knees and lowers his cock to her lips. I hold myself up on my arms and watch my wife lick and suck Camille's cock until I can't take it any longer, and lower myself to join her. We hold his shaft between our mouths, our lips touching around his girth, and Camille fucks our mouths while I fuck Meredith. She writhes and trembles beneath me, her pussy clenching me tightly, as I grind into her harder and faster with each stroke.

I surrender to sensation first, raising my mouth from Camille's shaft so I can let out a long, rumbling howl as I empty myself into Meredith. She tenses beneath me, her fingers digging into my back, and lets out a howl of her own.

Camille looks down at us, stroking his cock with vigorous movements, and I bring my mouth to the slick, salty head. When I reach up to squeeze his balls in my fist, Camille grunts and erupts into my mouth, sending a hot, salty stream against my throat. I nearly gag in surprise, letting some of the cum dribble down my chin, but do my best to take it all, surprised at the rich, musky flavor.

Sated, I roll off Meredith and collapse beside her, panting. She looks at me, glassy eyed, then starts to giggle. Camille lowers himself on the other side of Meredith and turns her face toward his with a finger on her chin, bending his mouth to hers. Then he leans across her to kiss me, his tongue pushing into my mouth to taste the seed that lingers there.

"What does my body say now, Camille?" I ask when he breaks off our kiss.

He reaches across Meredith to run a hand up and down my hip.

"It says we will rest for now," Camille whispers, "and then begin another long conversation."
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