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    Chapter 1 
 
      
 
    Gino waves the glossy holiday brochure at his mate. “Sofia's always complaining I'm not romantic enough. Well, this year I'll blow her socks off.  After last year's debacle she never lets me forget, well, she's never gonna complain again!” 
 
    Ray is shaking his head. “No way, bro, that’s fuckin’ nuts. No WAY.” 
 
    “Fuck yeah, she’ll be into it.” Gino opens the brochure for another look at the pictures.  There’s a row of modern-looking units set along the sandy shore of a pristine, glassy lake. “Come too, dude! Yeah, you could use a vacation, right? You could easy get time off work.” 
 
    Ray takes the brochure and looks through it, still shaking his head. “But isn’t this a nudist thing or whatever?” 
 
    “Nah, dude. It used to be, but the guy’s developed it heaps. It’s got lots of things now. The nude bit’s just in a little area over one side.” 
 
    “And this guy you work for – this um…?” 
 
    “Mr Bailey. Wes.” 
 
    “This Wes dude, he, like, invited ya or somethin’?” 
 
    “Not exactly. I only met him once to speak to. The Christmas party last year. And he was goin’ on about the place then, with Sofe standin’ right there listenin’, now I think about it! So she already knows about the place, and she seemed cool about it then, I guess.” 
 
    “Yeah right.” Ray chuckles. “So the dude invites ya to his nudist camp with Sofe standing there, yeah?” 
 
    “Um. What? Nah, it wasn’t like that, bro.” 
 
    “Ya sure?” 
 
    “No, it’s not even the nudist bit,” Gino insists, grabbing the brochure and checking it again. “No, this is the normal bit, for people on a regular holiday.” 
 
    The two men are standing in the driveway of Ray’s house, Gino lives three doors down. Ray resumes polishing the dashboard of his purple muscle car. Sofia’s little yellow SUV flashes past but pulls up and reverses. Sofia lowers her window and smiles. 
 
    “Hey, baby,” Gino calls over. 
 
    “What are you pair up to?” 
 
    “Nuthin much.” 
 
    Sofia backs up a little further and pulls into the driveway. She approaches and Gino takes her hand, pulling her to him. 
 
    Sofia returns his kiss. “Hey.” 
 
    “Let’s go home. I got somethin’ I wanna show ya.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah, just show her, bro,” Ray calls over from the other side of his car. 
 
    Gino looks around, his face heating. He shrugs off apprehension. “I was just sayin’ to Ray that we should get away next week, since we’re on holidays and just hangin’ round home.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Sofia asks, lifting for another kiss. 
 
    “Yeah, but tell her where,” Ray calls over again, grinning. 
 
    “Where?” Sofia asks flatly. “What’s going on, Gino?” 
 
    Gino offers the brochure to his wife. She opens it and flicks through then looks up, blushing a little. “This is the place your boss was talking about?” 
 
    Gino nods. “He’s not exactly my boss. I’m my own boss.” 
 
    Sofia nods acceptance. “But this is the place, right? And you want us to go?” 
 
    “Yeah, why not? I’ll have the hottest woman there.” Gino pulls his wife into another cuddle. “You wanna go, don’t ya, baby?” 
 
    “I’d love to,” Sofia mutters into a kiss, suddenly excited. 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Uh huh. If it’s anything like Wesley was saying, it’ll be amazing, Gino. I’m just surprised you’d want us to go somewhere like that.” 
 
    “Yeah, but we don’t have to do the nudist shit. That’s just what the old fucker’s into. He said it’s only a small part of the resort now.” 
 
    Sofia is cuddling close. She’s as tall as Gino in her three inch heels. She breathes into his ear. “Yes, but I could go topless, at least? Just to even out my tan. Would you be able to handle that much?” 
 
    “Handle it? I can fuckin’ handle anythin’, baby. I’ll take ya to the full birthday suit bit if ya want. Wouldn’t bother me!” 
 
    Sofia giggles. “Yeah sure, babe. You’d freak the first time some other guy so much as looked in my direction!” 
 
    “Na, I wouldn’t!” Gino shoots back, although his heart is thumping at the thought, which is beyond any kind of logic or reason. “I’m ya man, baby, I’d be proud as fuck showin’ ya off!” 
 
    * 
 
    Sofia leans back into her husband’s cuddle and remains there quietly listening to him talk and banter with his mate about taking her to the resort she has been fantasizing about since Christmas. She had been enthralled when Gino’s boss was talking about it, quite taken by the idea of naturalism and even by the charming, charismatic older man himself. She hasn’t dared mention it to Gino ever since, neither the resort nor Wes Bailey. 
 
    Sofia is taken home and avoids her husband the rest of the afternoon then sits through dinner in a daze. It’s getting on midnight when she finds herself lying awake, staring at the ceiling with Gino snoring beside her. 
 
    Sofia slips out of bed and tiptoes into the lounge room with her laptop. She sits up cross-legged on the lounge and clicks on the link she has had saved in her favorites all along. The welcome page for the Bailey Beach Resort looks different every time she opens it. There has been a lot of building going on in recent months and the facilities are constantly changing and evolving. There is a new advertisement for a permanent aged residential resort and a link to what looks like a youth camp or community of some sort. The main part of the resort caters to couples and groups, adult for the most part, judging by the pictures. There is a completely separate area of accommodation with facilities for naturalists and nudists set quite apart from the other new compounds. 
 
    Sofia always clicks onto the ‘Adult Resort’ tab and scrolls excitedly through the pictures, looking for any new additions. Her hand has strayed beneath the laptop, rubbing herself between her legs while she imagines being naked outdoors in front of all these other men. Her fantasy includes her husband sitting there, watching on. There must be a lot of tradies swarming around the place, she thinks … mmm, big, muscly men with their tatts and big, strong arms and tiny butts… 
 
    “Mmm..hh..huhh.” Sofia moans quietly as she squeezes her eyes shut and works her swelling clit. She rubs herself close to orgasm but is distracted by a small, flashing icon on the screen. It’s a pop-up window that only appears for a second every now and then. There is an image of a black door with ‘Room 17’ in red lettering on it. 
 
    Sofia watches for it to appear again, hovering her cursor where she saw it last, and clicks on it quickly. The screen blackens and a login box appears with a sign-up option. She clicks to sign up and is prompted to enter a username. SofiaKitten is available, as usual. She uses that handle everywhere. Entering a password and her email address leads to an introductory page that has an R18 warning. 
 
    She clicks on the acceptance box promising she is over 18 years and the screen opens to a picture of a large, sumptuous-looking room. It is dimly lit. To the left there is a large red couch with what appears to be a masked person sitting on it. In the middle is a bench with a chandelier above it, throwing off a little more lighting. A woman is lying on the narrow bench, wearing nothing but a pair of black stilettos and a wide neck cuff, which must be holding her head completely still, Sofia thinks.  Surely the woman couldn’t even move her head to look down at herself. Her hands are cuffed to the sides of the bench. She is motionless, as is the figure on the couch. Is it a photo? Sofia peers closely at the screen, examining the image. There is a wall in shadow at the back of the room, adorned with whips, chains, shackles and all manner of amazing looking equipment. Gosh, thinks Sofia.  I wonder what you do with all that? 
 
    “Oh shit!” Sofia cries and sits back slapping her hand over her mouth. The woman on the bench seems to move, her legs shifting slightly. They are bent up and together. “Oh!” Sofia cries again as the masked figure on the couch stands and walks toward the prone woman. This figure is clearly male – tall, broad-shouldered, with muscular tattooed arms, wearing leather gloves and just a pair of black, tight-fitting pants. Sofia pictures herself running her hands down his body and across his bulging arm muscles... He stops at the base of the bench and lifts one of the woman’s stilettoed feet, strapping it into a stirrup. Her body writhes on the bench, her flesh quivering as her legs are spread and her other foot is strapped into a stirrup, spread-eagling her and exposing her pussy. 
 
    The man is holding what looks like a riding crop.  He circles around the woman, running the crop along her body making her arch her back as much as she can, in her limited position. He brushes a breast with the strip of soft leather at one end of the crop, drawing around her nipple slowly with it, then gives her belly a sudden little slap. She responds to both the only way she can, but it’s Sofia’s moans that can be heard. Now the man moves to the other nipple and repeats the gesture. Sofia can feel herself heating up, mesmerized by the scene, eyes glued to the monitor. The man slowly circles the woman again then positions himself at the foot of the bench. He runs the crop along the inside of her legs and up her inner thighs several times, ensuring the crop brushes over her pussy each time, and taps it lightly. He continues teasing and playing with her a while then inspects her opening. Suddenly, as if by magic, the man rolls out a trolley from under the bench with a small motor on it, with various dials and buttons. Protruding from the motor is a long, black rod with what looks like a large, pink cock attached to the end of it! The man flicks a switch and the rod moves forward towards the woman’s pussy, the cock moving back and forth. The man positions it closer and suddenly rams it into her, causing her to arch up again. 
 
    Sofia gasps. The movement of the mechanical cock is slow and rhythmic.  Sofia is fingering herself in time to the machine. She quickly looks down the hall to the bedroom door to ensure her husband hasn't awoken from her moaning noises. The woman on the bench is breathing heavily, her head making frustratingly small movements locked into its position. The man is tapping his crop on her clit repeatedly, then suddenly she arches her back for a time then collapses, limp on the bench, the rhythmic cock still probing her until the man flicks a switch to stop it. 
 
    Sofia realizes she hasn't taken a breath in a while, so she gulps in air.  She swallows hard and covers her mouth with her hand again, wide-eyed in disbelief, shaking her head slowly, wondering what she’s been missing out on. 
 
    The man looks straight at the camera, his full head mask only showing his eyes, voluptuous lips and a square chin.  He has a twinkle in his eye. He reaches up and removes the mask to reveal his blond hair. He smiles directly at Sofia and the screen fades back to black. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Gino uses his wife’s small vanity mirror to check the back of his head for any stray hairs he might have missed. There’s a slither of shaving cream behind his right ear, which he removes and scrapes over with his razor. He needs to shave every other day, his hair is dark and sprouts quickly, at least it does in a band above his ears. He prefers this bald look in his mid-30s, now that his hairline is starting to recede and he’s thinning considerably on top. 
 
    He checks this way and that in the mirror again, happy with the sheen of his scalp under the bathroom lights. He dabs on some aftershave and loosens the collar of his shirt to show the chunky gold chain sitting in his thick mat of chest hair. His shoulders, back, stomach, butt cheeks and legs are covered, he’s hairy everywhere below the ears. 
 
    “Ray’s here,” Sofia calls out as she walks past the bathroom door. 
 
    Gino takes a few steps back and looks around the doorway. “Thanks, baby,” he says to his wife, looking at her bottom as she walks into their bedroom. She is wearing a white satin wrap over black panties and a strapless bra. She cocks a smile over her shoulder. Gino smiles back at her but she has vanished from sight. 
 
    “Hey, bro,” Ray calls from the other end of the hall. 
 
    Gino gawks back and forth from his bedroom door to his mate. “Did ya see Sofe just then?” 
 
    Ray shakes his head but he’s blushing. “She just opened the door and said to come in then she was gone. I didn’t um – you know, like – I didn’t really see her.” Ray swallows hard. “Come on, bro, we’ve gotta go. This dude said he has to go out at nine.” 
 
    “Yeah right,” Gino says and edges along to crane his neck for a look into the bedroom. Ray crosses from the kitchen into the laundry where Gino has the seat covers out of one of the cars they recently sold. He’s holding them up inspecting them. Sofia comes from the ensuite bathroom with her wrap open and floating behind her as she works her long dark hair into a knot on top of her head. She meets Gino’s gaze and smiles at him.  She approaches the bedroom doorway and leans out to be kissed. 
 
    Gino obliges and kisses his wife. He’s concerned about Ray being right there along the hall. His eyes roll down to his wife’s lacy bra and flat belly. She fiddles with the waist band of her panties. 
 
    “I think we should hang onto these, they’re in good nick if we could clean ‘em up,” Ray calls out. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess,” Gino calls back. 
 
    Sofia looks around the doorway, biting a grin as she peers teasingly at Gino. “I think I scared him when I answered the door.” 
 
    Gino gulps. “Did he see ya like that?” 
 
    “Yeah. So did Mr Kendall when you were in the shower and he was looking for you for something about that job you’re doing with his car. I had the front door open and he was right there looking through the screen door before I even realized.” 
 
    “And you were like that?” Gino asks, anxiously checking on his mate again. 
 
    “Yes, I closed my robe but he’d already seen me with it open.” Sofia leans close. “Is that all right, Gino? Ray didn’t exactly look away either.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby.” 
 
    “Should I come and see you boys off?” Sofia goes on breathily. 
 
    “What, like that?” Gino gulps at the dryness of his throat, his heart is thumping and his shorts starting to twitch.  
 
    Sofia unclips her bra and throws it onto the bed. Her breasts are a firm B-cup, her big chocolate nipples tight. “Or I could come out like this?” she teases. 
 
    “Come on, bro!” Ray calls, glaring from the laundry doorway. 
 
    “Go on then, get going!” Sofia says, pushing Gino backward from where he’s blocking the bedroom door. He stumbles back and she steps out into the hallway. “How long are you going to be anyway? Where’s this stupid Calais thing or whatever it is?” 
 
    “Um, it’s um.” Ray leans back, holding the doorframe. His eyes have popped open. “It’s over the coast. At Main Beach.” He swallows hard and flashes a glance at Gino. 
 
    Gino watches his wife’s bottom as she strolls along the hall past Ray, entering the kitchen. She has done the tie up around her waist and has her wrap closed, but when she turns and faces Gino and his mate her breasts and nipples are clearly defined beneath the white satin of her robe. Her eyes flash down at herself then back up. Her cheeks heat with a blush and she smiles and looks away as she reaches up to fiddle with her hair again. “So, what time will you be back? Should I wait for you, or I could get the shopping done this morning and we could do something this afternoon. Maybe go to the beach or something?" 
 
    “Um, don’t shop for too much. I’m gonna try get us into this resort thing.” Gino glances at his mate standing there beside him staring at his wife’s tits. He takes a breath. “I’m gonna see Rebecca at work this morning and see if she can book us in.” 
 
    “Okay, so we’re all going?” Sofia asks Ray. 
 
    “Yeah, my little bro’s comin’ too. He’s just split with his girl so I told Dad I’d take him. We won’t hang with you two lovebirds though, don’t worry.” Ray is grinning a huge smile as he looks to Gino then back at Sofia. 
 
    Sofia pulls at her robe, tightening it around her body then folding her arms as she approaches Gino for another kiss. 
 
    “Hello, are you there, Gino?” a deep voice calls. It’s the neighbour, Geoff Kendall. 
 
    “Yeah, Geoff,” Gino calls back and walks through the kitchen and living room to the open front door. “Hey, man, what’s up?” 
 
    “I tried ordering the manifold you said but the part number was wrong according to the guy at Toyota.” 
 
    “Oh right,” Gino says and goes on listening to his neighbour ramble about which model car he has and the fact that his workshop manual might be for the year before. Sofia and Ray are just casually chatting.  Sofia has relaxed her arms and they are hanging loosely at her sides. Gino can see his mate getting another good look at his wife’s tits. She’s plucking at the hem of her robe and fiddling with the ends of the tie, holding it closed. Her nipples are poking at the thin satin, clearly visible. She has edged back toward the breakfast counter with Ray following. She sits up on a stool, hooking one foot on a rung while keeping the other leg straight. Her robe opens away at the bottom and exposes her panties. 
 
    Gino keeps watch through into the kitchen while listening to his neighbour rattle on and responding to him distractedly. He’s confused by what he’s feeling. He and Ray are close. They have grown up together and are best buddies. Sofia has always been friendly with Ray, but in a sisterly way. She often gets around the house in her pyjamas or a nightie and robe or something, and never bothers to get dressed if it’s only Ray or Lachlan visiting. She’s never worn the short satin robe with him around before, though. She’s never worn it other than with Gino and after a bath to cuddle up watching TV, and only ever when she wants sex. 
 
    Sofia goes to the sink and is tidying away the dishes from breakfast. Ray is leaning over the counter watching her while Gino continues talking with his neighbour, now about the new model four wheel drive wagons of various makes, and the pros and cons for each. Sofia keeps glancing over and eventually approaches to edge in front of Gino and say hello to their neighbour. 
 
    Gino is at a complete loss and squeezes his wife’s shoulders, looking down at her tits and from them to the older man’s eyes boggling through his glasses as he checks them out. Sofia is pressing back lightly against Gino’s package. He doesn’t understand why he’s becoming erect, whether it’s the soft warmth of his wife’s bottom or the fact that his mate and neighbour are getting a look at how hot his woman is. He’s been thinking about the resort and what Sofia said about wanting to go topless, about whether he could handle it. 
 
    Gino has his fingers beneath the neckline of the flimsy little wrap his wife is wearing. He’s still holding and squeezing her shoulders as she chats with the older man about his garden. He massages with his thumbs and is conscious of his fingers edging open the neckline. Sofia’s hand lifts and touches one of his, squeezing gently. Her soft little fingers pull at his, encouraging him to open her wrap further, or so he imagines. Her other hand grips his thigh as she squirms back against his erection, her thumb probing his balls. The older man’s boggling eyes keep flashing to her tits. 
 
    Ray’s car fires up in the driveway. Gino huffs a breath and shakes out of his trance. “Right. Gotta go,” he says and pulls Sofia away from the door, closing it on their neighbour, who is still yabbering away and getting a final look up and down Sofia’s body. 
 
    Gino is about to question his wife but she plants a kiss on his lips and shuts him up. Ray revs the car, shaking the house with the power of the V8 engine’s roar. “Just go!” Sofia says and pushes him away. “Try and get a booking for Monday!” 
 
    * 
 
    The Calais Gino and Ray are buying to modify and muscle-up is advertised to be in poor condition but it’s ideally priced for them to make money on. They’re on their way to pick it up. It takes a couple of blocks drive from home before Ray breaks the silence. 
 
    “That was fuckin’ interesting with Sofe this morning, bro. She’s gettin’ into the mood for the resort, yeah?” 
 
    “Sort of, I guess.” Gino has to clear his throat. “My wife’s fucking hot, what can I say!” 
 
    Ray chuckles. “Got that right, lucky fucker! That’s not nuthin new though. I’ve always thought she’s hot. Everyone does.” 
 
    Gino looks at his mate. “Yeah? So? Ya gotta get used to blokes checkin’ out ya chick when she’s hot. Blokes are always checkin’ Sofe out.” 
 
    Ray glances from the road. He shrugs and glances again. “But I ain’t never seen her dressed like that before. Fuck, man, she only had panties on under that gown thing, hey? I saw ‘em when she sat on the stool, and she never even tried to cover up.” 
 
    Gino’s cock has flexed beneath his arm across his lap. He swallows hard. “Yeah, well, panties and that don’t show any more than a bikini. Like we always say, right?” 
 
    “Yeah sure. They don’t show more, but chicks must feel different, huh? Like, they make it harder for ya to see their panties, and their bras too, although they don’t seem to care so much about showin’ their bras anymore. Like with that chick there!” Ray motions to a teenage girl walking across the pedestrian crossing they have stopped at, wearing a loose-fitting singlet top with the huge arm holes clearly displaying her black bra. 
 
    “And I’ll be checkin’ out what bra Rebecca’s got on this mornin’, you can bet on that,” Gino boasts. Rebecca is the receptionist at his work. He’s calling in on his way home. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, Rebecca’s hot too, bro. She’s workin’ this mornin’, yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah, hope she’s got the little black skirt happenin’ today too. She knows I like it, hey!” Gino goes on, chuckling. “That’s when ya know they wanna show off their fuckin’ panties when they’re wearin’ tight little bits of material like that.” 
 
    Ray chuckles along but ends up just nodding to himself for a moment before glancing across at Gino again. “So, you’re used to guys checkin’ Sofe out then? Like, you’re okay with it, yeah?” 
 
    Gino’s chest tightens, his heart rate lifting. “Yeah, I guess.” He takes a breath and expels. “I mean she’s mine, right? I’m the one who gets to fuckin’ have her proper.” 
 
    “Exactly,” Ray agrees, nodding and shrugging a little. “So, ya don’t mind me checkin’ her out a bit, do ya, bro? Like if we’re hangin’ with you guys at this resort and she’s gonna be like she was this mornin’, all fuckin’ sexy ‘n’ that?” Ray glances again. “I mean, unless it got to ya and you wanted me to back off, that is.” 
 
    “Why would it get to me?” Gino shoots back, the hair lifting on the back of his neck and his face flushing. “I can fuckin’ handle it, man! Don’t fuckin’ worry about me with shit like this. Long as I get to check out other chicks as well, it’s all fuckin’ sweet, hey!” 
 
    Ray’s smiling. “Just to check ‘em out eh, bro? Ya reckon you might actually get onto Rebecca one day, or what? Fuckin’ nail her in the store room or somethin’! Hahaha,” he chuckles away to himself. 
 
    “Yeah, might fuckin’ give it to her one day,” Gino boasts, fisting his package. “Hey, baby, nice rack!” he yells out through his open window to a woman walking along the beach esplanade in shorts and a micro-bikini top. She scowls at him but he sticks his tongue through his split fingers at her, ogling back out his window as Ray drives away. 
 
    “I think this is it here,” Ray says and turns down a side street, pulling into an apartment building. 
 
    * 
 
    The Calais is there parked on the road, the owner sitting on the steps waiting, it seems. They pay for the car on the spot and Gino drives it home, stopping in at work - a car hire franchise where he is employed as the prestige car sales rep. He approaches, smiling over the reception counter at young Rebecca. She is wearing the same work-issued green shirt he wears, but hers is at least 10 sizes smaller. She has three buttons open on it but clutches the garment closed as she acknowledges Gino. “What?” she challenges him. “What are you doing here today?” 
 
    Gino produces the brochure. “Can ya get me a booking for Monday?” 
 
    The girl rolls her eyes. “Call them yourself? It’s got nothing to do with me.” 
 
    “Aw, come on, baby, you know you love lookin’ after me,” Gino goes on, craning for a look down her blouse as she releases it to make the call. 
 
    She looks up at him, putting her hand to her chest again. “For how long?” 
 
    “Six nights. Gotta be back at work Monday. You’re lookin’ hot today,” he says with a wink. 
 
    Rebecca completes the booking, checking how many rooms are required and confirming the booking for two adjacent units facing the lake. She leaves Gino standing there and retreats into the back office holding a hand over her bottom and glaring back at him checking her out, as she always does, giving him a laugh. 
 
    Gino climbs back in the rattly Calais, which fires up in a puff of black smoke. He drives slowly home, trying to keep the noise of the busted exhaust to a minimum and hoping not to draw the attention of several passing police cars. One of them follows him for a while but eventually just roars past staring at Gino through his sunnies. 
 
    He parks the Calais in the workshop down the back yard, positioning the thing over the pit in readiness to pull the exhaust apart. He inspects the engine with the bonnet raised, when he sees the guy from across the street there in his kitchen. He can see the upper part of his body through the window. He’s chatting and laughing. Sofia approaches beside where he’s leaning back against the sink. She reaches up to grab a couple of mugs from the cupboard, still in her satin robe, with the guy’s eyes all over her. 
 
    Gino’s face and neck heat, his chest tight and his gut clenched in a mixture of anger and some weird kind of excitement, the kind he was experiencing earlier when his mate and neighbour were checking Sofia out. Gino rationalizes the situation, recalling he had asked this guy, Brett, who is a plumber by trade, to come check out the hot and cold water lines to the sink. They’ve been rattly of late, and there are a few signs of corrosion and a slow leak. 
 
    Sofia remains standing beside the guy while going through the process of making coffee. Gino can’t see below their chests. He can just see that Brett is watching Sofia’s chest quite blatantly. She turns a little and is facing the window more directly while sipping from her mug. Gino can see her satin robe is still tied but has become loose and is sagging open a little, one of her shoulders almost bare. 
 
    Gino has an erection. He can’t fathom why. He climbs a metal ladder to a mezzanine floor and opens an aluminium louvered vent to look through. Brett has lowered to his knees and is working under the sink. Sofia continues sipping her coffee, chatting away. She puts down the mug and leans over to look in under the sink. Her robe gapes open and reveals her breasts. They’re right in Brett’s face. He glances at them, doing a double-take and having a longer look the second time. Gino squeezes his cock through his shorts. His wife is still looking in under the sink but her hand goes to her chest and presses her robe closed. She looks up and over her shoulder, and to Gino’s shock another guy steps into view. He’s older, maybe 40 or so, and heavily-built. Gino can’t recall ever seeing him before. 
 
    This older man is touching Sofia’s arm as he leans in to point at something beneath the sink. He is positioned behind her. She peers at his face there at her shoulder. She’s blushing fully, her eyes wide and her teeth biting her lip. Gino stares through an old pair of binoculars he happened to have sitting there on a shelf. He quickly wipes the lenses with his t-shirt then focuses again. The two men have stood and taken mugs from the counter. Sofia is clutching her robe between her breasts, with her mug in her other hand. They’re all chatting and Sofia looks giggly, her blush having subsided, though. 
 
    Gino breathes a little more easily. He watches while the conversation continues and the drinks are finished. He waits up on his mezzanine for a half hour or so, until the two guys have left the kitchen and Sofia returns to rinse the mugs and wipe down the sink. Confused and agitated with himself, he climbs down the ladder and strides up to his house. He’s ready to rip in and tear strips off his wife when she turns from the sink to offer a dazzling smile to him. 
 
    “What?” he demands. 
 
    She looks to the window then back again. “Did you enjoy that?” 
 
    Gino feels his face redden. He frowns. “Enjoy what? Who was that fuckin’ guy anyway?” 
 
    “Oh, you mean Greg, Brett’s new business partner?” Sofia moves close, slipping her arms around Gino’s waist. “They knocked on the door as soon as you left. I didn’t have time to get dressed properly.” 
 
    “But, baby, they got a fucking eyeful. I could see from down the back.” 
 
    Sofia giggles into Gino’s ear. “I know you could. I saw you up there in your loft, watching me.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, I dunno know what the fuck I was watchin’ that for. I can’t believe you’ve been here this whole time yabbering away with them.” 
 
    “Hmm, you mean like this?” Sofia asks, plucking at the neckline of her robe. “Aren’t we going to that resort, though? Don’t you want me to practice being sexy like this?” 
 
    “Aw, fuck, Sofe, this is fucking nuts,” Gino complains as his wife grabs his cock and squeezes it through his shorts. “I don’t even know what the fuck’s happenin’.” 
 
    “I think you’re just feeling what I’m feeling, Gino. It’s exciting teasing these other guys, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Teasin’ them? Like, coz they can’t have ya and I can, ya mean?” 
 
    “Uh huh, of course that’s what I mean,” Sofia breathes into a kiss. “Do you like showing me off?” 
 
    Gino gulps. “Yeah, I guess.” His cock is fully erect and flexes in his wife’s hand. “But just showin’! That’s all, yeah?” 
 
    “Yeah, of course. Just a tease for them, and for us too, maybe?” 
 
    “Yeah, you’re fuckin’ teasin’ all right, baby. You’re fuckin’ killin’ me.” 
 
    “Well take me to bed and fuck me,” Sofia breathes into Gino’s ear. “I’m real wet right now.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    “It goes back as far as I can remember, Simon, all the way back to the church camps and gettin’ fiddled round with by one of the priests and a couple of the young seminary guys, from memory. It’s all a bit of a blur thinking back, really. Probably blocked a lot out.” 
 
    “Jeez. That shit happened to you?” 
 
    Wes Bailey huffs an outward breath and nods, shrugging a little too. He rubs at the remnants of his dark curly locks. He is in his late 50’s and almost completely grey now. His friend Simon sits staring at his feet, shaking his head. He’s a huge, powerfully-built man – Wesley’s driver, pilot and bodyguard, if need be. 
 
    Carlton is sitting across the room with his iPad open at the bar. His jaw has dropped. He always thought his boss was a bit odd with his nudist resort and swinging, and all this alternative stuff. He had no idea Wes had suffered any kind of abuse and has certainly never talked about it before. Wes always seems so in control and confident, like nothing would ever phase or rattle him. 
 
    “How old were ya?” Carlton tosses over. 
 
    Wesley looks up from his reverie. “Early teens. Got out of it at 15 when I ran away from home.” 
 
    “Holy shit,” Carlton exclaims. “That’s fucked up, boss.” 
 
    Wes chuckles into a sip of Scotch. “Tell me ‘bout it.” 
 
    “I’d never have thought,” Simon adds. “You seem… I dunno, like you really got ya shit together, obviously.” 
 
    “Yeah, what ya gonna do, lie down and cry about it?” Wes returns with another shrug. He looks to Carlton. “Nothing like the kind of camp we want for these teens you’ve got coming, right? How ya going recruiting ya staff?” 
 
    “Yeah good, boss. Got four good candidates to interview. Three of them are women.” 
 
    “And the kids?” Simon asks. “Is it a boy’s camp or co-ed?” 
 
    “Mostly boys, but there are some girls too,” Carlton answers, pulling up the list of names he has registered to arrive within the week. He’s been allocated a section of the Bailey Beach Resort to set up a youth camp. It’s something he has always wanted to do, since spending a lot of his own youth in detention centres. He had been shocked when Wesley offered the site, and even the funding to build permanent accommodation and facilities a few months back. Everything is suddenly making sense. 
 
    Carlton continues quietly working away there at the bar while the older men chat amongst themselves. Simon probes for more information, and Wesley explains how his father passed away when he was just a young kid and that his mother had too good a social life to have any time for him, sending him to boarding school then to church camps during the holidays. The fascinating thing about this, to Carlton, is the fact that Wesley’s mother has just moved into one of the best units in the newly-built retiree’s area of the resort. 
 
    Bailey’s Beach is a local name for a small cove on Lake Carpelligo. Wesley purchased the bushland property over 20 years ago and set up a small naturalist facility. He won favor with the local council by investing in the town’s tourism infrastructure and gained permission to allow his visitors to swim and sunbathe nude at his beach. The small community of regular weekenders from the city established and grew. Two years ago Wes cleared more land and built a family-friendly part, with its own pool and play area, sectioning off a pool and spa area for the topless patrons. The general theme of the whole resort remains openly sexual, though. The nightclub and bar have secluded booths for the swinging couples to meet and get friendly with one another, as long as any sexual activity is kept discreet. Some distance away there are separate facilities for youths and children, allowing for couples with kids to come along and vacation knowing their children will be well taken care of so the adults can enjoy their exciting adult vacation in peace. 
 
    Carlton puts away his iPad and leaves the two older men to their Scotches and chatter. He goes downstairs through the main reception foyer and jumps in a golf buggy, driving out to his new building site and checking on the earthworks in progress. He has a temporary facility set up ready for the first group of youths, portable cabins for sleeping and a converted aircraft hangar as a clubhouse. He has builders installing kitchen and dining facilities, and spends a while checking on their progress and helping out a bit with the removal of a demolished section of the hangar. 
 
    After finishing up a busy days’ work, Carlton showers and has a meal at the main resort restaurant. He receives persistent glances from a middle-aged woman seated with her husband and another couple, slightly younger, having dinner with them. He returns her glances each time, giving her a wink as he finishes his wine. All four of the guests end up looking over at him, so he approaches and takes the woman’s hand. Her husband sits up stiffly, unable to speak, and watches as Carlton leads her to the stairs descending to the lower level of the main resort building. 
 
    “Okay?” Carlton asks the woman. Her hand is shaking within his grasp. “This is what you want.” 
 
    She nods, gulping heavily. “Yes.” 
 
    “Did you see my website?” 
 
    “Yes,” she answers, blushing. 
 
    Carlton leads her along the lower-level corridor to his playroom. He opens the door to darkness and a red glow from three viewing booths positioned along one wall. He switches on the soft lighting and waits in the open doorway, motioning for the husband to come along the corridor. The other man and woman are there too, and approach with him. Carlton ushers them to the viewing booths, the couple taking one and the husband taking another. 
 
    He turns to the woman standing in the middle of the room wringing her hands in front of her. He walks slowly around her, slipping on a pair of black leather gloves and takes a leather crop from a hook on the side of his bondage bench, touching her with it, stroking her thighs and bottom through her skirt and running it around her waist. “Redhead,” he whispers in her ear. 
 
    She gulps hard again. Feeling his warm breath on her ear sends a shiver down her body. “Redhead?” 
 
    He strokes her short red hair over her ear with the leather crop. “That’s your safe word, sweetheart. Redhead.” 
 
    “Mm. Uhh..huh..,” the woman breathes as Carlton runs the crop up her belly and scrapes it across her nipple several times. It tightens and pokes out through her thin blouse. 
 
    Carlton looks to the woman peering through the viewing portal of a cubicle. He motions for her to come out. “Both of you,” he commands, including the man with her. 
 
    They edge from behind the dark timber partition and approach tentatively. 
 
    “Are you married?” Carlton asks. He’s running the leather tip of the crop up and down the redhead’s inner thighs. She’s clutching the end of the bondage bench with one hand and has her other arm pressed across her breasts. Her thighs are quivering, she looks nervous. 
 
    “Yes, we’re married,” the man replies. 
 
    “And you?” Carlton directs at the man still behind the first of the partitions, his eyes barely visible through the rectangular portal. 
 
    “Yes, that’s my wife,” he croaks and swallows hard. 
 
    Carlton looks at the tall, blond woman clinging to her husband. “Undo your husband’s pants. Get his cock out.” 
 
    The guy is fully erect. His wife undoes his belt and the fly of his trousers. They fall to his ankles. She checks with Carlton.  At his nod she lowers her husband’s boxers and lets them drop to his ankles too. 
 
    “Now undress her completely but leave her high heels on,” Carlton instructs her, motioning to the quivering redhead, who whimpers as her friend approaches and starts undoing her blouse. 
 
    Carlton waits, admiring the bottom of the tall blond as she strips her friend’s blouse and unclips her bra. The blond unzips the redhead’s skirt and wiggles it down over her ample hips. She takes the black lace panties with it and bends to remove the garments from over the other woman’s shoes. Carlton feels the blond’s butt. She looks back at him and clings to her friend’s shoulder. Carlton gropes between her legs, rubbing into her crotch through the thin cotton skirt while holding her husband’s gaze. The woman is hot and wet. She reaches back and clutches Carlton’s wrist. He keeps rubbing into her while her husband squeezes and strokes his cock. “Later,” Carlton whispers to her and smacks her bottom, gripping it hard and shifting her aside. 
 
    He whacks the redhead’s bare arse with his crop. She yelps, and he whacks her hard again. She leans forward and grips the bondage bench with both hands, white-knuckling the shiny red leather and yelping some more with each smack of the crop against her jiggling, red buttocks. 
 
    The married couple are standing there stunned. The husband is groaning from behind the partition. Carlton relents and caresses gently up between the redhead’s thighs with the end of his crop. He parts her labia. It’s slick and glistening with her juices. He explores inside her with the strip of black leather, teasing her clit and making her lift to tiptoes and wiggle back against the soft contact. He whacks her hard again and she lets out a deep guttural moan. Carlton spanks her again and launches into a series of resounding smacks that have her slumped over the bench moaning and breathing heavily. 
 
    He looks to the married couple. “Come on,” he says to the man, pulling him in behind the prone redhead, then addressing the blond wife. “Stuff his cock into her.” Her eyes are wide and alive. She claims her husband’s cock and positions it against the split-open lips of her friend’s pussy. He surges into the woman and the man behind the screen groans even louder. 
 
    The man on the redhead’s back starts thrusting into her. She’s crying out with deep moans from her belly each time he pounds against her red-raw bottom. The blond woman has a hand down her own skirt, working its way under her cream satin panties. She’s frigging herself in time with her husband’s thrusts surging into her friend. Carlton has moved in behind her and starts undressing her.  The guy spearing into the redhead thrusts one last time and cries out, holding firmly up her and emptying his balls. The man behind the partition scurries over and shoves his cock in his wife’s open mouth, thrusting a couple of times and gripping her hair to keep her in place while grimacing as he cums in no time at all. 
 
    The two men exchange stunned looks and shake their heads. The redhead stands and faces them with an arm across her heavy breasts and a hand covering her waxed pussy. They stand there watching Carlton handcuff the now-naked blond woman to a large steel ring bolted to the wall above her head, her arms raised, her face flushed, and her eyes wide in anticipation. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    “But they said they need us both at the clinic,” Sofia challenges her husband. She knows there’s no reasoning with him. 
 
    “I ain’t fucking goin’, baby.” He grabs his package. “I’m all man. There’s nuthin wrong with my swimmers.” 
 
    Sofia rolls her eyes. “Well, how would you know unless you get tested?” 
 
    “I just fucking know! There’s nuthin wrong with my manhood, baby. You’ve gotta go get tested and find out what’s goin’ on with you. You chicks are always havin’ problems with shit like that, ain’t ya?” 
 
    Sofia glares, shaking her head and rolling her eyes. 
 
    “But ya do! You got ya whatever every month with bleedin’ ‘n’ that, and ya get infections and shit, don’t ya? You just go get checked out and make sure everythin’s workin’ proper.” 
 
    “Damn it, Gino.  Do I have to talk to your mother or something? Is that what you want?” 
 
    “What the fuck? Talk to Mum? Waddya mean? Don’t fucking say anythin’ to my mother.” 
 
    “All right, I give up. But if you ever seriously want to start this family you’re gonna have to wake up to yourself!” Sofia demands, waving her finger at him and storming off in frustration. 
 
    She returns to her laptop and the email from the fertility clinic. She takes a moment to calm herself then replies, confirming the appointment for herself and Gino. It’s three weeks away, and she intends to keep working on her husband during that time. They’ve been trying to get pregnant for more than six months.  It’s time to look into what’s not working, she thinks to herself. 
 
    Sofia shuts the laptop and grabs her car keys. She spends the morning shopping for the lakeside resort they’re heading off to the next morning. She picks up a few summer dresses for the beach and a couple more with matching new shoes for the nightclub she saw in the online pictures. 
 
    That night Sofia opens her legs for her horny, pushy husband but finds herself cuddling up to him and staring at the ceiling until he grunts, rolls over and goes to sleep. She considers sneaking out to the lounge with her laptop to check out that secret room again. But she resists the temptation and rubs herself into an orgasm with her eyes shut tight and her imagination taking her into that red room with the masked blond man. Gino’s snoring loudly beside her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    “You can sit in front,” Sofia tells her husband. They’ll be travelling in Ray’s car. Lachlan usually sits in the back, with Gino in the front passenger seat when the three of them go out cruising. “It’s fine,” Sofia assures him, holding up her manicured hands in frustration, anxious to get going. “I’ll sit in the back with Lachie.” She smiles at Ray’s younger friend, standing there waiting to be told where he’s sitting. He smiles back, his dark eyes twinkling at her. 
 
    Lachlan is 25, six years younger than Ray and two years younger than Sofia. He’s a lot taller than Gino and has a well-built, muscular physique. Though quiet and shy, he has Ray’s measure in intelligence and wit. Sofia is more than happy with the prospect of spending a three-hour car ride beside him. 
 
    “Are you sure this is all right?” Gino asks, swivelling in his seat to speak with Sofia. The other two guys are checking something under the bonnet. 
 
    “It’s fine, Gino.” Sofia pecks a kiss at her husband’s lips and sits back in her seat. She’s directly behind him. He twists around further, craning his neck to look at her. She clips in her belt and stretches the skirt of her short floral dress down a bit. 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Gino groans. His eyes roll up from Sofia’s legs. “I can already see your panties, baby. They’re both gonna be checkin’ ya out all the way.” 
 
    Sofia bites down on a grin, raising her eyebrows in defiance. 
 
    “Aw shit,” Gino groans some more and tilts his head down for another look. “Can fuckin’ see them easily though, baby. Sit on the other side so Ray isn’t gettin’ an eyeful.” 
 
    “I’d rather sit here so he can get an eyeful,” Sofia teases. “And Lachlan can sneak some peeks too,” she adds, fiddling with the neckline of her dress. It is cut deep and tight between her breasts but gapes a little when she scrunches her shoulders together and checks down at them. 
 
    “What the fuck are ya doin’ out there, loser?” Gino yells to Ray as he climbs from his seat. 
 
    Sofia settles with the skirt of her dress positioned so she doesn’t appear to be flashing too obviously. She watches out the window and takes more notice of Lachlan, who has stood back now with Gino having taken over whatever they were doing under the bonnet. Lachlan’s hands are stuffed in the pockets of his fitted navy-blue shorts. His shoulders are broad, his pecs defined beneath his tight, white t-shirt. He glances at Sofia and catches her staring. She’s in no mood to look away. She holds his gaze for a long moment before he walks around the car and gets in the back seat beside her. 
 
    “Hey,” she says, feeling her cheeks flush as she tugs at the hem of her dress again. 
 
    The guy nods. His eyes hold hers again but after another long few seconds they break contact and flash down and up her body. “Hey,” he says back to her. His legs are too long to keep them straight ahead so he angles towards Sofia a little. 
 
    Sofia swallows. She takes a breath, suddenly noticing him as a man, not just their younger friend. His massive hand is resting right there on the seat beside her. She puts her hand on the seat next to his. This young man is an imposing figure, making her feel tiny beside him. “I’m glad you’re coming along,” she says, her voice failing a little. 
 
    “I’m glad to be coming along too, Sofe.” He lowers his gaze, averting it from her, then flashes another look into those beautiful eyes he has always admired. His pinky brushes her hand briefly, sending an instant shockwave through her body. “I’m really looking forward to hanging out with you for a change, not your husband.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Gino watches Ray glance from the road to take another quick peek over his shoulder to the back seat. He’s been doing it regularly over the hour they’ve been on the road. Conversation has subsided the past little while with Lachlan having dozed off, and Sofia sitting quietly in the back seat watching the mountain scenery. 
 
    Gino notices Ray take another quick peek back at her, and he leans around enough to have a look himself. Sofia’s eyes are closed now. Her legs are angled toward the middle of the car, directly at Ray in the driver’s seat. Her knees have strayed apart a little and from beneath the skirt of her tight little floral dress, there’s a full view of her crotch displaying her white lace panties. 
 
    Gino turns to Ray, meeting his gaze before it flashes for another look between Sofia’s thighs. The thumping of the tyres on the centre line markers make Ray quickly look ahead and pull the car back into the lane. 
 
    “Just fuckin’ watch the road, pervert!” Gino snaps. 
 
    “I’m tryin’,” Ray shoots back with a grin, and he tilts his head for a more deliberate look between Gino’s wife’s legs. “Is she shaved or what, dude? Can’t see any bush through that lace.” 
 
    “How ‘bout you pull over and let me drive,” Gino responds, ignoring his mate’s question. 
 
    “Serious?” 
 
    “Yeah, better than endin’ up wrapped round a fucking tree with your loser drivin’.” 
 
    Ray slows and carefully pulls into a truck parking lane. The two men get out and change places. Gino is careful not to wake his wife or his other mate in the back as he pulls back onto the road and speeds up to a bit over the limit. 
 
    Ray is leaning around examining Sofia’s crotch. “Bet she wore that dress ‘specially for me and Lachie hey, dude. She’s gettin’ right into this nudist shit already, ain’t she.” 
 
    “I dunno. Maybe,” Gino agrees, and he adjusts the rear view mirror to see his wife’s face. Her eyes open slightly and meet his before dropping to where Ray is still examining her, then they softly close again as she settles lower in her seat. 
 
    “Aaw fuck yeah, that’s it,” Ray groans under his breath. 
 
    Gino rolls his eyes down to see Sofia has shifted her bottom forward and let her legs stray wider apart.  The skirt of her dress has bunched up more and her panties are fully on display, the crotch cutting into her slit. 
 
    “Mmm, that’s nice,” Ray goes on and grins at Gino. “Good thing you said it’s okay for us to look, dude.” 
 
    Gino reaches back and tugs at the hem of his wife’s dress, trying to pull it down to cover her. She yawns and stretches then claims his hand and squeezes it. “Hmm, did I doze off?” 
 
    “Yeah, for a bit. We didn’t mind, though,” Ray says, smiling back at her and tilting for another peek under her dress. 
 
    “Yes, I’ll bet you didn’t!” Sofia scolds playfully and pushes at his head. 
 
    She’s sitting forward raking back her hair and fixing it in a band. Ray’s gaze has lifted to her breasts and to her nipples poking at the thin fabric of her dress. She has unclipped her seatbelt but shifts to the middle of the seat and clips that one around her waist. She shushes Ray and Gino with a finger to her lips and carefully lies back against the sleeping Lachlan. She gets comfy there while Gino tries to crane his neck back to see, without running off the road. She takes the younger man’s arm and puts it around her shoulder, lifting her feet onto the other end of the seat and relaxing into him. 
 
    “Fuck me,” Ray groans, eyes wide and head shaking slowly. 
 
    “Shhh..,” Sofia warns again. “I just want another little sleep and he’s a good pillow like this if he doesn’t move.” 
 
    * 
 
    Gino swallows hard, grits his teeth and just drives. He can’t fathom what’s going on with his wife or how he feels about it. It’s like she’s suddenly come to life with a mind and will of her own. She’s always in his ear about stuff.  She flies off the handle if it’s the same thing she’s complained about before, a number of times. She’s never gone ahead and actually done anything without clearing it with Gino, though. Ever. But now, ever since he mentioned going to Bailey’s Beach Resort, she’s been doing whatever the hell she wants. And Gino can’t understand why he’s allowing it. Why isn’t he saying anything about the fact that with her legs being bent up like that on the seat, it’s making her little lacy panties be on full display. 
 
    Gino can see enough in the rear view mirror, but while stopped at a corner waiting for a truck to pass, he turns to have a look at his wife’s legs swayed forward and the crotch of her panties camel-toed into her pussy. She’s holding the huge hand of his mate on her bare hip. He’s still lying with closed eyes but his thumb is moving back and forth across the waistband of her underwear. 
 
    “Mmm, is this okay?” Sofia asks softly. “I’m sleepy too.” 
 
    “It’s okay,” Lachlan whispers. 
 
    Gino drives off around the corner, glancing back again to see that the younger guy is squeezing Sofia’s hip and has his thumb beneath the waistband of her panties now. Ray is craning his neck to watch, his gaze flashing from Sofia’s crotch to the gaping neckline of her dress and the deep cleavage Lachlan is tilting his head, slyly, to stare down into. 
 
    Gino keeps watch as best he can while hooking along well above the speed limit in an effort to get the trip done as quickly as possible. He’s driving with one arm strategically placed across his lap to conceal his persistent erection. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 7 
 
      
 
    Sofia wakes as the car comes to a stop. She dozed off again and has managed a full hour or so of sleep. She’s still resting back against her husband’s younger mate, his powerful arm around her and his huge hand spread over her bare upper-thigh. 
 
    Gino winds his window down and he and Ray are discussing parking with the security guard. It seems they have arrived at the resort. Lachlan presses a soft kiss to Sofia’s hair. She turns her head to glare questioningly at him, and she sits up and unclips her seatbelt.  She slides across to the far side of the car seat and tugs at her bunched-up dress while catching a glance from the chubby, middle-aged man talking with her husband and Ray.  
 
    Sofia takes a brush from her handbag and starts fixing her hair. She meets Lachlan’s gaze, smiling a challenge at the way he’s just staring at her. She tucks her legs back up on the seat, with her back against her door, and rests her feet up against the younger guy’s huge thigh. She pushes him playfully. He squeezes and rubs her feet and ankles, his dark eyes soft and appreciative as he looks over her body. Gino gets out of the car and goes with the security guy to look at a resort map on the wall of his gate-house. 
 
    Ray hooks an arm over the back of his seat and looks over grinning. His eyes are wide with blatant desire as he takes a tour of Sofia’s body. “So, it sounds like we’re right next to the nudist bit. Did ya get what that guy said?” 
 
    “Unless Gino can get you guys moved,” Lachlan adds, looking over at Gino pointing at the map and arguing. 
 
    “It’s not the man’s job. He’ll need to speak to someone at the resort reception,” Sofia tells the guys. “Anyway, it’s no big deal. I don’t mind if we’re near the naturalist guests. Who cares!” 
 
    “I don’t fuckin’ care. The less fuckin’ clothes the better, if ya ask me,” Ray shoots back, tilting for a deliberate look up Sofia’s dress. “Waddya reckon, Lachie, we’ll go naked yeah? We will if Sofe does!” 
 
    Ray laughs, Lachlan chuckles along but seems subdued. Sofia’s face heats with the excitement she’s feeling as she takes a breath. “I’ll go naked with you guys if you can talk Gino into it.” 
 
    “Yeah? If we can talk him into it, huh? Haha,” Ray says, and has a quick look at where Gino is waiting while the security guy is making a phone call. “And you’ll go full monty with us? Like, all off?” Ray goes on without the mirth in his tone anymore. 
 
    “Yeah.  I don’t see why not,” Sofia agrees, looking from Ray’s eyes all over her to his friend watching him. 
 
    Ray has another quick glance, checking on Gino. He casually slips a finger under the neckline of Sofia’s dress and stretches it aside, uncovering her left breast. “Fuck yeah, all off, hey?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sofia utters, closing her hand over Ray’s as he pulls her shoulder strap down her arm. She holds a breath, her chest forward, her nipples tightening quickly. Ray’s hand slips from beneath hers. She clutches her shoulder strap where it is and looks at the two men staring at her exposed breast. “So, will you talk to him?” Sofia asks Ray. 
 
    “Sure.” Ray goes to touch Sofia’s breast but she blocks his hand, keeping it away. His grin flashes again. “Aw come on. One little squeeze?” 
 
    “No! No touching!” Sofia scolds, playfully now. She checks on Gino herself then bites down on her lip as she lowers the other side of her dress and shows the two men both of her nipples. “Just to look, but don’t touch,” she tells them. 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Lachlan groans, his head hitting the back of the seat. 
 
    “Yeah nice. Show us your cunt too,” Ray says, flashing a quick glance over at Gino again. 
 
    Sofia’s face heats further and her body tingles at the crudity of Ray’s request. She swallows hard. “No, you have to talk to Gino first.” 
 
    “Yeah but it’s shaved, right?” Ray goes on, tilting for a look and ogling Sofia’s crotch. “Just give us a little look!” 
 
    “No!” Sofia cries and claims his hand as he touches the waistband of her panties at her hip. He winds his finger into the elastic and pulls downward. “Ray!” Sofia scolds anxiously but he has the side of her panties stretched down and she just grips his wrist and lifts her bottom, allowing him to pull them from beneath her. 
 
    “Yeah that’s nice,” Ray groans.  
 
    “Come on, man, she said no!” Lachlan tells his younger friend. 
 
    “But she wants it, don’t ya, Sofe?’ 
 
    “Hmm, but what about Gino?” Sofia asks, checking on her husband again as her panties are removed from her heels. 
 
    Ray balls them in his fist and sniffs them. “Fuck yeah.” He tilts for a look between Sofia’s thighs but she has them pressed together, stretching the skirt of her dress down between them. “Come on, we already saw it a bit. You’re teasin’ us,” he says with a huge grin. 
 
    Sofia has one hand wedged between her legs and the other arm across her breasts, having pulled the top of her dress up to cover herself. Ray grips her knee and tries to open her legs. Sofia’s face flushes hot as she allows him, her foot dropping to the floor, and she lifts the skirt of her dress enough that he can see her pussy. 
 
    “Aah, that’s fucking sweet.” Ray’s eyes are wide, his grin ending as he leans down lower between the front seats to examine more closely. “Aw fuck yeah, have a look, Lachie.” 
 
    “Just get the fuck out of it, man!” Lachlan tells his mate. “She said she didn’t want to.” 
 
    “Hey I’m just fucking playin’,” Ray shoots back with a chuckle. “What’s up with you all of a sudden, precious? You still in fucking pussy-whip mode from Maria, dude.” 
 
    Lachlan grabs Ray’s wrist and crushes it while extracting Sofia’s panties from his hand. 
 
    “Aah, fuck off, fuckin’ gorilla paws!” Ray complains rubbing at his wrist after it’s released. 
 
    Lachlan gives Sofia her panties. “You don’t have to take any of his shit. He’s just an arsehole.” 
 
    “I know he is, but I don’t mind,” Sofia says, giving Ray a little smile. “You shouldn’t take it so seriously,” she tells the younger guy. 
 
    “Yeah, well, as long as you know I’ll put one on his chin if you ever need me to,” Lachlan says to Sofia while glaring at Ray. “He knows I will.” 
 
    “Yeah, just fuckin’ relax, dude. Sofe knows I’m only playin’ round. We’re supposed to be gettin’ in the mood here, all sexy ‘n’ shit.” 
 
    Sofia has fixed her dress into place and put her panties in her handbag. The guys end up glaring at each other as Gino comes back and gets in the driver’s seat. He’s raving about the resort being fully booked and that they won’t change their reservation for two cabins that are adjacent to the naturalists section. Sofia sits back in her seat with her legs swayed away from view, listening to Ray trying to calm Gino down. She’s churning with guilt-edged excitement over having just exposed herself while her husband wasn’t watching. 
 
    Apparently there is no need to check in, as the security guy did that electronically and gave Gino directions to find their accommodation. Gino also brought back a handful of glossy pamphlets that Ray and Lachlan look through while they drive along through parkland and gardens that open to a view of the lake, and a dozen or so small cabins. 
 
    Sofia follows her husband up the steps of the cabin he has claimed for them. “Oh, fuck,” he grumps immediately. Sofia stops beside him on the veranda and looks over a timber fence into a pool area where men and women are lying around and swimming either topless or fully naked. “Fuck. I knew it!” Gino goes on. “I told that fucking dude we weren’t here for that shit.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry. It’s fine, Gino. It’s okay,” Sofia soothes, cuddling to her husband’s arm and stroking him, thrilling at the sight of at least twenty or so naked men she can see. 
 
    Gino heads off inside. The cabin has two bedrooms and a huge bathroom, a lounge area that opens onto the veranda and a small kitchenette. There are several options for meals with a fine-dining restaurant, counter meals from the bar, and a kiosk and barbeque area. It’s a short stroll to the main resort complex for the facilities.  There’s also a nightclub, pools and spas. 
 
    Sofia is studying the site map on the back of one of the brochures as Gino walks back past to get their bags from the car. There are two distinct beach areas, one for families and the secluded cove for naturalists and adults only. Sofia can see the main pool area from her kitchenette window. It’s quite crowded with families. There are cabins identical to hers dotted amongst the trees lining the small bitumen roads. According to the map, the family beach area is only a short stroll around the line of cabins facing it. The cove marked on the map as Bailey’s Beach is a bit of a walk through bushland, by the look of it. 
 
    Gino comes up the steps from where the car is parked between their two cabins. He’s wheeling Sofia’s bag and carrying his. She walks back out onto the veranda and has another look over the fence at the naked men and women. Ray is on his veranda opposite looking over the fence too. He smiles across at Sofia. She smiles back but rolls her eyes away while reaching up to fiddle with her hair. She’s still bare beneath her dress, and she can feel the hem of it inching up. Ray is looking harder, his silly grin becoming serious. 
 
    “I’ll talk to Gino, get him on board,” Ray says. “That pool there is definitely for us.” 
 
    “Okay,” Sofia agrees but she’s distracted by a golf buggy turning into the drive, stopping behind the car. The man driving it approaches the steps smiling. He takes off a hat, and Sofia recognises him. 
 
    “Hello, Sofe. I’m so happy you came.” 
 
    “Hi, Mr Bailey!” 
 
    “Ah, call me Wes. Please?” He stops at the bottom of the steps. Sofia approaches and walks down to accept his hand around her waist and lean into his hug. From her elevated step she draws level with him. “Where’s your husband, love?” 
 
    “He’s inside. Come in.” Sofia leads the way, with her hand being held. “Gino!” She looks in the bathroom but finds him lying across the end of the bed with his eyes shut and his mouth open, his hairy belly exposed beneath a stretched-up t-shirt and a hand wedged halfway under the waistband of his shorts. 
 
    Sofia returns to their guest. “Sorry,” she breathes quietly to Wes. “He must be really tired after the drive.” 
 
    “Oh that’s fine. I’ll catch Gino later. I just stopped by to welcome you both and let you know to come see me personally if there’s anything you need.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you,” Sofia replies, smiling sweetly at the man. He is squeezing her hands, keeping her close, and his sharp grey eyes have travelled down and up her body a few times. “It’s so exciting to be here,” she manages to squeak out. 
 
    “Ah yes, I thought I noticed your interest when we met and I was rambling on, as I do.” He looks around. “Were you planning to try our adult facilities at all? There’s accommodation available over there if you’d prefer?” 
 
    “Oh no, I think this is close enough for my husband,” Sofia replies with a giggle. “We have to try and talk him into it yet.” 
 
    “Aah,” Wes chuckles along. “I see. This isn’t uncommon, husbands being reluctant at first.” 
 
    “Oh, it isn’t?” 
 
    “No, it can be quite intimidating for the men. Seemingly more so than it is for the ladies.” The man leans back to look Sofia over again. “We don’t get so many beautiful young women such as yourself, if you don’t mind me saying.” 
 
    “Oh I don’t mind,” Sofia responds quickly. 
 
    He smiles, his grey eyes twinkling now. “And if I may say so, I was hoping you, in particular, might come visit one day. Which is why I’ve had our brochure discretely attached to your husband’s work clipboard several times since Christmas.” 
 
    “Oh you have?” Sofia utters, peering up at the man, mesmerized by the deep, dulcet tone of his voice and the way his eyes are drilling into hers. She’s feeling a little stunned. 
 
    “Yes, I have,” he croons, and he leans aside to check towards the bedroom. He sits back onto a stool at the kitchenette counter and tugs Sofia closer, still holding both her hands. He looks at her breasts. Her nipples are hard and poking at her dress. “I’m guessing you’re SofiaKitten? You’ve had a look at young Carlton’s website?” 
 
    Sofia gulps and nods. 
 
    Wes takes another tour of her body. “Carlton is hoping you’re going to be the same Sofia. He’s looking forward to meeting you.” 
 
    “Carlton? Is he the man in the video?” 
 
    “Yes.” Wes looks up to meet and hold Sofia’s gaze. “And your husband knows nothing of your interest in BDSM?” 
 
    “Um. No.” Sofia gulps again. “I don’t even know if I’m really interested myself yet.” 
 
    “Hmm.” Wes chuckles a little. “Can’t say that I am myself. I prefer to keep things natural when it comes to sex and…” He motions toward the door with a toss of his head. “Well, and just enjoying natural freedom in general.” 
 
    Sofia is rubbing the man’s thumbs, now comfortable with her hands resting in his. She has lowered her gaze to peer down between their bodies but she looks up again and meets the older man’s eyes. He tilts his head and leans in to press his lips to hers. She closes her eyes and melts into his arms lifting and taking hold of her. She places her hands against his chest but doesn’t push him away. He teases her mouth open and deepens the kiss, inserting his tongue and caressing hers. His cock is hard against her belly. 
 
    “I can’t just do this,” Sofia utters in weak protest. 
 
    “Of course. Please forgive me, it’s all very open here with us permanents. Gotta remember to tone it down and give a lady a chance to settle in.” Wes releases Sofia and takes her hands again. “I’m right though, aren’t I? I read you correctly when we met, and you do want to be sexually open here?” 
 
    “Yes, I think so.” Sofia takes a breath. “I just don’t know about…” She motions to the bedroom. 
 
    The older man nods. “You’ll notice there are far more men here than women. It’s common practice, or more or less the theme of the adult community for men to bring their wives here to be shared with other men.” 
 
    “Oh?” Sofia’s blush rises. 
 
    Wes strokes up her arms. He’s still standing close, breathing into her hair, making her tingle and heat up. “Would you enjoy that, for your husband to watch you being taken by another man?” 
 
    Sofia swallows hard, her knees feeling weak. “Umm...” 
 
    “Keep that in mind,” the older man whispers, and he leaves her standing there and walks to the door. 
 
    He stops and looks back at her. 
 
    Sofia takes several big breaths. Her entire body is tingling, her legs threatening to give way. 
 
    “You’ll be the youngest and prettiest woman here at the moment, love, over here with the men and wives.” He takes another slow tour of Sofia’s body. 
 
    Sofia gulps another breath and lifts her dress up over her head. She’s facing the man, full frontal. Her blush is on fire but she doesn’t look away from his face as he looks at her. Her dress slips from her fingertips to puddle on the floor. 
 
    “So beautiful,” Wesley offers, extending his hand. “Come see me off?” 
 
    Sofia walks across the room to take his hand, dazed and with no suggestion of protest. He checks outside then leads her onto the veranda. There are people in sight, but all quite a distance away. There’s a big-bellied man waddling along the road. He glances once, then turns his head to look at Sofia. Wes squeezes her hand and leaves her standing at the top of the steps. He walks to his golf cart, waving hello to the other man, who remains facing Sofia and looking over at her as they chat. 
 
    Two women appear rounding a corner and approach making Sofia retreat to her doorway. She’s quickly becoming accustomed to being naked, though. Wesley waves to her and drives off in his buggy. The fat man smiles and waves too. Sofia remains there in her doorway as he waddles along, continually looking back at her. 
 
    She goes inside and peers through into the bedroom watching her husband sleep when there’s a gentle knock at the front door. Sofia checks around the wall and sees Lachlan standing there. She takes another of her big calming breaths and walks out into the living room to face him. 
 
    His eyes pop open. “Oh shit. Sorry!” he exclaims and backs away from the open door. 
 
    Sofia follows but he’s on his way down the stairs. 
 
    “Sorry, I didn’t realise you were…” He has his hands raised in surrender and keeps backing all the way across to his cabin while Sofia leans against the doorframe watching him. 
 
    She strolls inside and leaves her dress lying on the floor while she takes a cool shower, unable to soothe the burning desire within her suddenly very naughty body. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Gino wakes to the smell of food and the sound of his mate Ray laughing. He sits up rubbing at his bald head, yawning. Sofia shrieks with laughter, making Gino hurry to see what’s happening. There are burgers and beers on the counter where Lachlan is sitting, watching Ray tickle Sofia. He has hold of her from behind and is reaching down to clutch at her knees, which he knows she can’t stand because Gino does it to her himself, often enough. Gino has stopped short of entering the room and keeps watch from the bedroom doorway. No one has seen him yet but Sofia suddenly glances up and meets his eyes while still being held from behind by his mate. 
 
    Gino holds his wife’s gaze and edges back a little, his heart thumping. She bites down on a little grin and keeps watching him as Ray’s hands move to her shoulders and squeeze. 
 
    “Mmm, that’s better, so much nicer than tickling,” she says, peering back up at him. 
 
    “Yeah, this is better,” Ray echoes softly as he kneads her firmly, watching down over her shoulder at her tits lifting and jiggling around. 
 
    Sofia is wearing cut-off denim shorts and a khaki tube top. Hanging from beneath the top are the strings of a bikini Gino doesn’t recognise. She reaches up and pulls at the knot behind her neck then looks at Gino again as she removes the bikini from beneath her other top. 
 
    “Yeah that’s better,” Ray says into her hair. 
 
    Lachlan swallows hard. “Aw shit, Sofe!” 
 
    Sofia smiles at the younger guy. “Don’t worry, I’m still well covered.” 
 
    “Yeah but… Come on, Ray, fuckin’ leave her alone, dude!” 
 
    “I can’t, dude, she’s too fuckin’ hot.” 
 
    “Yeah, but Gino’s right in there and you got ya hands all over his wife.” 
 
    “Mmm, he’s got a point,” Sofia says to Ray. “Gino could wake up any minute.” 
 
    “True,” Ray agrees, and he reaches his fingers down Sofia’s front and rubs her top upward. The stretchy fabric lifts against her hard nipples, exposing the bottom of her tits. 
 
    “You’re just being bad, now,” Sofia breathes and she tugs at the sides of her top while looking down at herself. “Mmm, and that’s not even fair, doing that,” she goes on as Ray kneads firmly again and her top stretches up a little further to just cover her nipples while exposing her dark areola. 
 
    “Dude, that’s enough, yeah?!” Lachlan demands, and Gino ducks his head back as his younger mate checks on him. 
 
    “Yeah, nearly enough,” Ray answers with a low chuckle. “Almost there!” 
 
    “Hmm, and that’s all you’re getting!” Sofia scolds. 
 
    “Aaw!” Ray groans. 
 
    “No, you’re bad, Ray. I’m going to wake my husband before his lunch gets cold.” 
 
    “Aahh!” Sofia shrieks, and she appears in the bedroom doorway glancing back. She has her arm across her breasts, her tube top having been yanked down and is now around her waist. “Very bad!” she scolds, and Gino’s cock throbs in his fist as she lowers her arm, still facing out into the lounge area. 
 
    “Aw fuck that’s better,” Ray groans. 
 
    “Hmm and it’s more than you deserve,” Sofia says while fiddling with her top and straightening it, her tits still bare and her nipples tight. Her eyes roll to Gino and back as she reaches up to rake back her hair. 
 
    “Just fuckin’ stay there and leave her alone!” Lachlan growls. 
 
    “I fuckin’ am, dude. What the fuck’s with you?” 
 
    “Don’t let Gino see you like that,” Lachlan says to Sofia. 
 
    She’s fixing her hair in its band with her tits still bare. “I won’t,” she says while holding Gino’s eyes. 
 
    “You know what he’s like when he crashes in the daytime, dude. There’s no way you can wake him,” Ray says. 
 
    “Yeah, but what if he did and he saw her like that, with us here?” 
 
    “Dude, Gino’s gonna be good with this shit. What’s up with ya?” 
 
    “Nuthins up with me!” Lachlan complains. 
 
    “So have a look at her tits, man. She’s showin’ us proper now and you’re not even lookin’.” 
 
    “I’m lookin’!” 
 
    “Yeah ya are now!” 
 
    Sofia is blushing fully. She’s finished with her hair and is leaning back against the doorframe with her hands behind her, her leg bent and her foot resting up against the wall. Her tube top is still around her waist, her chest forward and her tits shuddering a little upon her breath. 
 
    “Is this okay?” Ray asks. 
 
    Sofia rolls her eyes, shaking her head. “I don’t know. You won’t show anyone, will you?” 
 
    “Naa, ‘course not,” Ray goes on with a chuckle, and Gino hears the shutter-click sound on his phone. 
 
    Sofia glances to Gino, biting her lower lip. The shutter-click goes off again and again. She reaches up towards the top of the doorframe and arches her chest forward. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, like that,” Ray groans, and his phone clicks several more times in quick succession. 
 
    “Stay over there, though,” Sofia says, and she glances to Gino again as she works the button of her jean shorts. 
 
    “Yeah show us that sweet lookin’ cunny again. Aaw fuck yes,” Ray taunts and his camera clicks over and over. 
 
    Sofia has her shorts open and her thumbs hooked in them at her hips. “If I show you, will you promise not to tease Gino about it?” 
 
    “Yeah, I didn’t mean that before. I was just fuckin’ round sayin’ that.” 
 
    “You don’t have to do it, Sofe,” Lachlan says, his voice raspy and almost pleading. 
 
    Sofia takes a big breath and expels. “It’s okay, I want to,” she says and pushes down her shorts and bikini pants. “You can both enjoy looking at me when Gino’s not watching,” she adds sweetly, meeting Gino’s eyes. “I’m gonna start dressing more sexy for you both when you come over home. Or especially if you come over sometimes when Gino’s not home.” 
 
    Gino is lying back on the bed propped on an elbow and crushing his erect cock through his pants with his other hand. Sofia turns her back to them and shuffles out of her shorts and bikini bottoms, bending straight-legged to remove them from her heels while Ray’s phone keeps clicking off pictures of her. She doesn’t wax or even shave very much, but her little dark bush is thin and her pussy is clearly visible through it. Even just standing there with her slender thighs together, Gino can see his wife’s slit, the thought in his mind that it’s where he’s been sticking his cock ever since having to wait for their wedding night. And this is the first time anyone else has gotten a look at what is rightfully only his to enjoy. 
 
    “Is he still asleep?” Lachlan asks under his breath. 
 
    Sofia glances at Gino again. “Yes, but I’ll need to get dressed again soon.” She turns back to the other men. “I need that bikini top, Ray.” 
 
    Ray chuckles. “This one?” 
 
    “Yes, if we’re going to that main pool I’m going to have to be dressed properly.” 
 
    “Fine. Come and get it then,” Ray taunts. 
 
    “Fuckin’ leave her alone, Ray. Just give it to her!” Lachlan growls, still under his breath. 
 
    “Shh, it’s okay,” Sofia says, and she looks from where the kitchen counter is to where Gino remembers there being a big leather lounge, right beyond the bedroom wall, where Ray’s likely sitting. 
 
    “Come sit with me for a minute and I’ll give it to ya,” Ray says. 
 
    Sofia takes a breath and meets Gino’s eyes again. She swallows. “Only for a minute though?” 
 
    “Yeah, just for a minute.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, Sofe!” Lachlan complains. “I’ll punch your fuckin’ head in, Ray! Just fuckin’ give her the bikini.” 
 
    “It’s okay, Lachie, I don’t mind sitting with you both, if you like. But Gino looks like he’s starting to stir, so just for a minute,” Sofia says, meeting Gino’s eyes again, and she lifts and pulls off the tube top that was still bunched around her waist. 
 
    “Yeah, come on then,” Ray says, shuffling and squeaking the leather lounge, then it sounds to Gino like he pats the seat. 
 
    “Okay, I’m coming,” Sofia tells him, and she looks down at her naked body then over at Gino again. 
 
    Gino stares back pleadingly but can’t bring himself to say anything and stop her from going. He just watches her turn and walk into the living room, pulling the door almost closed. 
 
    “Yeah look at those titties jiggle,” Ray says. “Come sit down, here!” 
 
    “Uh huh. Right there next to you?” 
 
    “Yeah that’s it, come here… No, wait. Just a sec.” 
 
    “What?” Sofia utters, a slight giggle in her voice. 
 
    “Ooh that’s fuckin’ nice from behind. Your cunt looks really wet.” 
 
    “Hmm, is it?” Sofia virtually whimpers. 
 
    Gino strokes his cock. He has his hand inside his shorts. He’s listening intently, trying to picture exactly what’s happening on the other side of the wall. 
 
    “I might need something to sit on so I don’t drip on the lounge,” Sofia says. 
 
    “It’s okay, I’ll lick it up if you do,” Ray answers her, chuckling. “Yeah that’s it, nice and close.” 
 
    “Uh huh.” 
 
    The lounge squeaks, giving Gino a picture of his wife now sitting beside his mate. He strains to hear what’s being said as they murmur. He can hear both voices but can’t make out what’s being said. 
 
    “Hey, Lachie, there’s plenty of room,” Sofia says aloud. 
 
    “Are you sure this is all right though? What if Gino comes out and sees us like this?” 
 
    The lounge squeaks again. Gino swallows hard. He’s sucking in breaths and sweating profusely. He has to squeeze hard to stop from cumming. 
 
    “Aw, these are fuckin’ nice, aren’t they?” Ray groans loud enough for Gino to hear. 
 
    “Uh hhh..huh,” Sofia moans. “Just gently though. They’re so sensitive today.” 
 
    “Have a feel, man,” Ray says. 
 
    Lachlan clears his throat. “No it’s okay, I’ll just watch.” 
 
    “Suit yourself,” Ray shoots back. 
 
    “Uhh..huhh,” Sofia moans again. 
 
    “Yeah, you like that?” 
 
    “Mmm, yes, I like it.” 
 
    “They’re good ones for pinchin’,” Ray says. “Love how fuckin’ hard they are.” 
 
    “Uh huh, but you shouldn’t be touching me like this. I might have to tell Gino myself if you keep doing it.” 
 
    “Uncross your legs. Let me have another look at your cunny.” 
 
    “Um no. I don’t trust you.” 
 
    “Aw why not? Just a look!” 
 
    “She said no, man! Just fuckin’ stop pushin’ her!” Lachlan growls under his breath. “Do you want him to stop yet, Sofe?” 
 
    “Mmm soon. It’s nice like that, just massaging them gently and feeling my nipples. I don’t mind if you want to as well.” 
 
    Ray chuckles. “There you go, little bro. There’s an invitation if I’ve ever heard one.” 
 
    There’s silence for a moment. Gino holds his breath, waiting. 
 
    “Uhh..hhh..” his wife moans raggedly. 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Lachlan groans. 
 
    “Yeah get into it,” Ray encourages excitedly. “That’s it, Lachie. They’re fuckin’ nice, aren’t they?” 
 
    Lachlan audibly gulps. “They’re amazing, Sofe.” 
 
    “Yeah fuckin’ arch up for him. You’re fuckin’ lovin’ it, eh!” 
 
    “Uh huh, you’ve got such big hands,” Sofia utters. “Uhh..hh.. Mmm not too hard.” 
 
    “Aw fuck yeah, that’s better. Look at that juicy little gash,” Ray says. 
 
    “Uh huh, but don’t touch me there, please? Just my legs a little bit, okay?” 
 
    “You hear that, man. Don’t fuckin’ touch her,” Lachlan warns. 
 
    “Yeah I heard,” Ray agrees evenly. “Yeah just like that. A bit wider,” he goes on. “Ooh that’s fuckin’ nice. You’re so fuckin’ wet inside, Sofe.” 
 
    “Hmm, of course I would be with you guys touching me like this.” 
 
    “I think you need some dick.” 
 
    Sofia giggles. “I know I do, but not yours, thanks very much.” 
 
    “Yeah look at it dripping. You are wettin’ the lounge now.” 
 
    “Uh huh. I can feel it wet beneath me. Uhh..hh... that’s so nice, Lachie. Mmm just flick them like that with your thumbs.” 
 
    “I liked you lying back against me in the car like this too. I was checking out your tits all the way here.” 
 
    “I know. I wanted you to,” Sofia says sweetly. “Um, Ray!” 
 
    “Na, I didn’t touch it. It’s still just your legs.” 
 
    “But you’re spreading them too wide like that. It feels so wrong with Gino right in there.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, Sofe, your cunt look so fuckin’ pink and juicy… Just a little bit, hey?” 
 
    “Uhh..hh… not in me. Uhh..hh.. Ray, stop it. You’re gonna make me cum doing that.”  
 
    Gino can’t stand it any longer and thumps the bed and coughs. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” Lachlan whispers. 
 
    There’s more squeaking of the lounge and footsteps across the living room and out onto the veranda. Gino opens the bedroom door and looks out. Sofia is lying back on the lounge propped on her elbows. Her legs are bent up and swayed together. She’s chewing a teasing little grin, smiling with her eyes.  
 
    “Did they take off?” Gino asks. 
 
    “Uh huh. Lachie jumped up and was gone as soon as we heard you moving in there. Ray didn’t rush off, but he wasn’t far behind.” 
 
    “That was fuckin’ nuts,” Gino huffs. “That was fuckin’ crazy shit, Sofe!” 
 
    “I know,” Sofia agrees sweetly. “You liked it though, didn’t you? I can see. I was only playing up to them to tease you coz you seem to enjoy it.” 
 
    She squeezes Gino’s cock through his shorts. He stands there in front of her with his hands on his hips. She sits up at one end of the lounge. There’s a wet patch on the middle cushion. They both look at it. 
 
    “Did Ray finger you?” 
 
    Sofia nods. “Just a little bit. He was just rubbing between my legs, sort of massaging with his thumbs and pulling me open. Then he started rubbing between my pussy lips with one of his thumbs, then he put it inside me.” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Gino groans. He has to pull back from his wife’s hand to stop from cumming right then. 
 
    Sofia’s smiling up at him. She takes hold again and strokes slowly. “And they both had a feel of my boobs.” 
 
    “Yeah, I heard. Oh fuck slow down, baby.” 
 
    “Mmm you’re so worked up, Gino. I think this might turn out to be the perfect place for us to come for holidays.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” 
 
    “Uh huh, I think it might be, after what your boss told me earlier when he called in.” 
 
    “My boss? Wes Bailey?” 
 
    Sofia nods, her eyes sparkling with tease. “He told me about what really goes on over there in the naturalists community.” 
 
    “Oh fuck that’s too close, Sofe.” 
 
    “Mmm I know,” Sofia moans and she takes Gino’s cock into her mouth, squeezing her eyes shut while he holds her head and humps up into her. He’s been on edge for so long and can’t hold back any longer. He’s soon forcing his cock through her fist and ejaculating down her throat. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Sofia leaves Gino hunched over holding the back of the lounge with his pants around his knees and his spent cock dangling. “Come get some lunch. We bought burgers and beer from a kiosk just up there near the main pools,” she calls from the kitchenette. 
 
    Gino fixes his clothing and tucks into the food, taking a plateful into the bedroom to watch Sofia unpack her bag. She’s put on a little yellow dress that barely covers her bottom and flashes the pink, swollen lips of her pussy from behind when she keeps bending over. 
 
    She smiles back at him one time when he’s checking her out. “You like?” 
 
    “What. Showing your pussy like that?” 
 
    “Hmm, I meant my new dress actually. But yeah, that too.” Sofia approaches and leans close, stroking Gino’s bald head. “I liked showing Ray. He’ll probably be expecting it all the time now, though.” 
 
    “Fuck Ray. I don’t know why ya had to let him finger ya ‘n’ shit.” 
 
    “I didn’t exactly let him. He insisted. I just didn’t stop him, is all.” 
 
    Gino’s chest has tightened. “But why Ray, baby? It wasn’t so bad with Lachie coz at least he was tryin’ to be different with ya, not all pushy ‘n’ shit.” 
 
    “Okay. So, I shouldn’t let Ray touch me again then?” Sofia asks softly. 
 
    “No, not fuckin’ Ray. Not him, baby!” 
 
    “Okay, so what if it was someone else, someone we don’t even know from back home? Would that be better?” 
 
    Gino is poking at his burger. The idea of Sofia being checked out and touched is tingling through his balls again. He can’t begin to understand why it’s so exciting to think about. 
 
    “We could easily meet someone here, Gino. Mr Bailey said a lot of men bring their wives here so they can meet other men.” 
 
    “To meet other men? Like to get with them ‘n’ shit?” 
 
    “Uh huh, apparently it’s the main idea here. It’s kind of the theme to the whole naturalist stuff.” Sofia takes Gino’s hand. “Look, let me show you.” She pulls him up from the bed and leads him out onto the veranda. “Look at the people right there around those pools, and that. How many would you say, total?” 
 
    Gino does a quick count and shrugs. “About forty or so.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s say forty. And how many of them are women?” Sofia asks. 
 
    “Huh?” Gino looks over the fence again. He can’t see many women at all but counts more carefully. “I can see eight for sure. It’s hard to tell with a couple of people facing the other way.” 
 
    “Yeah, so maybe ten at the most, right? Out of forty. So that’s three men for every woman.” 
 
    “Yeah, so? It just means there’s more dudes who like the naturalist shit, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Hmm, or that those women have been brought here by their husbands for those other men.” Sofia cuddles close. “Probably for the other men to have sex with, if we can believe what your boss says, about his own resort.” 
 
    Gino looks around at the people swimming and sunbathing. He swallows hard. “But we’re not here like them. We’re here as regular people.” 
 
    “I know. Of course we’re here as a regular couple, Gino. But I’m just saying that it would probably be easy enough to meet some other man if you wanted to watch him with me.” Sofia strokes down Gino’s chest. “Which you really seem to like, I’ve noticed.” 
 
    “It’s not that I like it. It’s just fuckin’ freaky and I don’t know what to think. I should say somethin’ but I can’t help just watchin’ or even listenin’ like just now.” Gino huffs a big breath. “You’re so fuckin’ hot, baby, and I kinda want other guys to see, or somethin’ like that. Jeez, I dunno.” 
 
    “Uh huh, I know. I want them to see too,” Sofia breathes into a kiss. “But I won’t let Ray touch me again, okay?” 
 
    “Okay, good. Not fuckin’ Ray. Not to touch ya ‘n’ shit.” 
 
    “But still let him look?” Sofia asks into another soft kiss. “Do you want me to let Ray see me undressed again?” 
 
    Gino’s face and neck heat. He draws a big breath and nods. “Yeah okay, just to look, though!” 
 
    “Mmm okay. I’m just going to see how they’re settling in over there then. I’ve got some towels there for them.” 
 
    “Oh. Like, just you go over?” 
 
    “Uh huh. Why don’t you go up and get some more beers and some wine for me, please?” Sofia pushes open the top button of her dress. She checks and tugs at the stretchy fabric opening the second button as well, and the neckline parts away from her breasts, showing the full roundness of them and just draping over her nipples. She bends to pick up the towels from a chair and the dress gapes completely, one of the shoulders slipping down her arm and uncovering a tit as she stands. 
 
    “Aw fuck, Sofe!” 
 
    “Hmm, I won’t be too long!” she tosses back with another teasing smile, casually fixing the shoulder of her dress as she walks down the stairs. “Then when we get back, we should go have a look around, okay? I saw there’s a boat that goes back and forth from the town across the lake every few hours. We should go check that out!” 
 
    Gino stands there with his hands on his head watching his wife stroll around the car and to the steps of the neighbouring cabin. She stops there to look at the flowers in the garden and another woman strolls past and says hi. They get to chatting. 
 
    Gino retreats inside and strips out of the sweaty clothes he slept in. He has a quick shower and dresses in board shorts and a clean t-shirt. His gut is churning with nervous energy and he figures he needs more beer. There was only one can left for him with lunch. He downs the rest of it and checks out the kitchenette window to see if Sofia’s still there with the other woman. She isn’t. He finds his wallet and gets as far as the front glass-sliding door when he sees Ray chatting with two guys in high-vis work gear. There’s a truck loaded with tools parked in the driveway of the cabin on the other side of Ray’s. The three men all look up at Ray’s veranda, smiling their heads off. Gino goes to the living room window for a better view and sees Sofia standing there leaning at the veranda rail, right above where Ray and the tradie guys are chatting and laughing. 
 
    Gino’s gut churns harder, his chest tightening and his cock twitching in his pants. The cabins are raised to about shoulder height. The guys are right next to the veranda and looking directly up Sofia’s dress. She’s plucking at it as she giggles and chats with them, but she’s standing right there close to where they can obviously get a good look. 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Gino groans to himself, rubbing at his mouth as he watches through the edge of a vertical blind. The two tradies are both tall. Ray looks small standing between them and Gino’s not quite as tall as Ray, and he’s only a bit heavier because of his round gut. These guys checking out Sofia’s legs are broad-shouldered and very muscly. Gino can see how huge their arms are, one has a full sleeve tattoo as well. 
 
    Ray and one of the guys turn to look in the truck cabin. The tattooed guy remains standing beside the veranda. Sofia looks across at where Gino is, although her gaze sweeps back and forth as if she’s looking for him to be watching and can’t see him. She reaches up to undo her hair band and reposition it. The tattooed guy leans a little and tilts his head to have a look directly up the front of her dress. She glances down at him but quickly averts her gaze, still keeping her arms raised and with her dress lifting high enough for Gino to see her bottom. 
 
    Sofia looks down at the guy again. He smiles, and she shakes her head and smiles too, pressing the skirt of her dress down in front and giving him a playful glare. 
 
    Ray calls out something that Gino can’t quite hear. Sofia giggles and shakes her head. Ray and the other tradie guy return to line up beside the tattooed guy, and all three lean their arms on the veranda deck and smile up at Sofia. She seems to roll her eyes as she looks away, but she remains facing them and reaches up to resume fixing her hair. The guys all cheer but Sofia only gives them a few seconds then she turns away, waving a finger and laughing down at them.    
 
    Gino sucks in some breaths, measuring them and attempting to calm down. He figures he should just go over there, but the weird and hugely powerful thrill of just watching has him fixed to the spot there at the window. 
 
    The conversation goes on for a while longer with Sofia keeping well back from the veranda rail. Then there is movement. There are nods and what appears to be the tradie guys saying goodbye and moving on. But then there are shrugs and more nods, and they grab a six-pack of beer each from the cooler box on the back of their vehicle and follow Ray up the stairs, ushering Sofia inside ahead of them. 
 
    * 
 
    Gino stays at his window watching intently for any movement inside the neighbouring cabin. He can see the kitchenette counter where one of the guys is sitting. Ray comes and goes from view but the tattooed guy and Sofia are not to be seen. After a while Gino gives up watching from there and moves to the main glass doors. Now he can see the tattooed guy sitting on the end of the lounge and a hint of Sofia’s yellow dress beside him.  
 
    Gino’s heart is thumping, his gut and chest tightening. He goes around the counter into the kitchenette, where there’s another window. From there he can see through the open glass doors next door to the lounge, which is in a different position to his one, but is also a big leather thing. 
 
    Ray is on the far end of the lounge and Sofia is sitting between him and the tattooed guy. She’s holding a glass with what appears to be beer. She peers up smiling as the guy from the kitchenette counter approaches and stands in front of her, chatting and waving his can of beer around animatedly. 
 
    The tattooed guy lifts his arm and rests it across the back of the lounge. Sofia looks at his chest and starts fiddling with the neckline of her dress as she talks. Ray casually touches her hair at her shoulder and she glances at him and places her hand over his. He’s grinning at her, and he strokes down her arm, taking the strap of her dress with his fingers and baring her shoulder. She smacks his hand playfully, giggling at him and the other guys too. She leaves the shoulder of her dress hanging down her arm though, the neckline then folding away from the upper part of her right breast. 
 
    Gino takes a breath and gulps at his dry mouth. He needs to go and get beer but can’t pry his eyes away from the window. Sofia sweeps her hair over an ear and when she lowers that arm again, her dress has sagged further and reveals a nipple. She looks down at herself then at Ray, who’s tilting forward to check her out. He hooks a finger in the shoulder strap of her dress and pulls it down further, exposing her tit completely. 
 
    Sofia looks up from him doing that as the other two men watch on. The one standing in front of her seems to say something and she nods, biting down on her lower lip. She hands the guy her glass, and he holds it while she undoes another button on her dress and slips it from her other shoulder. The tattooed guy hooks a finger in the shoulder strap, and he pulls it down to uncover her left breast as well. 
 
    Gino crushes his cock through his shorts. Ray goes to feel Sofia up but she pushes his hand away, glaring playfully at him. The guy in front of her sits on the coffee table and tilts for a look between her legs. Sofia stands and plucks at the skirt of her dress in back. She smooths it over her bottom. She checks on the cleanskin guy tilting for a look from behind her legs. The tattooed guy leans around as well and Sofia peers over her shoulder watching as he lifts the back of her dress up. She holds his shoulder and leans forward a bit. The cleanskin guy and Ray examine her from behind her slender thighs while the tattooed guy grips and peels open the cheeks of her bottom. 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Gino groans and his cock pulses in his hand and wets the front of his shorts. 
 
    He reels back from the window to slap a hand to his head and suck in some deep breaths. He takes a minute to prepare for what he imagines he’s going to see if he has another look across at what they’re doing with his wife. He quickly comes down from the high of his climax and a sense of pure dread rises within him. He can’t bring himself to look out the window right then. Instead, he goes to the bathroom to clean up then he pulls on fresh underwear and shorts. 
 
    It’s probably only been five minutes when he returns to check out the window again. He’s expecting to see them fucking his wife, but all he sees is the three men sitting on the lounge, smiling and talking toward the kitchenette. 
 
    Gino hurries back to the living room window and is relieved to see Sofia sitting up at the breakfast counter with her dress in place on her shoulders, although it appears to be undone all the way to her waist and is gaping open. She’s talking back at the guys, waving a finger, in a manner all too familiar to Gino. It seems she’s put an end to being undress and touched, and it looks like she’s demanding the guys keep their distance. 
 
    Gino huffs a big breath and relaxes. He knows Sofia can handle herself in a room full of men. She has five brothers who she bosses around with ease when they all get together. Gino goes back to the breakfast counter and checks Sofia’s handbag, finding her phone. He wanted to text her to come back, but decides it’s safe enough to go get the beer and wine. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 10 
 
      
 
    Gino walks out the door and down the steps without looking across at the guys on the lounge, just stealing a quick glance to see they’re all still sitting there. He hurries along the small road and enters the pool area of the resort. It’s crowded with families – kids running around everywhere. He checks out any young, slender girl he passes and makes his way around the pools to an outdoor bar. He buys two six-packs of beer and a couple of bottles of red wine for Sofia, then makes his way back around the pools. 
 
    “Hey, dude!” a familiar voice calls from in the water. 
 
    “Hey, Lachie, watcha doin’, bro?” 
 
    “Checkin’ the place out. It’s awesome, hey! They got jet skis and shit for hire across in town. There’s a boat in about half an hour. I’m gonna go check it out.” 
 
    “Oh right, Sofe wanted to go across too. I gotta go take this back and get her.” 
 
    “Yeah good. There’s a pier just down the pathway there, dude. I’ll meet ya there, yeah?” 
 
    “Yep. Half hour, hey!” Gino walks on, slowing to check out a few of the girls he’d seen on the way past before. He gets a smile off one of them and grins back at her then checks out her tits, which are huge, with her gold bikini top barely covering her nipples. 
 
    Gino’s phone beeps in his pocket with a text. He stuffs the wine bottles under his arm and checks it. It’s from Ray’s phone but the message is from Sofia. 
 
    Sofia: Hey baby where are you? We’ve gone for a drive to check the place out. Won’t be long. 
 
    Gino hurries along and makes it to the road in time to see Ray’s car back out of the driveway with him and the cleanskin guy in front and Sofia in back with the tattooed guy. He hurries but the car drives off in the opposite direction and is gone around a corner and off along the shoreline of the lake before he can reach his cabin. He climbs the stairs and watches the car vanish amongst trees then appear again every now and then, headed in the direction of Bailey’s Beach, Gino reasons, as he recalls the map and layout of the resort. 
 
    “Fuck me,” he groans, sitting on the top step and peering across at the neighbouring cabin in case he was mistaken about seeing his wife in the car. “Fuck!” he grumps again, and breaks open a six-pack and starts guzzling a beer. 
 
    Gino works his way through the whole six-pack over the next couple of hours. He’s thought about texting his wife on Ray’s phone but can’t stomach the idea of Ray seeing him ask his wife what’s going on and where the fuck she is. 
 
    By sunset he’s had enough sitting around waiting and decides to walk back up to the resort and drink at the bar, maybe check out some chicks. There are plenty around, he decides, and as he drinks he’s happily numb to the pictures in his mind of what the huge tradie guys are probably doing with Sofia. 
 
    “Hey, buddy, Gino is it?” 
 
    A smiling blond guy in a resort uniform has taken the bar stool beside Gino. 
 
    “Hey,” Gino says back, his voice slurring slightly. “How do ya know who I am? Who the fuck are you?” 
 
    The guy chuckles. He offers his hand. “Name’s Carlton. I’ve seen you at work. I do a bit of security for Wes, that and some other odd jobs.” 
 
    Gino accepts the handshake and has to squeeze hard to match it. “So what’s up, dude?” he says, shrugging. “There’s some fuckin’ hot talent here, hey!” 
 
    “Oh yeah, sure is. You’re married though, aren’t ya? I thought Wes said you were here with the missus.” 
 
    Gino scoffs. “That’s never stopped me, dude. I’m the man of our fuckin’ house. If I wanna check out other chicks, that’s my fuckin’ business, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Hey! Good on ya. This is the place for it to, or better still, over there in the adult section where the women are here for dudes to get onto.” 
 
    “Huh? For real, bro? I fuckin’ heard it’s like fuckin’ gang bang central over there, yeah?” 
 
    “Haha, something like that. It’s certainly the place to be if you wanna get your dick wet, Gino.” The guy nudges Gino’s arm. “Just be careful you don’t take your own woman with ya, hey? You wouldn’t wanna turn your back and find her getting hit on as well.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t fuckin’ worry me. I can handle whatever goes on here, bro. I’m fuckin’ up for anythin’, eh!” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” the blond guy asks with a brow raised. “Bet I can show ya something you wouldn’t be able to handle.” 
 
    “Huh? Like fuck you could. Where? Bring it the fuck on, bro!” 
 
    “All right. Come with me.” 
 
    The guy drinks the last of his beer and gets up. Gino’s been onto Tequila shots for a while. He downs the one he has in front of him and gets up too, having to hold onto the bar until his head stops spinning and he gets his balance. He’s led into the foyer of the main resort area. There’s a restaurant full of diners to the right and a nightclub directly ahead with a band setting up. To the left are stairs that lead up to another floor with doors to other rooms along it and what looks like an open lounge area with people chatting over drinks. 
 
    Gino follows the blond guy down another flight of stairs and along a dark hallway to a door with ‘Room 17’ in red lettering on it. He’s invited inside and stands peering around at whips, chains, coiled lengths of rope and all kinds of shackles and cuffs covering one wall. There are booths to his right, just inside the door. In the middle of the room is the narrow, padded bench of soft leather adorned with studs all around the edges. There are metal arms with what look like ankle cuffs or stirrups attached to them. Against one of the walls is a huge, plush red leather couch, and beside that is a wall rack adorned with a number of masks and what looks like laced and buckled head restraints, and an assortment of black leather pants, vests, masks and gloves. Gino’s feet are glued to the ground.  He is standing there in awe, taking in the room and all its toys and contraptions. To the left of where Gino is standing is a heavy wooden beam pivoted from the ceiling with metal rings at either end. There is another ring bolted to the wall beyond that with some kind of swing harness hanging from it. 
 
    “Holy shit,” Gino says. “What the fuck is all this shit, bro?” 
 
    The blond guy chuckles. “Just a few toys and games for the ladies, dude.” 
 
    “For the ladies? What ladies?” 
 
    “Ones that wanna be dominated and given the most intense orgasms of their life.” 
 
    Gino shrugs. “Hell yeah. That’s me, bro. That’s what I fuckin’ do every night with my missus, and I don’t need no shit to use on her.” 
 
    “Sure, but some couples like to get more adventurous.” In the middle of the room the guy slides a machine with a huge pink dildo attachment from under the end of the narrow bench. “Some guys are ballsy enough to bring their woman somewhere like this and see if she can take it.” 
 
    “Huh, ballsy?! I’m fuckin’ ballsy all right, bro,” Gino shoots back, grabbing his package. “Don’t need a pink fuckin’ dildo to give it to my woman. Got more ‘n’ she can take right here!” he says as he grabs his package again, giving it a shake. 
 
    “Hey, more power to ya, Gino. You’re right, this kind of thing isn’t for everyone.” The guy grasps the rings on the timber beam pivoted to the roof and does a couple of pull-ups, his muscular arms bulging from the sleeves of his tight-fitting polo shirt. “Probably best for some guys to never let their woman experience anything like this anyway, just in case she gets off with it better than he can give it to her.” He approaches and pats Gino’s back, showing him towards the open door. “Yep, wise move, Gino. Probably best not to risk it with your own wife, eh? What was her name again?” 
 
    “Sofia. Yeah and Sofe wouldn’t be into this bondage shit anyway. There’s no way she’d wanna do anythin’ freaky like this.” 
 
    Carlton chuckles, raising his hands in surrender. “Okay, you got me. It was worth a try to show ya somethin’ you wouldn’t be able to handle, but you obviously could if ya wanted to.” He leads off back up the stairs. “I get ya, dude. But you’d be surprised how many guys are totally shocked just lookin’ in that room.” 
 
    “Yeah fucking pussies, ya mean!” Gino shoots back, chuckling. “I ain’t seen nuthin here I can’t handle, bro. We’re probably gonna go check out the birthday suit beach tomorrow, haha. Gonna go get me a look at all these naked chicks fuckin’ walkin’ round free ‘n’ lovely.” 
 
    “Great! Probably see you guys there, hey? I’ll come say hi to your wife,” the guy says with a parting smile and pat on the shoulder as he leaves Gino in the main foyer and strides off towards the band warming up. He stops and looks back. “Sofia, wasn’t it? Can’t wait to meet her, bro!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Gino wanders back through the almost deserted pool area and along down the road to his cabin. There are lights on inside. He gets as far as Ray’s car and stops at the sight of one of the huge tradie guys standing at his front door, leaning there casually chatting. 
 
    Gino edges back to a tree and peers from beside it in the darkness. He watches the guy laughing and alternating between leaning against the open glass door to grabbing the top of it and arching his chest forward, his gut flat and his tattooed arms rippling with muscles, Gino notices, feeling a familiar twinge of dissatisfaction with his own physique. 
 
    The guy finally backs away nodding and waving a goodbye. He walks down the steps and around past Ray’s cabin while Gino can see the shadow of his wife in the doorway, obviously watching. The guy turns back and smiles and waves again before disappearing around the corner of the building. 
 
    Gino edges out from behind the tree and creeps up the stairs. He doesn’t know what he’s trying to achieve exactly, just the thought of catching his wife unaware and seeing if she’s smiling to herself too much or something. 
 
    He approaches the glass doors and peers inside. There are sounds of dishes being moved around in the kitchenette. Gino cranes his neck to see, and his heart suddenly starts thumping, his chest tightening and his cock twitching excitedly. Sofia is working in the kitchen in her white satin wrap, the thing open and floating behind her as she moves, floating behind and revealing her bare tits and scant little bush, the lips of her pussy appearing reddened and puffy.   
 
    He remains transfixed watching her until she finishes wiping down the bench and leaves the kitchenette, switching off the light and going to the bathroom. Gino goes inside when he hears the shower running. His drunken mind is swirling, with thrill and dread in equal measures.  Did his wife just get fucked by the hunk with muscles? He decides to check the bedroom, his gut balling tighter until he looks in and sees the bed still made up and his bag is open, just how he left it. 
 
    Gino sits on the bed then rests back with the room starting to whirl around him until he closes his eyes. Pictures of Sofia being fucked out there on the leather lounge pop into his mind, the image sharpening to focus as he squeezes his cock through his shorts. His cock hardens quickly but he leaves it and sits back up. Fuck that, he growls to himself. 
 
    What the fuck are ya doin’ with this shit? 
 
    He stands and walks out into the living area. The shower is still running, the door is slightly ajar, tempting Gino to approach and peek inside. It’s steamy, the glass shower screen is all misted up. Sofia is soaping herself. Her satin robe is stuffed into the towel rack and Gino takes it and holds it to his face, drawing only his wife’s scent, he imagines. He puts it back and returns to the living room where he checks the lounge and finds a damp, shiny patch on the middle cushion. He feels it and rubs his fingers together, testing for how slippery the liquid is. It’s tacky, almost sticky. His heart sinks and his balls tingle at the thought of it being the big tattooed guy’s cum stain from where he fucked Sofia. 
 
    The shower stops. Gino goes to the kitchenette and sits on a stool, leaning on the counter and holding his head to stop it from spinning again. The bathroom door opens and Sofia emerges in a cloud of steam. 
 
    “Oh, Gino, there you are!” 
 
    Gino looks up. “Yeah, well, where the fuck have you been, is the question.” 
 
    Sofia approaches and cuddles up to Gino. She kisses his cheek. “Sorry. I tried to find you before we left but you weren’t here.” 
 
    “So where did ya go then?” 
 
    “Just for a look around. Mark and Dillon showed us where the beach is and took us all around where they’re building these new facilities.” 
 
    “Who? Who the fuck’s Mark and Dillon? Those work dudes I saw?” 
 
    “Uh huh, they’re construction guys just working here and staying in the cabin next to Ray and Lachie. They’re really nice guys. Lots of fun,” Sofia tries cuddling closer. 
 
    Gino allows her beneath his arm and he cuddles her to his side, squeezing her bottom through her satin robe and picturing her being fucked on the lounge again. He wants to ask her if that happened but he can’t bring himself to do it. He almost doesn’t want to know for certain. 
 
    “You okay?” Sofia asks, stroking Gino’s head against her chest. 
 
    Gino swallows. “I’m okay.” He’s wondering if she’s loaded up with cum from the tattooed construction guy. He squeezes the back of her thigh and feels in deep toward the heat from her pussy with his fingertips. He swallows hard again. “So, did you go to that beach, or what?” 
 
    “Um, yes, sort of.” Sofia kisses his head. “They just showed us from where you walk along this little trail through the forest and the beach opens up at the end of it. We didn’t actually go for a swim or anything.” 
 
    “No?” Gino croaks, and he searches deeper in between his wife’s thighs, touching her pussy and poking into it a little, feeling her heat, finding her completely slick. 
 
    “Mmm, what are you doing?” she breathes against his head, kissing softly again. 
 
    Gino gulps. “Did those dudes check you out much? I saw ‘em lookin’ at ya, baby. You had nearly nuthin on with that yellow dress.” 
 
    “Mmm, they liked my dress, Gino.” Sofia kisses his head softly again. “I took it off for them a few times. First at that beach they took me to, where these people were just fucking, and all these people were standing around watching them! They were in amongst the trees, back from the beach a little bit. We were watching too, and pretty much everyone else was mostly naked, and some guys were even stroking off, and that! Dillon was standing behind me, and I sort of let him lift my dress up and take it off me, then a lot of guys were looking at me as well as watching the people just carry on fucking.” 
 
    Sofia ends by kissing Gino’s head again. He draws a breath. “And? So, what happened then, baby? Did the guy do anythin’ with ya? Was that the tattooed guy you’re talkin’ about?” 
 
    “Umm. Dillon? Yeah, he’s got tattoos all over his chest and arms.” 
 
    “Yeah, and did he try to get with ya? Is that what happened?” 
 
    It takes Sofia a few long seconds to speak. “Sort of, I guess,” she utters, keeping her face pressed to Gino’s head and clinging tight around his neck. 
 
    “Sort of, like how exactly?” Gino demands, with a shuddering breath, the alcohol keeping his mind hazy. 
 
    “Hmm, well, they kept me completely naked all the way back to the car with all these other men staring at me. Then I put my dress back on when they showed us around the construction site. But when we came back here I let him take it off me again.” 
 
    “Him? You mean that same one, tatt boy?” 
 
    “Uh huh. Mark was just looking at me all the time, and he’s okay too, he’s really funny. But umm... well, it was different with Dillon. He’s more, I don’t know, serious sort of. Just the way he was looking at me, like he wanted to have sex with me. Like he was going to have sex with me, I should say. But he never tried to touch me until Ray and Mark went home and he hung round afterwards.” 
 
    Gino gulps and draws another big breath. “He hung round, huh? Just him?” 
 
    Sofia nods and kisses Gino’s head. “He kissed me a few times and I let him finger me a little bit.” She takes a ragged breath and expels. “Then he took out his cock and I told him I couldn’t.” 
 
    “Aaw fuck, he took it out? Was it big?” Gino blathers stupidly. 
 
    “Um.” He feels his wife smiling as she kisses his scalp again. “Yeah, it was huge actually. Everything about Dillon is huge.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby!” 
 
    “Haha,” Sofia giggles softly. “And he left it out while we were still sitting there talking, and I couldn’t keep my eyes off it. He was just cuddling me and I was against his chest and it was right there pointing up at me.” 
 
    Gino gulps hard. “Yeah? And?” 
 
    “Um, promise you won’t be angry?” 
 
    “Angry? Aw fuck, baby, what happened? You gotta tell me now!” 
 
    “Mmm, well, I just kind of squeezed it and stroked a few times, and he pushed my head down, and I kind of let him. I kind of just let that much happen and let him cum in my mouth.” 
 
    “Oh fuck, baby! You fuckin’ blew him? Ah shit, I thought he must have gotten onto ya. I thought you’d been fucked by the guy when I saw ya there before.” Gino is kissing his wife’s lips. She’s on his lap kissing him back, her mouth fresh with the taste of toothpaste. 
 
    “I wanted him to, Gino, but not without talking to you about it first. Not to just do it without us talking it through and deciding together.” 
 
    “Yeah, I already thought it had happened, baby. But I wasn’t angry about it. I was just freaked out in different ways.” 
 
    “Different ways?” Sofia asks and sits back to look at Gino. “What do you mean, different ways?’ 
 
    “Aaw I dunno. This is all fuckin’ freaked out shit. I even saw this fuckin’ dungeon room just before. This guy showed it to me, and it’s got fuckin’ chains ‘n’ whips ‘n’ masks ‘n’ shit. And there’s these, I dunno, BDSM thingys with a bench, and like, shackles ‘n’ shit. The guy was on about how chicks like it and dominatin’ ‘em ‘n’ that. It was fuckin’ weird, baby. You oughta see the place, you’d freak too!” 
 
    Sofia clears her throat. “Really?” She leans back in and kisses Gino’s scalp. “So, where was this room? And who was the guy? How did you meet him?” 
 
    “He was sittin’ up at the bar up at the main bit. We was drinkin’ and chattin’ a bit and he said to come have a look. It was right there down in the basement.” 
 
    “Oh right,” Sofia says with another soft kiss. “Coz I saw something too, and I wonder if it’s the same room.” 
 
    “Huh? What did ya see, Sofe? Ya mean with those guys today?” 
 
    “No, online before we even came here.” Sofia reaches across the counter to her laptop and opens it. 
 
    Gino rubs at his face and head. He wonders if Sofia swallowed the other man’s cum. She’s sitting in his lap, her bare bottom warm on his thigh. He has an arm around her and feels a tit while she gets something up on screen. He wonders if the tattooed dude felt Sofia’s tits, and he slips a hand inside her robe to have a bare feel in case the guy did, and was the last one to do it. Gino plays with one then gropes his wife’s other breast, making her giggle and grip his arm. 
 
    “Stop it. I wanna show you what I found.” 
 
    Gino looks at the screen. There’s a video starting. It flashes from black to show a thin blond woman, her back to a stone wall, with her hands cuffed through a ring bolted out of shot above her head. She is wearing matching cream colored panties and a pretty lace bra. She’s naked other than her underwear and a pair of black stilettoes.  Around her eyes a red velvet blindfold has been tied. Beyond her is a large leather lounge chair with three people seated looking at her. One is a naked woman with her arm resting across her huge breasts. The man beside her has his pants off, holding his stiff cock. On the woman’s other side is a fully dressed man, his dinner suit a picture of formality were it not for his cock poking through his trousers. 
 
    Gino recognises the dungeon room he was shown that evening and tries to string a couple of words together, unsuccessfully. 
 
    Another man walks into shot. He is shirtless in black jeans wearing a full-head leather mask, with only his eyes and mouth visible as he walks back and forth in front of the woman. He strokes her up and down her torso with a feather-ended stick, touching gently. She flinches at every contact, her flesh quivering. He puts down the bar and picks up a thin cane, smacking that into his gloved hand. He strokes down the woman’s outer thigh with it, then back up, tapping her hip and making her flinch again. He runs it up and down her back while she squirms at the contact. He gives another little tap and she pants and moans slightly. He stands in front of her and does nothing for a moment while she tosses her head side to side. He lets her wait for a long moment then he prods her belly with the end of the cane. “Ahh..hh..” she cries out and pulls at the shackles holding her hands above her head. The guy pokes her groin then keeps going down one thigh and up the other, prodding gently and making the woman writhe and cry out through clenched teeth. 
 
    Gino is squeezing his wife’s right tit hard. She’s wiggling on his leg, her thighs parted over his, and she’s squirming her heat and juiciness against his skin. 
 
    The masked man undoes the cuffs from the blond woman’s wrists, lowering her arms then cuffs them behind her back. She’s thrashing her head this way and that, trying to bite at his mask. He feeds a length of rope through another loop, chained to the ceiling, and he pulls the woman’s cuffed wrists upward, forcing her to bend forward awkwardly. He motions to the man with no pants on, inviting him to approach. The masked guy says something inaudible. The pants-less guy gets down on his knees and removes the blond woman’s panties, stripping them down her legs and pulling them over her stilettoes. He retreats to his place on the lounge, clutching the panties in his fist. 
 
    “Oh my god, Gino,” Sofia utters breathlessly. 
 
    The masked guy has a long metal bar, with a shackle on either end. He kneels behind the blond woman and attaches a shackle onto one ankle, then he spreads her legs wide and shackles her other ankle. She is spread and bent forward. The masked guy then pulls down her bra and attaches metal clamps to her nipples. He joins a chain to one and then the other, adjusting a solid rubber gag to put into the woman’s mouth. He fixes a second chain around her head so she can’t remove the gag from her mouth, keeping her head in a lowered position, attached to the clamps on her nipples. 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Gino groans as Sofia digs her fingernails into his arm and his cock throbs painfully. 
 
    The masked man moves beneath the woman, between her spread legs. He edges back a little and appears to sniff her pussy, or maybe blow on it. She moans and wiggles her hips, the only movement available to her now. The guy opens a stainless-steel box on the floor beside him and extracts a huge, black dildo. He squirts some fluid onto the end and massages it around. Then he rubs up the back of the woman’s thigh with it, up one and down, then up and down the other one. He gets up onto his knees and slides it back and forth between the cheeks of her bottom, making her wiggle and moan some more while the chains attached to the nipple clamps pull taut. The guy stands and runs the rubbery end of the dildo all over the woman’s back and up her sides and beneath her body and between her tits. She’s glistening with sweat and the huge dildo slides easily over her skin. 
 
    The masked man kneels on one knee and has a look in between the blond woman’s spread thighs. He tilts his head and extends his tongue from his mask. “Uhh..hh…” the woman moans out loud as he licks through her slit. He repeats the movement a few times then examines a trickle of cream running down her inner thigh. He uses the head of the cock-shaped dildo to collect it, wiping it upward and rubbing it into her pussy while she squirms and moans, pulling hard at her nipple clamps. 
 
    The man with no pants on is up, his stiff cock leading him towards the masked man, who has just positioned the end of the dildo for insertion. The woman seems to have braced in readiness, her entire body taut and quivering. The pants-less man holds out his hand for the dildo. The masked guy smiles as he steps aside and relinquishes the huge latex shaft. The man with no pants edges in close beside the prone blond woman and bends to inspect her opening with the broad black head of the dildo, stretching open the lips of her pussy. 
 
    The masked guy picks up a small remote control. He waits and watches the pants-less man. The blond woman is moaning wildly and thrashing her head as best she can without ripping the clamps from her nipples. The pants-less guy forces the dildo up inside of the woman. She screams through her gag, and the masked guy smiles toward the camera, turning it off with the remote. 
 
    The screen returns to black. “Fuuuuck!” Gino groans. “Is there any more?” 
 
    “There’s only the one video,” Sofia says, clicking around the open page of the website. “There’s nothing else, just that, and it’s different to last time.” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Gino groans again, moving his swollen cock in his shorts. “That was it. That was the fuckin’ room and that was the guy too, I bet.” 
 
    Sofia spins around to straddle him, grinding her bare vagina against the bulge in his shorts. She kisses Gino once. “I need you to fuck me now,” she says and kisses him again. 
 
    “Yeah? Did ya like that shit?” 
 
    “Mmm, shut up and fuck me or I’m gonna go knock on Dillon’s door.” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Gino groans and he stands with his wife wrapped around him and carries her to the bedroom. He pushes at his shorts. They fall on the bed together and he enters her. She holds him tight, digging her nails into his back while he fucks her to orgasm and unloads inside of her. 
 
    “Mmm thank you,” Sofia breathes into his ear as they lie cuddled on top of the bed cover with Gino’s bag pushed onto the floor. “I didn’t really mean that about going to see Dillon, you know? And I didn’t really suck him off. He mostly just stroked himself and kind of forced it in my mouth when he was finishing.” 
 
    Gino swallows hard and takes a breath. He expels and kisses his wife’s pretty hair. “I almost wish it happened though, baby. I don’t understand why, but I nearly wish that guy actually fucked ya.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Sofia climbs from the swimming pool waving goodbye to the other young wife she was talking with. Their husbands could be brothers by the look of them, Sofia thinks again as she approaches. Gino, is a bit on the short side, round and hairy. He’s put on some weight in the five years they’ve been married. The guy he’s saying goodbye to is a few inches taller, but every bit as round and hairy, apart from a thinning patch on top of his head. Gino’s head is shaved smooth and shiny to hide the same affliction. 
 
    “Bye Mick, it was nice to meet you,” Sofia calls to the guy as she is led away. “They were nice,” she says to her husband. 
 
    “Yeah, we’re goin’ fishin’ Friday. Mick has been hirin’ a boat and some gear. Apparently there’s a place over in town.” 
 
    “Hahaha! You’ve never fished in your life, Gino!” 
 
    Gino shrugs. “I’ll take plenty of beers in case it’s as boring as bat shit. There’s some other dudes goin’ too and we’re gonna cruise round a bit on the lake.” 
 
    “Oh okay… sounds like fun. Girls not invited?” Sofia teases. 
 
    Gino chuckles. “Nup, no chicks allowed, baby. We wanna be able to check some out we find sunbathin’ on their boats like ya see in the movies.” 
 
    “I see. So, why don’t you just take me to the adult beach if you want to check out other chicks? I won’t stop you from looking.” 
 
    “Yeah I will, baby. I told ya I would. But lemme get my head round all this friggin’ bare-arse naked shit first, okay? That’s why I said let’s just hang out here in the normal area again today, was a bit freaky the first day we got here. We still got three whole days left, don’t forget.” 
 
    “Hmm, I guess,” Sofia concedes again. She’s mentioned this several times already. Their first day there at Bailey’s Beach Resort was an amazing experience.  She felt so free, taking her clothes off in public, and she’s anxious to do it again. “Yeah, but your mates are going into the adult area and enjoying the full experience on offer, right at our fingertips. They’re going to make fun of us if we don’t join in again soon.” 
 
    “Huh! Ray’s goin’ over there all the time, ya mean. Lachie ain’t. He’s been over in town mostly, doin’ jet skis and that parasailing. He said he only went to the nudie beach once and left when Ray started fucking some random.” 
 
    “What?” Sofia’s blush rises excitedly. “Ray had sex with a woman at the beach?” 
 
    “Yeah, apparently there was a whole fuckin’ line-up of dudes havin’ turns with her. He said he counted eight guys, includin’ him,” Gino chuckles. “That’d be loser Ray for ya. He wouldn’t care as long as he got his fuckin’ dick wet somehow.” 
 
    It’s only a short walk from the pools to the cabin they’re staying in. Sofia follows her husband up the stairs and inside, allowing the subject to drop, her imagination running wild though. Wow, she thinks. What a turn-on with so many men wanting to have their evil way with me. She recalls watching a woman being fucked in front of a gathering of men on their first day. There was another two women as well as her watching, but there would have been twenty naked men, including one guy who was kneeling beside the woman holding her hand – probably the husband, Sofia assumes. She only saw the one man have sex with her though, the others just watched. Some of them were masturbating and clearly the majority of them were enjoying the show. Mmm, a cock fest, all standing to attention. Yummy. 
 
    Sofia’s pussy is throbbing and her face feels flushed.  She pulls on a big beach singlet over her leopard print bikini. The singlet doesn’t quite cover her bottom and leaves a peep at her crotch. It’s the minimum level of sexiness she’s prepared to dress down to for her husband, and she’s almost ready to defy him completely and go to the adult’s-only area with his mate, if she has to. 
 
    Gino comes into the bedroom and gets a fresh t-shirt from his bag. He squeezes Sofia’s shoulders and looks at her checking herself in the mirror. “You look hot, baby. You always look fucking hot, ya know.” 
 
    Sofia smiles. “Thanks.” She shrugs a little and pouts. “But why won’t you at least take me to the adult’s pool? Not to that beach, just next door. Right there?” She points in the direction. 
 
    Gino gulps and takes a breath. “So just here where some of ‘em are wearin’ swimmers ‘n’ that?” 
 
    “Yes! We could even walk back up to the main building and go in through there, couldn’t we? Just into the spa area?” 
 
    “Yeah, and just for a look if we want, huh? We don’t have to stay if we don’t wanna.” 
 
    “Yes, just for a look!” Sofia agrees excitedly. She’s been watching over the fence regularly, at the people clearly comfortable in that setting. 
 
    Gino nods and takes another breath, expelling into her hair. “I’ve been thinkin’ bout it anyway, ya know. Just go check out the pool area we can see from here. And if ya wanted to be a bit sexy, it’d be okay, I guess.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Sofia asks, wriggling back against her husband’s package. “So, should I take off my bikini top and just wear this?” She plucks at her big singlet. “All those men there might like it if I did.” 
 
    “Yeah, but just to have a walk around like that. Just let ‘em check ya out a bit.” 
 
    Sofia pulls the strings on her bikini top and removes it. “Like this?” she asks sweetly, turning side on to the mirror this way and that, the full underside of her breasts exposed and her erect nipples only just covered by her singlet. “I might change these too,” she says, hooking her thumbs into her bikini pants and pushing them down. 
 
    She goes to the wardrobe and pulls a pair of white string-bikini pants from a drawer, ones she has adjusted on the advice of a woman she has befriended who is a regular at the resort. She feels her husband checking her out from behind, the singlet not covering her bottom and her thigh-gap offering a full view of her pussy, she knows full well. She remains turned away and peers back over her shoulder. “Do you like that view?” she asks sweetly. 
 
    Gino gulps and nods. “Did you shave it or somethin’?” 
 
    “Just the lips a little bit, so guys can see my vagina instead of just bush. I noticed most of the women here do it, and lots of them wax completely.” Sofia can see herself in the mirror across the room. She pulls at a cheek of her bottom as she bends forward and checks how smooth her pussy lips appear. “Ray came over this morning when you were in the shower, you know. I was in the kitchen and I saw him coming. I still had my t-shirt on from bed with just panties. The t-shirt is shorter than this. I took off my panties before he got to the door.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, Sofe!” 
 
    “I know. I couldn’t help it though. I’m so horny all the time, Gino.” 
 
    “Yeah, but did he try anythin’?” 
 
    “No. He knows he’s not allowed to. I told him that, like you said. He just sat up at the counter and watched me.” 
 
    “Yeah, he just watched you, huh? Got a good look, I bet.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sofia utters as she moves to her husband’s side and cuddles up. “I made sure to bend over a few times so he got a look from behind like I just showed you. He took some more pics of me when I was doing that, and from the front as well,” Sofia breathes into Gino’s ear. “He said he wants me to spread my legs when we go to that beach. He said some of the women do it, just lie like that, with their legs open.” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Gino groans. 
 
    “Yeah that’s what Ray said,” Sofia goes on, teasingly now. “I’d be a bit shy, but I think I’ll do it if Ray asks me when we’re there.” 
 
    “Yeah? If Ray asks you to, huh?” Gino huffs a breath. 
 
    “Mmm wouldn’t you like that?” Sofia breathes into her husband’s ear again. “Would you want me to check with you first, before I did it?” 
 
    “Aw fuck, seriously?” 
 
    “Uh huh. If he asks me, I’ll wait until you say it’s okay.” Sofia lifts to whisper again, nibbling his ear lobe. “Then I’ll spread my legs for him, Gino. For your bad-boy mate… Mmm, I’ll spread my legs as wide as I can for him, if you want me to?” 
 
    “Aaah, Sofe!” Gino swallows hard, gripping Sofia’s bottom and crushing her close with his other arm. “Just tell me when you’re gonna do it for him, okay? I want ‘em both to get a look at ya doin’ that, Lachie too. I think I want ‘em to, even when we get back home, from now on. Just let ‘em see ya tits sometimes.” Gino swallows hard again. “And show ‘em ya cunt when they try to get a look or whatever.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Sofia utters as her skin tingles all over and her pussy starts to throb again. “I’d like that, Gino. I usually wear shorts when Ray’s around because I’ve always noticed him trying to peek up my skirt.” 
 
    “I know, but don’t worry about that any more okay, Sofe. Just let him from now on. Ray, and Lachie too. Now that they’ve seen ya with nuthin on just about, and if you’re gonna be doin’ like a full on leg spread for ‘em at this beach.” Gino kisses Sofia’s hair. “It’s gonna be sorta like it gives ‘em rights to you after that.” He takes a breath and expels, kissing some more. “Rights that used to be all mine until we started doin’ this.” 
 
    “Uh huh, I’m definitely going to belong to them too now,” Sofia agrees softly, absolutely thrilling inside at the prospect of being shared with her husband’s mates. She strokes Gino’s chest, fiddling with his hair. “It’s going to be different now when Ray comes over to work on your cars and you’re not home, like he usually does on Saturday mornings when you’re at work lately.” 
 
    “Yeah.” Gino gulps. “I gotta go in on Saturdays for a while when I get back, so he’ll probably wanna keep workin’ on the Calais we just bought.” 
 
    “Hmm, so he’ll probably be turning up right after you leave on those mornings, I suppose, knocking on the door while I’m still in bed and not even dressed yet,” Sofia goes on, her chest shuddering on a breath. “Maybe I could just wait there for him, couldn’t I? If he’s going to have rights to me?” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Gino groans. “You mean to..? Like to let him..?” He huffs and kisses Sofia’s head again. 
 
    “Do you think you’d want that, Gino?” Sofia peers up. “How do you think you’d feel if it happened like that, with Ray? Like if he knew to come around while you’re at work on Saturdays, and if I just waited in bed for him?” 
 
    Gino draws a big breath and expels. “I dunno, maybe it’d be okay. It’d be hard bein’ at work knowin’ he’d be with ya and that though. Just knowin’ he’d be…,” Gino gulps and draws another breath. “Would ya really want to with him, Sofe? With Ray, and lettin’ him fuck ya?” 
 
    “Uh huh, I really want it with Ray, Gino. He can fuck me anytime he wants.” Sofia kisses her husband, mashing her lips to his. “I’m so ready for him or one of these other guys, Gino. I want to feel another man on top of me.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Gino groans. “I want it too, baby. I want it to happen.” 
 
    “Mmm, I want them to cum inside me, Gino. I’m so ready for that, to get it from a different man, instead of you.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, Sofe.” Gino swallows hard. “I was thinkin’ that too, think I’d rather just let ‘em without usin’ rubbers or nuthin.” 
 
    “Yeah, it would be best to let them take me naturally,” Sofia utters. “Maybe with Ray or someone else.” 
 
    “Or with someone while we’re here, and then Ray when we go home,” Gino agrees huskily. “’Specially since we been tryin’ and you not gettin’ preggers, so it should be the same if we let other dudes cum inside ya too.” 
 
    “Uh huh, let’s not worry about me getting pregnant, Gino. Let’s just find some other man to fuck me and just let him do it,” Sofia breathes into her husband’s ear. “And when we go home I’ll let Ray and maybe Lachie too, if you like. I’ll let them come around when you’re not home and they can both keep my belly all full up with cum.” 
 
    “Hmm, okay, I s’pose both of ‘em then,” Gino says, seemingly resolute now as he holds his wife close and strokes her back, nuzzling in her neck. “And what about that construction dude you met the other day, when’s he comin’ back?” 
 
    “Dillon! Um, tomorrow, I think.” Sofia breathes. “Do you think he would be a good choice for this? I certainly wouldn’t mind if it was him.” 
 
    “Yeah, I was thinkin’ of sayin’ maybe to let him be the one.” Gino swallows again. “Except didn’t ya say he’s got a huge cock?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sofia utters. “But that’s okay, isn’t it? It would be interesting trying to take one that big all the way in.” 
 
    “As long as it didn’t hurt ya though, baby. What if it was too big?” 
 
    Sofia giggles. “I’m sure it’ll be okay, Gino. As long as he goes slow and lets me get used to it, and he’s a nice guy, so I’m sure he will. I’ll certainly be wet enough for him to slide right in.” 
 
    “Oh,” Gino huffs another big breath. “This is fuckin’ crazy, Sofe, talkin’ like this. A minute ago it was fuckin’ hot and shit but I’m already worryin’ bout it and startin’ to think different.” 
 
    “Hmm, well stop overthinking it, Gino. Just forget about it for today and take me for a look over at the adult pools,” she says as she squeezes his stiff cock. 
 
    “Okay. You ready then?” 
 
    Sofia steps into the white bikini pants she dropped on the bed. She pulls them up and smooths them against her crotch. Her new friend, one of the regular women, told her to cut the lining out of her bikini bottoms if she wanted to show off her pussy. Sofia chose her white bottoms because, without the lining, they’re virtually transparent. 
 
    She checks in the mirror and can see her slit clearly defined, the darkness of her pubic hair showing through the thin fabric as well. Gino comes back from the toilet and Sofia keeps her hands clasped in front and doesn’t show him. He takes one of her hands and leads outside and down the stairs. Sofia removes her other hand from hiding her display as soon as they stroll past an older man who looks at her breasts, his eyes lowering to flash on her crotch before they pass him by. 
 
    They walk down the road to the gates of the adult area, Gino deciding Sofia wasn’t presentable enough to go the other way through the family pool area and the main resort building. Sofia doesn’t argue and just allows her husband to lead her past the ‘Clothing Optional Area’ warning sign. They stroll back up the road on that side of the fence and approach a pool with a dozen men and two women in the water and another dozen or so men seated around on deck chairs. Most of the men are naked, as are the two middle-aged women. 
 
    Every man there looks at Sofia. She peers around, smiling and nodding in reply to the greetings and wolf whistles she’s getting. Gino looks back at her, his eyes touring her body, and he leans forward a bit to inspect her crotch. They have passed the pool and are facing steps up to an indoor area where the steam of hot tubs is misting the glass walls. 
 
    “Can see everything through them, baby. Those guys were all checkin’ out ya snatch.” 
 
    “I know,” Sofia says, biting down on her grin. She shrugs a shoulder strap loose and lets it fall down her arm, uncovering her right breast. “Maybe that’ll distract them?” she teases her husband. 
 
    “Ah, Gino!” a man calls from the open doors at the top of the stairs. “And you must be Sofia,” he adds, striding down towards them, his face alight with a smile, his shaggy blond hair and lithe, muscular build familiar to Sofia, making her entire body light up with tingles of excitement. He looks from her face to the exposed tit, and his eyes flash down to where the centre seam of her bikini pants is splitting her pussy lips. “Finally,” he says, claiming her hand and squeezing it. 
 
    “Hey, man,” Gino says. “Um, baby, this is um..,” 
 
    “Carlton,” the man says and has another look at Sofia’s tit. “Yeah that’s perfect, showing just the one like that. That’s fuckin’ hot hey, Gino?” 
 
    “Yeah, I told ya she was hot eh, bro!” Gino boasts, pulling Sofia close and squeezing her side. “This is my wife, hottest chick here!” 
 
    “Agreed,” Carlton says, holding Sofia’s eyes as she tries to return his gaze. He glances down at her tit again then looks back up at her face. Sofia defies her blush and looks down at his package, at the significant bulge in his black Speedos and the defined shape of a broad cockhead. She glances up to meet his gaze and smile again before taking a slower look over his ripped chest and abdomen. Mmm, I’d like to run my fingers down that hot bod and grab his cock. 
 
    “Come in and try one of our hot tubs,” Carlton offers, ushering the way up the stairs as he steps aside. 
 
    Sofia is released by her husband and walks up the stairs, next to the other man, and feels his hand come to rest upon her lower back. She remains walking beside the guy. His hand firms upon her back then moves around her further clutching her side, his thumb stroking her bare skin beneath the bottom of her singlet. She looks back over her shoulder at Gino following. 
 
    “Warren, Curt, Frank, meet Gino and his lovely wife Sofia,” Carlton says as he presents Sofia and Gino to three men immersed to their waists in a hot tub. The three men smile and greet them. They’re all looking at Sofia as she stands wringing her hands in front of her bikini pants. “Come, hop in,” Carlton commands.  He strips his Speedos down his huge thighs, his cock springing to attention. 
 
    “I dunno, do you wanna?” Gino answers the guy, checking with Sofia and feeling completely intimidated. 
 
    Carlton has slipped into the water and taken a seat leaving a spot beside him and another directly across between two of the other men. 
 
    “It’s lovely in,” one of the men offers encouragingly. He’s in the process of pulling his swimmers off, wringing out the water and placing them on the timber slatting behind him. 
 
    Sofia grabs Gino’s arm, leading him away a little. “Do you want me to get in with them?  You could go have a look around if you like.” 
 
    Gino gulps, glaring over Sofia’s shoulder at the four men chatting together. “But would ya have to take off your top, baby? I bet that’s what they want.” 
 
    “Yeah, of course,” Sofia utters, and she lifts closer to whisper. “I want to take off my bottoms too.” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Gino groans, feeling his cock twitch into life. 
 
    “I know, it’s so exciting, Gino. Why don’t you go and find somewhere you can watch.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess.” Gino expels a breath. “I might go upstairs and watch from up there,” Gino nods to where he can see a good vantage spot. 
 
    “Okay, and I’ll sit next to that Carlton guy. He’s the one from the dungeon videos, isn’t he?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s him. He’s the guy from the other night who showed me.” 
 
    “All right. And he already squeezed me a little bit just then when we were walking.” Sofia leans to kiss her husband’s cheek. “If he tries to touch me at all I’m going to let him, okay? Go find somewhere to watch from.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Gino’s neck and face heat as he watches the guy he met the other night welcome Sofia to sit on the side of the hot tub with her feet up on the sides.  Carlton runs his hand slowly from her knee to her ankle and carefully takes off one of her shoes, placing it up on the side, then gently lowers her foot over the side into the water. Sofia feels exposed with her legs apart like that, even with her bikini bottoms still on. She is sure they will be soaked from her juices and very likely transparent by now! But she is mesmerized by Carlton’s actions, his scent, his touch and his teasing cock bobbing up and down in the water jets, just below the surface. He slowly runs his hand from her other knee upwards this time, teasing her inner thigh with his gentle stroking before moving his hand down to her ankle, and removing her other shoe. He sits it carefully beside the other one. 
 
    Gino looks back from the bottom of the staircase leading up to a bar area. He watches as Sofia lifts off her singlet in slow motion, baring her tits for the four men, glad to be hiding his raging horn.  
 
    Carlton offers his hands to Sofia and she places her tiny hands in his as he guides her down to the seat beside him, the warm water tickling her pussy through her bikini pants.  
 
    Gino climbs the stairs and looks back again from over a rail directly above the hot tub. Sofia’s tits are out of the water. She has her arms raised, winding her hair up into a hair band. One of the four men is still wearing swimmers but he pulls them off, standing to reach behind and place them near his other clothes. He turns back around facing Sofia with his big cock pointing directly at her, a huge set of balls hanging beneath are completely shaved. 
 
    Gino notices his wife have a good, long look at the guy’s equipment. He’s probably in his forties, Gino imagines. He’s tall and quite lean and fit-looking. But not quite as muscly as Carlton. The other two men are older, perhaps in their late fifties or so, and a bit overweight, making Gino feel less intimidated. 
 
    The fit-looking guy to Sofia’s right tilts to look at her tits while the others are all chatting. He points and Sofia brushes at her right breast. The guy offers to help and collects something from just beneath her nipple, pinching whatever it is from her skin while she presses her chest forward. The others all chuckle, and Sofia covers her tit and smiles around at them all. 
 
    Gino backs away from the wooden rail he’s looking over and goes to the bar to get a beer.  His mouth is dry and he has to keep his hands crossed in front of him as he walks. On this level there’s an open lounge area with a view out over the pools and lush, tropical gardens beyond. The lounge is sumptuously decorated, with paintings of naked women in various poses dotted around the room.  The oversized lounges are a deep red with matching-coloured rugs at each chair. There are private booths near the corners. Twenty or so scantily-clad men and a few women sit around in groups chatting. Gino nods hello as he strolls back past a couple of the groups and sits up at a high wood table with a view down into the hot tub area. There are three hot tubs, each seating about six comfortably. From where Gino is sitting he can see his wife laughing and chatting with the four men but can’t make out anything being said. Sofia glances up a few times, catching his eye and smiling at him. 
 
    A gorgeous waitress dressed in a bra, red satin g-string, black suspenders and stockings brings Gino his second beer. He’s been sitting there watching for a while before he notices the guy from the other night lift an arm and rest it along the edge of the hot tub behind Sofia. He has also shifted closer to her. 
 
    Gino watches intently. The guy leans in and talks into Sofia’s ear, making her giggle. The other men all laugh and get Sofia blushing and smiling around at them again. The guy, Carlton, seems to be encouraging her further and eventually gets her to nod in agreement. 
 
    Sofia stands and hooks thumbs into the waistband of her bikini bottoms and pushes them down. The guys all cheer and she shakes her head at them, still grinning a huge smile. The water level is lapping at her bald slit, teasing her. She kneels on her seat and reaches over the tub to where she left her singlet. The men on either side lean around to have a look at her pussy from behind. She waits, peering back at them. Carlton rises from the water and sits up on the slatted top of the tub, his cock upright and swollen. He guides Sofia around to sit beside him. The two older men opposite both lift a little, craning their necks to look between Sofia’s slender thighs as she presses her knees together. 
 
    Sofia rubs down her thighs and around the inside of her knees. She’s watching the two older men as she pushes her knees open a little. The fit-looking guy to her right leans around to have a closer look at her pussy as well. Carlton says something into her ear and she rubs down her thighs again and pushes open her legs a little bit more. Carlton rubs her knee and lifts that leg over his, spreading Gino’s wife even further and making her feel bold enough to rest back on her hands and thrust her tits forward in defiance, giving in to the moment. Gino’s cock is throbbing beneath the table he’s hunched over.  
 
    Another two men have approached and are leaning behind the old guys. The fit-looking guy rises from the water with his cock still erect. He sits beside Sofia. She looks from his dick to his face. He touches her face and cups it while bending to her and pressing his lips to hers. 
 
    Sofia pushes against his chest and turns away from the kiss. She shakes her head and glances up at Gino, wiping her mouth with her fingers. Carlton is still holding her knee. He rubs back and forth a little, speaking into her ear again. Sofia visibly takes a big breath and nods a little. Carlton lifts her leg, bending it up and spreading it wide, away from the other one. All the men angle in for a look at her pussy. The fit guy collects her other leg and lifts it over one of his, bending it up as well. 
 
    Gino can see his wife’s opening fully on display now. He can see the shaved lips of her pussy peeled open and revealing how red and dripping wet it appears. Carlton strokes from her knee up her thigh. The fit guy to her right does so too, and they each rub into her with their fingers and pull her vagina lips open. Sofia’s eyes are wide as she stares down at what they’re doing. Her bottom rises up off the slatted bench. The fit guy holds her open while Carlton inserts a finger into her and extracts some juice to rub over her clit. She visibly catches another big breath, her tits shuddering as her head arches back, her eyes closed. 
 
    Half a dozen men have lined up along the rail looking down from the lounge area. Two old Asian men have approached the hot tub and are angled in close, watching intently and both holding their exposed stumpy cocks in their hands. 
 
    Carlton continues fingering Sofia while the other guy rubs her clit. They have her convulsing in orgasm within a couple of minutes, making her cry out. The men watching cheer and clap. Carlton pulls her leg away from the other man and holds them closed while he takes her lips in a kiss, his large cock bouncing up and down at each throb. He holds her to his body and deepens the kiss, making Gino gulp at a knot in his throat and crush his solid cock in his shorts. 
 
    Carlton lifts from Sofia and strokes her face, then he presses his mouth to hers and resumes kissing her while rubbing a nipple between two fingers. One of the older men from across the hot tub touches Sofia’s knee and opens her thighs again. He reaches in and touches her pussy but she closes her hand over his. The fit guy strokes down Sofia’s arm and takes hold of her hand, moving it away. He holds it aside while the older guy inserts his fingers into her pussy, frigging her hard, making her arch up and convulse in orgasm again while Carlton holds her head to his chest and keeps a firm grip on her other wrist. 
 
    Sofia’s slender young body is tense and quivering. Her wrists are released and she immediately covers her pussy with both hands. She sucks in a couple of deep breaths and pushes away from being cuddled. She swings her legs over the back of the tub and steps down. She’s smiling and blushing back at the men all watching her get dressed, standing with her back to them as she bends at her waist to pull up her bikini bottoms. She leaves the men, grabs her shoes and wraps a plush white towel that was sitting on a shelf, around her, and hurries up the stairs. Gino meets her and she pulls him along through the doorway into the family-friendly section of the building, and an adjoining lounge and bar area. She takes him to a secluded corner booth and drags him in beside her. 
 
    “Oh my god!” she cries, giggling through hands clasped over her mouth. 
 
    “I know. That was nuts, baby! That was fucking full on.” 
 
    “Tell me about it. I just got fingered in public,” Sofia scoffs. “How many guys were there watching? Oh my god!” 
 
    “Everyone in the whole place was watchin’, baby. Even the ones in the other spas were lookin’ over to see.” 
 
    “I know, but that Carlton guy is so sexy, Gino. Just his deep, sexy voice and the way he says things. He told me to sit up there and show everyone my pussy. He said I want to and he knows it, that everyone knows it. Then he said I have to do it for you, that you were up there watching and hoping I would.” 
 
    “Aah fuck,” Gino groans, blushing to himself at the truth in what his wife has been taunted with. 
 
    “And that Curt guy was just as bad,” Sofia goes on. “Did you see him kiss me? He just looked into my eyes and did it, right out of the blue! Oh my god, Gino!” 
 
    Gino clears his throat. It’s dry and aching with the big knot he can’t seem to swallow away. “Then that Carlton dude kissed you too, baby. They both fuckin’ kissed ya, didn’t they!” 
 
    “Uh huh, and Carlton put his tongue in my mouth too, but I liked it with him. He’s such a good kisser.  Hmm, maybe I should go back? What do you think, Gino?” 
 
    Gino’s heart is pounding with the thrill of what he can’t comprehend or fathom at all. His gut is a ball of tingling excitement. He takes a big breath and nods. “What about you go back that way and I’ll go the usual way? I’ll just wait for you at the cabin.” He swallows hard at the knot still in his throat. “They might like it better if it’s just you and I’m not around watchin’ them with ya.” 
 
    “Yeah? Would you like that?” Sofia asks, cuddling close. 
 
    “Um, I guess,” Gino admits, shrugging confusedly. “Or if you wanted to stay for a while this time, even if I don’t know what’s happenin’ exactly.” 
 
    “Oh I see,” Sofia sings teasingly. “In that case, those guys said they were going back to one of their cabins for a few drinks for a little party.” 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Gino asks, his heart thumping harder again. 
 
    “Uh huh, and they all want me to come.” 
 
    “Aw fuck. And would ya wanna go, baby? Like, with those guys back there?” 
 
    “No, Carlton was saying he has to go do some work. It was just going to be the other guy and the two older ones. So three of them and just me,” Sofia says into Gino’s ear. “Except I saw Ray just then when we were leaving, so maybe I could find him and get him to come with me and make sure they don’t all try to have sex with me.” 
 
    “Aw shit. Ray? Where?’ 
 
    “He was walking up the steps to the hot tubs when we were leaving. He’s probably still there.” 
 
    “Oh right,” Gino says, huffing a breath. “I guess if Ray was like… I mean if he went with ya?” 
 
    “Yeah?” Sofia asks sweetly. “So, do you want me to go to their party, Gino? Like this… or if I undress for them again?” 
 
    Gino nods and kisses his wife’s hair. “I want ya to, Sofe.” He draws a breath. “I want ‘em to strip ya and keep ya like that. I’ll just go wait at the cabin. You go with them, okay?” 
 
    “Okay, but I won’t have sex with any of them,” Sofia says, cuddling close. “I already know I want it to be that Carlton guy.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Gino asks huskily. “You want it to be with him?” 
 
    “Uh huh, I’m going to go ask him to tell the others not to force me or anything. I’ll tell him I want it to be only him fucking me.” Sofia takes a breath. “I think he knows that anyway. He seems so sure of himself, and of me! How does he even know anything about me, Gino?” 
 
    “I dunno, baby. He’s fuckin’ different, that dude, hey? I can’t believe he just kissed ya like that in front of everyone. That was almost fuckin’ harder to watch than when they were fingerin’ ya.” 
 
    “Was it?” Sofia asks softly. “I really liked it, Gino. I definitely want to be kissed by him again.” She breathes into Gino’s mouth. “And fucked by him.” 
 
    “Aaah fuck,” Gino groans. 
 
    “Uh huh, did you see how big his cock is? Mmm I want it inside me, Gino. I hope he wants to fuck me. I’ll do anything he says if he wants to take me somewhere and have sex with me.” 
 
    “Like to his dungeon room?” Gino asks, his chest and belly tingling excitement at the thought. 
 
    “Um, maybe,” Sofia utters. “Do you think he might want to?” 
 
    “I dunno, he said somethin’ about it the other night, but I can’t remember.” 
 
    “Hmm, well what if you asked him to, Gino? You could ask if he’ll take me down there, couldn’t you?” 
 
    Gino kisses his wife’s hair. “Yeah, but there he goes now, baby.” He sees the guy dressed in his resort uniform hurrying across the far side of the bar area. 
 
    “Where?” Sofia peers around. 
 
    “He just took off downstairs.” 
 
    “Oh! Hmm, well, what if we see him again, will you ask him if he’ll take me down to that room?” Sofia grimaces, biting down on her lip. “I’d let him do stuff to me if he wants to. As long as it wasn’t too painful and that.” 
 
    Gino swallows hard, nodding in agreement with the idea. “He didn’t fuck that woman in the video. If I tell him he’s allowed to fuck ya he might just wanna do that instead.” Gino’s face heats with a further thought. “Even if he just ties ya up with the cuffs ‘n’ shit, and he could fuck ya like that while ya can’t hardly move or nuthin.” 
 
    “Mmm, ohmygod Gino! You’re turning me on talking like that.” 
 
    Gino expels a big breath. “Well let’s just see what happens, baby. If you’re not back, I’ll go to that same bar again tonight and see if he’s around again.”   
 
    “Okay.” Sofia pushes Gino along the seat and edges past him. “Come on then, I’m going. I’ll see you back at the cabin,” she says and kisses him as she walks off to the doorway back into the adult’s only section of the bar, leaving him sitting there. 
 
    Gino follows as far as the doorway and watches her walk down the stairs to the hot tubs. She waves excitedly to someone, and his mate Ray approaches her there on the stairs. He has a towel around his waist and his cock is poking at it. He crowds Sofia back against the stair rail, talking to her and getting her giggling back. The fit-looking guy, Curt, joins them. It seems they’ve already met because he’s immediately buddying up with Ray, the pair of them laughing together. The guy touches Sofia’s singlet, tugging at it. She looks down at herself then up at the guy and at Ray as well. 
 
    Sofia lifts her singlet and takes it off, putting her arms behind her back and thrusting her tits forward as the guys look at them. The two older men from earlier approach the bottom of the stairs, and Curt takes Sofia by the hand and leads her to them, and on toward the doorway leading outside. 
 
    Gino watches until he can’t see his wife anymore, then hurries out through the building and jogs down the road to his cabin, panting heavily. He’s on the veranda looking over the fence in time to see Sofia being led up the stairs of a cabin right there in the trees, not 20 yards away. She glances over. He wipes at his sweaty forehead. She gives a tiny wave, unseen by the men around her. There are five of them now, the two older men from the hot tub, Curt, Ray, and a tanned, lightly built yet muscular younger guy who looks no older than about twenty to Gino. 
 
    They usher Sofia into the cabin and all file in after her, closing the sliding glass door and leaving Gino with his heart thumping and his cock bulging as he crushes it through his board shorts. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    It’s getting on in the afternoon and Gino has spent the past two hours watching the cabin where his wife is being held captive. Or at least that’s how it seems to him. He hasn’t seen her since they took her inside. A couple of the men have left and returned with beers, also with a different man tagging along one time. The guy Curt walked around through the gateway and toward the family beach and pier. He hasn’t returned after an hour or so. 
 
    Gino can only hope his mate is taking care of his wife. He’s quite sure that Ray will respect Sofia’s wishes and not try to get with her himself if she says no, and that he’ll make sure no one else does either. His hope is that Sofia doesn’t allow anything more to happen than no doubt being completely naked over there with these men enjoying just looking at her tits and pussy, enjoying what Gino has now given up as his sole right. He has come to accept it. 
 
    Gino’s phone buzzes with a message. He grabs it from the counter beside where he’s camped at the kitchenette window. The text is from Ray’s phone. 
 
    Ray: Hey Gino where are you man 
 
    There’s a link to a video. Gino clicks on it and the screen flashes around, quite blurred for a few seconds then focuses on Sofia’s head being held in place and a cock surging in and out of her mouth. Her eyes are squeezed shut but suddenly the cock is still and seems to pulse, her eyes shoot open and glance upward. “Yeah take that fucking load,” a deep voice demands. “There’s a good girl, swallow it all down.” 
 
    Sofia’s face is red, her eyes close again and she swallows hard, several male voices cheering and urging her on. The camera pans back and shows it’s one of the older men holding her head in place while she softly sucks on his now flaccid dick. 
 
    “Was that good, love?” he asks, stroking her hair. 
 
    Sofia swallows again and nods, then she looks aside. 
 
    “You go next,” another man’s voice says. “Do him next, sweetie, I’ll wait a bit.” 
 
    “Okay but can I have a drink first?” Sofia asks. She’s on her knees, her tits bare but her bikini pants still in place, Gino notices before the video finishes and his screen freezes on a shot of his wife accepting a bottle of beer. 
 
    Gino’s phone buzzes again. 
 
    Ray: Where the fuck are you dude? Sofe’s doing blow jobs for everyone. I’ll send videos of them. 
 
    Gino sits staring out the window with his phone in his hand. It buzzes again and he opens another video. Sofia is still on her knees but is willingly sucking a cock this time. She’s bobbing her head in some guys lap and suddenly stops and holds still. The guy grabs a handful of her hair and groans as he surges upward. 
 
    The cheers go off again. “Yeah, there’s a good girl,” the same voice as earlier says. “Come on, Ted, you’re next. Get down there for her.” 
 
    “Yeah, what about you?” 
 
    “Nah, man, I’m goin’ last. You go next.” 
 
    Sofia sits back on her heels and wipes her mouth on her hand while looking from the camera to the other old guy getting into position in the chair the younger guy just got out of. The camera turns to focus on Ray’s smiling face. “Come on, Gino. What the fuck, man?” 
 
    The video ends on Ray’s face. Gino slumps onto a stool and holds his head in his hands. Ten minutes later his phone buzzes again, and he opens the video and watches his wife with her eyes closed and a strained look on her face, a short, thick cock pulsing in her mouth. 
 
    The next video Gino gets is another ten minutes or so later. This one is looking down at Sofia sucking a dick. She’s peering up at the camera while bobbing her head and stroking the base of the guy’s long thin shaft. The camera is unsteady, obviously being held by the guy whose cock she’s sucking. The cock begins to surge through her hand and is soon forced in as deep as she will allow it. It’s Ray’s hand gripping her pretty hair, Gino realises. “Yeah, take it, Sofe,” his voice groans. “Show Gino how much you love my big fuckin’ cock, eh?” 
 
    Sofia gulps down the cum in her mouth. “Mmm, I love your cock, Ray. I love the taste of your cum,” she says into the camera. “I love all their cum, Gino. I had to suck them off or they were going to fuck me.” 
 
    The men all cheer and a head of one of the older men pokes into shot. “Yeah, Gino, she took it all down her throat, eh!” he boasts, smiling from ear to ear, and sticking out his tongue. 
 
    The video ends but there’s another text from Ray’s number waiting. 
 
    Ray: We’re takin Sofe to the beach to show her off some more but don’t worry dude I’ll look after her for you 
 
    Gino types, his mind whirling and his heart still thumping. 
 
    Gino: Thanks man. Don’t let them fuck her. 
 
    Ray: I know man they would have fucked her before if she didn’t blow them. I thought they were going to rape her if she didn’t do it. Its these 2 old guys. They wont be staying at the beach tho. They’re going somewhere with that other dude Curt. 
 
    Gino is reading when another text pops onto the stream. 
 
    Ray: Curt was the one who started it. He got Sofe to suck his cock as soon as we got here. Then the others wanted it too. 
 
    Gino huffs a breath and types again. 
 
    Gino: When are yous going to that beach 
 
    Ray: We already walkin. Sofes up ahead with the old dudes. Im hangin back watching them with her. Shes got her shirt back on  
 
    Gino: How do I find the way man? 
 
    Ray: Theres signs. Go past the pools over here and you’ll see a track with a big fucking sign to Baileys Beach. We're almost there. Its not far 
 
    Gino: Ok I’m comin 
 
    Gino grabs a towel and hurries out the door. He strides down to the gates and into the adult’s area. Beyond the pools there’s a clearly marked track, wide enough for the golf carts, several passing him by in both directions. The track climbs over a forested hill and winds back down towards the lake. It’s only taken Gino ten minutes, and he’s reached a small sandy cove with lots of boats moored just off shore and at least a hundred people sunbathing and swimming, along the half-mile long stretch of beach. 
 
    Gino scans the crowd but can’t see his wife. He takes off his t-shirt to try blending in a little better, with virtually everyone completely naked. He decides the hell with it and strips off his board shorts too, his excitement for this crazy adventure bubbling up inside. 
 
    Gino strolls along the waters’ edge, checking out all the naked women. There are quite a few of them, mostly older. He walks close to one whose legs are open. He’s been thinking about it ever since Sofia mentioned doing that for Ray. The woman lowers her head and looks at him over her sunglasses. He meets her gaze but has another look at her completely bald pussy. There’s a guy beside her who nods acknowledgment. Gino returns a nod then looks at the woman’s pussy again, back and forth from there to the guy as he continues on walking and looking back at them. 
 
    There’s another woman Gino wants a closer look at up ahead, and he veers from the shoreline up through the crowd towards her. She’s sitting with her legs bent up and wide open. There are at least six men positioned facing her, lying on their towels and having long pervs at her bald slit and huge round tits. Gino walks past in front of the other men and has a good look at the woman’s pussy, the man lying beside her lifting his sunglasses to meet Gino’s glance and grin. 
 
    Gino swings close by another two women and has a good perv at their pussies as well. He ends up traversing the length of the beach without seeing Sofia or Ray. He walks halfway back and stands in the water checking around the crowd again, and finally sees the two old guys from the hot tub walk from the trees and across the sand at the end of the beach where Gino started out. They meet a guy who has just come ashore in a small runabout. Gino recognises him as the man they called Curt. He collects the two old guys and they head back out towards a big sports cruiser just offshore. 
 
    Gino strides through the sunbathers and into the trees where the old guys came from. He slows and checks carefully ahead, not sure of what he’s going to find and thinking he might want to see what Sofia’s doing before she sees him. He ducks under branches and sneaks onward until he comes across two men standing side by side looking at something in front of them. They both glance but don’t seem to be bothered with his presence. He edges closer and peers over a small grassy bush to see Sofia lying back on a towel beside Ray. They’re facing the two men, their backs to Gino. Both men are stroking their cocks, and Sofia is lying there propped back on her elbows, with her legs bent up and spread wide open. 
 
    “Uuuh!” one of the men grunts and cum spurts from his swollen cockhead and lashes the sand, several heavy ropes of the stuff shooting from him. 
 
    “Aah fuck!” the other one gasps, squeezing his cock hard and spurting his load onto the sand as well. 
 
    Another guy lines up beside Gino, then another approaches and joins in the exhibition as well. The two men who jacked off wander away. Sofia has closed her legs and is smiling and chatting with Ray. Gino edges behind the two men watching with him. A third and fourth join them and Gino hangs back, keeping out of sight of his wife and mate. Another man approaches along the trail in front of Sofia and stops there, looking at her. “Go on,” Ray tells her, and she lies back on her elbows again and spreads her legs. 
 
    One of the men in Gino’s group walks around to have a look from in front as well. The newcomer has started stroking off. That guy does too. Ray strokes down Sofia’s leg and guides it toward him, spreading her wider. She glances at him, biting down on a smile, her face blushing red. Then she looks up at the two men again and allows her other leg to sway open further as well. 
 
    “Ah fuck, look at that tight little cunt,” one of the men says, snarling as he edges closer and pulls his dick faster. He drops to his knees on the bottom edge of Sofia’s towel. “Fuck yeah, do you want it all over her, man?” he asks Ray. 
 
    Ray looks to Sofia. “Yeah?” 
 
    Sofia nods a little. “You can both do it on me,” she says sweetly. 
 
    The other guy approaches beside her. The one on his knees climaxes first. He stands and moves over her, his ropes of cum lashing Sofia’s stomach and tits. The other man, a huge fat guy with a full beard, hunches down right at Sofia’s shoulder and his powerful bursts of cum spurt all over her face. She has her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth closed. She lifts her head and accepts being plastered with the gooey stuff though, globs of it covering her forehead and nose, and dripping from her chin. 
 
    The men around Gino applaud, clapping and cheering. Gino edges back away from them and into the trees. He slumps in the sand and sits there trying to get a grip on what he’s feeling. After a little while there are more cheers, and Gino cranes his neck to see another fat guy backing away from Sofia with his cock in his hand. 
 
    The crowd of onlookers steadily grows until there are more than a dozen men gathered around where Sofia is sitting. Every little while there’s another burst of applause. Gino gets up and makes his way closer again. He peers over the grassy bush and sees Sofia wiping her face and licking her fingers, with the crowd of men cheering her on. Another of them moves to her shoulder squeezing his cock. She lifts her face to him and he releases and spurts his load over her closed mouth and directs his last few spurts at her tits. A younger guy then lurches forward from directly in front of her and shoots his load at her pussy, his thick stream of cum lashing her already gooey little bush and seeping into her pasted open slit. 
 
    “Mmm, I think that’s enough now,” Sofia says sweetly, peering around at all the men and looking to Ray. She has covered her pussy with her hand. There’s a thick glob of cum across her top lip and she licks at it and sucks it off then wipes her face and licks her fingers clean again. Her tits are plastered with goo. She rubs her belly and down between her legs. 
 
    “Go on finger yourself with it!” one of the men call out. 
 
    Sofia shakes her head, smiling. “No thank you, I’m not fingering myself with it.” 
 
    “Aaw, go on!” another of them plead with her. 
 
    “No! It’s bad enough like this,” she tells them, still rubbing through her little bush and between her still spread legs. She then sits up and plucks at her hair. “God it’s everywhere,” she complains, giggling. 
 
    “Let’s go for a swim.” Ray suggests. 
 
    “Okay,” Sofia says. 
 
    The crowd of men are quickly dispersing. Gino slips away with them, watching back over his shoulder and seeing Ray take Sofia by the hand, leading her to the beach and into the water. 
 
    Gino pulls on his clothes and walks back through the forest to his cabin. It’s quite late in the afternoon. He decides to go up to the resort for a few drinks at the bar, still trying to get his head around what he’s feeling, a weird mix of arousal, embarrassment, excitement and jealousy, the excitement and jealousy inseparable as they rush through him as one, hardening his cock and clenching his heart and gut. It’s all too confusing to process. The visions keep returning to his mind pumping his cock into action with every one of them. 
 
    He gets straight into Tequila shots, skipping the couple of beers he usually starts off with. About an hour in and with his mind thankfully numb, his phone buzzes in his pocket. 
 
    Sofia: Hey Gino, where are you? I bought us some dinner. Do you want some?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Gino walks up the steps of his cabin to find his wife sitting there on the veranda smiling. She has two steak dinners set at the table. “Come sit down,” she says cheerily. 
 
    “Where’d these come from?” Gino asks, taking his seat. 
 
    “The restaurant delivers. It just got here. Still hot.” 
 
    Gino eats quietly. His wife offers almost nothing by way of conversation either. They cover the fact that it’s a beautiful evening and that there are lots of people out strolling. Sofia collects their plates and takes them into the kitchenette. Gino follows and presses behind her at the sink. She smells fresh and pretty from her shower. She tilts her pelvis and grinds back onto Gino’s instant erection. 
 
    Gino pushes down his pants and lifts the back of his wife’s dress. She pulls aside the crotch of her panties and guides him into her pussy. It’s slick and molten hot. 
 
    Gino still has nothing to say. He just fucks his wife over the sink in silence, emptying his aching balls inside her, holding firmly up her while she rubs her clit to orgasm. He leaves her slumped there and goes to have a shower. 
 
    * 
 
    “So?” Sofia asks when Gino flops back on the bed beside her. 
 
    “Hell, baby, I don’t fucking know.” Gino turns to look at her. “How many different guys’ cum did ya lick up ‘n’ swallow today?” 
 
    Sofia blushes instantly. She doesn’t answer. 
 
    “Did any of them fuck ya? Did Ray?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Gino huffs and turns his head to look up at the ceiling. 
 
    “I couldn’t help it, Gino. I don’t know what I was thinking. It was just all out of control.” 
 
    “I know.” Gino nods and looks at his wife again. “Sorry, baby, it wasn’t just you. I told ya to go back to those guys.” 
 
    “Uh huh, and I wanted to, Gino. And it was fine when Curt was there. I felt safe with him and I wanted to suck him off when he made me do it.” 
 
    Gino gulps. “He made you?” 
 
    “Uh huh. Well, sort of.” Sofia cuddles close. “I was more unsure with those older guys though. I’m not sure if I really wanted to suck them off but I think Ray was a bit scared of them too, and I decided to just do it to keep everyone calm and that.” Sofia digs nails into Gino’s chest. “But that was really exciting too. When I was doing it for them I was rubbing myself and I even had an orgasm when the second one was cumming in my mouth.” She digs her nails in hard. “Mmm he came so much and it was so thick to swallow, Gino.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby.” 
 
    “Then I just couldn’t get enough, from anyone who wanted me to lick up theirs as well.” 
 
    Gino takes a big breath. “Did you know I was at the beach?” 
 
    “Uh huh, I saw you there watching. I tasted cum from most of those guys too. I licked up as much as I could, but I liked it all over my boobs and rubbing it into my pussy while they watched.” 
 
    “Yeah, I saw ya doin’ that, baby. It was all over your cunt and you were rubbin’ it in, huh?” 
 
    “Uh huh, a little bit, but I tried not to get it inside me.” Sofia digs nails in again. “I wanted to finger myself for them but four different guys came on my pussy and I didn’t want to push it inside too much.” 
 
    “Four of ‘em did?” Gino groans. 
 
    “Mmm, and I even held my pussy lips open and let one of them spurt it between my fingers while everyone cheered him on. Huh..hhh… and then I licked it all off my fingers,” Sofia moans as she rubs into herself. “Hhh..hh… oh fuck me again, Gino, please?” 
 
    * 
 
    Gino gets on top of his wife and pounds her through her orgasm, emptying his balls inside of her completely this time. He rolls over and dozes off, waking to bright sunlight, with the bed cover pulled over him. 
 
    He can hear the voices of his two mates out in the other room. He yawns and stretches then goes out, rubbing his bald head and deciding it’s too prickly and he needs to shave it. 
 
    “Hey,” Gino says to his mates sitting up at the breakfast counter eating eggs. 
 
    “Hey, man,” they both greet him. 
 
    “Hey, babe, you ready for breakfast?” Sofia calls from beyond them in the kitchenette. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m starvin’,” Gino replies and sits up beside his mates. 
 
    Sofia turns from the stove holding a pot of scrambled eggs. She has on a pale yellow t-shirt with her nipples poking at it. It comes to below her hips, just flashing a hint of her dark little bush, the shaved lips of her pussy looking pink and puffy, the slit between them glistening wet. 
 
    She edges past Ray with both hands busy. “Ah!” she cries, giggling as he grabs her bottom. She glances and smiles at him. He’s chuckling. She serves Gino his eggs, still smiling back over her shoulder at Ray. He tilts for a look in behind her thighs. She watches him and Lachlan as she walks back around into the kitchenette. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, go on then!” Ray says. “You ready, Lachie?” 
 
    Sofia smiles through her blush and shakes her head. She looks to Gino then turns away and opens the dishwasher. She checks back over her shoulder again. 
 
    “You know you want to,” Ray taunts her. 
 
    Sofia rolls her eyes away and bends over to put the pot in the dishwasher, keeping her legs straight, her pussy lips peeling open and revealing how wet she is. She stands and smiles back over her shoulder. “Satisfied, bad-boys?” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Lachlan groans. Ray chuckles at him, pushing his shoulder. “It’s runnin’ down ya leg, Sofe,” the younger guy points out. 
 
    Sofia checks herself. She wipes at a new trickle of her juices down her inner thigh. 
 
    “Here, give it to me!” Ray says. 
 
    She blushes when she meets Gino’s eyes. Gino motions with his look and she offers her hand. He sucks her fingers and his mates groan and cheer, Sofia smiles broadly as she peers from one of them to the other. Gino pulls his wife to him. He’s charged with a sudden burst of power and authority. He holds Sofia from behind and feels into her pussy, with his mates watching intently. Sofia grips his arm and clings tight while he inserts his middle and ring fingers into her. She’s searing hot and completely wet. She only allows him a few seconds to feel up inside of her then pushes down on his arm and dismounts from his fingers. He sucks them while his mates cheer him on and Sofia returns to the sink and continues tidying up. 
 
    Ray settles into banter first. “So, Dillon and Mark are back, Sofe. They said to say hello.” 
 
    “Oh, they’re back already? I thought it was tomorrow.” 
 
    “Got back early.” Ray leans to look out the door. “They’re still there. Why don’t you go say hello?” 
 
    “Um...” Sofia looks to Gino. 
 
    “Better hurry, they’ll be headed off to work any minute,” Ray goes on teasingly. 
 
    Sofia pulls at the hem of her t-shirt, stretching it down to cover herself. “I might just go and say hi,” she says to Gino. 
 
    Gino gulps. “Like that?” His chest tingles with the thrill of the idea. 
 
    “Come on, we better get goin’,” Ray says to Lachlan. “What time did ya book the boat for?” 
 
    “Yeah, we better go,” Lachlan replies, and they both head off. 
 
    “Hey, Dillon, come say hello to Sofe!” Ray calls on his way down the steps. 
 
    Lachlan gives a furtive glance back over his shoulder as he follows Ray. “Hey,” he says to someone in passing. 
 
    “You home, Sofe?” the guy Dillon calls out. 
 
    Sofia blushes at Gino. She’s grimacing excitedly and is still stretching the hem of her t-shirt down. There are several men’s voices outside. She goes to the door, peering back at Gino. “Should I?” she asks sweetly. “Hi,” she says out the door. “Just a minute!” 
 
    “Who’s out there?” Gino asks, his chest alight with that confusing mix of jealousy and excitement again. 
 
    Sofia glances out the door. “It’s Dillon, Mark and some other guy in the same high-vis gear, another construction worker staying there, I guess.” 
 
    Gino looks at his wife’s pussy. Her shirt doesn’t cover it unless she keeps it stretched down. 
 
    Sofia glances outside again. “There’s a fourth guy as well. They’re right there over the rail.” 
 
    Gino huffs a breath. “Waitin’ to get a look at ya, I bet.” He looks down at Sofia’s pussy again. “A real good look,” he adds and meets his wife’s eyes. 
 
    “So, should I go out and see them?” she asks. “Would you like me to?” 
 
    Gino takes another big breath and nods. “Yeah, I’d like ya to, baby. Go out and show ‘em ya cunt like that.” 
 
    Sofia’s smile broadens, her blush deepening as she twists fingers in the hem of her t-shirt, the thing hiking up above her hips. She draws a big breath herself and turns away, stepping out the door to a chorus of grunts and whistles. She walks right over to the veranda rail, and Gino sees the four men crowd close to look up at her. 
 
    They have Sofia giggling and carrying on as they chat and banter with her. Gino sits at the breakfast counter chewing on his clenched fists and listening intently for every word he can hear. Some of the talk is muffled but he makes out that they want Sofia to come visit them at their worksite. All four of them are trying to talk her into it. She’s defying them but Gino can hear in her tone that she’s ready to give in. He’s equally thrilled and horrified by the idea of her on a construction site with who knows how many tradie type guys like the ones out there talking her around right then. 
 
    “All right. I’ll come for a quick visit at lunchtime,” Sofia finally concedes, and the guys all cheer. 
 
    “And no need to dress up,” one of them says. 
 
    “Hmm – really!” Sofia shoots back doubtfully. 
 
    “All the guys’ll love it if you come as you are, sweetheart,” another voice suggests. 
 
    “Yeah don’t cover up,” Dillon says. He’s in view of Gino and right beside the veranda looking directly up Sofia’s shirt. He reaches through the rails and squeezes her calf, rubbing up the back of her leg to her knee. “Or that little yellow dress you had on the other day would work.” 
 
    “Oh, that one?” Sofia utters. 
 
    “Yeah and don’t bother to bring ya panties,” Dillon commands with his deep, easy voice. “All the crew will be waitin’. We’ll tell them they’re gettin’ a little show, eh?” The guy rubs further up Sofia’s leg but she captures his hand before he touches her pussy. She has the hem of her shirt balled in her other fist and held against her belly. She releases the guy’s hand and allows him to rub further up her inner thigh. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, finger her, man,” one of the men groans, and Dillon presses his shoulder against the gap in the veranda rails and reaches higher to insert his middle finger up Sofia’s vagina. 
 
    “Ooh yeah, that’s fucking drippin’ wet,” Dillon groans low and deep again. 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sofia peers around at the other three men. She has her shirt stretched down in front, covering the guy’s hand. 
 
    Gino can see from behind that the construction worker has a finger inside of his wife and that he’s withdrawing it then sliding it all the way up her. Her thighs inch apart a little and she grips the veranda rail. 
 
    “You’re gonna be bare like this when you come see us, aren’t ya?” he asks her. “You wanna come show this to all the guys, don’t ya?” 
 
    “Yes,” Sofia answers softly. “I want to show it to them.” 
 
    The guys all chuckle. “Show us your tits, baby. We wanna see them too!” one of them calls out. 
 
    Sofia lifts her shirt for them, pulling it up to her neck and showing them her breasts. Dillon extracts his finger and rubs her wetness over her pussy lips then he rubs back down her leg and leaves her for the others to look at as he sucks on his fingers. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, look how wet she is,” one of them groans. 
 
    “That’s fuckin’ nice, eh?” the guy beside him agrees, nudging his shoulder. 
 
    “Fuckin’ amazing tits too, eh?” the first one goes on. “Gotta bring ‘em to us at lunch too, sweetheart.” 
 
    “Hmm, maybe,” Sofia answers teasingly and she pulls her shirt back down, stretching it to cover herself fully. 
 
    The guys all chuckle again. Gino stands and approaches the door. The four of them look at him. He goes out and cuddles behind his wife, returning nods from each of the men. 
 
    “Hey,” Dillon greets him. 
 
    “Hey, man,” Gino returns. 
 
    “We’re just enjoying a little visit with your wife. You don’t mind, do ya?” 
 
    Gino clears his throat and looks around at the men. “I guess I don’t mind.” 
 
    Sofia squeezes his hands on her belly and peers back at him, smiling. He kisses her cheek. 
 
    “We were just sayin’ we want her to come visit us over on the job site,” Dillon goes on. “You won’t mind if all the crew get a look at her too, will ya man? Your wife’s fuckin’ hot, eh? Hottest woman here!” 
 
    “Yeah, definitely the hottest woman here,” Gino agrees feeling a rush of pride fill his chest this time. 
 
    “Mmm, thank you,” Sofia utters, reaching up to cuddle around Gino’s neck with both hands. 
 
    Gino feels her t-shirt stretching upward too. He lets it slip beneath his hands on her belly and ends up feeling the bottom of it and her bare skin beneath. “Yeah that’s better,” the guy on the far end says, grinning as he tilts his head to look at Sofia’s pussy. The others are all checking her out again too. 
 
    Gino fiddles with the hem of her t-shirt. He meets Dillon’s gaze. Sofia still has her arms raised and is arching forward. “Come on, show her to us,” Dillon says to him. “Show us your wife’s tits, man. We’ll be getting a good long look at them later.” 
 
    Gino takes a breath and lifts Sofia’s shirt. He gathers it and pulls it up over her tits. “Mmm, Gino!” she moans into his neck. 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” the guy on the end groans. 
 
    “Good man,” Dillon says, and he reaches through the rails and feels between Sofia’s legs. He inserts his middle finger again. “Her pussy’s nice and tight. Is she a good fuck?” 
 
    Gino gulps and nods a little. “Yeah I guess.” 
 
    Dillon chuckles and extracts his finger then sucks it again. “Don’t worry, I’ll find out for myself later, eh!” 
 
    Sofia peers back at Gino again. He has lowered her shirt. She takes it from him and stretches it down. 
 
    “Do you mean at this lunch thing?” Gino asks the guy. “Are you gonna fuck her?” 
 
    “Nah, man, I’ll wait till later. I wanna take her to bed and do her properly.” He looks to Sofia. “You’d rather I fuck ya in a nice bed, wouldn’t ya, sweetheart?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sofia utters softly, blushing as she peers back up at Gino again. 
 
    “Yeah, well as long as nuthin like that happens with all you work dudes,” Gino manages to get out with some authority. “I mean, just coz Sofe’s gonna be flashin’ ‘em all doesn’t mean nuthin like that.” 
 
    “Nah, man, I’ll take care of her. It’s just gonna be a bit of fun for the crew since we’re not allowed to come in and check out the nudist section here. They’re all hangin’ out to get a look at some tits and pussy, aren’t ya fellas?” 
 
    The guys all chuckle along in agreement. “Don’t worry, we’ll all look after her, man,” the vocal guy on the end of the line of four assures Gino. “And we’d better get goin’ anyway,” he says to the others. “Show us her tits again?” he directs at Gino. 
 
    Gino nuzzles his wife’s ear. “Should I?” 
 
    “Uh, if you want to,” Sofia whispers back and she releases his hands and digs her nails into his sides as he lifts her shirt up over her breasts. 
 
    The guys all cheer. “Take it off her completely,” Dillon says to Gino. 
 
    Gino obeys and Sofia lifts her arms for him to pull her shirt all the way off. 
 
    “I’ll catch up with you guys,” Dillon says to the men retreating towards their work vehicle. He leaps up onto the edge of the veranda and steps over the rail. “Give me a minute with your wife, man,” he says to Gino and edges close, looking down and up Sofia’s body. “Go on back inside while I have a feel of her.” He takes Sofia’s hand, drawing her from Gino. 
 
    Gino releases Sofia and backs through the doorway. He bumps into a stool and catches it before it falls. When he looks back up the muscular, tattooed construction guy is kissing his wife. He has her head bent back and is taking her lips passionately while feeling one of her tits. She clutches his wrist but his hand smooths down over her belly and cups her pussy. Gino’s chest is tight with the sudden surge of tension gripping him. The other man has his tongue in Sofia’s mouth. Gino can see it probing into her. He’s not just feeling her pussy either, he has fingers penetrating her, glistening wet as they slide in and out. He looks over at Gino and winks. “Yeah, so fucking tight, man. Your wife’s gonna squeal when I get my fat cock in her.” 
 
    “Yeah, well that’s fuckin’ enough now, man,” Gino says and takes two steps to the doorway. 
 
    Sofia turns away from the kiss and the guy removes his fingers from inside of her. He gives Gino another wink and steps back over the veranda rail. “See you at midday, sweetheart,” he says and jumps down to the ground and jogs over to the guys waiting in the truck. 
 
    The truck backs out and takes off down the road and into the forest. Sofia walks into Gino’s cuddle, still naked, with her t-shirt draping from her hand. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Just on midday, Sofia approaches Gino drinking beer on the veranda. She’s in her little yellow dress and looking sheepish as she slips onto his lap. Her bottom is bare, he notices, her tits easily viewed in through the gaping front of the dress. “I won’t stay long,” she says. “I really don’t think Dillon will try and have sex with me right there at his work.” 
 
    “No, I know, but this is nuts, baby. You don’t really have to go.” 
 
    “Hmm I know, I really want to though, Gino. It’s going to be so exciting with so many of these rough looking men all looking at me.” 
 
    “And probably grabbin’ at ya, baby!” 
 
    “Mmm, maybe,” Sofia breathes into Gino’s ear. 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Gino groans. 
 
    “Mmm, I’d better go. They’ll be waiting.” 
 
    “Aw, baby, you look so good in that.” 
 
    “In this?” Sofia teases back over her shoulder as she heads for the stairs. 
 
    The dress she has on is tight around her upper thighs, barely covering her bottom. Gino follows down the stairs and holds the handlebars of the bicycle she has hired for the short ride to the construction site. She steps through and sits up on the seat, her dress stretching taut and her pussy lips splitting open over the front area of the seat. She starts peddling, doing a wonky circle at first, her tits swaying and the top of her dress gaping to reveal them. 
 
    “Aw fuck, baby, I can see you cunt when you’re riding that thing.” 
 
    Sofia giggles. “I can’t help it with this dress!” She’s steady on the bike now and does another circle around Gino before stopping and smiling at his friend from the pool, Mick. He’s come walking up the road and approaches Sofia, looking down at her pussy. She has stopped with one foot on the ground and the other still on the pedal, that leg bent up and the skirt of her dress around her hips. 
 
    “Hi, Mick,” Sofia sings cheerfully. 
 
    “Hi, Sofia.” He stops in front of her. “That’s a nice view,” he offers openly and looks back down at her display. “Does that feel good?” 
 
    Sofia giggles. “It does a bit.” She follows Mick’s gaze down to her crotch, pressing the skirt of her dress against her belly and touching her little bush. “It’s rubbing me exactly you-know-where,” she says, looking to Gino too as he approaches. 
 
    “Your clit?” Mick asks, angling in closer. 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sofia utters, and she spreads her pussy lips, exposing her little button pressed against the long, narrow horn of the bicycle seat. 
 
    “Just have to keep it lubed,” Mick suggests, grinning up from his examination. 
 
    Sofia giggles some more and rides off, smiling back over her shoulder. “Dirty old man!” she calls playfully. “Won’t be long!” she calls to Gino, and she rides down the hill and through the gates into the adult’s only zone. 
 
    Gino huffs a breath and stands with his hands on his head. 
 
    Mick motions towards the cabin. “You got any beers?” 
 
    “Yeah sure,” Gino replies, turning from where his wife has disappeared, to lead his new friend up the steps to his veranda. He goes in and brings back a six-pack. They set up on the stairs and toast nothing in particular. 
 
    “Women!” Mick says and tips his beer up. 
 
    “Yeah fucking women,” Gino agrees. 
 
    “So, where’s she goin’ anyway?” 
 
    “Goin’ to get checked out by a bunch of construction dudes. They’re gonna get an eyeful, huh?” 
 
    “Oh yeah – with her riding a bike in that dress, they will.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m just worried they might try and fuck her,” Gino says and burps. 
 
    Mick nods slowly. He shrugs a little. “Same with Tracy. She um...” The guy shakes his head. “She got fucked last night. It just sort of happened.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Gino gulps. “By who, man? Ya mean...?” 
 
    “Yeah, she went um... she went to the nightclub with this couple we met while I stayed with the kids. And this guy got onto her there and took her back to his cabin.” Mick rubs his mouth. “And anyway, she got back this morning and she’d been fucked raw, man. The guy did her like four times or somethin’ through the night and this morning.” 
 
    “Aw hell, dude,” Gino exclaims. “Like did ya know about it ‘n’ shit?” 
 
    Mick takes a breath. “Yeah the guy had been checking her out since we got here. I knew he wanted to get onto her, and it’s why we came here, ya know – to try it.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess,” Gino agrees, thinking through the fact that he feels like he’d probably want to bring Sofia there again, even knowing what it’s like. “So you already knew ‘bout what goes on here, eh?” 
 
    “Sure. We knew all right. Friends of ours put us onto the place.” Mick is rubbing at his beer bottle label. “It just took a few days for it to start is all. But now Trace already wants to go out again tonight. Apparently the guy’s gonna take her to hook up with one of his friends across the lake and they’re both gonna be fuckin’ her this time.” 
 
    “Oh right – double teamin’ her, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s what they’re plannin’ I think. And there’s this other married dude here Tracy wants to hook up with this afternoon now we’ve started. She said she’s only gonna blow him though. Except she doesn’t even let me finish in her mouth when she does it for me.” 
 
    Gino huffs a breath. “Shit eh! And she’s gonna suck the dude off?” 
 
    “Yep.” Mick takes a swig of beer. “I hope he gets her to swallow. That’s the main thing with him, for me. I hope he gets her to take his load and swallow it down. I want her to start doin’ it for me, but it would be fuckin’ hot even if she did it for someone else.” 
 
    “Yeah Sofe’s sucked off a bunch of guys already. Wanna see?” Gino takes his phone from his pocket and opens one of the videos he saved from the previous night. It’s the first one, with Sofia sucking one of the older men’s cocks. 
 
    “Aw fuck yeah,” Mick groans. “She’s right into it, eh?” 
 
    “Yeah just watch. See he’s blowing in her mouth right there. See his dick sorta pulsing. That’s him shootin’ his load.” 
 
    “Yeah, yeah, I see. And there she goes swallowin’ it down. Yeah, that’s what I want Trace to do.” 
 
    Gino opens the next video. “Look, there she is taking another one, man. She fuckin’ swallows like four loads in a row.” Gino clicks his phone off after showing a third video, the one with Ray filming from his point of view and Sofia looking up at the camera. He clicks that video off before she starts talking and saying how much she liked it from Ray – something that embarrasses Gino a little. 
 
    “Man, that’s intense,” Mick says. “Sofia’s hot too. She seems so willing, man. It’s like it wouldn’t be hard to get onto her, huh?” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess,” Gino says, drawing a big breath. “I dunno why I’m lettin’ it happen though, dude. I sorta hope this construction guy does fuck her today. I know he’s gonna do her later, in his bed or whatever.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know what ya mean. It’s agony but a huge rush too, eh? I laid awake all night waitin’ for Trace to come home. Never slept a wink. Just laid there imagining her being fucked by the guy she was with.” Mick takes his phone from his pocket. “She just text me and said she was going to his cabin for a drink at first. Then she text again a couple hours later.” He shows Gino the text. 
 
    Tracy: I hope you really meant it Mick because it just happened. I’m in his bed and he’s kissing my back and shoulders and he’s already hard again. 
 
    Gino swipes at the screen. “And that’s it?” 
 
    Mick huffs a breath and takes back the phone. “It’s something we do. She loves getting her back and shoulders kissed.” 
 
    “Oh right. And then she stayed all night, huh? I dunno if I’d like Sofe stayin’ all night with another dude.” 
 
    “I know – it’s not what we talked about either. It just happened that way, man. It’s like once it starts, it’s hard to keep any control. These other guys want what they want and, with Trace at least, she doesn’t want to deny them and I have to kind of accept that a bit.” Mick turns up his hands. “I don’t even like the guy who fucked her last night. I wanted her to wait and find someone else, but she went off with him anyway, and ended up letting him fuck her before she even told me she was gonna.” 
 
    “Yeah, dude, but she text ya about goin’ to his cabin for drinks,” Gino points out. “Didn’t ya know what’d happen?” 
 
    “Well yeah, course,” Mick shrugs. “I know I could have told her to come home, but like I said – painful but a huge rush too.” 
 
    The two men lapse into silence. Gino looks down at the gateway where his wife vanished a while ago now. His gut and chest tighten at the thought of what she’s doing, and whether she’s at the building site yet. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 17 
 
      
 
    Sofia bites down on her grin as she peers around at all the men. She has stopped in front of a bunch of them sitting on a pile of timber. There are eight of them lined up along it eating their lunch – Dillon there in the middle. 
 
    “That’s it, keep your leg bent up, sweetheart. Let’s have a look,” he says to her. 
 
    Sofia has a foot on the ground and the other on a pedal. She originally stopped with that pedal at its lowest point, but has rolled the bike forward and raised it, bending her leg up and showing the men her pussy.  
 
    Another man who she passed a moment ago approaches with his head tilted down, looking at her split over the bicycle seat. “Aw yeah, that’s fuckin’ sweet, darlin’,” he says, raising a chorus of chuckles and appreciative groans from the other men. 
 
    “Out the fuckin’ way, old man. You couldn’t even get it up to fuck her I bet,” one of them calls out to him. It’s a younger guy, rubber-necking to see around where the older one has stopped in front of Sofia. She smiles at the younger one and follows his gaze down to her pussy. She touches the skirt of her dress, pressing it against her belly so she can see more clearly what she’s showing the men, and peers back up at the young guy. 
 
    “That’s it, babe, show us,” Dillon says, and she blushes at him. “Lift up your dress. Show us what you brought us for lunch, eh?” 
 
    “Mmm, but it’s embarrassing,” Sofia utters and looks along the line of expectant faces. 
 
    The older one who just arrived walks around her. She turns her head, following him. Two buttons are undone on her dress and it’s gaping open. He stops behind her and looks over her shoulder and down her front. She looks down her front too, taking a breath and scrunching her shoulders a little. 
 
    “Help her out, old fart. Lift her dress off for us,” Dillon commands. 
 
    Sofia looks to the older man. He’s grey-bearded and has thick fingers and dirty hands. She takes a breath and holds it as he pinches the fabric of her dress at her hips and pulls it up. 
 
    “All the way off!” the man next to Dillon calls out. Then a chorus of men call, “Off, off, off.” 
 
    “Is that all right, love?” the older man asks quietly. 
 
    Sofia nods. “Yes,” she answers, and she lifts her arms while he strips her dress off and the row of men are muttering in agreement and cheering at her. 
 
    The man carefully folds her dress and puts it in the basket on the front of her bicycle. Sofia’s breasts shudder as she breathes. Her nipples are tight, her skin covered in goose-bumps. The men are all whistling and calling stuff out at her in appreciation. It’s just sound, seemingly inside her head, as she peers back and forth along the line of them. She’s feeling dazed, but it occurs to her to do what she did with her husband, and she starts riding around in a circle in front of the men, who continue to cheer her on. 
 
    Sofia is even more aware of the horn at the front of the bicycle seat bumping her clit now that she’s riding on grass, which is uneven and causing the bike to jolt and her breasts to bounce and jiggle. She squirms down on the padded ridge of plastic, splitting her pussy lips over it. She’s slick and the seat is slippery from her juices. She continues riding around in circles, smiling at the men all gawking at her tits or staring at where she’s being split over the bicycle seat. 
 
    One of the men steps forward with a spanner in his hand and stops her. “Just lemme fix this,” he says to her, as she puts her feet on the ground, lifting her pussy off the seat. He adjusts something beneath it, his bare arm muscles rippling right next to her. She wants those strong arms around her, pulling her close to his tight, naked body, she dreams. He pushes down on the broad saddle part of the seat at the back and lifts the long, narrow horn up at the front. Then he tightens the adjustment, fixing it in position. “There – that’s better,” he says, and he holds the bike steady while she gets back up on the seat. 
 
    Sofia stands on the pedals and lowers carefully onto the now upward-angled horn. It splits her open and pokes into her a little. “Fuck yes,” several of the men groan as they all watch her spell-bound. The man with the rippling arms is still holding her bike steady for her. 
 
    Sofia lifts a little and rolls her hips forward then lowers more directly onto the protruding horn. “Uhh..hhhmm...,” she moans as it crushes her clit, making her squirm side to side, rubbing into herself while the men urge her on and crane their necks to get a closer look at what she’s doing. “Uhh..hh..hhh…,” she moans some more and continues to grind hard on the narrow ridge of the bicycle seat. She grips the arm of the man beside her for balance. She has her feet on the ground now and the man is lifting the front of the bike to raise the angle of the seat and help her work it inside her vagina. “Uhh..hhh!” Sofia cries as another of the men approach and she is lifted by the two of them, their arms around her back and their shoulders beneath hers. She is on her tiptoes to touch the ground now and they have the front of the bike raised to a point the seat is completely upright. 
 
    “Ahh..hh.mhhm,” Sofia moans uncontrollably as she eases down onto the horn of her bicycle. It penetrates directly up into her and splits her open. She clings to the arms of the two muscle-men and wiggles down as far as she can. Another man is suddenly behind her, gripping beneath her bottom. He lifts her and lowers her again, the three men fucking her with the seat while the others crowd around closer, watching, enjoying the show. 
 
    Sofia relaxes onto the men, her legs hanging limp and the powerful arms around her back holding her weight easily while the young guy behind her guides her up and down on the softly rounded plastic shaft. They have only a few inches of it penetrating her, but enough to force open her vagina and stretch her labia tight, her swollen clit exposed from it’s protective hood. 
 
    The grey-bearded man touches her clit with his thick finger. “Uhh..hhh…,” she moans as a surge of tingles swarm through her belly. “Uhhh..mnhh..,” she cries as he starts rubbing her clit harder. She glances down at what he’s doing. “Uhh..hh…you’re going to make me cum doing that,” she pleads. There are hands groping her tits and the bicycle seat is probing deeper inside her. The young guy behind her is virtually bouncing her on the makeshift dildo. The older one working her clit has her orgasm rising quickly. “Uhh…hhh..AAH,” she cries out as her belly clenches and her vagina contracts around the thing penetrating it. The men hold her while she squirms and wiggles, mashing her split open pussy and throbbing clit on the bicycle seat. They all cheer and mutter their excitement as her orgasm peaks and gradually subsides, leaving her limp as she is lifted up while the bike is removed from beneath her. 
 
    Dillon steps forward and grabs her arm. “Okay, show’s over!” he tells all the other men. 
 
    Some of them immediately pick up lunch boxes and take off, rubbing themselves through their work pants. Others stay, but just watch on as Dillon leads Sofia around behind the stack of timber to a portable office building. He lifts her up and backs in through the narrow door. There’s a desk cluttered with papers and electronic gear.  
 
    Dillon sits Sofia on the desk, pushing stuff away from behind her. “You need this, baby,” he says to her while ripping open his trousers and pushing them down. “Just a quick one now, and I’ll make it up to you in bed tonight,” he goes on, fisting a huge erection and wiping the swollen head of it through Sofia’s dripping pussy lips. 
 
    “Ahh..hh…” Sofia cries as he surges into her, splitting her wide open again and hurting her deep inside. 
 
    “Yeah you fuckin’ need it, baby. That’s so fuckin’ tight,” he growls as he pulls back and surges into her again. 
 
    “Ahh…ahh..hhh,” she cries out. “Oww, it’s too big. Wait.. Ahhh..hhh!” 
 
    “Oh, fuck yes,” the guy groans into her hair as he pulls back and eases in slightly slower this time, yet forcing his cock even deeper. “Oh yeah, that’s the way, just take it, baby.” 
 
    “Uh huh… uhh..hh…” Sofia begins to moan as the pain subsides and the feeling of being so completely filled has her belly tingling and her eyes wide and fixed upon the still-open office door – fixed upon the face of the man she met the previous day – the big muscly blonde one. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he growls. 
 
    “Oh! Shit!” Dillon pulls his cock out of Sofia and spins around, holding it and reaching awkwardly for his pants. “Hey, boss – um... Fuck. I thought you were gone for the day.” 
 
    “What the fuck?” Carlton says again. “This is how you earn my money is it, Dillon? Having sex on MY time and in MY office!” 
 
    “Aw fuck, boss. It’s not like... I mean it just fuckin’ happened and there was nowhere else.” 
 
    “Sofia. Hey,” Carlton says, edging past her and giving the tiniest smile and wink. He’s stands between her and Dillon, and faces the other man. “Go on – fuck off back to work. I’ll finish up here.” 
 
    “Huh?” Dillon grunts, and he looks beyond Carlton’s shoulder to Sofia. 
 
    Sofia is sitting up with her legs crossed and her arms folded across her breasts. She can still feel how deeply her vagina has just been penetrated. It’s throbbing. The way the two men are facing off over her has her entire body flushed and tingling. 
 
    “You’re on the clock, man. Get back to work or pack your shit and fuck off outta here,” Carlton says, cool, calm and collected. 
 
    Dillon stares back at his boss. He glances at Sofia again then looks back at the other man. He shakes his head. “This is fucked, Carlton.” 
 
    Carlton shrugs. “So, I’ll have your pay made up then?” 
 
    Dillon huffs and rolls his eyes. He looks to Sofia again. “Are you okay, Sofe? I gotta go, eh!” 
 
    Sofia swallows and nods. “I’ll be okay, thank you.” 
 
    Dillon backs out the door, still staring at his boss. As soon as he’s gone, Carlton closes the door and turns to Sofia. He looks down and up her body, touches her knee and shifts it from being crossed over the other one. He grins and strokes her arm. “It’s okay, just relax.” 
 
    Sofia allows him to lower one of her arms. She moves the other one as well, her breasts jiggling as she takes a breath. “Are you going to have me now instead?” 
 
    “Yes,” the guy says and he presses inside one of her thighs. “Did he cum in you?” 
 
    Sofia shakes her head. She swallows, unsure of what to say. “I’m not actually on birth control. I was going to tell him but he was already inside me.” 
 
    Carlton nods. He’s undoing his pants. “So there’s a risk of getting you pregnant right now?”  
 
    He pulls out his cock. Sofia looks at it. It’s not as long as the other man’s but it appears at least as thick, possibly thicker. 
 
    “Um... maybe.” She swallows again. “I’m not sure. My husband has been trying to get me pregnant for a while now.” 
 
    Carlton rubs the head of his cock through Sofia’s dripping gash. He rocks forward and inserts the head, stretching her labia and opening her vagina. “Well, that’s something I can help your husband with if you like, Sofia.” He presses forward some more, inserting half his length, then he pulls back and rocks forward again. 
 
    “Uhh..hh.. that’s so huge,” Sofia utters, staring down at where she’s being penetrated again. “Uhh…mmm…,” she moans as he pulls back and slides in deeper, forcing her vagina wider open and filling it. He grips the insides of her knees and pushes her legs apart and upwards. He pulls back then rocks forward again, forcing his cock all the way up her. “Ahh..huh…,” Sofia cries but he pulls back and surges into her again. 
 
    “I’ve got something better than a bicycle seat for you to ride, Sofia. I want you to come up to the club tonight. I’ll be waiting for you.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sofia utters. “Uhh..hh..hh…,” she moans as the guy grips her hips and starts surging in and out of her. She’s arching back holding the edges of the desk. Her breasts are bouncing wildly as her body is jolted by each of his powerful thrusts.  “Uhh..hhmm..mhh.. she moans through clenched lips as her vagina contracts and squeezes the thick shaft inside of it. 
 
    “That’s it, suck on it. Oh that’s so fucking tight.” 
 
    “Mmnn..hhuhh... you’re so big inside me.” Sofia looks down at where she’s being split open. The guy pulls slowly back and her pussy lips grip his cock and stretch with it. “Oooh you’re so huge,” she tells him, peering up at his face then back down at their coupling. 
 
    “Yeah and you’ve got me right on edge, Sofia. My balls are ready to burst, they’re so full.” 
 
    “Uh huh..?” Sofia utters. “Are they really?” 
 
    He sinks into her again and gives a few short thrusts. “Yeah, and I don’t have any trouble getting women pregnant. I know that for a fact.” He gives another few short thrusts and grinds firmly against her. “Oh fuck that’s close.” 
 
    Sofia swallows hard. “I really don’t know if I’m safe though, Carlton. I’m in the middle of my cycle, so unless you really want to try and get me...?” 
 
    He pulls back and thumps against her. He does it again and again, and then holds firm with that final thrust while his cock throbs and powerful bursts of cum spurt against Sofia’s cervix. He’s smiling at her. “Feel that?” 
 
    Sofia nods, biting her lip. 
 
    “You sure Dillon didn’t cum in you?” 
 
    Sofia shakes her head. “You stopped him from doing it.” 
 
    “Good.” Carlton pulls back then grinds into Sofia again. He’s still fully erect, his cock still softly throbbing. “I’ve got a special plan for you tonight, so I don’t want you letting anyone else inside you. Other than your husband of course.” 
 
    “Hmm, but what’s this special plan? Is it like those videos on your website?” 
 
    “I’ll be taking you down to my play room.” Carlton pulls back until the broad head of his cock stretches Sofia’s labia and emerges from inside of her. “We might see if there’s something you’d like to try, but my plan is to fill this slick little tunnel up with more of my cum.” He sinks his cock back in her. “We want to get a couple more nice, thick loads in, don’t we.” 
 
    “Uhh..hh…mmm,” Sofia moans, and she grinds her stretched open gash over the base of the huge cock inside of it. 
 
    “Yeah, you like that idea, don’t you, Sofia?” 
 
    “Uh huh, I do. I want your sperm loads, Carlton.” 
 
    “Yeah?” the guy taunts and thrusts once more. 
 
    “Uhh..hhh..” Sofia moans. “Mmnn I just want a baby. I want someone to get me pregnant. Uhh..hhh..uh,” she pants as her orgasm reignites and clenches her pussy around the hard cock still balls deep inside of her. 
 
    “Yes, that’s the way, draw that sperm into your womb, SofiaKitten. That’s where you need it.” 
 
    “Uh huh, that’s where I need it,” Sofia echoes. “I need it live, swimming up to my womb. Mmmm, thank you, Carlton. Thank you so much for this.” 
 
    He slowly withdraws his cock and pulls up his trousers. “There, that’s enough for now. I’ll save this next load for tonight.” He looks around. “Where’s your dress?” 
 
    “Um, it was in the basket on my bike.” 
 
    Carlton goes outside and returns with the dress. Sofia pulls it on. She is driven in his Jeep back through the adult’s section and dropped off at her cabin. Carlton lifts her bike from the tray of the Jeep and places it beside her. He walks back around to his door but turns to look at two Asian men walking down the road towards them. He smiles at Sofia. “Why don’t you hop on the bike and let them have a look at you?” 
 
    “Um…,” Sofia smiles through her blush. She looks at the seat, still angled upward at the front. 
 
    “That looks interesting,” Carlton says. “The boys did that, huh?” 
 
    “Yes.” Sofia swallows and takes a breath. She steps through the bike and lifts up onto the seat. The two men have slowed and veered across to her side of the road. They’re talking to each other in what sounds like Japanese. Sofia lifts a foot to the upper pedal and the skirt of her dress stretches across her thighs and upward. The two men mutter excitedly and approach, craning their necks to glare at her pussy. 
 
    “Let them have a look,” Carlton says. 
 
    Sofia blushes deeper and bites down on her lip. She slides forward then grinds down as she wiggles back, allowing the thin horn of the seat to open her. The two men nudge each other, muttering even more excitedly. “Mmnhh…,” Sofia moans through her teeth as she rolls her pelvis and slides back and forth. She peers from the two men to Carlton then back to the men. One of them is feeling his cock through his pants, the other has his out and is stroking it. Sofia keeps sliding back and forth on the bicycle seat. 
 
    “Keep going,” Carlton instructs her as he walks back around the Jeep and approaches behind her. “Show ‘em your tits, baby. Lift up that dress,” he says to her. 
 
    Sofia pulls her dress up to her neck. The two men groan and edge in closer. She grinds back and forth, the seat wet with her juices. “Up! Up!” One of the men says urgently and Sofia lifts from the bicycle seat just as he aims his fat little dick at it and grunts as it pulses with several thick slurps of semen. “Uuh… Hiro,” he grunts and his friend shuffles in close and squeezes off his exposed cockhead, adding several jelly-like globs of cum to the puddle on Sofia’s bicycle seat. 
 
    “You sit,” the first of the little Japanese men says and he produces a wad of cash from his pocket, peeling off two hundreds and offering them to Sofia. 
 
    Sofia looks to Carlton. His face is stern, his blue eyes with a tiny hint of dare in them. Sofia looks back at the two Japanese men. Her heart is thumping as she accepts the cash and takes hold of the bicycle hand grip. She lifts her leg up to straddle the seat from behind, placing her foot back on the upper pedal, and she lowers to sit directly on the gooey puddle of semen. “Mmnh…,” she moans a little as she feels the cum wetting her crotch and the seat splitting her. “Uhnn…,” she moans some more and she lifts and watches the thick goo string from the seat to drip from her open slit. “Mmm that’s so disgusting,” she utters and she sits and squirms on the seat, rolling her pelvis to slide back and forth while the two Japanese men mutter and point excitedly. 
 
    A woman and teen girl appear from up the road and the Japanese men look around anxiously. Sofia pulls her dress down to cover herself. The two men shuffle along, bowing and smiling back at her.  
 
    Carlton gives her a smile and wink as he returns to the Jeep and gets in the driver’s seat, nodding hello to the woman and girl as they stroll past. He looks to Sofia again. “Wes is going to ask your husband to bring you up to the nightclub tonight for a few drinks. I’ll be there too. We’ll be leaving your husband with the big boss and going to check out my play room. Just so you know.” 
 
    “Okay,” Sofia agrees, although the man wasn’t asking, he was simply telling her what’s going to happen, the power and confidence in his command almost sending her over the edge and back into orgasm right there on the footpath, with the cummed-on bicycle seat still splitting her open. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 18 
 
      
 
    Sofia leans her bicycle against the edge of the steps and walks up onto the veranda of their holiday cabin. Between her legs she is soaked, her pussy pasted with semen. She looks inside to see her husband snoring on the lounge holding an empty beer bottle on his belly. She sneaks past him into the bathroom, turning on the shower and luxuriating under the warm water. She wets her long dark hair and enjoys the feel of the warmth enveloping her skin, cleansing her of the scent of the men she has been with. She soaps up a wash cloth and cleans her inner thighs, washing the semen from her split-open pussy. 
 
    Sofia dries off and goes to the bedroom. She pulls on a strapless tube dress, remaining bare beneath it and tugging at it in the mirror to just cover her nipples and pussy. She returns to the living room and carefully lifts the beer bottle from her husband’s hand, placing it with three other empties and a torn open six-pack wrapper on the coffee table. She goes to the kitchenette and makes a cup of tea to take out onto the veranda where she sits in the warm mid-afternoon sun. 
 
    She sips her tea and puts the cup down on the wrought iron table, resting back, putting her feet up on the seat of another cushioned chair. She places a hand upon her belly, taking a breath and smiling to herself contentedly. 
 
    Sofia has been trying to get pregnant for over six months. She knows her cycle well and that right now is her peak time, approaching ovulation. She isn’t sure exactly which day she will ovulate but is confident it will be well within the next week. She runs her fingers down and back up through her trimmed little patch of hair, and presses her hand to her belly again and smiles at the thought of there being, what felt like, a large ejaculation of semen inside of her. 
 
    Her husband, Gino, has a dark Italian complexion, as has Sofia. The man she has just allowed to service her is a tall, blond adonis with baby-blue eyes. Her blush wells up and she bites down on a little grin at the thought of being pregnant with a blue-eyed, blond baby. She has flashbacks of the man close to her, breathing in her ear, kissing her passionately with those gorgeous full, soft, juicy warm lips. 
 
    “Hey, Sofe, watcha doin’?” a familiar voice calls from the kitchenette window of the cabin facing hers. It’s her husband’s mate. 
 
    “Hi, Ray. Not much. I thought you and Lachie were out on the lake all day today.” 
 
    “Nah, we went out for a while but it’s pretty fuckin’ borin’ with no chicks.” 
 
    Sofia giggles. “Well you should have brought some, shouldn’t you?” 
 
    Ray chuckles along. “I been doin’ okay so far. Might head back over to Bailey’s Beach this arvo. Wanna come?” 
 
    “Hmm, think I might pass this time. I better hang round and see if Gino wants to do anything.” 
 
    “Aw yeah. So where is he anyway?” 
 
    “Inside having a nap.” 
 
    Ray leaves his window and comes out onto his veranda. “Sleepin’ again, huh?” he says and cranes his neck to get a better look at Sofia. She stretches down the hem of her dress but he’s smiling already and walks down his wooden steps, across the double driveway and up her steps. 
 
    “Hey you!” she challenges him. 
 
    He peeps in through the door, where Gino is visible still sleeping on the lounge. Then he smiles at Sofia again and approaches, sitting beside her. “That’s a cute dress,” he says. 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    He tilts his head to look between her legs. Sofia still has her legs bent up resting on the other chair. Her thighs are together but they’re slender and the skirt of her dress is too short. 
 
    “That looks invitin’,” Ray says. “Did ya shave it more?” 
 
    “No,” Sofia utters, rubbing down her outer thighs. 
 
    Ray tilts his head down further. Sofia parts her knees a little for him as she checks over her shoulder to her husband. Ray touches her knee. She allows him to open her legs wider. He’s squeezing his cock through his shorts. 
 
    Sofia swallows hard and takes a breath. “Do you have a condom, Ray?” 
 
    He meets her eyes, his eyebrows shoot up and his jaw sags. He nods without saying anything. 
 
    “If I let you, it won’t mean anything, right?” 
 
    “Right! Sure!” He gulps and nods some more. “It won’t mean nuthin, Sofe. It’ll just be straight sex and won’t mean nuthin at all.” 
 
    Sofia shrugs a little. “Do you want to right now? Quickly before Gino wakes up?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah, I wanna! Jeez, Sofe, what a question!” 
 
    He tries rubbing down her inner thigh but she catches his hand and glares at him. 
 
    “Not here! At least take me to wherever your bed is over there. And it better be clean!” 
 
    “Aw fuck,” the guy groans under his breath while gawking in through the door at Gino still snoring. He takes Sofia’s hand.  His touch sends her body alight with tingles of naughtiness and excitement as he leads her across to his cabin. 
 
    “But we have to be quick!” she tells him again. 
 
    He pulls her in through the open door and across the living room to the main bedroom. 
 
    “Fuck yeah, I can be quick. I’ve had a fucking hard on for ya for five fucking years, Sofe.” 
 
    He pushes her back on his unmade bed. She giggles. He tosses his t-shirt away and rips at his shorts, wriggling out of them and his jocks while Sofia waits resting back on her elbows with her legs bent up together. 
 
    “Condom!” she reminds him, opening and closing her knees teasingly.   
 
    With his stiff cock in his fist, he kneels and stares at her pussy while he reaches to the cabinet beside the bed, grabbing a string of foil packs from the top drawer. He bites one open and extracts the condom. Sofia watches with her heart pounding while he rolls it on. 
 
    “Aw fuck,” he groans as he turns his attention to her and grabs her knees, pushing them up to her shoulders. 
 
    Sofia lets him part them. She lies back and relaxes her legs completely, allowing her husband’s mate to spread her open. He gives her pussy a quick lick then gets over her with his cock in his fist again, positioning the head. She takes a breath and braces. He inserts the head and releases his shaft, lying down more fully on top of her and rolling his hips to surge into her. 
 
    “Aw fuck yeah,” he groans into her hair. “Aw that’s so fuckin’ wet, Sofe. You’re so fuckin’ wet and tight.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sofia utters. “Do you like that? Is it nice?” she goes on, contracting her pelvic floor muscles and squeezing his cock with her vagina. Ray’s cock is thicker than her husband’s, making it possible for her to squeeze him quite firmly as he continues rolling his hips and surging in and out of her. 
 
    “Aah fuck, I’m gonna blow,” Ray groans anxiously. 
 
    “It’s okay, just cum,” Sofia tells him, and she turns to look across at the doorway where his younger mate Lachlan is standing with his eyes wide and his mouth gaping. 
 
    “Aren’t you gonna cum too?” Ray asks, grinding hard into Sofia. 
 
    “No, it’s okay, just finish in me,” Sofia breathes into his ear, giving it a flick with her tongue. “Just fuck me, Ray,” she adds more vocally while holding the gaze of his younger friend. 
 
    “Aw fuck,” Ray groans and starts pounding into her. Sofia has her legs spread as wide as she can, clinging to his back with her ankles on his backside. He’s thumping against her crotch, his cock spearing into her and his heavy balls slapping against her anus. He pounds into her one last time and holds firm, every muscle in his body taut and quivering as his cock throbs powerfully and he lets out a low, huffing grunt. 
 
    “Uhh..huh..huhh..” Sofia utters as she does go into orgasm, the contraction of her pelvic muscles involuntary now, and her belly alight with the thrill of being fucked in front of someone. 
 
    Lachlan is standing there shaking his head. “Damn it, Ray. What the fuck?” he groans. 
 
    Ray lifts a little and looks back over his shoulder, grinning like a Cheshire cat. “Hey, bro, just gettin’ some from Sofe! You wanna get your pecker out and show her!” 
 
    “Ray!” Sofia scolds, pushing at him. 
 
    He chuckles and pulls out of her, carefully holding the condom in place. 
 
    “But what about Gino, man? What the fuck?” Lachlan goes on. 
 
    “Nah, man, he’ll be cool, don’t worry,” Ray tells his buddy. “He knows I wanted to fuck ya, Sofe, we kinda talked about it.” 
 
    Sofia doesn’t answer. She watches the two guys, one laughing the other angry, as Ray pulls on his shorts and teases Lachlan, waving the condom at him on his way past. Lachlan follows a few steps after Ray but edges back to the doorway when the bathroom door closes. He looks up from shaking his head some more. “But what about Gino, Sofe? This is fucked up.” 
 
    Sofia is biting her lip, blushing to herself. She watches the younger guy picking at the doorframe and still shaking his head. She waits a moment until he looks at her again. She’s lying back propped on her elbows with her dress still covering her nipples. She watches the guy’s face while she parts her legs slightly. His eyes widen. His face reddens. Sofia spreads her legs wide open and pulls her dress slowly down to her waist. She lies back and raises her arms above her head, twisting her hands and wrists together. The guy looks up from her pussy to meet her eyes. “Do you want to fuck me too?” she asks him sweetly. 
 
    He gulps. His face goes redder. He squeezes the bulge in his shorts. 
 
    “You have to use one of those condoms,” Sofia tells him. 
 
    “But, Sofe!” 
 
    “But nothing, Lachie. Just come and do it to me. Just quickly before I have to go!” 
 
    “Aw, this is so fucked up,” the guy mutters as he kneels on the bed. He picks up the pack of condoms. Sofia rubs his cock with her foot. He frees it and rolls on the latex sheath. Sofia pushes his pants down his thighs, still with her foot while she bites down on her grin watching the worried look on his face. 
 
    Lachlan’s penis is a bit shorter and not as thick as Ray’s. He lies down on Sofia and she guides it into her slick tunnel. He stabs at her, jerking his hips. He lies heavily, completely covering her, and crushes her to his body and starts pounding into her. 
 
    Sofia digs her nails into his back and holds on. He goes at her like a jack-hammer and has her orgasm rising fast and on edge again. “Uhh..hh...” she pants. “Ooh yeah… huum..mmnh…” she moans, biting into the guy’s shoulder and arching up to grind her split open vagina over the base of his pulsing shaft. He’s jammed deep inside of her and has muscled up far more powerfully than his older friend. He’s absolutely crushing Sofia to his chest and his cock is like an iron bar she’s impaled upon. 
 
    The guy cums in her silently. Her orgasm ebbs away and his body relaxes. She strokes his back. “Are you okay, Lachie?” 
 
    He lifts slightly, enough for her to breathe, and he takes a breath himself. He strokes hair from her face and seeks her mouth, kissing her softly. She responds and he deepens the kiss. She allows that for a moment then turns away. “You’re so heavy on top of me like this,” she says. His cock has firmed again. He rolls his hips and spears into her. “Um, Lachie! Be careful with that condom. You can’t just keep doing it.” 
 
    He pulls back. She guides him out, keeping the condom in place. 
 
    He rolls onto his side, watching her as she pulls her dress up to cover her breasts and down to cover her pussy. “I love you, Sofe,” he says to her. 
 
    “What?” Sofia gulps. “Lachie! No! You don’t love me. Don’t be silly.” 
 
    “But I do. I don’t know why you have to let fucking Ray get away with his shit with you all the time now.” 
 
    Sofia shakes her head, taken aback. “This is just silly, Lachie. I’m a married woman. You can’t…” She huffs a breath. “This is just because you broke up with Maria. You don’t really love me, you’re just reacting.” 
 
    The guy lies there watching her get up off the bed and straighten her dress. “I can’t help the way I feel, Sofe. I’ve always loved ya, you know?” 
 
    “Lachie, I’m happily married. Doing this isn’t about that. We’re just having fun with it. Gino’s into this as much as I am, and it’s something we’re doing together. As a happily married couple!” 
 
    “Yeah, well it’s fucked up then,” Lachlan shoots back. “You’re so fucking beautiful, Sofe. If you were with me none of this shit’d be happenin’, I can tell ya that much!” 
 
    Sofia decides to try a smile. “Well, lucky for you, Gino doesn’t mind sharing, hey?” 
 
    The younger man rolls his eyes. “But fuck, Sofe!” 
 
    Sofia giggles and motions to his still erect cock. “Put on a fresh condom and I’ll hop on. Either that or keep complaining and I’ll go and see where Ray has gone instead.” 
 
    “Aw fuck! Seriously?” 
 
    Sofia nods. She kneels on the bed and crawls to the guy. “You can come see me at home sometimes too, if you want.” She kisses him. “Do you want to keep fucking me or do you want to get all silly and romantic? One or the other..?” She squeezes his bare cock. “You pick, Lachie.” 
 
    “Easy question,” Ray says from the bedroom doorway. “How about a spit-roast, Sofe? Suck Lachie’s cock and I’ll fuck ya from behind, eh?” 
 
    “Mmm that sounds like fun,” Sofia says back over her shoulder. “Or could you do something I’ve been thinking about instead?” She gets up on her hands and knees at the edge of the bed, with her feet apart. “You can have me without condoms but don’t cum in me, okay?” Sofia looks to Lachlan. “But it has to be both of you, and I want you to keep swapping.” She looks to Ray as well, her blush intensifying as her thoughts descend into pure lust. She tilts her pelvis and shows them what she’s offering. “I want you to have turns on me, seeing how close you can get without blowing. Then when you can’t hold back anymore, pull out and cum all over my back, okay?” 
 
    “Aw fuck yeah!” Ray groans as he stands between her feet with his stiff cock in his fist again. “You’re up next, bro. Get yourself ready,” he tells his friend, and he moves in close behind Sofia and wipes his cock up through her slit. 
 
    Lachlan is next to him squeezing his cock. “This is so fucked up, Sofe!” he mutters, stroking himself. 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sofia utters. “Uhh..hhh..hmm,” she moans as Ray sinks his cock into her and thumps against her bottom. She glances back over her shoulder at her husband’s mates. “Just don’t cum in me, okay? Have turns riding me but make sure you pull out. Uhh..huuh..hmmh… like that.. Uhh..hh fuck me…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 19 
 
      
 
    Gino rubs at his bald head. He yawns and stretches, looking around the room and wondering what time of day it is. He sits up on the lounge and pulls his t-shirt down to cover his belly. His brain is struggling to get a grip, he notices the beer bottles in front of him, then thoughts of his wife begin to clarify. He wonders if she’s back yet or still over at the construction site with the worker guys she went to visit. 
 
    Gino gets up and checks the bedroom then the bathroom, where he finds the yellow dress Sofia was wearing. He picks it up from the top of a cane wash basket and sniffs it. It smells nice like she does. He feels all over for any evidence of what he can only imagine might have happened. He finds the back of the skirt damp and sticky to touch. He rubs his fingers together and sniffs them but can’t detect any particular smell. 
 
    He uses the toilet then has a wash and splashes cool water over his head. He ends up looking at himself in the mirror. “What the fuck are ya doin’, man?” he asks himself aloud. “Your wife’s out there somewhere gettin’ her brains fucked out and your sittin’ round fucking lettin’ it happen!” Gino grunts and turns away from his reflection. “Fuck me!” he chastises himself and has to adjust his sudden erection aside in his shorts. He flops back on the lounge and squeezes it against a powerful throb of excitement with the mental picture of his wife being pounded by the huge tattooed tradie guy who said he was going to fuck her. 
 
    Gino grips his head and shakes off the images flashing through his alcohol-hazed mind. He gets up and grabs his wallet, noticing Sofia’s bicycle leaning against the stairs on his way down. He strides up to the family pool area and to the kiosk where he’s been getting his chips and gravy from. He buys a large serve and sits at one of the pool-side tables to eat and watch the girls in bikinis.  
 
    “Hey, Gino!” his friend Mick calls out. He’s approaching from around the other side of the pool with a young guy. Mick sits across the table from Gino. The young guy goes to the kiosk. 
 
    “Hey, man. Who’s the kid?” 
 
    “His name’s Phil. He’s staying in one of the cabins over near us.” Mick leans close and talks behind his hand. “You should see his wife, man, she is fucking incredible, don’t know how the hell he managed to score her!” 
 
    Gino looks around. “Is she here somewhere?” 
 
    Mick chuckles. “Nope. The kid’s got the same problem as me ‘n’ you, man. His wife’s out with some other dude. She got hit on at the nightclub here last night, left Phil lookin’ for her while she was out the back gettin’ nailed by this old dude, well, he’s about our age, bit older.” 
 
    “Oh fuck. And Phil didn’t even know about it?” Gino asks, looking around at the young guy being served. 
 
    “Nope. They’ve only been married a couple months or somethin’, still a young bride, and this older guy’s got her again today, took her out on the lake with a couple of his friends and they’ve been gone for hours.” 
 
    “Huh! I fucking know how that feels,” Gino scoffs. “Tell me about it, hey!” 
 
    “Yeah, me too,” Mick agrees. “It’s gotta be tough on the young fella, though. It sounds like the old dude’s offered her a job and to move them to the city. The other two dudes are investors in his firm or something. The girl told young Phil all about what happened at the nightclub, and they both decided she should go out on the boat today. 
 
    Gino looks over and sees the guy, Phil, has walked away from the kiosk and is talking on his phone. “That’s probably his wife now. He’s been waitin’ for her to call,” Mick says. Phil runs a hand through his hair, his head bowed. He talks for another minute or so then pockets his phone and puts his hand over his mouth. “Uh oh, that doesn’t look good,” Mick goes on. He gets up and approaches the young guy. They talk for a moment then Mick brings him to the table. “This is Gino. We’re all goin’ through this, Phil. Gino’s wife is with some other dude, too.” 
 
    “Hi,” Phil offers Gino with a nod, as him and Mick sit down opposite. 
 
    “Hey, man. So what’s happenin’ with ya wife? Was that her you were talkin’ to?” 
 
    “Yeah.” Phil swallows and takes a breath. “One of these other men has just gotten with her and the other one wants to as well.” 
 
    “One of the business dudes?” Gino asks curiously. “Like they own where your wife’s gonna be workin’?” 
 
    Phil nods. “The one guy, Adrian, he’s offered Wendy a job and he’s gonna move us into an apartment right near it in the city. Like a company apartment with really low rent ‘n’ that. So anyway, last night we went to the nightclub with him and he was mostly just dancin’ with Wendy, which was fine ‘cos we knew it was kind of sexy and open here.” Phil shrugs a little, grimacing. “Then it just kinda happened, and I couldn’t see them anymore, and when they came back from outside he already fucked her.” 
 
    “Aw shit! And ya didn’t know it was gonna happen?” Gino asks. “I mean, did you wanna let some other dude fuck ya wife when ya came here?” 
 
    “I dunno. I like other guys checking her out. I’ve always liked that,” Phil says. 
 
    “Yeah same!” Mick offers. “I wasn’t sure how far I wanted it to go with Trace either.” 
 
    “Yeah exactly,” Phil agrees. “And this Adrian dude came inside Wendy last night, and we don’t even do that ourselves.” 
 
    “Ah fuck,” Gino groans excitedly. 
 
    “I know,” the young guy goes on. “And this other dude just came inside her as well, and she said she wants to let the other one too. She said they haven’t got any rubbers and they all wanna keep fuckin’ her.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s fucking hot,” Gino groans. “This whole fucking setup’s hot, hey?” 
 
    “Damn right it is!” Mick agrees. “My wife’s gonna be fucked again tonight and yours probably is right now, Gino. And it sounds like yours is too, Phil. All of our wives are gettin’ nailed.” 
 
    “Yeah, I hope so,” Gino says. “I fucking hope Sofe is gettin’ it right now.” 
 
    Phil nods. “Yeah, Wendy said the other man was waitin’ for her to come out of the bathroom. He’s probably fucking her right now.” He gulps and huffs a breath. “We only just got married a couple of months ago, but this other dude got with her just before our wedding too, he’s her ex-boyfriend, we invited him, he had to fly from interstate. Two nights before the wedding Wendy met him for drinks at his hotel bar. I waited across the street in this café, and it was about two in the morning when Wendy came out, so I always kinda knew somethin’ had happened. Then this morning she told me the guy did actually fuck her.” 
 
    “Awesome!” Gino enthuses. “Too bad he didn’t get onto her on ya weddin’ night, hey!” 
 
    “I know. I was watching him and he had a couple of dances with her and was checkin’ her out the whole time. We’re gonna be livin’ near his parents when we move to the city. Which is where Wendy used to live when they were goin’ out.” 
 
    Mick is nodding as he listens on. “So you think your wife will want to see him again, Phil?” 
 
    “Yeah, he’s this big, fucking body builder dude. He’s twice the size of me.” 
 
    “Yeah, and chicks go for big, fuckin’ muscle dudes, hey?” Gino tosses in, all too familiar with the feeling of being dwarfed and towered over by other men, and of the way Sofia always checks them out. 
 
    “So, this construction worker is a big guy too hey, Gino?” Mick asks. “The one your wife’s with today?” he adds, including the younger guy. 
 
    “Yeah, he’s pretty well built,” Gino confirms. 
 
    “Oh right.” Phil looks to Gino. “And is he gonna fuck her?” 
 
    Gino feels his face flush. He takes a breath and nods. “I hope so.” He gulps at the thought. “I hope he’s done her already. I hope he’s fucked her good.” 
 
    Mick chuckles. “I’m sure he would’ve, the way she looked in that little dress, on her bike like that.” He nudges Gino’s shoulder. “She’s certainly offerin’ it, hey man?” 
 
    Gino nods, his face flushing hotter. “Yeah, she’s offerin’ it to any dude who wants a look, that’s for sure. And I even showed her to the worker dudes this mornin’. They said to lift her shirt up and I did it while they all watched.” 
 
    “Oh right, so they told you to, and you did it?” Phil checks curiously. 
 
    Gino shrugs. “I know, it’s fucked up, isn’t it?  I just wanted ‘em to know they can get with her if they want.” 
 
    Mick smiles. “It’s fucked up but hot, Gino. Bet it was intense for them to completely dominate ya like that and make ya offer ya wife to ‘em.” 
 
    “To dominate me?” Gino feels his face flush. 
 
    Mick holds up his hands. “Hey, we’re all in the same boat here. These other dudes have taken our women off us and are servicing them, fuckin’ them and pumpin’ ‘em full of seed, right?” Mick includes the younger man. “Well, your wife and mine have both been fully serviced now haven’t they, Phil?” 
 
    Phil nods. “Wendy’s definitely being serviced. These three dudes are all havin’ her unprotected, so they’re pumpin’ their seed in I guess.” 
 
    Mick shrugs as he looks to Gino. “And you want this construction dude to cum in Sofe when he fucks her hey, Gino? I bet she wants it from him!” 
 
    Gino nods, gulping. “Yeah, she wants it bad from him.” He feels his face flushing hot again. “And I want her to get cummed in, just like with you guys’ wives.” 
 
    “Exactly! So we just sit round like this waitin’ while these other cocks are taking what’s ours,” Mick concludes. “We’re all being dominated, aren’t we? We might as well admit we’re three cuckold husbands whose wives are being fucked by big, alpha males!” 
 
    Phil is nodding. “Yep, that’s exactly right with me. I think they all know they can get with my Wendy. They just look at her ‘n’ that, right in front of me.” 
 
    “With my wife too,” Mick agrees. “This guy would just look at me, then at her, and back at me, and he knew he could have her, end of story.” 
 
    Both men look to Gino. He huffs a breath and nods. “Yeah, guess it’s the same with me, now that we’re here doin’ this. Dudes just know they can get onto my wife too.” 
 
    “Yeah, and I like it that way, being dominated by this one dude who I don’t even like,” Mick goes on, questioning Gino. 
 
    Gino swallows hard, his face heating again. “Yeah, I like not knowin’ what they’re doing with Sofe, like when they take her into one of these cabins and I have to wait, not knowin’ if they’re fucking her.” 
 
    The three men have to end their conversation as Mick’s two children come running from the pool. He dries them off and takes them to the kiosk to get a snack. Gino finishes off his chips and young Phil spends a while texting. 
 
    Mick leaves his kids in a playground and strolls back over but doesn’t sit. “Anyway, they’ve got this special service here where you can get a topless waitress for a few hours cruisin’ round the lake. I say we forget fishin’ tomorrow and book one of those, waddya think guys?” 
 
    “Fuck yeah!” Gino agrees. “Can we get a blond?” 
 
    Mick chuckles. “Or two! Let’s see, hey?” 
 
    “I’m in,” young Phil agrees too. “How much does it cost?” 
 
    “Naa don’t worry, I’ll pay,” Mick says, grinning and winking. “I gotta go play with the kids. See ya both back here at nine in the morning.” 
 
    * 
 
    Gino strolls back to his cabin. He waves hello to his mates sitting on their veranda drinking cans of JD’s. “Hey, Gino!” Ray calls over with a big smile. Lachlan nods and looks away. 
 
    “Have you guys seen Sofe?” Gino asks from the top of his stairs. 
 
    Ray chuckles. “Just went inside, bro. Probs in the shower.” 
 
    “Oh right,” Gino says and goes inside to find the bathroom door closed and the sound of the shower running. He flops on the bed and waits for his wife. She comes from her shower wrapped in a towel and sits on the bed beside him. 
 
    She pecks his lips and is smiling sweetly. “Hello, husband!” 
 
    “Hey, Sofe.” Gino takes a breath and expels. “So, what happened? Did ya go to that building site and see all the construction dudes?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” Sofia lies down and cuddles up. “I went there and they undressed me and made me ride the bike around naked. They lifted the seat upright and made me sit on it. Then Dillon took me into the office and tried to fuck me.” 
 
    “He tried to fuck ya?” Gino’s mind whirls with the other picture in his head, Sofia naked sitting on an upright bicycle seat. 
 
    “Yes, Dillon let them all play with me for a while then he took me away and wanted to have sex with me.” 
 
    Gino gulps. “And? Did he, baby? Did he fuck ya?” 
 
    Sofia is biting down on a smile. She shakes her head. 
 
    “He didn’t fuck ya?” Gino goes on. “Waddya mean about the bicycle seat?” 
 
    “Um, they adjusted it up using a tool off one guy’s tool belt, and made me sit on it. Then they held me up off the ground and fucked me with it. But not too deep. Just a little bit inside me, which was actually nice and made me cum pretty fast.” Sofia runs a finger down Gino’s chest. “Then Dillon tried to fuck me, but that Carlton guy stopped him and he fucked me instead.” 
 
    Gino gulps again. “Aah shit! Did he?” 
 
    “Uh huh.” Sofia takes a big breath and expels. “He fucked me and came inside me, Gino.” She peers up from Gino’s chest. “Is that okay?” 
 
    Gino’s stomach and chest are tight. He swallows hard again and nods. “Yeah, that’s okay, baby.” He huffs a breath and keeps nodding. “That’s good, Sofe. I’m glad it’s happened now.” 
 
    “Uh huh, me too,” Sofia utters. “I’m glad it was him.” 
 
    “Being the one to fuck ya?” Gino asks. “Like, him and not that construction dude, ya mean?” 
 
    Sofia nods. She’s biting down on her smile again. “Hmm, I’m glad it was Carlton to actually cum in me. I made Ray and Lachie use condoms just now.” 
 
    “You made..?” Gino’s face heats with a rush of tingles exploding through him. “Ray and Lachie?” 
 
    “Uh huh, they just fucked me too, Gino. First with a condom, then without one but they pulled out and came all over me.” 
 
    “Aw fuck, Sofe!” 
 
    Sofia giggles. “Is that okay too, Gino? I know you wanted them to.” 
 
    Gino grips his bald head. His heart is thumping, his cock throbbing. He wants to throw up. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 20 
 
      
 
    There’s a knock at the door and Gino sits up to look. “Oh, it’s the boss. What the fuck’s he want?” 
 
    “Is it Wes?” Sofia checks excitedly. 
 
    “Yeah, I’ll go see what he wants. I thought we did this ‘welcome to my fucking resort’ shit the other day. Dunno why he wants to keep comin’ back when I’m supposed to be on holidays.”  
 
    “Wait,” Sofia says, grabbing her husband’s arm. 
 
    “What? Wanna just hide here and wait for him to fuck off?” Gino asks with a smile. 
 
    Sofia bites down on her lip. She grimaces excitedly. “What about letting him have a little look at me, Gino?” 
 
    “What, him? Mr Bailey?” Gino gets up for another look out the bedroom door. There’s another knock. 
 
    “Call out and say you’re coming or something,” Sofia urges. 
 
    “Yeah, just a minute,” Gino calls out to the front door. He’s frowning. “So, waddya mean ‘havin’ a look at ya’? You mean in that?” 
 
    Sofia shakes her head and rolls her eyes. “Just go and see what he wants, Gino. Just go.” 
 
    Gino turns up his hands and walks off shaking his head. Sofia waits until he’s at the door talking with his boss. She hears the invitation to join the older man for drinks at the club tonight. Sofia’s hands are shaking. She takes a big breath, undoes the towel, dropping it on the bed, and slips on some sexy heels. 
 
    Sofia’s mind is numb. The nervous tingles have abated as she walks from the bedroom completely naked and approaches the men talking at the front door. 
 
    Wes Bailey’s grey eyes widen as he looks at her, smiles and winks. Gino takes a second to turn, and by the time he does, Sofia is beside him. 
 
    “Very beautiful, love,” the older man croons. 
 
    “Thanks, Mr Bai… I mean, Wes,” Sofia replies sweetly. 
 
    “Aw, Sofe,” Gino gets out as he gulps. 
 
    “Why don’t you get Wes a beer or something,” Sofia instructs her husband. “Would you like to come in for minute?” she asks the older man. 
 
    “Yes, I’d love that,” Wes replies and nods to Gino. “Any beer would be fine, son.” 
 
    “Oh. Yeah. Right,” Gino grunts and he glares at Sofia as he turns away. 
 
    “It’s nice out here,” Wes says, holding his hand out to Sofia. “And it’s quite okay. We never house families in this area because of the naturalists right next door.” 
 
    Sofia’s blush rises as she bites down on her smile. “Okay then,” she agrees and allows the older man to take her hand and lead her out onto the veranda. He’s looking at her tits as she follows. She looks down at them then up to meet his glance. He takes her to one of the chairs, brushing a couple of leaves from the padded seat for her. Sofia stands waiting. His hand releases hers and travels down her back. He tilts his head and looks at her bottom where his hand has landed. 
 
    “Very beautiful,” he says again, his deep, authoritative voice giving her goose bumps. 
 
    Sofia turns slightly as he tilts to look more closely. She swallows. “I shaved myself a little,” she utters, peering at her husband standing in the doorway holding beers. “I noticed a lot of the other women here are all waxed down there, so I thought I’d at least trim mine for you men.” 
 
    “Yes, very nice,” Wes offers and he touches Sofia’s back. “Just lean forward a bit, love. Let’s have a look.” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sofia utters. She bends over the chair and holds the arm rests, craning to see back over her shoulder as the man behind her squeezes her bottom, pulling one cheek aside. 
 
    “Mmm, yes, very nice, love. And you’re already wet too.” Wes looks over at Gino. “She’s a natural for this, son. Look how aroused she is.” 
 
    Gino approaches and has a look in behind Sofia. She takes a breath and expels raggedly as she feels her bottom being opened with two hands. “See how much she’s lubricated herself, how she’s about to start dripping?” the older man says to her husband. “Look, she’s completely slick,” the deep voice continues, mesmerizing her. Sofia sucks in a sudden breath as she feels his fingers inserting into her slowly. 
 
    “Uhh..huh..” Sofia moans as the fingers spread her open. “Hmm..hh..” she whimpers, glancing back at the two men examining her. 
 
    “Feel inside her,” Wes tells Gino. “Feel how wet she is.” 
 
    Gino rubs Sofia’s pussy. She braces as he inserts his middle and ring fingers, using his pointer finger to apply pressure to her little glans. He knows she loves that. His boss reaches beneath her and feels her tits, squeezing one nipple softly then cupping the other and massaging gently. She turns from peering back at them and sees there are three older men watching from the driveway in front of the cabin. 
 
    “It’s okay, let them have a look,” Wes says to Gino. “Just move aside a bit so they can see.” 
 
    “Uh, like, so they can... you mean?” 
 
    “Yes, son, hold your wife’s pussy open and let them see inside of her. Look over at them, let them know it’s okay,” Wes goes on while feeling Sofia’s tits and tweaking her nipples. 
 
    Sofia waits, holding her breath to stop from moaning as the three men approach and walk up two steps. Her husband’s fingers are still inside her pussy peeling her open. Wes moves beside the chair she’s bent over. He unzips his shorts and takes out his erect cock. It’s thick and heavy looking and roped in veins, the head swollen. He leaves it levering horizontal and continues feeling Sofia’s tits while the men behind her grunt and groan amongst themselves. 
 
    “Do you mind?” one of them asks Wes. 
 
    “No, Keith. Sorry, just looking, hey!” 
 
    Sofia looks back over her shoulder to see that man raise his hands and back halfway down the steps to where the other two are standing. 
 
    “Why don’t you go ahead and take that out, son? I think your wife is more than ready for it,” Wes says to Gino. 
 
    “W-what? Right here?” Gino stutters back. He’s squeezing his cock through his shorts. 
 
    “Go ahead, it’s secluded enough here.” Wes strokes Sofia’s hair over her ear. He bends closer and whispers in her ear, his warm breath making her weak. “Do you want him to, love? Do you want these men to watch your husband fuck you?” 
 
    Sofia swallows hard. She nods at Gino. “I want them to watch,” she says as another two guys approach beside them, these two not much older than Gino. 
 
    “I’ll do her for ya if ya like, man?” one of them asks. 
 
    “No, I will,” Gino says back, his voice raspy and weak. “I’ll do it,” he goes on, meeting Sofia’s gaze. 
 
    “That’s the way, son. Good lad,” Wesley says. He’s stroking his cock. It’s throbbing now.  A glint of pre-cum catches in the sunlight. It’s right there beside Sofia’s face. She wants to take it in her mouth. Wes’s other hand is still in her hair, holding her head close. 
 
    Sofia braces as her husband moves in behind her and probes with his cock. She reaches beneath and guides him. He enters her and immediately starts humping against her bottom, his hands on her hips, her tits surging wildly back and forth. 
 
    Another two men and a woman appear beside the veranda watching on. Sofia looks from them to the cock being worked right in her face. Wesley is stroking firmly over the now bulbous and purple head. Gino is thumping against the back of Sofia’s legs, his hard cock ramming into her. She’s too aware of everything though. She’s peering around at even more people, another woman and at least five men that she can see crowded behind Gino watching him ride her. One of the men beside the veranda reaches through the timber rails and starts feeling her tits, pinching and holding her nipples as they continue to be thrust back and forth from the force of Gino pounding into her. 
 
    Gino suddenly cries out and Sofia quickly shifts forward and grabs his cock, making him spurt on her bottom and against her pussy lips. The crowd of people cheer and clap. Gino’s cock shrinks fast and he edges away from behind her, with his hand still on her back as he stands beside her. Some of the men back there groan. “Oh that’s nice,” one of them says distinctly. “Yeah creamed her good,” another young-sounding voice comments as Sofia feels her husband’s load dripping down her inner thighs. 
 
    “Are you ready for this, love?” Wesley’s grip on the back of Sofia’s head tightens and he angles her face upward. “You thirsty, sweetheart? Want a nice big drink?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sofia utters. 
 
    “Yeah fuckin’ feed it to her!” another man calls out. 
 
    “Come on, open wide,” another spectator taunts. 
 
    “Ooh, nearly there,” Wesley says, grinning and looking at Gino. “Does your wife swallow?” 
 
    Sofia turns her head a little and rolls her eyes up to meet her husband’s. She has her mouth open. The older man’s cock has touched her tongue a few times but he’s still just stroking himself. 
 
    Gino gulps and nods a little, his face and neck red. “Yeah, she swallows.” 
 
    There are more cheers and a bit of chuckling from the crowd. “Fuck yeah, here we are then,” Wes groans and positions the head of his cock on Sofia’s tongue and grips her hair, holding her head in place. He grimaces hard. His cock pulses and a spurt of cum hits the back of Sofia’s throat. The crowd cheer some more as heavy slurps of semen gush over Sofia’s tongue and flood her mouth. 
 
    “Yeah, now that’s a fucking load,” one of the men groan, rubbing his crotch. A few others join him in cheering Wesley on for the size of his ejaculate. 
 
    “That’s it, swallow it all down, love,” Wesley says, stroking Sofia’s hair now. 
 
    Sofia swallows, trying not to grimace at the powerful taste and unusual volume of the gooey stuff. She gets a cheer from the crowd and can’t help smiling to herself as she refuses to look around at them all. Wesley presses the still leaking head of his cock to her lips and she opens and takes it into her mouth, earning more cheers from the remaining crowd, most having begun to disperse. 
 
    Gino is still holding Sofia’s back, his hand gripping her and pulling at her body. Sofia keeps her eyes closed and bobs back and forth, sucking his boss’s dick. 
 
    Wesley takes his cock away and lifts her face again. “You liked that, huh?” he teases and winks at Gino. “Think your wife likes my cum, Gino. Might have to feed her some more later, what do you say?” 
 
    Sofia looks to her husband. He shrugs a little. “I guess you can if ya wanna,” he answers his boss, holding Sofia’s gaze. “She probably wants to drink more from ya while we’re here, more just like that, really fuckin’ huge loads like that one.” 
 
    Sofia blushes but stares right back at her husband. “I’d love to, while we’re here. Or if your boss called in home sometimes when you’re at work, I wouldn’t mind either.” 
 
    “Haha,” Wesley chuckles. “I knew you were a good girl the moment I laid eyes on you, love.” 
 
    Sofia leans back into a cuddle from her husband, his arms covering her breasts, his cum leaking down her leg. The crowd have all moved along, except for a few hanging around on the footpath. Wesley is fixing his pants as he walks down the stairs. “So, drinks tonight at eight?” he checks. “I’ll send a buggy to pick you up.” 
 
    “We’ll be ready!” Sofia calls after her husband’s boss, who waves back over his shoulder as he gets in his golf cart, backing out and driving away. 
 
    * 
 
    Gino walks inside the cabin and slumps on the lounge. Some of the guys approach the veranda again and Sofia turns from following Gino inside. She walks back over to the rail, giggling and returning the chat and banter. 
 
    Gino’s phone rings in the bedroom and he goes to answer it. It’s his mother. He listens to her rambling and responds distractedly. All is quiet out on the veranda. He cranes his neck to see from the bedroom then sneaks out to have a look. 
 
    The veranda is empty and there is no sign of Sofia or the guys. Gino dispenses with his mother and is about to leap down the steps and go in search of his wife when he hears a soft moan coming from around the back of the cabin. 
 
    Gino walks to the end of the veranda and peeps around the edge of the building. He sees two young, fit looking guys watching on while an older man is holding Sofia by the hair and fucking her mouth. She’s on her knees with her arms behind her back and a belt looped around them. 
 
    “Yeah ya fuckin’ love that, don’t ya?” the older guy growls. 
 
    “Uh huh…hmm..” Sofia moans. 
 
    “Yeah suck it you fuckin’ little slut,” one of the younger guys says, and Sofia’s eyes widen and roll to look up at him. 
 
    Sofia pulls back and swallows. “Stroke it and get it ready for me, please.” 
 
    The guy chuckles. “Tell me you’re a whore!” He starts feeling his cock. 
 
    “I’m a whore,” Sofia says and swallows again. “I’m a slut wife and my husband loves it,” she says, flashing a glance at Gino. 
 
    The two young guys look around at Gino, both smirking. 
 
    The older man grunts and pulls back on Sofia’s hair to hold her in place. His cock starts spurting thick ropes of cum across her face and open mouth. There’s a huge volume of it, plastering her cheek and the bridge of her nose before he forces the still gushing head into her mouth. “Fuck yeah,” the man groans and squeezes off the last of his ejaculate. 
 
    The two younger guy’s edge closer, wanking their stiff cocks enthusiastically. They reach their climaxes at the same time. The older man still has hold of Sofia’s hair, keeping her head back and her face upturned. She has her eyes squeezed shut but keeps her mouth open while the two guys empty their balls. They shoot their cum at her mouth but slurp it all over her face and have it dripping from her chin down onto her tits. 
 
    Gino is gripping the edge of the building, peering around it mesmerized. He watches the three men play with his wife, the two younger ones wiping their cum into her mouth with their dicks while the older one keeps her hair out of the way, as Sofia had requested of him. 
 
    “Mmm it tastes so strong,” Sofia says sweetly while looking at Gino. She sucks one creamy cockhead then the other. 
 
    The three men are watching Sofia but glancing at Gino too. “We like you guys bringin’ your pretty wives here for us,” the older one says. “We’re gonna be seein’ Sofia here regular like, from now on, aren’t we?” 
 
    “Yeah maybe,” Gino replies and gulps at the dryness of his mouth and throat. “I wanna keep bringin’ her,” he adds, holding his wife’s gaze. 
 
    The three men cheer and chuckle to each other. They help Sofia to stand. Her arms are still bound behind her back. There’s cum dripping from her breasts and between them, down to her belly and soaking into her little bush. 
 
    The older man presses behind and squeezes her shoulders, then rubs the cum around her tits as he speaks. “You’re gonna be a good little slut wife for us and come up on weekends, yeah baby?” 
 
    “Uh huh,” Sofia utters. 
 
    “Yeah, she wants it from some real men now she’s tasted it,” one of the younger guys says and he cups her pussy, feeling into it. 
 
    “Uhh..hh..mnn I want it from you real men,” she pants and squirms down on his hand. “Mmm I want these big strong men to have me, Gino. I want you to bring me to them all the time now.” 
 
    “Okay, baby, I’ll bring you,” Gino tells his wife as the guy removes his fingers from her pussy and the other young one rubs into her and inserts one of his. 
 
    “Hmm, but I think that’s enough for now,” Sofia says sweetly as she looks to the three men. 
 
    The guy fingering her extracts his creamy digit and sucks it. She waits while the older man undoes the belt and releases her arms. 
 
    Gino backs away into the cabin and returns to the lounge. A few minutes later, Sofia walks in and strolls by him, biting a lip and smiling with her eyes. She goes to the bathroom and closes the door. Gino sucks in a huge breath and expels as he flops back gripping his bald head. He sits there gazing up at the ceiling and wondering what the hell has happened to him as a husband and a man. 
 
    * 
 
    Sofia walks from the bathroom and past her husband again. He watches her go to the kitchenette and get a bottle of water, then his eyes follow her as she strolls past again and into the bedroom. 
 
     A little while later she’s dozing off when he lies down beside her. She slips her hand into his and he squeezes. He draws a big breath and expels. “Are you okay, baby?” 
 
    “Mmfine.” 
 
    “I mean is everything okay with this..?” 
 
    Sofia nods. “They just have to use a condom if any of them want to fuck me tomorrow, or till we leave.” 
 
    “Yeah?” Gino answers and gulps. 
 
    “Uh huh. Anyone who wants to can, but I only want Carlton to cum inside me, okay?” 
 
    “Oh right,” Gino says, and Sofia pulls his arm around her as she rolls over and spoons back against him.  
 
    “Just him, hmm…” Sofia yawns. “Yep, just him this time, and if I don’t end up pregnant I’ll go on birth control for next time and you can let other men cum inside me as well.” Sofia peers back. “That alright?” 
 
    Gino is grimacing but nods. “Except I don’t think that Carlton dude can get ya pregnant either, Sofe. Otherwise I would’ve already, yeah?” 
 
    “Mmhmm, maybe,” Sofia utters, snuggling back and closing her eyes. “It shouldn’t make any difference tonight, since he’s already cum in me once today.” 
 
    “Aaah fuck,” Gino groans into Sofia’s hair, and she can’t help smiling to herself. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 21 
 
      
 
    “Are you all good there, son?” Wesley asks Gino. 
 
    “Yeah, all good,” Gino answers his boss. 
 
    It’s getting on in the evening. Gino has been drinking steadily for a couple of hours. He’s being served another rather expensive whisky by two gorgeous topless girls who are seated opposite in the large, sumptuous booth. One girl is blond, the other a red-head, but they look almost identical otherwise, dressed in black stockings, suspender belts, satin red panties that match their bright red lipstick. Their little tits jiggle as they laugh at everything Wesley says. 
 
    Gino cranes his neck to see into the small group of dancers. He has lost sight of Sofia again but gets a glimpse of her still there in the arms of the big blond dude. They are off the dance floor though, and the guy has Sofia pressed back against a wall. Gino sees through the crowd and flashing lights as the guy strokes his wife’s hair and bends to her, taking her in a kiss. 
 
    “Aah fuck,” Gino groans and he downs another shot of whisky. It’s the third time he’s seen Sofia being kissed by the guy, once right here in the booth beside him, and twice now since he took her to the dance floor. 
 
    “Come on, son, we’d better get moving if we don’t want to miss the show,” Wesley says. 
 
    “Huh? What show?” Gino asks blankly as his eyes dart back to his wife. 
 
    The two girls giggle. Wesley has an arm around each of them, reaching around their tiny frames holding a tit in each hand. He motions with a toss of his head. “Come on, I’ve got something to show you!” 
 
    Gino slides from the booth and walks unsteadily behind his boss. The two giggling girls totter on their stilettos either side of Gino, their arms around his waist. He can feel a tit each side with his arms over their shoulders. They lead him up plush, deep-red carpeted stairs and through the bar area to a long corridor.  The walls are papered in red velvet and every 10 feet a crystal chandelier hangs from the tall ceiling. The gilt-edged picture frames on the wall have scantily-clad young women in various alluring poses, all watching Gino as he stumbles his way in the subdued, womb-like tunnel.  It opens at the end into a huge office suite commanding impressive views out to the moonlit lake and lush, tropical gardens. The room is decorated in expensive, ornate furnishings, again making use of the velvet-red wallpaper and plush carpet.  Wes’s large wooden desk sits near one end, overlooking the lake.  
 
    The two girls take Gino’s hands and guide him towards one of the oversized velvet and leather chesterfields, cuddling up either side of him and pulling at his shirt and trousers. 
 
    Wesley sits in a recliner nearby and clicks on the biggest television screen Gino has ever seen. The screen has a menu and Wes selects one of the input options. The screen flicks to a dimly-lit room with a narrow leather-studded bench in the centre, a chandelier like Gino saw in the corridor hangs above the bench. 
 
    Gino recognises the room from the website video Sofia showed him the other night. He swallows hard, knowing that’s where Sofia is going to be taken. His cock responds with excitement. One of the girls had wormed a soft little hand into his jocks and is squeezing it. “Aw fuck,” he groans and frowns at his boss. 
 
    “Just relax,” Wesley says and winks. “Careful there, Tiff, Skye, not till the movie starts,” he says with a chuckle. On the mega-TV screen a door opens and closes just off to the side. The big blond guy leads Gino’s wife into the room while the two girls giggle to each other and lower to Gino’s lap and begin fondling his balls and kissing and stroking his dick. 
 
    * 
 
    Carlton leaves the girl standing there looking around his playroom while he slips into his change cubicle and quickly strips off his shirt and pulls on his half-face mask, his mouth and chin left exposed. 
 
    He returns to her and takes her by one wrist. She stumbles after him, the effects of the expensive wine heating her up and making her pussy tingle. He pulls her around to the far side of his leather bench. She has her little black party dress on. He reaches down under the skirt and swiftly rips her panties off, making her cry out. He pulls her to him from behind and grips her throat. “Mmm these are so fucking wet,” he growls low into her ear, his deep voice and hot breath putting her under his spell. “All juicy and hot, ready to be fucked like a good little wife.” He turns her head to face the camera. “Hubby’s watching right there, baby. Gonna be watchin’ me have a bit of fun with you. Then I’ll show him how it’s done.” 
 
    Carlton scoops the girl up effortlessly onto his bench and presses her shoulders down to lie her back. He shackles both wrists above her head then smooths her hair from her face and breathes in her ear. “I’m gonna show that husband of yours how to flood your womb with live sperm, baby.” He moves to her other ear. “Spread your legs. Show me you want it now.” 
 
    * 
 
    “Mmm I want it,” Sofia moans and opens her legs slightly for the man. He moves from her and lifts an attachment either side of the bench she’s lying on.  Carlton slips off her high-heeled shoe and lifts her foot into a stirrup, fastening the strap, her toes poking through the end.  He moves to the other side and repeats the movement.  Sofia tries to put her knees together in a final act of modesty but the straps keep her forced open so she gives in and relaxes, her legs held wide open. Carlton lifts her bottom and places a firm leather pillow beneath her lower back, propping her bottom up off the bench. 
 
    Sofia watches the man go to a large steel cabinet in the corner. She looks to where she thinks the camera is mounted then looks back to the man again. He returns with a black velvet cloth bag in one hand and a long cylindrical device with a broad cock-like head in his other hand. He approaches and places the small velvet bag on her quivering belly. It’s light. He leaves it there and twists the base of the cylindrical shaft, making the broad head buzz. He seems to just check it, then he turns the device off and places it on the bench at Sofia’s bottom. 
 
    “Let’s have a look at these then,” he says and takes hold of the bottom of her bunched-up dress as he walks around behind her head. He pulls her dress up over her shoulders and head, leaving it around her shackled wrists. “Yes. Very nice,” he groans and rubs down her body then back up with his fingertips then grabs and flicks briefly over her nipples. “Bet hubby’s lovin’ this,” he says low and deep into her ear. “Every man here’s had a good look at these babies, haven’t they? Had a look or a feel of them, shot their cum all over them. Mmm.” He opens the velvet sack and takes little wooden clamps from it. He attaches one to Sofia’s right nipple and she whimpers and squirms. His white teeth show through his grin as he attaches the other to her left nipple and runs a string from both to a rubber gag that presses against her mouth. 
 
    Sofia takes the gag in her mouth and frowns at the guy’s masked face as he straps it around the back of her head. The gag is firmly wedged, the strings attached are taut between it and her aching nipples, any movement side to side is pulling on them. She tries to see where he’s gone above her head but both clamps tighten and her nipples throb as a surge of tingles swarm all over her lit-up body. 
 
    Carlton walks back into view. He’s carrying what looks like a riding crop. He starts to caress the side of her head with it, then moves down to her neck, flicking it gently over her skin. He bends and whispers something in her ear then straightens up a little and licks his lips near her face so she can see. He continues caressing her body with the crop, making quick flicking movements with it as he works his way down the sides of her body to her feet. He kneels at the foot of the bench and slowly sucks Sofia’s toes, causing her to moan and arch her back. He gets up, then using the crop again, moves up her body, positioning himself back at the side of the bench. 
 
    Carlton lifts the velvet sack from Sofia’s belly and Sofia’s eyes widen and her heart quickens at the sight of its contents. 
 
    * 
 
    Gino looks curiously at what appears to be a strand of beads dangling from the big masked guy’s hand. He thinks of the Rosary beads people from church have in their hands. “Huh?” Gino grunts and he leans forward squinting at the television screen to try and make out what the guy’s got. There’s no crucifix or anything, and the beads are too big anyway. There’s a string of four of them, each about an inch in diameter, then a strand of smaller ones. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he says, peering around at the two girls seated on the arms of Wesley’s recliner. They have left him sitting alone on the couch after stroking him off onto his belly. They giggle at his question. 
 
    “Watch and see,” Wesley says, motioning to the screen. 
 
    Gino looks back around at his wife being whispered to while the vibrating massager is being used to stroke her belly and rub against her little bush. She’s quivering all over and trying to push her thighs together while her feet are still bound wide apart in the stirrups. The man working her over stands beside her, bending to look in between her legs. He pulls one thigh away and strokes along it with the buzzing massager, which rests gently on her clit. In his other hand are the beads. Carlton very slowly inserts them into her tight little back hole while he continues with the pressure on her little glans with the massager. As Carlton straightens, the beads all having disappeared, Sofia writhes higher up off the bench. The guy moves across her swollen pussy lips without touching it, and he slowly strokes up and down her inner thigh. He is licking her now, then blowing along her inner thigh where he has just licked her. Carlton moves back up to her chest and undoes one nipple clamp, licking her nipple and blowing on it too. 
 
    * 
 
    Gino tries to watch his wife’s strained, reddened face, her teeth bared still clenching the gag. He looks from her glassy eyes to the moist mouth of the man that’s working on his wife, agonizingly slowly, giving Gino another painful erection he absentmindedly strokes.  Wes points the remote to the screen and zooms in to get a closer look. Gino looks at Sofia’s vagina, at his marital prize red and open, glistening with her lubricating juices.  
 
    Carlton presses the vibrating head of the massager back against it, causing Sofia to let out a muffled scream. He presses it into her and her body writhes wildly, her hips contorting and gyrating as the guy works the power tool further into her, her slender body convulsing in a powerful orgasm. 
 
    “Yeah, there she goes,” Wesley groans appreciatively. “Isn’t that fucking beautiful, Gino? I knew your wife had an amazing body. We could all see that when you brought her to the Christmas party last year… Just a matter of getting you to bring her to show her off properly.” 
 
    “Yeah, well I brought her, didn’t I?” Gino agrees with his boss. “I brought her for you guys all to have a look ‘n’ that.” 
 
    “Yes you did. And now look what she’s getting,” Wesley says, motioning to the television screen again. 
 
    “Huh?” Gino questions as he looks at what the masked guy is doing. The girls giggle. They’re back on Gino’s couch, touching each other, only their stilettos left on. Gino is fisting his cock absentmindedly as the girls quickly kneel between his knees. They both start licking and playing with his legs, moving close to his crotch. He’s just realised he isn’t wearing any clothes. His cock stands to attention ready for Skye’s hot, soft mouth to take it in as he registers seeing another cock on the screen. 
 
    “Uh oh!” Wesley says with a low chuckle. “Looks like your pretty wife’s about to be serviced, Gino.” 
 
    “Uh, uhaa. Serviced?” Gino groans. 
 
    The Masked Man has his cock in his hand. He has released Sofia’s feet and hands and dragged her along the bench towards his waiting cock that’s sitting at the perfect height for her pussy. He pushes the head in and gives a few quick little thrusts. He withdraws again then leans over, hitting a switch that lowers the bench to half its height. He instructs Sofia to turn around and get on her hands and knees. Then he forces her down to her elbows, allowing him to get a good look at her dripping juices. He pushes his cock head back into her pussy, stopping there as he leans over her body, one hand grabbing a nipple, the other putting pressure on her clit.  Sofia grips the sides of the bench as Carlton starts rolling his pelvis, fucking her with long, agonizingly slow strokes. 
 
    Gino watches mesmerized as his wife is taken by this other man. She’s still biting down on the gag, making her screams muffled. Her tits are surging back and forth, her nipples being pinched and stretched. The man fucking her works himself into a rhythm of powerful thrusts that go on for several long, painfully exciting minutes for Gino. Skye’s head is bobbing up and down in his lap. Carlton thumps hard into Sofia one last time and holds firm, the muscles in his sweaty back ripped taut and his butt cheeks clenched and flexing. 
 
    “There we go,” Wesley says. “I’d say those rather large balls are being emptied inside your pretty wife right there, Gino. How do ya feel about that?” 
 
    Gino swallows hard trying to talk as he cums. “Mmm-I-dunno. No’much I can do.” He’s still staring at the screen. The guy pulls out of his wife and leaves her pussy gaping open. 
 
    “Oh yeah, that’s nice,” Wesley groans as he points his remote and the camera zooms in even more. “Ooh that’s a load.” 
 
    Gino leans closer and examines the image. There’s a pool of semen just inside Sofia’s vagina. The camera pans back to take in Carlton adjusting the bench again. Now Sofia is lying on her back with her lower body raised, her feet bent over the end to stop from sliding backwards and the pillow back underneath her. Carlton has the massager in his hand again. He gently touches Sofia’s vagina and she flinches. He puts a large hand over her belly and touches her pussy again with the tool, this time holding contact while she writhes and squirms.  
 
    “Aw fuck!” Gino groans and he grips his head but can’t look away from the screen. 
 
    * 
 
    “Uhh..hhuuh…” Sofia moans throatily as her orgasm reignites. Carlton pulls on the string and the small beads pop out. “Uhhh..HAA…,” she cries as a large bead is popped out of her stretched rectum. Again she cries out with the removal of another large bead and she convulses in a delicious, prolonged explosion. “Uhh..hh..hhh..” she pants wildly as the third bead is removed. The fourth opens her sphincter and sends her belly into powerful contractions that keep her arched up off the bench and biting down hard on her gag to stop from screaming. 
 
    “Yeah that’s it, baby, suck all that cum in nice and deep now,” Carlton soothes as he abandons the massager and holds his hands on her belly, a thumb pressing on her clit. “Yeah that’s the way,” he goes on, tilting to examine her vagina. “Yeah that’s absolutely puckering. Suck it all in,” he says, releasing the gag from her mouth. 
 
    “Uhh..hh…” Sofia utters breathily and she swallows at the dryness of her mouth. “Ahh… no more, please!” she begs as the guy probes into her, pulling her pussy open and inspecting more closely. 
 
    “Okay, baby, just relax now. Let your legs rest nice and wide for your husband to see.” 
 
    Sofia swallows hard again. “Is he watching?” 
 
    “Wes took him to watch on his big screen. Looks like he’s zoomed in on your pussy right now. He’d be recording too so we can show you around to other men here who want a look at you. I won’t put you online unless you want me to.” 
 
    “Hmm, like in those videos on your website.” 
 
    Carlton chuckles. “Would you want to be on there?” 
 
    “Um, maybe,” Sofia utters. 
 
    Carlton levels the bench and Sofia sits up and takes a big breath, taking the bottle of water that’s appeared out of nowhere.  Carlton lifts off his mask and takes her hand. “Come on, I’m gonna fuck you nice and tender this time.” 
 
    “Huh? Again?” Sofia asks, feeling her blush rise. 
 
    She is led around the BDSM bench, making tiny steps tiptoeing next to the guy. He goes to the huge red leather sofa, just like the one Gino’s glued to. Carlton turns on a lamp and adjusts the angle of a camera. “They’ll wanna watch this too, baby.” He moves over her, guiding her onto her back and taking her lips in a kiss, spreading her legs with his powerful thighs. 
 
    “Uhh..hh…” Sofia moans into his mouth as his cock opens her and sinks in. “Uhh… that’s so huge!” 
 
    * 
 
    “Oh yeah, give it to her, son,” Wesley groans. “That’s nice eh, Gino? They look good together, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Mmm, I guess,” Gino agrees reluctantly. “He’s so fuckin’ huge on her though. Isn’t he squashin’ her like that?” 
 
    “No, that’s nice,” Tiff answers dreamily. “Your wife will be loving how big and strong Carlton is on top of her.” 
 
    “And how huge his cock is,” the other girl adds with a giggle. “Though I can never get more than the head in my mouth.”  
 
    Wesley sits beside Gino on the couch. “You wanted him to get her pregnant didn’t you, son? Apparently she told Carlton you’ve been trying for a while.” 
 
    Gino clears his throat, his face flushing hot. “Yeah, we’ve been tryin’ for it sorta. Sofe’s been wantin’ to start havin’ babies soon.” 
 
    “Ooh yeah, there she goes! How many is that?” Wesley asks the girls. 
 
    “A lot!” they both answer. “I think it’s more like one long orgasm with lots of peaks,” one of them adds, rolling her eyes back to the screen, her hand moving between the other girl’s legs who has been moaning quietly. 
 
    Gino watches the bigger man on top of his wife pound hard between her spread legs and hold firm, his tight little butt clenches again and his second load of cum spurting into her. He watches with his chest tight and an ache in his throat that he can’t swallow away. He grits his teeth as the absurdity of allowing this guy to fuck his wife rises up and clarifies in his sobering mind. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 22 
 
      
 
    Gino tosses down a shot of whisky that’s been sitting unattended for a while. “I gotta go,” he says and gets up, staggering to the door as he dresses, and hurrying from the sound of the girls laughing. He barges through the people standing around drinking in the bar and bursts from the open doors to rush down the road to his cabin. 
 
    Gino makes it as far as the steps and climbs them, sitting on the veranda and lying back with his hands over his face. It must be nearly midnight. The world is spinning from the effect of all that alcohol. He tries to process the images filling his mind and the thought of Sofia still there in the dungeon room. He sits up, thinking of going to get her. He knows he should, but the world is spinning so badly, and he has to lie back down. 
 
    An hour passes with intermittent periods of sleep and replaying images of all these other men with his wife. Gino crawls toward the cabin door and gets up to stagger to the lounge. He collapses there and sinks into another period of nightmarish sleep. 
 
    When he eventually wakes properly and is able to sit up and focus his attention on his surroundings, it’s almost dawn. He staggers to the bedroom doorway to find the bed still made and no sign of his wife. He goes to the bathroom and leans over the toilet, relieving himself. Then he skulls a glass of water and walks back up to the main resort building. 
 
    The foyer is open but the bar and restaurant are shut down and deserted. Gino walks downstairs and along the corridor to the room the blond guy showed him a few nights ago. The door is unlocked. He pushes it open and finds the room empty, everything seemingly in place, exactly as it was when he visited before. He checks around, finding a small room in the back where there’s a sink containing the vibrating massager and the string of beads. 
 
    Gino wanders from the room and back up to the foyer. He walks through the empty bar areas and up to the corridor leading to the big open lounge area his boss had taken him to. It’s deserted, the television off, empty glasses still littering the place. 
 
    “Fuck,” Gino groans, gripping his head and looking out the huge windows at the lake and dawn horizon. He huffs a breath and collapses onto a lounge chair. “Oh shit!” he suddenly exclaims and pulls his phone from his pocket. He clicks it on. There’s a missed call and text from his wife. 
 
    Sofia: Hey Gino I’ll be back in the morning. I’m spending the night with Carlton. Hope that’s okay xx 
 
    Gino hits call. The phone doesn’t even ring before he’s directed to leave a message. 
 
    Gino: What the fuck Sofe! 
 
    Gino sits holding his phone, hoping for a reply but not really expecting one. 
 
    “Fucking bitch,” he growls to himself and strides back through the resort building and down the road to his cabin. He flops on the bed and pulls the cover over. 
 
    * 
 
    “You there, Gino?” 
 
    There’s a knocking sound and the voice is familiar. Gino rubs at his face. “Yeah, in here, Mick! Gimme a minute.” 
 
    It’s a little after nine in the morning. Gino has a quick wash and changes his clothes. He grabs a coffee and goes with his new friend to the boat he’s booked for their cruise on the lake. The young guy Phil is there waiting. The waitress is blond and dressed in red bikini bottoms and high heels. Her breasts are huge. 
 
    “Yeah, who fuckin’ cares anyway,” Gino answers the young guy’s question about where his wife is. It seems none of their wives came home last night. 
 
    They set off on their cruise, and compare notes for a while before abandoning such talk and turning their attention to their topless waitress and any hot chicks they can swing the boat close enough to check out. 
 
    * 
 
    It’s a little after midday when Gino is strolling contentedly back down the road to his cabin. He hears a shout first, the hair on the back of his neck lifting. He sees the construction worker guy from the other day, Dillon, fall backwards over his veranda rail and land on the grass on his back. The guy bounds back up immediately, just in time to face the blond guy, Carlton, who has jumped over the railing and is shaping up with his fists. 
 
    The two men trade blows. Gino joins a couple of other people watching from a distance. The fight goes on with each man getting a few good hits in before another couple of the construction worker guys step in and break it up. 
 
    Dillon is led away pushing hard against his mates to try and get back at Carlton. Carlton is telling him to pack his shit and fuck off. Dillon is taken into his cabin two doors down. Carlton goes back inside Gino’s cabin. 
 
    The small crowd disperse, and Gino is left standing there wondering what to do. After a few minutes, Dillon comes back out, throws a bag into his work vehicle and floors it down the road and up into the forest toward the construction site, exiting from the resort. 
 
    Gino approaches his cabin and listens from the bottom of the stairs. He can’t hear anything, so he creeps up to the veranda and slips in through the open door. 
 
    “Ahh..hh…” his wife moans alarmingly, then there’s a thud against a wall and then another. “Ahh..ahh..ahh,” Sofia’s moans are seemingly thumped from her body, in time with the pounding of the bed against a wall. 
 
    Gino cranes his neck to look around into the bedroom and sees his wife on her hands and knees on the bed with the big blond guy on her back, her hair wound around his bloodied hand, as he’s pounding into her forcefully. 
 
    Gino watches, stunned, with his heart heavy and his gut clenched. The guy thumps into his wife relentlessly, and when she’s spent from crying out and is a virtual ragdoll there on her hands and knees, he powers up behind her one last time and holds firm. 
 
    He empties his balls inside of her then gets off her back, leaving her slumped on her side on the bed. “You alright, baby? You wanted that again.” 
 
    Sofia swallows hard. She nods. “Yes, I wanted it again.” She glances at Gino. 
 
    Carlton follows her gaze. “Oh, hey, man! How was the cruise?” He’s fixing his pants. 
 
    “S’alright,” Gino answers him. 
 
    Carlton bends to Sofia, lifting her chin and taking her in a kiss. Gino waits there at the door watching on. Carlton deepens the kiss, searching Sofia’s mouth with his tongue. “Alright. Gotta go,” he tells her, and he turns and walks past Gino, smirking and giving a wink. “Bring her back to see me again soon, okay!” 
 
    Gino watches the guy walk from the cabin without glancing back at all. 
 
    “Hey,” Sofia utters softly. She’s naked from the waist down, resting with the corner of the bedsheet pulled between her legs. 
 
    Gino gulps. “You okay, Sofe?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m okay… A bit stretched and sore.” She lifts the sheet to inspect her pussy. “I’m glad we’re leaving in the morning. I need a rest!” 
 
    “You sure you’re okay?” Gino checks as he approaches and cranes his neck for a look. Sofia lifts the sheet away from her pussy and shows him. It’s reddened and puffy, the lips open and seeping cum. “Aw fuck,” he groans. 
 
    “It’s fine. Don’t worry,” his wife tells him and pulls him into a cuddle. “I just need you to take me home so I can soak in our bath and get some rest… Could you ask Ray and Lachie if we can drive home tonight?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter 23 
 
      
 
    Sofia ends up packed in the car that evening and is home by midnight. She crashes in her own bed and wakes late the next morning. She spends an hour soaking in her bath and has Gino running around waiting on her for the rest of the weekend, until he has to go back to work. 
 
    By the middle of the second week back home, Sofia decides she’s late enough with her period to warrant buying a pregnancy test kit. She goes to the pharmacy while her husband is at work. The test kit comes up positive. 
 
    Sofia wanders to her bedroom and flops back on her bed, her belly tingling excitedly, and the contrasting worry welling up inside too. She turns her head and looks at the wedding photo on the wall. Gino had a full head of black hair five years ago. He was only slightly podgy. He looked good in his tuxedo. 
 
    Sofia closes her eyes and remembers the feel of the powerful blond man on top of her, inside of her. She holds her belly and the warm tingles of excitement surge again. She rolls onto her side wrapping her arms around her naughty, pregnant body, and can’t contain her smile.    
 
    **** 
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    Thanks for reading and please consider leaving a short review. 
 
    Cheers, Matt and Sher. 
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