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Chapter One


Igave the espresso machine one final wipe down. The last of the guests had checked out that morning, and our house had spent the whole day settling into a peaceful silence. Now, finally, it was just me and Dennis.

The thought made me glance up at my reflection in the mirror behind the coffee station. I winced. My hair was escaping its bun, and a small stain marked the top I was wearing. I looked exactly like someone who had been working for twelve hours straight, but knowing we finally had the house to ourselves, a spark of anticipation pushed right through the exhaustion.

Turning from the breakfast nook, I glanced into the front room where Dennis sat behind the reception desk.

He was tallying cash from the lockbox, his back curving as he stacked the bills into piles. I watched the tension in his forearms and the rough scruff he’d grown over the busy stretch. He was entirely absorbed. Watching the way he handled the money just made me want him to grab my hips instead.

“Thousand and twenty… thousand and forty…” he muttered to himself. This B&B had been our entire lives for the last four years, and every dollar we scraped together was for this exact moment. We were finally going to buy that RV and go on our year-long vacation. We were finally getting out.

I walked over to him. “Do we have enough?” My voice was soft as I leaned in, but my heart was anything but, pounding away inside my chest.

Dennis peeled through the bills one at a time. “Thousand and sixty… thousand and eighty. Yeah,” he said finally. He glanced up and gave me that handsome grin I swore I’d fall for a thousand times over. “I think this might actually be it, Jenna.”

“Really…?”

He smirked and tapped the stack of cash. “Well, don’t go getting any ideas about fancy roadside dinners… but yeah, it’s enough to get us over the line.”

“Oh my god…” I whispered, that thrilling rush rippling through my body straight down to my toes.

I squealed and bounced on my feet, immediately grabbing his face and planting kisses all over his cheeks and lips. “Oh my god! Dennis!”

“Whoa, hey, calm down,” he laughed, wrapping his arms around me and lifting me off the ground. My legs dangled for a second before I hooked them around his waist.

He kissed me hard. When our mouths finally parted, I pulled back to rest my forehead against his. “We’re actually doing this. We can finally pack up, leave this place behind, and just…”

“And just fuck like bunnies all over the country?” he teased. His hands slid over my ass, squeezing exactly the way I liked.

I laughed and smacked his shoulder. “You’re such an ass,” I replied, dragging my fingers through his hair and tugging him closer. “But yes. One hundred percent.”

He let me slide down his body until my feet hit the floor, but I kept my arms looped around his neck.

“No more guests,” he murmured. “Just the open road. And every place we stop, I get to take you however you want.”

He leaned down, kissing my forehead. His mouth moved lower, trailing over my jaw and down my neck. He sucked hard on the skin, drawing out a moan and making me wet.

“I could kiss you here,” he rasped, bringing his mouth back up to my lips. “Or here.” His hands slipped under my top, sliding up my stomach.

“God, Dennis…”

His palms slid under my bra, finding my stiff little nipples. I moaned as he rolled them between his fingers.

“I could bend you over the dash and fuck you bare. You’d get as much dick as you need.”

“Fuck, yes,” I gasped, my pussy pulsing now. He knew exactly how to unravel me. “Keep going.”

Dennis grabbed my hips, backing me up until my thighs hit the edge of the desk, positioning me to face the front door while he knelt lower in front of me. I yanked my top and bra up out of the way. He kept kissing along my skin and undressing me as he went, pulling my panties down to my ankles to finally reveal my soaked pussy. I parted my legs and he leaned in, planting teasing kisses around my labia and making me squirm.

“Dennis, please,” I whimpered, needing his tongue. “Just eat me out.”

Dennis immediately went for my clit, sucking the swollen nub into his mouth. I moaned loudly. His tongue instantly drew a line down, weaving deep into my folds and licking at the juices oozing out of me. God, I loved it. I threw my head back, moaning at the ceiling as the tight coil of an orgasm already started to build. Nobody could eat me out like he could. I gripped the edge of the desk and rolled my hips toward his face, completely lost in it.

But just as I was getting close, the sharp ding of the doorbell punched through the air, sending me jerking upright and rushing to pull my legs together. Dennis paused, looking up at me like he wasn’t quite sure he’d heard it right.

The bell dinged again.

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Dennis groaned.

Someone was at the door. I knew I needed to step back and pull my panties up, but I couldn’t make myself move. Dennis didn’t pull away either, choosing instead to lean back in and flick his tongue over my clit again. I spread my legs even more, pushing back up against his mouth.

The bell dinged a third time, but I was too busy whimpering to care. My thighs trembled and my stomach tightened every time his tongue swiped over my hood. I desperately needed him to keep going, no matter who was waiting.

He pulled back just enough to look up at me. “You want me to stop?”

“No… fuck,” I groaned. “I’m so close.”

I opened my eyes, glancing past the reception counter toward the window. The “Closed” sign sat forgotten on the edge of the desk.

“Crap. I didn’t hang the sign,” I said.

“So leave it,” he replied, his voice muffled against my thighs before his mouth clamped down again. “It’s not like they’re just going to walk⁠—”

The click of the latch cut him off as the front door swung open.

And then, there they were.

Standing in the entrance was a young couple. The woman wore a sheer black bodysuit and fishnets that held tight to her curvy hips and chest, leaving her bright pink bra and thong completely visible beneath. The man beside her was dressed more casually, but no less provocatively, in an unbuttoned shirt and tight leather pants that showed a generous outline of his cock.

“Uh,” I stammered.

The woman stepped forward. Her eyes flicked from my face down to the edge of the desk. In the quiet room, there was no hiding what Dennis was doing.

I braced for her to turn around and run, but a delighted smile broke across her face instead. She nudged the man. “Oh, wow, look! They’re lifestyle friendly! We lucked out, babe!”

The man laughed, looking right at me without a hint of embarrassment. “Hey there, gorgeous. Love the positioning.”

They knew exactly what was happening behind the counter, and they didn’t care. Below the sightline of the desk, Dennis paused. He glanced up at me, waiting. The absurdity of the situation completely wiped out my panic. I gave him a gentle nod, and he instantly went back to work.

“Anyway, sorry about barging in,” the woman continued. “We saw the lights, and we’re desperate. There was a pile-up on the interstate. We’ve been stuck for hours, and your sign is the only one we’ve seen.” She gestured to her outfit and laughed. “As you can probably guess, we were heading to an event.”

“A sex expo,” the man clarified.

“A… s… sex… expo?” I managed to stammer through my soft moans. My thighs were quivering all over the place.

“Yeah!” the woman chirped. “Like a convention, but, you know… for swingers and lifestyle enthusiasts. Anyway, like I said, the highway’s totally shut down with no detour. It’s super late, and we’re desperate. Do you have a room, or even just a couch?”

I blinked. Every inch of me felt wound so tight I thought I might shatter right there in front of them, and having Dennis’s tongue swirling fast and hard against my clit wasn’t helping at all.

“I, um… need… a moment… to talk to my husband,” I managed as my voice started to crack.

The couple cast each other a look and nodded politely. “Of course!” she said. The man jerked the door open again. “We’ll wait outside so you guys can finish up,” she added with a wink.

“Gr… great,” I muttered, barely able to form the word as I gripped the counter for support. My body was trembling, and then, mercifully, they stepped out, closing the door behind them.

The second the lock clicked, Dennis curled his fingers deep inside me and looked up. “You ready, Jenna?”

I nodded frantically, leaning back, and his mouth covered me. I felt it in every stroke of his tongue and every curl of his fingers.

I broke apart like I’d been holding back for hours. My orgasm surged through me with a muffled scream, all that built-up tension releasing at once. I spasmed and gushed out onto his face, with Dennis slurping and licking me through my convulsions, refusing to let up. By the time I finally came down, my husband’s face was soaked, and my legs felt completely useless.

“Holy shit,” I exhaled after a few moments.

Dennis stood up, and I turned around. He didn’t bother wiping his mouth before leaning in to kiss me, leaving the taste of my own slickness on my lips.

“I can’t believe we just did that,” I said, pulling back.

“You’re the one who forgot the sign,” he pointed out. “Besides, you weren’t exactly trying to hide it.”

“Because they didn’t even care! Did you hear them? They think we run a nudist inn or something.”

Dennis shrugged, completely unbothered. “Well… maybe so, but right now, they just need a place to sleep.”

“Dennis, look who we’re talking about,” I said, pulling my panties back up. “They’re heading to a sex expo, and dressed like they’re about to fuck anyone they lay their eyes on. They literally talked about being a part of the lifestyle… whatever that means.”

“Well, yes, but they’re also stranded,” he countered. “We shouldn’t just leave them out there. All we do is just hand them a key, they go to bed, and it’s extra gas money for the trip.”

I thought about it. “Look, I know we have the room. But what if they start knocking on doors looking for a third?”

“Then I throw them out,” he replied. “Come on. They’re exhausted. It’s not like they’re going to jump us in the middle of the night. It’s your call, though.”

I tapped my fingers against the counter. He made a fair point. They were stuck, and turning people away felt wrong.

Still, I stared at the front entrance. We had spent months waiting for the house to finally be empty. Unlocking that door meant giving up our privacy to a couple who had just stood on the porch and listened to me get off. Once they stepped inside, the secluded night we’d been planning would pretty much be over.

Then again, losing the run of the house didn’t mean losing the night. We still had a lock on our bedroom door, and we definitely weren’t done celebrating.

Dennis watched my face. His smirk returned the exact second my shoulders dropped. He already knew exactly what I was going to say.

“Fine,” I muttered. “The swingers stay. Now, go let them in before I change my mind.”


Chapter Two


“Oh my god, thank you! You’re such a lifesaver,” the woman beamed the second we let them back in. Her smile lit up the room as the man stepped in behind her.

“Sure. Glad we could help you out,” Dennis said. “I’m Dennis, by the way. And this is my wife, Jenna.”

“I’m Milly,” she said. “And this is Xavier. You know, we really thought we were going to be stuck out there all night. I was ten seconds away from offering a sloppy blowjob to a random trucker just to get a ride.”

I smiled back, trying my hardest to look like the perfect hostess, as if I hadn’t just had the most inappropriate orgasm of my life just minutes ago. Somehow, knowing these two were swingers only made it harder to rein in my thoughts. “Well, you’re totally safe here. Anyway, let me show you to your room.”

I grabbed a fresh set of towels to carry upstairs, and the three of us made our way up the staircase.

As we approached the end of the hall, I cocked my head toward one of the larger rooms. “Here’s your room,” I said, nudging the door open with my shoulder and stepping aside to let them in. “Bathroom’s across the hall. Shower works fine, but you need to let it run for a minute if you want hot water.”

The room was about as simple as it could get, but Xavier whistled anyway. “Wow, this is perfect,” he said, lifting their bags up onto the bed.

Milly followed and then turned to me with an exaggerated wink. “And the mattress looks incredibly bouncy. Perfect for a hard fuck.”

I blinked, caught completely off guard for the second time in one night. “Uh…”

Milly laughed. “Oh! Too much info? We’re just used to being around other people in the lifestyle, you know?”

Dennis, who had trailed a few steps behind us after locking the front entrance, chose that exact moment to poke his head into the room with an innocent, “You guys need anything else?”

“Oh, no, you’ve done more than enough,” said Milly.

Dennis tapped the door frame. “Alright then. I’ll let you two get settled.” He gave me a quick glance before heading back down the hall. I lingered for a brief second to set the towels down on the edge of the dresser.

I was just turning to leave as Xavier unzipped his bag. My eyes widened the second the flaps fell open. Among the usual travel stuff were several unmistakably explicit sex toys: a ribbed vibrator, a massive veiny dildo, and, to my absolute shock, a highly realistic silicone vagina. My face burned as Milly haphazardly started pulling the items out.

“We try to pack light,” she joked, holding up what looked suspiciously like a harness with straps and a metal cock on the end. “But it’s hard when there’s so much fun stuff to bring!”

I cleared my throat, desperate to find a casual topic just to keep things moving.

“Um…. so… what exactly happens at a swingers expo, anyway?”

Milly tossed the harness onto the pillows. “Oh, you know. Classes, live demonstrations, plenty of opportunities to get inside random people’s pants. You should come sometime!” She smiled brightly. “It’s the best. They teach you everything from toy play to riding three cocks at once.”

Xavier looked up and chimed in. “They even have this competition called the blowjob games to see how many cocks you can suck dry in a minute. Milly’s such a slut for it that she managed to take second place last year.”

I just stood there completely speechless, and Milly laughed, slinging her arm over Xavier’s shoulders. “Don’t worry,” she said. “We only fuck people who explicitly ask for it. You and your husband are totally safe unless you beg us to join in.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that, but at least I didn’t have to. As the words left her lips, Milly turned toward Xavier and noticed that the chatter was starting to affect him. Her eyes dropped to the very visible bulge hardening against the front of his tight pants.

“Oh, honey, worked up already?” she cooed, licking her lips. “Here, let me help you with that.”

There was no denying what she was about to do, but I stayed put as Milly leaned in and shamelessly reached for him. She unzipped his pants, dug into his boxers, and pulled out his cock. God, the thing was massive. A thick and veiny slab of meat that just twitched in her hand.

She started pumping him. “Feels good, right babe?” she murmured, squeezing the base.

Xavier simply groaned in delight, and that was when Milly bent down and pressed her lips right against the very tip. Then out came her tongue to catch a drop of his wetness, which she licked up, before taking him deep into her mouth. Her head slid slowly over his length as she swallowed him. Once her nose was buried in his pubes, she moved back, and just started bobbing. Back and forth, back and forth.

The noise came instantly, a wet slurping sound that was utterly filthy. Xavier sighed in relief as he threaded his fingers through Milly’s hair, making sure she went deep enough to get a little gag out of her.

They were just doing it. Completely shameless, like I wasn’t even standing there.

Milly noticed my wide eyes after a few bobs and suddenly popped off his cock with a gasp. Her lips were all glossy with spit. “Oops,” she said. “Sorry, does this bother you?”

My mouth opened, and even I was surprised by the whisper that tumbled out. “N… no… it’s fine. Go for it. I don’t mind.”

Milly looked pleased. “Great! Well, you’re welcome to stay and watch, if you want,” she offered casually before diving right back into sucking Xavier’s cock.

I stepped back just slightly, pressing myself into the wooden door frame, as if that would make me invisible. But I didn’t leave. Of course not. My thighs were trembling, and my pussy was beyond soaked. Seeing Milly lick up the entire length of Xavier and do all sorts of filthy tricks with her tongue just to please him was making me incredibly horny.

Before I knew it, my hand was moving.

I watched from beside the door, my fingers moving under the edge of my top, then over my the waist of my pants, then straight down into my panties.

God, I was so wet. My fingers were completely drenched in my own sticky juice.

I kept going, eventually finding my clit, and gave it a firm rub. “Fuck,” I breathed as a jolt of pleasure hit me. I kept rubbing, softer and then harder, matching the motion of Milly’s mouth sliding over his cock.

I couldn’t believe I was actually touching myself, watching these two complete strangers, but it felt way too good to stop. I added a finger into the mix, slipping it deep inside my soaked entrance. My thumb circled my clit, and my hips rocked forward, all while I watched that massive dick disappear down Milly’s throat, imagining what it might feel like to suck it myself.

Meanwhile, Xavier’s groans grew louder, and it wasn’t long before his thighs started tensing. “Fuck, I’m gonna come,” he rasped.

Milly popped off his cock, wiped away the thick string of spit that connected her lips to his tip, and looked up at him. “Do it on my tits, babe,” she purred.

The pulse only raced more as she swiftly pulled her top over her head and unhooked her pink bra. Her tits spilled out completely bare, and wow, they were gorgeous. Full and heavy with dark nipples and incredibly wide areolae.

Just as she pressed the two globes together, Xavier gripped his rigid meat. With a few pumps and a shuddering groan, he came hard. “Fuck!” he shouted as thick ropes of cum sprayed out and splattered all over Milly’s tits. I gasped, and the sight of her laughing softly as she smeared the sticky white mess over her own skin was all it took to unravel me completely.

I brought a hand up to my mouth, my fingers still pumping furiously inside my cunt, and just bit down on my palm, letting the intense pleasure take over. My legs started shaking, and my cunt squeezed tight around my digits as a massive orgasm rocked through me.

Once the intense waves finally passed, I sagged weakly against the wooden door frame, letting my breath settle. I stole another glance inside, and Milly was wiping her chest off with a hand towel, laughing and standing up to kiss Xavier with her sticky lips.

Swallowing hard, I pulled my pants up, adjusted my clothes, and slipped back down the creaky stairs as quietly as possible, my pulse still racing.

I gradually made my way to the ground floor, but I just couldn’t stop thinking about it. The sloppy sounds of Milly’s mouth, Xavier’s groans, and the vivid memories of my own climax were burned into my mind. And as much as I wanted to pretend it didn’t affect me, my trembling thighs and damp underwear said otherwise.

I sighed quietly, trying to compose myself as I stepped into the lobby. I moved toward the office, where the small TV glow poured into the hallway from the open door behind the front desk. Dennis was inside, slouched lazily on the old desk chair, watching.

“Hey, honey,” his voice broke through as soon as I stepped in. “You seeing this?”

“No. What’s going on?”

Dennis chuckled, pointing at the screen with his thumb. “They’re covering that truck accident. Looks like it’s a bigger mess than they thought.”

I stepped around the counter to join him, pulling one of the spare chairs closer. The reporter on screen had that overly professional tone that all news anchors seem to master, but she was talking about something so unbelievably ridiculous, I wasn’t sure how she was keeping a straight face.

“In an update on the overturned semi blocking the interstate, clean up crews have been delayed due to the,” the reporter paused here, visibly suppressing a smirk, “spill of personal lubricant bottles, which were being transported to the Central Regional Swingers Expo scheduled for this weekend.”

Dennis laughed. “Lube! Can you imagine? Apparently it’s all over the damn highway. They gotta shut it down all weekend to clean it up.”

As if to confirm his story, the camera cut to aerial footage of the highway, where a slick sheen coated the blacktop for what looked like miles. It was absolutely absurd, and weirdly hilarious. The reporter continued, “Representatives for the expo have confirmed that due to the accident, the event will be postponed.”

I stared at the television for a second before the reality of the situation finally hit me. “Dennis… do you think any more of them are going to show up?”

“Probably. If the expo is postponed and the highway is blocked…” He looked up at me with a playful smirk. “Looks like we’re officially running a B&B for stranded swingers.”

I rolled my eyes, though a sudden rush of heat pooled between my legs again. “Um…”

“Hey, not the worst crowd to have around.” Dennis let his amusement fade as he looked up and down my body. He frowned slightly. “You okay, Jenna? You look a bit flustered.”

I bit my bottom lip. The heavy throb in my clit was returning, completely ignoring my attempts to stay calm. I stood up from my chair and moved right between his parted knees. “Dennis, you have absolutely no idea what I just saw upstairs.”

His hands settled on my ass and he pulled me closer. “Oh yeah? What were our new guests up to?”

“They started before I even left the room,” I confessed. “Milly just went for it. Right in front of me.”

Dennis raised an eyebrow. “Went for what, exactly?”

“His cock,” I breathed. The word felt dirty on my tongue, but I loved saying it. “She just unzipped his pants, pulled out this massive dick, and started sucking him off.”

Dennis stopped moving. He squeezed my ass tighter, and the playful energy completely vanished from his face. “Really? And you just stood there and watched?”

“I couldn’t look away,” I admitted. “It was just so hot. God, Dennis, I couldn’t even stop myself from… you know… touching myself. I came right when he ejaculated all over her tits.”

He rumbled in his chest. “Fuck, Jenna… you… what?”

“I know. And I loved it,” I said, completely abandoning any sense of restraint. I moved my stance, pressing my crotch right against the front of his pants. I could already feel the throbbing length of his erection pressing back onto me. “I’m so wet right now, Dennis. Just talking about it is making me crazy.”

He gave me one of those looks again. He knew where this was going. “Is that right?”

I dragged my fingers through his hair, my entire body begging for a release that my own hands just couldn’t give me. “Yes, it is. And I think I need your cock to help.”


Chapter Three


The second Dennis clicked the office door shut, his hands were on me. His fingers moved fast, shoving my clothes past my hips and stripping my lower half bare. “Hurry,” I muttered breathlessly, already reaching for his shirt and tugging at the fabric until his chest spilled out.

Once I was naked, his lips were everywhere, pressing wet kisses into my neck before dragging down to the tops of my breasts. His hands slid under my top, pushing it up. “Jenna… tell me why I’m still imagining you getting off watching those two.”

I gasped as he bit softly at my skin and sucked hard on my collarbone. “Because I did,” I whispered, feeling myself clench and drip at the memory. “It was so hot, Dennis.”

Another moan escaped me as his hands cupped my breasts. He grinned against my neck, lifting my top and bra the rest of the way off. My breasts bounced free, and then leaned in to take one into his mouth. “Fuck, I love these,” he said, licking around the puffy areola. “I could suck on them all damn night.”

His dirty talk was intoxicating. The heat between my legs flared hotter as my pulse quickened, and I was already grabbing at his belt with eager hands. “Dennis, please… just fuck me already.”

“Damn, it really got to you, huh?” he replied. “Just watching them a little and you’re this—” His words cut off as I shoved my hand down his boxers and wrapped my fingers around his stiff shaft. “Fuck, Jenna, you’re horny as hell all of a sudden.”

“Like you’re any better?” I shot back, tugging his pants lower until his dick sprang free. It was gorgeous and exactly what I needed for a hard fuck, already flushed at the tip. I stared down at him as my pussy throbbed, knowing exactly how good I was going to feel in a few seconds.

He moved fast, gripping my hips and hoisting me up to plant me on the edge of the desk inside the little office. I felt the wood press right against my bare cheeks, and I let out a soft laugh. “We’re definitely leaving an ass print here.”

Dennis chuckled as he nudged my legs wider. “It needed some character anyway.”

He stripped down the rest of the way and tossed his shirt and boxers aside, lining himself up. His thick tip brushed against my wet entrance, teasing me just enough to make me squirm.

“Dennis. Inside,” I demanded.

“Yeah?” he taunted. “Like this?”

He shoved forward, instantly sinking into my cunt in one long glide, stretching my wet walls completely and grinding his meat right against my G-spot.

“Oh god!” I moaned loudly as he filled me completely.

Then my husband started to fuck me. He immediately set a hard pace, slapping his groin against my pelvis with enough force to rattle the desk. My tits swung loose with every slam, and Dennis greedily grabbed them, rubbing my stiff nipples as he leaned in. He bit hard into my neck before going back to make out with me.

We kept at it, his cock hammering into me while I wailed into the empty office. The pressure felt incredible, driving me completely feral. Then, as if in perfect tandem, we both suddenly froze. There was a noise from above us.

“Wait, did I just…” Dennis started.

Then it came again: a sharp squeal that drifted its way down. My eyes widened, and I clamped a hand over my mouth to stifle a laugh. “That was definitely her,” I whispered against my fingers.

Dennis let out a chuckle and dragged his wet shaft out to the tip, only to plunge right back in. “Well, shit. I guess they’ve got the same idea.”

Another muffled moan rang out from above, followed by a loud, “Fuck, yes, stretch me out!” My clit started twitching in delight all over again.

I rolled my hips forward to take more of his cock as warmth coursed through my stomach. I kept my ears dialed to the ceiling, tracking every wet slap and desperate whimper floating down through the floorboards.

Dennis kept slamming into me. “Bet she’s riding him. Think she’s bouncing with those massive tits of hers? I caught a good look earlier, you know. They were basically falling right out of that pink bra.”

I know it was just dirty talk, but the image sent my arousal into overdrive. I gasped as another cry sounded from above, Milly’s voice breaking completely with pleasure. It was so easy to picture it: her straddling him totally naked, those dark areolae flashing, and Xavier’s hands bruising her cheeks as he fed his massive dick as deep as it would go.

I completely surrendered to the filth of it, feeling myself clamp tight around Dennis’s cock. I hooked my ankles behind his lower back and yanked him closer, demanding every inch of him. I let him pound me relentlessly as the pleasure wound tighter and tighter inside me.

“Go on, Jenna,” Dennis growled. “Come for me. Let them hear you.”

The buildup shattered in an instant. My walls spasmed like crazy around him, and I gushed out my release, convulsing against the desk and making a total mess of both of us.

Dennis let out a roar not long after, jacking his cock in and out of my entrance. “Fuck, here it comes!”

He delivered three final, bruising slams before burying his shaft all the way. He stiffened instantly, and a second later, I felt the scalding ropes of his cum blast straight against my cervix. He pumped so much fluid inside me that it immediately pooled and spilled out, dripping down the crease of my ass.

Just as I came back down to earth and collapsed weakly against him, letting the desk support my trembling body, a scream louder than anything yet tore through the ceiling. Milly’s voice rang out, raw and full of ecstasy, quickly followed by Xavier’s own howl of release. What were the chances?

I kept my ankles crossed behind his back for an extra minute, just riding out the last few tremors of my orgasm while the silence of the house slowly crept back in. Then I slid down from the edge of the desk, my legs still shaking a little as Dennis stepped back and grabbed his pants.

“Jesus,” I whispered, letting out a breathless laugh. “Are we completely sick? We totally just used our guests to get off.”

Dennis zipped his jeans with a completely unapologetic smirk. “They were putting on a free show, Jenna. You really wanted to just sit here and ignore it? Come on. You loved it.”

I swiped a loose hair out of my face. Deep down, I knew he was right. The extra cash we’d earned for the room didn’t matter anymore. This was about something else entirely.

I pulled my panties back up, fighting a smile. “Okay, fine. It was hot,” I admitted.

“Definitely was,” said Dennis. “But let’s get you cleaned up. Don’t want to look sloppy for the guests now, do we?”


Chapter Four


The next morning, the doorbell ripped me from a dead sleep. It didn’t just ring once. It kept chiming. I almost thought the place was on fire.

“Shit, coming!” I yelled.

I rolled over, but Dennis was completely passed out beside me, snoring. The knocking came again.

“Jesus, hold on!”

I stumbled out of bed. My mind was still foggy, so I just grabbed the first thing I found on the floor. One of Dennis’s T-shirts. I didn’t think about the draft against my bare thighs or the fact I hadn’t looked for my underwear. I just pulled it over my head and hurried down the hall.

I rushed across the lobby and swung the front door open. Big mistake. When my eyes adjusted to the morning light, I was staring at quite possibly two of the most attractive men I had ever seen.

Oh my god.

They were tall, in their late twenties, with that confident and commanding energy. Built like football players with wide shoulders and thick arms, they looked like they could toss me around a mattress without breaking a sweat. My pussy gave a little clench just looking at them.

The brown-haired guy on the left nudged his friend. The dark-haired one looked me up and down. I glanced down and realized my mistake.

Without a bra, my nipples were poking straight through the tee. Worse, the hem of the shirt was sitting quite high, barely enough to cover my pussy. I almost pulled the shirt down, but the dark-haired one was already grinning.

“Damn, dude. Milly was right,” he said. “This place is definitely friendly. I mean, look, she’s not even wearing any pants!”

“Um,” I whispered. “I was asleep. I just…”

He chuckled. “Hey, don’t apologize. We’re definitely not complaining. We’re from the expo, after all.”

He stared right at my crotch, clearly enjoying the show. Knowing exactly what he was here for, I made no move to cover up and let my hands drop. A jolt went straight to my clit. I was getting aroused, and I just prayed I wouldn’t leave a wet spot on the front of Dennis’s shirt.

“Anyway, got any rooms left?” he continued. “We saw Milly’s post in the group chat that you guys were taking people in.”

A group chat. Of course.

“Right. Milly,” I said. “Yes, we have space. Come on in.” I stepped back, trying not to look like I was dripping onto the floorboards.

They stepped inside. “I’m Jack,” the brown-haired one said. “This is my buddy Connor. We’re performers for the expo.”

This time, I knew exactly what they meant. These guys fucked on stage for a living. It had to be.

My pulse picked up. After everything Dennis and I did last night, and after everything I had just learned about these two very attractive men, my body was already humming. Trying to cover myself up felt pointless. I decided just to lean into it and let them look.

I happily ushered them inside, and then opened up a form from one of the folders on the desk.

“Just need you to fill this one out for me, please,” I said. With the arousal still coursing through me, I decided to play it a bit naughty. When I leaned forward over the desk, I let the loose collar of the tee sag open a bit, purposely giving them an unobstructed view of my cleavage.

After they filled out the ledger, I turned to the linen closet behind the desk. I bent down, keeping my legs straight and pushing my hips back so the shirt rode up. The fabric barely covered my crack, and I stayed down for an extra second and pretended to search for the towels. I could feel their eyes burning a hole right into my ass.

When I stood up, their faces were priceless. I handed them the towels with a smile. “Let me show you to your room.”

I led them upstairs. I could hear Dennis stirring back in our room. After pointing out their door and taking a few more minutes to show them around, I headed back down to finish the paperwork. I fully planned to go straight back to the bedroom for a pair of shorts once I was done, but I was too late, because by this time, Dennis was already awake, changed, and sitting at the front desk.

“Oh… good morning,” I said to him.

Dennis turned toward me and blinked. “M… morning? Jenna… you’re… you’re naked.”

“Oh, yeah,” I mumbled. “I was in a rush. The doorbell wouldn’t stop.”

He gave me a look. “Right. And who was ringing the bell so early?”

“Two guys from the expo. Apparently Milly sent out a message to one of their group chats about our place being swinger-friendly.”

“Oh yeah? What happened? They catch you like this?”

“Kind of,” I said, stepping closer to him behind the desk. “I forgot I wasn’t wearing panties and they noticed.”

Dennis let out a breath. “You gave two random guys a show this morning?” he asked. I could hear the arousal in his voice.

“They were already looking.”

“And you just let them?”

“A little.”

Dennis cursed under his breath. He grabbed my hips and pulled me close so I could feel how hard he was. “Jesus, Jenna. I don’t know what’s gotten into you, but you’re not even trying to hide it.”

I gasped as his hands slipped down to my naked ass. “Well… do you mind?” I breathed. I was starting to get quite wet now.

“Fuck no, not at all,” he admitted easily. “They might get to look, but don’t forget who gets to fuck you.”

That possessive edge in his voice sent a spike of heat through me. I pinched my thighs together, right on the edge of begging him to take me over the desk.

Then the doorbell rang.

Dennis groaned. “You really need to stop opening this place in the morning,” he muttered, his hands lingering on my waist.

I laughed, grabbing a nearby towel to wrap around myself so my bottom half was at least covered, and then stepped back to answer the door.

This time it was a confident woman in her late thirties, dressed in a sharp blazer and tight pants. She stepped inside before I even invited her.

“This highway mess is a disaster,” she announced.

“Good morning to you, too,” I said, sarcastically.

She threw her bag down by the counter. “I’m Cassie. One of the mainstage presenters from the expo. Sorry for the entrance, but I’m losing my mind right now.”

I crossed my arms as she went on. “My main actors for my threesome demonstration have bailed. Both. Of. Them,” she snapped, emphasizing every word. “I’m supposed to be running a workshop on spitroasting, and now I’ve got no scene partners to rehearse with!”

My mouth fell open at how casually she was saying it. Spitroasting workshop? Who the hell was this woman?

Dennis stepped out from behind the counter at that moment. Cassie zeroed in on him the second he drew closer, and to my mild horror, a slow smile spread across her face. Dennis wasn’t entirely innocent either; his eyes immediately focusing on the sharp plunge of Cassie’s blazer, lingering on her cleavage for a second too long.

“Well, well, what do we have here?” she asked in a flirty tone.

Dennis didn’t know what to say to that. “Um…”

Cassie took in my husband’s gorgeous body, a slow smile spreading across her face. “Milly told me the hosts here were wonderfully open-minded. Are you?”

Dennis’s ears turned red, though he was definitely smirking now. He stood a little taller. “I… guess so.” I was equal parts horrified and wildly turned on by how easily he leaned into it.

“Excellent!” Cassie purred, stepping closer until she was nearly chest to chest with him. “Because you’ve got a great build, and I bet that cock is perfect. Have you ever considered acting? If you’re feeling adventurous, I can show you exactly what I mean. I’ve been looking for someone just like you!”

Dennis looked completely thrown, but he was definitely eating it up. Seeing another woman openly crave my husband like that made my clit throb. The thought of her actually having him was turning me on way more than it should.

The scene broke as Milly’s overly energetic voice rang out. “Good morning, everyone!” From the bottom of the stairs, she strolled into the lobby with Xavier trailing behind her.

My head snapped toward them as they headed for the kitchen. Milly’s hair was a mess, and Xavier’s shirt barely draped over his thick torso. They both had the rumpled glow of a couple who had spent the early morning railing each other.

Just as Milly crossed into the main hall, her eyes landed on Cassie. Her entire face lit up with recognition.

“Oh my god!” Milly screeched. “Cassie? I don’t believe it!”

Cassie turned with an amused smirk. “Milly! Well, haven’t you been around?”

The two wasted no time collapsing into bubbling conversation that I struggled to follow, with Milly doing the majority of the babbling. Apparently, their paths had crossed at a prior expo where Cassie ran her infamous workshops.

I tuned them out until two more sets of footsteps came from the stairway. Jack and Connor.

“Morning again,” said Connor. “Just coming down to grab some coffee.” Jack just gave a nod.

Cassie perked up the second she spotted them.

“Oh my! Those two…” She straightened up fully and pointed. “Those two are perfect!”

Jack and Connor paused on the bottom step, looking at each other like she was crazy.

“Oh, you mean for your spitroast thing?” Milly exclaimed. “Oh, you’re absolutely right, babe. They’re perfect!”

“Wait, what about a spitroast?” Jack asked.

“A live walkthrough,” Cassie replied. “The two of you would be doing me a huge favor if you helped me rehearse. I’ve got a… let’s just call it a scheduling issue, and now I’m short two actors for my demonstration scene.”

“What kind of demonstration scene?” Connor asked.

“I teach couples how to properly share a woman,” replied Cassie. “You wouldn’t be doing anything you haven’t seen before. Just a good old-fashioned spitroast. Take my throat, rail me from behind, and bam, you’re good to go. I need one more round of practice before the real thing.”

I was fairly certain I stopped breathing the moment she finished her sentence.

Jack blinked rapidly. “Uh, shit…” He threw another glance at Connor, who already looked entirely too intrigued. “You’re really just asking random strangers to fuck you like that?”

“Yes,” said Cassie. Her thumb jabbed back toward Xavier and Milly. “That one and her man already know, don’t they? They’ve been in my workshop before.”

Milly clapped her hands. “It’s true! She’s amazing.”

Cassie turned back to the guys. “See? Like I said, nothing weird. Besides, what could be better than sharing my holes?”

Their suspicion broke with that sentence, and before long, both Jack and Connor had agreed without much need for convincing.

Milly couldn’t have been more thrilled. “Can we watch?” she asked. “I mean, critique.”

“Of course. You think I’m shy?” Cassie glanced over her shoulder at Dennis and me. “What about you two? Happy for us to get started? And you men don’t mind an audience, right?”

“Not at all,” Jack replied. Xavier agreed too.

I swallowed hard. “Sure,” I said, with Dennis nodding along. “Whatever you need to do…”

Which is how, not five minutes later, all seven of us ended up in the guest lounge together. Jack and Connor stripped down shamelessly, letting their shirts and pants drop to the floor. Connor’s long cock swung like a bat between his thighs, immediately taking my attention. Jack was even more imposing, his shaft already starting to inflate and looking utterly massive compared to most men I’d seen.

Cassie made quick work of her business attire, tossing her blazer and pants over the nearest chair. She had a seriously incredible body. A nice, fat ass that gave a cute jiggle with every step, smooth, long legs, and when she faced us completely naked, she was proudly sporting a full, dark bush over her pussy.

She dropped to her knees in the middle of the rug. The guys stepped forward, and she eagerly grabbed a dick in each hand, casually stroking them up to full mast. “Ah, these are perfect! I can already tell they’ll stretch me just right.”

Meanwhile, Milly and Xavier had settled on one of the nearby chairs, ready to watch.

I knew I should’ve been mortified beyond belief, but all I could focus on now was the insistent pulse in my pussy.

Cassie then began directing them. “Alright, time to practice. I’ve run this routine a hundred times, but it’s been a minute since I had two guys this thick, so let’s make sure our timing is locked in. Jack, make sure you grab my ass hard when you’re railing me. Don’t hold back. And Connor…” She turned her head, her lips brushing against the tip of his swollen cock. “Feel free to really fuck my face here. Don’t worry, I’ll hold up a hand if it’s too much.”

What followed was nothing short of shameless. Cassie moved onto all fours, and Jack lined himself up behind her as she stuck her ass out. Connor stepped right up to her face.

“Give me a second to open up,” Cassie instructed. “Connor, you set the pace. Jack, you follow his hips. I need to be completely sandwiched.”

First it was Connor, who stepped closer and slotted his long cock into her mouth. There was an immediate gag sound, and then Cassie was mumbling around his meat. She said something about him not going deep enough, so then Connor pressed more, and I could see from the tear that slipped out of her eye that he had indeed hit the back of her throat this time. Knowing how deep to thrust, Connor pulled back slightly and then slammed back in to the exact same depth. He settled into a steady rhythm, drawing these wet, gurgling sounds from her that were incredibly dirty.

Meanwhile, Jack was getting himself sorted around her pussy. He spat into his palm, slicking his own cock, and then parted her folds just a bit. “Fuck, you’re already dripping for me,” he muttered, but she was too busy gagging on Connor’s cock to say anything back.

He shoved his hips forward, and she let out a sharp whine around Connor’s cock as it breached her, sliding in. Then he started fucking.

Cassie suddenly popped off Connor’s cock for a second, catching her breath. “Okay, we need to push it,” she gasped, spit stringing from her lips. “Move like a train. Push and pull. And Jack, you’re not going deep enough. I want to feel your tip bottoming out deep inside me, got it? If you want to make a woman feel totally owned, you need to slide all the way in every single time.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Jack growled, gripping her tighter, while Connor just smirked and guided his meat right back past her lips.

Cassie was moaning loudly now as Jack pounded her from behind and Connor deeply fucked her throat. Over on the chairs, Milly and Xavier were loving the show; Xavier’s hand was already down his pants, jerking off, while Milly rubbed her clit in fast circles, both of them totally captivated.

Dennis stood silent beside me, all the color drained from his face. I didn’t even need to look down to know he was hard just watching what was unfolding in front of us.

The dirty sounds of Cassie being spitroasted were impossible to escape. Every time she gagged around Connor’s cock or let out a wet moan from Jack pounding into her cunt from behind, my body reacted like it was soaking it all up. My breathing was shallow, my nipples so hard they were brushing almost uncomfortably against the shirt, and my pulse was all over the place. Worse still, my own pussy was so slick and messy that I was positive I was trickling down the insides of my thighs by now.

While the filth of the room centered on them, I couldn’t stop imagining something else. Something dirtier. Something personal.

I imagined Dennis there. I wanted to see him bury himself in Cassie’s stretched cunt, and watch the flex of his hips as he pushed into her from behind.

Or maybe, I wanted her spot instead, his cock spreading me wide as everyone else watched, while I had another man’s meat reaming out my mouth. I wondered what it would be like to sit in the front row of that workshop at the expo. I wondered if she’d pull volunteers from the crowd, and if I’d have the guts to get up on that stage and take a dick in both holes while hundreds of people watched.

My pussy clenched again, making me gasp. My hand twitched against my side.

I wanted to touch myself. I wanted to plunge my fingers into my needy hole and come right here, right fucking now.

I turned to my husband. “Dennis… I need your cock.”

He blinked, tearing his eyes away from the scene to look at me. He was too mesmerized to speak, so I kept going.

“First it was Cassie talking about what she’d do to your cock… and now this.” I grabbed the front of his shorts. “Dennis, get that thing inside me. Please.”

That broke him. He snapped out of his trance and grabbed me, spinning me around. We arranged ourselves just enough out of sight to not give the others a direct view of us, but still with a perfect vantage point of Cassie getting railed.

Dennis’s hands got to work. He yanked the shirt up around my neck, and threw the towel away.

He undid his drawstring, loosening his shorts to spring his cock free. When I bent for him, Dennis reached down, dragging two fingers through my dripping cunt to scoop up my juices. He lathered the slick juice over his shaft before nudging it against my entrance. I was so wet he slid straight in without a hint of resistance.

I bit down on my forearm to stifle a wail. The stretch of his cock spreading me open was exactly what I needed.

I whimpered as quietly as I could. My voice felt like it would break. “Fuck me. Fuck me harder.”

His response was a vicious snap of his hips, shoving himself deeper into me with a grunt. My ass jiggled from how hard he was fucking me.

In front of us, the scene kept escalating. Cassie was taking both men, her moans ragged and broken as Connor’s cock slid deep into her throat. Jack was pounding her from behind, his palm squeezed tight over her ass as he watched his dick disappear into her pussy again and again.

Dennis’s breathing grew harsh in my ear. I wasn’t sure if it was because of me or the filthy debauchery unfolding right in front of us.

He pressed his chest against my back. “Imagine if I’d said yes to that woman,” he whispered. “Imagine me splitting her open, Jenna. Can you picture it?”

“Yes,” I choked out. The image of him stretching someone else out spun in my head. “I want her to, Dennis. I want… fuck… I want to watch you, and…”

“And you want me to watch you,” he finished. His cock twitched hard against my pussy walls as if the thought alone nearly made him explode.

I moaned through clenched teeth. My orgasm was just out of reach as Dennis drove into me.

A loud cry pierced the air. Cassie was ready to break. She threw her head back, Connor’s cock glistening with her spit as it slid out from her lips for a moment just to let Jack pound her harder. Then Connor shoved it back in, spreading her mouth again. Seconds later, both men groaned.

“Shit,” Dennis bit out. I could feel my orgasm clutching at me, strangling my thoughts. Then it hit.

I spasmed around his cock. My juices gushed everywhere as I surrendered to it. I wanted to yell, to moan as loud as I could. But I couldn’t. I covered my face and moaned into my palm instead.

Dennis didn’t last much longer. He buried himself deep one last time before erupting. The heat of his cum spilled into me in pulsing waves.

In front of us, Jack and Connor were finishing as well. They groaned as they pumped their loads into Cassie’s cunt and mouth. She moaned around Connor one last time as his seed gushed down her throat.

Milly’s applause broke the silence. “Outstanding!” she chirped. “You nailed it!”

Cassie pushed herself up onto her knees, brushing her hair back with a grin. “Thanks! If that doesn’t show the expo crowd how a proper spitroast is done, nothing will.”

Connor stepped back and chuckled. “Damn, you take a cock well. You almost sucked me dry.”

Jack gave her ass a loud smack before stepping back. “Could’ve fucked that tight little hole all day, to be honest.”

Cassie beamed. “You guys were perfect. Hit every mark right on cue! Now, where did my lovely hosts wander off to? I need a shower.”

Her footsteps echoed as she approached. Dennis and I froze in the corner. I didn’t even get a chance to stumble upright before Cassie rounded the corner and stopped short.

She focused on Dennis. He had just pulled out of me, his cock still coated with creamy streaks of his cum my my own.

“Oh my,” Cassie said, looking down. “Well… isn’t this a gorgeous mess.”

Dennis stammered. He reached for a discarded towel to wipe his cock and cover up. Cassie stopped him.

“You two let me use your space to practice my routine, and I always repay my debts. The least I can do is help clean up,” she offered with a dirty smile. “May I?”

My mouth fell open. Dennis stared at me. We didn’t need words. One look was all it took to know we were on the same wavelength.

I gave him a nod. He let the towel drop to the floor.

“Go for it,” Dennis rasped.

Cassie knelt in front of him. She started at the base, swirling her tongue up the underside of his shaft. She cleaned every drop of the sticky release from his pubic hair and the tops of his balls where it had trickled down. Then she took all of him into her mouth, sucking him clean. Dennis stood there completely transfixed, his jaw essentially unhinged. He could hardly believe another woman’s lips were over his cock, slurping up his own cum.

She treated his dick like a melting popsicle, sucking the whole thing down even as it started to deflate. “No sense dirtying a perfectly good towel when my mouth does a much better job,” she mumbled around him, letting out a loud slurp.

When she was done, she pulled back, licking her lips clean with a slow swipe of her tongue.

“Yum!” she whispered. “Okay, next time, you’re definitely busting down my throat. I want a proper taste, Dennis.”


Chapter Five


“But for now,” she continued, “I think I need a good shower. Mind showing me to my room?”

I nodded, still trying to comprehend what had just happened. “Sure… follow me.”

I turned and headed for the stairs. Cassie trailed after me to a room at the end of the hall.

“Here you go,” I said, pushing the door open and stepping aside. “Shower’s just in there. Breakfast will be ready downstairs soon if you’re hungry.”

“Thanks, sweetheart,” she said with a teasing smile, stepping past me. “You know, if all this is turning you guys on as much as it seems to be, you really don’t have to be shy about it.”

“Oh…” My voice broke instantly. “What do you mean?” It was a pathetic response, mostly because I knew exactly what she meant. She had just sucked my husband’s dick clean right in front of me, after all.

“Sharing’s the best part, honey. You two already seem halfway there. The way you were looking while I was on my knees… wow. If you’d wanted to join in, I’d have made plenty of room.”

“Well…”

Cassie chuckled softly. “No pressure, of course,” she said, turning toward the bathroom. “But I have a feeling you two would be amazing at it. Just think about it.”

She winked and disappeared inside.

I stood there a second longer, her words running laps through my mind.

Though the thing was, she wasn’t entirely wrong. Watching her go down on Dennis had been intoxicating. The way her tongue worked, and the way she kept looking up to make sure I was watching. I’d gone from zero to horny as hell in record time. Cassie had a point.

Downstairs, I found Dennis behind the front desk.

“Dennis,” I said quietly.

His eyes flicked up.

“Are we going to talk about that?” I asked.

He let out a long breath. “I mean… yeah… what do you want me to say? We literally let her suck my cock. Fuck, we were so horny…”

“And you’re just… okay with how that went down?”

His lips quirked. “I don’t know. The whole thing was completely insane, but it felt right, you know? In the moment, it didn’t even feel like something we needed to stop.” Dennis’s grin finally broke through. “Be honest, Jenna. Watching her swallow my cum was pretty hot.”

I decided to be honest. “You’re not wrong.”

“Exactly. How do we deny it? This is happening.”

I stayed silent for a beat.

“So… what do we do?” he asked. “Do we let it continue?”

My skin prickled at the thought. “I don’t know. It already feels like there’s no turning back.”

“Maybe we keep it simple,” Dennis said. “Just let things happen naturally. If it gets to that.”

“Let her suck your cock, you mean?”

He smirked. “Pretty much. Hey, if it happens, you can get some tongue down there too. It’s only fair.”

The words made me flush hot. I was already warming up to the idea. “Okay,” I finally said, my pulse racing. “I guess that works. Just the light stuff.”

“Right,” Dennis agreed. “Just to keep us sane.”

* * *


An hour later, I had finally managed to pull myself together. I’d thrown on fresh jeans and a t-shirt, and even remembered a bra and underwear this time.

Down in the kitchen, reality was starting to set in. We hadn’t planned for a sudden houseful of travelers. Our pantry was pretty much bare, and the fridge wasn’t much better. Luckily, after watching me stare blankly into the empty cupboards from the coffee table, Jack and Connor volunteered to walk the two miles to town for groceries. Cassie, meanwhile, was still sleeping off her spitroast upstairs.

I stood at the stove, frying the last of our bacon and a few eggs, while Dennis was around the corner, the espresso machine grinding loudly as he sorted out coffee.

I was just about to flip a batch of pancakes when Milly and Xavier strolled into the kitchen. Their idea of loungewear was exactly what I should have expected. Milly wore a sheer camisole and sleep shorts that were basically a thong, while Xavier was shirtless in loose boxers.

“Hey again,” Milly chirped. “We smelled bacon. Tell me there’s enough to share.”

I blinked at her outfit but managed a smile. “Doing my best with what we have. Jack and Connor went to town for refills.”

“Oh, thank god,” said Xavier. “I’m starving. Watching Cassie take it in both holes really worked up an appetite. We had to go upstairs and fuck right after.”

Milly laughed. “Can you blame us? That spitroast was so hot I couldn’t even wait for his pants to come off before I was riding his face.”

I was already quite aroused from the morning, but hearing them talk so casually made me throb all over again. I threw a quick glance around the corner toward Dennis. We had agreed to “light stuff.” Was this our chance to make good on that?

“Need some help?” Milly offered, stepping closer.

“Um, I think I’ve got it.”

“Nonsense. Let me at least prep the plates.”

She reached over my arm for the plates, bumping my wrist. The spatula jerked, and a dollop of wet pancake batter flew off, landing right on her chest.

“Oh, shit!” I gasped.

Milly jumped back with a laugh. “Oops! Kitchen hazard.” She looked down at the batter smeared over her left breast. “Well, I can’t wear this now, can I? It’s going to get crusty.”

Before I could even offer a paper towel, Milly pulled the top over her head and tossed it onto a barstool. Her gorgeous tits dropped out, completely bare.

“Do you mind?” she asked casually.

My eyes were glued to her nipples. “N… no,” I replied. I couldn’t believe this was happening, but then again, anything was possible given the morning we’d just had.

Milly giggled. “Great.” She looked down at the batter clinging to her skin, then grabbed the syrup bottle. “Actually…”

With a dirty smirk, she tipped the bottle, letting a thick drop of syrup fall onto her right nipple. It rolled slowly down the curve of her breast.

She turned to Xavier. “Whoops. Looks like I made a mess, babe. Want to clean it up?”

Xavier stepped up and leaned in. His tongue shot out, swiping a wet path over her nipple, slurping up the syrup and batter with a loud, sloppy sound. Milly moaned as he took it further, sucking the sensitive peak deep into his mouth. She cradled the back of his head, pressing him closer so he could swirl his tongue all around, drawing a dirty happy gasp from her lips.

I stood there, totally transfixed.

The loud hiss of the espresso machine finally died down. “Mmm, something smells good,” Dennis called out, cutting through the silence. He rounded the corner with two mugs of coffee and stopped dead, staring at Xavier loudly sucking Milly’s tit right next to the stove.

Dennis slowly set the mugs down, dark, unfiltered arousal washing over his face.

Milly pulled back from Xavier with a wet pop, leaving her nipple glistening. She looked at me and tipped the syrup bottle again. Another golden drop fell, landing squarely on her left nipple. She was doing it on purpose, reeling me right in.

“Oops! Gosh, I’m so clumsy!” she said, with absolutely no shame in her eyes. “Hey, Jenna,” she added. “Want to clean this one up?”

My breath caught. This was it.

“Oh… I’ve never… um…” I stammered. God, I had never imagined doing anything like this. But then again, it looked harmless enough. It was just a nipple, after all.

“It’s okay, honey,” Milly coaxed, leaning in a little closer. “Just a taste. Go ahead.”

“Okay,” I replied. Heart racing, I finally set the spatula down and stepped closer to her.

I leaned in, parted my lips, and pressed my tongue against her skin. The taste of maple syrup, instantly mixed with the salty musk of her sweat, was shocking at first. But definitely not bad. In fact, it was incredible. Something shifted inside me right then.

I let out a soft sound as I dragged my tongue up the slope of her breast, catching the sticky drop, and then I went further. I found her nipple and swiped across the tip, then sealed my lips over it. I swirled my tongue around the tight little bud exactly the way I liked mine played with.

“Oh… yes… that’s perfect,” Milly breathed. “You have a great tongue, Jenna.”

A rush of heat shot straight to my cunt. I had never sucked on another woman’s nipple before, but it was turning me on more than I ever thought possible.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Dennis step fully into the kitchen. He stopped at the entrance, admiring the scene playing out right in front of him. I opened my mouth wider and sucked hard, drawing a sharp gasp from Milly. The syrup was completely gone, but I kept sucking anyway, lapping at her just because.

Even as I suckled on her, Milly was hardly done playing. Reaching past me with the syrup bottle, she deliberately squeezed a huge blob right onto the front of Xavier’s boxers.

“Oh, clumsy me again!” she teased.

Xavier laughed, shoving his boxers down his thighs. His cock sprang out, the broad tip smeared with syrup.

Milly tapped my shoulder. “Looks like we’ve got another spill. You want to get that one too, Jenna?”

I popped off her nipple, staring at Xavier’s massive dick. It looked way too delicious to pass up.

“Yes. I do,” I whispered. I shot a quick glance at Dennis, who whispered “go for it.”

Leaving Milly’s tit glistening with saliva, I moved to Xavier and dropped to my knees.

Xavier widened his stance, and I grabbed the base of his thick shaft. The syrup was only on the tip, but I wanted a proper taste of him first. I started from the bottom, dragging my tongue all the way up the underside before swirling right over his slit, tasting the sugar mixed with the sharp tang of his pre-cum.

He groaned as I took him into my mouth, sliding my lips down his length. I sucked him exactly the way I did with Dennis, except Xavier’s cock had a slight upward curve that brushed against the roof of my mouth in a completely new, delicious way. I eagerly slid my lips back and forth, slurping loudly and lathering him up with my spit.

Up above, Milly suddenly turned her attention away from us. “Well, look at you,” she purred.

I glanced up and saw her walking toward Dennis. My husband was completely captivated, the front of his pants tented so hard it looked painful.

“You look a bit lonely over there,” Milly noted. “Mind if I help?”

“Fuck,” Dennis choked out. “Yes… do it.”

Milly dropped to her knees. She unzipped his pants, pulled out his stiff cock, and swallowed the head without a second of hesitation. She used her hands to wring his base and twist his meat as she went to work.

The sound in the kitchen quickly moved from sizzling bacon to the wet slurping of two women sucking dick, and I loved it. Watching Milly bob her head on my husband’s cock while another man’s meat slid in and out of my throat was driving me completely wild.

I was so incredibly turned on that my hand dropped between my own legs. Pressing my palm against my jeans wasn’t enough. I popped the button and slipped my fingers straight into my panties. My clit was swollen and deliciously sensitive. I started rubbing, and a few quick circles was all it took. Soon, I was moaning around Xavier’s cock as pleasure spiked hard through my body.

Milly noticed almost immediately. She slid off Dennis’s cock for a second. “Mmm, look at you getting yourself all worked up. Here, let me help.”

She shuffled closer to me. Dennis stepped forward to follow her, keeping his cock right by her face. I kept my mouth wrapped around Xavier but let my legs fall wider. Milly’s hand slipped into my jeans, replacing my own. Her fingers were slick with spit from jerking Dennis off, and the moment she touched my clit, I let out a garbled wail around Xavier’s dick.

“Mm… ooh… m… more…” I mumbled. It was the only noise I could make.

“You’re doing so well, Jenna,” she cooed. “How about you spread those thighs a little wider and let me get some fingers inside you?”

I happily obliged. Soon, Milly had two fingers slotted seamlessly inside my wet walls, twisting around and kneading my G-spot.

The sensation was completely overwhelming. I had Xavier’s massive cock knocking at the back of my throat, Dennis watching me while stroking himself, and another woman ruthlessly fingering me. I was drooling, losing my rhythm, faltering on Xavier’s cock because Milly’s fingers were hitting me so perfectly. I didn’t even know what felt better anymore.

Milly smiled. “Looks like Jenna here is about to completely lose her mind,” she announced. “I think she needs to be eaten out properly.”

That sounded like absolute heaven. Milly took complete control. “Xavier, pull out,” she ordered.

He slid his cock out of my mouth, letting it flop against my chin. Milly helped me lay flat on my back on the kitchen floor. She shoved my jeans and panties all the way down to my ankles, pulling them completely off and tossing them aside. I spread my legs, offering myself up to her.

She crawled between my thighs. “Do you want my tongue in your pussy, Jenna?” she murmured.

“Yes… do it,” I begged, completely desperate for the release. I didn’t even care that it was a woman. I just needed something wet and warm down there right now.

She smirked, then dove in, burying her face in my pussy.

I moaned instantly as her tongue darted out, swiping straight up through my soaking folds to taste my juices. Milly was incredible at it. There was something about her technique, so incredibly precise and deliberate, that instantly made me squirm. She lapped at my clit, sucking my folds into her mouth and slurping up my release. My hips lifted off the floor. Having a woman eat me out just felt so intensely right.

Above me, Xavier and Dennis were enjoying the free show, both stroking their spit-covered cocks.

“Damn,” Xavier chuckled. “Looks like she’s having all the fun down there, huh?”

Milly seemed to take fake offense, lifting off me for a second. “Hey! Not at all!” she said. “She’s still got an open mouth. You guys can share. Happy with that, Jenna?”

“Yes! Bring me those cocks,” I gasped.

Milly dove back into my cunt, and suddenly, two shadows fell over my face. Dennis and Xavier stepped up on either side of my head.

I tilted my head toward Xavier first and stuck my tongue out. His swollen head throbbed right against it before he slid in the rest of the way. I sucked him down, my tongue weaving around his shaft as Milly slurped at my clit. A few moments later, Xavier pulled back, and Dennis immediately replaced him, sliding his familiar meat past my lips. I moaned around him, my own husband’s dick tasting deliciously like Milly’s spit.

They alternated back and forth, using my mouth like the wet hole it was while Milly brought me higher and higher. The sensory overload was incredible. I clamped my eyes shut, my thighs shaking intensely, and then my orgasm detonated through me. I climaxed so hard I nearly clamped down on Dennis’s cock with my teeth, my cunt gushing right into Milly’s mouth as she swallowed everything.

As I came down, panting and shivering, Xavier took his turn in my mouth again. He thrust deep, getting a few more hard fucks in until he reached his limit.

Anticipating his release, I sealed my lips tight and sucked hard. His cum came in thick bursts, blasting all over my tongue. I gulped it all down as he pumped the last of it into my mouth.

When he finally pulled out, I was a complete mess. Saliva and cum coated my lips, and my chest was heaving. But I wasn’t done. I looked up at Dennis, who was still jerking off fast.

“Dennis, do it in my mouth, please,” I begged.

Dennis stepped closer, steadying my head as I opened my mouth for him. He fed me his cock, thrusting a few more times against my tonsils before he started grunting. He was right on the edge of coming down my throat when Milly suddenly pulled away from my cunt.

“Wait!” she shouted.

Milly scrambled out from between my legs, leaving my pussy slick and bare, and rushed over to my head.

“Can I have it in my mouth instead?” she politely asked. “I’d love to swallow your husband.”

Dennis pulled out just as he reached the edge. “Sounds good to me,” he rasped, turning to her as she scooted up. Milly opened her mouth wide, and just like that, swallowed his dick whole.

She sucked Dennis for a few more pulls until he howled in pleasure and then just exploded, shooting his seed straight down her throat. I lay there on the floor, completely breathless, watching my husband pump his cum into another woman’s mouth, and it was nothing short of glorious.

Milly stayed on him until he was completely drained, popping off with a satisfied sigh. She swallowed audibly, wiped the corner of her mouth, and looked down at me with a bright smile.

“Wow, that was amazing! Your husband tastes divine, Jenna,” she said, licking her lips one last time.


Chapter Six


Milly popped up from the floor, wiping her mouth. “Anyway, that was amazing, but I’m still starving. Are those eggs almost done?”

“Coming right up,” I said with a laugh. I pushed myself off the floor, leaving my jeans exactly where they fell, and stepped right back to the stove. I was completely naked from the waist down, but I wasn’t about to let breakfast burn. Plus, standing there with my pussy all warm and exposed actually felt pretty good.

Dennis stepped up beside me to help with the bacon, his own cock still exposed and dangling between his legs.

“Tell you what, since you just ruined us, we’ll handle the table outside,” Milly said with a grin, grabbing a stack of plates.

“Yeah, let us handle it,” Xavier added.

As they headed out, footsteps drifted down the staircase. Cassie strolled into the kitchen, rubbing her groggy eyes. “Good morning, sunsh⁠—”

She cut herself off, looking us up and down for a beat before a playful smile broke across her face. “Ohhh. So we’re just over clothes now? Well, I’m certainly not complaining. What a beautiful pussy you’ve got there, Jenna.”

There was no point in acting shocked. “We got a little sidetracked,” I said. “Don’t worry, breakfast is still on.”

“Take your time,” Cassie laughed, grabbing a mug from the counter. “I’ll go see what the others are up to.”

She slipped out the patio door just as footsteps thumped down the hall. Jack and Connor had returned from their grocery haul, heading straight out back to join the rest.

The kitchen suddenly felt quiet once the door slid shut.

Dennis let out a long breath. “Well, that really happened, huh?” His hand came down hard, slapping my bare ass as I walked by.

I jumped, turning back with a stupid grin. “Yeah… I guess it did.”

“Well?” he teased. “What part was your favorite?”

I gave him a look. “Are you fishing for compliments right now?”

“Maybe,” he smirked.

“Well, I can’t decide. Watching Milly swallow your cock was pretty amazing, though.”

“Yeah? Glad you didn’t miss that part.”

“Like I could, Dennis. She was so damn loud gagging on you.”

He stepped closer, wrapping his arms around my waist from behind. “Could’ve fooled me. You were so focused on Xavier I worried you wouldn’t even notice me.”

“Oh, I noticed. Believe me.” I tilted my head back, letting his lips trail against my neck. “What about you?”

“When she ate you out. You looked so fucking hot moaning like that,” he replied. “Blood’s already rushing back to my dick just thinking about it.”

“Alright, settle down.” I bumped my hip against his. “If we keep this up, we’ll be serving lunch instead.”

He smirked. “Fine. But Jenna… where do we even go from here? We totally just crossed the line back there.”

“I don’t know,” I said softly. “Are we actually going to keep doing this?”

“I think I just want to see what happens,” he admitted, a spark of curiosity in his eyes. “Assuming you’re still into it?”

I gave him a slow nod. The truth was, I was just as curious as he was. We hadn’t planned a single second of this, but after the way the morning had gone, putting things neatly back in the box didn’t exactly feel like an option either.

“I am, Dennis,” I confirmed.

“Okay,” he said, stepping up and kissing me on the forehead. “Now come on. Let’s get this food out there.”

* * *


Outside, we dug into the food and shared stories as we ate. The group started talking about their plans for the day; Milly mentioned heading out for a short hike on one of the trails winding behind the house, while Connor and Cassie were adamant about walking through town. They wanted to see what kind of trouble they could stir up if any other swingers from the expo happened to drive by.

Short of actually fucking strangers on the side of the road, it was exactly the kind of energy Dennis and I had dreamed about during the early renovation days. That loose, uninhibited vibe was what we swore we’d lean into once we finally bought our RV and escaped.

We eventually threw on some clothes and went inside to clean up the kitchen, though the quiet didn’t last long. A sharp ring and a knock sounded at the front door.

“Shit.” I glanced at Dennis. “We don’t even have any rooms left. What do we do?”

Dennis wiped his hands on a towel and headed over. “Maybe it’s just someone looking for directions. Come on, let’s see what’s up.”

I followed close behind.

When Dennis finally swung the door open, I froze. The couple on the porch looked exactly like older, much cooler versions of us. The guy had silver streaked through his dark hair and a weathered but mischievous smile. The woman next to him was undeniably gorgeous, with sharp eyes and a wild mane of dark curls that gave off heavy retired rockstar energy.

“Hey,” the man said, holding out a hand. “I’m Ray. This is Vanessa.”

“We’re road tripping in our RV,” Vanessa added. “But that detour kicked our asses. Tight corners and big rigs don’t mix.”

“Tried finding somewhere to park, but the damn thing broke down a mile back,” Ray explained. “Figured we’d check here before deciding our next move.”

My mind was racing. Ray and Vanessa were exactly who we wanted to be. The parallel was staring me right in the face. They were out there living our dream, chasing the RV life across the country. I felt completely drawn to them.

“Got any room?” Vanessa asked hopefully. “Or should we keep walking?”

I looked at Dennis. He already knew exactly what I was thinking. “Well, officially we’re booked out,” I said. “But…”

“But,” Dennis echoed, catching my drift, “we do technically have one more room.”

Ray raised an eyebrow.

“You can have our bedroom,” Dennis offered. “It’s the biggest one in the house.”

“You’d be comfortable there,” I added quickly. “We’ll just crash on the couch.”

“Wait, are you sure?” Vanessa asked, her eyes lighting up. “We can’t just kick you out of your bed.”

“We insist,” I said. Honestly, I just wanted to keep them around to see our future up close. “But before you say yes, we should probably give you a heads up about the rest of the house.”

“Oh?” Ray asked.

“Everyone here is pretty free spirited. Sexually, that is,” Dennis explained bluntly.

“Things might get messy,” I warned them, watching closely to see if they would bolt. “We totally understand if that’s not your scene, though.”

Ray and Vanessa stared at us for a second before Vanessa let out a husky laugh.

“Honey,” she said, slapping Ray’s chest. “Did you hear that?”

“Certainly did,” said Ray. He looked back at us. “Actually, we’re swingers ourselves. Have been for years.”

I blinked, caught completely off guard. “Wait, really?”

“Oh yeah,” she replied. “It’s half the reason we bought the RV. We just drive from town to town, hitting up clubs and parties. There’s nothing better than pulling into a new city and finding a hot couple to swap with for the weekend.”

“A house full of naked swingers sounds like absolute heaven,” Ray added. “Hell, we might even get a taste of the action ourselves.”

Heat instantly flared between my legs. “Oh! Well, uh, in that case, follow me,” I said, not even trying to hide my grin.

We led them upstairs to the master bedroom. It was easily the nicest room in the house, dominated by our huge bed right in the center.

Vanessa dropped her bag and immediately walked over, pressing her hands into the comforter to test the bounce. She looked over her shoulder with a naughty smirk. “So… this is where you guys fuck, huh?”

Dennis decided to just go right along with it. “Most nights… yeah.”

Ray stepped in deeper. “I can tell… looks like it’s seen some serious action. Nice space.”

“Make yourselves at home,” I said. I was starting to feel that reckless, intoxicating pull, exactly like I had in the kitchen this morning.

“Don’t mind if we do,” Vanessa purred, reaching for the hem of her top.

With a swift tug, she pulled the top over her head and tossed it onto a chair. She wasn’t wearing a bra underneath, and the breasts that fell out were incredible. Full, heavy, and mature, with long, dark nipples tipped with small beads of sweat.

Dennis audibly exhaled beside me.

Ray was also getting just as comfortable. He unbuttoned his shirt and shucked it off, revealing a broad, hairy chest packed with thick muscle. Then he went straight for his belt.

I couldn’t look away as he unbuckled his belt, shoving his pants down and taking his boxers with them. My pussy instantly wept as his cock flopped out. It was a vein-wrapped piece of meat that looked imposing, and I wanted to suck it so bad.

Vanessa noticed me staring. She unbuttoned her pants and pushed them down her hips, revealing a sexy pair of lace panties.

“Like what you see, darling?” she teased.

“They’re nice…” I replied, my voice trailing off.

She reached for the waistband and began peeling them off, dragging them down slowly as the soaked fabric unstuck from her dripping slit with a soft, tacky sound. Her pussy was quite hairy, but I loved how feral and carefree it made her look.

“I like to be ready for anything,” Vanessa purred. “And since you guys were so sweet to give up your bed… we’d love to say a proper thank you.”

She stepped up to Dennis, completely naked, and boldly traced the outline of his cock through his jeans. “Let’s help you out of these. What do you say?”

Dennis let out a groan and nodded. “I’d love that.”

Reading the curiosity and desperation in my eyes, Ray immediately closed the distance between us. He gripped my ass, pulling me in, and I melted into his touch, whimpering softly, wanting more.

He leaned down, and I tipped my head up to meet him. The kiss was electric. Tasting a new man for the first time, feeling his tongue confidently exploring my mouth, felt incredibly shocking and right all at once. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Vanessa already backing Dennis up against the edge of the bed, kissing him hungrily while her hands made quick work of his shorts.

I eagerly helped Ray pull my top off, totally losing myself in the kiss, then reached down and blindly shoved my own pants to the floor. I was so desperate for the swap, desperate to get another man’s meaty cock inside my cunt, and my mouth.

The second my pants hit the floor, I dropped to my knees. Reaching for his dick, I wrapped my hands around the base and propped it up, pressing a kiss against his flushed head. Ray shivered above me. I swiped my tongue down the underside of his shaft, going right down to suck his balls. This was my favorite part, and I took my time, licking all over until the skin was shining in my spit. I traced my tongue back up, then finally took the head into my mouth. Sucking him felt incredible.

Ray put a hand on my head to help feed me his cock, but after a few deep bobs, the insistent throb between my legs was proving too much to ignore. I pulled back, my lips slick with spit.

“Can you put it inside me now?” I pleaded, looking up at him. “I’m so wet.”

On the other side of the bed, Dennis was getting just as impatient. Vanessa was still leaving wet kisses along his neck and pecs. “Vanessa,” he groaned. “I really want to fuck you right now.”

Vanessa smiled proudly. “Of course, honey,” she purred. “Lie down.”

She gently pushed my husband back onto the mattress. But instead of jumping right on, she crawled between his legs, kissing her way down his stomach until she hovered right over his stiff cock. “Let me just get this nice and wet first,” she whispered. She spat on his tip, slicking him up, then took him deep into her throat. She started bobbing with wet slurps, little gagging sounds slipping out of her whenever he hit the back of her throat.

Meanwhile, Ray guided me up onto the mattress, laying me flat on my back. He followed me down, pressing his body over mine. He started at my neck, sucking a dark hickey into the skin, before dragging his mouth down to my breasts. He took a nipple into his mouth, circling it with his tongue until it swelled into a stiff little pebble. Then he sucked hard, and pleasure flared through my whole body.

His kisses went lower, trailing over my stomach until he reached my mound. He used his fingers to part my swollen labia, getting a clear view, then gave my clit a tender kiss that made me jolt. Then he finally dove in and twirled his tongue messily all over my wetness.

I was writhing, totally lost in the sensation, when suddenly I felt him trace his tongue lower, dipping toward my ass. He traced my perineum, and I let out a gasp, spreading my legs wider to encourage him to go the rest of the way. That was when he went for it, circling around the tight ring of muscle, then probing deeper, literally fucking my ass with his tongue.

“Ooh, looks like he’s got to your ass,” Vanessa chimed in, popping off Dennis’s cock for a second. “My husband’s an absolute fiend for a tight little hole.”

I loved the feeling, but the ache in my cunt was driving me crazy. “Ray, please,” I begged, my hips rolling up toward his face. “I need your cock.”

“Patience, dear,” he murmured smoothly. He gave my hole one last wet flick before rising.

Right next to us, Vanessa was already straddling Dennis. He was lying perfectly flat, and she held his thick cock, aligning it right at her entrance. Her cunt opened wide for him as she sank down, taking his entire length in one smooth glide. “Ooh, that hits the spot,” she moaned.

Ray notched his thick head right against my entrance. He met my eyes, giving me a questioning look, and I just nodded frantically. He slid in, his broad tip spreading my labia wide as he completely filled my cunt.

The fucking started immediately. The bed creaked under the weight of four people absolutely going at it. I turned my head on the pillow, watching Dennis thrust up into Vanessa’s gorgeous curves, while down below, Ray’s cock was slipping in and out of my pussy in a blur. It was insanely hot.

“Ooh, Jenna,” Vanessa gasped out, riding Dennis hard. “Your husband has such a perfect cock. He’s hitting every spot!”

“Ray feels amazing, too,” I managed to choke out as he hammered my pussy. “He’s stretching me out just right.”

The intense pleasure didn’t take long to boil over. Vanessa and I both reached our limits at the same time, our voices completely shattering as orgasms ripped through us. My vaginal walls clamped down hard on Ray’s meat, and I gushed hot juices all over his shaft.

As the initial waves began to settle, Vanessa suddenly stopped bouncing. She looked down at Dennis with a wild gleam in her eyes, ready for a different type of fuck. “I think I need it in my ass now.”

Then she turned to me. “Jenna, do you want it in the ass too? My husband’s an expert back there. Just tell him what you want.”

I didn’t even have to think about it. The nerves around my back door were still tingling from when Ray’s tongue had probed inside it earlier. I wanted it completely stretched out. “Fuck yes,” I breathed.

Vanessa turned back to Dennis. “Want to put it in my ass, handsome? I promise it’s tight. I’ll squeeze that thick cock like a clamp.”

“Yes, absolutely,” Dennis growled instantly.

We all moved to rearrange ourselves. Vanessa and I flipped over on all fours, lining up side by side. The men were still rock hard behind us. I didn’t even need lube. I was leaking so much pussy juice down my thighs that Ray just reached under me, scooped a handful of my own wetness, and slathered it directly over my asshole.

“Take a deep breath,” Ray instructed.

He pushed his broad tip against my tight sphincter, slowly breaching the entrance. At the exact same moment, Dennis shoved his meat into Vanessa’s ass.

“Fuuck!” I screamed, my face burying into the mattress as Ray’s thick girth stretched me open. He sank to the hilt and packed my rectum full.

Ray started pulling back and driving in, establishing a steady pace. The stretch was unbelievable. Every time his hips slapped against my ass cheeks, it sent a spark straight to my clit. It was almost too much to bear. I reached down between my own legs, sliding my fingers over my nub and rubbing in fast circles just to deal with the ache.

Vanessa was doing the exact same thing with Dennis, her face twisted in ecstasy as he pounded her ass. I leaned over, and she met me halfway. We mashed our lips together in a messy kiss, our moans totally muffled against each other’s mouths while we both got thoroughly fucked in the ass by each other’s husbands.

I was literally seeing stars. Ray kept at it, reaming out my ass, until I could feel his rhythm start to falter. Dennis didn’t seem far off, either.

I broke the kiss with Vanessa just in time to feel the scalding hot blasts of Ray’s seed shooting deep inside my ass. He pumped an absolutely obscene amount of cum into me, howling, and packing me so full it felt like I was going to burst. Next to me, Dennis was doing the exact same thing to Vanessa, shouting loudly as he emptied his balls into her tight hole.

When they finally pulled out, I collapsed forward, panting heavily. Ray fell forward onto my back, having only enough energy to kiss and nuzzle my neck as he caught his breath.

Vanessa laughed weakly as she rested her cheek on the pillow. “You guys are incredible!”

“Not bad yourselves,” Dennis rasped, lying flat on his back. “I definitely need to try that again soon.”


Chapter Seven


The rest of that evening, and night, went about as filthily as you’d expect.

With the others all out wandering the town, presumably stirring up trouble and fucking whatever stranded expo strangers they could get their hands on, the house was left entirely empty. Which meant that Dennis, Ray, Vanessa, and I had free rein, and we absolutely made the most of it.

You know that thrilling, intoxicating feeling when you first start having sex with someone new? That reckless energy where you can’t keep your hands off each other and you just end up fucking like rabbits everywhere you go? That was us, but infinitely dirtier because we were swapping. The novelty of sharing bodies unlocked a level of pleasure I didn’t even know existed.

Our clothes stayed discarded. We ordered takeout, eating naked at the kitchen island while Vanessa gave Dennis a sloppy blowjob and Ray stood behind me, lazily fingering my pussy while we chewed. They traded wild stories about the swinger lifestyle and the thrill of pulling their RV into random towns just to fuck strangers. Hearing them describe the exact life Dennis and I had been saving up for, but with this incredibly slutty twist, just made us want every piece of it.

We fucked everywhere. We used the living room rug, bending over the sofa while the TV played, and took it to the shower until the water ran cold. I spent hours tasting Dennis’s cum off Vanessa’s lips, taking Ray’s massive meat down my throat, and wandering the halls with my cunt stretched out and leaking.

We eventually dragged ourselves back upstairs for one final round in the bedroom. Dennis and I fucked lazily, taking our time with each other while Ray and Vanessa cuddled up next to us, stroking our skin and watching us until we all finally surrendered. We fell asleep under the sheets in a pile. Safe to say, Dennis and I definitely didn’t have to sleep on the couch after all.

The next morning, I woke up being spooned by Vanessa, with Ray’s cock stirring stiffly in front of me, but I knew we couldn’t stay in bed all day. We still had a B&B to run, and a house full of hungry swingers to feed.

I nudged Dennis awake. Soon we were slipping out of bed, leaving Ray and Vanessa snoring softly into the pillows.

Downstairs, the smell of coffee and sizzling butter immediately hit me. We strolled into the kitchen to find it already busy. Milly and Cassie were at the stove, also naked, expertly flipping eggs and toasting bread. Over at the breakfast table, Jack, Connor, and Xavier lounged around with their cocks out, casually sipping coffee and sharing stories.

Milly glanced over her shoulder with a bright smile. “Well, look who finally decided to join us. Good morning, or should I say, congratulations!”

I blinked, reaching for a mug. “Congratulations?”

Cassie smirked from the stove. “We heard you guys last night as we came in. Sounded like fun! We figured since you finally took the plunge and joined the lifestyle, the least we could do was make you a congratulatory breakfast.”

Dennis scratched the back of his neck. “Well, thanks… I guess.”

I just laughed along, loving the attention.

We all grabbed plates of food and gathered around the living room, with Ray and Vanessa eventually joining. The TV in the corner played softly, but the casual morning chatter ground to a halt when the local news anchor delivered an unexpected update: the highway cleanup was making incredibly fast progress. The roads were expected to be fully open by late afternoon.

Xavier blinked, swallowing a mouthful of eggs. “Late afternoon? Damn. I guess our little stranded sex-cation is officially on a timer.”

Ray rubbed his jaw. “Well, shit. That puts a serious fire under my ass.”

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“The RV,” Vanessa explained. “It’s still sitting dead on the shoulder about a mile up the road. If the highway opens in a few hours, we need it running and ready to drive, or we’re going to be stuck dealing with a tow company and a massive bill.”

Dennis perked up. “I can take a look at it, I think. I’ve got a full set of tools in the shed. We can see if we can patch it up enough to get it moving.”

Ray blew out a relieved breath. “Really? Man, that would be a lifesaver.”

“Yeah, no problem, though I might need some extra muscle to push it off the shoulder if we need to get under it.” He glanced at the other men. “You guys want to earn your keep today?”

Jack laughed, flexing a bicep. “Push a four-ton RV? Sure. I need a morning workout anyway.”

“I’m in,” said Connor. Xavier nodded along.

Dennis playfully looked over at us women. “Any of you ladies want to come push?”

Milly snorted loudly. “Fuck no. I’m not sweating my ass off on the side of a road. Have fun, boys.”

Dennis shrugged. Within ten minutes, the guys had thrown on the first bits of clothing anyone had worn all morning, grabbed the toolboxes, and hustled out the door.

Now it was just me, Vanessa, Cassie, and Milly. Four naked women left entirely to our own devices.

With breakfast finished, Milly sprawled out on her stomach on the rug, her gorgeous tits pressing against the soft fabric, while Cassie and Vanessa stretched out on the opposite sofa. I chose to curl up comfortably on the floor.

Cassie turned right to me. “So, tell us the truth, Jenna. How did last night really feel? I saw the way you were looking at Ray when they first walked in.”

“It was… god, it was incredible. I didn’t realize how much fun it was actually going to be, just letting go of the guilt and doing exactly what I wanted.”

Vanessa smiled warmly. “It’s a rush, isn’t it? That first time you watch your husband pleasure someone else, you realize it doesn’t diminish what you two have at all.”

“Exactly. You know, our original plan was just to buy an RV and travel the country. But now I want everything you guys have. I want the whole lifestyle.”

Milly kicked her feet up. “You absolutely should! Sharing is the best. And you guys would love it at the expo.” She instantly launched into a chaotic, filthy story about sucking a dozen cocks at the last blowjob competition.

Cassie laughed. “She’s a wild card. It really is the best place to just let go and explore.”

I was engrossed. “How do you guys navigate it all, though? Making sure everyone gets what they want?”

“Communication. You have to build it together. Like, if you want a specific hole filled, you just ask for it.”

Vanessa nodded. “Exactly. But you always need to ask, and respect a no, too.”

Cassie stretched her arms along the back of the couch, a little smirk touching her lips. “Well, if we’re talking about making sure we get exactly what we want… the sponsors for my workshop actually sent me a bag of unreleased toys to test out this weekend. There’s this particularly delectable one they said would make a woman gush buckets.”

Milly’s face lit up. “Wait… are you talking about the Back Archer Pro?”

“You know it?”

“Know it? Bitch, I bought the VIP pre-release!” Milly squealed, scrambling up. “Hold that thought! I brought my toy bag!”

She bolted for the stairs.

Vanessa laughed, standing up. “Oh, we’re doing show and tell? Hang on, let me grab my stash. I don’t travel without my toys.”

Minutes later, they returned, including Cassie with her own stash. They spread out and dumped a colorful pile of sex toys right onto the living room rug. There were dildos, vibrators, and, sitting in the center like the holy grail, the Back Archer Pro.

Cassie dropped right into her element. She slipped back into educator mode, sitting cross-legged by the pile. “Okay, before we strap anyone into the heavy artillery, how about we start with the basics. Jenna, you ever used toys to get another woman off?”

“No,” I admitted. “But I’d love to learn.”

“Perfect. I need a volunteer.”

Milly immediately flopped onto her back in the middle of the rug, spreading her thighs with a shameless grin. “Take me, professor.”

Cassie grabbed a vibrator from the pile and pointed between Milly’s legs. “Gladly. Now, when you target the G-spot, like you can with this vibrator here, it helps immensely if the clit gets some attention at the same time. Want to lick her, Jenna?”

My pulse kicked up a bit at that. I had sucked her nipple earlier, but this was an entirely different league. Still, the intoxicating lure of Milly’s exposed cunt was impossible to resist.

“Sure,” I said, crawling between Milly’s thighs. Since it was my first time actually eating a woman out, I took a second just to take it all in.

The heat radiating from between her legs was intense, carrying a musky scent that made my mouth water. Her folds were already glistening, looking so incredibly juicy and inviting. I lowered my face and pressed my tongue right against Milly’s swollen clit.

A sharp gasp came out instantly. I figured it was a good one, but I had to make sure anyway.

“Like this? Am I doing it right?” I mumbled against her skin.

“You’re doing great, sweetie,” Cassie encouraged. “Now, part her labia. Get your tongue right inside and lap up that wetness.”

I slid my tongue deep between her folds, scooping up a thick layer of her juices. The taste was a little salty but undeniably delicious, and I fully committed to it. I kept slurping, weaving my tongue in and out, totally focused on making Milly feel good. She was incredibly soft and responsive, and when her thighs tightened around my head, I knew I was on the right track.

“Perfect. Right there,” Cassie praised. I moved to the side just enough to give her a clear angle, and Cassie guided the vibrator straight into Milly’s entrance.

Milly let out a loud moan as it slipped in, her fingers instantly tangling in my hair for support. “Ooh, fuck…”

Cassie started her on a low buzz first, letting the tip settle perfectly against her G-spot. Milly basically melted. Her moans grew frantic, and as I kept sucking her clit, I could feel another wave of her juices oozing out, soaking my tongue.

Beside us, Vanessa was already taking care of herself. She had grabbed a large metal cock from the pile and was happily pumping it inches deep inside herself. Her pussy juices shined over the shaft as she slid it in and out, her other hand holding a small vibrator right against her clit while she moaned in tandem with Milly.

“Alright, Jenna, let’s take it up a notch,” Cassie then announced. She reached into the pile and pulled out a flared butt plug. “If you want to guarantee a crazy orgasm, you have to hit all the erogenous zones at once.”

“Fuck, yes,” said Milly. She was panting hard now, loving the idea of dual stimulation.

Cassie held the plug out to me. “Here, why don’t you put it in for her?”

I took it.

“Don’t worry, it’s clean,” she added. “But it needs some lube. Use your spit. Or her cum.”

I decided to use both. I scooped a generous dollop of Milly’s slickness from her entrance, smearing it over the plug, and then brought the toy to my mouth. I sucked the tapered tip right past my lips, swirling my tongue around to coat it entirely in my hot saliva. I pulled it out, reached down, and pressed it directly against Milly’s tight little asshole.

Milly whimpered, her hands gripping the rug. I pushed gently, and the plug popped past her sphincter, sliding deep into her ass. The second the base snapped into place, Cassie turned the vibrator inside her cunt up to maximum.

Milly basically jolted off the floor. “Fuuuck!” she screamed. Her vaginal walls clamped down so hard I could see Cassie’s wrist struggling to keep the toy in place.

Seeing her completely overwhelmed with both her holes stuffed like that sparked my own curiosity. I could only imagine how unbelievably good it felt. I went right back to her clit, sucking it even harder.

Soon, the sensory overload proved to be too much for her, and her orgasm whirled through her like a torrent. In the process, she was coming hard, her juices flowing all over my chin and cheeks.

The rug beneath her was starting to get quite messy, but I didn’t care. I was just happy to watch her unleash like this, keeping her clit firmly sucked between my lips until the very last tremor faded.

Cassie smiled, clicking the vibrator off. “Excellent job, Jenna.”

She tossed the toy aside and reached back into the pile, this time pulling out a long, double-ended dildo. It was thick and highly textured. “Now, this one is a classic. One end is for your pussy, and the other is for a partner. It’s specifically designed to increase scissoring pleasure.”

“Uh… scissoring?” I said.

“Yeah! Want me to show you?”

“Sure.” I rolled onto my back and spread my legs. Cassie lined up one end of the massive dildo with my cunt and pierced me with it, sinking deep. The girth of it stretched me beautifully.

“Okay, now, Vanessa, how about you get on the other end,” Cassie instructed.

Vanessa’s eyes lit up. She slid her own metal dildo out of her pussy and crawled over. The position was a bit awkward to figure out at first, but eventually Vanessa slid her right leg between mine, intertwining our thighs so our hips aligned perfectly. She gripped the free end of the dildo, guided the head to her dripping entrance, and slowly sank down, impaling her cunt and bridging the gap between us.

“Perfect! Now, grind. Trust me, it feels amazing,” Cassie encouraged.

Vanessa started rocking her hips, and I followed her motion. With every thrust, the solid center of the dildo bowed slightly, mashing our swollen clits directly against each other. The sensation was absolutely unbelievable, unlike anything I had felt before. I loved it, grinding back harder against her.

At some point, Vanessa leaned all the way forward, bracing her hands by my head, and pushed her tongue inside my mouth. The kiss only made it better.

As we fucked, Cassie and Milly realized they weren’t just going to sit back and watch. Milly crawled up beside me, grabbing my breasts and starting to knead, all while kissing along my neck. Cassie mirrored her on the open side, trailing her hands over my stomach. Then I felt Cassie reach down, slipping her hand under my thigh to easily access my backside. Her fingertips traced my asshole, slicking it with the juices pooling beneath me.

“Ooh yes,” I whimpered against Vanessa’s lips. “Put it in.”

Cassie shoved her finger straight into my ass.

The sensory overload shattered me. “Fuck!” I screamed against Vanessa’s mouth, and the climax hit. Vanessa scissored me harder, feeling my vaginal walls spasm around the toy as she chased her own release. I just kept riding out the ecstasy, gushing everywhere while Milly licked my nipples and Cassie fingered my ass.

The intense waves finally subsided, leaving me gasping for air. Vanessa rode my twitching cunt out for a few more rapid grinds until she too cried out, shuddering as she came hard against me.

“Okay, great job,” Cassie laughed softly, patting my hip as Vanessa pulled back. The dildo slipped out of me with a squelch. “Now… I think you’re ready for the main event, Jenna.”

Cassie picked up the Back Archer Pro. My pussy was a leaking mess at this point, but I still wanted that thing inside me.

Vanessa and Milly happily backed off to give us space, crawling a few feet away to make out and messily rub their wet cunts together. I laid my head back on the rug.

“Ready?” Cassie asked.

“Ready,” I breathed.

Cassie stepped between my legs. She slid the smooth, bulbous plug portion of the toy straight into my ass. I groaned loudly as it stretched my sphincter wide. Then, she folded the curved G-spot arm forward and pushed it deep into my cunt, settling the final vibrating pad snugly against my clit. I was completely plugged up.

Cassie picked up the wireless remote. With a filthy little grin, she hit the power button.

The sensory explosion that followed was absolute insanity.

“Oh my god!” I wailed.

The toy rumbled to life, buzzing intensely deep inside my ass, while the G-spot arm began thrusting internally against my walls, perfectly synced with the vibrations on my clit. It was amazing. I was writhing on the rug, my eyes rolling back into my head.

“More… please, fuck, more!” I begged.

Cassie clicked it up another level. She watched me thrash, and that was what seemed to finally strip away her calm educator persona.“This looks way too good,” she said, moving a hand closer to her pussy, ready to masturbate.

“Sit on my face, Cassie,” I gasped out, entirely shameless at this point. “Let me taste your pussy.”

Cassie loved the idea, and it was exactly what she needed. She moved quickly, stepping over my head, before planting her soaked cunt directly over my mouth. I stuck my tongue out and started lapping, sucking her salty juices in while she rode my face.

I was in heaven, and the sound of Cassie’s moans and of Milly and Vanessa scissoring each other into their own orgasms right next to me was music to my ears.

The buildup that followed was rapid and merciless. Cassie’s thighs started shaking like jackhammers against my ears, and she suddenly clamped her pussy hard against my mouth, coming with a triumphant cry and plenty of pussy juice to follow.

She was still grinding out the aftershocks against my lips when my own orgasm arrived. I couldn’t form a coherent thought, let alone a word. Both of my holes squeezed tight, sending my cum leaking everywhere as my brain turned to mush and the climax took full control.

It took several minutes for any of us to find the energy to speak. When Cassie finally clicked the remote off and the vibrations stopped, I lay there entirely limp. My mouth was sticky with Cassie’s cum, and the toy was still buried deep inside my stretched holes.

I finally managed to croak out a breathless laugh, sitting up as Cassie fully dismounted my face. “Oh my god… Cassie! That was amazing! I think I need to buy one of those immediately.”

Cassie just tossed the remote onto my stomach. “Keep it, babe. Consider it a welcome gift to the lifestyle. You were such a good sport.”

“Are you serious?”

“Absolutely,” she winked.

“Oh my, thank you!” I exclaimed. I carefully pulled the toy out of me, shivering at the loud pop of suction as it left my ass, and sat up.

“Hey, one more thing,” Cassie said, digging into the bottom of her own bag of toys. She pulled out a tapered butt plug; the base was adorned with a sparkling pink gem. It looked quite pretty, to be honest. “Here. Keep this one in. It’ll be a nice little filthy surprise for your husband when he finally gets back.”

I took the plug, absolutely loving the idea. I coated it with a fresh swipe of my own wetness and quickly plopped it right into my ass, shivering as it filled me back up. I stood up, turned around, and spread my cheeks for everyone.

“How do I look, ladies?” I asked, looking at them over my shoulder with a shameless smirk.

Cassie, Milly, and Vanessa all grinned. “Fucking perfect, Jenna,” said Cassie.


Chapter Eight


The guys returned not long after I slipped the metal plug into my ass. Connor stepped through the door first, then Jack, followed by Ray and Xavier. I could hear from their laughter that the RV fix had gone off without a hitch. The energy had clearly cranked right back up, and the expressions on their faces told me exactly what was on their minds.

“Looks like the RV’s officially back from the dead,” Jack announced.

“Yeah,” Connor added. “Though we’re gonna need some showers after that. Or maybe just some company to clean us off.”

The girls cheered, and the guys wasted no time pairing off. They must have been plotting on the walk back, because Xavier marched straight over to Vanessa, mentioning something about wanting her tits in his face, and she eagerly pulled him along by the hand. Meanwhile, Ray scooped Milly up, tossing her over his shoulder with a laugh and carrying her toward the stairs. Everyone scattered to their own filthy corners, perfectly content to swap partners and get right back to fucking.

Dennis was the last one through the front door. His chest was covered in sweat, and he still had a smear of grease across his fingers, scrubbing it away with an old rag.

It was a hell of a sight. Seeing my husband with his chest flushed, working with his hands and getting dirty, just did things to me. I was already warming up between my legs all over again.

“Hey,” I said, stepping out from the living room to meet him in the hall. “Did you guys get it fixed?”

Dennis tossed the dirty rag onto the front desk. “Oh, yeah. Turns out it was just a busted belt tensioner. It’s parked out front now.”

“My hero,” I purred.

He smirked, stepping closer to wrap an arm around my waist. But as he did, he caught sight of the living room past my shoulder. The others had vacated the space, but the evidence of what we’d just been up to was still very much out in the open. A rumpled rug, glistening wet spots soaking the fabric, and a pile of discarded vibrators and dildos.

“Looks like you made quite the mess,” he noted, looking almost proud.

“Oh, we definitely did,” I admitted with a laugh. Of course, I had to tell him everything. “Cassie broke out her toy bag and showed me how to use them properly. Then it just got filthy. Milly and Vanessa were eating me out, and then Cassie strapped me into this vibrating machine that plugged my cunt and ass. It was so fun, Dennis. They made an absolute mess of me! And each other, too.”

I watched his pupils dilate. His cock was starting to inflate again down below. I knew my slutty confessions were only turning him on more.

“And guess what? Cassie actually left me a little gift, too,” I added.

I turned around for him, bending down nice and low, and reached back to spread my ass cheeks wide. There, nestled perfectly in my crack, was the plug.

I peered over my shoulder. “What do you think? Does it look pretty?”

Dennis sucked in a breath. “Fuck,” he muttered. “Jenna… jeez, that’s fucking beautiful.”

He stepped closer, tracing the rim of my stretched hole with his fingers. “I didn’t even know you were into plugs.”

“Well, it looked too good not to try,” I teased. “And it means I’m nice and stretched out for you now, Dennis. What do you say? Want to fuck my ass?”

Dennis was completely sold and quickly reached for his drawstring. “Hell yeah,” he rasped.

I didn’t even need to look back to know he was kicking off his shorts. I stayed bent exactly where I was, and a second later I felt his palms on each cheek of my ass, replacing my own. He pinched the base of the plug and pulled. It slid out with a pop.

“Wow,” he breathed against my crack. “You’re gaping as fuck, Jenna.”

“Well, what are you waiting for, then? Hurry up and put it in.”

The next thing I knew, the warm, pulsing head of his cock was sliding down the sensitive skin between my holes, nudging against my slit. He spat into his palm and used a few fingers to thoroughly lubricate my asshole. The moment it was slick enough, he went for it.

I moaned in delight as he breached my hole.

“How does that feel? Good?” he said against my ear.

“Yes… ooh… keep going!”

Dennis kept sinking in, the warmth of his girthy dick spreading exquisitely through the inner walls of my ass. It was perfect.

He pushed in until he was completely bottomed out, then reached around my chest to grab my breasts, squeezing the flesh to anchor himself before he started fucking. In and out he went, slow at the start but quickly picking up pace when he realized how easily it was sliding. The plug had done its work. I kept moaning as he slapped his hips against my cheeks, the amazing pressure radiating through my insides and making me feel completely stuffed and content.

“Yes!” I wailed, letting my head drop forward as I took the pounding. “Keep going, Dennis! That feels so good!”

Dennis just kept pounding, clearly too enthralled by the tight stretch of my ass to even bother replying.

Right in the middle of it all, the sounds of the rest of the house started bleeding through. From above us, a chorus of moans and grunts drifted down. A few wet slapping noises echoed down the hall too, though it was a bit hard to hear over my own loud moaning.

“Hear that?” Dennis grunted, his pace quickening as he drove his meat into me. “Sounds like someone’s getting absolutely ruined up there. Maybe they’re all in the same bed.”

The image was incredibly hot. I just imagined Milly, Vanessa, and the guys tangled up in our sheets, seamlessly trading partners and leaving sticky trails of cum in their wake. It felt so liberating just thinking about it.

Before long, the deep stretch of Dennis’s cock in my ass was just too much to bear. My clit throbbed completely out of control. When my orgasm came, it hit me in intense, rolling waves. I was convulsing, my asshole squeezing tight over Dennis’s shaft as I let out a long and shuddering moan.

Dennis still hadn’t come, so he continued to pump. I pushed myself back, eager to take every thrust as the twitching in my muscles slowly tempered.

As he drove into me, I heard footsteps on the stairs. It was Cassie, still naked, looking as though she were heading to the kitchen for water to recharge before diving back into the fray upstairs.

“Ooh, fun!” Cassie purred. “I see your husband is making good use of my little parting gift! You look absolutely stunning taking him like that, Jenna.”

“Th… thank you,” I whimpered.

“Of course! You know, since you’ve already taken the leap with that back door, maybe it’s time for the real deal. How about we get you a proper spitroast?”

That last word was enough to make my stomach flutter. “Oh my… yes,” I breathed. “I’d love that.”

Cassie looked thrilled. “Excellent!” She turned toward the staircase. “Hey! Jack! Connor! Get your asses down here! I think our lovely hostess is finally ready for the Cassie Special!”

Both men jogged down the stairs in a heartbeat, their stiff cocks bobbing with every step. They reached the landing while my husband was still hammering away at my ass and stood there patiently like the eager volunteers they were.

Dennis, probably moments away from his own climax, decided to jump in first. “You ready, Jenna?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Let’s do it in the living room.”

He pulled out of me easily, and we all migrated to the middle of the living room. Pushing the scattered toys aside, I planted my hands and knees on the rug, sticking my backside high into the air.

Dennis immediately stepped up behind me, lining his tip back up with my dripping asshole. The guys did a quick draw of rock, paper, scissors to decide who would feed me their cock first. Connor won, and promptly planted himself right by my face.

Dennis was the first to enter me, plunging his cock back into my ass, instantly reclaiming the depth he had established just moments before. At the same time, Connor reached down, tilting my face up, and brushed his smooth tip against my chin.

I stuck my tongue out to invite him in, and Connor dropped his thick head onto it, slotting past my lips in one smooth glide. He pushed until he was lodged right at the back of my throat. I eagerly sucked him in, intentionally gagging just a bit to let him know he was hitting the perfect depth.

Just like that, my first spitroast had officially begun. Connor gripped either side of my head and started fucking my face, while Dennis stayed anchored from behind. I hummed and slurped around Connor, tears welling in my eyes as my mouth accommodated his massive dick.

I was effortlessly passed back and forth between them, just like the train Cassie had so proudly shown to us on the first day. Meanwhile, Jack just watched from the sidelines, stroking his own massive rod while I got thoroughly used.

“Yes! Suck that cock, Jenna! You’re doing so well!” Cassie cheered. By now, she was sitting on the floor, right next to the scattered pile of toys. The view was clearly getting to her. She reached down, grabbed a particularly thick dildo and a little pink vibrator, then leaned back on her elbows, sinking the plastic cock into her pussy and pressing the buzzing vibrator right against her clit.

She cried out as the toy went to work on her. Instantly, the room was filled with the sound of her.

Seeing her get off was undeniably hot, but actually living out her spitroast demonstration was even better. I was in absolute heaven, and the sensation of taking two men at once was a very welcomed kind of chaos. I’d get pushed back by Connor’s thrusts, sliding deeper onto Dennis’s cock, and every time Dennis bottomed out in my ass, Connor’s shaft would slide perfectly over my tongue, repeating like a seamless machine.

The pressure built rapidly until it snapped. My orgasm arrived quite fast, blowing through me in an instant, making my vaginal walls clenched around empty air while my ass locked down over Dennis’s cock. My mouth, meanwhile, was still drooling over Connor’s meat as he fucked the absolute life right out of my face.

Moments later, that tight squeeze proved to be too much for Dennis, and he reached his limit. His seed shot into me in several big spurts, completely flooding my back door. When he finally slipped out, my ass was more gaping than ever and white around the edges from his cream.

To my side, Cassie was trembling quite hard now, still riding her dildo as she looked up at Jack. “Hey, Jack,” she gasped, pointing toward my leaking back door. “Looks like her ass is free. Get in there and fill her up, would you? If Jenna’s still happy, that is.”

I glanced at Jack’s oversized, twitching cock. “Yes please,” I mumbled around Connor’s dick.

Jack moved in, taking the spot Dennis had vacated just moments ago. Since I was still slick from my husband’s climax, Jack reached down and used his cockhead to gather a generous amount of the warm mess. He slathered it over himself and then pushed right in.

Now the guys were truly taking over. Jack pounded my ass with deep strokes, while Connor expertly fucked my throat.

Dennis, still recovering from his own orgasm, settled down next to Cassie to enjoy the show. He didn’t look jealous in the slightest. “You look so sexy, Jenna,” he praised.

“I love it,” I mumbled, barely managing the words through the tight space between Connor’s throbbing dick and my lips.

Beside my husband, Cassie was completely losing her mind. Her entire body trembled as she ground the vibrator against her clit and fucked herself with the dildo. Not a second later, she was climaxing.

Then it was my turn to break, for the second time in just minutes. I climaxed hard, perfectly in sync with Cassie. My pussy juices came out in a sudden rush, flowing freely down my inner thighs and adding to the wet puddle already beneath me.

Connor was the first one to finish next. “Fuck, here it comes!” he choked out. I sealed my lips tight around him and gave my tongue one last eager twirl. The salty ropes of his cum sprayed straight into my mouth, coating my tongue and trickling down my throat.

As if on cue, Jack erupted next. He shouted from behind me, his hips locking up as he emptied his balls deep into my ass, mixing his load perfectly with my husband’s.

They both held their positions for a long moment before finally pulling out.

The second they did, I let myself go limp, feeling utterly drained and content. Dennis came over to press a warm, loving kiss to the top of my head, while Connor grabbed a towel nearby to gently wipe my chin, and Jack headed for the kitchen to fetch me some water.

Cassie let her toys drop to the floor, her skin sweaty and red as she caught her breath. She looked over at me in absolute awe. “Jenna!” she laughed, clapping her hands slowly. “You were incredible. You know what? You might just have to replace me at the expo next time!”

I smiled at that. It was a lovely comment, and I couldn’t be more proud of myself.


Chapter Nine


Around four o’clock that afternoon, the group drifted downstairs to the living room to join the rest of us. They were recovering from whatever they had been doing in the bedrooms, and we were happily passing around drinks and snacks.

The original pairings were completely forgotten. On the couch, Milly held Ray’s flaccid cock, slowly rubbing it while she sipped on some juice. Across the room, Xavier and Vanessa were tangled together in a kiss. Cassie, Jack, and Connor were spread out on the floor, loosely entwined in each other’s arms.

The local news played quietly on the television in the background, but the anchor’s voice suddenly caught Dennis’s attention.

“Hey, hold on,” Dennis said, grabbing the remote. “Listen to this.”

He cranked the volume, silencing the soft murmurs around the room.

“…cleanup crews have successfully cleared the lubricant spill on the interstate,” the reporter announced. “Traffic is fully flowing again. In addition, organizers for the Central Regional Swingers Expo have confirmed that to make up for the postponed events, they will be hosting a closing night party at the main venue tonight. Doors open at 8 PM, so get in quick.”

The room erupted into cheers.

“Oh my god, yes!” Milly squealed. “A closing night party? You know those get absolutely feral. I’m going to get so many cocks down my throat tonight!”

Xavier laughed, but quickly checked his watch. “I’m with you, babe, but it’s already past four. That only leaves us a couple of hours to get packed, drive down there, and check into the expo hotels before we need to get into our gear.”

Ray stood up. “Hey, don’t sweat it. The RV’s running perfectly thanks to Dennis, so we can all just pile in and roll out together. If we pack up and leave by six, we’ve got plenty of time.”

“Sounds good to me,” Connor added.

“Yeah, same here,” said Jack.

Cassie looked like she could hardly contain her excitement. “I can’t believe it! Finally, it’s happening!”

“Alright, Vanessa and I are going to head out to the RV,” Ray announced, tossing his shirt over his shoulder. “Most of our gear is out there anyway, so we’ll get it packed up and ready to roll.”

Within seconds, the lazy afternoon evaporated. The drinks and snacks were abandoned as the rest of the group rushed upstairs to shower, gather their scattered belongings, and pack their bags.

The sudden rush left Dennis and me alone in the living room, and a bittersweet knot was already starting to form in my chest. Dennis must have sensed the shift. He instantly threw an arm around my shoulder, pulling me in close.

“I can’t believe they’re actually leaving,” I murmured.

“Yeah, went by fast, didn’t it?” Dennis sighed. “I never thought I’d say this… but… I’m really going to miss them, Jenna. This whole setup. Just having a house full of people fucking whenever and whoever they want.”

“Me too,” I admitted. “Can you believe how much they changed us? I feel like a brand new person.”

“It’s been amazing,” Dennis agreed. “You know, usually, our guests leave a tip on their way out. But after how much they opened us up… I feel like we owe them one instead.”

The gears in my head immediately started turning. A thrill surged through me as a deliciously dirty idea came to mind. “Actually… I think you might be right, Dennis. Maybe we should actually give them one. A special kind of tip.”

Dennis looked curious. “What do you mean?”

“A checkout service. While they’re packing, we go door to door. We let them use us one last time. However they want.”

Dennis laughed, clearly shocked but entirely on board. “A checkout service? Jesus, Jenna, you’re filthier than I thought.”

“I know,” I grinned. “I’m thinking we slip into something a little more appropriate, too. How about you put on those tight boxers I love. I’ll go put on that lingerie set I haven’t worn in a while.”

I could see the image forming in Dennis’s head, him picturing my tits and pretty little ass being barely contained in the lace. “Fuck. You’ve got a deal, Jenna.”

Ten minutes later, we were standing in front of our bedroom mirror. Dennis looked incredible. He was shirtless, his thick cock prominently outlined against the tight fabric of his boxers. I was wearing my lace bra and a matching thong that was so tiny you could almost see my labia peeking out.

“We look so slutty,” I said, admiring the reflection.

“All the better,” Dennis murmured. “Come on, let’s go and have some fun.”

We crept out into the hallway. Dennis stopped at Cassie’s door, and I stopped at the room Jack and Connor were sharing. Just as Dennis raised a hand to knock, Cassie swung her door open. I could almost see the shock in her eyes as she took in his half-naked, totally ripped physique. Without a single word, she grabbed him by the shoulders, yanked him forward, and started aggressively kissing his neck. Dennis shot me a smile over his shoulder right before she dragged him inside and kicked the door shut.

I turned to the door in front of me and tapped lightly. “Room service,” I called out, pushing it open.

Jack and Connor were standing in the middle of the room, tossing shirts into their bags. Both were completely naked. When they looked up and saw my outfit, their jaws pretty much hit the floor.

“Holy…” Connor trailed off. “Jesus… Jenna, you look so damn hot in that thong.”

Jack wasn’t holding back either. “Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” he groaned.

I stepped inside and slowly ran my hands down my waist, reaching for the thin straps of my thong. “Like what you see?” I teased.

They growled back, instantly dropping the bags they were holding.

“I’m going to miss you both very, very much. Consider this a special thank you for staying with us,” I said, stepping right up to them. “Come on. Use me. These holes are all yours before you go.”

“So we can use you any way we want?” said Jack.

“Yes,” I flirted right back. “Any way you want.”

They descended on me instantly, taking their time to worship me. Connor’s hands slid around my waist, unhooking my bra and letting it fall to the floor as he leaned in to make out with me.

Jack dropped to his knees, his hands trailing down my thighs before he carefully working his fingers into the sides of my thong, dragging it down my legs. He kissed every inch of exposed skin he could find, while Connor played with my breasts above.

“Alright, sweetheart,” Connor commanded, pulling back from the kiss. “Get on the bed and lie on your side for us.”

With my heart pounding, I got onto the bed and rested on my side.

Connor settled at the front, parting my wet folds and licking around the sensitive perimeter of my pussy before boldly swiping his tongue through the slick mess already collecting there. At the exact same time, Jack slipped in behind me, parting my ass cheeks. He slotted his tongue perfectly against my hole, swirling around first before pushing further inside.

“Ooh, yes, lick me,” I moaned.

They swirled and sucked relentlessly, exploring my holes with such filthy enthusiasm that their tongues eventually met right in the middle, joining at my perineum for a kiss until everything down there was just a delicious mix of my juices and their saliva.

Once they had me completely soaked and writhing, Jack grunted and pulled back from my ass. He came around the bed and gently maneuvered my shoulders, positioning me so my head hung slightly off the edge of the bed. I giggled as the blood rushed to my head.

Standing over me upside down, Jack flopped his cock on my face.

“Think you can suck this dick for me, Jenna?” he questioned.

“Absolutely. Feed it to me,” I replied, opening wide.

He slid his shaft inside. The angle was absolutely incredible. I bobbed my head, enthusiastically gagging and slurping.

The sounds were apparently too good for Connor to ignore, because a second later, he abandoned my clit and came up to join Jack.

I popped off Jack’s cock and opened my mouth for Connor instead. I alternated between them, using my mouth to wet their broad heads and my hands to jerk their shafts.

After a minute of swapping back and forth, Connor looked down at me with a grin. “Think you can take both of us at the same time?”

“Oh my god, yes,” I gasped. “Shove them in.”

They stepped even closer, and I opened my mouth as wide as I physically could. Both heads pushed past my lips simultaneously. It was a hell of a lot of cock to take in one go, I had to admit, but I made it work. In and out they went, fighting for space in my mouth, their engorged shafts rubbing right against each other on my tongue and bulging out my cheeks.

I looked up at them, keeping total eye contact as spit leaked out of the corners of my mouth, just so they knew exactly how much I was loving it. I was so insanely turned on by being used like this that my hand instantly dropped between my legs, my fingers quickly finding my tender clit and rubbing hard.

Jack looked down and noticed my fingers working. “Jeez, looks like she’s desperate for some cock inside her. Want us to take you at the same time, Jenna? Fill your ass and cunt up?”

“God, yes. Please,” I mumbled around the mouthful of meat.

They slid out of my mouth, and the next thing I knew, I was pulled back onto my side. Connor settled in front of me, pressing kisses to my neck and shoulders, while Jack pressed tight against my back. They showered me with praise, telling me how incredibly sexy I was while their hands wandered all over my body.

Down below, they wasted no time using the mess already pooling between my legs as lube. Jack notched his tip against my pussy, while Connor generously lathered his meat and lined it up with my ass. They pushed forward at the exact same time.

I let out a cry of utter delight as their dicks disappeared inside me, sinking into my holes so deep they were almost touching. I was completely stuffed. Jack started hammering my pussy, while Connor matched his rhythm, pounding my ass.

“Ooh yes! Fuck me harder!” I wailed.

Their hard dicks were relentless. My climax was basically inevitable at this point. It built and built, my eyes rolling back in my head as I just let my body turn to jelly between these two massive men, and then it finally steamrolled through me.

Just like before, the intense spasms of my orgasm were enough to send the men over. They kept fucking, mercilessly sandwiching me and slamming into my holes until Jack let out a loud groan, and Connor did too, ready to explode.

With a synchronized roar, both men blasted me with cum. It arrived in a heavy series of spurts that filled me right up. Even as they emptied their balls, they continued to grind against me, as if it felt too good to pull away.

Jack chuckled the moment he finally slipped out. “Damn, Jenna, you’re an absolute superstar.”

“Yeah,” said Connor. “That’s a five-star checkout service if I’ve ever seen one.”

“You’re both very welcome,” I laughed softly, sitting up.

My legs almost didn’t work when I slid off the edge of the bed, but I still had a job to do. I found my discarded thong and pulled it up my thighs, instantly feeling their warm cum soak into the fabric, and then hooked my bra back on.

“Well, I better go attend to the next room,” I said, giving them one last cheeky shake of my ass before heading for the door.

I stepped out of the room and made my way down the hall. Their cum was still oozing out of me, threatening to drip right onto the floorboards.

As I passed Cassie’s room, loud, echoing moans rang out. Dennis was clearly stretching her out exactly the way she liked it.

I walked to the end of the hall and knocked softly on our bedroom door. Ray and Vanessa were definitely back inside, packing up the last of their things.

The door swung open, revealing Ray. His cock was completely stiff, pointing straight out, and Vanessa was lounging naked on the bed behind him, catching her breath from what was obviously a mid-packing quickie.

I offered them the exact same deal. “As a final thank you,” I said, parting my legs just enough to show off the creamy fluid the guys had just given me. “I’m offering a checkout service. You’re free to use me however you want.”

Vanessa sat up immediately. “Wow, aren’t you just delightfully desperate today? Look at you, Jenna. You’ve turned into an absolute slut!”

“I had good teachers,” I smiled.

Vanessa walked over and reached between my legs, drawing a finger under the crotch of my thong. She pulled it aside and thoroughly inspected the damage. The cream was still seeping out of my folds.

“Those two did a fantastic job filling you up, Jenna,” she said.

Ray stepped up, pulling me fully into the room and shutting the door. He immediately unclasped my bra, freeing my breasts, and took my right nipple into his mouth, sucking it fiercely and making me moan.

Vanessa knelt right in front of me. “I’ve been dying for a taste of this again,” she whispered, staring at my pussy.

She leaned in and dragged her tongue right up, happily slurping up the fresh cum. She effortlessly cleaned me out, her tongue darting deep between my labia before trailing lower to swirl around my asshole. I was starting to tremble as the pleasure coursed through me.

Vanessa stood up a moment later, licking her lips clean, and quickly moved over to her open bag. She reached inside and pulled out a large strap-on dildo, buckling the harness around her hips. She marched back over and pushed me down onto the edge of the bed.

“Suck my husband’s cock,” Vanessa instructed.

With Ray stepping right up to my face, I happily took his meat into my mouth. I started sliding my head back and forth while Vanessa lined up the strap-on with my cunt and shoved it deep.

She started fucking me hard, grabbing greedy fistfuls of my ass for leverage. Every time she thrust herself forward, it pushed my face deeper onto Ray, drawing loud gagging sounds out of me.

The combination had me spiraling in no time. I climaxed fast and hard, my throat spasming around Ray’s dick as my pussy milked the strap-on cock from below.

“My turn,” Vanessa announced, pulling the toy out with a squelch. She laid back on the mattress, spreading her legs wide. “Eat me out, Jenna. And make sure you give my ass a good lick, too.”

I settled myself between her legs and pressed my mouth against her clit. She tasted musky and absolutely perfect. I swirled my tongue around her folds, slurping her release, before sliding down to rim her ass, drawing a deep moan from her lips.

Right as I went to work on her, Ray stepped up behind me. I knew he wanted to fuck me, so I pushed back against his thighs, spreading myself a little wider to give him a clear shot. He dragged his tip against my cunt, rubbing it a few times over my clit just to tease me, and then pushed in.

He pounded my pussy from behind while I ate his wife out. Vanessa was squirming out of her mind, grabbing my hair tight to hold me in place before she climaxed hard, gushing all over my tongue.

I swallowed her cum eagerly just as my own orgasm crested. My cries came out muffled right against her labia, and I felt like I was in heaven.

Eventually, Ray reached his breaking point too, finishing things off with yet another heavy load pumped all the way inside my already stuffed pussy.

I stumbled out of their room a few minutes later, my ruined lingerie back in place, feeling beautifully lightheaded. I basically collided with Dennis in the hall. He was stepping out of Cassie’s room and looked like he was seeing stars. Dark pink hickeys littered his neck and chest, and his cock was glistening all over with Cassie’s spit and cum.

“Looks like someone had a good time,” I laughed softly.

“What can I say? She wrung me dry,” he rasped, looking down at the absolute state of my sticky, cream-laden thong. “Looks like you haven’t exactly been resting, either.”

“Not even close. One room left.”

We both shoved Xavier and Milly’s door open. They were waiting for us, and we didn’t waste any time talking. We swapped partners on the bed, where Milly rode Dennis’s face while sucking him off in a sixty-nine. Meanwhile, I straddled Xavier and bounced freely on his massive dick. It was messy, passionate, and unbelievably loud.

Just as Xavier grabbed my ass to thrust deeper, the bedroom door flew open. Cassie, Jack, Connor, Ray, and Vanessa all barged in.

“Hey! Guys, time’s almost up!” Jack yelled over the noise.

I stopped bouncing, panting. “Aw, so soon?” I whined. I was genuinely disappointed.

Cassie grinned. “Well, actually… we had an idea. To thank you two properly before we leave, we want to do one more group session down in the living room. What do you say?”

Dennis and I didn’t even need to look at each other. “Yes,” we said simultaneously.

We all rushed downstairs, the others dropping their packed bags by the front door, before we all started shedding what little clothes we had left.

Unlike the messy sex that had defined the previous few hours, this final session was much more deliberate. They placed me right in the center of the room, and the men completely took over. Jack slid into my ass, Ray buried himself in my pussy, and Connor stepped up to my face to feed me his dick. It was a perfectly executed triple penetration.

I took all three cocks at once like I was born for it, all three of my holes stuffed so completely full of meat I swear there wasn’t an inch of me left empty.

Next to me, the women swarmed Dennis. Cassie and Vanessa took turns sucking his balls and sliding their lips over his shaft, while Milly decided to take things even further, slipping a vibrating plug from her stash right into his ass. His eyes rolled to the back of his head as the sensation hit him, making all sorts of happy and muffled noises.

The climax was chaos. I came so hard I saw spots, my body convulsing and squirming like crazy, and my voice started to break from all the moaning. The men grunted in unison, pumping into me to give me every last drop they had, while Dennis exploded seconds later, blasting his cum over Cassie’s mouth, Milly’s breasts, and Vanessa’s cheek.

There wasn’t much energy left after that. The aftermath left no room for words. We were all just too busy panting and trying to come back down to earth.

After a minute, Cassie finally spoke up. “Thank you so, so much,” she breathed. “You two were the absolute best hosts we’ve ever had.”

“A hundred and ten percent,” Ray agreed. “This weekend totally saved the trip.”

“Don’t mention it,” said Dennis. “It was our absolute pleasure.”

Xavier glanced at his watch, blowing out a long breath. “Well, as incredible as this was, we really do have to run. The venue doors are opening soon.”

“God, we’re really going to miss you guys,” I sighed, a genuine wave of sadness hitting me. The thought of cleaning up and going back to an empty house tomorrow morning literally made my stomach drop. “I really don’t want this weekend to end.”

Milly sat up, an idea clearly brewing in her mind. She exchanged a quick, knowing look with Cassie, and then a few of the others, before turning back to me with a bright smile. “Well… maybe it doesn’t have to end. How about you guys just come with us instead.”

I blinked. Dennis looked over at me, equally caught off guard. “W… what…? Really? Can we even do that?”

“Why the hell not?” Jack grinned. “Ray’s got plenty of room in the RV. And as for the expo tickets, we know all the organizers. I’m sure we can pull some strings and sneak you guys in through the back. No problem at all.”

“Hell, consider yourselves our plus-twos,” Connor added. “There’s no way we’re leaving our favorite hosts behind. You guys absolutely belong at that party.”

My pulse immediately kicked into overdrive. I looked around the messy, cum-stained living room, and then at the B&B we had poured our entire lives into for the last four years. This was completely insane.

Tell the Jenna from just two days ago that she would be abandoning her business to crash a swinger expo with her husband just to continue the filthy fuck fest she was addicted to, and she would have called you absolutely out of your mind. But that boring, conventional version of me was long gone. Right now, all I wanted to do was lock the front door and chase this high with my gorgeous, horny husband.

I looked at Dennis. He was already grinning, his eyes filled with that same reckless energy. He knew my answer before I even opened my mouth.

“Alright,” I laughed, pushing myself up. “We’ll come along, if you can make it work. But at least give me five minutes to wash the cum off my skin first. You’ve all made an absolute mess of me.”

That got a laugh out of them, with Cassie grinning and teasing me from the couch. “Well, you better wash up fast, babe. Because there’s a lot more of that waiting for you tonight.”


Epilogue


As it turned out, going to that expo was perhaps one of the best decisions Dennis and I ever made. Second only to finally packing up the B&B, handing over the keys, and fully committing to the lifestyle. Because after everything that happened that weekend, going back to normal just wasn’t an option.

All we wanted was the filth.

The house sale cleared a few months later, and we bought the biggest RV we could afford. We even threw out the factory mattress, renovated the back bedroom to maximize the floor space, and dragged in a custom Alaskan king specifically to handle the extra bodies.

Then we just drove. Of course, the others didn’t let us leave empty-handed. Cassie and the guys gave us a massive list of contacts, and Vanessa and Ray even mapped out a few of the trails they used to take back in the day, winding through some classic swinger-friendly towns across the country. We spent almost a year chasing exactly what they had told us about.

We hit the clubs, parked at the private resorts, and invited strangers right into our home on wheels.

I learned pretty fast just how many cocks I could take in one sitting, and Dennis figured out exactly how to stretch out another man’s wife and keep pounding long after his legs should have given out. It was easily one of the best years of my life.

Though the real full circle moment happened last month. We were driving through a quiet beach town and decided we wanted a real shower and a break from the road. We found a small B&B with the porch light still on and pulled into the driveway.

Dennis knocked on the door, and a guy answered wearing only sweatpants. He was breathing hard, and his wife hovered a few feet behind him in a messy cotton robe. I knew exactly what was going on in their heads.

They were checking us out, but too embarrassed to actually say or do anything. It was that same wild mix of excitement and arousal that had Dennis and me in a chokehold not long ago.

The owner stared at us, clearly trying to figure out how to explain his situation. “Look, we do have space,” he stammered, “but I have to apologize up front. My wife and I were just… well… we might be a little loud tonight. If you just want a quiet place to sleep, you should probably keep driving.”

I looked at Dennis. He was already smirking, his eyes focused on the guy’s wife and those impressive tits. She was biting her lip and staring right back at his chest, probably thinking about what his cock tasted like.

I looked back at the owner and let my eyes drop right to the massive erection fighting to get out of his pants. He looked back at me with a far too familiar glint in his eye.

The were both standing right on the edge. They just needed someone to help.

“Don’t worry,” I told him, giving him a flirty smirk. “We’re not exactly quiet ourselves. Why don’t you show us to the room and we’ll see who’s louder?”

* * *


Thank you for reading this story.
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Also by Cara Lune

Shared for the First Time: A Couple’s Hedonistic Weekend

Melanie and Ryan book a secluded forest escape for their first try at glamping. Instead, they find themselves sharing it with two gorgeous, shameless couples who crave bodily pleasure as desperately as they do.

What starts with moans slipping through the walls of the next tent quickly turns into sloppy kisses, messy swaps, and naked bodies grinding in every corner of the campsite. The hot tub, the river, double penetration by the fire, and a final night of pure excess prove how dangerous horny neighbors can be.

Swapped on the Road Trip: Two Couples Learn to Share

Anna tells her husband Matt that all they need is a week in the Utah desert with Vanessa and Daniel, but the second they see them, everything changes. The desert seems to strip away every excuse they’ve been hiding, and one kiss in the pool eventually turns into her old friend choking on her husband’s length while her man shoves himself deep inside her. From there, it only gets filthier.

Out under the stars she is bent over the hood of a car with Daniel buried in her while Matt groans into Vanessa. The more they swap, the dirtier it gets, until she is leaking and moaning and left begging for another round.

The four of them continue with a canyon hike, though the only thing Anna remembers from that is finally learning how to take two men at once.

The Art of Sharing: A Single Woman Discovers the Thrill of Joining in

Divorced and dry for three years, Celine arrives at Le Mas expecting a quiet art retreat, only to discover a sanctuary of pure hedonism. Under the French sun, her inhibitions quickly dissolve, moving her from observer to willing participant.

Her journey begins with sketching lovers in the orchard, but soon escalates. She is taken passionately on a barn workbench, discovers the softness of a woman in the lavender fields, and slides into a tangle of painted bodies in the studio, letting them all take her together.

Surrounded by a community that lives to share, Celine realizes she’s done drawing the art. Now, it’s time for her to become the canvas.
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