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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I can’t wait to see the resort tomorrow,” I said for about the tenth time that day. I put my book down and watched as my husband, Rob, got changed for bed. He was a sexy man, tall, dark and with a full beard. I hadn’t been a fan of the beard to start with, but once it grew out and softened, I’d come to love it.
			

			
				“Me too,” agreed Rob, pulling up his pyjamas. “Hot tubs, tennis, it’s going to be nice and relaxing. It was a great idea to go with Jackie and Yves. They’re a lot of fun.”
			

			
				Jackie was my best friend from university. She was an American who came for one year of education but ended up staying forever. Loud, bubbly and brash, she lit up every room she was in and was usually the centre of attention. And I loved her for it. But it wasn’t just her personality that drew people to her, it was also her blonde hair, huge tits and round ass. Her cleavage in particular was always on full display in her low-cut tops and push-up bras.
			

			
				Yves was a newer, but welcome, addition to our friend circle. He’d married Jackie after a whirlwind romance last year. She was smitten with him. He was even taller than Rob, black, French and incredibly laid back. An irresistible combination that had women throwing themselves at him, although he only had eyes for Jackie now. We’d been on quite a few double dates with them, and had all gotten on so well that Jackie had suggested we go away for the weekend to a wellness resort. It was going to be a lot of fun.
			

			
				As Rob climbed into bed, my phone chimed on the bedside table. I brushed my long, ginger hair out of my eyes and turned it over. It was a message from Jackie. “Helena, babe, ping me your bank account details and I’ll send you the money for the holiday. Can’t wait for tomorrow! Thanks for organising!”
			

			
				I frowned at my phone. “That’s weird,” I said to Rob. “Jackie was booking the resort, right?”
			

			
				“No idea,” replied Rob, picking up his own book. “All I know is that you girls were organising it.”
			

			
				“Hmm,” I said, a hollow feeling in my stomach. I quickly scanned back through my conversation with Jackie. I had to go quite far, as we messaged each other constantly throughout the day. Eventually I found it.
			

			
				“Fuck.”
			

			
				“What?” asked Rob, still not really paying attention to me.
			

			
				“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I repeated. “I said I would book the resort. I’m such an idiot.”
			

			
				Rob rolled his eyes. “Well, you better hope they’ve still got availability.”
			

			
				I groaned at my own stupidity as I fired up their website. “Shit,” I said. “Fully booked.” I felt like crying.
			

			
				Rob put his book down and stroked his beard thoughtfully. “Maybe try a few other places? Hey… Andy at work was going on about a last minute deal he got recently. He said it was the best holiday ever. He was even talking about it being so good it improved his marriage. What was it called… The Haven or something.”
			

			
				“Ooh, here it is,” I said, quickly finding it with a search. “The Haven. A Sex and Wellness Resort. What does that mean?”
			

			
				“Probably just trying to make it seem romantic,” said Rob, moving closer to peer over my shoulder at the screen. “Wow, looks amazing. Indoor and outdoor pools, tennis courts, and loads of wellness programmes. You and Jackie can spend all day getting pampered while Yves and I play tennis.”
			

			
				I punched him gently on the arm. “It’s supposed to be a couples weekend, you’re not sneaking off with Yves to play sports the whole time.”
			

			
				Rob laughed, “Whatever, but it does look nice.”
			

			
				“Ooh, we can get a villa with two bedrooms and there’s availability. Yes!”
			

			
				I quickly filled in the details and checked out.
			

			
				“Thank god,” I said, relaxing into my pillow. “Disaster averted.”
			

			
				Rob was still close to me. He nuzzled up into my neck. “Well done,” he murmured, planting a soft kiss on my skin. I felt a shiver run down my spine at the touch. He put his hand on my cheek, gently pulling my face round. Our lips met, mouths opening as our tongues danced together. I felt a rush of desire surge through me. I realised we hadn’t had sex all week, everything had been so hectic.
			

			
				“So,” said Rob, his voice now low and sexy, “if it’s a couples weekend, does that mean we’ll be doing couples things?” His hand stroked down my neck and over my collarbone. His light fingers brushed over the small swell of my breast in my cotton pyjamas, finding my nipple and circling it.
			

			
				I let out a little gasp at the pleasurable sensations, feeling my nipple tighten. My breasts might have been small, but my nipples were like bullets when stimulated. Rob lifted up my pyjama top, hands squeezing my tits and his mouth zeroing in on the nipple that was now hard and erect. He circled it with his tongue and then sucked hard.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I whispered. Rob knew how to turn me on, I was powerless to resist him once he started sucking my nipples. As he continued to grope and suck me, I slipped a hand under the covers, finding him already rock-hard. I squeezed his cock through his pyjamas and he sucked even harder. I loved his cock, a decent size, long and straight. I’d slept around a bit in my first couple of years as a student, but once I met Rob in my third year, it was the only one I’d ever needed.
			

			
				Rob helped me out of my top, and then moved down, kissing my stomach before tugging down my pyjama bottoms. I opened my legs for him, my soft, ginger bush parting to reveal my already wet slit. He dived in, his tongue lapping at my opening and then circling my clit. I arched my back, my thighs gripping his head as the pleasure surged through me. Rob wasn’t just an expert at sucking my nipples, he knew exactly how to get me off between my legs too.
			

			
				As his tongue continued to drive me higher and higher, he slid two fingers into my soaked cunt. He curled them up inside me, stroking that perfect spot. Suddenly I was seeing stars as I came hard, my eyes rolling up in my head as waves of ecstasy surged through me and made me cry out loud.
			

			
				“Oh, god,“ I moaned, still shaking from the orgasm. I needed him now. “Fuck me,” I begged.
			

			
				Rob didn’t need asking twice, already tugging down his pyjamas just enough to free his cock, he moved between my legs. I was so wet and open he slipped right in, leaning down to kiss me passionately as his dick stretched me open and slid deep inside me. 
			

			
				Soon he was thrusting hard into me, his body slamming against my clit. I lifted my legs up, allowing him to go even deeper as my lips gripped his shaft tightly. He was filling me so completely, it felt amazing. My fingers dug into his back and I came again right away, my walls spasming around his cock as he fucked me through it.
			

			
				When he needed a break, I rolled him onto his back, my tongue running up his throbbing shaft and tasting my release on him. Then I took him in my mouth, hollowing my cheeks and sucking on his dick. His hands tangled in my hair, gripping me in ecstasy as I sucked him. After eight years together, I knew exactly how to drive him wild.
			

			
				But I wanted to feel him come inside me. We always finished like that. It was my favourite thing. So just as he started to squirm, struggling to hold off his climax, I straddled him, guiding his cock into my slick pussy. I sank down on his cock, impaling myself completely until I was grinding my clit against his body. I rocked my hips, fucking him as I braced my hands against his hairy chest.
			

			
				With a long groan of relief, Rob let himself go, releasing into me and flooding me with his cum. I loved that feeling, and it tipped me over the edge for my third orgasm. I usually had three, we’d got it down to a fine art.
			

			
				Collapsing on to him and breathing heavily, I gave him a long, slow kiss. “I love you,” I whispered into his mouth.
			

			
				“I love you too,” he replied.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				“You’re such a ditz,” laughed Jackie as I told her all about the disaster that had been averted at the last minute. We were in the back of Rob’s car, giggling like a couple of schoolgirls. Rob was driving, and Yves was in the passenger seat.
			

			
				“Ditz?” I said, “what sort of word is that?”
			

			
				“That’s what we call it,” Jackie giggled. “What would you say?”
			

			
				“I don’t know… Muppet? Numpty?” I replied. We collapsed into fits of laughter.
			

			
				“Numpty?” howled Jackie. “That’s hilarious. Numpty!”
			

			
				“In French, eet eez a zinzin,” said Yves from the front seat. His voice was deep, with a strong, sexy French accent, but the word zinzin had us howling with laughter again.
			

			
				“Are you sure you two haven’t been drinking already?” asked Rob, his eyes meeting mine in the rear-view mirror.
			

			
				“No,” replied Jackie, “but I wish we’d thought to bring some liquor for the journey.”
			

			
				“Liquor,” I mimicked in an American accent, still unable to stop laughing. “It’s called booze here.”
			

			
				We pulled up to a stop at a set of traffic lights. “Oh, look, a liquor store,” Jackie said, already opening the car door and making a beeline for the small shop on the corner.
			

			
				“It’s called an off-licence!” I shouted at her rapidly retreating back.
			

			
				“Fucking hell,” groaned Rob, “The lights will go green before she’s back.”
			

			
				The seconds ticked away, with Rob drumming his fingers impatiently on the steering wheel. Finally the lights did indeed go green, with no sign of Jackie. The cars ahead started to pull away, and Rob was getting obviously stressed. “I’ll have to find somewhere to park,” he complained.
			

			
				The car behind us beeped impatiently. I gave them the finger out the back window. Suddenly, there was Jackie, sprinting out of the shop with a plastic bag, her big tits bouncing around like crazy as she stumbled to the car in her high heels. She climbed in as the car behind us beeped again. Rob put his foot down and we sped away, the last car through the traffic lights before they went red. The car behind gave us another angry beep as we left it in the rear-view mirror.
			

			
				Jackie and I collapsed in more laughter, hugging each other, unable to breathe. “That’s so funny,” I said.
			

			
				“Wait till you see what I bought,” smirked Jackie, grabbing the seatbelt and strapping herself back in. She opened the plastic bag and pulled out a bottle of whisky. “Something to keep us amused on the journey,” she said.
			

			
				“You two are amused enough already.” Rob was pretending to be annoyed, but I knew he wasn’t really.
			

			
				“And that’s not all,” Jackie said, reaching back into the bag. “They also sold dirty magazines.” She pulled out a copy of a magazine called Private. Except for the title, the cover was obscured by the plastic wrap. She tore it open to reveal an older woman with her enormous breasts flopping out of her top.
			

			
				“Jackie!” I scolded. “What the fuck?”
			

			
				“Relax,” she said, flicking through the pages. “It’s just a bit of fun. Ooh, look at his cock, it’s enormous.”
			

			
				“Let uz see,” said Yves from the front, trying to peer over the back of the seat.
			

			
				“My god, it is,” I agreed, unable to pull my eyes away. “That girl is taking it very well though.”
			

			
				Jackie turned the page. “She looks a bit surprised now it’s in her ass though,” she laughed. I felt myself turning red. I wasn’t used to seeing such explicit photos and it wasn’t the first time that Jackie’s casual attitude to talking about sex had made me uncomfortable.
			

			
				We opened the whisky and passed the bottle around as we flicked through the magazine, laughing at everything we saw. Normally pornography wasn’t my thing, but soon I was aching between my legs and I felt like my knickers were wet in the crotch. I had a sudden desire to get Rob alone in our room as soon as we arrived.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The resort was nestled deep in the countryside, down narrow, winding lanes that forced us to reverse several times to make way for oncoming traffic. When we finally arrived, the place was breathtaking. A long drive wound through sprawling gardens, and we parked near the grand entrance, which was flanked by oversized potted plants. A discreet sign read “The Haven” in elegant, understated lettering.
			

			
				The men grabbed our suitcases from the boot and we all headed towards the entrance, our feet crunching across the gravel. Inside, the lobby was sleek and modern, with polished wood and soft lighting. I was already starting to relax.
			

			
				A woman in a crisp, white uniform stood behind the front desk and greeted us with a serene smile. “Welcome to The Haven,” she said. “Can I have your names, please?”
			

			
				I gave her our details and she tapped a few keys on her computer before looking up. “We’re so pleased you could join us. You’re in villa Rose Two. Here’s your welcome pack, there’s a map on the back.” She placed a folder and four pristine white dressing gowns on the counter.
			

			
				“Thank you,” I said, feeling a small thrill of excitement at the thought of complimentary dressing gowns.
			

			
				The receptionist continued in her serene tone. “We encourage all our guests to fully embrace the relaxing environment of The Haven. Clothing is entirely optional in all areas, except at dinner, where we request smart attire.”
			

			
				Jackie, who had been gazing out the window, suddenly snapped to attention. She turned to the receptionist, wide-eyed. “I’m sorry, what?”
			

			
				The receptionist didn’t blink. “Clothing is entirely optional in all areas, except at dinner, where we request smart attire.”
			

			
				Jackie let out a low whistle and nudged me painfully in the ribs. “Helena, you naughty minx, where have you brought us?”
			

			
				I flushed red, “Jackie, I’m sure it’s not like that,” I turned back to the receptionist who was handing me the keys to the villa.
			

			
				“Play is allowed anywhere except the dining room,” the receptionist continued.
			

			
				“Just the dining room?” I started to say, not understanding why play wouldn’t be restricted to just the tennis courts. 
			

			
				But just then, Yves and Rob appeared behind me. “Everything okay?” asked Rob, touching me gently on the waist.
			

			
				“Of course,” I replied over my shoulder. I thanked the receptionist again and gathered up all the stuff.
			

			
				“Helena’s booked us into a nudist camp,” Jackie announced with an entirely unnecessary amount of glee as we headed towards the sliding glass doors that led to the resort.
			

			
				“I have not!” I shot back, indignant. “It’s probably just one of those fancy Swedish saunas where they let you go naked if you want to. I doubt anyone actually does it.”
			

			
				“Well, I’m going to,” Jackie said with a wicked grin. “It sounds like fun.”
			

			
				I ignored her as we stepped outside. The late afternoon sun bathed the gardens in a golden glow. I unfolded the map from the welcome pack, squinting at the confusing layout. “I think it’s this way,” I said, pointing to a narrow path bordered by tall hedges.
			

			
				We made our way down the path, the gravel crunching beneath our shoes. The bushes opened up into a wider pathway lined with manicured flower beds. And then we saw them: a couple walking towards us, entirely naked.
			

			
				I froze. My brain scrambled to process what I was seeing. They were chatting animatedly as they strolled along, entirely at ease with their nudity. The man was tall and in his fifties with a silver beard and an impressive full-body tan. He caught my eye and smiled as they passed, completely unbothered by our stunned expressions. His partner, a short and tubby woman with enormous sagging breasts, gave me a friendly nod.
			

			
				“Afternoon,” they both said cheerfully as they passed.
			

			
				Behind me, Jackie snorted with laughter. “Oh my God, they’re actually doing it. Did you see his big cock?”
			

			
				Yves coughed awkwardly, while Rob’s hand tightened slightly on my waist. “Well,” Rob said finally, “at least they seem… friendly.”
			

			
				“Helena, this is amazing,” Jackie cackled, her voice filled with delight.
			

			
				I shot her a glare, still flustered. “Jackie, stop it! I didn’t know!”
			

			
				We continued walking, and more naked couples appeared, lounging on sunbeds, strolling arm in arm, or chatting in small groups near a fountain. I kept my eyes fixed firmly on the map, pretending to study it intently.
			

			
				“I think the villa’s just up here,” I mumbled, pointing up a side path.
			

			
				I caught Rob staring at a buxom young woman in her twenties on a sunbed, her blonde bush glowing in the afternoon sun, and gave him a sharp nudge in the ribs. “This is your fault,” I whispered to him. “You said your friend recommended this place.”
			

			
				“Relax,” said Rob, “It’s optional, we’ll just keep the dressing gowns on.”
			

			
				When we finally rounded the corner and saw our villa, I couldn’t help but let out a soft gasp. It was gorgeous, a charming wooden structure with wide glass doors that reflected the golden sunlight. A small deck extended from the front, complete with a bubbling hot tub nestled in the corner and surrounded by potted plants for privacy. The place felt secluded and luxurious, like the perfect escape from reality.
			

			
				“Now this is more like it,” Jackie said, walking ahead and admiring the view. Yves followed with an approving nod, while Rob dropped our bags just inside the door.
			

			
				Inside, the villa was just as stunning. The living area was cozy and modern, with sofas, soft lighting, and a small kitchenette tucked to one side. On one side there were two bedrooms, each with a queen-sized bed covered in crisp white linens. On the other side of the living space was the bathroom. It was spacious and luxurious, with a huge walk-in shower tiled in warm earth tones.
			

			
				“Look at this shower!” Jackie called from the bathroom, her voice echoing slightly. “It’s big enough for all of us.”
			

			
				It was getting close to dinner time, so we headed to our bedrooms to unpack and change. Rob and I took the bedroom on the left while Yves and Jackie claimed the one on the right. Through the thin walls, I could hear the low murmur of their voices as they joked and teased each other.
			

			
				Rob tossed his bag onto the bed and began unpacking, while I carefully hung up my dresses. As I folded some clothes into the drawers, I glanced over at Rob. The dirty magazine and the naked people had me seriously aroused, and I was wondering if we had time to have sex.
			

			
				“You okay?” he asked.
			

			
				I nodded, stepping closer and slipping my arms around his waist. His hands found my hips, pulling me close until our bodies pressed together. Our lips met, the kiss starting slow but quickly deepening as a heat ignited between us. My hands slid up his chest, and I felt his heart beating just a little faster. He knew what I wanted.
			

			
				Rob guided me gently to the bed, sitting down and pulling me onto his lap. I straddled him as his hands roamed my back, and I ran my fingers through his hair and kissed him harder, feeling the growing tension between us. 
			

			
				Then, just as his hands slipped under my shirt and squeezed my breasts, we both froze. Through the paper-thin walls came a loud, unmistakable moan.
			

			
				“Oh God, Yves!” Jackie’s voice carried clearly, followed by another exaggerated groan. “You’re so big!”
			

			
				Rob and I stared at each other in stunned silence for half a second before we both burst out laughing, though I quickly slapped a hand over my mouth to muffle it.
			

			
				Another loud moan followed, accompanied by the sound of the bed creaking rhythmically against the wall. Jackie was not holding back.
			

			
				“Oh yeah, just like that! Harder!”
			

			
				My face flushed as Rob put a hand over his mouth, clearly trying not to laugh again. But instead of killing the mood, the sounds from the other side of the wall only seemed to amplify the heat between us. With Jackie’s wild enthusiasm and Yves’s low groans of exertion, I realized I was more turned on than ever.
			

			
				Rob’s eyes met mine, and I saw the same hunger mirrored there.
			

			
				Without a word, I pushed him back onto the bed and kissed him deeply, my hands running down his chest and tugging at the hem of his shirt, pulling it off over his head. His hands gripped my hips as I rocked against him, and I could feel just how hard he was beneath me.
			

			
				I lifted my summer dress over my head and leaned down to kiss him again, my hair brushing against his face. “Be quiet,” I whispered, though the way Jackie was carrying on, I doubted they would notice.
			

			
				From the other room came more moans and gasps to accompany the rhythmic banging. Jackie’s voice rose with abandon. “Yes! Yes! Oh my God, Yves! Fuck me harder!”
			

			
				Rob hurriedly slipped off his jeans and underwear as I shrugged out of my bra and yanked off my knickers. I was desperate to feel him inside me now. I climbed back on top and reached between my legs, grasping his cock and rubbing the head against my drenched pussy.
			

			
				“God, I need you,” I whispered, as I guided him between my folds and felt myself stretch around him. I sank down on top of him, feeling him fill me all the way inside. I started to move, rocking my hips and biting my lip to keep quiet. His hands gripped my hips tightly, his breathing getting faster as my cunt clenched around his shaft.
			

			
				I slipped my hand between my legs, brushing over my dark, trimmed hair and finding my clit. I circled it with two fingers, sending waves of pleasure through my body and mixing with the delicious feeling of Rob’s cock buried deep inside me.
			

			
				“Jesus, fuck, Christ, I’m coming,” screamed Jackie through the wall. 
			

			
				I realised I was fucking Rob at the same rhythm as the banging of Jackie’s bed against the wall. As Jackie came noisily, so did I, the waves of pleasure making me light headed as I bucked and squirmed on Rob’s cock. I put my hand in my mouth, biting down hard to stop myself from making noise, but I couldn’t stop a long, low groan of ecstasy.
			

			
				The banging stopped and there was a lull in the noise through the wall. I thought they might have finished, but after a few seconds it started up again. 
			

			
				“Oh yeah, baby, that cock’s so thick,” moaned Jackie, sounding like she was in heaven.
			

			
				Rob flipped me over onto my back and started fucking me harder, our own bed beginning to bang against the wall as he chased his release.
			

			
				“Fuck, Rob, they’ll hear us,” I gasped, but the pleasure in my core was making me care less and less. Rob kept at it, his cock stretching me open as I lifted my legs up to take him even deeper. God, it felt so good. And I realised I was enjoying it even more listening to the others fucking at the same time. I felt myself spiralling higher and higher, my climax building rapidly.
			

			
				Suddenly I was coming again, my fingers digging in Rob’s back as my arms and legs wrapped around him, shaking as I squeezed him tightly. Rob let out a long groan of relief as he reached his own release, his warm cum spilling inside me.
			

			
				“Yes, come on my tits,” I heard Jackie shout through the wall. There was a loud groan from Yves, and then silence.
			

			
				“Well,” Rob said after a moment, sounding amused. “This is going to be an interesting weekend”
			

			
				I couldn’t help but laugh, collapsing back on the bed, Rob’s cock still leaking cum inside me. “You think?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				I slipped into a simple black evening dress, the silky fabric clinging to my slender frame and hanging just above my knees. I paired it with a delicate silver necklace and heels that gave me a bit of height, though they were still comfortable enough to walk in.
			

			
				Rob finished buttoning up a crisp white shirt and adjusted his dark blazer in the mirror. His dark beard and neatly combed hair made him look effortlessly handsome. He caught me looking at him and flashed me a small, crooked smile that sent a flutter through my stomach.
			

			
				“You look stunning,” he said.
			

			
				I blushed, smoothing down the front of my dress. “You’re not so bad yourself.”
			

			
				Through the thin walls, I could hear Jackie talking animatedly to Yves, her laughter carrying easily into our room. When I finally stepped out, I wasn’t surprised to see her looking like a bombshell.
			

			
				Jackie’s dress was a deep red, the colour rich against her pale skin. It hugged her curvy figure like a second skin, dipping low in the front to reveal a generous amount of cleavage. The hemline was daringly short, showing off her toned legs, which she’d accentuated with high black heels. She’d swept her wavy blonde hair over one shoulder, and her red lipstick matched her dress perfectly.
			

			
				Yves appeared beside her, looking handsome in a tailored suit that made his broad shoulders even more imposing. His dark skin shone in the dim light of the villa.
			

			
				He slid an arm around Jackie’s waist. “You ladeez are ready?” he asked, his French accent making even that simple question sound sexy.
			

			
				The walk to the on-site restaurant was magical. The sky had turned a dusky shade of purple, and lanterns lining the paths flickered to life, casting a soft glow over the gardens. The resort had transformed as night fell, and there wasn’t a naked person in sight. Instead, other guests strolled by dressed in elegant evening wear.
			

			
				The restaurant itself was stunning. Housed in a large, glass-walled building, it overlooked the moonlit lake. Warm lighting illuminated white tablecloths, sparkling glassware, and flickering candles. A waitress led us to our table near the window, where we could admire the view of the illuminated grounds.
			

			
				“This place is fancy,” Jackie said, settling into her chair and crossing her legs, the slit in her dress revealing a bit more thigh. “I feel like I should order champagne just to fit in.”
			

			
				As we placed our drink orders and relaxed into the evening, Jackie leaned back in her chair with a grin. “The villa is lovely,” she said. “But it does have thin walls, huh?”
			

			
				I nearly choked on the sip of wine I’d just taken. Rob and I must not have been as quiet as I thought. Yves laughed softly, and Rob looked down at his drink, although he seemed amused. I could feel my cheeks burning. 
			

			
				“Jackie!” I hissed.
			

			
				“What?” she said innocently, popping a piece of bread into her mouth. “I’m just saying, those walls are thin. Very thin.”
			

			
				Rob cleared his throat, clearly struggling not to laugh. Yves, on the other hand, laughed openly and draped an arm over the back of Jackie’s chair. “Eet eez a cozy villa,” he said with a shrug.
			

			
				Jackie giggled and looked at me pointedly. “You don’t have to be embarrassed, Helena. You might have heard Yves and me having a bit of fun too. I know I can make a bit of noise when I get going.”
			

			
				I tried to change the subject. “Ooh, look at this menu,” I said. “I can’t even pronounce half of these things.”
			

			
				Jackie relented with a dramatic sigh. “Fine, fine. I’ll behave. For now.” She winked at me, but as the evening went on, the conversation shifted to safer topics, and I started to relax again. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				After dinner, we decided to have some more drinks on the patio. The evening was warm, carrying the faint scent of flowers from the surrounding gardens. The grounds were beautifully lit with soft, glowing lanterns, giving it a relaxed and intimate atmosphere.
			

			
				Beyond the patio, the sprawling lawn sloped gently down to a shimmering lake, its surface catching the reflection of the moonlight. Couples were scattered across the space, lounging on plush outdoor sofas, blankets spread on the grass, or nestled in cozy little nooks with glasses of wine in hand.
			

			
				Jackie immediately led the way to a cushioned sofa with a perfect view of the lake while Yves carried our drinks. Rob sank into the seat beside me, his hand resting casually on my knee. Yves settled next to Jackie, who was practically buzzing with energy.
			

			
				“This is so romantic,” Jackie sighed, taking a sip of her wine. 
			

			
				As the evening wore on, the vibe on the patio shifted. The low light and gentle music made everything feel even more intimate, and I couldn’t help but notice how a lot of the couples around us were becoming… closer.
			

			
				It started innocently enough, hands resting on thighs, heads leaning on shoulders, but soon it became more obvious. One couple sitting on a nearby sofa were wrapped up in each other, their kisses growing deeper as the man’s hand slipped beneath the woman’s top. Another pair stretched out on a blanket by the lake had completely forgotten about their wine glasses, too busy exploring each other’s mouths.
			

			
				Jackie, of course, noticed immediately.
			

			
				“Oh my God,” she whispered, her eyes sparkling as she nudged me with her elbow. “Look at them.” She tilted her head toward a couple under a tree, their kissing becoming more heated by the second.
			

			
				“Jackie, stop pointing,” I hissed, though I couldn’t take my eyes off the amorous couples either.
			

			
				Rob seemed relaxed beside me, his hand stroking my leg as he sipped his drink. Yves seemed utterly unbothered, his arm draped casually around Jackie’s shoulders as he watched the goings on with amusement.
			

			
				Then Jackie gasped quietly and grabbed my arm. “Oh my god. Look at them.”
			

			
				I followed her gaze to a blanket not far from where we sat. Two couples were lounging together. At first glance, they looked perfectly relaxed, the women leaning against each other while the men sat on either side of them. But as I watched, one of the women turned her face toward the other, and their lips met in a slow, lingering kiss.
			

			
				I blinked, unsure if I’d actually seen what I thought I had, but then it happened again, this time deeper, more passionate. The two men didn’t seem the least bit surprised. In fact, they looked… pleased, their eyes fixed on the women as they kissed.
			

			
				“Oh, wow,” Jackie whispered.
			

			
				“Jackie,” I replied softly, “stop watching, you’ll make them uncomfortable.”
			

			
				The women didn’t stop. One of them shifted slightly, her hand sliding up the other’s arm and tangling in her hair as the kiss deepened. The other woman moaned softly, her hand resting on her partner’s thigh before slipping beneath the hem of her dress.
			

			
				My breath caught. I felt like I had a fire between my legs and I squirmed in my seat. I kept my eyes on my drink, trying not to stare, but it was impossible to ignore the soft sounds coming from the blanket, the quiet sighs, the rustle of fabric. My eyes kept flicking to the two women. They both had their hands under each other’s dresses now. I was almost certain they were touching each other’s private parts as they kissed and it was making my heart pound in my chest.
			

			
				Jackie was absolutely thrilled. “This place just keeps getting better and better,” she said, clearly delighted. She turned to Yves and gave him a long, slow kiss with lots of tongue.
			

			
				“Jesus, it’s all kicking off,” said Rob, giving me a nudge and nodding his head at the couple under the tree. The woman was now straddling the man, grinding her hips on him. Her long dress covered what was happening, but it looked like the man had his trousers down to his thighs.
			

			
				“Fuck, are they…?” I asked.
			

			
				“Fucking?” smirked Jackie. “I think they are.”
			

			
				A woman in a very short dress walked past, heading down to the lake. She was flanked by two smartly dressed men, each holding one of her hands. When they got to the shoreline, she lifted the dress up over her head. She was completely naked underneath, her pale, white skin shining in the moonlight.
			

			
				Laughing, the woman ran splashing into the water. When she was up to her knees, she turned, beckoning the men to follow. Her pert breasts and dark bush were clearly visible, and she made no attempt to hide herself. The men didn’t need much convincing. They stripped off their shirts, then quickly yanked down their trousers and underwear, revealing their strong, naked bodies. They waded into the water after her, their hands reaching for her as soon as they got close. The woman giggled as they pulled her into the shallows, their hands roaming her body freely.
			

			
				“This place eez crazy,” laughed Yves.
			

			
				“It’s turning me on,” Jackie said. She was right, it was turning all of us on. Jackie looked flushed and aroused. Rob’s bulge in his trousers was straining at the fabric. I couldn’t resist glancing at Yves’ crotch too where he sat with Jackie. Fuck, his hard dick was making a prominent tent in his trousers. I looked hurriedly away, but Jackie had noticed it too and rubbed her hand over it. And me? I could feel my face burning and a desperate ache between my legs.
			

			
				The two women on the blanket were definitely fingering each other now, softly moaning into each other's mouths as they kissed. Their male partners had moved closer, each one pressed up against them and running their hands over their sides and hips.
			

			
				“Shall we go back to the villa?” I suggested, my voice shaky. Partly I was feeling a little overwhelmed by all the sexual activity, but mainly I wanted to get Rob into bed.
			

			
				Jackie looked a little torn between watching the action and getting some herself. She was breathing heavily as she rubbed Yves’ bulge. “Yeah, come on,” she said after a few seconds. “I’m too horny to wait any longer.”
			

			
				We finished the last of our drinks and hurried back to our villa. As soon as we were inside, Jackie led Yves into their bedroom and pulled him down on the bed. But they didn’t close the door. Rob and I hesitated in the living area. I wasn’t sure why, but I didn’t want to go into our own room just yet. I felt a strange, voyeuristic urge to see what Jackie and Yves were going to do. Guiding Rob to the sofa, I sat down and pulled him toward me, our mouths meeting in a heated kiss.
			

			
				We made out hungrily, our hands roaming over each other’s bodies. Rob’s fingers brushed over my breasts, teasing my nipples through the fabric of my dress, making them hard. I slid my hand up his leg and over his bulge, feeling how stiff he was.
			

			
				But my attention kept drifting to the open door of Jackie and Yves’ room. I just couldn’t help stealing glances inside. Jackie was already down to just her matching black lingerie, her heavy breasts straining against the delicate lace of her bra. Her nipples were clearly visible through the sheer fabric, dark and prominent. She straddled Yves, her hips rolling suggestively as she leaned down to kiss him. She unbuttoned his shirt slowly, teasingly, revealing the hard planes of his dark skin beneath.
			

			
				Rob noticed my distraction and followed my gaze. He didn’t seem annoyed, in fact, his hand slid further up my thigh, hiking my dress up in the process. “They’re not shy, are they?” he murmured
			

			
				“No,” I whispered, my pulse racing.
			

			
				Jackie tossed Yves’ shirt aside, her hands moving to his trousers. She undid his belt and zip, reaching in to free him from the fabric. I caught my breath when his cock sprang free, thick and hard. It was so big, like something from a porno. Jackie wrapped her hand around him immediately, stroking him slowly as she whispered something in his ear.
			

			
				I couldn’t look away. Rob’s hand slid higher, brushing against the dampness of my knickers, and I gasped softly. I realised I was soaking wet, my arousal leaking into my panties. Rob’s fingers slipped under the hem of my knickers, his fingers circling my opening and collecting up my wetness. I moaned loudly with pleasure at the sensation.
			

			
				In the bedroom, Jackie had slipped her knickers off and tossed them aside. I could see her mound was completely shaved. She climbed over Yves, lowering herself onto his cock with a moan that echoed through the villa. Yves groaned deeply, gripping her hips as she started to ride him, her movements slow and sensual.
			

			
				The sight was too much. I turned back to Rob, pulling him toward me as I reached for his belt. “I need you to fuck me,” I whispered.
			

			
				“What, here?” he asked, sounding a little surprised.
			

			
				“Yes,” I breathed. “Here.”
			

			
				Rob took over with his belt, standing briefly to drop his trousers and boxers. I hastily slipped my knickers off. Rob knelt between my legs, his throbbing cock eagerly nestling between my wet folds. With a moan of his own, he slid deep inside me.
			

			
				Through the open door, I could see Jackie moving faster now. She had cast off her bra and her huge breasts were bouncing with every thrust as Yves met her movements with powerful ones of his own. Her moans grew louder, unashamed, echoing through the villa. She was facing me, and our eyes locked as both of us took our partners’ cocks inside us. The sheer filthiness of what we were doing sent a thrill of pleasure through me.
			

			
				I tried to stay quiet, but every time Rob thrust into me, hitting just the right spot, I let out an involuntary moan, my cries mingling with Jackie’s. Though we were separated by a room, it felt as though we were all part of the same experience, feeding off each other’s energy. And in that moment, I didn’t care about my shyness or about anything except the pleasure building inside me, driving me higher and higher.
			

			
				Jackie’s moans grew louder, shamelessly wild as she bounced on Yves. Her head was thrown back, her hands planted firmly on his chest for balance as she rode him with abandon. “Oh God, Yves,” she gasped, her voice rising. “Yes, just like that… fuck me… fuck me harder!” Her breasts swayed with every movement, bouncing and slapping together.
			

			
				On the sofa, Rob and I were moving together in a slower, more deliberate rhythm. I clung to his shoulders, my dress pushed up around my waist, my legs wrapped tightly around him as he drove into me. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through me, and I bit my lip to keep from crying out too loudly. But the sounds coming from the other room were impossible to ignore. Jackie’s cries of ecstasy only heightened my own arousal, making me even wetter, even more desperate to reach my peak.
			

			
				I stole another glance through the open door, unable to help myself. Jackie was gasping now, her hips grinding down against Yves as her cries reached a fever pitch. Her body trembled, and then she froze, her back arching and her mouth falling open in a silent scream before a shuddering moan escaped her lips. “Oh fuck… Yves!” she cried, her whole body shaking as her climax overtook her.
			

			
				The sight was too much for me. My nails dug into Rob’s shoulders as my own orgasm suddenly hit me. My body tensed, and then I was coming, my inner walls clenching tightly around him as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I buried my face in his shoulder to muffle my cries, my body trembling with the force of my release.
			

			
				As I came down from the high, I glanced over at the other room again. Jackie was lifting off Yves, his thick, black cock coated with her sticky, white release. She knelt on the bed, sticking her ass up in the air. Yves moved behind her, and she locked eyes with me again as he thrust hard into her. Her mouth opened and her eyes glazed over as he penetrated her with his big dick.
			

			
				Rob must have caught my glance because he gave me a knowing smile. “Shall we switch it up too?” he asked.
			

			
				“Yes,” I whispered, my voice still shaky from my climax.
			

			
				He pulled out of me gently and helped me to my feet. My dress slipped down as I stood, so I shrugged myself out of it. I pulled him back to the sofa and pushed him down onto it. His cock was still rock-hard, glistening with my arousal. I straddled him, my knees sinking into the cushions on either side of his hips. His hands gripped my waist as I guided him back inside me, both of us letting out a soft moan at the sensation. I could feel my lips stretch tight around my shaft, and I realised with a rush of heat that Jackie and Yves would clearly be able to see that too. And my asshole. I’d never felt more wanton… or turned on.
			

			
				Jackie’s cries were already starting again, soft at first but quickly growing louder until she resumed her passionate cries of “Fuck me… fuck me with your big cock.”
			

			
				I couldn’t help but move my hips in time with her sounds, grinding down on Rob as he filled me completely. His hands moved to my small breasts, teasing and pulling on my long, hard nipples. I gasped as he thrust up into me, meeting my movements with his own. I was already building again, the heat in my core spiraling higher with every roll of my hips.
			

			
				From the bedroom, Jackie’s cries were reaching another crescendo. “Oh fuck… I’m coming,” she screamed.
			

			
				The sound spurred me on. I moved faster, grinding against Rob as his hands gripped my hips, helping me ride him. Rob’s hands slid down to cup my ass, pulling me even closer as he thrust up into me. I cried out, unable to hold back any longer. My movements became erratic, desperate, as I chased another orgasm.
			

			
				“Helena,” Rob groaned, his grip tightening. “I’m going to come.”
			

			
				“Me too,” I gasped, my nails digging into his shoulders.
			

			
				I felt Rob twitch inside me, releasing his cum into my cunt. That pushed me over the edge and I shattered, my body clenching tightly around Rob as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. I clung to him, his cock still leaking into me, as the aftershocks ran through my body.
			

			
				I turned to look at the others. As we watched, wide-eyed, Yves pulled out of Jackie and held his big dick in one hand. With one firm stroke, he ejaculated all up her back. One, two, three, huge loads laying lines on her skin, before it slowed and came out in throbbing waves onto her ass.
			

			
				For a moment, there was nothing but the sound of heavy breathing and the faint hum of insects outside. Then Jackie’s voice broke the silence, still breathless. “I told you those walls were thin,” she called out, laughing.
			

			
				Rob and I both burst into laughter, collapsing against each other as the tension finally gave way to a shared, blissful satisfaction.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next morning, I woke up in our bed, naked in Rob’s arms. Sunlight streamed through the crack in the curtains, casting a bright line across the sheets. Seeing I was awake, Rob stroked my ginger hair, brushing a strand out of my face.
			

			
				“Good morning, beautiful,” he said.
			

			
				“Morning,” I replied, sleepily. My body ached, especially between my legs, but in a good way. The memories of the previous evening came flooding back and I felt my stomach flip. “I can’t believe we did that,” I said.
			

			
				“What?” asked Rob with a smirk.
			

			
				“You know… fucked in front of our friends,” I replied. “God, how embarrassing.”
			

			
				“Didn’t you enjoy it?” asked Rob, stroking my hair again. “I know I did.”
			

			
				“Oh, I did… maybe enjoyed it too much. What is this place doing to us?”
			

			
				“I think we should just relax and go with it.”
			

			
				“I know, you’re right. Come on, let’s get up and get ready.”
			

			
				When we went into the living area, Jackie was making coffee in her knickers. And just her knickers; her lovely breasts with their wide nipples were on full display.
			

			
				“Careful you don’t burn your tits,” I laughed.
			

			
				“Morning,” she replied. “I figured there’s no point in modesty after last night.”
			

			
				I felt myself going red again, but just then Yves returned through the front door accompanied by the smell of fresh baked goods.
			

			
				“I ‘ave bought pastrieez,” he announced.
			

			
				 
			

			
				After breakfast and a much-needed shower, Jackie and I flicked through the welcome pack, looking for something to do while the men headed off to play tennis. We settled on a group workshop that promised to “use mindfulness and self-care to relax and center you.” It sounded like exactly what I needed after the excitement of the previous day.
			

			
				The workshop was held in a converted barn not far from our villa. Jackie and I dressed in our activewear for the occasion. Jackie, of course, was in her signature short yoga pants that hugged her curves tightly, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. They gave her a rather obvious camel-toe look, which she didn’t seem to care about in the slightest. Her top was equally tight, struggling to contain her massive bosom and accentuating her cleavage. By contrast, I’d chosen a loose-fitting tank top and leggings, hoping to avoid drawing attention.
			

			
				When we arrived at the studio, we were greeted by a surprising sight. Most of the women in the class were wearing their white resort dressing gowns, and as they settled onto yoga mats, they began casually slipping them off to reveal that they were naked underneath. Jackie gave me a wide-eyed, delighted grin as one by one, the other women disrobed. Every imaginable body type was soon on display, slim, toned twenty-somethings who looked like Instagram models, older women with wide hips and sagging breasts, and everything in between. The casual ease with which they revealed themselves left me feeling oddly self-conscious.
			

			
				Now feeling overdressed, Jackie and I found a yoga mat each at the back as the instructor fiddled with the sound system, trying to get it to work. The woman next to me gave me a warm, friendly smile. She was a bit older than me, curvy and confident, with radiant ginger hair that was even more vibrant than mine. Her freckles glowed in the soft light, scattered liberally across her chest. She was completely naked, her thick ginger bush spreading to her thighs, and yet she radiated such comfort in her own skin that I found myself relaxing just a little.
			

			
				“Hello, love,” she said, reaching out a hand. “I’m Barbara. Nice to see another ginger in the class.”
			

			
				“Hi,” I replied, shaking her hand shyly. “I wasn’t expecting… everyone to be naked.”
			

			
				“First time, is it?” she asked with an understanding smile.
			

			
				I nodded. “There’s quite a lot about this place that’s surprising me, to be honest. We were expecting something a bit more… conventional.”
			

			
				Barbara giggled, her freckled shoulders shaking. “Oh, you’ve landed in the deep end, haven’t you?”
			

			
				Before I could respond, the instructor managed to get the sound system working, the mike taped to the side of her face suddenly coming in loud and clear on the speakers. She was an athletic-looking Asian woman with striking cheekbones, wearing a skimpy leotard that clung to her like a second skin. She had the kind of physique that suggested she could run a marathon before breakfast without breaking a sweat.
			

			
				“Welcome, everyone,” she said in a soothing voice. “This class is all about connecting with yourself. Let go of your self-consciousness and focus inward. Start by lying down on your mats. Close your eyes and take a few deep breaths.”
			

			
				I did as instructed, lying back on the mat. The wooden beams of the barn ceiling stretched above me, but I focused on the soft, tranquil music now playing through the sound system. I breathed in deeply, letting the tension in my body melt away. Jackie lay beside me, sneaking me a cheeky grin before closing her eyes.
			

			
				“Now, let your hands rest lightly on your belly,” the instructor continued. “Feel the rise and fall of your breath. Let yourself sink into the rhythm, letting go of everything except this moment.”
			

			
				I exhaled slowly, my hands rising and falling with my breath. A sense of calm began to settle over the room as the instructor’s voice guided us.
			

			
				“Next,” she said gently, “run your hands over your body. Start with your arms, feeling the texture of your skin, and let your touch awaken your awareness.”
			

			
				I mimicked the movements of those around me, running my palms over my arms and shoulders. 
			

			
				“Now, explore your chest,” the instructor said softly. “Feel the curves of your body, the weight of your breasts.”
			

			
				Jackie immediately peeled off her top, tossing it aside without a second thought. Her breasts spilled free, round and full, her nipples already hard from her touch. I hesitated, glancing around nervously, but every other woman in the room was either already topless or in the process of removing their clothing.
			

			
				With a deep breath, I slipped my tank top over my head, exposing my small, pert breasts. My nipples stiffened as my hands brushed over them, sending a shiver through me. The sensation was surprisingly intense, and I found myself biting my lip as I continued the motion.
			

			
				The instructor’s voice grew softer, more intimate. “Let your fingers explore your nipples. Circle them, tease them. Feel the warmth building within you.”
			

			
				Around the room, soft gasps and moans began to fill the air as the women followed her guidance. Jackie’s head tilted back, her lips parted in a sigh as her fingers pinched and rolled her nipples. I could see the flush spreading across her chest, her breathing growing heavier. On my other side, Barbara was doing the same, massaging her heavy tits and squeezing the nipples hard.
			

			
				I let my own hands linger on my nipples, circling them lightly before giving a gentle squeeze. A spark of pleasure shot through me, making me gasp quietly. My cheeks burned, but the sensations were too delicious to stop. Beside me, Jackie let out a low moan, her fingers working over her chest. Barbara was also sighing softly, her hands moving to pull roughly on her nipples.
			

			
				The instructor’s voice was like a soothing melody. “Notice how your body responds. There’s no rush. Just explore, let yourself feel every sensation, every spark of pleasure.”
			

			
				The room had transformed into a chorus of soft moans and heavy breaths. I glanced at Jackie, her face flushed with arousal as her hands explored herself unabashedly. Her confidence was infectious, and I found myself relaxing further, giving in to the pleasure coursing through me.
			

			
				The instructor’s soothing voice cut through the quiet sounds of soft moans and heavy breathing that filled the barn. “Now,” she said gently, “bring your awareness lower. Place your hands on your hips, your thighs. Feel the strength there, the softness. Let your hands glide over your skin, exploring every sensation.”
			

			
				My hands trembled slightly as they slid down to my hips, feeling the warmth of my palms through my leggings. Jackie, ever the confident one, had already slipped her yoga pants off and was caressing her bare thighs, her movements slow and sensual. Her heavy breasts swayed slightly with her breathing, her nipples still hard from the previous exercise.
			

			
				The instructor’s voice dipped lower, intimate but still calm. “When you’re ready, let your hands drift further. Over your pelvis, between your legs. Touch yourself gently at first, just to awaken your awareness. There’s no need to rush.”
			

			
				I hesitated, my cheeks burning as my hands hovered over the waistband of my leggings. Jackie, of course, was already ahead of me. Her fingers slid boldly between her legs, her head tilting back slightly as a soft moan escaped her lips. Her confidence was magnetic, and I couldn’t help but feel a spark of courage watching her.
			

			
				With a deep breath, I slipped my hands down over my leggings. The warmth of my touch through the fabric sent a shiver through me, and before I knew it, I had pushed them down over my hips with my knickers, leaving myself exposed. My fingers brushed through the hair on my mound and over my folds, tentative at first, but even that light touch made me gasp quietly. My own soft sound was drowned out by the murmurs and moans filling the barn as the other women all touched themselves too.
			

			
				I noticed the instructor too was now naked and she faced us, sitting up and watching. Her feet were planted on the floor, her legs open. Her fingers were nestled between her own soft, black bush, gently circling her clit as she spoke.
			

			
				“Let your touch explore,” she continued. “Feel every part of yourself, every curve, every pulse of pleasure. This is your moment, free from judgment or expectation.”
			

			
				Jackie was fully immersed now, her breathing heavy as her fingers worked over herself with growing intensity. Her other hand still teased her nipples, her eyes closed as her body moved with her touch. Beside me, Barbara had spread her legs confidently and was using both hands between her legs. She had one hand on her clit, the other making wet noises as she plunged her fingers into her pussy.
			

			
				I let my fingers move more freely, circling my clit and sliding lower, exploring the wetness that was building between my thighs. A low moan slipped out before I could stop it, and I glanced nervously around the room. But no one was paying attention to me. They were all lost in their own worlds of sensation.
			

			
				The instructor’s voice softened even more, barely louder than a whisper now. “Let the pleasure build. Follow the rhythm of your body. This is about you, your connection to yourself.”
			

			
				Jackie let out a low, breathy moan that drew my attention. Her hand moved faster now, her hips lifting slightly off the mat as she chased her own pleasure. She didn’t care who saw, who heard, she was completely in her element, and I found myself both embarrassed and envious of her confidence. My own hand moved faster, my fingers circling and stroking as the tension built inside me.
			

			
				The barn was filled with the sound of soft gasps and moans, a collective crescendo of arousal. I could feel my own climax building, slow but steady. Jackie’s moans grew louder beside me, and I could tell she was close. Suddenly her back arched, her hands never stopping as she let out a deep, loud cry of release.
			

			
				Her climax pushed me over the edge. My own pleasure peaked suddenly as waves of ecstasy rippled through me. I bit my lip to keep from crying out too loudly, but the sound still escaped, adding to the other moans of pleasure in the room.
			

			
				Around the room, the other women reached their own peaks, their voices a chorus of release. For a moment, the barn was filled with nothing but the sound of women coming, moaning, gasping and crying out in pure pleasure. It was glorious.
			

			
				The instructor gave us a moment to recover, letting the energy settle before speaking again. Her voice was warm and slightly shaky after her own climax. “Thank you all for allowing yourselves to let go. To explore, to feel, to connect. This is what self-love looks like, freedom and joy in your own body.”
			

			
				Jackie turned to me with a blissed-out grin, her skin flushed and glowing. “Well,” she whispered, “that was worth the price of admission.”
			

			
				I laughed, still catching my breath. “I’ll admit… I wasn’t expecting that.”
			

			
				“Would you ladies like to go and get a coffee?” asked Barbara, slipping her dressing gown back on.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Barbara was a lot of fun, and she got on like a house on fire with Jackie. She was a regular at the resort, and she told us all about it. As we’d come to suspect, it was primarily for swingers. Barbara was one herself, and she hinted at swapping her husband with other women and even having group sex. The whole conversation was making me very turned on. My stomach was doing somersaults at the thought of what they got up to.
			

			
				“That all sounds very exciting,” I said, “but I don’t think I’ll be swapping partners any time soon.”
			

			
				“Hmm,” Jackie said thoughtfully as she sipped on her coffee.
			

			
				When we got back to the villa, the men had just returned and were flaked out on the sofa, sweaty and exhausted.
			

			
				“How was the tennis?” I asked.
			

			
				“Yves won,” panted Rob, looking like he’d run a marathon.
			

			
				“Eet was close,” said Yves. “Tell 'er about ze people on ze next court,” he added, with a filthy grin.
			

			
				Rob laughed. “They were naked, of course.”
			

			
				“Four… very 'ot… very large-breasted… college girls,” said Yves smirking. “I sink I only won because Rob was so distracted.”
			

			
				“Oh, I bet you were looking just as much,” laughed Jackie, collapsing on the sofa next to him and digging him in the ribs.
			

			
				“I was mainly concerned that they would have found it much easier with a sports bra,” said Rob. “Their tits were bouncing all over the place.”
			

			
				“And,” said Yves, leaning forward, “When zey bent over to pick up ze ball…” He pursed his lips and whistled.
			

			
				“You dirty boys,” laughed Jackie, finding it hilarious. “I bet it’s hard to run with an erection.” 
			

			
				Rob glanced at me to check I wasn’t annoyed, but for some reason I realised that I wasn’t. I gave him a reassuring smile.
			

			
				“Anyway, we’ve had our own adventure,” I said. I told them about our “self love” class, feeling my face burning as I confessed everything. Then I told them what Barbara had said about it being a swingers resort.
			

			
				“I think we’d already reached that conclusion,” said Rob. “On the way back from tennis we er… passed four people… going at it… right out in the open.”
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I said, putting my hand over my mouth.
			

			
				“Tell us all about it,” Jackie said, leaning in, eyes shining.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				After everything that had happened, I was feeling hot and bothered. I suggested we go and try the outdoor pool and the others readily agreed. The late morning sun was already blazing, promising a warm day ahead. We slipped on our dressing gowns over swimsuits and grabbed towels from the villa.
			

			
				The pool was set in a beautifully landscaped area surrounded by tall hedges and vibrant flower beds, giving it an air of privacy. There were sun loungers scattered around, a few shaded by large umbrellas, and a stunning infinity pool that overlooked a small wooded valley. It all looked serene, at first glance.
			

			
				As we stepped closer, it became immediately clear that this wasn’t like any poolside I’d ever been to before. While there were one or two people wearing swimsuits, the majority were completely naked. A tall, tanned man with a surprisingly long cock hanging down between his legs, stood chatting by the edge of the pool, his hands gesturing animatedly as he laughed.
			

			
				On a sun lounger nearby, a woman reclined on her stomach, her skin glistening with sunscreen as she flipped through a paperback. Her legs were parted slightly, and she didn’t seem at all bothered that her slit was fully visible. Another naked woman with obviously fake breasts rubbed suncream into her back.
			

			
				In a secluded spot on the far side, two couples sat side by side, their chairs pushed close together. Each couple were stroking and kissing each other, and I had a feeling they weren’t kissing their original partners.
			

			
				I felt my cheeks flush. Jackie was grinning ear to ear, clearly delighted by the uninhibited display. Yves raised an eyebrow, but he looked more intrigued than shocked. Rob’s hand found its way to the small of my back, a reassuring touch that told me he was just as out of his depth as I was.
			

			
				“Well,” Jackie said, giggling, “they’re certainly committed to the whole clothing optional vibe, aren’t they?”
			

			
				I shrugged awkwardly, tugging my dressing gown a little tighter around me. “It’s... uh... liberating, I guess?”
			

			
				Jackie turned to me, eyes sparkling. “You know what? I’m going to join them.” Before I could say anything, she threw her towel onto a sunbed and untied her gown, letting it fall to the ground. She was wearing a two-piece bikini that was clearly too small for her. She pulled the top up over her head, letting her big boobs drop free. Then she shimmied out of the bottoms, exposing her shaved mound for everyone to see. Then she ran to the poolside, breasts bouncing and jumped in with a big splash.
			

			
				Yves didn’t wait long to follow. He tossed his dressing gown onto a chair, revealing his muscular frame and sculpted abdomen. He peeled his tight swimming trunks down to his ankles. As he bent down, I could see his firm, muscular ass and thighs, and in between his legs; his large cock and balls hanging low. He followed Jackie into the pool, the water barely making a splash as he dived gracefully in headfirst.
			

			
				I stood there frozen, clutching my gown closed like it was the only thing anchoring me to reality. Rob looked equally uncertain, his hand nervously rubbing the back of his neck.
			

			
				“They look like they’re having fun,” he murmured, nodding toward the pool where Jackie was now floating on her back, her breasts bobbing just above the surface. Yves swam up beside her, splashing her and making her giggle.
			

			
				I swallowed hard, glancing around. No one was staring, no one seemed to care that Jackie and Yves had just stripped off. Everyone was too busy enjoying themselves, swimming, sunbathing, or chatting.
			

			
				Rob hesitated a moment longer before letting out a deep breath. “Shall we?” he asked, tugging his gown off to reveal his swim shorts.
			

			
				I stared at him, my heart pounding. “Why not,” I heard myself say.
			

			
				Slowly, I untied my gown and let it slip from my shoulders, revealing my modest black swimsuit. Then, with a deep breath, I hooked my thumbs into the straps and pushed it down, stepping out of it and leaving myself completely naked.
			

			
				Rob grinned at me, his eyes taking in my breasts and then moving to my trimmed, ginger bush. He dropped his swim shorts to the ground and held out his hand. I took it, and he led me to the water's edge. 
			

			
				When we got to the edge of the pool, Jackie grinned up at me. “Took you long enough. Your ginger bush looks so cute you know, you should show it off more often.”
			

			
				I rolled my eyes and slid into the water, gasping at the coolness against my overheated skin. Rob was right behind me, his hands settling on my waist as we moved through the water. We swam and splashed for a while, the cool water easing my nerves.
			

			
				Just then, four pretty girls in their early twenties appeared by the side of the pool, claiming some sun loungers and shrugging off their gowns. Underneath, they were all naked, not a tan line or patch of body hair between them.
			

			
				“Look, it’s the college girls from the tennis court,” said Yves.
			

			
				“Fuck, no wonder you were distracted,” laughed Jackie. “They are all smoking hot.”
			

			
				“Ooh, it’s those cute guys from tennis,” said one of them suddenly, and waved manically at Rob and Yves, her big breasts bouncing like crazy. “Coo-ee,” she shouted, still waving.
			

			
				“Honestly, we barely spoke to them,” said Rob, turning red. Yves gave them a little wave.
			

			
				“It’s fine,” I said, putting my arm around him and pulling him close. I felt his hard cock against my leg. “I don’t mind you looking,” I said, my hand surprising me by moving under the water to boldly stroke his length.
			

			
				 
			

			
				After splashing and swimming around for a while, we all made our way to the edge of the pool. Jackie, of course, climbed out first, completely unbothered by her nudity. Water streamed down her curvy body as she grabbed her towel and began to dry herself off, her movements vigorous, her heavy breasts bouncing with every swipe of the towel.
			

			
				Yves chuckled as he climbed out behind her, his broad shoulders gleaming in the sunlight. Rob and I followed, and soon we were all gathered by the loungers, towels draped loosely over our shoulders.
			

			
				As I dried off my arms and legs, I became increasingly aware of how exposed I felt. My pale skin was already starting to tingle from the sun, and I knew I’d burn if I wasn’t careful. “If I’m going to be naked out here, I’d better put some sunscreen on,” I said, pulling my towel around me. “Especially since… well…” I gestured to the parts of me that were usually covered. “These bits are so white they practically glow.”
			

			
				Jackie grinned, her eyes sparkling. “Helena, darling, lay down, and I’ll do your back for you.”
			

			
				Before I could protest, she grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and motioned for me to lie on the lounger. Hesitantly, I stretched out on my stomach. Jackie sat beside me as she squirted a dollop of sunscreen into her palm.
			

			
				She started with my shoulders, her hands surprisingly strong as she rubbed the lotion into my skin. Her fingers worked their way down my back, smoothing over every inch, and I couldn’t help but let out a soft sigh as the tension melted away. When she reached my lower back, her touch grew lighter.
			

			
				She spread the sunscreen over my hips, then down to my ass. Her hands lingered there, kneading and stroking as she rubbed the lotion in, and I felt a jolt of heat rush through me.
			

			
				“Jackie…” I whispered.
			

			
				“Shh,” she murmured. “You don’t want to burn here, trust me.”
			

			
				Her hands slid lower, brushing between my thighs as she worked the sunscreen over every inch of exposed skin. The brief, teasing contact against my clit made me gasp, and I buried my face in my arms, trying to stay composed. God, why was I getting turned on being touched by a woman. What was this place doing to me?
			

			
				“Alright, turn over,” she said, her voice still light and playful.
			

			
				I hesitated for a moment, but there was no graceful way to back out now. Slowly, I rolled onto my back, my heart pounding as Jackie squirted more sunscreen into her hands.
			

			
				She started with my collarbones, working her way down to my small breasts. Her fingers brushed over my nipples, and I felt them harden instantly under her touch. Jackie paused, her eyes flicking to mine.
			

			
				“You’ve got the cutest nipples, Helena,” she said. “They’re so long. I wish mine were that perky.”
			

			
				“Jackie!” I hissed again, my face burning, though a secret thrill shot through me at her words.
			

			
				She continued rubbing the sunscreen over my stomach, her hands moving lower until she reached my thighs. Her touch was light, almost feather-soft, as she spread the lotion over my inner thighs. Then, her fingers brushed against my mound, and I couldn’t stop the soft gasp that escaped my lips.
			

			
				Jackie tilted her head, studying me with a sly grin. “You’ve got such a pretty pussy, you know that?” she said. “The ginger hair is so cute. If I was ginger, I wouldn’t shave it off either.”
			

			
				I couldn’t even respond. My entire body felt like it was on fire, not from the sun, but from the heat building between my legs. Jackie parted my legs slightly, her thumb almost on my folds as she admired me.
			

			
				It wasn’t until I glanced toward the men that I realized they’d been watching us the whole time. Rob and Yves were sitting on the loungers, towels draped across their laps, but the unmistakable bulges beneath those towels left little to the imagination.
			

			
				Jackie noticed too, and her grin widened. “Well, well,” she said, laughing. “Looks like we’ve got an audience.”
			

			
				Before they could protest, she reached over and yanked the towels away, revealing both men’s hard, throbbing erections.
			

			
				“Jackie!” I squeaked, sitting up, but she just laughed, tossing the towels aside.
			

			
				“What?” she said innocently. “They’re enjoying the show. And honestly, can you blame them?”
			

			
				Rob’s face was flushed, but he didn’t look away. Yves, on the other hand, looked entirely too pleased with himself, his huge cock twitching slightly under Jackie’s appreciative gaze.
			

			
				Jackie gave me a wicked grin. “Helena, you’re blushing so much you’re matching your hair. Relax a little,” she teased, her hands still resting lightly on my thighs. “Our husbands are fine specimens, aren’t they?”
			

			
				I looked at their two hard cocks, feeling that delicious ache between my legs again. “They are,” I agreed. I didn’t even feel guilty about staring at Yves’ big dick.
			

			
				“We should treat them to more of a show,” she said.
			

			
				“What do you mean?”
			

			
				“Have you ever kissed another woman?” Jackie asked.
			

			
				“What? No!” I replied, slightly shocked. “Have you?”
			

			
				“Yes, back in our university days. You remember Michelle Moody?”
			

			
				“Er… yes.”
			

			
				“I was fucking her for three months. Didn’t you know?”
			

			
				“Obviously not,” I said, my mind reeling.
			

			
				“Yves has always said that he wanted to watch me with a girl, isn’t that right, babe?” Her hand was still gently stroking my thigh.
			

			
				Yves nodded. “Oui, zat eez right,” he said, wrapping his hand around his thick shaft and giving it a stroke. “What eez more beautiful zan two women making love?”
			

			
				I glanced around at the rest of the people by the pool, but no-one was paying us any attention.
			

			
				“Do you want to kiss me?” Jackie said softly.
			

			
				I looked at Rob. “I’d like to see that too,” he said.
			

			
				My pulse was racing, and I couldn’t help but feel hyper-aware of Rob and Yves watching us. “Yes, please,” I whispered.
			

			
				Jackie leaned closer, brushing her fingers up my thigh almost to my pussy. And then her lips were pressed to mine. It was soft at first, a gentle exploration, as if she were testing the waters. Her lips were warm and inviting, and I froze for a moment, unsure of how to react. But then something inside me gave way, and I found myself kissing her back.
			

			
				I could feel the heat of her body against mine, her curves pressing into me as the kiss grew more passionate. Her fingers brushed over my nipples again, sending another jolt of pleasure through me and I let out a soft moan despite myself.
			

			
				“Ah, god, zat’s hot,” Yves murmured from the lounger. I could tell without looking that he was stroking himself.
			

			
				The sound of his voice snapped me back to reality for a moment and I pulled away, my face burning. “Jackie, should we be doing this?” I whispered. “We’re both married.”
			

			
				“Don’t pretend you’re not enjoying it,” smirked Jackie.
			

			
				I glanced over at Rob, my heart pounding. His eyes locked on mine, but there was no trace of anger or jealousy, only desire. It was as if he were giving me silent permission, encouraging me to let go of my inhibitions.
			

			
				Jackie leaned in again, her lips brushing against my ear. “They love watching us,” she whispered. Slowly, I leaned back in, capturing her lips with mine once more. This time, I let myself get lost in the kiss, my hands sliding up to tangle in her damp hair.
			

			
				Jackie’s hands roamed over my body, caressing and teasing as she kissed me with a hunger that matched my own. Her fingers brushed over my nipples again, pinching them lightly, and I gasped against her mouth. I felt her hand trail lower, brushing over my stomach and down to my thighs.
			

			
				I opened my legs, my heart pounding in my chest as I gave her silent permission to touch me where I needed it most. I let out a sharp gasp against her mouth as her fingers found my clit, stroking it in firm circles that sent shockwaves through my body. Jackie shifted, her full breasts brushing against me as she leaned in closer. I could feel their weight pressing against my small chest, making my head spin. I reached up to feel one, feeling how soft and heavy it was and soon I was teasing her nipple between my fingers. Jackie let out a soft groan of approval as I squeezed gently.
			

			
				I tilted my head back, surrendering completely to her touch as her fingers dipped lower, slipping inside me. A loud moan escaped me before I could stop it, and I bit my lip, trying to stifle the sounds. But Jackie seemed to love it, her movements becoming more deliberate as she worked me closer and closer to the edge.
			

			
				And then she shocked me again by bending over and burying her face between my legs. I felt her wet tongue lapping firmly against my clit, her fingers still stroking me inside. My body arched as the climax hit me, a powerful release that left me trembling as my thighs clenched around her head. I cried out, clutching her shoulders as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through me. Jackie didn’t stop right away, her tongue teasing and drawing out every last ounce of pleasure until I was a shivering, breathless mess beneath her.
			

			
				When I finally opened my eyes, still breathless and flushed, I saw Rob and Yves wanking as they watched. Rob was trying to hide from the public, using his body to shield his dick from view, but Yves was reclining in the open, relaxed and unbothered as he leisurely stroked his long shaft. I noticed a couple of the college girls were watching from the other side of the pool.
			

			
				“I don’t know about anyone else,” Jackie said, “but I need a big, hard cock in me now. Shall we go back to the villa for a shag, as you Brits say?”
			

			
				I think we were all pretty desperate by now, and we quickly gathered up our things. The guys wrapped their gowns around themselves, trying to hide their erections as we hurried back to our accommodation.
			

			
				“Bye Rob! Bye Yves!” the college girls called out, waving and jiggling as we left.
			

			
				“I thought you barely talked to them?” I whispered to Rob.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				As we stepped into the villa, the air between us was thick with tension. Jackie took my hand and led me to her bedroom. The men followed. Once inside the bedroom, she spun me around and kissed me deeply, her hands tangling in my hair. I assumed we were going to have sex with our husbands next to each other on the bed. But Jackie had other ideas.
			

			
				“So you know what they do at this place. Shall we do it?” she said, slipping the dressing gown off my shoulders and leaving me naked once more.
			

			
				“What do you mean?”
			

			
				Jackie grinned. “Swap husbands, of course.” She slipped her own gown off.
			

			
				For a moment, I couldn’t breathe. My gaze flickered to Rob, standing there with his dressing gown loose, his erection obvious and straining beneath the fabric. His eyes were fixed on Jackie’s body, her huge breasts, her shaved mound. My stomach flipped, not with jealousy, but with lust.
			

			
				Yves, on the other hand, looked completely at ease, standing there confidently, his firm, muscular body utterly relaxed. He met my gaze casually, his large, impressive cock standing proudly out the gap in his gown.
			

			
				My mouth was dry. My heart pounded. My body, already buzzing from the day’s events, felt hot and restless. Could I do this?
			

			
				I glanced at Rob, who finally looked at me. He wanted this… and if I was honest with myself, so did I.
			

			
				I turned back to Yves, who raised an eyebrow as if to say, your move. His easy confidence was intoxicating, and my hesitation melted just a little under his gaze.
			

			
				I swallowed hard and nodded. “Okay.”
			

			
				“Are you sure?” asked Rob.
			

			
				“Very,” I replied.
			

			
				Yves stepped forward, his warm hands coming to rest on my waist, his touch firm yet gentle. Jackie had already turned to Rob, pulling him in for a deep, hungry kiss, her heavy breasts pressing against his chest as she wrapped her arms around his neck.
			

			
				Yves’ hands were warm and confident as they slid over my waist, pulling me gently against him. His body was firm, his skin hot against mine, and as he leaned down, his lips brushed my neck, teasing the sensitive skin just below my ear. A shiver ran through me. This was really happening.
			

			
				Jackie pulled Rob down onto the bed, leaning over and taking his pulsating cock into her mouth. He groaned with pleasure. I was shocked to see that she took it deep into her throat, her lips sliding down his shaft until they pressed against his body. Rob was nowhere near as big as Yves, but his cock was still above average, quite long and thick. I’d never been able to get that much in my mouth. Rob's mouth was open, moaning with pleasure as she bobbed her head, her tongue flicking out and licking his shaft. He watched her intensely, his hand reaching down to squeeze her breast.
			

			
				I sank to my knees in front of Yves. Close-up his dick looked even bigger; long and thick with veins down both sides. I wrapped my hand around it, feeling the heat and weight. Fuck, it was so thick I could barely get my hand around it. I ran my tongue all the way up his shaft and then put the head in my mouth, my tongue playing with it. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking and moving my head to get as much as I could in my mouth, but that wasn’t very much. I made up for it by wanking his shaft with both hands.
			

			
				When I came up for air, Yves lifted me gently onto the bed, his strength effortless as he positioned me beneath him. His hands trailed down my thighs, spreading me open as his dark eyes stared into my soaked depths. My breath caught as he lifted my legs, exposing me completely to him, before he lowered his head between my thighs.
			

			
				The first stroke of his tongue sent a jolt of pleasure through me. He explored me deliberately, mapping every sensitive inch of my folds, discovering just how soaking wet I was. His tongue worked in slow, languid motions, circling my clit before dipping lower, parting me with firm, confident strokes. A deep moan escaped my lips as I relaxed into the feeling, surrendering to the waves of pleasure building inside me.
			

			
				And I watched the others.
			

			
				Jackie straddled Rob, her body arching beautifully as she guided his cock between her folds. She hovered for a moment, her eyes fluttering closed, savoring the sensation of him pressing against her entrance. Then, with a low, satisfied moan, she sank down onto him, taking him inch by inch until he was fully inside her. Rob’s head fell back against the pillow, his hand finding mine and gripping it tightly.
			

			
				Jackie rocked her hips slowly at first, her full breasts bouncing with each movement. I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying watching another woman fuck my husband. The intensity of the moment, the pleasure from Yves’ tongue, the sight of Jackie and Rob lost in their own passion, had me teetering on the edge, ready to come at any moment.
			

			
				As Jackie got more into it, she started moaning out loud, interspersed with dirty talk. “Oh Rob, fuck me with your big cock,” she said. “God your dick feels so good in my cunt.”
			

			
				Suddenly I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a loud cry of relief I gripped Rob’s hand painfully tight as my orgasm consumed me, making me shake and squirm as Yves guided me through it with his tongue.
			

			
				And then he was on top of me, his strong arms planted either side of me. His big cock pressed against my opening, the thick head pressing urgently between my folds. As he applied more pressure, I felt myself open up, gripping him tightly as he slid inside me.
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” I moaned with pleasure as he stretched me open more than I’d ever been before.
			

			
				“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groaned.
			

			
				He slid deep inside, my cunt gripping him as he pressed further and further. My fingers dug into his shoulders as I gripped him tightly, my legs wrapping around him. Finally he was all the way in, filling me completely.
			

			
				And then he started fucking me.
			

			
				Every thrust sent waves of pleasure surging through my body. I was only barely aware of Jackie coming on Rob’s dick, throwing her head back as a stream of dirty words came from her mouth. Yves thrust into me, building the pace. His balls slapped against my ass as he filled me, my cunt tight around his hard cock.
			

			
				Suddenly I found myself coming again, an orgasm that started deep inside me and made me shake and moan with pleasure. For a moment my mind completely switched off. When I came to my senses, I saw Jackie was on her hands and knees. Rob was behind her, holding her hips and plunging into her from behind. Jackie’s face was close to mine and she leaned over, her tongue forcing its way into my mouth. We tried to kiss, but we were both being fucked so hard we couldn’t really do it.
			

			
				Jackie put her hand between her legs, rubbing her clit as Rob pounded her. When she came, she kissed me again and I felt like I experienced her orgasm through her. 
			

			
				“Where do you want me to come?” panted Yves.
			

			
				The hard fucking I was getting made it hard to think. “Come in me,” I begged Yves. It was all I could think of, that I wanted his cum in my pussy, I wanted to feel his cock throbbing as he unloaded into me. “Please, fill me with cum,” I said again. 
			

			
				Yves upped his pace, really slamming into me. I clutched him tightly, focusing on the sensations of his cock in me. I felt it when he came, his dick twitching and the sudden wetness as he flooded my cunt. The thought of having a man, other than husband, come inside me sent me over the edge again and I came hard, shaking even more than before. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me as Yves unloaded more and more cum into my cunt.
			

			
				Finally I collapsed back on the bed, shaking, sweaty and exhausted. Yves was still inside me and he leaned over to kiss me gently on the lips. Next to us, Rob and Jackie had switched positions. Jackie was on her back and Rob was between her legs, his ass pumping up and down as he screwed her. I could tell he was getting close, I recognised the look in his eyes, the clenched jaw as he held back as long as possible.
			

			
				“Come on my face,” Jackie said suddenly. That made my stomach flip and another surge of arousal between my legs. Rob and I had never done anything that dirty; he had spilled on my belly before, but usually he came inside me. I’d already seen how Jackie liked to take it on her body, I just never expected her to request it on her face like some sort of porn star.
			

			
				“Really?” he panted.
			

			
				“Yes, cover me in cum,” she gasped as he pounded into her.
			

			
				Rob couldn’t last any longer, and he did as she asked. Pulling out, he moved quickly up the bed, trying to hold off just long enough. When he was in position, I saw the relief on his face as he let himself go. His cock twitched in his hand and cum erupted from it, a thick load that lay a line right across her cheek and in her hair. The second load was across her lips and she opened her mouth, her tongue flicking out to taste it. Again and again he came on her face, until she was covered in it and giggling with happiness.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I whispered.
			

			
				Yves laughed. “Jackie 'as a t'ing for cum.”
			

			
				“So I can see,” I said, still in shock. Jackie wiped some of it off with her fingers and licked them. I could feel Yves’ cum running out my cunt and dripping down my ass. Rob handed us both towels to clean up with.
			

			
				I was buzzing with what had happened. We’d swapped partners. Rob had watched another man come in me. He’d come on my best friend’s face, for fucks sake. I couldn’t believe it had all happened, but it had been fantastic.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				We all went for a late lunch at the restaurant, enjoying the warm afternoon sun on the patio. The scent of grilled fish and fresh herbs drifted through the air as we sipped on cold drinks. I’d brought the welcome pack with me, idly flipping through the pages as I looked for something to do in the afternoon.
			

			
				"Anything good in there?" Rob asked, stretching out in his chair.
			

			
				I skimmed past various wellness treatments and fitness classes before something caught my eye. "There's a Yoni massage course this afternoon," I said, tilting the booklet so Rob could see. "It says it’s about… sensual relaxation and deepening intimacy."
			

			
				Rob raised an eyebrow. "Yoni? What does that mean?”
			

			
				“Not sure,” I replied, reaching for my phone to search for the term. “Yoni is a symbol of the Hindu goddess Shakti, the feminine generative power. What? Hang on, let me search for Yoni Massage.”
			

			
				The Internet reception wasn’t great here, and I had to wait a few moments for the answer. “Oh!” I said, flushing red.
			

			
				“What does it mean?” asked Jackie, leaning in.
			

			
				“A yoni massage is a sensual, full-body massage that focuses on the genitals and other erogenous zones,” I read out.
			

			
				“A pussy massage?” cackled Jackie. “No thanks.”
			

			
				“I don’t know,” I said, my face still burning. “I wouldn’t mind trying it. It’s a course, so I think it’s Rob that would be touching me. What do you think, Rob?”
			

			
				“Sure," he replied with a shrug. “Why not?”
			

			
				Jackie, who had been lazily stirring the ice in her drink, smirked. "You two go have your little sensual bonding session. Yves and I will take a walk and see what trouble we can get into."
			

			
				I exchanged a glance with Rob, a little nervous but also excited. “Alright, let’s do it.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				An hour later, Rob and I found ourselves in a softly lit massage room, the air infused with the scent of essential oils. To my surprise, our masseuse was the same graceful Asian woman from the previous wellness workshop. She greeted us with a warm smile, her calmness immediately putting me at ease.
			

			
				"My name is Tina,” she said, with a little bow. “Thank you for coming to our Yoni Massage lesson today. Go ahead and remove your gown. Lie back and relax."
			

			
				I slipped off the fabric, hardly feeling at all awkward about being completely naked now, and settled onto the massage table. Rob stood to the side, watching closely.
			

			
				Tina warmed some oil between her hands, then began working it into my skin, starting at my shoulders and moving down with slow, deliberate strokes. Her touch was firm but soothing, and I closed my eyes, letting myself sink into the sensation. As her hands moved lower, she began massaging my breasts, her palms rolling over my nipples with just enough pressure to send shivers through me. They hardened instantly.
			

			
				She glanced at Rob. "Come closer," she invited, stepping aside slightly. "I want you to follow my movements."
			

			
				Rob stepped forward, his hands already slick with oil as he hesitantly placed them on my chest. He mirrored the masseuse's slow, circular motions, working my breasts and making me moan softly as he brushed over my hard nipples. Meanwhile, the masseuse moved lower, trailing her hands over my stomach before settling between my thighs. She parted them slightly, her fingers working the oil into my skin with delicate strokes.
			

			
				"As you can see," Tina said to Rob in a soothing voice, "it's all about a combination of pressure and patience. You want to build sensation slowly, let the body respond in its own time. Give her pleasure by touching the parts that you know are most sensitive for her."
			

			
				Rob nodded, his hands still exploring my breasts, his thumbs teasing my hardened nipples as he absorbed everything she was teaching him. Tina moved my legs apart a little more, and then her palm was on my mound, massaging oil into the trimmed hair. Her fingers moved down either side of my slit, pressing firmly against my outer lips. I felt a rush of pleasure through my body, even though she hadn’t touched my clit directly.
			

			
				All the time, Tina was guiding Rob, telling him what she was doing, building the pressure and moving closer to my most sensitive spot. Finally, she brushed over my clit. A sharp gasp escaped my lips, my body instinctively arching toward her touch. I was already swollen with arousal, every nerve alive with sensation, and the light pressure sent a rush of pleasure through me.
			

			
				“The clitoris is much more than just the small, hard nub you can feel,” Tina murmured, her tone soothing yet authoritative. “It’s actually a much larger organ that extends deep inside her. You can stimulate it indirectly by applying pressure to the surrounding area.”
			

			
				As she spoke, she demonstrated, using all four fingers to massage in slow, purposeful circles, not just over my clit, but around it, pressing into the sensitive flesh nearby. The effect was immediate and overwhelming. It wasn’t the sharp, concentrated pleasure I was used to when touching myself; this was deeper, fuller, radiating through my entire core in rolling waves.
			

			
				Rob, still watching closely, swallowed hard, his eyes dark with fascination as he continued to massage my breasts. The pleasure grew, slow and unrelenting, building in intensity with every careful movement.
			

			
				Suddenly I found myself surrendering completely to the overwhelming tide of pleasure washing over me. The pleasure was electric, spreading outward from my core, taking over every inch of me. Rob’s fingers pressed and circled my nipples as Tina’s hand stimulated me between my legs. A strangled moan escaped my lips, my body trembling beneath their hands. My legs shook as heat pulsed through me, pleasure so intense it was almost too much to bear. I gasped, gripping the edges of the massage table, waves of ecstasy rolling through me and leaving me breathless.
			

			
				Tina smiled, her hands moving in gentle strokes to ease me back down, soothing me as I came back to myself. “There,” she said softly. “That’s what happens when you take your time, build the anticipation, and let the pleasure unfold naturally.”
			

			
				I let out a shaky breath, my heart still racing, my body tingling in the aftermath.
			

			
				Tina directed Rob to take over with what she had been doing, applying pressure all around my clit. I felt his stronger, rougher hands on me, and let out a groan of satisfaction.
			

			
				But Tina had more to show us. She parted my legs even wider and squirted a generous amount of lube from a dispenser on the side table. She began applying circular motions with two fingers around my opening. The sensation was wonderful, as she worked around my inner lips and Rob touched my clit, I was in ecstasy once again.
			

			
				She gradually increased the pressure until, suddenly, her fingers slipped inside me. She began massaging me from the inside, her fingers pressing upward as Rob pressed down from above. The increase in pleasure was immediate, and I moaned loudly.
			

			
				"Oh my God, that’s so nice," I gasped.
			

			
				Tina then worked the inside of my pussy more firmly, pressing and releasing in a rhythmic pattern. Her other hand moved back to one breast while Rob massaged the other. Soon, my whole body was singing with pleasure as their four hands caressed me.
			

			
				The sensations built to a fever pitch. Each gentle stroke and precise pressure sent me spiraling higher until the intensity became overwhelming. The pressure inside felt almost as if I needed to pee, only this time, it was entirely different and far more pleasurable.
			

			
				I was vaguely aware of Tina still instructing Rob, “...can feel her g-spot responding,” she said, “...she’s going to squirt.”
			

			
				Then, as if it could no longer be contained, that exquisite pressure exploded in a powerful, liberating climax. My body shuddered uncontrollably as a surge of liquid passion burst forth, a torrential release that drenched their hands and the bed. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, and I cried out in ecstatic abandon as I felt the warm, wet sensation between my thighs.
			

			
				In that wild, uncontrolled moment, every nerve sang with delight. It was as if all the built-up tension and desire converged into one breathtaking instant of release, a moment of pure, unfiltered ecstasy that left me trembling, spent, and marvelously satisfied.
			

			
				They guided me through the orgasm, that seemed to go on and on, but eventually my clit was too sensitive and I pushed Rob’s hand away. Tina’s fingers were still massaging me gently inside. “Her clit is too sensitive now,” said Tina, “so we’ll just work on the insides. I’ve got something else I want to show you.”
			

			
				She pulled her fingers out, and I opened my eyes for a second, seeing they were coated in my thick, white release. She added some more lube to her hand from the dispenser.
			

			
				“Have you ever tried fisting before?” she asked.
			

			
				I felt my heart racing again. “No,” I murmured.
			

			
				“Just relax,” she said.
			

			
				Tina gently pushed three fingers into my already gaping pussy. I felt her stretch me open even more, exploring my depths deeper than before. Every gentle press awakened sensations that sent ripples of pleasure through my core.
			

			
				She added her fourth finger, stretching me further still. My hand found Rob’s, gripping it tightly as I took a deep, steadying breath. Slowly, Tina worked her fingers deeper. As the depth increased, so too did the stretch of my opening. She began to thrust gently, as if she were fucking me with her hand. I moaned with bliss at every movement, pleasure flowing from my core in a steady stream.
			

			
				Suddenly, I felt my cunt snap back around her wrist as her hand slid completely inside me. Fuck… her whole hand filled me, filling me more than I’d ever been filled before. My entire vagina stretched tightly around her, the slightest movement sending electric pulses of pleasure coursing through my body. The fullness was an exquisite blend of tenderness and power, pulsing through me in waves as every nerve ending ignited under the deep, steady pressure. I closed my eyes, surrendering to the overwhelming tide of sensation as blissful warmth and pleasure spread from deep within me to every inch of my body.
			

			
				Then, as the pleasure reached a fever pitch, my body tensed, and I felt an intense, overwhelming climax building from within. In one explosive moment, a torrential surge of release exploded through me. My muscles convulsed in rapid, rhythmic spasms as I cried out, each pulse of ecstasy sending a cascade of heat and liquid passion over me. 
			

			
				I squirted, the clear fluid spraying out of me up Tina’s wrist and pooling around my ass on the bed. My back arched, my whole body shaking with the most intense orgasm. I came and came, squirming with her fist still filling me, my walls contracting around it again and again.
			

			
				But finally, it was over. Tina gently pulled her hand out of me, leaving me throbbing and gaping open. I collapsed back on the bed, my thighs still shivering and my heart pounding.
			

			
				“That concludes the lesson for today,” she purred. “I hope that’s something you can continue and enjoy at home.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” I gasped, still hardly able to breathe. “Thank you, that was… unbelievable.”
			

			
				I glanced up at Rob, he was looking at me with his eyes shining and his mouth open.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we got back to the villa, I turned the key in the lock and paused. I could hear the sounds of fucking coming from inside.
			

			
				Rob had noticed too. “They didn’t waste any time once they were alone,” he smirked.
			

			
				I pushed open the door and we went inside. Jackie and Yves’ bedroom door was open, the loud, familiar sounds of Jackie moaning coming from within. “Oh god, fuck me, fuck me harder…”
			

			
				But when I approached their room, my mouth opened in shock. Jackie was on her hands and knees, her mouth around Yves’ big cock. But behind her was a man I didn’t recognise. His hands on her hips, he was pounding her hard from behind, his body slapping against her ass.
			

			
				Jackie turned to me, her eyes glazed with pleasure. Then she came hard. Her eyes rolled up in her head as the waves of pleasure consumed her. “Fuuuck…” she groaned.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				Dinner was the perfect excuse for Jackie to debut another outrageously sexy outfit. She had chosen a deep blue dress that clung to every curve, the plunging neckline putting her full breasts on display, while the high slit on one side was so high that I could see that she wasn’t wearing any knickers underneath.
			

			
				"That’s… quite a dress," I said as we walked to the restaurant.
			

			
				Jackie giggled. "I’ve never been confident enough to wear it before. But I feel like if there was ever a place for it, it’s here."
			

			
				I had gone for something a little more understated, a silky black dress that draped over my slender frame, a slit of my own giving just a teasing glimpse of thigh. Rob looked incredibly handsome in his tailored blazer, and Yves, as usual, exuded confidence in his dark suit and white shirt, unbuttoned just enough to hint at the toned chest beneath.
			

			
				The restaurant was lively, the soft glow of candlelight reflecting off crystal wine glasses. We enjoyed a leisurely meal, savoring every bite and sip of our wine. The conversation was light and teasing. Jackie, as usual, was being her flirty self, but the undercurrent of arousal from earlier still buzzed between us all.
			

			
				Just as we were finishing dessert, a couple strolled past our table. Jackie, mid-sip of her wine, suddenly choked. She coughed, eyes wide in shock.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” she whispered, barely moving her lips.
			

			
				I followed her gaze. The couple were at least ten years older than us, in their forties. The woman was petite, with sleek dark hair that framed her delicate features, and she was dressed in a chic, expensive looking white dress. The man beside her was tall and quietly sexy, his grey-flecked hair giving him a distinguished businessman look. They both carried themselves with an air of effortless confidence.
			

			
				“Who are they?” I whispered.
			

			
				"That’s Denise," she hissed. "From work."
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow. "Denise? As in your boss?"
			

			
				Jackie nodded her head rapidly. “Yes! This is insane. She’s here?!"
			

			
				As if hearing her name, Denise suddenly turned, her eyes landing on Jackie. There was a split-second of surprise before her expression melted into a filthy smile.
			

			
				"Jackie! Fancy seeing you here," she said, stepping closer.
			

			
				Jackie let out a nervous laugh. "I… uh… Denise, hi! What are you… um…?" It was weird seeing Jackie being the uncomfortable one for once.
			

			
				Denise’s husband, Tom, extended a hand to Yves and Rob, introducing himself with an easy charm. "I take it this is your first time at The Haven?" he said. Jackie and I rose to kiss him formally on the cheek.
			

			
				“Yes,” Jackie replied with a nervous giggle. “It was kind of an accident.”
			

			
				Denise leaned in, her dark eyes twinkling. "Tom and I have been coming here for a while. It’s a wonderful place, isn’t it?"
			

			
				Jackie, still struggling to process the situation, just nodded.
			

			
				"If you’ve finished your food, would you like to join us for a drink on the patio?" Tom suggested, gesturing toward the outdoor lounge area.
			

			
				Jackie hesitated, so I jumped in. "You guys go ahead, Rob and I will join you in a bit. Catch up properly."
			

			
				Denise smiled. "Sounds good. See you soon."
			

			
				As they disappeared onto the patio, Jackie still looked shell-shocked as she rose to follow them.
			

			
				"You okay?" I asked, trying not to laugh.
			

			
				"Helena, I work with her. I see her every day. I send her emails about bloody spreadsheets. And now… now I find out she’s been swinging for years?! How did I not know?!"
			

			
				"Guess you don’t talk about that sort of thing at the watercooler," I teased.
			

			
				She groaned. "God, I need another drink."
			

			
				I smirked. "Go have one with them. Rob and I will be out soon."
			

			
				Once she and Yves were gone, I turned to Rob.
			

			
				"Alone at last," he murmured, pouring us both another glass of wine.
			

			
				I sighed contentedly. "I think I needed this. Just us, for a moment."
			

			
				He reached across the table, his fingers brushing over mine. "You doing okay? I know all of this is… a lot."
			

			
				I nodded. "It is, but… I can’t believe it… I actually love it."
			

			
				We sat there, sipping wine and just talking. When we had finished our drinks, we decided to find the others.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Stepping onto the patio, we scanned the seating area. There were plenty of couples still enjoying the warm night air, some whispering intimately, others laughing over drinks. But Jackie, Yves, Denise, and Tom were nowhere in sight.
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow. "Oh my god. Have they gone to have sex already?"
			

			
				Rob laughed. "Probably. I mean, they were a very hot couple and you know how… enthusiastic Jackie is."
			

			
				I hesitated, glancing around. "So… what now?"
			

			
				Rob leaned in, his voice low. "Maybe it’s a chance for us to meet someone new."
			

			
				I blinked. "Are we going to hook up with strangers?"
			

			
				He shrugged. "That’s what this place is for. What do you think?"
			

			
				My heart pounded. The idea sent a jolt of excitement through me. I felt the familiar throbbing ache of desire in my pussy. “I think I want to,” I said.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We sat down on one of the sofas, ordering cocktails and cuddling as we sipped our drinks. The warmth of Rob’s body pressed against mine making me feel both comforted and excited. The soft hum of conversation and the distant sound of laughter filled the night air. Like before, some couples were starting to get it on around us, as soft moans and the sounds of kissing became more frequent.
			

			
				It wasn’t long before a couple approached us.
			

			
				"Mind if we join you?" the man asked.
			

			
				Rob and I exchanged glances, a thrill passing between us. Were we really going to do this?
			

			
				"Please do," Rob said, gesturing to the empty space on the sofa.
			

			
				"I'm Samir, and this is Nadia," the man said, settling in next to us.
			

			
				I took in their appearance; Middle Eastern I guessed, although their accents were British. Both were strikingly attractive. Nadia was stunning, with jet-black hair that cascaded over her shoulders and eyes circled with kohl. Samir had a chiseled jawline, his suit fitting him impeccably, exuding confidence and charm.
			

			
				As we talked, it became clear that we had an easy connection. They were experienced swingers, having been doing it for a long time, and they had a way of making us feel at ease. The conversation flowed effortlessly, touching on everything from past travels to funny resort stories.
			

			
				Then, with a knowing smile, Nadia leaned forward. "Have you heard about the CDNS party tomorrow night?" she asked.
			

			
				I shook my head, "No. CDNS? What’s that?"
			

			
				"It stands for Clothed Dom, Naked Sub," she explained. "It’s a party where one partner is dressed in smart attire while the other remains completely naked. The naked one follows their partner’s lead and does everything they are told. It’s incredibly fun."
			

			
				The idea sent a shiver down my spine, a mixture of nerves and excitement bubbling inside me.
			

			
				"That sounds… interesting," I said, glancing at Rob, who looked just as intrigued as I felt.
			

			
				"You should come," Nadia encouraged, her voice silky. "It’s your last night here. What better way to make it memorable?"
			

			
				“I’m not sure I’m brave enough,” I said. “Although I’m sure our friends would be up for it. They seem to be up for anything.”
			

			
				After a while, Nadia set her drink down and turned to me. "I’m going to the bathroom. Do you need to go?"
			

			
				I did. I put my drink on the glass table at the side of the sofa and followed her.
			

			
				As we walked inside the bathroom, the ambient noise of the patio faded behind us, leaving just the quiet hum of the air conditioning.
			

			
				Nadia leaned against the counter, watching me in the mirror as she touched up her eye makeup. "So… Do you want to swap?" she asked, her directness catching me off guard.
			

			
				I swallowed, my pulse quickening. "I think so," I admitted. "I mean, I really fancy your husband."
			

			
				She smirked. "Good. Because I really fancy yours."
			

			
				When we returned to the patio, we instinctively sat with each other’s partners. I slid onto the sofa next to Samir while Nadia nestled close to Rob. My pulse raced with anticipation.
			

			
				Samir turned to me, his deep brown eyes searching mine. "May I kiss you?" he asked, his voice gentle, respectful.
			

			
				I nodded, my breath catching as he leaned in. His lips met mine in a slow, sensual kiss, his warmth enveloping me. Kissing him felt so different from kissing Rob, his clean-shaven face a stark contrast to Rob’s full beard. The soft pressure of his mouth sent a delicious shiver through me and I let myself sink into it.
			

			
				Beside us, Rob and Nadia were soon locked in their own passionate embrace. I could hear the soft sounds of their kisses, the rustling of fabric as their hands roamed over each other. My heart soared at the thought of Rob enjoying this beautiful woman.
			

			
				Samir pulled back slightly, his gaze flickering down my body. "May I kiss your nipples?"
			

			
				A thrill shot through me at the question, the deliberate way he asked permission every step of the way was very sexy. I bit my lip and nodded.
			

			
				He reached for the straps of my dress, sliding them down my shoulders. The fabric gathered around my waist, baring my chest. I was topless, right out in the open with people all around. His eyes darkened as he took in my long, sensitive nipples, already erect in the cool night air. "They’re incredible," he murmured before lowering his mouth to one.
			

			
				I gasped as his warm lips wrapped around me, his tongue flicking over the peak. A rush of heat spread through my body as he sucked, his hands caressing my waist. My nipples had always been unusually sensitive, and the way he lavished attention on them sent fire coursing through me.
			

			
				When I stole a glance at the others, I saw they were getting more heated. Rob’s hand was between Nadia’s thighs, far up under her dress, her body arching against him. She had unzipped his trousers, and her hand was inside, stroking his cock.
			

			
				Samir’s hand was on my own thighs, his fingers brushing the edge of my panties. "May I take these off?"
			

			
				My body throbbed with need as I whispered, "Yes."
			

			
				He slowly slid my knickers down my legs, his fingers grazing my bare skin in a way that made me shiver. I was already soaked, aching for more, and he seemed to know it. He gently lay me back on the sofa and positioned himself between my thighs, his hands spreading me open.
			

			
				“Oh my,” he said, softly, his eyes shining, “Your ginger hair is perfect. May I go down on you?”
			

			
				“Yes,” I gasped, desperate for him to do just that. “Please.”
			

			
				And then his mouth was on me.
			

			
				The sensation was overwhelming, the soft, wet heat of his tongue flicking over my clit, the firm strokes that sent waves of pleasure radiating outward. My fingers tangled in his hair as I rocked against him, completely oblivious to the people around us. If anything, the possibility of being watched only heightened the pleasure.
			

			
				He teased me with his tongue, alternating between gentle licks and firmer pressure, his fingers sliding inside me in a slow, rhythmic motion. My breathing fast and heavy, my thighs tightening around his head as he worked me closer and closer to the edge.
			

			
				A moan slipped from my lips as the pleasure built to an unbearable peak. My body arched as the orgasm crashed over me, pleasure pulsing through every nerve. I clutched at him, riding the waves as he continued to lap at me, drawing out every last tremor of release.
			

			
				When I finally collapsed breathless against the sofa, I opened my eyes to find Rob watching me intently. His trousers and underwear were around his ankles and Nadia was bent over his lap, one hand on the base of his cock as her head bobbed up and down.
			

			
				As I watched, Nadia stood up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She slipped the dress straps over her shoulder and it dropped to the floor. Underneath, all she was wearing was a pair of black, lacy knickers and some black suspenders. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her heavy, full breasts were now on full display. They were perfect, with large nipples that were so dark they were almost black in the soft light of the lanterns.
			

			
				Nadia climbed onto Rob’s lap and pulled her knickers to the side. Holding his cock in one hand, she guided it between the dark patch of hair between her legs. I felt my heart racing again as she slid slowly down onto his hard cock. I watched in awe as her dark lips stretched tight around his shaft, and above, her beautiful, dark asshole. As Rob’s hands gripped her perfect ass, he spread her open even more.
			

			
				She started to ride him, both of them moaning sensually as they enjoyed the feeling of him penetrating her. She threw her head back, her long dark hair trailing down her back almost to her ass. But I didn’t feel jealous, I was thrilled to see him enjoying such a perfect woman like this. Rob’s hands went to her heavy breasts, squeezing and groping them as she rode him. Couples walking past paused to watch, whispering about how beautiful they both looked together.
			

			
				Ramen moved out from between my legs, his face wet from my pussy. He kissed me, and I tasted my arousal on his lips. I needed him now, needed him inside me like Rob was inside Nadia. My hands went to his belt, fumbling with the clasp as I hurriedly undid it. Then I yanked down his trousers, taking his underwear with them and freeing his cock.
			

			
				It sprang to attention, already rock-hard and eager. It wasn’t that long, not as long as Rob’s, but wow it was thick. I wrapped my hand around it and gave it a firm couple of strokes as he hovered between my legs.
			

			
				“May I fuck your beautiful pussy?” he asked.
			

			
				“As you asked so nicely,” I giggled.
			

			
				I was so wet, so open, that he slid easily inside me with an appreciative groan. I wrapped my legs around him as he began to thrust all the way, my walls gripping his thick girth. It felt fantastic as he hit the perfect spot inside me every time. And the setting only made it better. I could hardly believe I was getting fucked in public in an outdoor bar. I lay back, my eyes half closed as I enjoyed the waves of pleasure spreading out with every firm thrust.
			

			
				Next to us, Nadia was still riding Rob enthusiastically. “Put your finger in my ass,” she moaned suddenly.
			

			
				Rob’s hands, already close to her rear entrance where he cupped her ass, moved closer to her tight asshole. I watched as he circled it with one finger, before applying enough pressure for it to disappear inside her. This seemed to send her spiralling into an intense orgasm, her body shaking as she screwed him even harder, pulling him towards her and smothering his face with her tits.
			

			
				“Oh god,” panted Nadia, taking a breather with his dick still inside her. “I want you to fuck my ass.”
			

			
				That was something Rob and I had never tried. Samir slowed his thrusts. “Do you like anal sex?” he asked me.
			

			
				“I’ve never tried,” I admitted. I had a sudden desire to find out what it was like.  “But… I’d like to.”
			

			
				Nadia climbed off Rob’s cock, leaving it glistening with wetness under the lights. “Let’s go back to our villa. We have some lube there.”
			

			
				I exchanged excited looks with Rob as we contemplated another new experience. The men tucked their cocks away, their trousers still bulging with their erections. Nadia didn’t bother putting her dress on, she just picked it up and carried it under her arm as we followed her to their villa.
			

			
				 
			

			
				If anything, their villa was even more luxurious than ours. It only had one bedroom and that was on a mezzanine level in the roof. We climbed the steep steps and the four of us undressed, touching each other and exchanging kisses. Samir let us know about a boundary they always followed when they swung; he always finished with Nadia, no one else. It was their way of keeping their deepest intimacy just between them.
			

			
				I watched as Nadia took Rob’s hand and led him onto the bed. She was completely at ease, guiding him like she’d done this a thousand times. She gave him some lube and got on her hands and knees, arching her back, her heavy breasts hanging down. He ran his hands over her curves, spreading her open. Rob squeezed some onto his fingers, warming it between them before slowly pressing his hand between her cheeks. I saw her shudder, her lips parting in pleasure as he massaged it into the tight ring of muscles.
			

			
				He took his time, teasing, massaging, before gently pushing one finger inside and then two. She moaned with pleasure, pushing back against his hand. Samir and I watched, enthralled, our naked bodies pressed close together, his hard cock against my thigh.
			

			
				“Now, fuck me,” purred Nadia. "But go slow at first."
			

			
				Rob slicked his cock up with lube and positioned himself behind her. He pressed the head against her rear entrance and applied just enough pressure to penetrate her. Then, with slow, deliberate thrusts he worked his way deeper and deeper inside her.
			

			
				“Oh, god, that feels good,” he groaned.
			

			
				“Mmm, so good,” gasped Nadia, moaning softly and gripping the sheets, adjusting to the sensation. Soon, her body took him fully, and her moans turned into something deeper, more desperate. I watched, mesmerized, as he began to fuck her harder in the ass. It looked so erotic, seeing her dark ass stretched around his shaft. My pussy was aching with desire, and I longed for it to be my turn.
			

			
				Samir was beside me, his fingers tracing circles on my thigh. "Are you enjoying watching?" he murmured into my ear.
			

			
				I turned to him, my breath shaky. "Yes. Very much."
			

			
				He leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep, as Rob and Nadia picked up the pace, their moans growing ever louder. My fingers wandered down, brushing over the thick length of his cock, stroking him firmly.
			

			
				He groaned against my lips. "Are you ready?" he said, pulling back just enough to meet my eyes.
			

			
				I nodded, my heart hammering. "Yes. I want to try."
			

			
				He guided me onto my back, lifting my legs into the air, spreading me open for him. He reached for the lube, warming it in his hands before slicking me up with careful, deliberate touches. I tensed slightly at the unfamiliar sensation, but he soothed me with soft kisses along my inner thigh.
			

			
				"Relax," he murmured. "We’ll take it slow."
			

			
				I exhaled, willing my body to ease into the moment. I felt the pressure of his fingers against my tight ass. Gently he eased a finger inside, and then another one, stretching me open in a way I had never been before.
			

			
				"You're doing so well," he said, kissing me. "You feel incredible."
			

			
				The discomfort gave way to something new, something thrilling. The fullness, the pressure, it was unlike anything I had ever felt. My body clenched around him, adjusting, and soon the pleasure took over, a slow burn that spread through my limbs.
			

			
				"Fuck, that’s good," I gasped, gripping the sheets. He had three fingers all the way inside me now.
			

			
				“I think you’re ready,” he said.
			

			
				“Yes.”
			

			
				He guided his lubed cock between my thighs and I lifted my legs up, almost to my shoulders, to give him better access. I felt the pressure of his thick cock against my opening… and then it was inside me. Samir groaned, his fingers digging into my thighs as he slowly thrust deeper. "You’re so tight," he groaned. "So fucking perfect."
			

			
				I barely heard Nadia’s moans as Rob brought her over the edge. I was lost in my own sensation, my body tightening as the pleasure built to an overwhelming peak. Samir moved faster now, his pace increasing as he felt me surrender to it.
			

			
				"Oh, god," I gasped, my head tilting back. "Don’t stop."
			

			
				He didn’t. He fucked me harder, pushing me over the edge, making me cry out as pleasure burst through me in waves, rolling through my body. I trembled beneath him, my nails raking down his back as I rode out the last shudders of my orgasm.
			

			
				Breathless, he pulled out, struggling not to come himself. Rob was in the same state, shaking and close to climax. It was time to return to our partners. The men swapped over, Samir moving behind Nadia and burying himself in her ass, going hard and fast right from the start, already chasing his release. 
			

			
				Rob came to me, his throbbing cock pressed against my rear entrance.
			

			
				“Ready?” he said.
			

			
				“Let’s do it,” I replied. “Come in my ass.”
			

			
				It didn’t take him long, he was already right on the edge. With one final thrust, he held himself inside me, groaning with relief as I felt his warm cum filling me in an entirely new way.
			

			
				Afterward, we lay tangled together, catching our breath, our bodies still humming with satisfaction.
			

			
				Later, as we walked back to our own villa, my body still tingling from the night’s events, I felt a deep sense of closeness to Rob. We had gone beyond anything we had imagined, and it had only drawn us closer.
			

			
				Jackie and Yves weren’t back yet. I was exhausted, already falling asleep as soon as we slipped into bed, the sheets cool against our skin.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I woke the next morning, Rob was already awake, his hand resting gently on my hip as he traced light circles against my skin.
			

			
				"Morning," he murmured, pressing a soft kiss to my shoulder.
			

			
				I turned to him, smiling sleepily. "Morning. How are you feeling?"
			

			
				He smirked. "Sore. Satisfied. Very happy."
			

			
				I laughed, nestling closer. "Me too."
			

			
				A rustling noise from outside the room caught my attention. Jackie and Yves must have returned. I sat up, slipping into my robe before padding barefoot toward the door.
			

			
				In the kitchen, Jackie was already at the counter, brewing coffee in just her knickers again. Her blonde hair was damp from a shower, and she looked fresh, glowing with the same energy I felt. Yves sat at the table, scrolling on his phone, looking equally relaxed.
			

			
				"Good morning, lovers!" Jackie greeted us with a knowing grin as we stepped into the kitchen.
			

			
				"Morning," I replied.
			

			
				“Our last full day.”
			

			
				“I know,” I said with a sigh, “I don’t want it to end.”
			

			
				Jackie handed me a mug of coffee and leaned against the counter, her eyes sparkling. "So, tell me… how was your night?"
			

			
				I felt warmth creep up my neck. "Amazing," I admitted. "We, uh… swapped with another couple and… tried something new."
			

			
				Jackie raised an eyebrow. "Do tell."
			

			
				I hesitated, but I was too excited not to share. "We did anal for the first time."
			

			
				Jackie gasped in delight. "No way! Look at you, you little minx!" She clapped her hands together, then leaned in conspiratorially. "And? Did you love it?"
			

			
				I took a sip of coffee, grinning. "I did. A lot more than I expected."
			

			
				Jackie laughed. "I knew it! It’s the best, right? Yves and I have done it from time to time. And… Well, I had the most insane night, too." She bit her lip, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "I got DPed!"
			

			
				My eyes widened. "Wait, with your boss’s husband?"
			

			
				She nodded enthusiastically. "Yep. It was incredible, such a rush. Two dicks at the same time was… unbelievable.” She sighed dreamily. "We’re meeting them for coffee this morning, actually. Denise is a lot more fun outside of work. Want to come?"
			

			
				I glanced at Rob. As fun as it sounded, I realized I wasn’t quite ready to dive into another social gathering just yet.
			

			
				"Thanks, but I think we’re going to go for a walk," I said. "We haven’t seen the whole grounds yet, and I kind of feel like just… being with Rob for a bit."
			

			
				Jackie gave me a knowing smile. "I get that. Sometimes you need to reconnect after a wild night. Besides," she winked, "who knows? Maybe you’ll find a quiet spot along the way and get up to more mischief. You never know who you might bump into."
			

			
				I laughed, shaking my head. "We’ll see."
			

			
				“Oh, did you hear about the party tonight?” asked Jackie.
			

			
				“I did,” I giggled. “It sounds pretty wild. Are we really going to go naked while the men are in suits?”
			

			
				“Oh no,” Jackie said, that filthy look in her eye again. “I’m not going naked. Yves is going to be my sub.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The morning air was warm as Rob and I wandered along the winding path around the lake. We were dressed only in our lightweight gowns, naked underneath. Although we’d got over our shyness at being naked in front of the other guests, it still felt weird to just walk around without something on.
			

			
				The resort’s grounds were stunning. Lush greenery and tropical flowers bloomed along the path, and the calm lake reflected the endless blue sky.
			

			
				“I’m so glad we accidentally ended up here,” I said, softly, squeezing Rob’s hand.
			

			
				As we rounded a bend, the sound of laughter and playful shrieks reached us. I spotted movement up ahead; the group of four college girls were in an open grassy area by the lake, tossing a frisbee back and forth.
			

			
				And, of course, they were completely naked.
			

			
				They all looked very similar to each other. All in their early twenties, their blonde hair and toned bodies glowing in the sunlight as they jumped and ran. They all had large breasts that bounced freely with every movement, and I couldn’t help but admire how confident and carefree they seemed.
			

			
				Rob’s hand tightened around mine, and I laughed. “Enjoying the view?”
			

			
				He gave me a sideways smile. “I mean… it’s hard not to.”
			

			
				One of the girls spotted us and beamed. “It’s Rob!” she shouted to the others. Then she jogged over, her blonde ponytail bouncing behind her and her heavy breasts bouncing in front.
			

			
				“Hey! You must be Helena,” she said brightly. “I’m Lorraine.”
			

			
				“The girls have been talking about Rob,” she added with a grin, flicking a glance toward him.
			

			
				I arched an eyebrow. “Oh, have they?”
			

			
				She giggled, turning to wave the others over. “Come meet them!”
			

			
				The other three ran over, their bodies glistening with a light sheen of sweat. Lorraine introduced them. “This is Candy, this is Carly, and this is Brandi.”
			

			
				They practically surrounded Rob, all giggles and flirtatious touches. I could see the way they looked at him, hungry and eager.
			

			
				“You don’t mind sharing, do you?” Lorraine teased, her fingers brushing along my wrist.
			

			
				I laughed, shaking my head but wondering if Rob could handle this. “Not at all.”
			

			
				“Good,” she purred, taking my hand and leading me toward the large picnic blanket they had laid out on the grass. “Then you and I can have a little fun too.”
			

			
				As we settled onto the blanket, I watched as the three girls practically pounced on Rob. Carly dropped to her knees first, already untying his gown, and when she pushed the fabric aside, they all let out little gasps of appreciation.
			

			
				Candy reached out, wrapping a hand around his rapidly hardening cock.
			

			
				Brandi licked her lips. “We’re gonna have so much fun with you.”
			

			
				And then, all at once, they were on him, three sets of lips, hands, tongues, worshipping him together.
			

			
				Carly took him into her mouth first, moaning softly as she sucked him deep. Candy and Brandi ran their hands over his thighs, kissing and licking along his length when Carly pulled back to gasp for air. They took turns, eagerly pleasuring him, their moans filling the morning air. I felt my own arousal building as I watched, and Lorraine must have sensed it because she leaned in close, her breath warm against my cheek.
			

			
				“They’re so beautiful together, aren’t they?” she murmured, sliding a hand up my thigh.
			

			
				I turned to her, my heart racing, and met her lips in a slow, deep kiss. She tasted sweet, like summer fruit, and her hands were warm as they explored my body. As Rob groaned in pleasure from the attention of the three girls, Lorraine and I melted into each other on the blanket. Our bodies pressed together, soft curves against curves. As we kissed, our hands roaming freely. Soon, she was sliding down my body, her tongue teasing between my legs and brushing over my clit.
			

			
				I moaned softly, threading my fingers through her hair as she lapped firmly at me. Then, I glanced up and saw them shifting positions. Candy, Carly, and Brandi were kneeling on the blanket, their perfect asses raised in the air as they lined up, waiting for Rob to take them one by one.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I whispered, my arousal soaring at the sight.
			

			
				Lorraine grinned and crawled up my body. “You like watching him fuck, don’t you?”
			

			
				I could only nod as she flipped around so we were head to tail. I found her shaved pussy was right in my face. I parted her pink, wet folds with my fingers and lowered my mouth to her swollen, rosy clit. It was my first time going down on a woman, and I could feel the heat radiating off her as I buried my tongue as deep in her hole as I could.
			

			
				Next to us, I heard the first sharp gasp from Candy as Rob thrust into her from behind. He fucked her hard, with her ass in the air and the others lined up waiting, while Lorraine and I licked and sucked at each other. The pressure built inside me, and it wasn’t long before it consumed me, my body shaking as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. Lorraine came soon after, her pretty cunt contracting in front of me.
			

			
				As we came up for air, Rob finished with Candy and slid easily into Carly. Holding her hips he set about screwing her with the same intensity. One by one, he took them, his hands gripping their hips as he fucked them in turn. The girls moaned and cried out, completely lost in the pleasure, while Lorraine and I lost ourselves in each other.
			

			
				By the time Rob had taken them all twice, he was groaning, his movements getting more desperate. I knew he was close and wouldn’t be able to hold off any longer. The girls must have sensed it too because they pulled away, dropping to their knees in front of him, their eyes full of anticipation.
			

			
				“Come on us,” Brandi begged, squeezing her heavy breasts together.
			

			
				“Come on my face,” moaned Candy.
			

			
				“Yeah, cover us in jizz,” Carly added, licking her lips.
			

			
				They knelt close, their beautiful faces and bodies waiting and eager.
			

			
				I had an idea. I stood up behind Rob and pressed my body against his back, wrapping my hands around him to grasp his pulsing cock. “Let me do it,” I whispered in his ear.
			

			
				Lorraine knelt down with the others, all four of them looking up at him eagerly.
			

			
				Rob groaned at my touch, his body shuddering as I took over, stroking him firmly, bringing him right to the edge.
			

			
				The girls leaned in, their lips parted, tongues out and their eyes locked on Rob as I worked him faster, my hand tightening just enough.
			

			
				“Fuck,” Rob gasped.
			

			
				And then his cock throbbed in my hand and he was coming. Thick, hot streams of cum spilled over their faces and breasts, painting their skin in white streaks. I pointed his cock at each one in turn, making sure they all got a heavy load on them. Candy caught most of it in her mouth, but Brandi took a load right in her eyes. Carly got most of it on her huge tits. They all moaned in delight, rubbing it over themselves and licking it off each other.
			

			
				I felt a surge of pride, of possessive pleasure. That was my husband, and he’d just fucked four gorgeous college girls.
			

			
				As he caught his breath, I kissed the back of his neck. “Good boy,” I whispered teasingly in his ear.
			

			
				The girls giggled, licking each other clean as they collapsed onto the blanket, breathless and satisfied.
			

			
				Rob turned, pulling me into a deep, heated kiss.
			

			
				When we got back to the villa, we found Jackie and Yves in the hot tub with Denise and Tom. Jackie was riding Tom and Denise was riding Yves. We left them to it.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				As darkness fell, we headed to the ballroom for the party. It was already buzzing when we arrived, the soft hum of conversation and clinking glasses mixing with the sound of a string quartet playing on a raised platform. Chandeliers glowed overhead, casting a warm golden light over the elegant guests, and the air carried the scent of expensive perfume and champagne.
			

			
				Jackie and Yves entered just ahead of us, and heads turned immediately. Jackie had gone all out in a sleek black dress that clung to her every curve, but it was Yves who really stole the show. As her sub, he was completely naked, save for one of Jackie’s chokers around his neck. His sculpted, black body gleamed under the lights, and his impressive cock, hanging thick and heavy, was impossible to ignore.
			

			
				And then there was me. I had wanted this, wanted to be the one exposed, vulnerable, displayed for everyone to see. My skin was flushed with a mix of nerves and excitement as I walked beside Rob, my only adornments being my high heels and a silver ankle bracelet.
			

			
				The cool air of the ballroom kissed my bare skin, and I could feel every gaze that lingered on my pale, freckled body. My small breasts, the delicate pink of my nipples already tight with arousal, my neat ginger hair between my legs, everything was on display. And I loved it.
			

			
				Rob, in contrast, was impeccably dressed in a tailored black suit, a dark grey shirt and black tie. As we mingled through the crowd, we saw other people that we knew. Nadia was breathtaking as always, her dark hair swept into a loose updo, the only clothing on her body a black corset and black lace suspenders framing her long legs. The contrast of her exposed, dark nipples against the elegance of the corset was beautiful. Samir, in a sharp navy suit, stood beside her, his fingers lazily stroking the small of her back as they chatted with another couple.
			

			
				The college girls were there too, bringing their playful, uninhibited energy into the mix. Lorraine and Carly were the dominant ones tonight, both dressed in tailored blazers with thigh-high stockings, the tops just visible below their obscenely short skirts. Candy and Brandi followed them submissively, completely naked except for delicate leather collars connected by a leash to their partners. They were taking their roles seriously. Lorraine ordered them to sit down and be silent, while her and Carly chatted.
			

			
				Servers in pristine white suits glided between the guests, offering silver trays of champagne and delicate canapés. Rob took two glasses, handing one to me as we moved deeper into the room. We found a place to stand and people watch with Jackie and Yves.
			

			
				“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I said to Jackie.
			

			
				“I know, right,” she agreed. “But I’m going to be doing a lot more of it in the future.”
			

			
				Just then, Samir joined us, with Nadia trailing behind. She was actually taller than him in her heels, I realised.
			

			
				“Jackie,” he said smoothly, lifting his glass in greeting. “I was wondering if my sub could have the honor of servicing yours?”
			

			
				Jackie smirked, her gaze flicking to Yves, who stood still beside her, completely relaxed despite the attention on him. “I’m sure he would enjoy that. Your sub is particularly beautiful.” She seemed to be enjoying this game.
			

			
				Nadia smiled as she silently sank to her knees in front of Yves. Without hesitation, she took his heavy cock in her hands, stroking him languidly as she glanced up at him through thick, black lashes. She waited until his cock swelled and stiffened, before taking him in her mouth. To my surprise, she worked him effortlessly, swallowing him down deeper and deeper until her lips kissed the base of his cock. It was mesmerizing, almost artistic in its execution, like a sword swallower at a circus. His long cock must have been all the way down her throat. Jackie watched with an amused expression, sipping her champagne as if this were the most natural thing in the world.
			

			
				I shifted beside Rob, my thighs pressing together instinctively as arousal pooled between my legs. He sensed it, of course, smiling as his hand slid down to squeeze my bare ass. Nadia continued to suck Yves’ cock, her head bobbing back and forth and making him groan with enjoyment.
			

			
				 
			

			
				And then Denise and Tom appeared. Denise was stunning up close, quite short and petite, but she carried herself with confidence. She was naked except for thigh-high black boots and the dark patch of hair between her legs. Tom was wearing suit trousers and a jacket, but no shirt. The jacket was open to reveal his thick, grey-flecked chest hair. I hadn’t been with an older man like him before and I felt a flush of desire.
			

			
				Tom looked me slowly up and down and I felt his lustful gaze on every part of my body. It was making me wet.
			

			
				“So,” he said, sipping his drink and turning to Rob. “How about a little show?”
			

			
				Rob looked curious. “What did you have in mind?”
			

			
				“I’d love to see our subs get to know each other better,” Tom suggested. “Denise and Helena… maybe a little something for us to enjoy?”
			

			
				My breath caught. Rob looked at me and the flicker of excitement in his eyes was unmistakable. I bit my lip, then nodded. Denise reached for my hand, her fingers warm as she pulled me toward one of the plush sofas near the back of the ballroom.
			

			
				She smelled like vanilla and champagne. She was at least ten years older than me, but her skin was still soft and smooth. Her age was more noticeable in how she held herself, and the experience behind her movements. It was really turning me on. When she leaned in, her lips brushing mine, I felt my body melt into hers instinctively.
			

			
				The first kiss was soft, but it quickly deepened. Her hands traced the curves of my body, fingers grazing my nipples, teasing them to stiff peaks. I let out a soft moan against her lips, my body pressing closer to hers. Tom and Rob stood close by, watching intently.
			

			
				Denise’s fingers trailed lower, between my thighs, running over my soft hair, teasing, exploring. I opened my legs for her, aware that I was showing off my swollen, wet cunt to the others nearby. I gasped as she found just the right spot, my body already trembling as her fingers rubbed firmly over my clit.
			

			
				I reached for her in return, slipping my fingers into her dark nest of hair and finding her folds were drenched too. I stroked her slowly at first, feeling the heat of her against my fingertips, the slickness making my movements effortless. Her breathing became laboured in my mouth and she let out a delicious little whimper.
			

			
				Tom and Rob stood close, sipping their drinks as they watched with fascination. A quick glance told me they were both hard, their cock’s straining at the fabric of their trousers.
			

			
				Denise’s fingers moved with more urgency, circling my clit, dipping inside me before teasing back up. My body responded eagerly, my hips moving against her hand, soft moans escaping us as we pleasured each other. My whole body was wound tight, every nerve sparking with sensation. I matched her rhythm, sliding my fingers inside her, curling them, making her body tense and tremble. She gasped, her thighs tightening around my hand.
			

			
				“Oh, fuck, Helena…” she moaned, her voice breaking as she shuddered. Her orgasm pulsed through her, and the way she clenched around my fingers sent a fresh wave of heat surging through me. I was right there with her, my body coiling tighter and tighter, desperate for release. She didn’t stop, didn’t slow, even as her own orgasm washed over her. Her fingers worked me perfectly, drawing me higher until I couldn’t hold back any longer.
			

			
				“Oh, god…” My back arched, pleasure slamming through me in sharp, delicious waves. I clutched at her, shaking, gasping, lost in the overwhelming sensation. When I finally came down, breathless and trembling, I opened my eyes to find Rob and Tom still watching, their expressions dark with desire.
			

			
				Denise looked up at them. “Have we pleased you?” she asked.
			

			
				“Very much,” said Tom, putting his empty glass on the tray of a passing waitress. He started to undo his belt. “But now I think there’s something else you can do for us.”
			

			
				He pulled out his cock; thick, heavy, and achingly hard. He stepped closer, and I reached for him eagerly, wrapping my fingers around the solid length before pulling him into my mouth without hesitation. I could feel the heat and weight of it on my tongue. Rob was copying him, pulling out his own dick and letting Denise lick the length.
			

			
				I looked up at Tom, my lips brushing against his shaft as I teased, “Is this the hard cock that’s been fucking my friend?”
			

			
				He groaned, his fingers tightening in my hair. “It is, and it’s going to be fucking you in a minute,” he growled. The promise sent shockwaves through me, straight to my already-dripping cunt.
			

			
				“Oh, darling,” Denise purred, releasing Rob’s cock for a moment. She glanced between me and the two men, a wicked smile on her lips. “I want to see you DP her, just like you did with Jackie. I bet she’s just as much of a slut.”
			

			
				My stomach flipped, and my heart pounded at the thought. Being taken by both of them at once, in front of everyone, it was almost too much. But instead of fear, I felt only a raw, aching need. “Yes, please,” I managed to squeak.
			

			
				Rob sat next to me on the sofa, his dick hard and pointing straight up. I swung my leg over him, sinking down on his length until he was buried deep inside me. “Fuck, you’re wet,” Rob murmured, his voice filled with approval.
			

			
				Then I felt it, Tom’s fingers trailing over the curve of my ass, circling towards my other entrance. My whole body shuddered in anticipation. He spat in his hand, slicking up his cock, and I whimpered as he pressed the tip against my tight hole.
			

			
				“Relax, baby,” Rob whispered. “You’re going to take us both.”
			

			
				Denise knelt beside me, stroking my hair as she whispered, “That’s it. Let them use you, darling. Let them fuck you like the little slut you are.”
			

			
				I moaned at her filthy encouragement as Tom pushed forward, stretching me wide open with the thick head of his cock. The burn as he penetrated me turned into pleasure almost instantly, and then he was inside me, his fat cock rubbing against Rob’s with only my thin walls to separate them.
			

			
				The sensation was overwhelming; full, deep, intense. Tom thrust hard into me and I gasped, my body trembling. The room blurred around me; nothing existed except for them, their two hard lengths, taking me, claiming me.
			

			
				Denise stroked my face, pushing her fingers into my mouth. “You love this, don’t you? Being filled like this?”
			

			
				I couldn’t speak, I could only moan and nod. Denise’s hand slipped between my legs, rubbing my swollen clit in time with their thrusts. The pleasure was unbearable, too much, too good. My entire body tensed as the orgasm crashed over me, dragging me under, making me scream as I convulsed between them. My cunt and ass clenched, milking their dicks as wave after wave consumed me.
			

			
				Tom groaned, gripping my hair and pulling my head back as he continued to fuck my ass with deep, punishing strokes. “Fuck, I can feel her coming on my cock.”
			

			
				I could feel Rob losing it beneath me as he growled through his release, filling me completely. Tom pulled free, stroking himself over my face, and I gasped as the hot rush of his cum painted my lips and chin. I’d never had anyone come on my face before, but I loved it. I loved the filthiness of it, the humiliation, the submission. He stroked his cock above me, unloading more and more cum onto my upturned face but somehow avoiding getting any in my eyes.
			

			
				Finally, he was done and I collapsed off Rob’s dick onto the sofa, trembling, my body spent and leaking cum down my thighs. Denise smiled, wiping some of Tom’s release from my lips before kissing me, tasting him on my tongue.
			

			
				“Good girl,” she murmured.
			

			
				I was still breathless, still floating in a haze of pleasure as I glanced around and saw that quite a few of the couples had been watching. Now that the show was over, they turned away, back to their conversations and signalling for more drinks.
			

			
				Rob and Tom tucked themselves away, as if nothing had happened. Denise moved between my legs, licking at my swollen pussy and swallowing the cum that leaked out.
			

			
				 
			

			
				



			
				Chapter 11
			

			
				 
			

			
				But the night was far from over. Around us, the party pulsed with energy, the air thick with the scent of champagne, perfume, and desire. Laughter and moans blended with the soft strains of the live band, creating a surreal backdrop. We sipped our drinks, taking a moment to catch our breath before exploring the ballroom.
			

			
				We passed Jackie, talking to another couple as Yves stood quietly next to her. We paused to talk to him. He was still naked, his cock semi-hard. A naked female sub walked past, following her clothed dom; another woman in a long evening gown. The sub’s wrists were bound together, but that didn’t stop her pausing to wrap her hands around Yves' long length and giving him a stroke before moving on.
			

			
				As he turned to watch her naked ass saunter away, a serving girl approached him. She glanced down at his big dick and bit her lip, flashing her eyelashes at him. “Is there anything I can get you, sir?” she purred. She had a Mediterranean appearance, with long, shiny black hair and looked absolutely stunning.
			

			
				“I’m okay for a drink, merci,” he grinned, holding it up.
			

			
				She took the champagne flute out of his hand and placed it on a nearby table. “That’s not what I meant,” she purred, breathing deeply like she was irresistibly turned on. She placed a hand on his bare chest and ran it down over his abs and then his stomach. When she reached his cock, she wrapped her hand around it.
			

			
				“Pleaze, excusez-moi,” said Yves formally to Rob and me.
			

			
				He suddenly picked up the girl and she wrapped her legs around him. Supporting her weight by cupping her ass, he pushed her up against the nearby wall, his tongue hungrily exploring her mouth. As we watched, stunned, his hand went to her breast, squeezing and groping her through her blouse before undoing a couple of buttons and slipping inside. The other hand was still on her ass as he pinned her against the wall with her legs around him. All the while, she was kissing him sloppily and moaning into his mouth as if she was desperate for him.
			

			
				His big cock was already pressed up against her knickers, and he reached down to move them to the side. Then he was inside her, his cock stretching her open and making her scream with pleasure as he thrust into her against the wall.
			

			
				 Rob and I smirked to each other. We watched for a bit, before deciding to leave them to it and go and get another drink.
			

			
				 
			

			
				At the bar we found Nadia and Samir were deep in conversation with another couple we didn’t know. Nadia was, as always, breathtaking; her dark nipples standing out against her olive skin, the elegant corset pushing up her breasts and making them seem even bigger.
			

			
				As the other couple moved away, Nadia slid an arm around my waist, her fingers idly tracing the curve of my bare hip before dipping lower. The slow, absentminded way she caressed me sent a delicious shiver through my body. 
			

			
				We chatted for quite a while, gossiping about the things we’d seen going on at the party. 
			

			
				Nadia leaned in until her lips were just a breath away from my ear. “You look absolutely stunning tonight,” she said, her voice slightly raised over the sound of the band. “I bet Rob is loving showing you off like this.”
			

			
				I caught Rob’s gaze. “He is,” I admitted. “And I love it too.”
			

			
				Nadia giggled, her fingers still teasing along the swell of my backside. Samir swirled the whisky in his glass. “You two fit in here perfectly. Maybe we should find somewhere quieter together.”
			

			
				Before I could respond, a familiar figure strolled past us, her hips swaying with an irresistible confidence. Lorraine. She’d lost most of her clothes and was just wearing a skimpy pair of knickers. She paused just long enough to flash me a filthy smile.
			

			
				“You should all come with me,” she purred, her eyes glinting.
			

			
				Intrigued, we followed her through the bar to an area sectioned off by heavy, velvet curtains. It was a little oasis; a more private area. Plush cushions were strewn across the floor, and the air was thick with the scent of perfume. And it was busy; probably at least twenty people in various states of undress, grouped together in twos, threes and fours.
			

			
				The other college girls were already there, all of them naked now. They were gathered around Yves, their laughter light and teasing as they showered him with attention. His dark skin contrasted with their lighter complexions and blonde hair, as their lips kissed and licked at his cock.
			

			
				Jackie was there too, naked and on her back, utterly lost in pleasure as she was being fucked enthusiastically by a younger man I didn’t recognize. Her nails raked down his back, her gasps turning into deep moans as he thrust into her.
			

			
				One of the serving girls with short, bleached hair came in through the curtain, pulling a male guest by the hand. Still wearing her smart blouse, she’d somehow lost her skirt and knickers and was naked from the waist down. She pulled the man down onto the cushions, forcing his head between her legs and moaning happily.
			

			
				Lorraine turned to us. “Well?” she asked. “Are you just going to watch, or are you going to join in?”
			

			
				Rob and Samir didn’t need any more encouragement. They reached for their belts, unbuckling them quickly as they stripped down, their cocks already hard with anticipation. Lorraine’s fingers slipped lower, tracing the curve of my ass before giving it a playful squeeze. “Let’s have some fun,” she whispered.
			

			
				Nadia had already pulled Rob down onto one of the cushions,running her hands over his body as she kissed him deeply. Samir moved to Yves’ group, seamlessly joining in with one of the girls.  All around us, the scene unfolded, moans, whispers, soft laughter, all blurring together in the mix of pleasure and indulgence.
			

			
				Lorraine and I found a space in the middle and spent some time just kissing, wrapped in each other’s arms. All around us were the sights and sounds of people fucking. Yves and Samir were reclining on their backs with big grins on their faces. Candy was riding Yves and Brandi was riding Samir, both of them bouncing up and down with their breasts jiggling like crazy. Then they swapped over.
			

			
				Rob had found a couple of the serving girls. One was facing away from him, squatting over his cock, twerking her ass up and down as her lips stretched around his shaft. The other sat on his face, grinding against him so firmly I wondered if he could breathe.
			

			
				Just as I was feeling like I was ready for some more dick, two smartly dressed men slipped in through the curtain. They were older, in their fifties, and wearing suits. They looked like they’d had an interesting night; their ties were loose, their jackets crumpled and their hair slightly messy. As they looked over the scene of debauchery, their eyes locked with Lorraine’s and mine. They smiled.
			

			
				Lorraine lifted her hand and beckoned them over with a curled finger. As they approached, I opened my legs, feeling the now familiar thrill of a complete stranger staring at my soaking, open cunt. The one who came to me was chiselled and strong, with greying hair and a short beard flecked with white. He undid his trousers as he walked, and when he knelt between my legs he slipped them down over his thighs.
			

			
				Fuck. His cock was hard, and very big. As big as Yves’. My eyes widened at the sight of it. Without a word, he guided it between my thighs and slid it slowly into my aching pussy. Oh my god, I was being fucked by another stranger, and this time I didn’t even know his name. And he was probably at least twenty years older than me. I just went with it, closing my eyes and focusing on the sensation of his massive dick thrusting deeper and deeper inside me. I could feel my walls clenched tight around him as he fucked me. Next to me, the other guy was doing the same to Lorraine and it wasn’t long before we both came again.
			

			
				As I was coming down from my high, a woman knelt next to us, pulling the man’s face to hers and kissing him. Stealing him away from me, she pulled him between her own naked thighs. But it didn’t matter, he was replaced by someone else moments later. I think it was the handsome young man that had been pounding Jackie. He held his hard cock, guiding it into me and fucking me.
			

			
				I lost myself in the swirling sensations, the heat of touch against my skin, the scent of arousal in the air, the moans of passion all around me. Lovers came and went in a whirlwind of hedonism and debauchery and I lost track of who I fucked, sucked and licked. 
			

			
				Much later, the party began to wind down. There were more and more deep groans as the men reached their final climaxes. I looked around for Rob, finding him kissing a woman with enormous sagging breasts while, surprisingly, a man in a suit and tie languidly sucked his cock.
			

			
				“May I have this dance?” I asked them. The man and the woman nodded, coupling up themselves as I extracted Rob from their group.
			

			
				“Have you had enough?” Rob asked.
			

			
				“I think so,” I replied, “but there’s one last thing I want. Will you finish inside?”
			

			
				Rob grinned, sinking down to the cushions and pulling me onto his lap. I wrapped my arms around his neck, kissing him with my sore mouth and sliding his cock into my aching cunt. I rode him, fucking him hard for the finale, and soon he groaned into my mouth as he spilled inside me.
			

			
				 
			

			





				Epilogue
			

			
				 
			

			
				“I’m never drinking again,” Jackie said, adjusting her dark glasses and dramatically throwing her head back onto the headrest. We were in the back of Rob’s car, heading home.
			

			
				I laughed. “Sure you don’t want to stop at a liquor store on the way?”
			

			
				“Eugh, definitely not.”
			

			
				There was silence for a bit before she said, “I can’t believe how lucky we were that you booked that place by accident. Otherwise we might never have discovered… all that stuff.”
			

			
				“I know,” I agreed. “So, are you going to… do it again?”
			

			
				“Fuck yeah,” she replied, “I can’t wait to find a local swinger club or something. There’s no going back now. Although…”
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				“It’s going to be awkward as fuck at work with my boss.”
			

			
				I laughed again and leaned back, staring out the window at the road stretching before us, my mind still replaying the past few days like a vivid dream. The heat of hands on my skin, the thrill of surrender, the sheer, uninhibited pleasure… It had been nothing like I ever imagined. And yet, I had loved every second of it.
			

			
				I knew things wouldn’t be the same when we got home. How could they be? We had crossed a line we didn’t even know existed before, and there was no undoing it. No forgetting the things we’d done, the people we’d touched, the desires we’d unleashed.
			

			
				But I didn’t want to undo it.
			

			
				I wanted more.
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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