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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				The morning sunlight streamed through the patio doors, catching the faint smudges of children’s fingerprints on the glass. I stood by the counter, nursing my coffee and watching the steam curl upwards. The house felt almost unnaturally quiet, a silence I could finally savour now that the kids were safely at my mum’s. For once, the weekend ahead was ours and ours alone.
			

			
				Andy appeared in the doorway, carrying our suitcase. He was still as gorgeous as he was when I met him twenty years ago. His neatly trimmed beard was flecked with a few more greys, but since he’d taken up cycling a few years ago, he’d never been fitter. I couldn’t wait to spend the weekend alone with him.
			

			
				“Are you sure we’ve got everything?” he asked, stroking his beard.
			

			
				I leaned against the counter, cradling my mug in my hands. “You’ve got your charger this time?” I teased.
			

			
				“Yes,” he replied, smirking. “And my toothbrush, and my pants. Speaking of pants, have you packed your nice lingerie?”
			

			
				“Of course,” I said, giving him a wink as I took a sip of coffee.
			

			
				“Sorted then. Bags are done, all the plugs are off. Anything else before we leave?”
			

			
				I shook my head and reached for my phone. “Just checking the directions.” My fingers hovered over the screen as I scrolled through the confirmation email for our spa retreat. I was already picturing the lush gardens, the serene spa pools, the much-needed escape from reality.
			

			
				Then, a notification popped up from my news app. I was about to dismiss it, but paused.
			

			
				“What?” Andy asked, noticing the sudden frown on my face.
			

			
				“Oh, shit,” I said.
			

			
				“What, Claire?”
			

			
				“The spa burned down last night.” I turned the phone towards him, showing him the article.
			

			
				Andy squinted at the screen. “‘Electrical fault causes massive blaze at local retreat’” He looked back at me. “You’re joking.”
			

			
				“For fucks sake, I don’t believe it,” I said, feeling tears well up in my eyes.
			

			
				Andy ran a hand through his short, dark hair, already pacing. “Fuck. We finally persuade your parents to look after the kids for the whole weekend and now this, what are the odds?”
			

			
				I was already scrolling again. “Hang on, let me see if I can find something else. There must be another spa somewhere with availability.”
			

			
				Andy glanced at me sceptically. “This late? Everything’ll be booked solid.”
			

			
				“Have a little faith,” I said, tapping my way through a travel site that I knew specialised in last minute deals. “Aha! Look at this. ‘The Haven: Sex and Wellness Retreat’. Fancy name. Looks posh.”
			

			
				Andy leaned over my shoulder. “‘Sex and Wellness’? That sounds dodgy.”
			

			
				“Oh, don’t be ridiculous,” I said, brushing him off. “It’s just marketing. You know these places. They always jazz up yoga and massages with buzzwords.” I clicked through the gallery: tranquil gardens, a lake, luxurious villas, couples in robes drinking wine.
			

			
				“You’re sure?” Andy’s tone was doubtful.
			

			
				“Positive. And it’s available with a discount for last minute booking. Look, they’ve even got hot tubs. You love a good hot tub.” I hit the ‘book now’ button with a flourish. “Done. Crisis averted. You can thank me later.”
			

			
				Andy laughed, all the tension leaving him as he wrapped an arm around my waist. “You’re too bloody efficient, you know that? What would I do without you?”
			

			
				By the time we were in the car, I had already settled into the idea of the new retreat. I leaned back in my seat as Andy pulled out of the drive, picturing myself floating in a hot tub with a glass of wine while Andy finally relaxed without his work phone glued to his hand.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The drive took a couple of hours, winding through quiet country roads bordered by hedgerows and farmland. By the time we pulled up to the retreat, I was feeling a mix of excitement and relief. The place looked posh enough, with its sprawling gardens and a grand entrance flanked by potted plants. A discreet sign read "The Haven" in elegant, minimalist lettering.
			

			
				Andy let out a low whistle as he killed the engine. “Not bad. Looks fancy.”
			

			
				“Told you it’d be fine,” I said, climbing out of the car and stretching. 
			

			
				We grabbed our suitcase and headed towards the entrance. Inside, the lobby was all polished wood and soft lighting, the kind of place that practically oozed relaxation. A woman at the front desk greeted us with a serene smile as we gave her our names.
			

			
				“Welcome to The Haven,” she said. She tapped a few keys on her computer before looking up. “We’re so pleased you could join us. You’re in villa Jasmine Six. Here’s your welcome pack.” She placed a folder and two pristine white dressing gowns on the counter.
			

			
				Andy raised an eyebrow. “Fancy robes. You’re spoiling us already.”
			

			
				The receptionist’s smile didn’t waver. “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.”
			

			
				I blinked. “Clothing is optional?”
			

			
				She nodded. “But of course, you’re welcome to participate in whatever way feels comfortable for you. And play is allowed everywhere except the dining room.”
			

			
				I wasn’t sure what she meant by the last part.
			

			
				Andy let out a quiet laugh. “Well, that’s… different.”
			

			
				“It’s all part of the wellness experience,” she said smoothly. “You’ll find a map and schedule of activities in your welcome pack. If you need anything, just let me know.”
			

			
				“Thanks,” I said, taking the folder and robes. I felt Andy’s eyes on me, his lips together like he was holding back a comment.
			

			
				As we headed out the sliding doors on the other side of the reception, I gave him a look. “Don’t say it. Just because clothing is ‘optional’ doesn’t mean that everyone is going to be naked, it’s probably just like those Scandinavian steam rooms.”
			

			
				The map proved harder to follow than I had anticipated. With little pathways winding through the sprawling grounds we were soon lost. The gardens were lush and meticulously maintained, with pops of bright flowers contrasting against the deep greens of the hedges. Andy tugged our suitcase behind him, the wheels clattering against the uneven path. He hadn’t stopped grinning since we’d left the main building.
			

			
				“Do you think anyone actually goes for it?” he asked.
			

			
				I shrugged, glancing at the map in my hands. “I’m sure some people do. Maybe not everyone.” My words were confident enough, but even as I said them, a sliver of doubt crept in. The whole ‘clothing optional’ thing had caught me off guard.
			

			
				As if on cue, a couple strolled past us in the opposite direction. And by strolled, I mean sauntered. Totally starkers. My mouth might have dropped open for a second before I caught myself.
			

			
				The man was middle-aged, with a bit of a belly but otherwise in decent shape, his greying hair slicked back. His tiny penis was barely visible amongst his pubic hair. The woman, a little younger, had one of those lean, yoga-instructor bodies with no boobs at all, and walked with a level of confidence I could only dream of. Both of them seemed utterly at ease, as if nakedness were the most natural thing in the world. Which, I supposed, it technically was.
			

			
				We exchanged a friendly “Good morning” as they passed us.
			

			
				Andy kept his gaze resolutely ahead, though I could tell he was trying not to laugh. “Well, there’s our answer,” he muttered.
			

			
				“Don’t stare,” I hissed under my breath, though I couldn’t help sneaking another glance at their bottoms as they disappeared down the path.
			

			
				“I wasn’t staring,” Andy protested, though the amusement in his tone betrayed him. “Were you?”
			

			
				“Absolutely not,” I said, a little too quickly.
			

			
				We rounded a corner, and another pair came into view. This time, it was two men walking hand in hand, chatting animatedly. Both were completely naked, except for a pair of sandals each. Their penises were much bigger, one of them was practically swinging as he walked.
			

			
				I kept my eyes fixed on the map, though I could feel my cheeks burning. “They’re… very comfortable here,” I muttered.
			

			
				“Seems that way,” Andy agreed. “Bit of a culture shock, though, isn’t it?”
			

			
				“It’s… different,” I said diplomatically. 
			

			
				We continued walking, and it became clear that ‘optional’ was being interpreted more as ‘enthusiastically encouraged’ by the majority of guests. Every couple we passed was in some state of undress, ranging from topless to completely nude. Most looked perfectly at ease, chatting, laughing, or lounging on the grass.
			

			
				Andy, to his credit, seemed to be taking it all in stride, considering this was my fuck-up. “You planning to keep your kit on?” he asked, half-joking.
			

			
				I forced a laugh. “I don’t know. But, if we do, we’ll stand out, won’t we?”
			

			
				“True,” he said.
			

			
				I shot him a look. “You’re thinking about it.”
			

			
				He held up his hands in mock surrender. “What? I’m just saying, when in Rome…”
			

			
				“We’re not in Rome,” I said firmly, though I couldn’t help smiling.
			

			
				Maybe it was all the naked people, but I couldn’t concentrate on the map. “Let’s ask these guys where the Jasmine villas are,” I said, indicating the couple walking towards us.
			

			
				The man was tall, with smooth, dark skin that gleamed in the sunlight, his muscular frame unashamedly on display. Between his legs, his penis was long and thick, swinging as he walked. The woman beside him was shorter but no less striking, her long blonde curls cascading over shoulders that were as tanned as the rest of her. She was curvy, with large breasts and a generous hourglass figure that she seemed perfectly comfortable showing off. The sight of them was… distracting, to say the least.
			

			
				“Hi there,” the man said. He gave us a broad smile that revealed perfect teeth. “You two look a bit lost.”
			

			
				“We might be,” I admitted. “We’re looking for the Jasmine villas.”
			

			
				The blonde’s face lit up. “Oh, you’re new here! That’s lovely. Jasmine is just down that path,” she said, pointing behind her. “Take a right at the outdoor pool, and it’ll be the last set of villas on the left.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” I said, trying to keep my gaze somewhere appropriate. Their smiles, perhaps. Definitely not anywhere else.
			

			
				“I’m Ben, by the way,” the man said, holding out a hand. Andy shook it first, then I did, feeling a little flustered as his strong grip enveloped mine.
			

			
				“And I’m Samantha,” the blonde added, her tone as bright as her smile. “But everyone calls me Sam.”
			

			
				“I’m Claire, and this is Andy,” I managed, gesturing between us.
			

			
				“Nice to meet you both,” Ben said. His gaze flicked between the two of us, his smile lingering. “First time here?”
			

			
				“That obvious, is it?” Andy asked.
			

			
				“Only a little,” Sam said, laughing and making her breasts bounce. “Don’t worry, you’ll get the hang of it.”
			

			
				“You’ve been before?” I asked.
			

			
				“Oh, a few times,” Ben said casually. “It’s one of our favourite spots for a weekend away. Great for connecting with other couples.” His tone carried just the faintest hint of something more, something suggestive.
			

			
				Sam tilted her head, her curls bouncing slightly. “The spa here is amazing, but it’s the atmosphere that really makes it special. Everyone’s so open and friendly.” She glanced between me and Andy, her blue eyes twinkling.
			

			
				I exchanged a quick look with Andy. “Well, thanks for the directions,” he said.
			

			
				“Enjoy yourselves,” Ben replied, his smile widening. “And if you have any questions about the place, don’t hesitate to ask. We’re in Jasmine Villas too, number three.”
			

			
				Ben and Sam waved as we walked away, their laughter floating after us on the breeze. I couldn’t resist a glance back at them, admiring Ben’s tight and muscular bottom. Once they were out of earshot, Andy leaned in close.
			

			
				“Well, they seem nice,” he said. “Friendly.”
			

			
				“Very friendly,” I muttered, still feeling the heat in my cheeks.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We reached the pool, shimmering in the afternoon sun, the water crystal clear and inviting. But it wasn’t the pool itself that caught my attention. Couples splashed about laughing, all of them completely naked. Around the edge, a few others lounged on sunbeds, equally unclothed, soaking up the rays.
			

			
				On one of the sunbeds, a man lay on his back and his naked partner was sitting astride his lap, while at the same time chatting to another woman on the next bed. Yet her hips moved, slow and rhythmic, grinding gently against the man’s lap beneath her. His hands rested on her thighs, his head tilted back with a blissful smile.
			

			
				I nudged Andy, “You don’t think they’re…?” I asked.
			

			
				Andy glanced their way, his brow furrowing slightly. “Nah,” he said, though there was a note of uncertainty in his voice. “Probably just messing about.”
			

			
				“Messing about?” I repeated, raising an eyebrow.
			

			
				He shrugged. “You know, just being a bit… cheeky.”
			

			
				I wasn’t so sure. I felt my heart rate increase and a surge of arousal between my legs. 
			

			
				We followed the directions, and soon enough we arrived at our villa. It was tucked away behind a wall of neatly trimmed shrubs, offering a bit of privacy from the main paths. The bungalow itself was charming, with whitewashed walls and a red-tiled roof. A small patio out front boasted a pair of chairs and a little table, perfect for morning coffee or an evening drink.
			

			
				Andy unlocked the door, and we stepped inside. The cool air was a welcome relief after the warmth of the sun. The interior was just as lovely as the outside, bright and airy, with tasteful decor and a bed that looked big enough to get lost in. I nudged Andy and pointed upwards with a smirk. On the ceiling above the bed was a large mirror. I was suddenly feeling incredibly horny.
			

			
				“I don’t think I can wait until this evening,” I said, stepping closer to him. My hands found their way to his chest, fingers brushing over the fabric of his shirt. He leaned down to capture my lips in a kiss. It was soft at first, but quickly deepened, his tongue sliding against mine in a way that made my knees weak.
			

			
				Andy’s hands moved to my waist, pulling me closer. I could feel the heat of him through his clothes, the growing hardness pressed against me. My fingers found the buttons of his shirt, fumbling slightly in my haste to undo them. When I finally pushed it off his shoulders, I let my hands roam over his chest, the dark hair there soft against my palms.
			

			
				He tugged at the hem of my sundress, and I lifted my arms to let him pull it off. The cool air hit my skin, making me shiver as I stood before him in just my bra and knickers. His eyes roamed over me, dark with desire.
			

			
				“You’re beautiful, you know that?” he said.
			

			
				Andy’s hands were on me again, sliding down my sides, hooking under the waistband of my knickers and pulling them down in one smooth motion. Then he pushed me back gently onto the bed, kneeling between my legs. He kissed my thighs, moving closer to my core. When he reached it, he parted my folds, surrounded by my neatly trimmed bush, and licked me with his tongue.
			

			
				“You’re so wet,” he murmured. I could feel his breath hot against my pussy. “Is this from earlier? Watching all those naked bodies?”
			

			
				“Maybe,” I said, sounding out of breath. “Or maybe it’s just you.”
			

			
				He slid a finger inside me. My hips lifted off the bed at the sensation, a gasp escaping my lips. He added a second finger, his thumb circling my clit in a way that sent rushes of pleasure through my body. Then his mouth surrounded my clit, sucking gently at it as his tongue played with it. I let out a loud moan, my hands grabbing his head as I felt the pressure building inside me.
			

			
				Andy continued to suck my clit while his fingers massaging my insides. I felt my climax building and building. Suddenly it broke over me and I let out a loud cry as my cunt started contracting and pulsing on his fingers. My moan went on and on as the waves of pleasure flooded through me, until finally I collapsed back on the bed, panting hard.
			

			
				“Oh god,” I groaned. “That felt amazing. Now fuck me, you gorgeous bastard.”
			

			
				Andy was already standing up and unfastening his belt. I slipped my bra off and soon we were both naked. He paused, admiring my body. Even though I was in my 40s, I was still in quite good shape as I went to the gym regularly. My breasts had never been bigger, swelling up during breast feeding and, now years later, never returning to their original size. They had a few stretch marks, and sagged slightly, but I didn’t care, I felt sexier than I ever had, especially with the way Andy looked at me.
			

			
				He moved between my legs on the bed and his cock easily found its way inside my soaking cunt. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, feeling the delicious stretch as he thrust deep inside me. I loved his cock, it was average length, but very thick and it filled me completely.
			

			
				As Andy started to fuck me, I looked up at the mirror on the ceiling. I could see his strong, hair-covered back, and his firm ass pumping up and down as he thrust into me. Fuck that was hot, I decided that we needed to get a mirror on the ceiling at home.
			

			
				His thrusts quickened, his movements growing more urgent, and I felt myself climbing again, the heat building rapidly as he fucked me.
			

			
				"God, you feel so good," he panted, his face buried in my neck.
			

			
				I clung to him, my nails raking down his back, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps. The rhythm of his thrusts, the weight of his body pressing against mine, and being able to watch it all in the mirror above me was all too much.
			

			
				"Andy," I moaned, my voice shaking. "I'm going to come."
			

			
				He increased his pace again, fucking me even harder. Suddenly, my climax hit with a force that left me trembling. My pussy clenched around him, drawing him deeper as my body shuddered in release. I cried out, even louder than last time. Andy wasn't far behind, his thrusts growing erratic before he groaned deeply, spilling inside me.
			

			
				We stayed like that for a moment, his body pressed against mine, both of us breathing heavily. Finally, he pulled back, rolling onto his side and pulling me with him. I rested my head on his chest, listening to the steady thump of his heart.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				After we had sex, Andy fell asleep on the bed. He worked hard and didn’t often get the chance to truly unwind, so I decided to let him rest while I flicked through the welcome pack. There was a full schedule of activities, most of which had “self-discovery” and “inner peace” in their descriptions. My eyes settled on one that looked interesting: a women-only yoga class starting in ten minutes. I’d always liked yoga, though admittedly, more for the stretching than the spiritual aspect, so I decided to give it a go.
			

			
				Not feeling brave enough to walk around naked just yet, I slipped into my bikini and wrapped the complimentary robe around me. After leaving a note for Andy on the bedside table, I stepped out into the resort. The yoga studio was in a converted barn near our villa, so I didn’t have far to go.
			

			
				The barn was beautiful inside, with polished wooden floors and large windows that let in natural light. A dozen women were already there, some chatting quietly while others stretched on their mats. My stomach did a little flip when I realised that although a few wore knickers, most of them were stark naked.
			

			
				I hesitated for a moment before finding a spot at the back. A woman nearby gave me a friendly smile. She was a similar age to me, curvy and radiant, with a mane of vibrant ginger hair cascading over her shoulders. Her freckles glowed in the warm light, scattered across her ample chest. She had a thick ginger bush that spread to her thighs and didn’t seem the least bit self-conscious.
			

			
				“Barbara,” she said, introducing herself.
			

			
				“I’m Claire,” I replied, trying to ignore her breasts swaying as she shook my hand.
			

			
				“First time?” she asked, looking at my bikini.
			

			
				“Yes,” I replied. “It’s… definitely an experience.”
			

			
				She laughed softly. “You’ll get used to it. Give it five minutes, and you won’t even notice.”
			

			
				Somehow, I doubted that.
			

			
				The instructor arrived, a serene-looking woman in her late 50s with long, grey-streaked hair tied back in a plait. Her breasts were long and saggy and her bush almost completely grey. “Welcome, ladies,” she said with a warm smile.
			

			
				She instructed us to start with downward dog. I felt exposed, even though I was the only one in a bikini, and moved into position. From my spot at the back, I had a clear view of everyone in front of me. Legs stretched wide, toned muscles taut, soft curves catching the light. My eyes wandered despite my best efforts, and I felt my cheeks heat as I caught glimpses of parted labia and open vaginas.
			

			
				The woman directly in front of me was in her 40s. She moved with the fluid grace of someone who did a lot of yoga, her thighs strong and slightly parted as she settled into the pose. The curve of her ass and the view of the darker skin around her asshole was hypnotising, and I felt a surprising twinge of arousal as I watched her shift into the next position.
			

			
				I shook my head, trying to focus on my own movements. But as the class progressed, the sensuality of it all became impossible to ignore. The soft sighs of exertion, the occasional giggle when someone wobbled out of a pose, the sheer openness of the women around me was intoxicating.
			

			
				Feeling bold, when we paused for a break, I slipped off my bra. My breasts swung free and a sense of liberation washed over me. I scanned the room nervously, but no one even glanced in my direction. Everyone else was caught up in their own world, and for the first time, I started to feel like I belonged here.
			

			
				The instructor moved around the room, handing out pillows. I took mine, wondering what position this was for. “Now for what I’m sure you’ve all been waiting for,” she said. “Time to connect with our inner woman.”
			

			
				The other women seemed familiar with the exercise. They placed their pillows on their mats and straddled them on their knees with the pillow between their thighs. I hesitated for a moment, but then copied their movements as the instructor did the same.
			

			
				“Okay, ladies,” she continued softly, “deep breaths, close your eyes, and rock those hips. Let the motion guide you.”
			

			
				At first, it felt strange. I tentatively shifted my weight, the pillow pressing against me in a way that was surprisingly exhilarating. Around me, soft moans and gasps began to fill the room. I stole a glance at Barbara next to me. Her head was tilted back, her lips parted, her hands gripping her thighs as she moved with abandon.
			

			
				Making sure no-one was watching, I pulled my bikini to the side, to increase the friction on my clit. I closed my eyes, focusing on the rhythm of my own body. Rubbing myself against the pillow in a room full of women doing the same was unlike anything I’d experienced before, and I let myself sink into it. My breathing quickened as my movements became more fluid. The fabric brushed against my clit with every sway of my hips, sending jolts of pleasure through me.
			

			
				The sounds in the room grew louder. Whimpers, sighs and gasps came from the other ladies as they all humped their pillows. It was impossible not to be swept up in the raw, unfiltered energy of it all. My arousal built steadily, heat pooling between my legs.
			

			
				“That’s it,” murmured the instructor. “Don’t hold back. Let yourself feel everything. Unblock your mind and set your orgasm free.”
			

			
				Around me, the moans grew louder still. Barbara climaxed loudly next to me with a long moan, her thighs shaking. I opened my eyes and glanced around. The woman in front of me leant over forward, her legs wide open and her pussy and asshole clenching as she rode out a powerful orgasm.
			

			
				I closed my eyes again, surrendering to the waves of sensation crashing through me. My heart pounded, my skin slick with sweat, and when the climax hit, it was overwhelming. My thighs clenched around the pillow as my body shuddered, a soft cry escaping my lips. The release was euphoric, sending a rush of pleasure through every part of my body.
			

			
				As I opened my eyes, I realised I wasn’t alone. Around me, other women were catching their breath, flushed and glowing. A couple of them were actually laying on the floor exhausted and still recovering. There was no shame, no embarrassment, just a shared sense of empowerment. 
			

			
				Barbara turned to me, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. “How do you like our yoga classes?” she giggled.
			

			
				I sat back on my heels, the pillow still between my legs, and wiped the sweat from my brow. “Very much,” I managed to pant in between deep breaths.
			

			
				I looked down between my legs and saw the pillow was soaking wet with my release.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I returned to the villa, Andy was awake and reading a book. “Hey, how was yoga?” he asked, setting the book down.
			

			
				I slipped off my sandals and padded across the cool floor. “It was…” I paused, trying to find the right word. “Different. Definitely not what I was expecting.”
			

			
				He swung his legs over the edge of the bed. “Oh? What kind of yoga class was it?”
			

			
				I hesitated, my cheeks warming. “Well… everyone was naked for a start.” 
			

			
				He stood, crossing the room to me, his grin widening. “So you were surrounded by naked women, doing yoga?” His hands found my waist. “And what about you?”
			

			
				“I took my top off,” I told him proudly.
			

			
				“Good for you,” he grinned.
			

			
				I was bright red now, but I wanted to tell him. “It… ended with an orgasm.”
			

			
				He raised his eyebrows, surprised. “Oh?”
			

			
				“Yes… we all humped pillows, it was… liberating.”
			

			
				His hands slid lower, resting on my hips. “Wow, sounds like quite a class. Shame I missed it.”
			

			
				“You were snoring away,” I teased, leaning into him. “Besides, it was a women-only class.”
			

			
				“Pity,” he murmured, his lips brushing against my neck. “But I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself. That’s what this weekend’s about, right?”
			

			
				I felt a sense of relief that Andy didn’t mind that I’d had an orgasm in a room full of women, without him. But he’d never been the jealous type, always thinking about my enjoyment over his own. “I love you,” I said, giving him a long passionate kiss.
			

			
				“I love you too,” he replied. “So, how about we go for a swim?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				The sun was starting to go down and it was getting cooler, so we decided to go to the indoor pool. We put our swimming costumes on and wrapped up in the robes. Out in the resort more couples were covered up with robes now that it wasn’t so warm and we didn’t feel out of place.
			

			
				As we approached the building, I noticed the glass walls offering a clear view inside. My stomach flipped at the sight. Inside, everyone was swimming or lounging around naked.
			

			
				Andy, squeezed my hand. “Well, looks like clothing really is optional.” He gave me a playful wink. “Think we can handle it?”
			

			
				I laughed nervously. “We’ll see.”
			

			
				Inside, the pool area was warm and inviting, the air thick with the scent of chlorine. We found a changing area at the back, divided into cubicles for privacy and we chose a large one so we could get changed together.
			

			
				“We could keep our swimsuits on,” I said, untying the knot on my robe.
			

			
				Andy’s eyes sparkled. “We could. But where’s the fun in that?”
			

			
				I stared at him for a moment, torn between embarrassment and a growing sense of excitement. Finally, I shook my head and laughed. “Fine. But if we’re doing this, you’re going first.”
			

			
				“Deal,” he said, hanging his robe up. Then he hooked his fingers into his swim shorts and dropped them to the floor. He was completely naked. His confidence was infectious, and I couldn’t help but admire his body; broad shoulders, strong chest covered in hair, and that thick cock hanging between his legs.
			

			
				He caught me staring and smirked. “Your turn,” he said.
			

			
				Taking a deep breath, I let my robe slide off my shoulders. The bikini followed, piece by piece, until I was standing there as bare as he was. Andy’s gaze swept over me, lingering on my heavy breasts and curvy hips. His appreciative smile made me feel braver than I had in years.
			

			
				“You’re beautiful,” he said simply.
			

			
				I felt a blush creep up my neck but managed a smile. “Thanks. Now let’s get in the pool before I change my mind.”
			

			
				We left the changing room and walked along the side of the pool. I expected everyone to stare at us, but no-one even glanced in our direction. We stashed our things in a locker and made our way to the water. The first few steps in were cool, sending a shiver up my spine, but it quickly became comfortable as I submerged myself. Around us, other couples floated lazily or swam laps, their nudity forgotten in the easy atmosphere.
			

			
				Andy slid closer to me, his arm brushing mine. “Not so bad, is it?”
			

			
				“Actually, it’s kind of nice,” I admitted. The water felt amazing against my bare skin, and the initial awkwardness was starting to melt away.
			

			
				“Told you,” he said, his grin widening as he dunked under the water and resurfaced, shaking droplets from his hair. “Come on, let’s swim a few laps.”
			

			
				We spent the next half hour in the pool, laughing and splashing like teenagers. By the time we climbed out, I couldn’t even remember why I’d been nervous in the first place.
			

			
				“Let’s have a go in the jacuzzi before we leave,” suggested Andy.
			

			
				We padded over, stepping into the bubbling water. The temperature was just right, and I let out a contented sigh as I sank down to my shoulders. Andy sat beside me, leaning back and closing his eyes, looking utterly at ease.
			

			
				“This is heaven,” I murmured, letting my head rest against his shoulder. I was feeling aroused and horny again.
			

			
				“Mind if we join you?”
			

			
				I opened my eyes to see a couple standing at the edge of the jacuzzi. It was Barbara from the yoga class. Her wild, ginger bush was inches from my face. Beside her stood a man in his 50s, a little chubby but with an easy smile and a relaxed confidence. His long hair was tied back in a ponytail, and between his legs, his small cock poked out of his own pubic hair.
			

			
				“Of course,” Andy said. I nodded in agreement, feeling a little nervous.
			

			
				Barbara climbed in first, settling across from us. The water lapped at her freckled breasts, and she grinned as the man joined her. “I’m Barbara,” she said to Andy. “I already met your charming wife at yoga. And this is Peter, my husband.”
			

			
				“Lovely to meet you. I’m Andy.” He said, giving them a friendly smile. I tried to focus on their faces and not the way Peter’s hand stroked her thigh under the water.
			

			
				“It’s your first time, isn’t it?” Barbara asked, leaning back and closing her eyes for a moment as the jets bubbled around us.
			

			
				“It is,” Andy replied. “We booked at the last minute. It’s definitely been an… experience so far.”
			

			
				Barbara laughed. “I’ll bet. It’s not your typical resort, that’s for sure.” She opened her eyes and gave me a knowing look. “Everyone’s a lot friendlier for a start.” 
			

			
				Peter chimed in. “And it’s great that you’ve reached that point in your relationship where you’ve decided on this next step.”
			

			
				I wasn’t quite sure what they meant by that. “Have you been here before?” I asked.
			

			
				“Oh, several times,” Peter replied. “We come as often as we can. Barbara gets ever so frustrated if we don’t get a chance to play for a while.” He turned to her and they started kissing.
			

			
				Andy and I exchanged glances, feeling slightly embarrassed. Then Andy shrugged and leaned in to kiss me too. I felt his hand on my leg as our tongues met and a surge of arousal rushed through me.
			

			
				After a few minutes, the other couple broke apart. “Have you done any of the couple activities yet?” asked Barbara.
			

			
				“Not yet, just the yoga,” I replied.
			

			
				“That is a good one,” she nodded. “Also, I have to recommend the couples massage.” I noticed her arm was right across Peter’s chest, and I couldn’t see through the bubbles but I had the sudden impression that she was touching his cock.
			

			
				“Yes, we’re always happy at the end of that one, if you know what I mean,” agreed Peter with a smirk.
			

			
				“Oh, is that the time?” said Barbara, glancing up at the clock on the wall at the end of the pool. “We should get ready for dinner.”
			

			
				We said goodbye and they got up to climb out the steps of the jacuzzi. As they left, I saw that Peter now sported an erection. While his cock had been tiny when soft, now that it was hard it was a very impressive length, much longer than Andy’s. I felt my eyes widen at the sight as they grabbed their towels and made their way to the changing rooms.
			

			
				“Did you see that?” I whispered to Andy.
			

			
				“What?” he replied. He’d been staring at Barbara’s ginger bush.
			

			
				“Never mind.”
			

			
				I was feeling very horny now, and quite keen to get Andy alone again. “Shall we go too?” I asked.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back in the changing room, we both dried ourselves. I couldn’t stop looking at Andy’s naked body, his firm ass and strong thighs covered in hair. When he stood up I pushed him against the wall of the changing room. He made a surprised sound, and grabbed my naked ass, pulling me in closer for a long, sloppy kiss. I felt his cock start to stir between us, and as the kiss deepened he got hard.
			

			
				Soon, his cock was throbbing against my pussy. I parted my legs slightly and felt it brush against my clit, making me gasp. I knelt down, looking up at him as I wrapped my hand around his cock. Andy’s head fell back against the wall, his eyes closing for a moment as I began to stroke him. His thickness felt so good in my hand, and I leaned forward, running my tongue along the length of his shaft. He shuddered, one hand tangling in my hair.
			

			
				“Fuck, Claire,” he muttered. “What are you doing?” We’d never done anything in a public setting like this before. 
			

			
				I took him into my mouth, savouring the weight of him on my tongue. Slowly at first, teasing, then deeper as I found a rhythm. Andy’s breathing grew heavier, his hips rocking slightly in time with my movements. I loved the sounds he made, the way his hand tightened in my hair as I hollowed my cheeks and took him deeper still.
			

			
				Before he could finish, I pulled back, leaving him throbbing in front of me. Standing, I kissed him again. “Fuck me,” I whispered.
			

			
				Andy spun me around, pressing me against the wall, his cock sliding between my thighs. I felt the head nudge against my entrance, and I arched back into him, my body more than ready. He pushed into me slowly, the stretch making me moan as he filled me completely. Andy’s hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as he began to move, each thrust deliberate and deep. The angle was perfect, and with every stroke, he hit a spot inside me that made me whimper with pleasure.
			

			
				“Yes,” I gasped, my cheek pressed to the cool wall. “Fuck, Andy, just like that.”
			

			
				His pace quickened, his breath hot against my shoulder as he bent over me. One hand slid around to my front, finding my clit and circling it with his fingers in time with his thrusts. The sensation was overwhelming, and I felt my climax building fast, like a wave ready to crash.
			

			
				“Come for me,” he whispered.
			

			
				My orgasm hit me hard, my body shaking as the pleasure ripped through me. I cried out, clutching the wall for support as my pussy clenched around him. Andy didn’t stop, driving me higher until I was sure I couldn’t take any more.
			

			
				He pulled out, and sat on the wooden bench at the side of the cubicle, pulling me on top of him. I straddled his lap, guiding his cock inside me with one hand. Then I started to ride him, his hands on my ass. My tits were in his face, and he captured one of my nipples in his mouth, sucking hard on it before switching to the other one.
			

			
				As I fucked him, I braced myself against the wall behind him with one hand, and slid the other between my legs. I rubbed my clit in time to my thrusts on his cock, feeling my climax quickly building once more.
			

			
				“I’m going to come again,” I gasped, trying to be quiet and failing.
			

			
				I let out a long moan of ecstasy as my orgasm washed over me. At the same time, Andy let out a low groan as he thrust deep inside me one last time, his body shuddering as he came. I felt the warmth of his cum inside me, and it only made my aftershocks last longer. We stayed like that for a moment, breathing hard, bodies still connected, until I slowly lifted off and felt his release running down my thighs.
			

			
				Andy smiled, brushing a damp strand of hair from my face. “Guess we’re making the most of this retreat, huh?”
			

			
				“I know, right,” I grinned back at him. “Five orgasms already.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back at the villa, we showered and dressed for dinner. I slipped into a dress I rarely had the chance to wear; a short black number that clung to my curves in all the right places. The neckline was daring but tasteful, plunging just enough to feel sexy without being over the top. I paired it with my favourite heels, ones that added just the right amount of height, and fastened a pair of glittering earrings. 
			

			
				Andy emerged from the bathroom in a dark suit that he’d packed almost as an afterthought. It fit him perfectly, the tailored lines hugging his broad shoulders and tapering down his chest. His crisp white shirt was unbuttoned just enough to hint at the hair on his chest, and he’d polished his shoes to a mirror shine.
			

			
				“Look at you,” I said, letting out a low whistle. “My handsome man cleans up well.”
			

			
				He gave me a once-over, his eyes lingering on my dress. “You’re stunning,” he said.
			

			
				The dining room was every bit as elegant as we’d been led to expect. Set up like a high-end restaurant, the room was lit with soft, golden light from crystal chandeliers. Tables were draped with crisp white cloths, and the centrepieces were completed with arrangements of fresh flowers. A string quartet played softly in one corner, their music adding a layer of sophistication to the already luxurious atmosphere.
			

			
				We were seated at a small table for two near the back of the room, a perfect spot for people-watching. The meal was exquisite, the kind of food that made you pause to savour every flavour. By the time dessert arrived, a decadent chocolate soufflé, I felt a sense of contentment that I hadn’t experienced in a long time. The retreat might have been unconventional, but moments like this made it all worthwhile.
			

			
				After dinner, we decided to have cocktails at the terrace bar. It was set outside, the night air warm and fragrant. The bar itself was lit by soft lanterns that cast a golden glow over the comfortable seating. We found a quiet spot under a tree. There were a couple of sofas around a small table overlooking the gardens, the distant sound of the pool’s waterfall adding to the tranquil ambience.
			

			
				“Oh look, it’s the new couple.”
			

			
				It was Samantha, the blonde that had given us directions, walking across the patio towards us. She looked stunning in a tight red dress. On her arm was Ben, the tall black guy. Last time we’d seen him, he had been naked, but now he was dressed in a smart suit.
			

			
				“Samantha and Ben, isn’t it?” I greeted, offering a warm smile as they reached our table, pleased with myself for remembering their names. Andy stood and shook hands with Ben, while Samantha leaned in to give me an air kiss on each cheek.
			

			
				“Mind if we join you?” Samantha asked, gesturing to the empty sofa.
			

			
				“Of course, please do,” Andy replied.
			

			
				Ben sat first, his long legs stretching out comfortably as he relaxed into the cushions. Samantha perched beside him, her dress riding up slightly to reveal a teasing glimpse of the top of her suspenders. She didn’t seem to mind, and I couldn’t help but notice Andy’s quick glance before he caught himself and returned his attention to me. I couldn’t blame him. I was sneaking glances at Ben’s trousers, looking for the tell tale bulge of his large penis.
			

			
				The conversation flowed easily. Samantha was sharp and funny, her laugh infectious. Ben’s humour was cool and dry.
			

			
				“So, what do you think of this place so far?” Samantha asked, swirling the ice in her cocktail.
			

			
				Andy glanced at me, a small smile playing on his lips. “It’s… not what we expected, but we’re enjoying it. We finally got naked in the swimming pool.”
			

			
				“You’ve got to keep an open mind,” Samantha agreed, her eyes sparkling. “You’ll find that most people here are very… open. It’s one of the things we love about this place.”
			

			
				“And anything goes… especially in the evenings,” grinned Ben.
			

			
				Andy and I exchanged a look. I was beginning to suspect exactly the type of “play” the receptionist had been referring to.
			

			
				As the evening wore on, the conversation grew looser, the laughter softer but more intimate. At one point, Samantha shifted closer to Ben, her hand resting on his thigh. He turned to her, their faces inches apart, and kissed her deeply, unbothered by our presence.
			

			
				I looked away to give them some privacy, only to feel Andy’s hand on my knee.
			

			
				Samantha pulled away from Ben, her lips glistening as she caught her breath. She looked at me. “We’re not making you uncomfortable, are we?” she asked lightly.
			

			
				“No, not at all,” I said.
			

			
				She smiled, and went back to kissing Ben even more passionately, her hand slid further up his leg. Then, to my surprise, she unzipped his trousers, freeing his cock. It was already hard, and very long. Her hand wrapped around him, stroking slowly as she met my gaze, a playful challenge in her eyes. I felt my pulse quicken, and my face blush. There was a fire between my legs; I’d never felt so horny.
			

			
				Andy’s fingers tightened slightly on my leg. Without thinking, I turned to him and leaned in, pressing my lips to his. The kiss started soft but quickly deepened, my own inhibitions melting under the warmth of his touch. He pulled me closer, his hand sliding to my waist.
			

			
				When we broke apart, I saw that Samantha had taken Ben fully into her mouth, her head bobbing slowly as her hand stroked the base of his shaft. Ben’s head was thrown back, his lips parted as he let out a quiet moan of pleasure. The scene was almost hypnotic, their unapologetic passion stirring something deep inside me.
			

			
				“Claire,” said Andy, moving my hand to his own hard bulge.
			

			
				I unzipped his trousers, my heart thumping in my chest at the audacity of doing this in a public setting. His cock was so hard that it sprang out. I wrapped my hand firmly around his shaft. We kissed again, the soft moans from the other sofa drifting across on the night air.
			

			
				Across from us, Samantha slipped her knickers off from under her dress and shifted on top of Ben, her dress now bunched around her hips as she straddled him. He pulled down the top of her dress, her breasts bare, the soft lantern light highlighting the curve of her body as she sank down onto him with a breathy sigh.
			

			
				As I looked over at them, I could clearly see her pink lips stretched tight around his thick, dark cock and it sent another shiver of desire through me. I couldn’t believe they were actually fucking in the garden of the bar, but it turned me on no end. 
			

			
				Andy’s breath was hot against my ear as he whispered, “I think you like this, don’t you?” His hand slipped under my dress, fingers teasing along my inner thigh.
			

			
				“Touch me,” I whispered, still stroking his cock.
			

			
				His fingers slipped inside my knickers, touching my opening. I could tell I was soaking wet. I gasped with pleasure, alternating between kissing Andy and glancing over at Samantha full-on riding Ben’s dick.
			

			
				Samantha’s soft gasps turned to louder moans as she rode Ben slowly, her hands gripping his shoulders for balance. Her hips rolled in perfect rhythm, and Ben’s hands roamed her body, squeezing her breasts and ass. The sounds of Ben and Samantha’s love making grew louder, a backdrop of raw pleasure that only heightened the tension between Andy and me. I felt bold, uninhibited, and completely alive.
			

			
				“You’re so wet,” whispered Andy, pushing two fingers into my desperate cunt. My hips moved forward involuntarily, urging him to explore me deeper.
			

			
				“Fuck. Make me come,” I managed to whisper, leaning into his touch. His cock was still in my hand, throbbing with each beat of his heart. I stroked him slowly, matching the rhythm of his fingers against me.
			

			
				Across from us, Samantha’s moans grew louder, her movements more frantic. Ben’s hands gripped her hips as he thrust up into her, stretching her wide open.
			

			
				“I want to fuck you,” Andy murmured, making my heart pound even harder.
			

			
				“Yes,” I panted.
			

			
				He pushed me into the corner of the sofa and moved between my legs. He moved my knickers
			

			
				aside and his cock was inside me. I couldn’t believe he was fucking me in public, but just the idea of it was nearly making me come.
			

			
				“Christ, Claire,” he groaned as he thrust inside me, his hands groping my breasts through my dress. We moved together, fucking each other as he filled me.
			

			
				Samantha let out a high-pitched cry, her body trembling as she climaxed. The sound sent a fresh wave of arousal through me, her protracted orgasm pushed me over the edge. I cried out, my body shuddering as waves of pleasure crashed over me. Andy followed moments later, his grip on me tightening as he groaned my name, his release spilling inside me.
			

			
				We held each other, breathing heavily, as the sounds of the garden came back into focus. Across from us, Samantha was draped over Ben, both of them basking in the afterglow. 
			

			
				She caught my eye and gave me a cheeky smile. “You guys are getting the hang of this place.”
			

			
				Andy pulled out of me and I rearranged my knickers, feeling them fill with his cum. We carried on chatting like nothing had happened. But by the time I had finished my cocktail, I was feeling exhausted and a little drunk. It had been a long and exciting, orgasm filled, day.
			

			
				“I need to go to bed,” I murmured to Andy.
			

			
				We said goodnight to the other couple and Andy helped me back to the villa and into bed. I was asleep in seconds.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				I slept right the way through the night, and woke up late, feeling disgusting and sweaty, still in my cum-soaked knickers. I stripped off and went to the luxurious shower. By the time the water was warm, Andy had joined me. We washed each other, pausing occasionally to kiss deeply. After what had happened last night in the bar, I felt even more connected and closer to him, but also curious where this weekend would lead. I’d been more turned on watching Ben and Samantha than I ever would have thought.
			

			
				As Andy washed my body, his hands ran over my curves in the hot water. Lathering up the soap, his hand went between my legs, washing me there. I let out a little gasp as his fingers pressed against my clit. Instead of moving on, he continued to touch me, moving his hand in circles.
			

			
				My hand reached out instinctively to his cock and found it was already hard. God, there was something about this place that made me hornier than ever. “Fuck me,” I whispered, turning away from him and bracing myself against the glass, the hot water streaming down my body.
			

			
				Andy didn’t need to be asked twice. He moved behind me and guided his dick inside me, making me cry out as he pushed it deep inside me. Then he started thrusting hard and deep. Soon we were both moaning and groaning. He held my hips with his strong hands, pounding me from behind with an animal passion.
			

			
				I closed my eyes and an intense orgasm rushed through me. My legs went weak, and Andy put his arm across my chest, holding me up from behind but still pounding his cock into me as I felt my cunt clenching on his shaft.
			

			
				Suddenly, I decided that I wanted him in my ass. We’d done it before, although not for a long time. But now I wanted to give every part of my body to him, to let him use me for his pleasure after he’d given me so much. I looked at him over my shoulder, thrusting more gently now as I came down from my orgasm. Meeting his eyes, I reached back and pushed a finger into my own ass.
			

			
				Andy’s eyes widened when he saw what I was doing and he grinned at me. As he fucked me, I started to fuck my ass in time with my finger. Then I pushed in a second one, letting myself relax as I stretched myself open.
			

			
				“You dirty girl,” smirked Andy. I could hear the excitement in his voice.
			

			
				“Are you going to fuck my ass?” I asked him sweetly.
			

			
				I took my fingers out of my ass and spread my cheeks with my hands. He pulled his cock out of my pussy and guided it to my rear entrance. I was already relaxed and open, and he entered me easily, making me moan loudly as he gently pushed deeper in. It was a wonderful sensation, and he seemed to fill me completely. It only took a few slow thrusts and he was all the way inside.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I moaned, my eyes half closed and rolled up in my head.
			

			
				“Is it okay?” he asked, still moving slowly.
			

			
				“Yes,” I gasped, barely able to speak. “Fuck me harder.”
			

			
				He picked up the pace and I braced myself against the shower glass again. I could feel a pressure building deep inside me, a different kind of pressure to normal, but it felt so good.
			

			
				“Harder,” I gasped.
			

			
				He increased the speed of his thrusts again, fucking me hard now, his hands on my hips.
			

			
				“I’m close,” he groaned.
			

			
				“Me too,” I replied breathlessly. Then I came so hard my vision blacked out and I would have fallen if he wasn’t holding me up. Pleasure surged through my whole body and I felt my ass contracting and pulsing on his cock. A second later, he came too, flooding me with warm cum as my ass milked it out of him.
			

			
				We both sank to the floor of the shower, unable to stand any longer. We leant against the glass, panting and dizzy as the hot water washed over us.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we’d finally recovered, we dried ourselves and put our robes on. Then we ventured out for breakfast, which was being served at the terrace bar where we’d been drinking cocktails last night. Most of the other guests were also wearing robes, and it was almost sexier than if they were naked, knowing they were all naked underneath as they sipped their coffees and ate their pastries.
			

			
				“Oh look, there’s Barbara and Peter,” I said. They noticed us too and waved for us to join them.
			

			
				Andy and I walked over to the table where Barbara and Peter were sitting. Barbara looked radiant, her ginger hair slightly damp from what must have been an early-morning shower or swim. Peter gave us a warm smile, his ponytail pulled tight and neat.
			

			
				“Morning, you two!” Barbara greeted, gesturing to the empty chairs next to them. “Sleep well?”
			

			
				I giggled, glancing at Andy. “Out like a light after all the excitement,” I said, feeling a little heat rise in my cheeks.
			

			
				Barbara raised an eyebrow, a knowing grin spreading across her freckled face. “Oh, excitement was it?”
			

			
				The waiter came by with a tray of fresh fruit and pastries. Barbara helped herself to a croissant, then leaned forward conspiratorially. “Did you book the couples massage yet? It’s really something you shouldn’t miss.”
			

			
				I laughed. “Okay, I’ll book it now.” I pulled out my phone and opened the resort app. A few taps later, the appointment was confirmed for that morning.
			

			
				“Perfect,” Barbara said, her eyes twinkling. “You’ll thank me later.”
			

			
				As I slipped my phone back into my robe pocket, I hesitated, then decided to dive in. “Speaking of... intimacy,” I began, lowering my voice, “Andy and I might have gotten a little carried away at the bar last night.”
			

			
				Peter smirked, while Barbara’s eyes lit up with delight. “Carried away, huh? Do tell!”
			

			
				“We were having cocktails with this other couple, and they started… doing it,” I said, my cheeks burning. “And well, Andy and I had sex too, on the sofa over there,” I continued, pointing. “Is that… is it unusual?”
			

			
				Barbara laughed, “Not at all, it happens all the time here. Why, last night Pete and I had ourselves a little orgy with a few other couples that we knew from last time we were here.”
			

			
				I raised my eyebrows, “An orgy?”
			

			
				Barbara nodded with an unapologetic grin. “Exactly. And it was magnificent. Don’t be afraid to mix things up with the other couples, you don’t need to stick to one man you know,” she said with a wink.
			

			
				Andy and I exchanged a glance. I couldn’t deny that a tiny thrill ran through me at the thought, though I wasn’t quite sure I was ready for something like that.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				The massage room was dimly lit, with soft, soothing music playing in the background and the faint scent of oil in the air. There were two masseuses, a woman called Megumi for Andy and a man called Pierre for me. Megumi was a petite brunette with a Japanese appearance and a professional smile, and Pierre was a tall man with very large arm muscles and strong hands.
			

			
				They gestured for us to lie down and we both slipped off our robes. It felt strange to be fully naked in front of these two clothed professionals, and I quickly lay face down on the table so they wouldn’t see my breasts and pussy. The softness of the towel-covered table against my bare skin was unexpectedly relaxing, and I let out a quiet sigh as I rested my face in the cradle provided.
			

			
				The massage began. Firm hands worked across my shoulders and down my back, kneading out knots and tension I didn’t even know I had. I could hear Andy murmuring occasionally as his masseuse worked on a particularly tense muscle.
			

			
				The strokes moved lower, and I felt my masseuse’s hands slide over the curve of my ass, pressing into the muscles there before working their way down my thighs. His touch was firm but not invasive, each movement sending tiny ripples of relaxation, and something more, through me. He moved my legs apart slightly so that he could work on my inner thighs, and I found myself craving his touch a little higher.
			

			
				I peeked over at Andy, his head turned slightly towards me. His masseuse was doing similar work on him, her hands expertly kneading his ass. He gave me a grin and a wink.
			

			
				Then, Pierre’s voice broke the quiet. “Would you like me to continue? I can provide a more intimate massage between the legs if you’re comfortable.”
			

			
				My heart raced. My immediate thought was to glance at Andy, who was already looking at me. His eyes held curiosity, a flicker of mischief, but I didn’t see anything that indicated he would object. I swallowed, feeling heat rise in my cheeks. “Yes please,” I said softly.
			

			
				A moment later, Andy’s masseuse asked him a similar question. “Would you like me to include more intimate areas in your massage?”
			

			
				“Sure,” he replied.
			

			
				The first touch between my legs was cautious but firm, his fingers gliding gently over my inner thighs before brushing against my outer lips. My breathing deepened as he explored further, his motions confident.
			

			
				I flicked another glance at Andy and saw his masseuse moving her hands lower. Her strokes grew slower, more deliberate. Then, to my surprise, her hands parted his cheeks, and she began to massage the sensitive skin around his asshole with oil. Andy’s sharp intake of breath made me smile. He closed his eyes, relaxing into it, clearly enjoying the sensation.
			

			
				My focus returned to the skilled fingers now circling my clit. Every nerve in my body seemed alive, humming with a mixture of arousal and disbelief at how far we’d stepped out of our comfort zone. He massaged not just my clit, but my whole mound, sending waves of pleasure through my body.
			

			
				The strokes between my legs grew more focused, each one coaxing me closer to the edge. Pierre had found a perfect rhythm, his fingers gliding over my slickness, teasing and building a heat that spread through my entire body. I gripped the edges of the table, biting my lip as my breaths grew shorter.
			

			
				“Just let go,” he murmured softly.
			

			
				My body trembled as the orgasm crested, a rush of pleasure breaking over me. My hips moved against his hand as I let out a low moan. The intensity left me breathless, my legs shaking as the last ripples of release washed over me.
			

			
				I barely had a moment to recover before I noticed Andy shifting beside me. He turned onto his back, his cock standing proud and hard. Megumi didn’t hesitate, her oiled hands wrapping around his shaft with expert confidence.
			

			
				Andy groaned softly, his head sinking back into the table. Her movements were smooth and measured, working him from the base to the tip and massaging his balls as well. The sight of him so relaxed and aroused sent another spark of heat through me.
			

			
				“Turn over when you’re ready,” Pierre said gently, placing a supportive hand on my arm. I moved slowly onto my back, my body still tingling from my earlier climax.
			

			
				He adjusted the towel beneath me, his hands gliding up my thighs and spreading them slightly apart. “Would you like me to continue inside?” he asked.
			

			
				I nodded, ready to trust him with anything. He parted my legs a little further.
			

			
				His fingers slipped inside me with a deliberate slowness. Unlike before, he didn’t touch my clit; instead, he focused on stroking deep within me, his fingertips pressing gently against spots I hadn’t realised were so sensitive.
			

			
				The sensation was entirely different, deeper, fuller. My breathing quickened as a strange but powerful tension began to build low in my belly. Pierre’s crotch wasn’t far from my face, and I could see a large bulge, his hard cock straining at the fabric.
			

			
				He saw me looking. “You can touch it if you want,” he said, in his calm, deep voice.
			

			
				I reached out, my hand touching the hard length through his trousers, I squeezed it, feeling just how hard he was. The touch sent another wave of arousal through me.
			

			
				Andy’s groans of pleasure filled the room. I glanced over to see Megumi now fully focused on his cock, both oiled hands sliding smoothly up and down. She had pulled her top down, and her large, full breasts were exposed, swaying and shaking as she worked on Andy. She picked up one of his hands and guided it to her breast. He quickly got the idea, massaging it and pulling on her huge, dark nipple.
			

			
				But the delicious pressure inside me was building and I closed my eyes, focusing only on the sensations at my core. Suddenly, the wave crashed over me and my whole body tingled with pleasure. My muscles clenched around his fingers as I cried out, a wet, gushing release soaking the towel beneath me. The intensity was staggering, leaving me shaking and gasping for air as my heart pounded in my chest.
			

			
				Andy’s low groans grew louder, his hips lifting slightly off the table as his masseuse worked him with expert precision. Her hands moved faster, her grip shifting to a perfect rhythm that had him gripping the edge of the table. His chest rose and fell in rapid breaths, his eyes fluttering closed as the pleasure overwhelmed him.
			

			
				“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath.
			

			
				Megumi didn’t let up, her hands focused and deliberate. I could see the way his muscles tensed, the flush spreading from his face down to his chest, and I knew he was close.
			

			
				With one final stroke, he let out a deep groan, his cock pulsing as he came. I watched as thick streams of cum shot out, landing on his stomach, his chest, and even the towel beneath him. It kept coming, each spurt drawn out by Megumi’s skilled hands, her fingers gently milking every drop from him.
			

			
				“Jesus,” he panted, his head falling back as the last of his orgasm left him trembling. 
			

			
				Megumi calmly grabbed a warm towel, wiping him down with care, a small smile on her lips.
			

			
				As the masseuses stepped out of the room, leaving us alone to recover, I turned my head to look at Andy. He was still lying on the table, his chest rising and falling as he caught his breath. His eyes met mine, and a slow, cheeky grin spread across his face.
			

			
				“Well, that was unexpected,” he said.
			

			
				“You can say that again,” I replied, my body still tingling from everything that had just happened. I propped myself up on my elbow, studying his flushed face and the faint sheen of sweat on his skin. “I wasn’t sure how I’d feel seeing someone else touching you like that, but…” I hesitated, a smirk forming.
			

			
				“But?” he prompted, his eyebrow raised.
			

			
				“But it was fucking hot,” I admitted, biting my lip. “Watching you let go like that, seeing her hands on you while you enjoyed it… it turned me on.”
			

			
				Andy laughed, rolling onto his side to face me. “I was thinking the same thing. Watching you with him… I didn’t feel jealous at all. I just kept thinking about how gorgeous you looked, how turned on you were. It was... different, but in the best way.”
			

			
				“Do you think this place is making us lose our minds, or… I don’t know, maybe just making us more open to trying new things?”
			

			
				“Maybe both,” Andy replied, his hand finding mine and giving it a squeeze. “But I like it. It’s like… we’re discovering a new side of each other?”
			

			
				“Yeah, we are,” I said, lacing my fingers with his. “And I think I really like this side of us.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				After lunch, we decided to take a walk around the lake. We still weren’t quite comfortable enough to go fully naked, so we wore our robes but left them open. Every time we passed another couple, I felt a thrill knowing they could catch glimpses of my breasts and the trimmed hair between my legs. I couldn’t stop glancing at Andy’s cock, swinging between his thighs as he walked, still gorgeous and thick, even when soft.
			

			
				We passed a naked couple making out and then, later, another couple full on fucking on the little beach by the lake. We hurried past, but I couldn’t take my eyes off the woman riding her partner, her small breasts bouncing and eyes closed as she moved up and down on top of him.
			

			
				Further around the lake, it was quieter. Then, suddenly, we stumbled upon Samantha and Ben. They had laid out a picnic blanket by the lakeside, complete with a hamper of food and a bucket of ice holding a bottle of champagne.
			

			
				Samantha was the first to notice us. She waved enthusiastically, her breasts bouncing with the movement, her curvy figure entirely naked under the dappled sunlight filtering through the trees. The hair between her legs was golden to match the curls on her head.
			

			
				“Hey, you two!” she called out, happy to see us. “Fancy seeing you here! Come join us!”
			

			
				Ben looked up from the blanket, his muscular frame relaxed as he reclined on one elbow. He gave us a friendly grin, his dark skin gleaming in the sunlight. “We’ve got plenty of food and champagne to go around,” he added, gesturing to the spread.
			

			
				Andy and I exchanged a glance. Their unabashed nudity was so natural, it made our half-covered state feel almost prudish. “Why not?” Andy said with a shrug and a grin.
			

			
				We made our way over, the grass soft beneath our feet. Samantha stood to greet us, her golden curls catching the light as she pulled me into a warm hug. Her body pressed against mine, and I could feel her soft skin and the swell of her breasts against my chest. It sent another rush of arousal through me.
			

			
				“So glad you’re here,” she said, stepping back to hug Andy as well. “We were just saying how perfect the weather is for a picnic and complaining that we had no-one to share it with.”
			

			
				“Looks like you’ve got quite the setup,” Andy remarked, his eyes scanning the blanket laden with fruit, cheeses, and crackers.
			

			
				“Help yourselves,” Ben said, sitting up to pop the cork on the champagne with an effortless motion. The sound echoed across the lake, and he poured the bubbly liquid into a couple of glasses. “We’ve only got two glasses, so we’ll have to share.”
			

			
				Samantha handed me one and clinked her glass against mine. “To new friends,” she said with a cheeky smile.
			

			
				“To new experiences,” Ben added, his gaze lingering on us.
			

			
				Taking a deep breath, I slipped the robe off. Andy copied me and we sat down on the edge of their blanket. His hand rested casually on my thigh as we nibbled on grapes and sipped champagne. The conversation flowed easily, punctuated by shared laughter and knowing glances. It felt like we’d known them far longer than a couple of days.
			

			
				Samantha stretched lazily on the blanket, her hair falling over one shoulder as she turned to me with a soft smile. “Claire,” she began, her tone light but with a hint of something playful beneath it. “Can I ask you something?”
			

			
				“Of course,” I said, my heart suddenly racing, though I tried to sound casual.
			

			
				Her blue eyes sparkled as she sat up. “Have you ever kissed another woman?”
			

			
				I could see where this was going, and I felt a heat between my legs. “No,” I admitted, “But I think I’d like to.”
			

			
				“Would you like to kiss me?” she asked.
			

			
				I glanced at Andy, he nodded slightly, a smile on his lips.
			

			
				“Yes please,” I said, my heart pounding in my chest so hard I thought it would escape.
			

			
				Samantha’s smile widened as she shifted closer. Her hand brushed against my cheek, and then her lips were on mine, soft and warm. The kiss started slow, almost hesitant, before she deepened it, her tongue brushing against mine. Her touch was tender but bold, and I felt my body respond, a thrill racing through me.
			

			
				“That was lovely,” Samantha said. “You taste like champagne.”
			

			
				My heart was racing as her hand lingered on my arm. We kissed again, more passionately this time. Her hand moved up my side, stroking the edge of my breast before moving to grope me. Her fingers squeezed and teased my nipples.
			

			
				Then her mouth was moving down my neck in a series of kisses. She bent lower, taking one of my nipples into her mouth and sucking on it, making me gasp. I glanced at the men, they both had erections. Ben’s was huge, I couldn’t believe how long and thick his cock was. He started stroking it casually, watching as Sam sucked hard on my nipple.
			

			
				She lay me gently down on the blanket, moving back up to kiss my lips as her hand slipped between my legs. I opened my legs slightly, giving her access but also aware that it gave Ben a perfect view of my pussy. I was already wet and open, and she slid two fingers easily inside me. I arched my back, letting out a moan and releasing all my inhibitions.
			

			
				My hand reached out instinctively for Andy’s cock, and I gripped it firmly, stroking his hard shaft.
			

			
				Samantha massaged my insides, her thumb on my clit as she kissed my neck and moved back down to my breast. “Suck the other one,” she urged Andy softly, before taking my nipple in her mouth again.
			

			
				Andy moved closer, his tongue circling my other nipple and his hand squeezing my breast. They sucked me together, with Sam’s fingers fucking my cunt. I began spiralling towards an orgasm, all the different sensations threatening to overwhelm me. 
			

			
				It didn’t take long before I let out a loud cry and came hard, my cunt clenching on Sam’s fingers, my back arching and my thighs shaking uncontrollably. She coaxed the rest of my orgasm out, prolonging it with her fingers as waves and waves of pleasure washed over me.
			

			
				“Wow,” I said, panting heavily when it was finally over. I sat up, reaching for the champagne to quench my dry throat. Sam met my gaze, and then put her fingers in her own mouth, licking my essence off of them.
			

			
				The men were still both sporting erections. Sam saw me looking at Ben’s impressive cock. “Do you want to suck it?” she asked.
			

			
				Again I glanced at Andy to check his reaction. I could tell from the excitement in his eyes that he didn’t have any objections. I nodded. 
			

			
				My heart was racing, a mix of nerves and anticipation, as I moved closer to Ben. He gave me a warm, reassuring smile, his relaxed confidence somehow putting me at ease. I glanced at Andy one more time. He was watching intently, his own cock still stiff, and he gave me a slight nod of encouragement.
			

			
				I wrapped my hand around Ben’s cock, marvelling at its size and warmth. It felt heavy and firm in my grip, the smooth skin warm to the touch. His sharp intake of breath as I stroked him sent a thrill through me, spurring me on.
			

			
				Leaning forward, I let my tongue flick over the swollen head, tasting him. Ben groaned softly, his hips shifting slightly towards me.
			

			
				“He’s got a big one, hasn’t he,” Sam murmured. She reached over to Andy, wrapping her fingers around his shaft as if to keep him occupied, but still watching me and Ben.
			

			
				I opened my mouth and took Ben deeper, sliding my lips down his length. He was thick, and I had to go slowly, my tongue pressing against the underside as I worked him deeper. My hand moved in time with my mouth, stroking the base as I focused on the tip.
			

			
				“Fuck, Claire,” Ben muttered, his voice rough with pleasure. “That feels good.”
			

			
				I glanced up to see him watching me, his fingers tangling gently in my hair. His reaction emboldened me, and I moved faster, letting him fill my mouth as I sucked and teased him.
			

			
				Next to me, Sam was lavishing attention on Andy, her mouth moving expertly over his cock while her hand fondled his balls. She was easily taking him all the way into her throat, her lips pressing against his body. Andy’s face was a picture of bliss as he let her work her magic.
			

			
				“Careful, you’ll make me come,” said Andy suddenly, pulling away slightly, his cock throbbing so hard I could see he was right on the edge.
			

			
				“You men can repay the favour then,” giggled Samantha. Then to me she said, “Come and lay next to me.”
			

			
				Sam and I lay on our backs next to each other on the blanket. She lifted her legs up and opened them wide. I did the same, our legs overlapping. I knew I was soaked and gaping, and Ben moved between my legs, spreading my folds with his fingers and staring deep inside me. Andy did the same with Sam, slipping his fingers into her opening and exploring her.
			

			
				Ben knelt down between my legs and kissed my inner thighs, making me gasp with anticipation. Then his strong tongue found my clit and I felt pulses of pleasure surge through my body. He lapped at me, pressing firmly on my clit with his tongue until I was squirming and moaning.
			

			
				Andy bent over and did the same for Sam. Just the idea of Andy’s face buried in her pussy sent my arousal rocketing even higher. Sam and I moaned and arched our backs as the men pleasured us, gripping each other tightly. Her lips found mine and we tried to kiss, but the pleasure was so intense that we ended up just moaning into each other’s mouths.
			

			
				“Oh my fucking god,” Sam moaned and her fingers dug painfully into my breasts as she came undone, an intense orgasm consuming her body and making her scream as she held me. On and on the climax went, her body shaking.
			

			
				When her orgasm finally finished, mine broke over me. I cried out too, gripping her in return and my whole body shaking and quivering on the blanket.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We both lay there panting as we recovered, Sam’s fingers tracing light circles around my nipples. Andy and Ben were knelt between our legs still, wiping their wet faces with the back of their hands.
			

			
				“Are you going to fuck us then, or what?” giggled Samantha. 
			

			
				I felt another surge of arousal and my heart started pounding again. Were we really going to do this? I looked at Ben’s huge cock, throbbing and upright; it was so long and thick and I wanted to feel it inside me. I glanced at Andy again and he shrugged with a smirk.
			

			
				I reached between my legs and opened myself up even more with my fingers, preparing for his huge dick. He knelt lower, guiding it to my entrance. My legs were shaking with anticipation as I held them up. I felt the head of his cock against me, and then he thrust inside. The stretch was delicious, so much thicker even than Andy. He filled me so completely, I arched my back and grabbed my own breasts as the pleasure surged through me.
			

			
				Then he started to fuck me, thrusting inside, slightly deeper each time but still only halfway in. I let out a loud moan with every thrust, overwhelmed with ecstasy. I was vaguely aware of Andy fucking Sam next me, his ass pumping up and down as he fucked her hard.
			

			
				Our moans merged together as the men fucked us side by side. Ben was getting deeper and deeper, and finally I felt his balls slapping against my ass as he filled me completely. The sensation was so overwhelming I came immediately, my fingers clawing at his back as my cunt spasmed on his cock. But he didn’t stop, he just kept fucking me right through it and out the other side. My brain completely switched off, and all I was aware of was the pressure in my core and the pleasure consuming me.
			

			
				After a few more minutes of this, he picked me up and turned over so that I was on top of him. Then he lay back, looking up at me, sweat shining on his chest. I took a moment to get my breath back, his cock still filling me. Sam was already on top of Andy, riding him by rocking her hips, her big breasts swaying with every movement.
			

			
				She turned to me and we kissed, each other’s partners inside us. Then I started to rock my own hips, fucking myself on Ben’s huge cock. It was so big it took my breath away every time I took him all the way in, and I moaned loudly with pleasure. Sam and I both picked up our pace, getting our movements in sync. When we came, it was practically at the same moment, both of us collapsing forward as the climax washed over us. I’d lost track of how many times I’d come and the tingling in my cunt was so intense I felt like another one was already building.
			

			
				Sam climbed off Andy, and knelt on the blanket, her head down and her ass sticking up. I could see how soaking her cunt was, swollen and gaping, the blonde hair was now dark and matted with wetness. I copied her, kneeling next to her and sticking my ass in the air, feeling exposed and slutty.
			

			
				The men knelt behind us, and Ben filled me once more with one long, firm thrust. Soon they were pounding us hard from behind, our cries drifting across the lake. I slipped my hand between my legs and touched my sensitive clit, coming twice more in quick succession.
			

			
				Andy looked close, his thrusts becoming erratic and a groan building in his throat. “Oh baby, come in me,” moaned Sam. With one final hard thrust, he held himself inside her, his balls tightening as he released himself inside her.
			

			
				Ben wasn’t far behind, his pace quickening as he let out his own groan. He continued to fuck me as his cock throbbed and his cum filled me deep inside. This was the first time someone other than my husband had ever come inside me. When the men finally pulled out, cum poured out of us, running down our thighs onto the blanket.
			

			
				We all collapsed in a sweaty heap, our hearts still racing and gasping for air.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I purred, feeling a deep sexual satisfaction.
			

			
				“I can’t believe we just did that,” murmured Andy.
			

			
				“I can’t believe that was your first time,” said Samantha, “You two were amazing. God, what a hard fucking you gave me, Andy. I loved it. But it’s given me such a hunger. Where’s the cheese and biscuits?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we arrived for dinner, Barbara and Peter were just stepping through the entrance. Barbara was wearing a low cut evening dress, her large freckled cleavage on full display and attracting admiring glances everywhere she went. Their faces lit up when they saw us, and Barbara waved enthusiastically. "Well, if it isn't our new friends!" she called.
			

			
				“Shall we eat together?” suggested Andy, and the others readily agreed.
			

			
				We settled into a corner table, the chatter and gentle clinking of glasses around us creating a warm atmosphere. The waiter brought over a bottle of red wine and poured generous glasses for each of us.
			

			
				Barbara leaned forward with a cheeky grin. “How did the couple’s massage go?”
			

			
				Andy and I exchanged glances. “Oh, it was very good.” I said, “You are naughty sending us to that though. I can’t believe we did it.”
			

			
				“I was hoping you’d embrace it,” she smirked. “Maybe it’s the start of some other new experiences?”
			

			
				“Oh, it’s already sparked some new experiences,” replied Andy, his hand resting on my thigh under the table.
			

			
				“Really?” said Barbara, raising an eyebrow.
			

			
				“Yes,” I said. “We…” I looked at Andy and then back to Barbara, “we swapped with another couple by the lake.”
			

			
				“Oh my god,” squealed Barbara with excitement, “Already? That’s so exciting.” Her eyes were twinkling.
			

			
				As we ate, we found ourselves caught up in conversation, swapping stories and flirting with each other. Andy and Peter spoke about their shared love for cycling, exchanging anecdotes about the grueling rides they had been on. Barbara told me about some of the other swinger retreats they had been to, regaling me with stories of couple swapping and orgies. It was making me more and more turned on as the evening progressed, a fire beginning to burn between my legs.
			

			
				After dinner, the four of us lingered over dessert and coffee, talking about everything from favourite books to future travel plans. But eventually, Barbara made the suggestion that I had known was coming.
			

			
				“Would you like to come back to our villa for a nightcap?” she suggested.
			

			
				Andy and I looked at each other, eyes shining with excitement. “We’d love to,” I replied.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Barbara slipped her arm through mine as we strolled, leaning in to share some gossip about the retreat’s yoga instructor. Her laughter was infectious, and I found myself giggling along with her. Their villa was a few grades up from ours, much larger and with its own hot tub. It was cosy and inviting, with soft lighting and a warm ambience that instantly put us at ease. Barbara poured us all glasses of wine.
			

			
				“Make yourselves comfortable,” she said, gesturing to the large sofa that dominated the living area. Andy and I settled next to each other, while Barbara and Peter sat across from us. The conversation picked up where it had left off, full of laughter and playful teasing. 
			

			
				Barbara set her wine glass down on the coffee table, leaning forward slightly with a glint in her eye.  “You know,” she began, her gaze flicking from me to Andy, “we could make it all about Claire to start with.”
			

			
				My cheeks flushed, but I couldn’t help the grin that spread across my face. “What do you mean?” I asked, though part of me already suspected.
			

			
				Peter smirked at me, his eyes twinkling. “She means we could give you the kind of attention you deserve. Make you feel... special. To welcome you into the lifestyle, so to speak.”
			

			
				Andy’s hand tightened slightly on my knee. I glanced at him, and he gave me a small, encouraging nod. “She definitely deserves it,” he said.
			

			
				Barbara leaned closer, her fingers brushing lightly over my forearm, sending a tingle through my skin. “Only if you’re comfortable, of course,” she added. “This is about you. Let us spoil you a little.”
			

			
				“Okay,” I said, my voice a little breathless.
			

			
				Barbara’s face lit up with a smile, then taking my hand, she led me to the bedroom. The others followed. I sat on the bed and she leaned in, kissing my cheek softly. “Good girl,” she murmured, and I felt a shiver run down my spine. 
			

			
				She knelt in front of me and her hands slid along the sides of my dress, lifting the hem gently upwards. The air felt cooler on my legs, and my skin prickled with anticipation as the fabric rose. Her touch was confident but unhurried, and her gaze met mine briefly. I could feel my arousal building already, heat pooling between my thighs.
			

			
				Hands on my knees, she parted my legs, exposing my knickers. Then she leaned in, placing a kiss on my mound. I could feel her touch through the delicate material and it sent a rush of pleasure through my body.
			

			
				Andy moved next to me on the bed, slipping the straps of my dress and bra over my shoulder. Peter was on the other side and he did the same. Between them they peeled the fabric down. It caught for a moment and then suddenly popped down, my breasts bouncing free. I could feel the cool air on my nipples and they stiffened further.
			

			
				Barbara’s hands slid around and she gently eased my knickers down. I couldn’t help but glance at Andy; he was watching intently. Barbara’s tongue moved back between my legs, tasting my pussy and then focusing on my clit. Every stroke of her tongue, every gentle flick, sent ripples of pleasure through me, and my breathing deepened.
			

			
				Andy and Peter had been gently fondling my breasts and rubbing my nipples, but now they used their mouths too, sucking and teasing my nipples. The sensation of all three tongues exploring me sent shivers through my whole body. My hands reached out, grasping the men’s cocks through their trousers.
			

			
				The combined attention was too much. My body tensed as a powerful wave of pleasure surged through me, making me cry out. Barbara didn’t stop, her tongue coaxing me higher and higher until I came. The release was intense, my legs trembling uncontrollably as I leaned heavily against the men for support.
			

			
				“Do you want to be fucked?” Barbara asked softly.
			

			
				“Yes please,” I replied, still out of breath.
			

			
				Peter rose and came to stand in front of me. As I watched, he slowly unbuckled his belt and let his trousers drop to the floor. His briefs were tented and bulging with his erection. Without breaking eye contact, he slid his underwear down, revealing his thick, hard cock standing proudly. Then he replaced Barbara between my legs.
			

			
				My pussy felt wet and swollen as he carefully guided himself between my folds. Then, in a smooth motion he slid deep inside me, stretching me open and filling me. Barbara came and held me, laying me back on the bed and kissing me, her tongue warm in my mouth.
			

			
				Peter started to fuck me, with long, slow strokes, making me feel every inch. Barbara reached between my legs, her fingers circling my clit as she watched her husband fucking me.
			

			
				“Andy, give me… your cock,” I moaned.
			

			
				He stripped off and moved to me. I wrapped my hand around his cock and swallowed it greedily, sucking on it while Peter fucked me. It was incredible being the focus of everyone’s attention, and I felt myself quickly building to another climax.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I gasped, my body writhing beneath them. My legs wrapped around Peter’s waist, pulling him deeper as my back arched off the bed. The climax that followed was all-consuming, a deep, throbbing orgasm that left me crying out and shaking uncontrollably. My body spasmed around Peter, squeezing him tightly.
			

			
				Peter slowed, his movements gentle as he allowed me to come down, his hands caressing my thighs soothingly. Then he pulled out and moved away. He went to Barbara on the bed and they started fucking each other. I could see his cock stretching her open, her thick ginger bush parted wide as he thrust into her.
			

			
				I straddled Andy, riding him as I watched the other two. Andy’s hands roamed my body, squeezing my breasts, sliding down to cup my ass as I moved faster, grinding against him. His head fell back, a groan escaping his lips.
			

			
				It was such a turn on fucking while watching the others, but that was only the beginning. We switched partners, positions, and places, exploring every possible combination. Each change brought a new wave of sensations, keeping the pleasure constant.
			

			
				We took a brief break, sweaty and panting. Barbara surprised me again. “Do you want to take both of them at the same time?” she grinned, her eyes sparkling.
			

			
				My heart skipped a beat, and a rush of heat coursed through me. I glanced at Andy, then at Peter, both of them watching me. “I’ll try,” I said, feeling a mix of nerves and exhilaration.
			

			
				Barbara clapped her hands together gleefully. “You’re in for a treat, darling,” she said. “It’s one of my absolute favourites. Trust me, you’ll love it.”
			

			
				Her confidence was infectious, and any lingering nerves were quickly replaced by excitement. I turned to Andy, who was already lying back, his cock standing firm and inviting. Climbing on top of him, I guided him inside me once more, my body shivering as he filled me. The familiar stretch was wonderful, my swollen, sensitive cunt immediately responding to the deep, pleasurable fullness.
			

			
				As I settled into a rhythm with Andy, I felt Peter move behind me, his hands firm and steady on my hips. “Just relax,” he murmured softly, his voice low and soothing. The words sent a thrill through me. 
			

			
				He poured a generous amount of lube onto his hand and began to apply it to himself. I could hear the slick sound as he stroked his cock, preparing himself. He then used his fingers to spread some of the cool liquid against me, circling the tight ring of muscle at my rear entrance before gently pressing one finger inside.
			

			
				Slowly, he worked me open, adding another finger, giving my body time to adjust. Andy reached up and cupped my face, pulling me down into a kiss. His tongue danced with mine, and the distraction of his touch helped me relax further. By the time Peter positioned the head of his cock at my entrance, I felt ready.
			

			
				Slowly, carefully, he began to press inside me. The stretch was intense but not painful. With Andy still inside my cunt, it was a feeling I’d never experienced before. I moaned into Andy’s mouth as Peter slid deeper, his hands steadying my hips to guide me. The fullness of having both of them inside me was overwhelming, a deep, all-encompassing pressure that sent sparks of pleasure shooting through my body.
			

			
				Barbara knelt beside us, her hand stroking my hair. “Good girl,” she whispered. “You’re taking it so well.”
			

			
				As Peter began to move, his slow thrusts perfectly complemented Andy’s. My body was on fire, each movement heightening the sensations, pushing me closer to the edge. Every nerve ending seemed to come alive, and I lost myself completely in the intensity of the moment, feeling their cocks rubbing against each other with just my walls separating them.
			

			
				My moans grew louder, unrestrained, as their movements intensified. Andy’s hands gripped my waist tightly, while Peter’s strong fingers dug into my hips from behind, each thrust pushing me closer to a breaking point I didn’t even know existed.
			

			
				“Oh god,” I gasped, my head falling back as the pleasure built to an unstoppable crescendo. My body quivered, trembling under their combined efforts. “I’m going to…”
			

			
				The words broke off into a scream as my orgasm hit like a tidal wave. It was unlike anything I’d ever experienced before, deeper, rawer, and more intense. My entire body convulsed, every muscle tightening as the release surged through me, leaving me shaking and gasping for air. My inner walls clenched hard around both men, drawing groans from them as well. My vision blurred, and my nails dug into Andy’s chest as wave after wave of ecstasy rolled through me, unrelenting in its intensity.
			

			
				Peter groaned behind me, his pace faltering as he was pushed over the edge by the tight spasms of my climax. With a deep groan, he thrust one last time, his cock pulsing as he came. I felt the warmth of his release filling my ass.
			

			
				Andy wasn’t far behind. His hands gripped my waist even harder, his hips snapping up to meet mine in a series of frantic thrusts. “Claire… fuck…” he managed to moan. With a loud groan, he reached his own climax, his cock throbbing as he emptied himself deep inside me.
			

			
				We collapsed together, our bodies a tangle of sweaty limbs and satisfied sighs as their release leaked out of me. My chest heaved as I tried to catch my breath, the aftershocks still rippling through my body. 
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I panted. “Thank you so much, that was amazing.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We lounged together on the sprawling bed and drank wine naked for a while, but with a little encouragement from Barbara the men were soon getting hard again. Her hand slipped to Peter’s lap, stroking him back to hardness and had him groaning in no time. Andy wasn’t far behind, his own arousal reawakening under her wet lips.
			

			
				Barbara turned to me, her expression playful. “Care to join us again, darling?”
			

			
				I was too exhausted and sore to want to do anything. I shook my head with a smile. “I think I’ll sit this one out. But I’d love to watch.”
			

			
				They both took a turn fucking her in her pussy and her ass, and then they took her together like they had me. It was the most erotic thing I’d ever witnessed. Barbara was utterly uninhibited, her head thrown back in ecstasy as the two men worked together to bring her pleasure. Her cries filled the room, raw and unrestrained, as her body was stretched and filled to the limit.
			

			
				I couldn’t tear my eyes away as she came undone, her curvy body trembling violently as a powerful orgasm overtook her. She screamed, her voice hoarse with pleasure, her nails digging into Peter’s shoulders as she held onto him for support. Her legs shook as wave after wave of ecstasy coursed through her, leaving her gasping and clinging to the men who continued to move within her, drawing out every last tremor of her climax.
			

			
				Finally, the two men filled her with their cum and Barbara collapsed onto the bed with a satisfied sigh, her hair a wild ginger mess and her skin glowing.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				After the excitement of the night before, we slept late. It was our last full day at the resort, and I decided we should attend one of the educational classes. Over lunch on the terrace, I flicked through the resort’s welcome pack, looking for something that would make our final day as memorable as the rest.
			

			
				“Ooh, look at this one,” I said, holding the booklet out to Andy. “Couples’ Introduction to Tantra. It says it’s about connection, intimacy, and prolonging pleasure.”
			

			
				Andy raised an eyebrow, his grin widening as he poured me another glass of wine. “I’m up for anything,” he said. “Plus, I’ve always been curious about that stuff. Let’s do it.”
			

			
				I booked us in through the resort app, and two hours later, we found ourselves in a softly lit studio. The room was serene, with cushions scattered on the floor and a faint aroma of incense wafting in the air. About ten other couples were there, dressed in their resort robes and sat cross-legged on mats. Everyone looked relaxed yet eager.
			

			
				A calm, middle-aged woman in flowing robes greeted us with a warm smile. “Welcome to your introduction to tantra. My name is Priya, and I’ll be your guide for this session. Tantra is about deepening connection; physical, emotional, and spiritual, while celebrating sexuality. Today, we’ll explore ways to be fully present with your partner.”
			

			
				Andy and I exchanged a glance, and I could see he was as curious as I was.
			

			
				Priya started by having us all strip naked and then guided us through some gentle breathing exercises, encouraging us to synchronise our breaths while holding our partner’s gaze. At first, it felt awkward, especially with all the other naked couples. I kept wanting to giggle, but as we settled into the rhythm, I began to find it easier. I could feel Andy’s energy, his steady breaths grounding me, and my body began to relax.
			

			
				“Now, place your hands on your partner’s heart,” Priya instructed. “Feel their heartbeat. Let your touch communicate love and gratitude.”
			

			
				Andy’s hand was warm and solid on my chest, and as I mirrored the gesture, I felt a swell of affection for him. The simple act of focusing on each other in this way was unexpectedly intimate.
			

			
				Priya then led us into an exercise called the "tantric embrace." Sitting face-to-face with Andy, our knees touching, I wrapped my arms around him, our foreheads pressed together. “Focus on the connection,” she said softly. “Let the world fall away until there is only the two of you.”
			

			
				The next part of the session focused on touch. Priya handed each couple a small bottle of oil. “Take turns exploring your partner’s body,” she instructed. “This isn’t about rushing or reaching a goal. It’s about discovering what feels good, for both of you.”
			

			
				Andy went first, his hands gliding over my shoulders, arms, and back. His touch was slow and deliberate, and every stroke sent a ripple of warmth through me. When it was my turn, I poured a small amount of oil into my palms, warming it between my hands before running them over his chest and down his arms. His muscles flexed under my touch, and I couldn’t help but smile at how responsive he was.
			

			
				Priya led us onto the next exercise. “Now you will explore your partner’s pleasure centres with care and attention. Stimulate each other sexually, but this is not about rushing to climax,” she said.
			

			
				The couples around us began to move closer to each other. Andy and I positioned ourselves on the large cushion provided, sitting cross-legged and facing each other.
			

			
				Andy was the first to reach out, his hands warm and oiled as they slid up my thighs. He looked into my eyes as he reached the apex of my legs, cupping me softly on my mound, over my folds. The sensation was tender but I felt my arousal building, and I let out a quiet gasp. Around the room, I could hear other couples reacting similarly, soft moans and whispered breaths weaving through the intimate atmosphere.
			

			
				Andy’s fingers explored me, his movements were slow and deliberate, circling and stroking in a way that made my skin tingle. Then he slipped his fingers inside me, exploring the textures of my vagina. When he touched a particularly sensitive part I moaned softly, letting him know to focus there for a while. He’d never explored me so slowly and intimately before. “Is this good?” he asked softly.
			

			
				“Perfect,” I whispered back. I saw that his cock was starting to get hard. I reached out with my hands, wrapping them both around his shaft and stroking in a circular motion. His sharp intake of breath sent a thrill through me, and I smiled, moving my hand all over his penis and balls, guided by the subtle twitches and sounds he made.
			

			
				The studio’s atmosphere grew heavier with arousal. Each couple’s soft moans became louder gasps and groans of pleasure. Priya encouraged us, offering guidance when needed. “Now, if you and your partner feel ready, you may progress to penetration. Maintain eye contact, take it slowly and let your breathing align. This is about blending your energies, not about chasing release.”
			

			
				I straddled Andy’s lap, his cock pressing firmly against my entrance. “Are you okay?” he asked softly, his hands resting on my hips.
			

			
				“Yes,” I replied. I lowered myself slowly, taking him inch by inch, my walls stretching to accommodate him. I could feel his heartbeat in his cock. We both let out soft moans as our bodies joined, the intensity of the connection almost overwhelming.
			

			
				Andy’s hands slid to my ass, holding me steady as I began to gently rock my hips. Each movement sent waves of pleasure radiating through me, slow and deep. His eyes never left mine, the intimacy of the moment grounding us both in the present. I pressed my body as close as I could against him, he was very hard and his cock reached a place so deep inside me it almost took my breath away.
			

			
				Around us, the room was alive with the quiet sounds of love and connection; soft gasps and the occasional deep moan. It was beautiful, not at all like the wild, frantic passion of the previous night, but something slower, deeper, and more profound.
			

			
				The sensations built gradually, a smouldering fire that grew hotter with every moment. My hands rested on his shoulders, my fingers digging into his skin as I felt the tension in my core begin to build. We rocked gently together, our eyes locked together. I lost track of time, but it seemed to last forever as we wallowed in the sensations of his hard cock gripped by my cunt.
			

			
				Finally, the wave crested. My head fell back, and I let out a soft cry as the most intense orgasm I’d ever had washed over me, warm and all-encompassing. It felt like my brain was turned off and then turned back on again. My cunt started clenching and contracting on Andy’s shaft and seconds later he came too. A low groan escaped his lips as his hands tightened on my hips, pulling me flush against him as he released deep inside me.
			

			
				When it was over, we stayed like that for a moment, foreheads pressed together as we caught our breath. Around us, other couples were reaching their climaxes, the sounds blending together like erotic music. Andy’s cock was still inside me, hard and throbbing.
			

			
				Priya’s voice returned. “Thank your partner for sharing this experience with you,” she said.
			

			
				Andy cupped my face, kissing me softly. “Thank you,” he whispered.
			

			
				I smiled, brushing his hair away from his forehead. “Thank you,” I replied, my heart full.
			

			
				As we cleaned up and prepared to leave, the room buzzed with quiet murmurs and satisfied whispers. The session had been unlike anything we’d ever experienced; intimate, transformative, and utterly unforgettable.
			

			
				Back in the sunlight, Andy squeezed my hand. “So, what’s next?” he asked with a playful grin.
			

			
				I laughed. “Let’s see where the day takes us.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was still only mid-afternoon, so we decided to have a naked swim in the outdoor pool. We were feeling much more confident now, strolling down to the pool without even our robes on. The afternoon sun cast a golden glow over the pool area as we stepped onto the warm stone tiles. The gentle sound of laughter and splashing water filled the air, and I felt a rush of liberation walking so freely amongst the others, completely naked.
			

			
				Quite a few couples were already there, some sitting around on the sunbeds, and some swimming or splashing about in the pool. Andy took my hand, and together we descended the pool’s steps, the cool water a refreshing contrast against the heat of the day. Occasionally, we exchanged friendly smiles and nods with the others, the atmosphere relaxed and welcoming.
			

			
				“This has been an amazing weekend,” Andy said, brushing a strand of wet hair from my face.
			

			
				I smiled at him. “It really has. I feel like we’ve learned so much about ourselves, and each other.”
			

			
				After a little more swimming, we climbed out and padded to an empty pair of sunbeds. The heat of the sun warmed our damp skin as we stretched out, each grabbing a book we’d brought down earlier.
			

			
				It wasn’t long before I became absorbed in my novel, the pages turning steadily as the poolside noises became background ambience. Andy was beside me, equally engrossed, occasionally shifting to find a more comfortable position.
			

			
				A soft voice broke the tranquillity. “Nice day, isn’t it?”
			

			
				I looked up to see a smiling black couple on the sunbeds next to us. They were both stunning. The woman, her smooth, dark skin glowing in the sunlight had a large afro that framed her face. She had heavy breasts, and thick dark hair under her arms and between her legs. The man, although below average in height, had a very muscular frame and a large, soft cock resting casually on his leg.
			

			
				“It really is,” I replied, sitting up slightly. “Perfect for a swim and some sun.”
			

			
				“I’m Nia,” the woman said, extending a hand with a warm smile.
			

			
				“And I’m Darius,” the man added. He got up and came and shook our hands. I couldn’t help notice his cock swaying as he did so. Then he sat back down, perching on his partner’s sunbed.
			

			
				“I’m Claire, and this is Andy,” I replied.
			

			
				“First time here?” Nia asked, putting a hand on Darius’s thigh.
			

			
				“Yes,” Andy said. “We’ve never done anything like this before. Actually, it was a bit of an accident.”
			

			
				Darius laughed. “That’s how it starts. We were the same on our first visit, nervous but curious. It didn’t take long for us to feel at home.”
			

			
				Nia nodded in agreement. “This place has a way of opening you up. Not just in, you know, that way,” she said with a playful laugh, “but emotionally too. How long are you here for?”
			

			
				“Oh, we have to leave first thing tomorrow,” I said with a sigh.
			

			
				“Well, you must come to the sexuality workshop this evening,” said Nia, “It’s the highlight of the week. I promise you won’t be disappointed.”
			

			
				I noticed that Darius’s hand was rubbing Nia’s thigh, running up and down close to her thick, black bush. His cock twitched, and it looked like it was getting a little harder.
			

			
				“We’ll be sure to check it out,” I said, intrigued. I felt my face flushing at the continued touching between the other couple.
			

			
				“You know,” said Nia, her voice purring, “There’s still a few hours until dinner. Would you like to play with us?”
			

			
				I glanced over at Andy, his eyes were shining. I could tell he was attracted to Nia, his cock was semi-hard. “I think we would like that,” I said, my heart suddenly pounding in my chest.
			

			
				I expected to go back to their villa, but Nia got up and walked over to Andy’s sunbed. She swung her leg over him, straddling his thighs. She leaned over, her belly touching his cock, which was now throbbing and standing to attention. Her large breasts hung down to his chest, her nipples rubbing against him as she moved. She gave him a long, wet kiss on the mouth, their tongues touching.
			

			
				Darius moved over to my sunbed. His muscles were even more imposing up close. He put his arm around me, and leaned in for a kiss. I put my hand on his shoulder, running my hand down over his firm biceps. Our lips met and I felt a surge of arousal through my whole body. His hand strayed up my side, brushing against the side of my breast. I gave him an encouraging moan and he started to rub my nipple with his thumb, making it harden.
			

			
				He lay down next to me, and we kissed some more. I could feel his big cock, now fully hard and pressing against my leg. My hand drifted down, tracing a finger along the length of his shaft, feeling it twitch in response. His kisses moved to my neck, lips brushing the sensitive skin just below my ear, while his cock pulsed under my touch. I wrapped my hand around it and felt its weight. It was so big and hard. His mouth reached my nipple. He teased it with his tongue and then gave it a sharp suck, making me gasp.
			

			
				Then his hand slid down between my legs, his fingers brushing against my wet folds already waiting for him. I parted my legs wide, a flush of daring and arousal washing over me. I didn’t care that the others at the pool might catch a glimpse of me fully exposed.
			

			
				His thick fingers pressed inside me, not one or two, but three at once, filling me with a delicious stretch. A loud moan escaped my lips as my body lifted off the sunbed in response to the deep, intense intrusion. His free hand gripped my hip, holding me in place as he began to move his fingers in and out, curling them slightly to hit the perfect spot inside me.
			

			
				Darius’s fingers continued their relentless rhythm, plunging deep inside me as his thumb found my clit. The pressure was perfect, firm, deliberate, and sending sparks of ecstasy coursing through my entire body. One hand gripped his arm, the other his cock, as I tried to steady myself, but the pleasure was too overwhelming.
			

			
				“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered, my hips lifting to meet each thrust of his hand. His thumb pressed in slow, teasing circles over my clit, every movement calculated to drive me higher. My body trembled as the sensation built, an unstoppable wave of pleasure rising within me.
			

			
				I was vaguely aware of the world around me, the warm sun on my skin, the murmur of voices from the pool, and the knowledge that people could see everything that was happening. It only heightened my arousal, the exhibitionism adding a thrilling edge to the already intense moment.
			

			
				Darius leaned closer, his lips close to my ear. “Come for me,” he growled softly.
			

			
				That was all it took. My body tensed, my thighs clenching around his hand as a powerful orgasm crashed over me. I cried out, loud and uninhibited, as my body convulsed in pure ecstasy. The intensity left me shaking, my toes curling as wave after wave of pleasure rippled through me.
			

			
				I felt my arousal dripping down onto the sunbed, my breaths coming in ragged gasps as I tried to regain my composure. Darius withdrew his fingers slowly, his thumb lingering for a moment longer to send aftershocks coursing through me. I realised I was still gripping his cock tightly and I gave it a stroke.
			

			
				Remembering the others, I looked over at Nia and Andy. She had moved down slightly and was bobbing her head up and down on his cock, lifting all the way off and then moving down to take him all the way into her throat, her lips pressing against his body and her tongue sticking out to lick at the base of his cock.
			

			
				Nia saw me watching. She gave me a smirk and climbed back up Andy until she was hovering above his cock. Still looking me in the eyes, she guided his cock between her folds and sank down on him. Her eyes rolled up in her head and she took him all the way inside, letting out a satisfied moan. Then she started rocking her hips, fucking him on the sunbed in full view of everyone in the pool.
			

			
				Darius put his hand on my face, gently guiding my attention back to him and kissing me. He moved between my legs, his hard erection already pressing against my mound. He adjusted the angle with his hand and then he was inside me, thrusting deep into my cunt and making me cry out as he stretched me deliciously. I lifted my legs up to take him even deeper, aware that anyone in the pool would be able to see my tight, pink lips stretched to their limit around his dark shaft.
			

			
				The pressure built and built inside me. When I heard Nia cry out as she came on Andy’s cock, it pushed me over the edge too and I came hard, my nails digging into Darius’s strong back as he thrust up inside me.
			

			
				Darius was close. “Where do you want me to come?” he asked, sounding out of breath.
			

			
				I had a sudden urge to taste him. “In my mouth,” I said. He pulled out, and stood over me. I took his cock into my mouth and seconds later I felt it twitch as the first load filled my mouth. I swallowed, and then his cock twitched again, releasing the second load. There was so much I couldn’t swallow it all and it spilled out of my mouth, running down my breasts. As more and more throbbed out, I gave up trying to swallow and just let it run down my face and on to my body.
			

			
				When he finally finished coming, I looked over at the others. Nia was on her hands and knees with Andy pumping into her from behind, her large breasts swinging back and forth. With a loud groan he thrust deep inside her, and I knew that he was flooding her cunt with his release.
			

			
				We collapsed back onto the sunbeds. I couldn’t believe we’d just fucked this couple we’d only just met, in full view of all the people in the pool. This would have been inconceivable only a couple of days ago, but now it was our reality and I loved it.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 11
			

			
				 
			

			
				After a shower and then an enjoyable dinner with Nia and Darius, we made our way to the main hall for the intimacy workshop. The air buzzed with quiet excitement as couples gathered, all dressed in their finest from dinner, looking radiant and eager.
			

			
				The hall itself was softly lit, with candles lining the edges, plush mats laid out in neat rows on the floor and cushions around the outside. At the front of the room stood the host: a wiry, older man with long grey hair tied back in a ponytail, his weathered face radiating warmth. He was already naked except for dozens of necklaces and friendship bands on his wrists.
			

			
				“Welcome, everyone,” he said, his voice deep and soothing. “I’m Theo, and tonight is about connection. So, let’s start by shedding what we don’t need.”
			

			
				There was a murmur of nervous laughter as Theo motioned to the group. “Off with the clothes, my friends. Let’s meet each other as we truly are.”
			

			
				Slowly, couples began undressing, revealing bodies of all shapes, sizes, and ages. The air seemed to grow warmer as layers of fabric were discarded, until the room was filled with the glow of bare skin.
			

			
				I slipped out of my dress, folding it neatly and placing it on a chair, and felt a rush of liberation as the cool air brushed against my skin once more. Andy followed suit, giving me a wink as he stepped out of his trousers. Around us, smiles and reassuring nods passed between couples, creating an atmosphere of camaraderie.
			

			
				Theo clapped his hands together. “Wonderful. Now, let’s begin with some relaxation. Lie down on your mats, close your eyes, and just... breathe. Let the weight of the day melt away.”
			

			
				The room fell quiet except for the sound of deep, steady breathing. Theo’s voice guided us through the exercise, encouraging us to let go of any tension. “Feel the ground beneath you, supporting you. Feel the energy in the room, connecting you to everyone here.”
			

			
				I felt Andy’s hand find mine, our fingers intertwining. After several minutes, Theo’s voice gently brought us back. “Now, let’s start connecting. You’re going to introduce yourselves to as many people as you can. When you meet someone, tell them something you like about them. It could be their smile, their energy, their eyes. Then give them a hug. Let’s see how much love we can create in this room.”
			

			
				The couples stirred, sitting up and smiling at one another. We stood up, all naked, and began to mingle around the room. The first person to approach me was a woman in her fifties with short silver hair and kind, crinkled eyes. “You have such a warm energy,” she said. She leaned in, wrapping her arms around me in a firm but gentle hug and I felt her large, sagging breasts against me.
			

			
				“Thank you,” I said, feeling a burst of warmth at her words. “Your eyes light up the room.”
			

			
				We parted with a shared laugh, and I turned to find Andy mid-embrace with a tall man who had a sculpted physique and a booming laugh. “Mate, I’ve got to say, your confidence is inspiring,” the man said to Andy.
			

			
				As I moved through the room, I found myself exchanging compliments and hugs with people of all shapes, sizes, and ages. A petite brunette with a pixie haircut admired my curves. “The shape of your bottom is so perfect,” she said. “May I touch it?”
			

			
				“Of course,” I replied, and she ran her hands down the curve of my back and over my ass.
			

			
				“I love your hair,” I told her, “I wish I had the confidence to do something like that with mine.”
			

			
				Each interaction felt natural, even exhilarating. I met a man with a salt-and-pepper beard and the longest dick I had ever seen. I couldn’t help making that the subject of my admiration. “Your penis is so long,” I told him, “I love the way it hangs down so low.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” he replied. “Your breasts are so perfect, full and heavy, yet not too big.”
			

			
				“Would you like to touch them?” I asked, feeling bold. He was very attractive.
			

			
				We embraced, his hands running up my side and over the curves of my breasts. It felt natural to kiss him, our lips parting slightly so our tongues could touch. His thumbs found my nipples and made me gasp with pleasure. I reach down, wrapping my hand around his enormous, soft cock and feeling the smooth skin on his shaft. But too soon, we had to move on to other people.
			

			
				Andy and I crossed paths several times, exchanging quick smiles or winks as we mingled. I saw him hugging other people, and after a long cuddle with a very buxom young woman in her early twenties, I saw his cock was semi-erect.
			

			
				Eventually, Theo clapped his hands, drawing everyone’s attention. “Beautiful, absolutely beautiful,” he said, his voice filled with admiration. “Look around you. Feel the energy in this room, the connections you’ve made. This is what true intimacy is about.”
			

			
				“Now, for the next part of our workshop, we’re going to dive a little deeper into connection and trust,” he said. “I’d like everyone to lie down on the mats. Try to position yourselves so you’re touching as many others as possible. Cuddle up close to each other.”
			

			
				There was a murmur of conversation as couples exchanged glances, but everyone began moving. Andy and I found a spot together, and as we lay down, the young woman I had seen Andy aroused by cuddled up close to me on the other side. I felt the coolness of the mat under my back and the warmth of her body. She was very pretty, with wide eyes and long dark hair. Her breasts were small and round, and beneath her arms were patches of soft, dark hair.
			

			
				Theo walked around the room, his calm presence reassuring. “This exercise is about trust and surrender. Let yourself relax into the contact, feel the energy of those around you.”
			

			
				The room settled into a hush, filled only with the sound of soft breathing. I saw that Nia was next to Andy, her hands running up and down his thigh. I turned back to the woman next to me.
			

			
				She gave me a smile. “I’m Lauren,” she said softly, “May I touch you?”
			

			
				“Yes please,” I replied, feeling a heat between my legs. “Can I touch you?”
			

			
				“Oh yes,” she breathed. “I’d like you to touch me anywhere you desire.”
			

			
				Behind me, Andy’s hand stroked my ass, his fingers tracing soothing circles. There was a gasp from Nia and I guessed he was touching her too. But my attention was entirely on Lauren. 
			

			
				Lauren’s smile deepened, and her hand moved to rest lightly on my arm. Her fingers were soft but confident as they trailed up to my shoulder, sending a pleasant shiver through me. I let my hand rest on her hip, feeling the curve of her body beneath my palm.
			

			
				“You have beautiful skin,” she whispered.
			

			
				“Thank you,” I said. “So do you.”
			

			
				Her hand moved to my chest, her fingers tracing the swell of my breast. I felt her touch pause, her eyes meeting mine as if asking for permission. I gave a small nod, and her palm cupped me gently, her thumb brushing across my nipple.
			

			
				A soft gasp escaped my lips as a wave of pleasure coursed through me. “That feels… really nice,” I murmured, my own hand sliding up her side to mirror her touch. Her small nipple was already hard under my fingertips, and she let out a soft moan when I stroked it.
			

			
				Lauren leaned in closer, her breath warm against my cheek. “May I kiss you?” she asked.
			

			
				“Yes,” I whispered, my heart pounding.
			

			
				Her lips met mine, soft and tentative at first. I responded eagerly, deepening the kiss as our hands continued exploring each other. The kiss grew more passionate, our tongues meeting and entwining. I could feel the heat radiating from her body, her soft moans vibrating against my lips as I continued to tease her nipple.
			

			
				Her hand drifted lower, sliding over my stomach and down to the sensitive area between my legs. I gasped into her mouth as her fingers brushed against the hair on my mound, her touch sending jolts of pleasure through me.
			

			
				“Is this okay?” she asked softly.
			

			
				“Yes,” I replied breathlessly, parting my legs slightly to give her better access.
			

			
				Her fingers moved confidently, stroking me with a precision that made my head fall back. I could barely think, the sensation of her touch overwhelming me. I slid my hand down her body, hesitating for only a moment before finding her wetness. She let out a soft cry as I began to return her touch, our movements mirroring each other.
			

			
				Around us, the sounds of gasps and moans filled the room. Andy’s ass was pressed against mine, and I could tell Nia was stroking his cock while he fingered her. I took a moment to look around the room to see what the others were doing.
			

			
				Nearby, the man with the salt-and-pepper beard and the very long penis had his head between a woman’s legs. He was holding her folds open with his fingers as he pleasured her with his tongue. Another couple lay entwined, their mouths locked in a deep kiss, their hands exploring each other's bodies freely. I saw Darius reclining on a cushion. There were two older women bent over him, both of them running their tongues up his hard shaft as their large, sagging breasts hung down nearly to the floor.
			

			
				But Lauren’s fingers drew me back to my own connection as they moved with purpose, circling my clit and applying more pressure. 
			

			
				“You’re so beautiful,” she murmured, her mouth nibbling at my ear.
			

			
				“So are you,” I managed to reply, though my voice was shaky from the overwhelming sensation. My fingers slid between her folds and found her slick with arousal. I pushed two fingers into her eager cunt. She let out a soft cry, her hips moving against my hand. She was soaking wet, her muscles gripping my fingers as I felt the smooth textures inside.
			

			
				The sounds around us grew more urgent. I glanced over to see a woman straddling her partner, her breasts swaying as she guided his cock inside her. Across from them, another pair had shifted into a position where she was on all fours. Her partner knelt behind her, his tongue exploring her ass as she moaned into the cushions..
			

			
				Lauren’s lips found mine again, cutting off my distracted thoughts. Her kiss was more desperate now, her body pressing against mine as we both squirmed with pleasure. I continued to explore her depths with my fingers and felt her walls clench tightly around me. 
			

			
				“Right there,” she gasped. “Keep doing that.” I pressed and rubbed against that part of her and she moaned loudly. “You’ll make me come,” she groaned.
			

			
				I intensified my motions, concentrating on that one area, just inside her opening. Suddenly she gripped me tightly, her whole body tensing. She held her breath, and then with a loud cry as she finally exhaled, she came undone. I held her as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over her, her orgasm lasting far longer than I would have imagined.
			

			
				When she finally came down, she pushed me roughly back onto the cushions. “I owe you an orgasm,” she smirked.
			

			
				She bent down between my legs, her tongue licking me up my soaking wet slit and then circling my clit. My back arched as she went to work, her expert tongue quickly making the pressure build within me. A man I recognised as her partner moved closer to watch. He was fit and strong looking, in his early twenties too. I felt a thrill as he stared at my open and swollen cunt while his partner sucked my clit. His thick cock was starting upright and throbbing.
			

			
				 Suddenly I came, my thighs gripping her head as my body shook with bliss. But Lauren didn’t stop, she inserted two fingers into me, feeling my walls contract and continued to lick and suck at my clit. Her partner moved behind her, positioning his cock at her own opening. With a hard thrust of his hips, he entered her, making her moan into my pussy.
			

			
				He started fucking her hard from behind. She stopped licking me and looked up at me from between my legs, her mouth and chin wet with my essence. It was such a sexy sight, seeing the pleasure and ecstasy in her eyes as she met my glaze while being penetrated hard from behind. Still looking at me, mouth open, suddenly she came. Her eyes rolled up in her head and she let out a loud scream of pleasure.
			

			
				I sat up and looked around the room as we caught our breath. Quite a lot of couples were fucking now. And not just in couples, they were in groups of threes and fours. Andy was on top of an Asian woman, his cock stretching her tight lips wide around his thick cock. Her diminutive frame only made his cock look even thicker than normal. As I watched, his ass pumped up and down and she came on his dick, her white, sticky essence leaking from her cunt and gathering at the base of his cock.
			

			
				Seeing that made me so desperately horny, I decided I needed a dick myself. Lauren’s partner had just pulled out of her, so I wrapped my arms around him, kissing him. My hand went to his cock, feeling how wet he was from Lauren’s pussy. I pulled him back onto the cushions and his cock entered me easily, sliding right up inside my cunt and making me moan with pleasure at finally being filled.
			

			
				I didn’t know his name, but his tongue entered my mouth and he started to fuck me hard into the cushions. He didn’t hold back. His thrusts were hard and deliberate, each one driving me further into the soft cushions beneath us. I clung to him, my nails raking down his back as he pounded into me, leaving me breathless and dizzy with pleasure. Our bodies moved together in perfect rhythm, his cock hitting just the right spot with every thrust deep inside me.
			

			
				I couldn’t hold back my cries, and I could hear the soft gasps and moans of the others around us blending with my own. My partner’s breathing grew heavier, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his release.
			

			
				With a groan, he pulled out of me at the last second, his cock twitching as his hot cum spilled across my belly in thick, warm spurts. I gasped at the sensation, my body still trembling from the intensity of our fucking. Lauren appeared beside us, her cheeks flushed and her lips parted in a dirty smile. Her tongue darted out, licking up his release from my skin. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Just as Lauren finished, another man approached, his cock already hard and ready. He looked at me with a silent question, his hand gently stroking his erection. I nodded, spreading my legs to welcome him.
			

			
				The new man positioned himself between my legs, his hands firm but gentle as they slid along my thighs. His cock brushed against my slick folds, teasing me, making my body arch instinctively toward him. I reached down, wrapping my hand around him and guiding him to my entrance.
			

			
				With a smooth, deliberate motion, he slid inside me. I gasped, clutching at his arms as he started to move, his thrusts slow and purposeful at first. He was different, more methodical, his strokes deep and measured, as though he wanted to savour every sensation as my vagina wrapped around his shaft.
			

			
				Above me, his eyes met mine, and there was an intensity in his gaze that sent a shiver through me. His hands roamed my body, one cupping my breast and rolling my nipple between his fingers, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.
			

			
				Around us, the sounds of the room grew more heated. Everyone was fucking. I saw Andy with a woman on all fours. He was fucking her mouth, spit pouring down her chin, while another man fucked her from behind.
			

			
				“Don’t stop,” I gasped to the man fucking me. “I’m so close.”
			

			
				His grip on my breast tightened, and he drove into me with a renewed urgency. My body tensed, every muscle coiling as the heat in my core exploded into a powerful orgasm. I cried out, my body trembling violently as waves of ecstasy rippled through me.
			

			
				He didn’t stop, riding out my climax until I was a quivering, breathless mess beneath him. But I knew his own release was close. He pulled out and I quickly swung round to take his cock in my mouth. With a firm throb, the first load filled my mouth. I tried to swallow some, but his cock throbbed again and the second load overflowed my mouth, running down my chin and over my breasts. He came again and again, so much cum that soon my breasts were covered in it.
			

			
				Another woman joined me, the two of us licking the cum off his shaft. She massaged his balls at the same time, and he stayed hard. Soon he turned to her and his cock stretched her pussy open as he started to fuck her.
			

			
				I barely had time to catch my breath before I felt a familiar hand around my waist. Looking up, I saw Ben, his big, black cock standing hard and ready. He flashed me that confident smile I remembered so well from the lake.
			

			
				“Mind if I join in?” he asked.
			

			
				“Not at all,” I breathed, my arousal flaring up again.
			

			
				Ben lay back on the cushions, his cock pointing skyward. I straddled him, my knees sinking into the plush fabric on either side of his hips. Gripping the base of his shaft, I lowered myself onto him, his thick length stretching me inch by inch. A deep moan escaped my lips as he filled me completely, the fit so snug it made my whole body hum with pleasure.
			

			
				Samantha appeared beside us, her eyes dark with lust. “You look so good together,” she purred, running her hand up Ben’s chest before leaning in toward me.
			

			
				I met her halfway, our lips colliding in a hungry kiss. Her hands roamed my body, cupping my breasts and teasing my nipples until they were hard and sensitive. I rocked my hips against Ben, his cock hitting all the right spots inside me as he matched my rhythm with firm thrusts. I let out a moan into Sam’s mouth and Ben’s hands gripped my waist as I rode him harder.
			

			
				Samantha’s lips left mine, trailing down my neck. Her fingers joined Ben’s on my hips, guiding my movements. Suddenly, I felt her hand slide lower, her fingers grazing the curve of my ass.
			

			
				“Relax,” she murmured. “Let me make this even better for you.”
			

			
				I gasped as her finger circled my tight rear entrance, applying gentle pressure. The sensation was new and intense, sending a spark of pleasure shooting through my entire body. Slowly, she slid her finger inside, the penetration making me arch my back and press down harder on Ben.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” I whimpered, the combination of sensations pushing me to the edge.
			

			
				Samantha kissed my neck as she worked her finger deeper, her other hand slipping between my legs to rub my clit in time with Ben’s thrusts. My whole body felt like it was on fire, every nerve ending alight with pleasure.
			

			
				“Don’t stop,” I begged.
			

			
				Ben groaned beneath me, his cock throbbing as my walls clenched around him. “You’re so tight,” he panted, his thrusts growing more urgent.
			

			
				Sam pushed a second finger into my ass, stretching me open. The building tension inside me finally snapped, and I cried out, my body convulsing as a powerful orgasm tore through me. I shook uncontrollably, clinging to Samantha as she held me steady, her fingers still moving inside me as I rode out the waves of pleasure.
			

			
				“We need to find you another dick,” smirked Sam. She grabbed a man walking past with a big erection. “You. Fuck my friend in the ass.”
			

			
				The man’s eyes lit up, and he didn’t hesitate for a second. Kneeling behind me, I paused for a moment on Ben’s cock as the new man spread lube generously on his shaft and then on my ass. His hands gripped my hips, steadying me as he lined himself up.
			

			
				When he pushed inside, the stretch was intense but deeply satisfying, sending a shockwave of pleasure through my entire body. My eyes rolled back, and I nearly came again from the sensation of being completely filled by both men.
			

			
				“Fuck, yes,” I moaned as they started moving together.
			

			
				Ben thrust upward into my cunt while the man behind me began sliding in and out of my ass. They found a rhythm, each stroke perfectly timed to keep me suspended in a state of blissful ecstasy. Samantha knelt beside me, her hands caressing my breasts, fingers teasing my hardened nipples.
			

			
				“You’re incredible to watch,” she murmured, leaning in to kiss me deeply. Her tongue swept into my mouth, adding another layer of stimulation to the mix. It didn’t take long before I was spiralling again, my body clenching around both men as another orgasm overtook me.
			

			
				They kept going, their movements relentless as I rode wave after wave of pleasure. I came again, and suddenly it was too much, my body too sensitive. I rolled off Ben, still shaking. Samantha eagerly took my place, guiding his cock into her blonde bush. The other man was still in position and he pushed his cock into her ass. They both started to fuck her hard, making her go crazy with ecstasy, her huge breasts swinging around and slapping together.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I decided to move around the room and watch for a while to allow my body to recover. My legs felt unsteady as I eased off the cushions. Grabbing a glass of water from a nearby table, I sipped it slowly, I hadn’t realised how thirsty I was and the coolness soothed my throat.
			

			
				The scene unfolding around me was like something out of a wonderful dream, bodies intertwined, glistening with sweat, moving together in a rhythm. The air was thick with moans, gasps and screams of pleasure. It was a wonderfully hedonistic event, a full-on actual orgy. And I was a part of it.
			

			
				Nearby, a trio was tangled on a large cushion, their limbs a blur as they explored one another’s bodies. A woman with strikingly short blonde hair leaned over a man’s broad chest, her lips teasing his nipples while another man kissed his neck. The two men were sensually stroking each other’s dicks.
			

			
				I was still deeply aroused as I perched on the edge of a nearby cushion, my eyes drinking in the erotic energy of the room. There was something profoundly liberating about witnessing so many people fucking all at once.
			

			
				I wandered closer to one of the couples. It was the tall man with the salt-and-pepper beard and the unusually long cock. His hands were sliding sensually over the curves of his partner, the Asian woman that I had seen with Andy earlier. She was a petite woman with dark, flowing hair, and nipples so dark they were almost black. She turned away from him and bent over some cushions, arching her back as he kissed down her spine. 
			

			
				He spread her cheeks with his hands, and I could see her swollen pink cunt, glistening with wetness and framed with soft, straight pubic hair. He turned slightly, and I saw his massive cock, hard and throbbing now. He guided it between her folds and gently pushed it into her pussy. Her lips spread tight around him and she buried her face in the cushion with a cry of bliss. My heart was pounding in my chest as I watched, my hand straying down between my legs to touch my aching and swollen clit.
			

			
				He started to thrust in her, gradually working his cock deeper and deeper. His firm ass tensed and relaxed as he thrust. I couldn’t resist moving closer. When he saw me, he put his arm around me and pulled me closer, bringing me in for a passionate kiss, even while he continued to fuck the other woman. His hand strayed down, over the curve of my ass and he gave me a spank, making me gasp into his mouth.
			

			
				Breaking away from the kiss, I looked down. His long cock was over half the way inside the Asian woman, and when he pulled out I could see how soaking wet she was. Then he thrust back in, making her moan. Her lips were stretched so tight around his cock, and her small ass made him look even bigger.
			

			
				I put my own hand on his ass, feeling the muscles work as he fucked her. He picked up the pace, making her moan even louder. I was so turned on by watching and touching him while he fucked her, I couldn’t wait for it to be my turn.
			

			
				Suddenly, her back arched and she screamed into the cushions, her whole body shaking. Unable to take the sensations any longer she collapsed onto the cushions, her hand between her legs and body shaking violently. I wrapped my hand around his huge cock, stroking him slowly and enjoying the full, throbbing length.
			

			
				He turned to me, kissing me again even more hungrily as he lay me back on the cushions. I guided his cock to my cunt, gaping and desperate for him. He thrust inside me, all the way in one long, smooth thrust, deeper than I thought possible. I dug my fingers into his back as he filled me and stretched me, my cunt walls gripping his dick tightly.
			

			
				“Oh fuuuck,” I moaned into his mouth, my breath taken away by his huge size inside me.
			

			
				He started to fuck me, firmly and in control. His hands collected my wrists and held them down against the cushions, pinning me to the floor. He picked up the pace, pounding me hard, the sound of his body slapping against me.
			

			
				The Asian woman had recovered from her orgasm and she lay next to me. I turned to kiss her, and she ran her fingers over my breasts, holding me and guiding me as the bearded man fucked me harder and harder.
			

			
				I felt myself starting to spiral out of control, the pressure building inside me. When I came, I came hard, blacking out for a moment as the pleasure consumed me. I felt him tense too, his cock throbbing inside me as my walls gripped him tightly. And then he held himself inside me as I felt his release deep in my cunt, the warm, wet feeling as he flooded my insides.
			

			
				I collapsed back on the cushions, the aftershocks of the orgasm still flowing through my body. The Asian woman stroked me gently, bringing me down and kissing my neck. When the man slowly pulled out, it seemed to take forever for his long cock to finally come out, and when it did there was a loud wet sound. I felt the cum flood out, running down my ass onto the mat below me.
			

			
				But I didn’t get a chance to talk to the man, or find out his name. Two other women soon surrounded him, one of them kissing him while the other licked the cum off of dick. He stayed hard, and they were soon all tangled up together on the cushions.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I climbed unsteadily to my feet. I saw that Barbara and Peter were nearby. Barbara, with her fiery ginger hair glowing in the low light, had two men attending to her. One knelt between her legs, his hands caressing her thighs as his tongue worked her swollen clit. The other stood behind her, gently massaging her shoulders and planting kisses along her freckled back.
			

			
				Barbara’s pale skin glowed in the low light, her voluptuous curves on full display. Her big, ginger bush was impossible to miss, a natural nest of red between her thighs. Peter stood beside her, his broad chest and chiselled body as enticing as ever, his cock already standing tall and ready, wet from her mouth where she had just been sucking him.
			

			
				“Claire, love,” Barbara said, calling me over. “Come and join us.”
			

			
				Barbara’s eyes were warm and inviting. The two men attending to her shifted slightly to make room, their gazes flickering between her and me. I realised I was flushed and sweaty, with cum running down my inner thighs. But then everyone else was in a similar state. I decided to embrace it with confidence.
			

			
				Barbara reached out, taking my hand in hers. She leaned in, her lips brushing softly against mine before deepening the kiss, her tongue teasing mine. Her taste was sweet, a mix of wine and something else. The man between her thighs shifted, his tongue never leaving her clit, but his fingers reached out to touch my leg.
			

			
				I let my hand glide over her soft, curvy figure. Her skin was warm under my touch, her body responsive as I traced the curve of her hip and moved lower. My fingers brushed against her bush, soft and untamed, and she gasped.
			

			
				Peter knelt beside us, his strong hands stroking my back as I explored Barbara. I moved my fingers lower until they slid through her wet folds. She moaned softly, her hips pressing into my touch. Encouraged, I stroked her gently, feeling the heat and slickness of her arousal. The man behind Barbara leaned forward, his hands now massaging my shoulders as well, his touch firm yet soothing. Peter shifted closer, his lips capturing mine in a passionate kiss that left me breathless.
			

			
				The man between Barbara’s legs moved between mine, his tongue firm against my clit. Soon all of them were touching and kissing me. So many hands were on me I didn’t know who was touching me where.
			

			
				Peter moved behind Barbara and held her from behind, while still touching my breast with one hand. With the other he guided his cock into Barbara’s ass. Her mouth opened with surprise and delight and I nibbled at her lip. He started to fuck her in the ass and make her moan. The other two men were holding me. One of them moved behind me and copied Peter, pushing the blunt head of his cock against my rear entrance. He slipped easily inside me, stretching me open. Soon Barbara and I were both being fucked in the ass on our knees, face to face.
			

			
				Barbara’s hand went between my legs and I copied her, sliding my fingers over her ginger bush and finding her gaping wet cunt. We finger fucked each other as the men fucked us, and soon we were both coming hard, holding each other tightly and kissing.
			

			
				The man pulled out of me, and I looked up to see Andy kneeling next to me. It was wonderful to see him again after all the crazy action. I pulled him close, giving him a long kiss and then watching him kiss Barbara. 
			

			
				Andy’s cock was still hard and throbbing, I wrapped my fingers around it. “I want you,” I whispered in his ear.
			

			
				Moving away from the others, Andy lay me down on the cushions. We kissed for a while, and then his cock found its way inside. We started making love, slowly and sensually, yet surrounded by a room full of other people fucking in every way possible. His thrusts were slow and deliberate, his hands exploring my body as though rediscovering me after everything we’d shared that night. Our kisses were deep and unhurried, full of the love and connection that brought us back together.
			

			
				I ran my hands over his back, feeling the tension in his muscles as he moved within me. The sounds of the room around us, the moans, gasps, and cries of pleasure, faded into the background. For a moment, it felt like it was just the two of us, lost in our own world amidst the chaos.
			

			
				Andy’s lips found my neck, planting soft kisses that sent shivers through me. “I love you,” he whispered in my ear.
			

			
				“I love you too,” I moaned, another orgasm rising in my exhausted and aching body. 
			

			
				I arched my hips, meeting each of his thrusts, my body craving him like nothing else. His cock stretched and filled me perfectly, and the deliberate pace made every movement feel like an exquisite tease. “I’ve missed you,” I whispered, cupping his face to look into his eyes.
			

			
				“I have too,” he replied, his gaze locking onto mine. “No one makes me feel the way you do.”
			

			
				His words, combined with the slow grind of his hips, pushed me closer to the edge. Around us, the room was alive with raw passion. I glanced over and caught sight of Barbara tangled with Peter, their bodies moving together in a frenzy. Nia was on top of Darius, her moans echoing across the space as she threw her head back in ecstasy.
			

			
				But my focus snapped back to Andy as he reached down, his thumb finding my clit. He stroked me in time with his thrusts, the pleasure building rapidly. I cried out, clutching at him as my body tightened around his cock.
			

			
				“Come for me, Claire,” Andy whispered, his lips brushing my ear. His words were like a command, and I couldn’t hold back any longer. The orgasm hit me hard, my body trembling as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. My nails dug into Andy’s back as I moaned his name, the world around us dissolving into pure sensation.
			

			
				Andy wasn’t far behind. His thrusts became erratic, and he buried his face in my neck as he came, his body shaking against mine. I felt his warmth spill inside me, and I wrapped my arms around him, holding him close as we rode out the aftershocks together.
			

			
				We stayed like that for a moment, our foreheads pressed together, our breathing gradually slowing. The sounds of the room crept back in, a reminder of where we were.
			

			
				“Shall we go back to our room?” asked Andy, breathing hard.
			

			
				I thought about my sore and sweaty body, used more than it ever had been before. I needed a relaxing bath. “That’s a great idea,” I grinned.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Epilogue
			

			
				 
			

			
				As we drove home and the miles stretched between us and the retreat, an odd mix of exhaustion and exhilaration settled over me. Andy was at the wheel, his hand resting comfortably on my thigh.
			

			
				“That was...” I started, searching for the right words, “incredible. I don’t think I’ll be the same again.”
			

			
				Andy laughed. “I know what you mean. I never thought we’d become swingers, or how freeing it feels.”
			

			
				I nodded, staring out the window as the countryside rolled by. “It’s like we unlocked this whole other level of intimacy. Not just with each other, but with everyone there.”
			

			
				“And now,” Andy said, giving my thigh a playful squeeze, “I’m wondering when we can do it again.”
			

			
				I laughed. “Not for a while, that’s for sure. My parents are not going to babysit for a whole weekend anytime soon.”
			

			
				“We can’t just wait for another weekend away, though,” Andy mused. “There has to be a way to find people nearby. Something low-pressure just for an evening.”
			

			
				“I know,” I said, pulling my phone out of my bag. I navigated to the app store, feeling a rush of excitement. “I heard about these apps. They’re for couples who want to meet other people for... well, you know.”
			

			
				I searched quickly and found one that seemed promising. 
			

			
				I downloaded it and started setting up our profile, laughing as we chose a tasteful yet sexy photo of us together.
			

			
				“‘Couple seeking adventure,’” I read aloud as I typed. “Does that sound too cheesy?”
			

			
				“It sounds perfect,” Andy said, his grin widening. “Add something about us being new but enthusiastic.”
			

			
				As the profile came together, I felt a renewed sense of excitement. This was something we could explore at our own pace, fitting it into our lives when the timing was right. 
			

			
				“Okay,” I said, pressing ‘Save’ and watching the app welcome us to its community. “We’re officially live.”
			

			
				Andy laughed, leaning over to kiss my cheek quickly before focusing back on the road. “Look at you, my adventurous wife. I love it.”
			

			
				By the time we pulled into my parent’s driveway to collect the kids, it felt like we were stepping into the next chapter of our lives; together, stronger, and more open than ever.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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