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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Cabin crew to seats for takeoff.” The announcement came over the intercom, but it was hard to hear over all the noise from the other passengers. The flight to Magaluf was packed, and mainly with stag and hen parties. It was a riot of colourful outfits and laughter.
			

			
				Daisy, my best friend, was sitting next to me. We were both wearing matching pink T-shirts with “Daisy - One Dick Forever” across the front. Daisy was also wearing a mock bride's veil, a tiara, and carrying an inflatable penis.
			

			
				In appearance, she was the complete contrast to me. I was Black, with dark hair tied in braids. I had wide hips, a big ass, and at thirty, my heavy tits had just started to sag. Daisy, on the other hand, couldn’t have been paler, with flowing, bleach blonde hair cascading over her thin shoulders. Her tits were full and perky, straining the fabric of the T-shirt and drawing everyone’s eyes to the outline of her nipples. Her hips and ass were small and cute.
			

			
				“I can’t believe how loud it is on here,” I shouted to her, over the noise of some rugby lads near the front bursting into song.
			

			
				“I know, right?” she agreed. “The cabin crew must be doing their nut.”
			

			
				The other difference between the two of us was that Daisy was getting married to the love of her life, Steve. And I had just broken up with my boyfriend of ten years. Ten fucking years, and back to square one.
			

			
				The plane started to turn onto the runway, ready for takeoff. Another friend, Chantelle, sitting on the other side of Daisy, opened the bag at her feet and pulled out a bottle of vodka.
			

			
				“Look what I’ve got, babes,” she giggled.
			

			
				“Fucking hell, Chan, you legend,” I laughed, reaching across Daisy to grab the bottle.
			

			
				Chantelle was the kind of mate who turned every room into a rave, whether it was a nightclub or a supermarket. She had three kids, a fake tan, massive tits, and zero filter. She was chaos in heels, with lashes so long I wondered how she could keep her eyes open. She was married, but you wouldn’t know it from the way she spoke. Or acted.
			

			
				“I’m not sure you’re allowed to drink that on here,” said the fourth member of our group, Emily was always the sensible one. She worked as a librarian and dressed the part. Even now, she was wearing a knitted cardigan over the pink T-shirt, and was the only one of us wearing jeans. She was pretty, with mousy hair and a completely flat chest. But I’d never known her to have a boyfriend. I think she was too shy.
			

			
				I took a swig from the vodka bottle, and then the plane lurched forward, making me spill some down my front. It started to pick up speed down the runway, and I passed the bottle to Daisy.
			

			
				As soon as the seatbelt sign went off, everyone was up and about, standing in the aisles and getting in the way of the cabin crew trying to sell cups of tea and overpriced duty-free.
			

			
				Some guy in a fake pilot uniform two rows down clocked our T-shirts and gave us a wink, raising his drink in salute. His mate shouted something about joining the mile-high club, and Chantelle flipped him off while grinning.
			

			
				Daisy leaned in, half-whispering, “Bet you could shag someone before we even land. Take your mind off the break-up.”
			

			
				“Me? No way, babe, I’m on a man detox,” I said.
			

			
				“I quite like the look of pilot guy,” smirked Chantelle. “I think he’s the groom on his stag do. There’s something hot about a man who’s already taken.”
			

			
				“Chantelle, you’re taken too, don’t forget,” said Emily, disapprovingly.
			

			
				“Oh, Dave doesn’t count,” she said, with a wave of her hand. “That useless knob can’t even look after his kids on his own. They’ve all gone to his mum’s for the weekend because I’m not there to cook for them.”
			

			
				“When Steve and I have kids,” said Daisy, sounding slightly dreamy, “he’s going to be the perfect father. I bet he’ll change all the nappies and go to work to provide for us.”
			

			
				“Eugh, are we going to have to spend the whole holiday hearing about how fucking perfect Steve is?” groaned Chantelle.
			

			
				“He is perfect,” smiled Daisy, serenely. “And he’s got a big dick.”
			

			
				Emily choked on the vodka she was hesitantly sipping. She tried to pass it to Chantelle.
			

			
				“No thanks, babe, I’m pregnant again,” she said, casually dropping that bombshell from nowhere.
			

			
				Cue a lot of screaming and congratulations from the rest of us. Still, I had no idea why she’d want another kid with Dave, but I kept that to myself.
			

			
				“The best part is that being pregnant makes my tits huge,” she said, giving them a good squeeze through the T-shirt. They did look even bigger than normal. “You should see my nipples, they’re probably darker than Simone’s now.”
			

			
				“No thanks,” said Emily, quickly.
			

			
				“Anyway,” laughed Chantelle, rolling her eyes at all the attention. “This is Daisy’s trip, forget about me.”
			

			
				“Thanks, babe,” said Daisy, touching her on the arm.
			

			
				Chantelle stared back at the guy in the fake pilot’s uniform, who was standing in the aisle, trying to fit as many complimentary peanuts in his mouth as possible while his friends cheered him on.
			

			
				“I’m just going to the toilet,” she said.
			

			
				I watched as she climbed out into the aisle, pulling down her too-short skirt to try to cover her knickers. She squeezed past a few people and stopped to talk to the guy in the uniform. I saw her touching her hair, pushing out her breasts, and flirting shamelessly.
			

			
				“Shit, look at that,” said Daisy. “Chan’s trying to pull that bloke.”
			

			
				One of his mates said something that sounded like a challenge. And suddenly Chantelle and the guy were kissing, mouths clashing together and tongues practically licking each other’s faces. His friends cheered and clapped, chanting “Darren, Darren.”
			

			
				“Eugh,” said Emily. “That’s disgusting.”
			

			
				“Can’t take her anywhere,” laughed Daisy.
			

			
				After a bit of snogging, Chantelle grabbed his hand and dragged him towards the toilets at the front of the plane.
			

			
				Five minutes later, Chantelle was back in her seat, licking her lips.
			

			
				“What happened?” asked Daisy, eyes wide, desperate to know the details.
			

			
				“I sucked him off, of course,” smirked Chantelle.
			

			
				“You didn’t!” said Emily, horrified.
			

			
				“I fucking did,” she said, looking smug. “He only lasted about a minute, otherwise I was going to let him shag me, too.”
			

			
				Darren, meanwhile, was getting a hero’s welcome from his friends, who were all shaking his hand and slapping him on the back.
			

			
				 
			

			
				A couple of hours later, we landed at Palma de Mallorca Airport. Once inside the terminal, we gathered with the other passengers around the baggage carousel. There was no sign of any of our luggage yet, just one lonely suitcase going round and round.
			

			
				Chantelle hadn’t checked any luggage in; everything she had was in her carry-on, and she wasn’t happy that we had to wait.
			

			
				“What the hell have you lot packed?” she complained. “We’re only here for a few days.”
			

			
				“Clothes, shoes, skincare, the usual stuff,” said Daisy. “More to the point, how’d you fit everything in your hand luggage?”
			

			
				“Bikinis and thongs hardly take up any space,” she smirked. “And I decided not to bother with condoms as I’m already up the duff.”
			

			
				She seemed a bit distracted, looking over the heads of the crowd like she was looking for someone. 
			

			
				“Ooh, there’s my new friend, Darren,” she said. “Look after my bag for a sec.”
			

			
				She disappeared through the crowd, and the next time I spotted her, she was slipping into the toilets with him. Emily shook her head in disgust.
			

			
				Finally, our luggage arrived, but there was no sign of Chantelle. The others volunteered me to go and look for her. I headed into the ladies' toilets, unsure exactly what I was going to find. Inside, there was a row of cubicles. The one at the end was closed, and from it I could hear the unmistaking sounds of fucking.
			

			
				“Oh Darren, fuck… yes… just like that…” Chantelle’s voice carried through the room.
			

			
				I could hear the sound of skin slapping on skin, and it sounded like he was giving it to her quite hard. I felt a rush of heat between my legs at the raw nature of what I was hearing, and was surprised to find it was turning me on.
			

			
				“Fuck… yes… harder…”
			

			
				The pace of the slapping increased. I heard Darren’s voice mumble something unintelligible.
			

			
				“Yes, come inside me…” she panted. My heart started racing.
			

			
				Darren let out a loud groan of relief, and the slapping stopped. In my head I pictured him spurting cum into her cunt, and I realised I was soaking wet and leaking into my knickers. I turned on my heels and fled out of the bathroom.
			

			
				The others were waiting outside. “She’ll just be a moment,” I said, my breathing heavy.
			

			
				“Are you okay, babe?” asked Daisy.
			

			
				I realised I was sweating. “Uh-huh.”
			

			
				A couple of minutes later, Chantelle appeared, her hair messy and lipstick smudged.
			

			
				“Are you waiting for me?” she smirked, straightening her skirt. “Come on, let’s go and find the minibus.”
			

			
				As we headed for the exit, she leaned over to whisper to me. “I’m going to have to change these knickers as soon as possible, they’re full of jizz.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				It turned out that the minibus was the same one Darren and his mates were getting; we were all staying in the same hotel. Chantelle spent the whole journey snogging Darren on the back seat. One of his friends tried to chat up Emily, but she turned bright red and refused to say anything. She sat bolt upright, clinging to her handbag like someone was going to nick it. 
			

			
				I sat somewhere in the middle, the throb between my legs still hadn’t quite gone away. Chantelle’s little toilet romp had stirred something in me that I wasn’t prepared for. Emily’s eyes flicked to me, wide and panicked, silently begging for help as the guy droned on in her ear.
			

			
				I leaned over and gave the lad a look. “She’s not interested, mate.”
			

			
				He rolled his eyes and muttered something before sliding over to try his luck with Daisy. Bad idea. She gave him one withering glance and said, “I’ve got a fiancé and I bet his cock’s a lot bigger than yours.” She wiggled her little finger at him.
			

			
				The whole minibus erupted with laughter. Emily covered her mouth, trying not to laugh. I caught her eye and winked.
			

			
				 
			

			
				After half an hour or so, we pulled up outside the hotel, a three-star palace of broken tiles, faded pool inflatables, and balconies that’d probably seen more shagging than most bedrooms. Perfect.
			

			
				Chantelle bounced off the minibus first, still adjusting her skirt. Darren followed, dick clearly half-hard in his shorts. He gave Chantelle’s ass a playful slap, and she squealed with delight.
			

			
				“Right, sluts,” Daisy declared, wobbling on her heels. “Let’s check in and get a cocktail in our hands before someone gets pregnant again.”
			

			
				The lads swaggered into the lobby first. We followed, dragging our suitcases behind us. The guys checked in and disappeared, and then it was our turn.
			

			
				But before Daisy could even say our booking name, the manager came scuttling out from behind the desk. He looked panicked, sweating through his polo shirt.
			

			
				“Ladies, I am so sorry,” he said, hands raised like he was trying to stop a riot. “There’s been a mix-up with the bookings. Those gentlemen who just arrived... they’ve taken the last available rooms.”
			

			
				“What?” Daisy blinked and scowled at him. “But we booked months ago…”
			

			
				“Yes, yes, I know, and again, I am deeply sorry. A technical error. But don’t worry,” he added quickly, flashing a smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. “I’ve arranged alternative accommodation for you. Very nearby. Across the street, actually. Much nicer, if I may say so, and right on the beach.”
			

			
				He pulled a glossy brochure from under the counter and slid it across. In loopy gold font, it read: La Haven: A Sex and Wellness Retreat.
			

			
				Chantelle burst out laughing straight away. “Oh my fucking god. What kind of knock-off Love Island shit is this?”
			

			
				Daisy picked up the brochure, flipping through the pages. There were pictures of plunge pools, yoga decks, floaty white curtains, and mood lighting. “It actually looks lush,” she said. “Like a spa. Maybe the ‘Sex’ bit is just a weird translation. Probably supposed to mean ‘Sensual’ or something.”
			

			
				Emily peered over her shoulder, frowning. “It says here: ‘Daily workshops on erotic embodiment’… What does that even mean?”
			

			
				“Probably yoga but with affirmations about how your ass doesn’t look big in the yoga shorts,” I muttered.
			

			
				Daisy shrugged. “Honestly? It could be fun. Bit of pampering, bit of sun. Better than rooms next door to those cocky stag lads.”
			

			
				“I’m in,” Chantelle said. “I need a proper bed and a proper shower. Not to mention fresh knickers, these ones are already ruined.”
			

			
				Emily nodded. “Okay. Just... maybe we don’t go to any of the weird workshops.”
			

			
				“No promises,” I said, grinning. My clit still hadn’t calmed down from earlier. If this place came with massages and maybe some “embodiment” of its own, I could well be interested.
			

			
				We hauled our bags back outside, the heat slapping us in the face as soon as we left the air-conditioned reception. Across the road, La Haven stood behind a white stone wall covered in pink flowers. The sign above the gate glinted in the sun. It looked peaceful. Private. Sexy.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The doors to La Haven whooshed open with that soft sound you only get in posh spas. Inside, it smelled of jasmine and coconut oil, all dim lighting and smooth stone floors. A tall, tanned receptionist greeted us with a slow smile and a clipboard.
			

			
				“Welcome to La Haven,” she said in a soft, slightly robotic voice that sounded like it belonged in a meditation app. “We’re so happy to have you. If you follow me, we’ll get you checked in.”
			

			
				The receptionist handed us each a little welcome pack and key cards. And then a complimentary, fluffy white dressing gown each.
			

			
				“Oh my god, look at these,” squealed Daisy.
			

			
				Even Emily looked pleased.
			

			
				“Please note,” she said, still in her serene voice, “clothing is optional in all areas of the resort, except in the dining rooms. For hygiene reasons.”
			

			
				There was a pause. Then Chantelle burst out laughing. “Clothing optional? Nice! I’ve always wanted to get my tits out on the beach.”
			

			
				Emily’s face had gone bright pink again. She tightened her cardigan around herself. “I’m not taking anything off,” she said firmly.
			

			
				Daisy flopped an arm around her. “Relax, babe. No one’s making you strip. But if Chantelle is going to go topless, I think I might give it a try too.”
			

			
				I couldn’t help smiling. I was thinking that I might be brave enough, too.
			

			
				“Fourteenth floor,” Daisy said, reading off her key card. “We’re next to each other, me and Simone in 1403, you two in 1404.”
			

			
				Chantelle winked. “Perfect. We can bang on the wall if we hear any moaning.”
			

			
				The lift pinged open onto a quiet corridor with soft carpet, the kind your feet sink into. We padded down to our rooms and tapped the key cards.
			

			
				The door to 1403 swung open, and Daisy and I stepped inside.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” I breathed.
			

			
				The room was lush, huge glass doors opening onto a balcony, all white linens and gold touches. But what grabbed me was the bed. One big, low, king-sized double.
			

			
				“Wasn’t it supposed to be a twin?” I asked.
			

			
				Daisy flopped onto it with a sigh. “This is divine,” she said. “I don’t even care that it’s one bed. Just don’t spoon me unless you’re ready to explain to Steve.”
			

			
				I stepped out onto our balcony and looked down at the pool below, curved like a lazy S. A few sunbathers were already stretched out. Daisy joined me, leaning on the rail.
			

			
				“Holy fuck, are they naked?” she said, peering down at the people around the pool.
			

			
				I squinted down, I wasn’t wearing my glasses. “Are they?”
			

			
				Chantelle appeared on the balcony next to ours. “You bitches got a double too?”
			

			
				Daisy laughed, “Yeah! Romantic as fuck!”
			

			
				Chantelle cackled. “Emily’s not happy. I think she’s sleeping in the armchair.”
			

			
				Emily came out onto the balcony. “It’s a very nice armchair.”
			

			
				“Oh my god,” said Chantelle, clocking the sunbathers down below. “Everyone is fucking starkers.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				We decided to get changed into our bikinis and brave the pool.
			

			
				Daisy pulled a tiny white string bikini from her suitcase and, without hesitation, stripped off in front of me. First, she tugged her pink T-shirt off over her head, then shimmied out of her skirt. Next, her bra dropped away, her tits perfect, full and perky. I looked on enviously, thinking about my heavy breasts that had started to sag as soon as I’d hit thirty. She looked like a little doll, with her pale skin and bleach-blonde hair.
			

			
				“You better put some suncream on, babe,” I said, thinking how red that white skin was going to go.
			

			
				“I guess you don’t have to worry about that,” she replied.
			

			
				She was right in a way, I wasn’t going to get sunburnt, but I always put some on anyway to protect and moisturize. Then Daisy dropped her knickers. She was completely smooth and bare between the legs, perfectly waxed. Like a doll.
			

			
				Daisy caught me staring. “Steve likes it like that,” she said, running her hand over her mound. “He doesn’t like getting pubes in his teeth… I find it kinda sexy too.”
			

			
				I turned away, a strange rush of heat between my legs. I stripped off my own clothes, facing the wall so all she could see was my wide ass. My bikini was a deep, wine-red two-piece with a halter neck and high-waisted bottoms that hugged my curves. The top lifted my heavy tits just enough to make them look like they were still defying gravity, but there was no hiding how big they were.
			

			
				In the corridor, we met up with the others. Chantelle was wearing a bright leopard-print thong bikini. The cups of her top were shaped more like pasties than proper coverage, and the thong back of the bottoms was so thin it disappeared between her ass cheeks.
			

			
				“Ready, sluts?” she greeted us.
			

			
				Emily emerged behind her with a towel around her shoulders. She was wearing a one-piece navy blue, and conservative as hell, as if she planned to swim laps instead of sunbathe. It had a high neckline, full coverage, and not even the suggestion of cleavage. Still, her tiny ass and long legs looked good.
			

			
				As we headed for the elevator, we passed a couple walking the other way. Probably in their fifties, they wore the white, complementary dressing gowns. Except… neither of them had done them up. The woman’s thick bush was clearly visible, streaked with grey. The man’s long cock, also obviously on show, swung as he walked. They gave us all a friendly “Hi” and let themselves into a room.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” whispered Chantelle, “Did you see his knob?”
			

			
				“It was nearly as big as Steve’s,” giggled Daisy.
			

			
				“Will you stop going on about Steve’s knob,” complained Emily.
			

			
				I kept quiet as we piled into the elevator. Seeing naked people casually walking around was stirring all kinds of feelings in me that I hadn’t expected.
			

			
				The elevator doors opened at the ground floor with a delicate chime, and the scent of tropical oils, warm tiles, and salty sea air hit us.
			

			
				We found some sun loungers together and lay out beside the pool.
			

			
				I looked around. Men and women lounged under umbrellas, chatting or reading, their bodies relaxed and completely exposed. Everyone was naked. Wherever I looked, I saw cocks, and pussies. Some were bare, like Daisy’s, but most had at least some hair, either full or sculpted into neat lines. And breasts, all shapes and sizes, from massive ones, larger and saggier than mine, to tiny pert ones with hard nipples. I lay back and closed my eyes, taking a deep breath and trying to calm my racing heart.
			

			
				By the time I’d composed myself, Chantelle had already undone the top tie of her bikini.
			

			
				"Fuck it," she said. "When in Rome..."
			

			
				And just like that, she shrugged the top off completely. She hadn’t been joking about pregnancy making her breasts bigger. They were fucking huge, heavy, and the nipples… large and dark, wide areolas and big, juicy nipples. I couldn’t stop staring.
			

			
				Daisy went next, taking off her top with a shrug.
			

			
				“There’s no way I’m getting naked,” said Emily.
			

			
				“What about you, Simone?” asked Daisy.
			

			
				I hesitated. And then decided to go with the flow. There was something about the place that was making me feel really relaxed.
			

			
				“Why not?” I said. I lifted the halter neck over my head and let my breasts bounce free.
			

			
				“You’ve got great tits, Simone,” said Daisy, sounding a bit envious. Although, how she could be jealous of me, I had no idea.
			

			
				“Thanks, babe, so have you,” I replied.
			

			
				But Chantelle hadn’t finished. She stood up, pulled the ties on her thong, and let it drop away. Emily looked at her in shock. She was standing there completely naked. In public. Between her legs, she had a thick, black bush, completely contrasting with her blonde hair.
			

			
				“I’m not a natural blonde, you know,” Chantelle giggled, still standing proudly, letting the sun warm every inch of her body. Emily looked away, clearly flustered.
			

			
				Just then, two men strolled past our loungers. They were striking, older, Mediterranean-looking, both tall and lean with defined muscles and skin that had clearly soaked up years of sun. One had close-cropped black hair and a short beard, the other wore his thick, wavy hair tied back loosely. Their presence turned heads, and not just ours. They were so tanned, they looked like they’d never worn clothes a day in their lives.
			

			
				I couldn’t help it… my eyes dropped to their dicks. I gasped involuntarily. Although soft, they both had huge cocks, heavy and thick, swinging as they walked. I felt my stomach flip.
			

			
				They smiled at us as they passed.
			

			
				Chantelle raised an eyebrow and gave a low whistle. “Now that is what I’m talking about.”
			

			
				Daisy propped herself up on one elbow, watching them walk away. “If I weren’t in love with Steve, I’d have a go on that.”
			

			
				Emily stayed silent, but her eyes followed them a little longer than necessary, watching their firm asses as they walked away around the pool, before she caught herself and looked back at her book. Upside down.
			

			
				“I might need a cold drink,” I murmured, sitting up and fanning myself with the drinks menu from the table. The sun was hot, sure… but it wasn’t just the sun.
			

			
				“I’ll go order,” said Chantelle, hopping up. “Who wants what?” I noticed that the two gorgeous men were now at the bar, and wondered if that was why she was suddenly so keen.
			

			
				“Surprise me,” said Daisy, leaning back and closing her eyes.
			

			
				“Just water, please, it’s still early,” said Emily.
			

			
				“I’ll come with you,” I said. I decided I wanted to see those men close-up.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We walked across the warm tiles, and I could feel eyes following us. Chantelle had unashamed confidence in her walk, her full hips swaying, and I tried to match her energy, shoulders back, chest forward, pretending I wasn’t suddenly very aware of my large, exposed breasts, swinging in the sea air.
			

			
				The two men were at the bar. Up close, they were even more striking. The one with the beard had amazing, dark eyes that I just wanted to get lost in. They stood side by side, bare skin glistening. I tried to keep my eyes at head-height, conscious of the amount of penis in our vicinity.
			

			
				Chantelle wasted no time in chatting to them. “Anything you recommend?” she asked, flashing her brightest smile.
			

			
				The bearded guy turned to her. “We were thinking of a round of Negronis. You ladies care to join us?”
			

			
				“I’ll have a lemonade, please, I’m pregnant,” she said, putting her hands on her belly. Now that she drew attention to it, she did have the tiniest beginnings of a bump.
			

			
				The men’s eyes lit up, offering her warm congratulations. They introduced themselves as Marco and Diego. Marco was the one with the beard, and I found myself immediately attracted to him.
			

			
				“You ladies just arrived?” he asked.
			

			
				“Yeah,” Chantelle answered. “Can you tell?”
			

			
				The drinks appeared on the bar and I took a sip.
			

			
				Diego grinned. “A little. You still have the look.”
			

			
				“What look?” I asked, curious.
			

			
				“You know…” Marco’s eyes twinkled. “That ‘first time naked’ look. Is it your first time at a swingers resort?”
			

			
				Chantelle choked on her lemonade. “A what now?”
			

			
				“A swingers resort,” Diego repeated, clearly amused. “You didn’t know?”
			

			
				“We thought this was just a nudist place,” I said slowly.
			

			
				Marco chuckled, taking a long sip of his drink. “Oh, it’s that too. But most of the guests are here for more… intimate adventures.”
			

			
				Chantelle looked like all her birthdays had come at once. “You’re joking. You mean… people just hook up here?”
			

			
				Diego nodded. “There are playrooms in the basement. Educational sessions. A few themed events in the evenings. And lots of mingling every evening at the beach party. You should come.”
			

			
				Chantelle’s eyes lit up. “This is amazing. I knew the vibe was too sexy to be just sunbathing.”
			

			
				I was still processing, but a weird, nervous energy was buzzing in my chest. “So you two… are you together?”
			

			
				Marco laughed. “No, no. We’re both married. To women.”
			

			
				Chantelle’s eyebrow shot up. “And your wives are cool with all this?”
			

			
				“They’re here,” Diego said, glancing around. “Probably in one of the playrooms already. They’re greedy girls.”
			

			
				Chantelle let out a gleeful laugh. “Oh my god. I love this place already. Wait until Emily finds out.”
			

			
				I glanced back toward the loungers where the others were still stretched out in the sun. My heart was racing, and there was a fierce ache in my pussy. I’d never been so horny. I had a sudden, overwhelming need to get laid.
			

			
				Chantelle was practically rubbing herself up against Diego now, running her hand down his arm.
			

			
				“So, you must know how to use that,” she purred, flicking her eyes towards his cock.
			

			
				“We can go up to your room and find out, if you like,” he smirked.
			

			
				Her hand drifted down to his ass, and she stood up on tiptoes to kiss him. Their tongues entwined, and she let out a little, breathy moan. Just seeing them kiss was driving me crazy. I needed to kiss someone like that.
			

			
				“Yes, please,” she whispered, pulling away slightly.
			

			
				“Come on then,” he said, taking her by the hand and heading for the elevator.
			

			
				“Wow, that was fast,” I said to Marco, who was watching me with a lazy look.
			

			
				A couple of heartbeats passed before he spoke. “Do you want to…”
			

			
				“Yes,” I answered before he’d even finished speaking.
			

			
				We quickly downed our drinks and headed for the lift.
			

			
				“Your place or mine?” I said, with a wry smile.
			

			
				“Yours. My wife might be fucking someone in mine.”
			

			
				This place was going to take some getting used to.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back in my room, the door clicked shut behind us. I was already topless, my skin still tingling from the sun and the slight chill of the air conditioning. Marco was completely naked, his tanned body devoid of tan lines. His eyes roamed over me slowly, drinking me in, and now I allowed myself to look at his thick, meaty cock.
			

			
				He took my hand, leading me gently toward the bed. My heart was pounding, but not from nerves; I was desperately horny. We lay down, side by side, and when he kissed me, it was soft at first. His lips were warm, his beard a rough contrast that only made everything more electric. I curled into him, my arm resting against his chest, feeling the steady thud of his heartbeat. His hand slid up my side and cupped my breast.
			

			
				When he bent his head to take my nipple in his mouth, I gasped, arching toward him. His lips were hot, his tongue circling slowly, teasing. I tangled my fingers in his hair, letting out a soft moan of pleasure.
			

			
				I felt him harden against my thigh, his cock thick and warm and pressing against my skin. I tilted my hips, rubbing my thigh against his erection. His knee moved between my legs, and I rubbed my pussy against it, feeling the rush of pleasure at the friction on my clit.
			

			
				Marco sucked harder on my nipple, making it even more engorged and sensitive. His hand cupped the other breast, fingers playing gently. My hand slid down between us, instinctively seeking him. And when I found his cock. Fuck. Soft, he’d looked big, but now? He was hot, rock-hard, and heavy in my palm. My breath caught as I wrapped my fingers around him, feeling him pulse against my skin. I can’t even get my fingers all the way around it.
			

			
				He groaned softly against my chest, the vibration making my nipples ache.
			

			
				Then… bang. A rhythmic thumping began against the wall behind the headboard. I froze for a second, and Marco pulled back, smirking.
			

			
				“Your friend?” he asked.
			

			
				Another loud moan, no mistaking that voice.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I whispered, half shocked, half laughing.
			

			
				The sounds from next door grew louder, unmistakable now, slapping skin, muffled cries of “fuck me harder”.
			

			
				Marco leaned in and kissed me again, deep and deliberate. His hand slid slowly down my thigh, tracing the line of my bikini bottoms. His eyes met mine, asking permission without a word. I nodded, my breath catching.
			

			
				He took his time, fingers brushing over my skin as he eased the fabric down my hips, over my legs, and tossed it to the side. He moved down, spreading my thighs and looking at my open pussy. I felt completely exposed, and I knew I must be visibly wet, but it only turned me on more.
			

			
				He kissed my inner thigh first, slow and deliberate. I gasped as his mouth moved closer, and then his tongue brushed over my clit. I moaned at the rush of pleasure, arching my back and closing my eyes. It felt so good. His tongue began to work me, firm strokes from my opening all the way to my clit. Slow and deliberate. I’d never been licked like this before. It was like he was savoring every reaction, every moan I couldn’t hold back.
			

			
				His strong hands held me open as his tongue drove me higher and higher. When my orgasm hit, it took everything with it… my breath, my voice, my thoughts. I cried out, arching into him, helpless in the most delicious way.
			

			
				When I finally opened my eyes, he was watching me again, mouth and beard soaking wet.
			

			
				“Beautiful,” he murmured.
			

			
				“Fuck me,” I begged.
			

			
				Through the wall, I could still hear Chantelle being well and truly screwed.
			

			
				Marco moved up, his cock hard and straight. He pushed the fat head against my soaking wet opening, already stretching it. And then he looked me in the eyes as he slid inside, long and slow and deep. Fuck. He filled me inch by inch. The stretch was intense, but so good, deliciously slow and deliberate, like he wanted me to feel everything.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I breathed, clutching at his shoulders as he sank deeper. He groaned softly, and I could feel him fully inside me now, so deep, so thick, and utterly overwhelming. He began to move then, setting a rhythm that was slow and deliberate, each thrust long and deep, his hips rocking against mine with purpose. Every thrust made my tits spread to my armpits and then bounce together. I’d never been fucked like this before, so deliberately and with such a huge cock. His eyes never left mine. I fucking loved it.
			

			
				“Fuck, your pussy feels so good,” he groaned.
			

			
				He gradually increased the pace, every thrust sending waves of pleasure through my body. I felt it deep inside, a bloom of sensation that started in my core and radiated outward like shockwaves. My legs trembled, my breathing faltered, and I clung to him, overwhelmed. I’d never come from just a cock inside me before, but suddenly I knew it was going to happen.
			

			
				It wasn’t like any climax I’d known. There had been no frantic rush, no clitoral pressure, just this deep, shattering swell that took over my whole body. I gasped, stunned, my vision blurring for a moment. My legs shook, my eyes closed, and came so fucking hard. I felt my cunt clenching around his thick length, as wave after wave of pleasure flooded my body.
			

			
				Finally, he pulled out. His cock was covered in my sticky, white release, especially around the base. He lay back on the bed.
			

			
				“Your turn,” he smirked. “Let me see those perfect tits while you ride me.”
			

			
				Through the wall, the rhythmic banging continued. “Oh… yes… in my ass… fuck… your big cock in my ass…” I heard Chantelle moaning, sounding like she was barely holding it all together..
			

			
				I climbed on top of him, rubbing my clit against his hard shaft, before guiding it to my eager cunt. He stretched me open again as I sank down onto him. It took a few thrusts to work him all the way in, but finally he was inside me, filling me and rubbing against all the right places.
			

			
				I started to ride him, rocking my hips back and forth, feeling him so deep inside me it felt unreal. My clit ground against his body, and my tits bounced wildly. He grabbed them, squeezing and teasing the nipples. Then he brought one to his mouth, sucking hard, before switching to the other one.
			

			
				I fucked myself on him, tossing my head back and letting go. When I came again, I saw stars, collapsing onto his chest and shaking like crazy.
			

			
				“Now from behind,” he directed me. “I want to watch that beautiful ass.”
			

			
				Still shaking, I moved onto my hands and knees, and stuck my ass in the air. I could feel the cool sheets against my hanging tits. He spread me open with his hands, gaping my cunt and staring deep into my pink insides.
			

			
				“That’s so fucking beautiful,” he groaned. He ran his hands over my ass. I’d never been admired like this before, but it made me feel sexy.
			

			
				Then his cock was at my entrance again, stretching me once more. I was so wet, he slid it easily into me, all the way to the hilt; so deep I felt his balls against my mound. It took my breath away. Then he started fucking me. Long, slow, and so, so deep. Every time he slammed into me, it sent waves of pleasure through me.
			

			
				“Oh god,” he panted, “Look at your perfect fucking ass. Look at your tight lips gripping my cock.”
			

			
				I buried my face in the pillows and screamed as another intense orgasm washed over me. My cunt spasmed around his shaft, milking it as my climax consumed me.
			

			
				Through the wall, Chantelle and Diego were finishing. I could hear her. “Cum in my ass… fucking cum in my ass…” Then lots of screaming and groaning, followed by silence.
			

			
				Suddenly, Marco couldn’t hold off any longer. He pulled out, holding his cock in his fist. “Where do you want me to come?” he said, sounding out of breath.
			

			
				I’d never been asked that before. My ex-boyfriend has always just finished inside me, a couple of minutes after we started.
			

			
				“On my tits,” I said, feeling bold.
			

			
				I spun around, sitting up and cupping my breasts, lifting them, offering them to him. He moved closer, stroking his cock. And then with a loud groan of relief, the first load splattered across my chest, a long line, thick and warm. Another streak, then another. Line after line of cum painted my dark breasts, contrasting with them beautifully. There was so much of it, and I watched it throb from the end of his cock in fascination.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I whispered.
			

			
				“Yeah, fuck, that was amazing,” he sighed, cum still leaking from his cock.
			

			
				“My tits look beautiful covered in your cum,” I said, still staring at them. I wanted to remember them like this. I shocked myself by asking. “Can you take a photo with my phone?”
			

			
				I handed him the phone, and he took a few snaps as I offered up my cum-soaked boobs. Then he started directing me. “That’s it… stick your ass out… oh yeah, beautiful, baby… open your legs, show me that pussy.”
			

			
				I’d literally never taken nudes before, and now I was doing some kind of filthy porn shoot. What the hell is happening to me?
			

			
				 
			

			
				I said goodbye to Marco and met back up with the others by the pool. Daisy had fully stripped off now, her perfectly shaved mound glistening with suncream as she reclined on the lounger. Chantelle was still nowhere to be seen.
			

			
				“We saw you disappearing with that guy,” said Emily haughtily, “You’ve been gone for ages.”
			

			
				“Did you fuck him?” asked Daisy, eyes shining.
			

			
				I nodded, feeling a mixture of pride and embarrassment.
			

			
				Daisy squealed and clapped her hands together.
			

			
				“I see you’ve gone native,” I said, pointing to her pussy.
			

			
				“Absolutely. Honestly, this place is a bit of a revelation. And I’m a little bit jealous of you and Chan hooking up, even though Steve is more than enough for me.”
			

			
				Emily went back to her book. “Well, I’m not taking my clothes off or hooking up with anyone.”
			

			
				“We’ll see,” smirked Daisy.
			

			
				Just then, Chantelle reappeared.
			

			
				“Oh my god, I’ve just been banged to within an inch of my life,” she giggled.
			

			
				“I heard,” I laughed. “Thin walls.”
			

			
				Chantelle flopped into one of the loungers. “Have you told them what we discovered about this place?”
			

			
				“Not yet.”
			

			
				She leaned in, “This place…”
			

			
				“Yes?” said Daisy.
			

			
				“It’s a fucking swingers resort.”
			

			
				“No!” exclaimed Emily.
			

			
				“It bloody is,” she said, laughing at Emily’s reaction. “Those guys we met are swingers.”
			

			
				Daisy suddenly lifted her sunglasses and peered across the pool. “Fuck,” she said. “Look at that.”
			

			
				We all turned to look. On the far side, there were two women and a man relaxing by the side of the pool. Except one of the women had her legs spread, and the other one was face down between them.
			

			
				“She’s licking her fanny, right in front of everyone,” said Chantelle gleefully.
			

			
				“Well, I guess that makes sense. I mean, it is a swinger resort,” I pointed out calmly. But I felt my heart rate increase, and a flush of heat between my legs.
			

			
				The woman moved back, and we could see the other one’s glistening, hairy pussy. The guy took her place, bending down between her thighs and diving right in with his tongue. I could see now that his cock was small, but rock-hard. The first woman reached out and started stroking it.
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” purred Chantelle. “That’s so hot.”
			

			
				“Are they going to bang?” asked Daisy, with wide, excited eyes.
			

			
				“I hope so,” whispered Emily, her voice breathy as she watched them over her book.
			

			
				We all turned to her in surprise, open-mouthed.
			

			
				“Er… I mean, I hope not!” she corrected herself, frowning. But her face was flushed, and not just from embarrassment.
			

			
				Chantelle raised an eyebrow. “You sure about that, babe?”
			

			
				Emily buried her nose in her book again, but I could see her peeking over the top.
			

			
				The woman who was being eaten out climaxed, her body bucking and shaking as she held the man’s head between her legs. When she’d finished, he climbed up between her thighs, sliding his cock into her, right there by the pool.
			

			
				“Oh, yes,” gasped Chantelle, slipping her own fingers between her thighs.
			

			
				Emily was looking very flushed. “Oh my god, they’re actually doing it.”
			

			
				The guy’s ass pumped up and down. The other woman was stroking his back and kissing his neck as he worked away. Then she leaned in and kissed the woman being fucked, long and slow and dirty. It was so hot to watch, I was struggling to resist putting my own hand in my bikini bottoms.
			

			
				The couple were full-on going at it now, the soft cries of pleasure drifting across the water. A few of the other guests were watching, but most were just continuing about their own business.
			

			
				“Well,” said Daisy, adjusting her sunglasses, “that’s one way to spend the afternoon.”
			

			
				“It’s kind of hot though, right,” I said, half-laughing, half-horrified at how turned on I actually was.
			

			
				Chantelle was loving every second. She leaned back on her sun lounger, rubbing her clit in slow circles. “Honestly, this place is incredible.”
			

			
				The guy switched women now, leaving the first one spread and dripping as he started fucking the seond one.
			

			
				“Look,” said Daisy, pointing. One of the other couples watching were lazily touching each other. The man had a big erection, and the woman was stroking it lazily as they watched the threesome. “They’re all going to be doing it soon.”
			

			
				But they didn’t. With a loud grunt, the man came inside the woman he was fucking and collapsed, exhausted on top of her. The couple that had been watching packed up their books and towels and wandered off, the man still sporting a stiff cock.
			

			
				The rest of us relaxed, breathing deeply and letting our hearts slow again.
			

			
				“I think we should go and get ready for dinner,” said Daisy. “And I want to call Steve. He’s not going to believe this.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back in our room, Daisy flopped naked onto the bed. 
			

			
				“I’m just going to video call Steve,” she said, pulling out her phone.
			

			
				“I’ll have a shower then,” I said, heading for the ensuite.
			

			
				I turned the water on and let it run hot while I brushed my teeth. Through the door, I could hear Daisy excitedly telling Steve everything, not just about the resort, but what she’d seen by the pool, and how turned on she now was. I rolled my eyes, half-laughing.
			

			
				When I finished in the shower, I turned the water off. That’s when I heard a little gasp, followed by a low moan. I paused, hand halfway to getting my towel, listening. Nothing. I must have imagined it.
			

			
				I wrapped the towel around me and strode back out into the bedroom.
			

			
				Daisy was lying back on the bed, phone propped up on a pillow. Her legs were spread, one hand between them. She had two fingers buried in her soaking, pink slit. On the screen, Steve was sat back, his impressively thick and meaty cock in his hand, slowly stroking as he watched her.
			

			
				“Jesus, sorry Daisy,” I said, freezing in the doorway. I hadn’t expected to see Steve’s cock.
			

			
				Daisy caught me watching, her eyes glazed with pleasure. “Don’t worry,” she said breathlessly. “We’re nearly done.”
			

			
				I froze, unsure whether to leave or apologise again, but she was already moaning, her eyes glued to the screen.
			

			
				I glanced at Steve’s image. Daisy hadn’t been lying earlier; His cock looked huge, properly thick and heavy in his grip. I felt my cheeks flush and ducked back into the bathroom. The image of them both was still burned in my head.
			

			
				I shut my eyes, leaned back against the tiles, and slipped my fingers between my legs. I imagined the weight of Steve’s cock in my hand, how it would feel between my thighs. The moans from the bedroom were louder now. Daisy’s whimpering, a sharp grunt from Steve. My climax began to build quickly as the pleasure pulsed through me.
			

			
				Then I heard them both orgasm almost at the same time, her long, drawn-out moan, so loud it must have been heard several rooms away, followed by Steve’s short, grunting shout.
			

			
				I came too, biting my lip to keep from crying out. It was quick, intense, and completely unexpected.
			

			
				When I went back in, Steve and Daisy were chatting on the video call like nothing had happened. They seemed to be discussing some new rules for Daisy.
			

			
				“... no problem at all if you want to mess about with women, Daze,” Steve said. “It’s hilarious. Only you could end up at a swingers resort on your hen do.”
			

			
				“Thanks, babe, love you so much,” she said. “I’d better go. Speak to you later.”
			

			
				“Yeah, and if you do snog any girls, I want to hear all about it,” he replied.
			

			
				“You dirty perv, love you!”
			

			
				She hung up the call and turned to me. “Guess what, Steve’s given me permission to fuck a woman.”
			

			
				“Is that something you want to do?” I said, slightly confused. Daisy had never shown any interest in women before.
			

			
				“Maybe,” she said. “It’s better than nothing, and with all this sex going on around here, I need to fuck someone. Anyway, let’s get dressed for dinner. No flaps in the dining room, remember.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Later that evening, we went down to dinner. The resort restaurant was one of those open-air terraces with soft lighting and linen tablecloths. Daisy wore a short, clingy red dress, and I was fairly sure she wasn’t wearing knickers.
			

			
				I’d squeezed into a black wrap dress that hugged my hips and showed just enough leg. Chantelle had gone for something lacy and low-cut, her heavy, pregnant tits practically falling out.
			

			
				Even Emily surprised us. She wore a tight navy dress that showed the faintest hint of her small breasts. Not loads, but enough to make Daisy raise an eyebrow.
			

			
				“Well, well,” Daisy teased. “Look who’s feeling sexy.”
			

			
				Emily blushed. “It’s just a dress.”
			

			
				“Sure it is,” said Chantelle with a smirk.
			

			
				We were halfway through a bottle of wine when Emily went to the bathroom. Chantelle leaned in across the table.
			

			
				“Okay, don’t say anything… but Emily totally had a wank in the bathroom earlier.”
			

			
				“What?” I choked, nearly spitting out my wine.
			

			
				“Swear to god,” Chantelle grinned. “She disappeared after the pool, said she needed to ‘freshen up’. I went in after her and found the shower running, but she was dry as a bone, and red in the face.”
			

			
				“Good for her,” I said. “I hope she’s going to loosen up a bit.”
			

			
				“Speaking of loosening up, Steve’s letting me off the leash,” smirked Daisy.
			

			
				“No way!” said Chantelle, “He’s given you a hall pass?”
			

			
				“Sort of. If I want to get with a woman.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Dinner was brilliant, loads of laughs, and the food was amazing. We were all relaxed and buzzing from the mad day we’d had.
			

			
				Just as we were finishing dessert, Diego appeared at the edge of the terrace, hand-in-hand with a woman who could’ve been a model. He spotted Chantelle and came over to our table.
			

			
				“Ladies,” he smiled. “I wanted to introduce you to my wife, Sofia.”
			

			
				Sofia gave us all a warm smile, but her gaze lingered on Chantelle.
			

			
				“Nice to meet you,” she purred.
			

			
				Chantelle blinked, unsure if she should be feeling guilty, then smiled back. “Hi.”
			

			
				Diego didn’t waste time. “Chantelle, would you like to come for a drink with us? Back to our room? My wife is curious to get to know you.”
			

			
				There was no mistaking the undertone. Chantelle glanced at us, her mouth twitching like she was trying not to grin.
			

			
				“Sure,” she said casually, but her eyes sparkled. “Why not?”
			

			
				And just like that, they were off, arms brushing, bodies close. Daisy let out a low whistle.
			

			
				“Fucking hell. She’s living the dream.”
			

			
				Emily cleared her throat. “I’m definitely not ready for that sort of thing.”
			

			
				“Same,” I said. “I’ve had enough action for one day. I think we should check out the beach party tomorrow, but for tonight I just want to crash.”
			

			
				Daisy stretched her arms with a yawn. “I’m pretty knackered, to be honest.”
			

			
				“Think I’ll just go to bed and read,” said Emily.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We headed back to the rooms and said goodnight to Emily. Daisy stripped off naked and climbed into bed. I put on an oversized T-shirt and knickers, and lay next to her.
			

			
				We turned off the lights, and Daisy turned onto her side, facing me in the dim light filtering through the shutters. Her breathing was steady, but there was a certain restlessness to the way she moved under the covers.
			

			
				I stared at the ceiling, trying to focus on the hum of the air conditioning. But I could hear her, barely, just a change in the rhythm of her breathing, a soft intake of air now and then. She was wanking again.
			

			
				I kept still, unsure if I should say something. But then she let out a quiet sigh, and I turned slightly toward her. In the dark, I could just make out the shape of her face, her mouth making an O shape as she pleasured herself.
			

			
				“Sorry,” she whispered suddenly. “Didn’t mean to keep you up.”
			

			
				“S’okay,” I whispered back.
			

			
				There was a small pause. Then she gave a soft laugh, almost embarrassed. “Just… couldn’t stop thinking about earlier.”
			

			
				She moaned again, a bit louder. “I’m just going to get off and then I’ll go to sleep.”
			

			
				There was a wet sound as she fingered herself.
			

			
				I couldn’t help myself, I felt my fingers stroking across my thigh and into my own knickers. As my fingertips brushed across my swollen clit, I let out a gasp.
			

			
				“That’s it, babe, you get some relief too,” she whispered.
			

			
				I’d never done anything like this before, never touched myself with someone else so close, not like this. But somehow, lying there in the dark beside Daisy, it didn’t feel weird. It felt... natural. Like we were both just riding the leftover waves of everything that had happened that day.
			

			
				Our breathing matched, soft and shallow, the rhythm of it almost lulling me. I closed my eyes and let myself drift, not overthinking it, just feeling it. My fingers circled my clit, faster and faster. Daisy must have been finger-fucking herself, judging by the wet sounds.
			

			
				Then she was coming, her body shaking and twisting under the sheets. 
			

			
				“Fuck,” she whispered, her voice strained as the orgasm washed over her..
			

			
				I let myself go, biting back a cry as waves of pleasure rushed through me. 
			

			
				Silence.
			

			
				“Night,” Daisy whispered sleepily.
			

			
				“Night,” I murmured, curling into the sheets, heart pounding but strangely calm.
			

			
				As I drifted off to sleep, I couldn’t help wondering how Chantelle’s night was going and what tomorrow might bring.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				The morning sun spilled through the gaps in the shutters, casting stripes of light across the room. I blinked a few times, trying to ease myself out of sleep. The bed was warm, the sheets tangled around my legs, and so was Daisy, pressed up behind me, her body soft and still.
			

			
				I could feel the slow, steady rhythm of her breathing. Her arm had somehow ended up across my waist, and her thigh was slotted between mine. I lay still, unsure if she was awake, but not really wanting to move.
			

			
				Then she shifted, just a little. Her hips brushed against my ass, slowly, like it was nothing. I tensed, and she did it again, this time letting out a slow exhale, her breath tickling the back of my neck.
			

			
				I turned slightly, just enough to glance over my shoulder.
			

			
				Her eyes were open.
			

			
				“Morning,” she whispered, voice thick with sleep and something else.
			

			
				“Morning,” I murmured back, my throat suddenly dry.
			

			
				She leaned in, her lips grazing my ear. “I’m feeling kind of… horny.”
			

			
				I swallowed hard. “Yeah. Me too.”
			

			
				I rolled over to face her, and her arm slid down, her hand casually cupping my ass. Our faces were practically touching. My large breasts were pressed up against her pert ones, and I could feel her hard nipple against me. I realised my knickers were soaked with arousal, my pussy aching to be touched. Daisy moved her thigh between my legs, and I did the same to her. I rocked my hips slightly, grinding my clit against her leg. Fuck, I’ve never been so horny.
			

			
				She ground her pussy against my leg, matching my rhythm. She was completely naked, and I could feel her bare mound and wet folds against my thigh. We were still staring at each other, inches apart. She leaned in, her wet mouth opening sensually, her tongue reaching for mine. We kissed, gently at first but then with more passion, wet and sloppy. The grinding increased, and our hands went to each other’s tits, squeezing and teasing at the nipples. 
			

			
				We kissed some more. It was my first time kissing a woman, she was soft but enthusiastic. Her hand slipped lower, fingers brushing the waistband of my knickers, then pausing, asking silently. I didn’t answer with words, just grabbed her wrist and pressed it down, desperate and shaking.
			

			
				Her fingers slid under the fabric, brushing over my trimmed hair. When she touched my aching clit it was like a bolt of pleasure through my whole body. I gasped, mouth parted against hers. Her fingers moved gently, teasing, and I rocked my hips, trying to guide her to where I needed her.
			

			
				“Fuck, you’re wet,” she murmured.
			

			
				I bit my lip, dizzy with how turned on I was. My hand slipped between us, too, skimming down her belly until I felt her. She was just as soaked, her thighs trembling slightly as I ran a finger through her folds. We lay facing each other, hands between each other’s legs, slow at first, learning what made the other shiver or gasp. My clit throbbed under her touch, and I felt her tense when I circled her the same way.
			

			
				Her forehead pressed against mine. “I’m close.”
			

			
				My heart thudded. “Me too.”
			

			
				And then we both came, our hands desperate, our bodies pressed together as wave after wave hit. My thighs clenched around her, and I could feel her do the same. We held each other through it, sweaty and panting and slightly stunned. Then we both burst out laughing.
			

			
				“Holy shit,” I said.
			

			
				Daisy grinned, cheeks flushed. “Yeah. Fucking hell.”
			

			
				We didn’t move for a long time. Just stayed tangled together, hands still touching, like we weren’t quite ready to let go. We were both still too horny.
			

			
				“Do you want to…” Daisy began, and then hesitated.
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				“Taste each other?”
			

			
				If it were possible, I felt myself getting even wetter. “Yes.”
			

			
				Daisy threw back the sheets and scrambled around, straddling my head. Suddenly she was above me, bare, bold, and so fucking beautiful it made my stomach twist. Her cunt opened up above me, wet and swollen. She had no hair at all, just large, pink labia framing her opening, and a tight little asshole above, cute and puckered. I could feel the heat coming off of her, inches from my face.
			

			
				She spread my thighs with her hands, and dived straight in, her tongue licking down my slit, and into my cunt, making me gasp. I stared up at her, heart pounding, not entirely believing this was really happening. Her skin was flushed, her thighs trembling slightly above me.
			

			
				Her tongue worked me with confident, messy strokes, and I let out a helpless sound, hips jerking up into her face. I reached up, hands gripping her thighs, and she lowered herself more. I kissed her tentatively at first, then licked and tasted her. She gasped and rocked her hips, encouraging me. The taste of her was unlike anything else, intimate, sweet, and sharp. We moved in sync, thighs shaking, completely wrapped up in each other. The sounds, wet and desperate, filled the room. Her moans vibrated against me, spurring me on. I didn’t know what I was doing, not really, but her reactions told me I was doing just fine.
			

			
				My climax built quickly, and when it hit, it was messier and deeper than before. I came with her on my face, my tongue buried in her cunt. She came too, trembling above me, and I tasted everything. We collapsed next to each other, euphoric and giggling.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I came out of the shower, Daisy was on the phone to Steve, telling him in detail about how I’d made her come.
			

			
				“Oh, Steve, I’m definitely bisexual,” she purred.
			

			
				There was a pause while Steve spoke.
			

			
				“Yeah, I would be up for a threesome… we should try and organise it when I get back.”
			

			
				Another pause.
			

			
				“There’s a girl at work I reckon would be interested… Or I could ask Simone…”
			

			
				Daisy flicked her hair as she listened to a question from Steve.
			

			
				“Yep. Watching you fuck her too would be so hot.”
			

			
				I dried my hair naked, smiling to myself. There was no point hiding my body from Daisy now.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				We met up with the others for breakfast on the terrace. The sun was already hot, and it smelled like coffee and toast. I felt sore in all the right places. Daisy brushed past me to sit down, and I caught her smirking.
			

			
				Chantelle looked like she was about to fall asleep in her chair, her sunglasses barely covering the dark circles under her eyes. I couldn’t help notice that she had love bites on her cleavage.
			

			
				“I was up late,” she said with a wry smirk, stabbing at a piece of melon. “I need some fucking coffee.”
			

			
				“At least I had the bed to myself,” Emily chimed in, sipping her juice. “No snoring, just me and five pillows.”
			

			
				I caught Daisy’s eye across the table. Her foot nudged mine under it, her bare toe teasing up my calf. My face burned, and I had to pretend to look out to sea.
			

			
				After breakfast, we packed up towels, sunscreen, and a few cold drinks and wandered down to the private beach. It was already quite busy, and literally no one was wearing clothes. People of all shapes and sizes sunbathed, walked along the shore, and splashed in the sea, completely naked. The sand was already warm underfoot, and the sea looked perfect, deep blue and glittering. 
			

			
				We found a spot near some rocks, half-shaded by a palm tree and semi-private. Right away, Chantelle pulled her top off and shimmied out of her bottoms. Stark naked, just like that.
			

			
				“I don’t know about you bitches, but it’s too hot for clothes,” she said, stretching like a cat on her beach towel. Daisy followed immediately, her bikini was off in seconds. I went next, heart thudding for no reason except the fact that I was now naked in front of my friends and a beach full of people.
			

			
				Emily hesitated.
			

			
				She stood clutching her towel, eyes flicking between the rest of us and the sea like she might make a break for it.
			

			
				“You don’t have to,” I said gently.
			

			
				She took a deep breath and slipped her swimsuit straps over her shoulders. Then she pulled down the top halfway to the waist. Her skin was so pale it was nearly translucent, her breasts were just tiny mounds, with small, rose coloured nipples; hard and pointed.
			

			
				“I think I'd better put some sun cream on,” she giggled.
			

			
				Chantelle was already smothering Daisy’s back with sun cream as she lay face down. She massaged some into her ass cheeks and then gave her a resounding slap. 
			

			
				“Hey!” laughed Daisy.
			

			
				Just then, a guy walked past. He was stunning, his skin tanned, his muscles taut and shining. His cock looked heavy and thick, swinging between his legs as he walked. He passed by, and all four of us followed him with our eyes, admiring his perfect ass.
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” whispered Chantelle.
			

			
				“I love this beach,” said Daisy.
			

			
				“There is a good view,” agreed Emily. “... of the sea, I mean.”
			

			
				The man stopped only a few metres away from us, shook out his towel, and settled down.
			

			
				“Aw, he’s all on his own,” said Chantelle.
			

			
				I snorted, knowing what she was getting at. “I’m sure he’s fine.”
			

			
				“He might be lonely,” she persisted. Then shouted at him. “Hey! You!”
			

			
				The man turned to look at us. Chantelle beckoned him over. “Do you want to come and sit with us?” she called over.
			

			
				“Chan, you’re so embarrassing,” said Emily, turning red again. As the man approached, she covered her breasts with her arms.
			

			
				Chantelle moved over, making a space for him right in the middle of all of us, and patted the towel. He smiled, sitting down casually, not at all nervous at being surrounded by four naked women. He said something long and fast in Spanish, going round our group and shaking hands with everyone.
			

			
				“I’m… Chantelle!” she said to him, slowly and loudly. “Do… you… come… here… often?”
			

			
				He looked at her blankly, clearly unable to understand what she was saying.
			

			
				“He’s foreign, not stupid, Chan,” I laughed. “Me llamo Simone,” I said to him.
			

			
				He grinned when I spoke, his teeth perfect, his eyes such a dark brown that it made my stomach flutter a bit. He repeated my name with a strong Spanish accent. It sounded ridiculously sexy.
			

			
				“Me llamo Santi,” he said.
			

			
				“Santi,” repeated Chantelle, propping herself up on her elbows, completely naked and utterly unbothered. “Nice name. I didn’t know you spoke Spanish, Simone.”
			

			
				“I don’t, that’s all I can say.”
			

			
				“Shame you didn’t learn ‘can I suck your cock,’” she smirked.
			

			
				“Chan!” everyone chorused.
			

			
				Emily was still doing her best to disappear into her towel. Santi didn’t seem to notice, or if he did, he was polite enough not to stare. He sat back, arms resting behind him, cock hanging thick and lazy between his thighs. I had to stop myself from staring too obviously. From the looks of it, I wasn’t the only one.
			

			
				Chantelle definitely wasn’t subtle. She propped herself up on one elbow, facing him, her eyes flicking over his body like she was reading a menu.
			

			
				“So, Santi,” she said, speaking slowly again, with exaggerated hand gestures. “You… from… Spain?”
			

			
				He seemed to understand that and nodded. “Barcelona.”
			

			
				“Ooh, sexy,” said Daisy, rolling onto her front so her ass was on full display. “I went there once. Got fingered at the top of this weird cathedral.”
			

			
				Santi blinked, clearly not understanding a word, but he grinned anyway, nodding. Emily just groaned, covering her face.
			

			
				The banter went on, light and stupid, but there was this crackle under it. We were all too aware of Santi in the middle of us, his skin close, his cock occasionally twitching, his smile easy and unbothered. And he wasn’t oblivious. He knew we were watching. He spread his legs slightly, like he was giving us permission to look.
			

			
				At one point, Chantelle adjusted her towel and “accidentally” brushed her fingers across his thigh. She giggled, then bit her lip. He looked at her, amused and curious. Her pregnant tits bounced as she laughed, heavy and swollen. Her nipples were dark brown, the areolas spreading wide across the front. I could see him looking at them.
			

			
				“I’m pregnant,” she said. Then rubbed her belly when he didn’t understand. He got the idea and broke into a wide smile.
			

			
				“Felicitaciones,” he said.
			

			
				“Here, you can feel it,” she said, taking his hand and placing it on her belly. Her tits hung down so low that he was brushing against them. His cock twitched, and I swear it began to get bigger.
			

			
				Chantelle was still holding his wrist. Slowly she guided him lower, so his fingers ran through her thick bush and brushed over her clit. 
			

			
				She gasped. “Oh, Santi, you naughty boy.”
			

			
				His cock throbbed, now semi-erect and half standing up. He had a big smile on his face.
			

			
				Santi moved his fingers. Chantelle’s eyes fluttered shut.
			

			
				“Fuck,” she whispered. “That’s... just there…”
			

			
				Santi’s cock was almost fully hard now, thick and rising. It curved slightly upward. I couldn’t stop staring. None of us could, even Emily. Without even thinking, I reached out, my hand wrapping around the thick shaft. His skin was soft, but underneath it was rock-hard. I gave him a slow stroke, and he hummed with pleasure.
			

			
				He slipped a finger into Chantelle, and she moaned happily. I was so turned on, I couldn’t resist. I leant over, licking up his shaft to the tip, and then swirling my tongue around the head. Then I took him in my mouth. I heard a shocked noise from Emily.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” whispered Daisy, “I’m so fucking jealous. Steve’s only given me permission to mess around with women.”
			

			
				I bobbed my head, taking him as deep as I dared without gagging. Chantelle was moaning with pleasure as he fingered her while I sucked his cock.
			

			
				“Oh god, right there,” she groaned, and then she came, hips bucking and shaking.
			

			
				As soon as she finished, she knelt and leant over his cock. I came up for air, and she took over, taking him deep into her throat. With two bobs of her head, she had her lips right up against his body.
			

			
				“Fucking hell,” laughed Daisy. “You’re such a pro cock-sucker, Chan.”
			

			
				I knelt lower, licking at his balls as Chantelle fucked her throat with his dick. Suddenly, she couldn’t take it any longer, and pulled off, spit running down his shaft. She gave him a sloppy hand job, and then guided his cock back into my mouth. We took turns sucking him like this, as he lay back and relaxed, smiling widely.
			

			
				“Can I have a go?” came a quiet voice. It took me a moment to realise it was Emily. Fuck, Emily?
			

			
				“Of course,” smirked Chantelle, holding his saliva-coated cock round the base.
			

			
				Emily crawled over, looking nervous. She looked up and down the beach. There were people not far away, but no one was watching us.
			

			
				She bent over, wrapping a hand around his shaft just above Chantelle’s. Then she licked tentatively at it. After a couple of tastes, she seemed to gain confidence and started running her tongue all the way up and down. Santi groaned in appreciation. Then she took the tip in her mouth. She couldn’t get much in, but she sucked hard, hollowing her cheeks. Santi was clearly enjoying this technique and sat up, groaning with pleasure.
			

			
				“Voy a…” he started, urgently, but he didn’t finish what he was saying. His cock throbbed, and exploded in Emily’s mouth, thick cum shooting into her throat. She coughed, and it poured out, running down his shaft in thick, white rivers.
			

			
				Daisy squealed with glee, clapping her hands. Emily, to her credit, didn’t give up, she kept sucking, letting it all overflow down his cock as more and more pulsed out. When he finally finished coming, she sat up laughing, cum running down her chin.
			

			
				“Fuck Emily, that was amazing,” said Chantelle, slapping her on the back.
			

			
				Emily wiped her mouth with a towel, looking proud of herself, but bright red in the face.
			

			
				“I don’t know what came over me,” she said quietly.
			

			
				“I fucking love this place,” said Chantelle.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We relaxed for a few minutes, and it soon became obvious that Santi’s erection wasn’t going down. 
			

			
				“He’s still hard,” whispered Chantelle.
			

			
				“I don’t think you need to whisper, Chan, he doesn’t understand a word,” said Daisy.
			

			
				“Hang on, I’ve got an idea.” Chantelle grabbed her phone and started typing. “Google Translate,” she muttered.
			

			
				She showed her phone to Santi. I could see that she’d translated “Can I ride your cock?” into Spanish.
			

			
				Santi shrugged. “Si, si,” he said, casually.
			

			
				We all watched, a little stunned, as Chantelle climbed on top of him. She rubbed herself against his stiff dick, running it up and down between her hairy folds. Then she reached down and held it, guiding it to her opening. She sank down onto it, closing her eyes and letting out a happy sigh.
			

			
				“Fuck, Chan, I can’t believe you’re fucking him on a beach, in front of everyone,” said Daisy, but she looked flushed and turned on. We all did. I glanced around the beach; there were people nearby, but still no one was paying us much attention.
			

			
				Chantelle started riding him, lifting up and then slamming back down onto his dick. I could see how tight her lips stretched around his girth, and his shaft was quickly wet with her arousal. As she rode him, her huge pregnant tits bounced like crazy, slapping together. She slid a hand between her legs, and started rubbing her clit as she fucked herself on him.
			

			
				The rest of us were finding this far too hot to resist touching ourselves. Daisy started it, slipping a hand between her thighs and pushing a couple of fingers into her cunt. I found myself spreading my legs, hoping that Santi would see my spread pussy. I circled my aching clit with my fingers, so turned on that I was almost ready to climax immediately. Even Emily slipped her hand into her swimming costume and started rubbing herself vigorously.
			

			
				“Oh… god… fuck… his cock feels so good…” moaned Chantelle as she rocked her hips back and forth. Then she looked at me. “Sit on his face, Simone.”
			

			
				My heart started racing even faster. But it was a good idea. I knelt up and swung a leg over his head. Then I settled back, my soaking and gaping pussy right in his face. His tongue didn’t hesitate, flicking out and burying itself deep in my cunt. He explored me like that for a while, licking up the juices dripping from me before focusing on my clit.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” I murmured as he started sucking.
			

			
				Chantelle was fucking him faster and faster now, her head lolling about, eyes shut. And then she came hard, bucking her hips, thighs shaking. I came almost at the same time, grinding on his face as he sucked and licked at me.
			

			
				We both rolled off, panting like crazy. But Santi wasn’t finished, and it was his turn to be in control. He moved quickly between Chantelle’s legs, holding he back of her knees and folding her in half. Her hairy cunt opened up, wet and flushed pink. Pinning her down, he slid his big cock right into her, making her cry out in ecstasy.
			

			
				He started fucking her hard, his firm ass bouncing up and down as he pounded into her. She cried out with every thrust, eyes rolled back in her head, clearly loving every second. It didn’t take long before she came again, and she squirted at the same time, a clear liquid gushing from her pussy as he slammed into it.
			

			
				He pulled out, his cock hard and soaked. Chantelle just rolled over, completely fucked-out and barely conscious. He looked at me.
			

			
				“¿Lo quieres?” he said. I knew what he was asking.
			

			
				I looked at his big, throbbing cock. Did I dare have sex with this stranger on a busy beach, in front of my friends? 
			

			
				“Yes, please,” I whispered.
			

			
				My heart pounding, he turned me around and bent me over, so I was on my hands and knees. My pussy was aching for him, and I arched my back, showing myself to him. I was hyper-aware of my friends watching, but it only made me want it more. Emily and Daisy were still fingering themselves.
			

			
				Santi lined himself up behind me, spreading me with his fingers, and then sliding his cock into my eager cunt. His thick cock stretched me deliciously, filling me inch by inch until I felt utterly stuffed.
			

			
				“Oh god,” I murmured.
			

			
				“You lucky bitch,” panted Daisy, sounding moments from climax.
			

			
				He started fucking me, setting a steady pace, driving me wild with every firm thrust. I could hear how wet I was, obscene noises coming every time he slammed into me. My heavy tits hung down beneath me, swinging like crazy.
			

			
				“I’m going to come,” squeaked Emily, and then her whole body started shaking like she was having a fit, her hand still buried in her swimming costume.
			

			
				Chantelle had recovered from her orgasm. She knelt next to Santi, watching closely as his cock split me open.
			

			
				“Yeah… fuck that little bitch,” she smirked, spanking him hard on the ass as he continued to screw me. “Give it to her hard… make her come.”
			

			
				He went at it even harder, his cock rubbing against every perfect place inside me. I felt myself go over the edge, and then I was coming, one long, drawn-out orgasm that seemed to go on forever. Waves of pleasure washed over me, and all I could hear was the sound of the waves crashing on the beach.
			

			
				When I finally came back to myself, Santi started groaning. I knew he was about to reach his own climax. I could have made him pull out, but I decided I wanted him to come in me. I started slamming back into him, meeting his thrusts with my own. With a loud grunt, he buried himself in me one final time. I felt his cock throbbing, and a wonderful, wet sensation in my cunt as he flooded my insides.
			

			
				“Yeah, fill that bitch…” Chantelle said, sounding like she was enjoying it even more than I was.
			

			
				More and more cum pulsed out into my cunt. When he finally pulled out, it flowed out like a waterfall, running down my thighs onto the sand below.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” whispered Emily, and had another body-shaking orgasm.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				We said goodbye to Santi, put our bikinis back on, and went for lunch. It had been a pretty weird morning, and we had a lot to discuss.
			

			
				“I really liked Santi,” Chantelle said after we ordered some food, and the waiter had disappeared. “He was very chill.”
			

			
				“The best thing was that he couldn’t talk to us. I think I’m only going to date men who can’t speak English from now on,” I joked.
			

			
				“I’m just jealous that you bitches got to fuck him,” sighed Daisy. “I’m going to phone Steve.”
			

			
				She stood up and moved away from the table, but we could still hear her telling Steve everything that happened in great detail.
			

			
				“She tells him everything,” said Chantelle, rolling her eyes. “I think it’s better to keep your man in the dark. What he doesn’t know can’t hurt him.”
			

			
				“It’s sweet that she’s honest with him,” protested Emily. “They’re in love.”
			

			
				Chantelle snorted. “Love!” she said, dismissing the idea with a wave of her hand. “Love doesn’t give you multiple orgasms.”
			

			
				We could see Daisy bouncing up and down excitedly on the phone. “Oh, thank you, Steve, you’re the best. I love you so much. You won’t regret it. Thank you. Love you. Love you. Bye. Love you.”
			

			
				Daisy dropped back down into her chair. “Steve…” she said, pausing for dramatic effect, “... has given me permission to fuck whoever I want.”
			

			
				“No way!” said Emily, her jaw dropping open.
			

			
				“Yep. He trusts me completely. He said that whatever I do on this trip won’t affect us and that I should just enjoy myself. He’s the best.”
			

			
				“That’s pretty cool of him,” I said.
			

			
				“I told you he was perfect.”
			

			
				Just then, our food arrived. As we tucked into a delicious sardine salad, Daisy started flicking through a leaflet on the table listing out all the treatments and classes available at the resort.
			

			
				“I feel like doing a massage, or workshop, or something this afternoon,” she said.
			

			
				“I could definitely do with something to calm me down,” agreed Emily.
			

			
				“Ooh, there’s a tantric sex workshop at two,” Daisy said, with a mouthful of food. “Steve and I always wanted to try tantric. He can last for hours anyway. This one time…”
			

			
				“We don’t need all the intimate details of your sex life,” interrupted Emily. “Anyway, I’m not going to a tantric sex workshop. You can go, but I’m going to book a quiet massage on my own. There’s a lovely pagoda on the beach where you can relax and listen to the sea.”
			

			
				“Anyone else up for a tantric sex lesson?” asked Daisy.
			

			
				“I’ll do it,” I said, “Sounds interesting.”
			

			
				“Great, I’ll book it on the resort app.”
			

			
				“Think I’ll pass,” said Chantelle, “I might have a bit of a… mingle with the other guests.”
			

			
				“You can’t be looking to get laid again,” said Emily, rolling her eyes.
			

			
				“Got to make the most of being here,” she replied, popping an olive in her mouth.
			

			
				
			

			
				At two o’clock, Daisy and I wandered into the studio for our workshop, barefoot, still in our bikinis, the floor warm underfoot and the air thick with incense. The space was open and dimly lit, scattered with soft mats and low cushions. There were already a few couples sitting cross-legged, whispering and giggling. 
			

			
				The instructor, an American woman with silver braids, welcomed us with a wide grin. “We have a couple of solo guests today,” she said, spotting us. “Don’t worry, we’ll pair you up.”
			

			
				“Pair us up?” Daisy said, nudging me. “I thought this would be all theory.”
			

			
				“We’re not… actually going to do the sex part, are we?”
			

			
				A few moments later, the woman led over a couple of men. Daisy got introduced to a man who looked barely older than twenty, skinny, awkward, with glasses slipping down his nose. He gave her a nervous smile and immediately blushed when she sat cross-legged in front of him, her bikini top doing nothing to hide her nipples.
			

			
				“Hi,” she said, giving him a wink. She turned to me and mouthed, “cute.”
			

			
				Then I turned, and there he was, my partner. Older. Probably mid-fifties, thick greying beard, chest covered in hair, streaked with grey, like a bear. His shoulders were broad, his body soft in places but strong-looking, solid. I felt something hot twist in my stomach.
			

			
				He smiled, warm and calm, and sat opposite me with an easy confidence.
			

			
				“I’m Tomas,” he said. He had a deep voice, perfect English, but with a slight Scandinavian accent.
			

			
				“Simone,” I replied, suddenly aware of every inch of skin I had on show.
			

			
				We began with breathwork, facing each other, knees touching. Tomas’s eyes stayed locked on mine the whole time, and there was something in his gaze, steady, grounded, like he wasn’t just looking at me, he was feeling me. My skin tingled.
			

			
				“Now we’re going to explore connection through touch,” the instructor announced. “You’ll guide each other. Ask permission before contact.”
			

			
				Tomas smiled again. “May I touch your hands?”
			

			
				“Yes.”
			

			
				He took them gently, his palms warm and rough against mine. Not just contact, he held me, and something about it made my chest feel weirdly tight.
			

			
				“You’re very beautiful,” he said simply, as if it were a fact.
			

			
				I couldn’t think of anything clever to say. I just nodded. My throat was dry.
			

			
				Daisy was already laughing with her partner, playfully guiding his hands to her waist, clearly enjoying the awkwardness. But with Tomas, it felt quieter. He lifted my hand to his chest, pressing it flat against his sternum. His heart was thumping, strong and steady.
			

			
				I wanted more.
			

			
				I didn’t even realise how close we’d leaned in until his breath was brushing against my cheek.
			

			
				“May I touch your face?” he asked.
			

			
				“Yes.”
			

			
				He cupped my cheek so gently it made me whimper. The heat between us was humming, slow and deep. I wasn’t even thinking about sex yet, not really. I just knew I wanted to be touched by him.
			

			
				As the session moved on, our bodies shifted closer, hands explored, and the air thickened with arousal. I caught Daisy’s eye at one point, she was straddling her partner now, grinding against him and grinning like a cat. She raised her eyebrows at me and mouthed, Fuck yes.
			

			
				The instructor clapped gently, drawing everyone’s attention.
			

			
				“For those comfortable,” she said, her voice calm, “the next stage is to remove your clothing. This is about vulnerability and connection without shame.”
			

			
				Daisy grinned at me instantly. “This just keeps getting better.”
			

			
				She untied her bikini top without hesitation, tossing it aside, then wriggled out of the bottoms. Her partner’s eyes widened behind his glasses. She sat back, legs open and bare pussy exposed. He nervously slipped off his own shorts, and his erection was unmistakable. Obscenely big. It jutted up awkwardly against his belly, out of place on his skinny frame like it didn’t belong to him. Daisy raised her eyebrows at me, mouthing, Oh my god, and then winked.
			

			
				I hesitated. Tomas didn’t rush me. He just sat still, calm, waiting. I untied my top, let it fall away, and then shimmied out of the bottoms. My skin prickled with awareness of his eyes on my curves, my full breasts, the wetness between my legs that I was sure he could see.
			

			
				When he took off his shorts, I noticed he was semi-hard, his cock thick and heavy against a nest of grey curls. I hadn’t expected to find someone this old attractive. But fuck me, I did.
			

			
				Around the room, the other couples, probably at least thirty of them, were all naked now, too. Being in such a sexually charged atmosphere with so many other people was almost overwhelming. It was making me soaking wet, my pussy aching for contact.
			

			
				The instructor’s voice was soft but firm. “Now, I want each of you to straddle your partner. Feel their energy. Let your breathing guide the rhythm.”
			

			
				I took a slow inhale, then moved to climb onto Tomas. His hands settled gently on my hips as I swung one leg over and sat astride him. My pussy was wet and open, flushed with arousal. I caught him looking. My thighs pressed into his sides. His cock, now fully hard, nestled between us. It wasn’t the biggest I’d seen, but it had a delicious curve, thick at the base and arching upward. It pressed against me perfectly. My body reacted instantly, arousal blooming inside me.
			

			
				Tomas looked into my eyes and breathed with me, in and out. I could feel him beneath me, his hard cock brushing gently against my folds. 
			

			
				Next to me, Daisy was already writhing, her partner’s ridiculous cock in both her hands as she ground against him, rubbing her folds up and down the shaft. Her eyes were glazed with lust, completely lost in it.
			

			
				“Slow down,” the instructor called, scolding her gently. “This isn’t about getting off as quickly as possible. This is about feeling everything. Breathe. Stay present. The longer you delay the gratification, the more intense it will be when it comes.”
			

			
				Daisy froze mid-thrust, blinking as if waking from a trance. She laughed breathlessly and nodded. “Okay, okay. Sorry.”
			

			
				I smiled, but only briefly. Tomas shifted beneath me, his cock nudging between my lips, not entering, just there, warm, hard, and unbearably tempting. I rocked my hips slowly. We both gasped.
			

			
				“Let your bodies meet,” said the instructor, “but stay in the space between contact and movement. Let the tension live there.”
			

			
				I’d never been so aware of every inch of skin, every inch of space. My hands rested on Tomas’s chest, thick with hair, his heartbeat solid beneath my fingers. I leaned in, brushing my lips against his cheek, not quite kissing, just feeling his energy.
			

			
				The room was filled with the sound of breathing and soft moans.
			

			
				The instructor’s voice came again. “If it feels right, you can begin to explore penetration now. But go slowly. Feel every inch, every stretch. Let your bodies connect.”
			

			
				Tomas looked up at me, checking in. No words, just a question in his eyes. I nodded, heart thudding. My body was humming, flushed, and open.
			

			
				He shifted his hips slightly, guiding himself with one hand, the head of his cock pressing gently at my entrance. I held my breath as I felt that first delicious pressure. He paused, not pushing, just resting there, his curved shaft nudging against me.
			

			
				I exhaled slowly and let myself sink down, just a little. The stretch was slow and glorious. I could feel everything, every ridge, every throb, every twitch of his muscles. He filled me gradually, his curved shape hitting a perfect spot inside me. The whole time, we looked into each other’s eyes, and I felt like I could see deep into his soul.
			

			
				My thighs trembled. My hands clutched at his chest. I rolled my hips in tiny circles, easing down another inch, then another, until he was nearly all the way in. My breath was ragged. He was patient. His hands stayed steady on my hips, his gaze never leaving mine.
			

			
				The only thing distracting me was Daisy. She was letting out tight groans, laced with both pain and ecstasy as she slid slowly onto her partner’s enormous shaft. I glanced at her. She looked blissed-out, her mouth parted, one hand on his chest, the other playing with her own nipple. His cock was only halfway in, her lips stretched taut around the shaft.
			

			
				“Keep your movements small,” said the instructor. “This is about sensation, not climax. Let it build slowly.”
			

			
				I focused back on Tomas. He was deep inside me, pressing against that perfect spot. I rocked my hips slowly, feeling every ridge and vein in his cock, sending pulses of intense pleasure through my whole body. His hands cupped my ass, holding me in place, guiding me carefully back and forth.
			

			
				I leaned forward, resting my forehead against Tomas’s, and whispered, “You feel so good.”
			

			
				He smiled, then pulled me into a kiss. It was so slow and deep, I climaxed right then, my cunt throbbing around his dick as I nearly passed out. I clung to him, trembling as it passed through me, leaving my skin tingling and my breath ragged.
			

			
				The instructor’s voice cut gently through the haze. “If you’ve already reached a climax, that’s fine. But let this next one come even slower. Build it like a fire. Feed it. Don’t chase it.”
			

			
				Tomas cupped my face with both hands, looking at me like I was the only person in the world.
			

			
				I smiled, a little dazed. “I wasn’t expecting that.”
			

			
				He kissed me again, still moving with that same steady rhythm. I could already feel my climax building quickly again. I breathed deeply, trying to keep it suppressed, letting the pressure build, but keeping it under control.
			

			
				I tried to ignore Daisy, whispering something in her partner’s ear as they rocked together, much faster than the instructor was happy with. She got told off again. The space was filled with the sound of panting and moaning, interspersed with the occasional groan of an orgasm.
			

			
				I closed my eyes and let go of everything else. I was right on the edge, so close I could feel it, but I held back, walking the fine line between coming and not coming. I don’t know how long I walked that line, but I’d never felt anything like it. I was so desperate to come, but also wanted to hold off as long as possible.
			

			
				Finally, the instructor gave us permission to reach the relief we needed. “When you’re ready, look in your partner’s eyes. Sync your breathing, your level of arousal. Try to reach climax at the same time.”
			

			
				We looked each other in the eyes, maintaining that same pace, walking the line. I noticed his breathing, how it built slowly. I felt so in tune with him, it was almost like I could see how close he was. We started to move very slightly quicker, his cock filling me perfectly. I fought to hold back, watching him. He was very close, fighting to hold back.
			

			
				Suddenly, I knew he was about to come. I let myself go, the pleasure washing over me like a tidal wave at the exact moment I felt him release inside me. He groaned, and his cock throbbed as my walls contracted around him, milking him as he pumped cum into my swollen and desperate cunt.
			

			
				All around us, other couples were reaching their climaxes, the air filled with loud cries of ecstasy and groans of relief. I looked at Daisy. She had pushed her partner down onto his back, and was riding him furiously, his massive cock all the way inside her, stretching her wide as she fucked herself on him. Her hand was around his throat, not choking him, but pinning him down as she chased her orgasm. There was nothing sensual about it, it was raw, lustful fucking.
			

			
				“Oh yes, fuck… oh, yes… fuck… I love your big cock… fuck me… yes…” she was moaning, her voice the only sound in the room now.
			

			
				She came, screaming, slamming herself down on him as her orgasm made her eyes roll up in her head and her body shake.
			

			
				She rolled off, groaning and panting, her legs still twitching. Cum pulsed out of the guy’s cock, running down the long shaft onto his body.
			

			
				The instructor was watching them, with her arms folded and a scowl on her face.
			

			
				“I don’t think… I’m cut out for… tantric,” Daisy mumbled, still having trouble speaking.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				Later, we all met up for dinner. The waiter poured the wine, then left us to it, his linen apron fluttering slightly in the warm evening breeze. The sun had just dipped below the horizon, leaving behind a haze of deep orange and soft pink that bled into the navy blue of approaching night. Strings of tiny lights twinkled across the patio, strung through the palms and wrapped around wooden posts.
			

			
				We’d all changed into something light for dinner. I wore a floaty cotton dress that barely touched my skin. Daisy had her hair tied up in a messy knot, glowing from the day’s adventures, while Emily looked relaxed for the first time, her shoulders not quite so tightly wound.
			

			
				Chantelle arrived last, barefoot and glowing. “Sorry, got sidetracked,” she said, sliding into her seat. “Met a couple from Newcastle. Very friendly, although I couldn’t understand a word they were saying. Not that we did a lot of talking.”
			

			
				Daisy laughed. “You’re making the most of this place.”
			

			
				Chantelle raised her glass. “To making the most of it.”
			

			
				We all raised ours and clinked them together.
			

			
				“So,” Chantelle said, eyes narrowing with mock suspicion. “How was the workshop?”
			

			
				Daisy grinned, glancing at me. “Transformational.”
			

			
				I just smiled into my glass.
			

			
				“Uh-huh,” said Chantelle, clearly dying for details.
			

			
				Emily looked between us. “Wait, what actually happened in there?”
			

			
				Daisy sighed happily. “We were assigned partners. Then there was breathing. Eye contact. Touch. Then a bit more touch. Then quite a lot more touch…”
			

			
				“Did you fuck a random man in the workshop?” Emily said, wide-eyed.
			

			
				“Yep. And what’s more, he lives in London and I’ve got his number. He’s interested in joining Steve and me for a threesome when we get back.”
			

			
				“Oh god,” Emily muttered, half laughing, half mortified.
			

			
				“My experience was surprisingly emotional,” I said, a bit more serious. “Not just… you know, sex.”
			

			
				Chantelle raised an eyebrow. “So… you’re saying it was a spiritual shag?”
			

			
				I smirked. “Something like that.”
			

			
				The waiter came back with olives and bread, and for a few minutes we tucked in, quiet except for the clink of cutlery from the other guests and the soft sounds of cicadas in the bushes nearby.
			

			
				“How was the massage?” I asked Emily.
			

			
				She looked down at her lap and went red.
			

			
				“Oh, sounds like there is a story to tell,” said Chantelle.
			

			
				“Okay, well, it was actually a Yoni massage,” she said, still blushing.
			

			
				“A what now?” said Daisy.
			

			
				“Yoni means your… you know… your vulva,” she said, mouthing the last word silently.
			

			
				“You can say vulva out loud, you know,” smirked Chantelle, “especially at a swinger resort.”
			

			
				“Okay, well, there was a lovely masseuse lady, and she… massaged my… vulva. And put fingers inside me… Quite a few fingers actually... Kind of all of them at once… and well, I climaxed over and over… a lot… and now I feel… tranquil and relaxed.” She smiled serenely.
			

			
				“Good for you,” said Daisy. “Right, let’s order some food, I’m starving. Where’s that waiter gone?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				After dinner, we headed down to the beach party. The beach looked totally different at night, with lLanterns hanging from the trees, throwing out a warm, flickering glow. A DJ had set up under a bamboo awning, spinning dance beats that rolled over the sand like waves.
			

			
				People had come down dressed from dinner, still wearing floaty dresses with sun-kissed shoulders. The guys were in open shirts and linen shorts, looking tanned and handsome. People mingled, and the energy buzzed, relaxed but expectant. I could sense the strong sexual undercurrent.
			

			
				It wasn’t long before the women started kicking off their sandals and dancing barefoot. A few tops came off, almost by accident. One guy peeled off his shirt, and was immediately followed by three more. Muscled man-chests glistened under the lantern light. Then a woman tugged her dress over her head, laughing as she danced in just her knickers, her perfect, small breasts on full display. Nobody batted an eye.
			

			
				Chantelle was the first of us on the make-shift dance floor, her dress off within minutes, twirling in her underwear, hair flying, snogging one person after another; men, women, possibly both at once at one point. Every time I looked over, she was locking lips with someone new.
			

			
				Emily planted herself at the bar like she was guarding it, but she was definitely flirting with the two bartenders. Whenever they weren’t serving someone, they leaned in close to her, laughing at some private joke. I caught her biting her lip more than once, and thought, yep, that’s happening, but with which one?
			

			
				Daisy was on the prowl. Her eyes scanned the dancefloor like she was at an art gallery, appreciating the options. A tall French guy with ridiculous cheekbones caught her eye, and it wasn’t long before she disappeared into the darkness with him.
			

			
				I chatted with a few people, interested to hear their stories and how they had ended up at a swingers resort. The music pulsed gently across the sand, and I danced for a few tracks. When I returned to the bar, I saw him. Tomas, the man I’d had tantric sex with earlier.
			

			
				Leaning against the edge of the deck with two other men who looked unmistakably Scandanavian, like him; tall, lean, trimmed black beards. All of them had that relaxed confidence like they’d just stepped off a yacht.
			

			
				He caught my eye and smiled. I walked over, heart beating faster than I liked to admit.
			

			
				“Simone,” he said warmly, his clipped accent curling around my name. “I hoped I’d see you again.”
			

			
				“Same,” I said, taking him in. He looked even better in clothes, somehow, a crisp white shirt, a few buttons undone, tan shorts, and that easy smile.
			

			
				He gestured to the others. “These are my housemates. Mads and Jens.”
			

			
				They both greeted me with quiet, steady smiles, shaking my hand and kissing me on the cheek. They smelled divine, whatever aftershave they had chosen stirred something between my thighs.
			

			
				 “We all live together in Copenhagen,” Tomas explained, “and… well, we’re close.”
			

			
				Mads raised his brows. “Romantically close,” he added with a smirk.
			

			
				Jens nodded. “But not exclusive.”
			

			
				“We’re open,” Tomas said, eyes fixed on me. “We invite a lot of lady-friends over.”
			

			
				I swallowed a sip of wine, more to hide my reaction than anything. My brain was already spiralling. The three of them, together. That slow, attentive way Tomas had touched me… and now two more just like him?
			

			
				“I see,” I said, my voice a little breathier than I meant.
			

			
				I felt flushed. My body was way ahead of my thoughts. We chatted for a while, and I felt myself getting more and more turned on.
			

			
				Around us, the party was getting more heated. More and more clothes had come off, and some couples and groups had moved to the shadows, hands touching, people grinding on each other. Chantelle was being fingered up against a tree by a guy covered in tattoos. I could tell it wouldn’t be long before there would be actual fucking happening. 
			

			
				I couldn’t wait any longer. There were too many hints from my new Danish friends, too many little looks. Too many stories about women they invited to their apartment.
			

			
				I leaned closer to Tomas, heart racing. “Do you want to all come back to my room?” I asked quietly.
			

			
				Tomas took my hand gently. “I think we’d love that.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was hot in my room, and I flicked the air conditioning on. We sat on the bed, and Tomas gently removed my top, freeing my heavy breasts. The others sat next to us. Mads touched Jens’s face, and then they were kissing, slow and passionately, their beards brushing together. The sight was so erotic, I could feel myself leaking into my knickers.
			

			
				We all undressed each other, and soon the four of us were naked on the bed. There was no rush, it was slow and sensual. I kissed each of them in turn, taking my time, our naked bodies pressed against each other. All the men kissed each other too, their cocks gradually stiffening until I was surrounded by three erections.
			

			
				Jens was the first to touch me, sliding his hand up my thigh, fingers teasing the soaking folds between my legs. I gasped, tilting my hips towards him, greedy for more. Mads was at my neck, soft kisses turning into slow bites, his cock nudging against my side. Tomas just watched for a moment, smiling, clearly loving every second.
			

			
				I couldn’t stop thinking about how many times they had done this before. How many other women had come to bed with them and been pleasured by these three gorgeous men?
			

			
				“Lie back,” Jens murmured, and I did, stretching out, legs open, completely exposed, heart thudding in my ears.
			

			
				Jens knelt between my thighs and lowered his mouth to me without a word. The moment his tongue touched my clit, I cried out, arching off the bed. He licked slow, firm strokes, while Mads leaned in and kissed me, deep and warm, his hand roaming over my chest and kneading my tits. Tomas was behind me now, propping me up a little, kissing the back of my neck, fingers twisting in my hair.
			

			
				Jens’s tongue flicked and sucked until I was right there, hips jerking, toes curling. I came fast, my whole body tensing then shaking apart with a low moan.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I breathed, blinking up at them as I caught my breath.
			

			
				Mads was smiling down at me, cock hard and leaking. “Can I fuck you?” he asked. I loved the way the word fuck sounded in his Danish accent, almost polite. I loved that. Dirty and respectful.
			

			
				“Yes,” I said, pulling him down. “Please.”
			

			
				Jens moved aside, his mouth glistening. Tomas kissed him, tasting me on his lips, and that alone nearly made me come again.
			

			
				Mads slid in slowly, filling me inch by thick inch, groaning as he bottomed out. I clung to him, legs wrapped around his waist, moaning into his shoulder. Behind him, Tomas and Jens were kissing again, stroking each other’s cocks lazily, watching me get fucked.
			

			
				Mads set a rhythm, deep and steady, and Tomas knelt beside us, guiding my hand to his cock. I wrapped my fingers around it and started to stroke. I found Jens with the other hand and gripped them both.
			

			
				“Want to try something?” Mads whispered.
			

			
				“Anything,” I gasped.
			

			
				He rolled me onto my side, his cock still inside me. Tomas moved behind me, his cock pressing against me. I felt him holding it, guiding it where Mads entered me. They moved gently together, Tomas’s cock working it’s way between my folds, rubbing against Mads’. And then my cunt opened up, just enough, and Tomas’s dick was in my pussy too.
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” I groaned with shock, but also pleasure.
			

			
				They both thrust slowly, deeper. Both cocks in my cunt, stretching me open like I’d never been stretched before.
			

			
				Tomas groaned behind me, his hands tight on my hips as they both fucked into me, slow and in sync. The pressure was overwhelming, thick, full, my pussy stretched beyond what I thought it could take. But fuck, it felt incredible. That raw, aching fullness. Every thrust sent sparks through my spine.
			

			
				Jens knelt in front of me, stroking his cock as he watched, eyes dark with lust. He leaned in and kissed me, filthy and deep, his hand sliding between my legs to rub my clit while the other two men filled me to the brim.
			

			
				“Look at you,” he murmured, lips brushing mine. “Taking them both so beautifully. You’re doing so well.”
			

			
				I moaned into his mouth, unable to speak, hips jerking as the pleasure built fast and hard. Mads was grunting now, his pace picking up just a bit, and Tomas matched him, their cocks grinding together inside me, dragging against every sensitive spot I had.
			

			
				Jens straightened up and slid his hard cock into my mouth. I sucked on it greedily, moaning louder, hips bucking as my orgasm tore through me like a tsunami. My whole body shook, cunt clenching around their cocks, soaked and spasming.
			

			
				They didn’t stop.
			

			
				Tomas kissed my shoulder, whispering Danish filth I didn’t understand but felt in my bones. Mads was biting his lip, trying to hold on, but I could feel him twitching inside me.
			

			
				“Come in me,” I begged, voice hoarse.
			

			
				And they did. Mads first, groaning into my neck, then Tomas, his thrusts going rough and messy as he filled me with hot cum. My cunt was a mess, soaked and stretched, throbbing from the fullness and the climax, but I was grinning like a lunatic.
			

			
				Jens laughed softly, still hard, watching them both pant against me.
			

			
				“My turn,” he said.
			

			
				When the other two pulled out of me, there was an obscene wet noise and the two loads of cum flooded out, running down my ass onto the bed. Jens moved between my legs, lifting them up and spreading them wide. He stared down at my stretched-out cunt, swollen and overflowing with cum. He slid his cock into it a few times, but I hardly felt it, I was so soaked and stretched.
			

			
				“Do you like anal?” he asked.
			

			
				“I’ve never done it,” I said. “But it’s something I’ve always thought about.”
			

			
				“Would you like to try?”
			

			
				“Yes.”
			

			
				My asshole was already soaked in cum. He pressed two fingers against it, stroking and massaging. I felt myself opening up, and then a delicious feeling of being stretched as he pushed the fingers inside.
			

			
				“Oh… yes..” I panted.
			

			
				“Okay?”
			

			
				“Perfect,” I gasped. “Fuck me.”
			

			
				He gently removed his fingers, and then lowered his cock to my rear entrance. With slow, steady pressure, he slid his cum-covered cock inside my ass. I felt my walls stretch to accommodate him, gripping him firmly as he entered me. He thrust again, deeper this time, and then he was filling me, his balls pressed against my body.
			

			
				The other two were watching, holding each other and stroking each other’s cocks. They were still hard. As Jens started to fuck me in the ass, Tomas turned Mads around and bent him over. He slid his cock deep into Mads’ ass, and let out a loud exclamation in Danish.
			

			
				The next half hour was a blur. It seemed like everyone fucked everyone. I loved watching the men fucking each other, something I’d never seen before. They all took me in the ass, and the pussy. And then a finale better than my wildest dreams.
			

			
				I was on top of Tomas, riding his cock. Mads was behind me in my ass, and Jens was behind him, fucking his ass. We were one crazy, bundle of bodies, all connected, all fucking. With a groan, Tomas thrust up inside me and came, his warm load of cum triggering my own orgasm. My cunt and ass clenched around their shafts. Mads groaned and filled my ass, flooding me with yet another load. And behind him, Jens reached his own orgasm.
			

			
				We all collapsed on the bed, sweaty, sticky, and delightfully messy.
			

			
				I was already planning a trip to Copenhagen.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				I slept like the dead and woke late. Daisy had come back sometime in the night and was asleep naked next to me, sprawled face down across the bed, dribbling onto her pillow.
			

			
				I got up, aching all over, sore in the best possible way. I had quite a lot of dried cum on me. So I headed to the shower, washing away the sins of the night before.
			

			
				When I returned to the room, wrapped in a fluffy towel and drying my hair, Daisy was awake. She was video calling Steve and giving him a blow-by-blow account of her night. I listened curiously as she described walking down the beach with a gorgeous Black Frenchman, and then having sex with him in the surf, under the moonlight.
			

			
				Just listening to her story was making me turned on all over again. I sat down next to her on the bed, still wrapped in a towel. I could see her phone screen now. Steve had his camera facing him as he sat on his bed at home, his massive, thick cock in his fist as he slowly stroked himself, listening to Daisy’s tale of debauchery.
			

			
				“Oh, fuck, sorry,” I said, realising I shouldn’t have seen that.
			

			
				“No, don’t go,” purred Daisy, “Just talking about it is making me horny. And I’m sure Steve doesn’t mind.”
			

			
				“Of course not,” growled Steve, wanking his massive member on the screen.
			

			
				I felt a throbbing ache between my thighs and realised I was soaking wet again. Daisy put her hand on my bare thigh.
			

			
				“Steve loved hearing about what we got up to, as well,” she said. Her voice was low and sexy.
			

			
				“Did he?” I whispered. My pussy felt like it was on fire. It needed to be touched.
			

			
				Daisy propped the phone up against the covers on the end of the bed, facing us. Then she leaned in, her lips meeting mine. My mouth opened instinctively, our tongues touching as she tugged the towel and pulled it away.
			

			
				My heavy breasts dropped free, hanging down almost to my belly button. Daisy’s fingers traced their shape, circling my nipples and making me moan desperately.
			

			
				I heard Steve groan on the other end of the connection. “Fuck, you’re beautiful, Simone,” he said.
			

			
				“She is, isn’t she?” gasped Daisy into my mouth. Her fingers trailed down between my legs, parting my thighs and showing off my soaking opening to her husband. Just the thought of him watching was driving me wild with arousal. I moved my own hand to her smooth mound, parting her folds and finding the swollen nub of her clit.
			

			
				We began to finger each other, gasping and moaning as we kissed, knowing that Steve was watching and touching himself.
			

			
				“When we get back…” Daisy gasped into my mouth, “I want to watch Steve… fuck you.”
			

			
				“Oh god,” I murmured, juices flowing freely from my cunt. “Yes, please.”
			

			
				Daisy pushed two fingers deep into my pussy and curled them up, making me almost scream with pleasure. Then she started finger-banging me. I spread my legs as wide as I could, showing everything to Steve, how she was stretching me, how wet I was, how my sticky, white arousal leaked from my pink vagina and ran down my dark asshole.
			

			
				“Oh my god, I’m going to destroy that perfect pussy, Simone,” groaned Steve, stroking himself faster.
			

			
				“Yes, please,” I managed to breathe, and then I was coming, my cunt clenching around Daisy’s fingers, stars spinning in my vision as waves of pleasure crashed over me.
			

			
				Daisy withdrew her fingers, sucking my sticky release off them. “Mmm,” she murmured.
			

			
				I wanted to make her feel as good as she had made me feel. I pushed her roughly back onto the bed and opened her legs, making sure to angle her so Steve could see everything. Then I bent down between them. I parted her swollen lips and looked at her throbbing pussy. She was soaked. I dived in, my tongue exploring her as deeply as I could.
			

			
				She gasped as I devoured her, her thighs trembling slightly under my hands. I glanced up to see her head thrown back, lips parted, blonde hair spread like a wild halo across the pillow. Daisy’s fingers twisted in the sheets. She arched her hips, desperate for more, and I gave it to her, licking firmly at her clit and then wrapping my mouth around it. When I sucked, she screamed with pleasure. Her hands found my hair, threading through it, gripping tight. Her breath came faster, broken now, every inhale like a plea.
			

			
				“Don’t stop,” she gasped, her voice raw. “God, Simone…”
			

			
				I moaned into her, the vibration making her cry out. Her body was trembling beneath my mouth, her thighs tightening around my head, and I knew she was close. I wanted to tip her over. And then she came, eyes rolling back in her head as the longest orgasm I’d ever seen ripped through her. On and on it went, as she twisted and squirmed on my mouth, moaning and panting for breath.
			

			
				I could hear a grunt from Steve. When Daisy finally finished coming, I looked over at the phone, my mouth soaked with her release. Thick lines of cum ran down Steve’s shaft and over his hand, with more of it still pulsing out the tip.
			

			
				“Fuck, girls,” he said. “That was unreal.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we went down to breakfast, Emily was already there, lounging at a table with juice and coffee.
			

			
				Daisy and I grabbed a plate, piled it with pastries, and slid into the seats next to her.
			

			
				“Wassup, slag,” Daisy grinned.
			

			
				“You both look like you’ve been wrecked,” Emily added, smirking over the rim of her coffee. “No offense.”
			

			
				I took a bite of something flaky and delicious, and jam dripped out onto my chin. “Probably because I have been. Absolutely ruined. By three very lovely Danish men. My fanny may never be the same again.”
			

			
				Daisy spread some butter on her toast. “I spent the night with a Frenchman              with the most incredible stamina. I didn’t know men could come four times in a row. I’ve never seen so much jizz.”
			

			
				“Does Steve know?”
			

			
				“Oh yes, he knows,” she smirked, winking at me.
			

			
				I swallowed another bite of pastry. I was so hungry. I turned to Emily. “So, did you go back with one of those barmen last night, Em?”
			

			
				Emily blushed, “You could say that… I went back with both of them.”
			

			
				I widened my eyes. I hadn’t expected that. I’d half expected her to chicken out with just one of them.
			

			
				“Good for you,” I beamed, “I’m so happy for you. So, how was your first threesome?”
			

			
				“Unbelievable,” she said, shaking her head. “I can’t stop thinking about it. And… I just want more now… I want all the dicks… I want to be gangbanged by a whole group of men… as many as possible… stuffing me in every hole… coming on me…”
			

			
				Daisy and I looked at her with open mouths. This was not something we expected to hear from shy, boring Emily.
			

			
				Just then, Chantelle flopped down into a chair next to us.
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” she groaned, her head dropping onto her chest. “I’m so tired.”
			

			
				“Not much sleep, huh?” smirked Daisy. “Where’d you go?”
			

			
				“I didn’t go anywhere. The beach party went on until dawn. God knows how many guys I shagged. Then I fell asleep on the beach and the tide woke me up by lapping at my feet.”
			

			
				That made us all laugh.
			

			
				Just then, Tomas and his friends walked past. They stopped to say hello.
			

			
				“Are you ladies going to the club night tonight?” asked Mads.
			

			
				“Ooh, club night?” said Chantelle, perking up.
			

			
				“Yeah, there’s a club in the hotel basement. It hosts a weekly club night that gets very wild. It’s a typical Magaluf club but… well sexier,” smirked Tomas.
			

			
				“It’s open to the public. The more adventurous ones, anyway,” added Mads.
			

			
				“What do you think, girls?” said Daisy. “Sounds like the perfect activity for our final night!”
			

			
				“Perfect,” I agreed. Chantelle and Emily were both nodding excitedly.
			

			
				“You’ll want to dress up, though,” Tomas said. “Think lingerie, BDSM gear. People go all out. Anyway, catch you later, ladies.”
			

			
				The guys waved and headed off to the beach.
			

			
				“I don’t have anything to wear!” whimpered Emily. “I don’t even own anything sexy.”
			

			
				“Don’t worry, babe,” said Chantelle. “Let’s go into town. It’s about time we did some shopping!”
			

			
				 
			

			
				After breakfast, still riding high from the night before, we grabbed our sunglasses and bags and headed into town. Magaluf’s streets were already buzzing, beachgoers in flip-flops, party people from the night before nursing iced coffees, and the unmistakable smell of suncream, sea salt, and cheap perfume.
			

			
				“Right,” Chantelle declared, leading the way with sunglasses perched on her head like a crown. “We are getting outfits. I already know what I’m wearing tonight. I’ve got this tight, pink, micro mini dress I brought with me for just such an occasion. But my mission is to get you lot dolled up just as well.”
			

			
				“I want something 80s and trashy,” said Daisy. “Something that screams ‘fuck me on my hen night’”
			

			
				The first stop was a tiny boutique where everything sparkled. Daisy zeroed in on a neon green tube top with mesh cutouts. It was bold, loud, and left little to the imagination.
			

			
				“Oh yes,” she said, holding it up to herself. Then she found a denim skirt so short it might as well have been a belt.
			

			
				“Everyone will see your knickers in that,” I said, laughing.
			

			
				“That’s the point,” she grinned.
			

			
				I found myself drawn to a silky white lingerie set that contrasted my dark skin beautifully. It was strappy and barely there. But I wasn’t confident enough to just wear that, so I grabbed a matching wraparound, floaty and translucent.
			

			
				And then there was Emily.
			

			
				She hovered behind us all, browsing without picking anything. When we pounced on her with options, she shook her head. I had a feeling she was going to end up with something really conservative.
			

			
				We didn’t push her. But just as we were leaving, she paused in front of a dark glass-fronted shop on a side street.
			

			
				“Hold up,” she said. “I want to go in here.”
			

			
				It was a sex shop.
			

			
				Chantelle raised an eyebrow. “Emily?”
			

			
				But Emily had already walked in. We followed. Chantelle was in her element, picking up all the dildos and making bawdy jokes. Ten minutes later, Emily appeared from the changing rooms.
			

			
				“I’ve got the perfect outfit,” she said, blushing.
			

			
				“Let’s see,” said Daisy, swinging the pair of handcuffs she’d been looking at.
			

			
				Emily held up the outfit. It was basically just leather straps with metal buckles. Like something from a sex dungeon. Our mouths dropped open.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 11
			

			
				 
			

			
				The club night didn’t even start until eleven in the evening, so we spent the rest of the day relaxing naked around the pool. Even Emily completely stripped off. Her body was pale and thin, with boyish hips and the thickest, black bush I had ever seen between her legs. She even had dark patches of hair under her arms, which was surprisingly sexy. I caught a lot of the men admiring her, and she didn’t seem to mind.
			

			
				When we finally stepped into the club, it was like the Magaluf I remember from my university days. The place was massive, with an industrial, warehouse vibe. It was heaving with bodies, packing the dancefloor and bouncing to a thumping beat from the DJ on a large stage at one end.
			

			
				It smelled of sweat, sex, and alcohol. Coloured lights strobed across the room in a hypnotic pulse, slicing through artificial fog and revealing flashes of skin, sequins, leather, and latex. Above the dancefloor, suspended from a rigging of chains and silk rope, two circus performers twisted slowly in aerial bondage.
			

			
				The DJ, a short, cute woman with pink hair and dramatic black eyeliner, commanded the stage like a high priestess of pleasure. Her beats were relentless, mixing smoothly into each other. But what caught our attention more than the music were her… pets.
			

			
				Three men, muscular, oiled, and barely clothed save for leather thongs and combat boots, crawled beside her on all fours, each connected to her by a thin black leash that she held in one gloved hand. When the beat dropped, she strutted to the edge of the stage and yanked one forward like a prize animal, parading him across the platform with the confidence of a dominatrix in full control. The crowd roared as he licked her thigh.
			

			
				We wandered deeper into the club. To our left, a cluster of dancers writhed against one another in a mirrored corner, all glistening bodies and barely-there outfits, some fully topless, others in mesh or bondage harnesses. One woman wore nothing but a pair of thigh-high boots, her shaved pussy exposed and her breasts bouncing freely as she danced with a man wearing just a suit jacket, and a pair of speedos.
			

			
				It was sweaty, ecstatic, and wonderfully joyful.
			

			
				Emily was wide-eyed but smiling. “Jesus,” she whispered, “I’ve never seen anything like this.”
			

			
				Daisy leaned in and kissed her cheek. “This is the hen party of my dreams.”
			

			
				From somewhere in the haze, a performer on stilts, covered in LEDs and wearing nothing but metallic body paint that glowed in the ultraviolet lights, stalked through the crowd, high-fiving dancers and pouring shots from a bottle between their lips. A woman in a cat mask grabbed my hand and spun me into the music, and I let myself go.
			

			
				The bass throbbed through my chest like a second heartbeat. The music was inside me now, not just in my ears but vibrating through my ribs, buzzing through my skin. I moved with it, letting the rhythm take me, hips swaying, arms raised to the strobes above.
			

			
				At some point, I shed the sheer wraparound I'd thrown over my lingerie. It fluttered to the sticky floor like discarded skin, and I didn’t look back. I didn’t need it. My black skin shimmered under the ultraviolet lights, radiant and bold, while the lace of my lingerie glowed faintly violet, casting soft, electric edges around every curve. I felt like a goddess. Untouchable and yet desperate to be touched.
			

			
				The woman in the cat mask spun me around. She paused, her mouth inches from mine, our hearts beating in time to the music. I met her eyes through the slits in her mask, and she kissed me without a word. Her lips were soft, insistent, tasting faintly of cherry lipgloss and smoke. She pulled away just as quickly, disappearing into the crowd like a mirage.
			

			
				Next, I danced with two men, shirtless and only wearing tiny jockstraps. They were soaked in sweat, bodies slick and warm against mine. One pressed in close behind me, grinding to the beat. I could feel his bulge against my ass. His hands ran down over my hips, and I felt a pulse of arousal. The other one pressed against me from the front, his mouth finding mine and claiming me. I moaned into it, melting between them, delirious on movement and music and bodies. There were hands everywhere, but none of it felt wrong. It felt respectful, like I could leave at any moment. It felt like the most natural thing in the world.
			

			
				When I opened my eyes, they were gone. I spun in a slow circle, breathless, searching for my friends. I danced through the haze, brushing against strangers who smiled and pulled me into brief embraces, kisses, or hands trailing over my skin. I met Marco and Diego, and danced with them for a while, my hands caressing their bulges as we moved.
			

			
				Then I caught sight of Chantelle and Daisy. They were the centre of attention for a group of topless men, grinding against them, but when they saw me, they pushed them away and came over.
			

			
				“Simone!” they screamed over the music, giving me big hugs.
			

			
				“Where’s Emily?” I shouted back. But they just shrugged.
			

			
				On the stage, the DJ had removed her shorts, her pussy on display, complete with a narrow landing strip dyed pink to match her hair. One of her pets crawled between her legs, and she straddled his face, grinding against his mouth with her hand in the air, pumping in time to the beat.
			

			
				The music built to a crescendo, a hard, pulsing throb that vibrated the floor. All at once, the lights shifted, bathing the club in crimson and gold. A mechanical groan echoed over the music.
			

			
				A steel cage ascended from the stage, rattling gently on thick iron chains. Everyone cheered and whistled, throwing their hands into the air. I craned my neck to see. Inside the cage, a thin girl danced sensually,  pale and shining under the lights, dressed in intricate black bondage: leather straps, high heels, and nothing else.
			

			
				Around her were five naked men, muscular, bodies slick with oil and sweat. Each one was naked except for a leather collar. They were all erect, their stiff cocks pointing at the girl.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” shouted Daisy.
			

			
				Above us, the cage began to sway gently as the beat dropped again, and the performers inside began their dance. The girl dropped to her knees, taking a cock in each hand. She took another in her mouth, then switched around, sucking each one in turn. The girl’s head bobbed gently as the men surrounded her. It was impossible to look away.
			

			
				Then she stood up, facing the crowd and holding the bars. She bent forward, sticking out her ass. One of the men behind guided his cock between her folds, and slammed hard into her. Her mouth opened in an O of ecstasy as he began to fuck her, making the cage rock and sway high above the stage. She looked out at us… and that’s when I realised.
			

			
				It was Emily.
			

			
				Daisy grabbed my hand, clutching it tight. “Oh my god,” she screamed in delight.
			

			
				“Yes!” shouted Chantelle, cheering her on. The first guy stood back, his cock glistening, and a second took his place.
			

			
				I felt a rush of heat sweep through me. Shy, conservative Emily was getting gangbanged in a live sex show.
			

			
				And that’s when the foam cannons turned on.
			

			
				A sudden hiss, then an eruption of white, frothy bubbles blasted out from all sides, blanketing the dancefloor in a cool, slick mist. The crowd shrieked in delight, arms thrown up as they spun and splashed and kissed under the sudden avalanche of foam.
			

			
				The lights cut to blue and violet, and the foam glowed eerily under the UV, a sea of soft, shimmering white that clung to bodies, lace and bare skin. Then the lights went out and strobes flickered on, making everything seem to move in slow motion.
			

			
				Daisy grabbed my waist and pulled me in, laughing, her mouth brushing mine before she kissed me, full and deep. We danced, slipping and laughing, bodies slick and shining under the lights. Around us, people shed what little they were wearing.
			

			
				Soon, it seemed like everyone was naked, writhing in the foam, kissing and touching. And fucking. Some of the women were on their knees, with men behind them, holding their hips and slamming into them, half hidden in the foam.
			

			
				Daisy was on her knees, too, a cock in her mouth as she fucked her own throat on it, spit running down her chin. Chantelle had made it to the long, padding bench around the outside, her legs open and a man fucking her between them.
			

			
				The two men in jock straps that I had danced with earlier appeared. They sandwiched me between them again, hands slipping my bra straps over my shoulders and freeing my breasts. My knickers were soaked with foam, already transparent, and they tugged those down too, fingers moving between my folds as the two of them touched me together.
			

			
				I reached into their jockstraps, grabbing hold of a thick cock in each hand. They quickly hardened, and I pulled them out, wanking them in unison. The guided me to the edge of the dancefloor, wading through the foam that covered everything. One of them gently bent me over a table, and thrust his hard cock deep into my cunt.
			

			
				I moaned with pleasure, overcome with the hedonistic delight of being fucked on a dancefloor, covered in foam. The other man moved in front of me, and I hungrily took his cock into my mouth, swallowing it all the way into my throat and lapping at the base with my tongue. The one behind gripping my slippery hips, slamming into me hard. I felt myself losing control, coming hard, my bare breasts pressed against the table.
			

			
				Then he pulled out, and they switched around. I tasted myself on the new cock in my mouth. At the same time, a different dick pushed deep into my aching pussy, stretching me with an urgent rhythm that made my whole body tremble.
			

			
				Around us, the foam rose in waves, cloaking the dancefloor in a wet, white blur of limbs and skin. People were fucking everywhere, against walls, sprawled on the floor, tangled up in threes, fours, more. There was no shame, no hesitation. Just sweat, foam, and the wild throb of bodies moving in time with the beat. Faces were indistinct, masked by mist and pleasure, but it didn’t matter. No one cared who they were with, or how many.
			

			
				When the men with me finally reached their limits, they pulled out together. I sank to my knees as they stood over me, cocks in hand, stroking themselves urgently until their hot release splashed across my breasts. I gasped as it hit my skin, mingling with the foam and sweat, running down my chest in warm, messy trails. My hair was soaked, matted, and wild, clinging to my cheeks and shoulders. I must have looked like a wreck, or a goddess, depending on who you asked.
			

			
				Drenched, used, and grinning, I stood unsteadily and wove my way through the tangle of bodies in search of a moment's rest. The lights, the music, the touch, it was all glorious, but I needed to breathe.
			

			
				Following the signs to the chillout zone, I headed through some double doors at the side of the dancefloor. As soon as they closed behind me, the sound of the beat was instantly muted. At the end of the corridor were some more doors. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The doors swung open without a sound, and I stepped into another world. The room was large and circular, lit in a soft amber glow. In the center stood a circular, glowing bar, sleek and minimalist. It was edged with strips of light that pulsed gently in time with the slow, downtempo music drifting from a DJ booth beside it. The female DJ was wearing nothing but gold body paint and headphones, swaying lazily as she mixed a sultry, hypnotic track that settled into my skin and instantly calmed my racing heart.
			

			
				Around the edge of the room, instead of couches or booths, there were beds. Dozens of them. Thick mattresses dressed in white linens, low to the ground, lit from below so they seemed to float slightly above the floor. And on each of them: naked bodies. Tangled and slow-moving.
			

			
				Here, the urgency was gone. This was not the frenzied, animal fucking of the dancefloor. This was worship. Soft kisses were being shared between naked strangers. Hands were gliding slowly over skin, tracing curves. Couples, threesomes, and more, riding each other in long, languid motions, moaning quietly into necks and mouths.
			

			
				A man lay on his back as two women curled over him, kissing each other while they touched him together, slowly. On another bed, a woman sat astride a lover, her hips rolling in a gentle rhythm, eyes closed, hair cascading down her back as another pair of hands from behind brushed along her arms, her breasts, and her throat.
			

			
				I spotted Tomas at the bar, naked, his skin gleaming under the low amber lights. He accepted a drink from the bartender, and then his eyes scanned the room slowly… until they landed on me. He smiled and held out his hand. I went to him, our lips meeting in a long and sensual kiss.
			

			
				He led me through the beds, past sighs and soft gasps and the naked bodies, to an empty patch of mattress shared by two couples already lost in each other. They barely looked up as we joined them, only smiled with dreamy approval, before going back to their own lovemaking.
			

			
				Tomas lay back and pulled me gently on top of him. The music curled around us like smoke. Our bodies met with a tenderness I hadn’t expected, but deeply needed. His hands moved over me slowly, cupping my ass, spreading me open as I sank onto him.
			

			
				I gasped softly, burying my face in his neck, my knees braced in the warm sheets. There was no rush. Just the ache, the delicious, melting grind of his cock in my cunt. We moved together in slow waves, his dick deep, deep inside me, every breath shared, every inch of skin touching.
			

			
				Around us, the mattress shifted as the other couples changed position. A hand brushed my back. And then lips, soft and unfamiliar, kissed the edge of my shoulder.
			

			
				I turned. The woman from the couple next to us, her skin flushed and glowing, smiled at me. Her hand came up to cradle my face. She leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep, tasting of wine and lust. We shifted together without words, our hands going between the others legs. The man who had been with her, shifted to Tomas, the two of them pairing up, hands around each others cocks.
			

			
				She laid me down gently, her breath warm against my skin. Every part of me was alive, aching in that perfect way.. The way that says: yes, take this, I want to feel everything.
			

			
				Tomas was beside me, caught in his own world with her partner, their bodies pressed together, hands moving in rhythm. I glanced at him, and he met my eyes, smiling. The woman bent between my legs, her tongue exploring me, driving me higher. Even as she did that, another man began to take her from behind with long, slow strokes.
			

			
				I moaned softly. Her mouth was everywhere, teasing, coaxing, drawing me toward the edge. My hips moved on their own, chasing the feeling, helpless against the rising wave. And then I came, long and hard, my eyes screwed tightly closed as the waves of pleasure washed over me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I looked up, Daisy stood at the edge of the bed, her lips parted in a half-smile, her blonde curls damp and wild, a fine sheen of sweat glowing on her naked body. Next to her was Chantelle, heavy pregnant tits hanging down to her belly, her bush matted from the foam.
			

			
				“Hi, babe,” purred Chantelle. “Having fun?”
			

			
				“Yes, this place is wild!” I said.
			

			
				Daisy knelt beside me and brushed a strand of hair from my face, her fingers gentle. “You look… radiant,” she whispered. Then, without waiting, she kissed me, soft and slow.
			

			
				The woman who had just been wrapped around me didn’t move away. She only smiled at Daisy, and then at Chantelle, as if they were all old friends meeting in some beautiful, secret place just outside reality. Tomas welcomed them both with open arms, tugging Chantelle into a lazy, passionate embrace. The man who had been with the other woman shifted to make room for Daisy.
			

			
				We sank into each other, laughing softly, touching, exploring without urgency as the slow beat of the music washed over us. Daisy curled against my side as the man entered her from behind. Chantelle’s hand found mine and squeezed as Tomas bent down, his tongue disappearing between her ass cheeks.
			

			
				The night stretched on, in one crazy, lust-fuelled mess.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Epilogue
			

			
				 
			

			
				The airplane hummed softly as we soared over the clouds, the golden haze of the sun glistening off the snow-capped peaks of the Pyrenees below.
			

			
				It was quieter than the flight out. Much quieter.
			

			
				The rugby lads, once rowdy, cocky, and full of beer, were now slumped in their seats like broken statues, eyes hidden behind sunglasses, sipping gingerly at bottles of water and groaning at every bit of turbulence. Darren had come over to see if Chantelle wanted a trip to the airplane toilet with him again, but she was no longer interested, so he’d slunk back to his friends with his tail between his legs.
			

			
				“I spoke to Steve this morning,” Daisy said, turning around in her seat to face Chantelle and me, her voice soft but excited. “Told him everything.”
			

			
				My eyebrows shot up. “Everything?”
			

			
				She nodded, smiling dreamily. “Every. Single. Thing. He says he’s never felt closer to me.” She stretched, sighing happily. “We’re going to be swingers now. Like, properly. I think it’s going to make our marriage even more perfect.”
			

			
				Chantelle gave her a mock-stern look. “That’s lovely for you, babe. Truly. But my husband isn’t so forgiving, so let’s all remember the sacred rule.” She held up one manicured finger. “What happens in Magaluf...”
			

			
				“...stays in Magaluf,” we all said in unison, grinning.
			

			
				Emily leaned forward, eyes bright despite the bags beneath them, clutching her phone. “I’ve just been doing some research, there’s a BDSM play party next Thursday near us and they are looking for volunteers for the gangbang. I’ve just sent them a message.”
			

			
				We all stared at her open-mouthed.
			

			
				“Oh, and I’m going to start an OnlyFans,” she said, turning back to her phone.
			

			
				I leaned my head against the window, watching the clouds roll past beneath us. My body ached in places I hadn’t known could ache. My throat was sore and my pussy was going to take a week to recover.
			

			
				But it had been the best hen party ever.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Enjoyed this story? Subscribe to the newsletter at www.lucyxane.com to get a free short story and be kept up to date with all the new releases and special offers.
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				Lucy Xane lives in London, England, and is known for her explicit yet delightfully entertaining erotic stories. She writes across a range of erotic genres, from historical to contemporary, often infused with humour. Her stories are light-hearted, fun, and always packed with explicit sex. Common themes include bisexuality, ethical non-monogamy, sexual awakening, threesomes, foursomes, and both anal and oral sex.
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				When Claire and Andy decide to spend a weekend at a luxurious wellness retreat, they expect a serene escape from their busy lives, complete with massages, relaxation, and a little romance. But when the retreat burns down just before they arrive, they find themselves booked into The Haven: A Sex And Wellness Retreat instead.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Surrounded by free-spirited guests embracing the “clothing optional” rule, Claire and Andy find themselves enjoying naked yoga, couples massage with a happy ending, and opening up in ways they never would have imagined. Discover how one accidental booking can transform an ordinary weekend into a very explicit swinging adventure full of orgasms and new experiences, including the ultimate one - the final night orgy.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Finishing School For Sluts
			

			
				https://books.lucyxane.com/pgrq6mgqsu
			

			
				 
			

			
				When Arabella’s parents find her in bed with half the crew of their yacht, they send her to a finishing school in deepest, darkest Devon to straighten her out. But as all the girls there have similar scandalous pasts, things don’t quite work out as they planned.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Soon, Arabella meets a charming young man named Will, and she hatches a plan to escape the school and take control of her future. Join her in this funny, daring, and unashamedly explicit tale of sneaky adventures, bisexuality, threesomes and group sex with very horny rich girls.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Sex Academy
			

			
				https://books.lucyxane.com/ptm0nrvp3h
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jane loves Charlie with all her heart, but the sex is boring and predictable. When they enrol in a lunchtime Sex Academy, she expects a few tips and techniques. What she doesn’t expect is just how far things will go. From live demonstrations to group workshops, each lesson brings them closer to their ultimate sexual fantasies and to each other.
			

			
				 
			

			
				As they explore this new world, the couple soon realise they're not just improving their own relationship, they're unlocking desires that involve other people too. Soon, passion, lust, and graphic sex lead the way in this fun and filthy adventure.
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