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The Sex Retreat - First Time Accidental Swingers


Explicit And Fun Erotic Novella



Chapter One




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, shit,” I said.

“What, Claire?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The receptionist’s smile didn’t waver. “We encourage all our guests to fully embrace the relaxing environment of The Haven. Clothing is entirely optional in all areas, except at dinner, where we request smart attire.”

I blinked. “Clothing is optional?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“True,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That obvious, is it?” Andy asked.

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

“You’ve been before?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two




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

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

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

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

“Barbara,” she said, introducing herself.

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

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

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

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

Somehow, I doubted that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good for you,” he grinned.

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

He raised his eyebrows, surprised. “Oh?”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three




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

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

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

I laughed nervously. “We’ll see.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re beautiful,” he said simply.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mind if we join you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Not yet, just the yoga,” I replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Never mind.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come for me,” he whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, look, it’s the new couple.”

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

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

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

“Of course, please do,” Andy replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, not at all,” I said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I panted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Harder,” I gasped.

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

“I’m close,” he groaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I raised my eyebrows, “An orgy?”

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

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


Chapter Six




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure,” he replied.

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

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

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

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

“Just let go,” he murmured softly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath.

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

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

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

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

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

“Well, that was unexpected,” he said.

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

“But?” he prompted, his eyebrow raised.

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Seven




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Eight




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Really?” said Barbara, raising an eyebrow.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Andy, give me… your cock,” I moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Nine




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Ten




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Eleven




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You have beautiful skin,” she whispered.

“Thank you,” I said. “So do you.”

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

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

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

“Yes,” I whispered, my heart pounding.

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

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

“Is this okay?” she asked softly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Mind if I join in?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Don’t stop,” I begged.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Epilogue




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I searched quickly and found one that seemed promising.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

THE END
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The Sex Retreat - Double Date


First Time Accidental Swingers



Chapter One




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I quickly filled in the details and checked out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I love you too,” he replied.


Chapter Two




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Jackie!” I scolded. “What the fuck?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You okay?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh yeah, just like that! Harder!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three




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

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

“You look stunning,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Jackie!” I hissed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jackie, of course, noticed immediately.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, wow,” Jackie whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck, are they…?” I asked.

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

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

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

“This place eez crazy,” laughed Yves.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Rob noticed my distraction and followed my gaze. He didn’t seem annoyed; in fact, his hand slid further up my thigh, hiking my dress up in the process. “They’re not shy, are they?” he murmured.

“No,” I whispered, my pulse racing.

Jackie tossed Yves’ shirt aside, her hands moving to his trousers. She undid his belt and zip, reaching in to free him from the fabric. I caught my breath when his cock sprang free, thick and hard. It was so big, like something from a porno. Jackie wrapped her hand around him immediately, stroking him slowly as she whispered something in his ear.

I couldn’t look away. Rob’s hand slid higher, brushing against the dampness of my knickers, and I gasped softly. I realised I was soaking wet, my arousal leaking into my panties. Rob’s fingers slipped under the hem of my knickers, his fingers circling my opening and collecting up my wetness. I moaned loudly with pleasure at the sensation.

In the bedroom, Jackie had slipped her knickers off and tossed them aside. I could see that her mound was completely shaved. She climbed over Yves, lowering herself onto his cock with a moan that echoed through the villa. Yves groaned deeply, gripping her hips as she started to ride him, her movements slow and sensual.

The sight was too much. I turned back to Rob, pulling him toward me as I reached for his belt. “I need you to fuck me,” I whispered.

“What, here?” he asked, sounding a little surprised.

“Yes,” I breathed. “Here.”

Rob took over with his belt, standing briefly to drop his trousers and boxers. I hastily slipped my knickers off. Rob knelt between my legs, his throbbing cock eagerly nestling between my wet folds. With a moan of his own, he slid deep inside me.

Through the open door, I could see Jackie moving faster now. She had cast off her bra, and her huge breasts were bouncing with every thrust as Yves met her movements with powerful ones of his own. Her moans grew louder, unashamed, echoing through the villa. She was facing me, and our eyes locked as both of us took our partners’ cocks inside us. The sheer filthiness of what we were doing sent a thrill of pleasure through me.

I tried to stay quiet, but every time Rob thrust into me, hitting just the right spot, I let out an involuntary moan, my cries mingling with Jackie’s. Though we were separated by a room, it felt as though we were all part of the same experience, feeding off each other’s energy. And in that moment, I didn’t care about my shyness or about anything except the pleasure building inside me, driving me higher and higher.

Jackie’s moans grew louder, shamelessly wild as she bounced on Yves. Her head was thrown back, her hands planted firmly on his chest for balance as she rode him with abandon. “Oh God, Yves,” she gasped, her voice rising. “Yes, just like that… fuck me… fuck me harder!” Her breasts swayed with every movement, bouncing and slapping together.

On the sofa, Rob and I were moving together in a slower, more deliberate rhythm. I clung to his shoulders, my dress pushed up around my waist, my legs wrapped tightly around him as he drove into me. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure coursing through me, and I bit my lip to keep from crying out too loudly. But the sounds coming from the other room were impossible to ignore. Jackie’s cries of ecstasy only heightened my own arousal, making me even wetter, even more desperate to reach my peak.

I stole another glance through the open door, unable to help myself. Jackie was gasping now, her hips grinding down against Yves as her cries reached a fever pitch. Her body trembled, and then she froze, her back arching and her mouth falling open in a silent scream before a shuddering moan escaped her lips. “Oh fuck… Yves!” she cried, her whole body shaking as her climax overtook her.

The sight was too much for me. My nails dug into Rob’s shoulders as my own orgasm suddenly hit me. My body tensed, and then I was coming, my inner walls clenching tightly around him as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I buried my face in his shoulder to muffle my cries, my body trembling with the force of my release.

As I came down from the high, I glanced over at the other room again. Jackie was lifting off Yves, his thick, black cock coated with her sticky, white release. She knelt on the bed, sticking her ass up in the air. Yves moved behind her, and she locked eyes with me again as he thrust hard into her. Her mouth opened, and her eyes glazed over as he penetrated her with his big dick.

Rob must have caught my glance because he gave me a knowing smile. “Shall we switch it up, too?” he asked.

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice still shaky from my climax.

He pulled out of me gently and helped me to my feet. My dress slipped down as I stood, so I shrugged myself out of it. I pulled him back to the sofa and pushed him down onto it. His cock was still rock-hard, glistening with my arousal. I straddled him, my knees sinking into the cushions on either side of his hips. His hands gripped my waist as I guided him back inside me, both of us letting out a soft moan at the sensation. I could feel my lips stretch tight around my shaft, and I realised with a rush of heat that Jackie and Yves would clearly be able to see that too. And my asshole. I’d never felt more wanton… or turned on.

Jackie’s cries were already starting again, soft at first but quickly growing louder until she resumed her passionate cries of “Fuck me… fuck me with your big cock.”

I couldn’t help but move my hips in time with her sounds, grinding down on Rob as he filled me completely. His hands moved to my small breasts, teasing and pulling on my long, hard nipples. I gasped as he thrust up into me, meeting my movements with his own. I was already building again, the heat in my core spiralling higher with every roll of my hips.

From the bedroom, Jackie’s cries were reaching another crescendo. “Oh fuck… I’m coming,” she screamed.

The sound spurred me on. I moved faster, grinding against Rob as his hands gripped my hips, helping me ride him. Rob’s hands slid down to cup my ass, pulling me even closer as he thrust up into me. I cried out, unable to hold back any longer. My movements became erratic, desperate, as I chased another orgasm.

“Helena,” Rob groaned, his grip tightening. “I’m going to come.”

“Me too,” I gasped, my nails digging into his shoulders.

I felt Rob twitch inside me, releasing his cum into my cunt. That pushed me over the edge, and I shattered, my body clenching tightly around Rob as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. I clung to him, his cock still leaking into me, as the aftershocks ran through my body.

I turned to look at the others. As we watched, wide-eyed, Yves pulled out of Jackie and held his big dick in one hand. With one firm stroke, he ejaculated all up her back. One, two, three, huge loads laying lines on her skin, before it slowed and came out in throbbing waves onto her ass.

For a moment, there was nothing but the sound of heavy breathing and the faint hum of insects outside. Then Jackie’s voice broke the silence, still breathless. “I told you those walls were thin,” she called out, laughing.

Rob and I both burst into laughter, collapsing against each other as the tension finally gave way to a shared, blissful satisfaction.


Chapter Four




The next morning, I woke up in our bed, naked in Rob’s arms. Sunlight streamed through the crack in the curtains, casting a bright line across the sheets. Seeing I was awake, Rob stroked my ginger hair, brushing a strand out of my face.

“Good morning, beautiful,” he said.

“Morning,” I replied, sleepily. My body ached, especially between my legs, but in a good way. The memories of the previous evening came flooding back, and I felt my stomach flip. “I can’t believe we did that,” I said.

“What?” asked Rob with a smirk.

“You know… fucked in front of our friends,” I replied. “God, how embarrassing.”

“Didn’t you enjoy it?” asked Rob, stroking my hair again. “I know I did.”

“Oh, I did… maybe enjoyed it too much. What is this place doing to us?”

“I think we should just relax and go with it.”

“I know, you’re right. Come on, let’s get up and get ready.”

When we went into the living area, Jackie was making coffee in her knickers. And just her knickers; her lovely breasts with their wide nipples were on full display.

“Careful, you don’t burn your tits,” I laughed.

“Morning,” she replied. “I figured there’s no point in modesty after last night.”

I felt myself going red again, but just then Yves returned through the front door, accompanied by the smell of fresh-baked goods.

“I ‘ave bought pastrieez,” he announced.

After breakfast and a much-needed shower, Jackie and I flicked through the welcome pack, looking for something to do while the men headed off to play tennis. We settled on a group workshop that promised to “use mindfulness and self-care to relax and centre you.” It sounded like exactly what I needed after the excitement of the previous day.

The workshop was held in a converted barn not far from our villa. Jackie and I dressed in our activewear for the occasion. Jackie, of course, was in her signature short yoga pants that hugged her curves tightly, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. They gave her a rather obvious camel-toe look, which she didn’t seem to care about in the slightest. Her top was equally tight, struggling to contain her massive bosom and accentuating her cleavage. By contrast, I’d chosen a loose-fitting tank top and leggings, hoping to avoid drawing attention.

When we arrived at the studio, we were greeted by a surprising sight. Most of the women in the class were wearing their white resort dressing gowns, and as they settled onto yoga mats, they began casually slipping them off to reveal that they were naked underneath. Jackie gave me a wide-eyed, delighted grin as one by one, the other women disrobed. Every imaginable body type was soon on display, slim, toned twenty-somethings who looked like Instagram models, older women with wide hips and sagging breasts, and everything in between. The casual ease with which they revealed themselves left me feeling oddly self-conscious.

Now feeling overdressed, Jackie and I found a yoga mat each at the back as the instructor fiddled with the sound system, trying to get it to work. The woman next to me gave me a warm, friendly smile. She was a bit older than me, curvy and confident, with radiant ginger hair that was even more vibrant than mine. Her freckles glowed in the soft light, scattered liberally across her chest. She was completely naked, her thick ginger bush spreading to her thighs, and yet she radiated such comfort in her own skin that I found myself relaxing just a little.

“Hello, love,” she said, reaching out a hand. “I’m Barbara. Nice to see another ginger in the class.”

“Hi,” I replied, shaking her hand shyly. “I wasn’t expecting… everyone to be naked.”

“First time, is it?” she asked with an understanding smile.

I nodded. “There’s quite a lot about this place that’s surprising me, to be honest. We were expecting something a bit more… conventional.”

Barbara giggled, her freckled shoulders shaking. “Oh, you’ve landed in the deep end, haven’t you?”

Before I could respond, the instructor managed to get the sound system working, the mike taped to the side of her face suddenly coming in loud and clear on the speakers. She was an athletic-looking Asian woman with striking cheekbones, wearing a skimpy leotard that clung to her like a second skin. She had the kind of physique that suggested she could run a marathon before breakfast without breaking a sweat.

“Welcome, everyone,” she said in a soothing voice. “This class is all about connecting with yourself. Let go of your self-consciousness and focus inward. Start by lying down on your mats. Close your eyes and take a few deep breaths.”

I did as instructed, lying back on the mat. The wooden beams of the barn ceiling stretched above me, but I focused on the soft, tranquil music now playing through the sound system. I breathed in deeply, letting the tension in my body melt away. Jackie lay beside me, sneaking me a cheeky grin before closing her eyes.

“Now, let your hands rest lightly on your belly,” the instructor continued. “Feel the rise and fall of your breath. Let yourself sink into the rhythm, letting go of everything except this moment.”

I exhaled slowly, my hands rising and falling with my breath. A sense of calm began to settle over the room as the instructor’s voice guided us.

“Next,” she said gently, “run your hands over your body. Start with your arms, feeling the texture of your skin, and let your touch awaken your awareness.”

I mimicked the movements of those around me, running my palms over my arms and shoulders.

“Now, explore your chest,” the instructor said softly. “Feel the curves of your body, the weight of your breasts.”

Jackie immediately peeled off her top, tossing it aside without a second thought. Her breasts spilled free, round and full, her nipples already hard from her touch. I hesitated, glancing around nervously, but every other woman in the room was either already topless or in the process of removing their clothing.

With a deep breath, I slipped my tank top over my head, exposing my small, pert breasts. My nipples stiffened as my hands brushed over them, sending a shiver through me. The sensation was surprisingly intense, and I found myself biting my lip as I continued the motion.

The instructor’s voice grew softer, more intimate. “Let your fingers explore your nipples. Circle them, tease them. Feel the warmth building within you.”

Around the room, soft gasps and moans began to fill the air as the women followed her guidance. Jackie’s head tilted back, her lips parted in a sigh as her fingers pinched and rolled her nipples. I could see the flush spreading across her chest, her breathing growing heavier. On my other side, Barbara was doing the same, massaging her heavy tits and squeezing the nipples hard.

I let my own hands linger on my nipples, circling them lightly before giving a gentle squeeze. A spark of pleasure shot through me, making me gasp quietly. My cheeks burned, but the sensations were too delicious to stop. Beside me, Jackie let out a low moan, her fingers working over her chest. Barbara was also sighing softly, her hands moving to pull roughly on her nipples.

The instructor’s voice was like a soothing melody. “Notice how your body responds. There’s no rush. Just explore, let yourself feel every sensation, every spark of pleasure.”

The room had transformed into a chorus of soft moans and heavy breaths. I glanced at Jackie, her face flushed with arousal as her hands explored herself unabashedly. Her confidence was infectious, and I found myself relaxing further, giving in to the pleasure coursing through me.

The instructor’s soothing voice cut through the quiet sounds of soft moans and heavy breathing that filled the barn. “Now,” she said gently, “bring your awareness lower. Place your hands on your hips, your thighs. Feel the strength there, the softness. Let your hands glide over your skin, exploring every sensation.”

My hands trembled slightly as they slid down to my hips, feeling the warmth of my palms through my leggings. Jackie, ever the confident one, had already slipped her yoga pants off and was caressing her bare thighs, her movements slow and sensual. Her heavy breasts swayed slightly with her breathing, her nipples still hard from the previous exercise.

The instructor’s voice dipped lower, intimate but still calm. “When you’re ready, let your hands drift further. Over your pelvis, between your legs. Touch yourself gently at first, just to awaken your awareness. There’s no need to rush.”

I hesitated, my cheeks burning as my hands hovered over the waistband of my leggings. Jackie, of course, was already ahead of me. Her fingers slid boldly between her legs, her head tilting back slightly as a soft moan escaped her lips. Her confidence was magnetic, and I couldn’t help but feel a spark of courage watching her.

With a deep breath, I slipped my hands down over my leggings. The warmth of my touch through the fabric sent a shiver through me, and before I knew it, I had pushed them down over my hips with my knickers, leaving myself exposed. My fingers brushed through the hair on my mound and over my folds, tentative at first, but even that light touch made me gasp quietly. My own soft sound was drowned out by the murmurs and moans filling the barn as the other women all touched themselves too.

I noticed the instructor, too, was now naked, and she faced us, sitting up and watching. Her feet were planted on the floor, her legs open. Her fingers were nestled between her own soft, black bush, gently circling her clit as she spoke.

“Let your touch explore,” she continued. “Feel every part of yourself, every curve, every pulse of pleasure. This is your moment, free from judgment or expectation.”

Jackie was fully immersed now, her breathing heavy as her fingers worked over herself with growing intensity. Her other hand still teased her nipples, her eyes closed as her body moved with her touch. Beside me, Barbara had spread her legs confidently and was using both hands between her legs. She had one hand on her clit, the other making wet noises as she plunged her fingers into her pussy.

I let my fingers move more freely, circling my clit and sliding lower, exploring the wetness that was building between my thighs. A low moan slipped out before I could stop it, and I glanced nervously around the room. But no one was paying attention to me. They were all lost in their own worlds of sensation.

The instructor’s voice softened even more, barely louder than a whisper now. “Let the pleasure build. Follow the rhythm of your body. This is about you, your connection to yourself.”

Jackie let out a low, breathy moan that drew my attention. Her hand moved faster now, her hips lifting slightly off the mat as she chased her own pleasure. She didn’t care who saw, who heard; she was completely in her element, and I found myself both embarrassed and envious of her confidence. My own hand moved faster, my fingers circling and stroking as the tension built inside me.

The barn was filled with the sound of soft gasps and moans, a collective crescendo of arousal. I could feel my own climax building, slow but steady. Jackie’s moans grew louder beside me, and I could tell she was close. Suddenly, her back arched, her hands never stopping as she let out a deep, loud cry of release.

Her climax pushed me over the edge. My own pleasure peaked suddenly as waves of ecstasy rippled through me. I bit my lip to keep from crying out too loudly, but the sound still escaped, adding to the other moans of pleasure in the room.

Around the room, the other women reached their own peaks, their voices a chorus of release. For a moment, the barn was filled with nothing but the sound of women coming, moaning, gasping and crying out in pure pleasure. It was glorious.

The instructor gave us a moment to recover, letting the energy settle before speaking again. Her voice was warm and slightly shaky after her own climax. “Thank you all for allowing yourselves to let go. To explore, to feel, to connect. This is what self-love looks like: freedom and joy in your own body.”

Jackie turned to me with a blissed-out grin, her skin flushed and glowing. “Well,” she whispered, “that was worth the price of admission.”

I laughed, still catching my breath. “I’ll admit… I wasn’t expecting that.”

“Would you ladies like to go and get a coffee?” asked Barbara, slipping her dressing gown back on.

Barbara was a lot of fun, and she got on like a house on fire with Jackie. She was a regular at the resort, and she told us all about it. As we’d come to suspect, it was primarily for swingers. Barbara was one herself, and she hinted at swapping her husband with other women and even having group sex. The whole conversation was making me very turned on. My stomach was doing somersaults at the thought of what they got up to.

“That all sounds very exciting,” I said, “but I don’t think I’ll be swapping partners any time soon.”

“Hmm,” Jackie said thoughtfully as she sipped on her coffee.

When we got back to the villa, the men had just returned and were flaked out on the sofa, sweaty and exhausted.

“How was the tennis?” I asked.

“Yves won,” panted Rob, looking like he’d run a marathon.

“Eet was close,” said Yves. “Tell 'er about ze people on ze next court,” he added, with a filthy grin.

Rob laughed. “They were naked, of course.”

“Four… very 'ot… very large-breasted… college girls,” said Yves smirking. “I sink I only won because Rob was so distracted.”

“Oh, I bet you were looking just as much,” laughed Jackie, collapsing on the sofa next to him and digging him in the ribs.

“I was mainly concerned that they would have found it much easier with a sports bra,” said Rob. “Their tits were bouncing all over the place.”

“And,” said Yves, leaning forward, “When zey bent over to pick up ze ball…” He pursed his lips and whistled.

“You dirty boys,” laughed Jackie, finding it hilarious. “I bet it’s hard to run with an erection.”

Rob glanced at me to check I wasn’t annoyed, but for some reason I realised that I wasn’t. I gave him a reassuring smile.

“Anyway, we’ve had our own adventure,” I said. I told them about our “self-love” class, feeling my face burning as I confessed everything. Then I told them what Barbara had said about it being a swingers resort.

“I think we’d already reached that conclusion,” said Rob. “On the way back from tennis, we er… passed four people… going at it… right out in the open.”

“Oh my god,” I said, putting my hand over my mouth.

“Tell us all about it,” Jackie said, leaning in, eyes shining.


Chapter Five




After everything that had happened, I was feeling hot and bothered. I suggested we go and try the outdoor pool, and the others readily agreed. The late morning sun was already blazing, promising a warm day ahead. We slipped on our dressing gowns over swimsuits and grabbed towels from the villa.

The pool was set in a beautifully landscaped area surrounded by tall hedges and vibrant flower beds, giving it an air of privacy. There were sun loungers scattered around, a few shaded by large umbrellas, and a stunning infinity pool that overlooked a small wooded valley. It all looked serene, at first glance.

As we stepped closer, it became immediately clear that this wasn’t like any poolside I’d ever been to before. While there were one or two people wearing swimsuits, the majority were completely naked. A tall, tanned man with a surprisingly long cock hanging down between his legs stood chatting by the edge of the pool, his hands gesturing animatedly as he laughed.

On a sun lounger nearby, a woman reclined on her stomach, her skin glistening with sunscreen as she flipped through a paperback. Her legs were parted slightly, and she didn’t seem at all bothered that her slit was fully visible. Another naked woman with obviously fake breasts rubbed suncream into her back.

In a secluded spot on the far side, two couples sat side by side, their chairs pushed close together. Each couple were stroking and kissing each other, and I had a feeling they weren’t kissing their original partners.

I felt my cheeks flush. Jackie was grinning ear to ear, clearly delighted by the uninhibited display. Yves raised an eyebrow, but he looked more intrigued than shocked. Rob’s hand found its way to the small of my back, a reassuring touch that told me he was just as out of his depth as I was.

“Well,” Jackie said, giggling, “they’re certainly committed to the whole clothing optional vibe, aren’t they?”

I shrugged awkwardly, tugging my dressing gown a little tighter around me. “It’s... uh... liberating, I guess?”

Jackie turned to me, eyes sparkling. “You know what? I’m going to join them.” Before I could say anything, she threw her towel onto a sunbed and untied her gown, letting it fall to the ground. She was wearing a two-piece bikini that was clearly too small for her. She pulled the top up over her head, letting her big boobs drop free. Then she shimmied out of the bottoms, exposing her shaved mound for everyone to see. Then she ran to the poolside, breasts bouncing and jumped in with a big splash.

Yves didn’t wait long to follow. He tossed his dressing gown onto a chair, revealing his muscular frame and sculpted abdomen. He peeled his tight swimming trunks down to his ankles. As he bent down, I could see his firm, muscular ass and thighs, and in between his legs, his large cock and balls hanging low. He followed Jackie into the pool, the water barely making a splash as he dived gracefully in headfirst.

I stood there frozen, clutching my gown closed like it was the only thing anchoring me to reality. Rob looked equally uncertain, his hand nervously rubbing the back of his neck.

“They look like they’re having fun,” he murmured, nodding toward the pool where Jackie was now floating on her back, her breasts bobbing just above the surface. Yves swam up beside her, splashing her and making her giggle.

I swallowed hard, glancing around. No one was staring, no one seemed to care that Jackie and Yves had just stripped off. Everyone was too busy enjoying themselves, swimming, sunbathing, or chatting.

Rob hesitated a moment longer before letting out a deep breath. “Shall we?” he asked, tugging his gown off to reveal his swim shorts.

I stared at him, my heart pounding. “Why not,” I heard myself say.

Slowly, I untied my gown and let it slip from my shoulders, revealing my modest black swimsuit. Then, with a deep breath, I hooked my thumbs into the straps and pushed it down, stepping out of it and leaving myself completely naked.

Rob grinned at me, his eyes taking in my breasts and then moving to my trimmed, ginger bush. He dropped his swim shorts to the ground and held out his hand. I took it, and he led me to the water's edge.

When we got to the edge of the pool, Jackie grinned up at me. “Took you long enough. Your ginger bush looks so cute, you know, you should show it off more often.”

I rolled my eyes and slid into the water, gasping at the coolness against my overheated skin. Rob was right behind me, his hands settling on my waist as we moved through the water. We swam and splashed for a while, the cool water easing my nerves.

Just then, four pretty girls in their early twenties appeared by the side of the pool, claiming some sun loungers and shrugging off their gowns. Underneath, they were all naked, not a tan line or patch of body hair between them.

“Look, it’s the college girls from the tennis court,” said Yves.

“Fuck, no wonder you were distracted,” laughed Jackie. “They are all smoking hot.”

“Ooh, it’s those cute guys from tennis,” said one of them suddenly, and waved manically at Rob and Yves, her big breasts bouncing like crazy. “Coo-ee,” she shouted, still waving.

“Honestly, we barely spoke to them,” said Rob, turning red. Yves gave them a little wave.

“It’s fine,” I said, putting my arm around him and pulling him close. I felt his hard cock against my leg. “I don’t mind you looking,” I said, my hand surprising me by moving under the water to boldly stroke his length.

After splashing and swimming around for a while, we all made our way to the edge of the pool. Jackie, of course, climbed out first, completely unbothered by her nudity. Water streamed down her curvy body as she grabbed her towel and began to dry herself off, her movements vigorous, her heavy breasts bouncing with every swipe of the towel.

Yves chuckled as he climbed out behind her, his broad shoulders gleaming in the sunlight. Rob and I followed, and soon we were all gathered by the loungers, towels draped loosely over our shoulders.

As I dried off my arms and legs, I became increasingly aware of how exposed I felt. My pale skin was already starting to tingle from the sun, and I knew I’d burn if I wasn’t careful. “If I’m going to be naked out here, I’d better put some sunscreen on,” I said, pulling my towel around me. “Especially since… well…” I gestured to the parts of me that were usually covered. “These bits are so white they practically glow.”

Jackie grinned, her eyes sparkling. “Helena, darling, lie down, and I’ll do your back for you.”

Before I could protest, she grabbed the bottle of sunscreen and motioned for me to lie on the lounger. Hesitantly, I stretched out on my stomach. Jackie sat beside me as she squirted a dollop of sunscreen into her palm.

She started with my shoulders, her hands surprisingly strong as she rubbed the lotion into my skin. Her fingers worked their way down my back, smoothing over every inch, and I couldn’t help but let out a soft sigh as the tension melted away. When she reached my lower back, her touch grew lighter.

She spread the sunscreen over my hips, then down to my ass. Her hands lingered there, kneading and stroking as she rubbed the lotion in, and I felt a jolt of heat rush through me.

“Jackie…” I whispered.

“Shh,” she murmured. “You don’t want to burn here, trust me.”

Her hands slid lower, brushing between my thighs as she worked the sunscreen over every inch of exposed skin. The brief, teasing contact against my clit made me gasp, and I buried my face in my arms, trying to stay composed. God, why was I getting turned on by being touched by a woman? What was this place doing to me?

“Alright, turn over,” she said, her voice still light and playful.

I hesitated for a moment, but there was no graceful way to back out now. Slowly, I rolled onto my back, my heart pounding as Jackie squirted more sunscreen into her hands.

She started with my collarbones, working her way down to my small breasts. Her fingers brushed over my nipples, and I felt them harden instantly under her touch. Jackie paused, her eyes flicking to mine.

“You’ve got the cutest nipples, Helena,” she said. “They’re so long. I wish mine were that perky.”

“Jackie!” I hissed again, my face burning, though a secret thrill shot through me at her words.

She continued rubbing the sunscreen over my stomach, her hands moving lower until she reached my thighs. Her touch was light, almost feather-soft, as she spread the lotion over my inner thighs. Then, her fingers brushed against my mound, and I couldn’t stop the soft gasp that escaped my lips.

Jackie tilted her head, studying me with a sly grin. “You’ve got such a pretty pussy, you know that?” she said. “The ginger hair is so cute. If I was ginger, I wouldn’t shave it off either.”

I couldn’t even respond. My entire body felt like it was on fire, not from the sun, but from the heat building between my legs. Jackie parted my legs slightly, her thumb almost on my folds as she admired me.

It wasn’t until I glanced toward the men that I realised they’d been watching us the whole time. Rob and Yves were sitting on the loungers, towels draped across their laps, but the unmistakable bulges beneath those towels left little to the imagination.

Jackie noticed too, and her grin widened. “Well, well,” she said, laughing. “Looks like we’ve got an audience.”

Before they could protest, she reached over and yanked the towels away, revealing both men’s hard, throbbing erections.

“Jackie!” I squeaked, sitting up, but she just laughed, tossing the towels aside.

“What?” she said innocently. “They’re enjoying the show. And honestly, can you blame them?”

Rob’s face was flushed, but he didn’t look away. Yves, on the other hand, looked entirely too pleased with himself, his huge cock twitching slightly under Jackie’s appreciative gaze.

Jackie gave me a wicked grin. “Helena, you’re blushing so much you’re matching your hair. Relax a little,” she teased, her hands still resting lightly on my thighs. “Our husbands are fine specimens, aren’t they?”

I looked at their two hard cocks, feeling that delicious ache between my legs again. “They are,” I agreed. I didn’t even feel guilty about staring at Yves’ big dick.

“We should treat them to more of a show,” she said.

“What do you mean?”

“Have you ever kissed another woman?” Jackie asked.

“What? No!” I replied, slightly shocked. “Have you?”

“Yes, back in our university days. You remember Michelle Moody?”

“Er… yes.”

“I was fucking her for three months. Didn’t you know?”

“Obviously not,” I said, my mind reeling.

“Yves has always said that he wanted to watch me with a girl, isn’t that right, babe?” Her hand was still gently stroking my thigh.

Yves nodded. “Oui, zat eez right,” he said, wrapping his hand around his thick shaft and giving it a stroke. “What eez more beautiful zan two women making love?”

I glanced around at the rest of the people by the pool, but no one was paying us any attention.

“Do you want to kiss me?” Jackie said softly.

I looked at Rob. “I’d like to see that too,” he said.

My pulse was racing, and I couldn’t help but feel hyper-aware of Rob and Yves watching us. “Yes, please,” I whispered.

Jackie leaned closer, brushing her fingers up my thigh almost to my pussy. And then her lips were pressed to mine. It was soft at first, a gentle exploration, as if she were testing the waters. Her lips were warm and inviting, and I froze for a moment, unsure of how to react. But then something inside me gave way, and I found myself kissing her back.

I could feel the heat of her body against mine, her curves pressing into me as the kiss grew more passionate. Her fingers brushed over my nipples again, sending another jolt of pleasure through me, and I let out a soft moan despite myself.

“Ah, god, zat’s hot,” Yves murmured from the lounger. I could tell without looking that he was stroking himself.

The sound of his voice snapped me back to reality for a moment, and I pulled away, my face burning. “Jackie, should we be doing this?” I whispered. “We’re both married.”

“Don’t pretend you’re not enjoying it,” smirked Jackie.

I glanced over at Rob, my heart pounding. His eyes locked on mine, but there was no trace of anger or jealousy, only desire. It was as if he were giving me silent permission, encouraging me to let go of my inhibitions.

Jackie leaned in again, her lips brushing against my ear. “They love watching us,” she whispered. Slowly, I leaned back in, capturing her lips with mine once more. This time, I let myself get lost in the kiss, my hands sliding up to tangle in her damp hair.

Jackie’s hands roamed over my body, caressing and teasing as she kissed me with a hunger that matched my own. Her fingers brushed over my nipples again, pinching them lightly, and I gasped against her mouth. I felt her hand trail lower, brushing over my stomach and down to my thighs.

I opened my legs, my heart pounding in my chest as I gave her silent permission to touch me where I needed it most. I let out a sharp gasp against her mouth as her fingers found my clit, stroking it in firm circles that sent shockwaves through my body. Jackie shifted, her full breasts brushing against me as she leaned in closer. I could feel their weight pressing against my small chest, making my head spin. I reached up to feel one, feeling how soft and heavy it was, and soon I was teasing her nipple between my fingers. Jackie let out a soft groan of approval as I squeezed gently.

I tilted my head back, surrendering completely to her touch as her fingers dipped lower, slipping inside me. A loud moan escaped me before I could stop it, and I bit my lip, trying to stifle the sounds. But Jackie seemed to love it, her movements becoming more deliberate as she worked me closer and closer to the edge.

And then she shocked me again by bending over and burying her face between my legs. I felt her wet tongue lapping firmly against my clit, her fingers still stroking me inside. My body arched as the climax hit me, a powerful release that left me trembling as my thighs clenched around her head. I cried out, clutching her shoulders as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through me. Jackie didn’t stop right away, her tongue teasing and drawing out every last ounce of pleasure until I was a shivering, breathless mess beneath her.

When I finally opened my eyes, still breathless and flushed, I saw Rob and Yves wanking as they watched. Rob was trying to hide from the public, using his body to shield his dick from view, but Yves was reclining in the open, relaxed and unbothered as he leisurely stroked his long shaft. I noticed a couple of the college girls were watching from the other side of the pool.

“I don’t know about anyone else,” Jackie said, “but I need a big, hard cock in me now. Shall we go back to the villa for a shag, as you Brits say?”

I think we were all pretty desperate by now, and we quickly gathered up our things. The guys wrapped their gowns around themselves, trying to hide their erections as we hurried back to our accommodation.

“Bye, Rob! Bye, Yves!” the college girls called out, waving and jiggling as we left.

“I thought you barely talked to them?” I whispered to Rob.


Chapter Six




As we stepped into the villa, the air between us was thick with tension. Jackie took my hand and led me to her bedroom. The men followed. Once inside the bedroom, she spun me around and kissed me deeply, her hands tangling in my hair. I assumed we were going to have sex with our husbands next to each other on the bed. But Jackie had other ideas.

“So you know what they do at this place. Shall we do it?” she said, slipping the dressing gown off my shoulders and leaving me naked once more.

“What do you mean?”

Jackie grinned. “Swap husbands, of course.” She slipped her own gown off.

For a moment, I couldn’t breathe. My gaze flickered to Rob, standing there with his dressing gown loose, his erection obvious and straining beneath the fabric. His eyes were fixed on Jackie’s body, her huge breasts, her shaved mound. My stomach flipped, not with jealousy, but with lust.

Yves, on the other hand, looked completely at ease, standing there confidently, his firm, muscular body utterly relaxed. He met my gaze casually, his large, impressive cock standing proudly out the gap in his gown.

My mouth was dry. My heart pounded. My body, already buzzing from the day’s events, felt hot and restless. Could I do this?

I glanced at Rob, who finally looked at me. He wanted this… and if I was honest with myself, so did I.

I turned back to Yves, who raised an eyebrow as if to say, your move. His easy confidence was intoxicating, and my hesitation melted just a little under his gaze.

I swallowed hard and nodded. “Okay.”

“Are you sure?” asked Rob.

“Very,” I replied.

Yves stepped forward, his warm hands coming to rest on my waist, his touch firm yet gentle. Jackie had already turned to Rob, pulling him in for a deep, hungry kiss, her heavy breasts pressing against his chest as she wrapped her arms around his neck.

Yves’ hands were warm and confident as they slid over my waist, pulling me gently against him. His body was firm, his skin hot against mine, and as he leaned down, his lips brushed my neck, teasing the sensitive skin just below my ear. A shiver ran through me. This was really happening.

Jackie pulled Rob down onto the bed, leaning over and taking his pulsating cock into her mouth. He groaned with pleasure. I was shocked to see that she took it deep into her throat, her lips sliding down his shaft until they pressed against his body. Rob was nowhere near as big as Yves, but his cock was still above average, quite long and thick. I’d never been able to get that much in my mouth. Rob's mouth was open, moaning with pleasure as she bobbed her head, her tongue flicking out and licking his shaft. He watched her intensely, his hand reaching down to squeeze her breast.

I sank to my knees in front of Yves. Close-up, his dick looked even bigger; long and thick with veins down both sides. I wrapped my hand around it, feeling the heat and weight. Fuck, it was so thick I could barely get my hand around it. I ran my tongue all the way up his shaft and then put the head in my mouth, my tongue playing with it. I hollowed my cheeks, sucking and moving my head to get as much as I could in my mouth, but that wasn’t very much. I made up for it by wanking his shaft with both hands.

When I came up for air, Yves lifted me gently onto the bed, his strength effortless as he positioned me beneath him. His hands trailed down my thighs, spreading me open as his dark eyes stared into my soaked depths. My breath caught as he lifted my legs, exposing me completely to him, before he lowered his head between my thighs.

The first stroke of his tongue sent a jolt of pleasure through me. He explored me deliberately, mapping every sensitive inch of my folds, discovering just how soaking wet I was. His tongue worked in slow, languid motions, circling my clit before dipping lower, parting me with firm, confident strokes. A deep moan escaped my lips as I relaxed into the feeling, surrendering to the waves of pleasure building inside me.

And I watched the others.

Jackie straddled Rob, her body arching beautifully as she guided his cock between her folds. She hovered for a moment, her eyes fluttering closed, savouring the sensation of him pressing against her entrance. Then, with a low, satisfied moan, she sank down onto him, taking him inch by inch until he was fully inside her. Rob’s head fell back against the pillow, his hand finding mine and gripping it tightly.

Jackie rocked her hips slowly at first, her full breasts bouncing with each movement. I couldn’t believe how much I was enjoying watching another woman fuck my husband. The intensity of the moment, the pleasure from Yves’ tongue, the sight of Jackie and Rob lost in their own passion, had me teetering on the edge, ready to come at any moment.

As Jackie got more into it, she started moaning out loud, interspersed with dirty talk. “Oh, Rob, fuck me with your big cock,” she said. “God, your dick feels so good in my cunt.”

Suddenly, I couldn’t hold back any longer. With a loud cry of relief, I gripped Rob’s hand painfully tight as my orgasm consumed me, making me shake and squirm as Yves guided me through it with his tongue.

And then he was on top of me, his strong arms planted on either side of me. His big cock pressed against my opening, the thick head pressing urgently between my folds. As he applied more pressure, I felt myself open up, gripping him tightly as he slid inside me.

“Fuuuck,” I moaned with pleasure as he stretched me open more than I’d ever been before.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groaned.

He slid deep inside, my cunt gripping him as he pressed further and further. My fingers dug into his shoulders as I gripped him tightly, my legs wrapping around him. Finally, he was all the way in, filling me completely.

And then he started fucking me.

Every thrust sent waves of pleasure surging through my body. I was only barely aware of Jackie coming on Rob’s dick, throwing her head back as a stream of dirty words came from her mouth. Yves thrust into me, building the pace. His balls slapped against my ass as he filled me, my cunt tight around his hard cock.

Suddenly, I found myself coming again, an orgasm that started deep inside me and made me shake and moan with pleasure. For a moment, my mind completely switched off. When I came to my senses, I saw that Jackie was on her hands and knees. Rob was behind her, holding her hips and plunging into her from behind. Jackie’s face was close to mine, and she leaned over, her tongue forcing its way into my mouth. We tried to kiss, but we were both being fucked so hard we couldn’t really do it.

Jackie put her hand between her legs, rubbing her clit as Rob pounded her. When she came, she kissed me again, and I felt like I experienced her orgasm through her.

“Where do you want me to come?” panted Yves.

The hard fucking I was getting made it hard to think. “Come in me,” I begged Yves. It was all I could think of, that I wanted his cum in my pussy, I wanted to feel his cock throbbing as he unloaded into me. “Please, fill me with cum,” I said again.

Yves upped his pace, really slamming into me. I clutched him tightly, focusing on the sensations of his cock in me. I felt it when he came, his dick twitching and the sudden wetness as he flooded my cunt. The thought of having a man, other than my husband, come inside me sent me over the edge again, and I came hard, shaking even more than before. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me as Yves unloaded more and more cum into my cunt.

Finally, I collapsed back on the bed, shaking, sweaty and exhausted. Yves was still inside me, and he leaned over to kiss me gently on the lips. Next to us, Rob and Jackie had switched positions. Jackie was on her back, and Rob was between her legs, his ass pumping up and down as he screwed her. I could tell he was getting close. I recognised the look in his eyes, the clenched jaw as he held back as long as possible.

“Come on my face,” Jackie said suddenly. That made my stomach flip and another surge of arousal between my legs. Rob and I had never done anything that dirty; he had spilled on my belly before, but usually he came inside me. I’d already seen how Jackie liked to take it on her body, but I just never expected her to request it on her face like some sort of porn star.

“Really?” he panted.

“Yes, cover me in cum,” she gasped as he pounded into her.

Rob couldn’t last any longer, and he did as she asked. Pulling out, he moved quickly up the bed, trying to hold off just long enough. When he was in position, I saw the relief on his face as he let himself go. His cock twitched in his hand, and cum erupted from it, a thick load that lay a line right across her cheek and in her hair. The second load was across her lips, and she opened her mouth, her tongue flicking out to taste it. Again and again he came on her face, until she was covered in it and giggling with happiness.

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

Yves laughed. “Jackie 'as a t'ing for cum.”

“So I can see,” I said, still in shock. Jackie wiped some of it off with her fingers and licked them. I could feel Yves’ cum running out of my cunt and dripping down my ass. Rob handed us both towels to clean up with.

I was buzzing with what had happened. We’d swapped partners. Rob had watched another man come in me. He’d come on my best friend’s face, for fucks sake. I couldn’t believe it had all happened, but it had been fantastic.


Chapter Seven




We all went for a late lunch at the restaurant, enjoying the warm afternoon sun on the patio. The scent of grilled fish and fresh herbs drifted through the air as we sipped on cold drinks. I’d brought the welcome pack with me, idly flipping through the pages as I looked for something to do in the afternoon.

"Anything good in there?" Rob asked, stretching out in his chair.

I skimmed past various wellness treatments and fitness classes before something caught my eye. "There's a Yoni massage course this afternoon," I said, tilting the booklet so Rob could see. "It says it’s about… sensual relaxation and deepening intimacy."

Rob raised an eyebrow. "Yoni? What does that mean?”

“Not sure,” I replied, reaching for my phone to search for the term. “Yoni is a symbol of the Hindu goddess Shakti, the feminine generative power. What? Hang on, let me search for Yoni Massage.”

The Internet reception wasn’t great here, and I had to wait a few moments for the answer. “Oh!” I said, flushing red.

“What does it mean?” asked Jackie, leaning in.

“A yoni massage is a sensual, full-body massage that focuses on the genitals and other erogenous zones,” I read out.

“A pussy massage?” cackled Jackie. “No thanks.”

“I don’t know,” I said, my face still burning. “I wouldn’t mind trying it. It’s a course, so I think it’s Rob that would be touching me. What do you think, Rob?”

“Sure," he replied with a shrug. “Why not?”

Jackie, who had been lazily stirring the ice in her drink, smirked. "You two go have your little sensual bonding session. Yves and I will take a walk and see what trouble we can get into."

I exchanged a glance with Rob, a little nervous but also excited. “Alright, let’s do it.”

An hour later, Rob and I found ourselves in a softly lit massage room, the air infused with the scent of essential oils. To my surprise, our masseuse was the same graceful Asian woman from the previous wellness workshop. She greeted us with a warm smile, her calmness immediately putting me at ease.

"My name is Tina,” she said, with a little bow. “Thank you for coming to our Yoni Massage lesson today. Go ahead and remove your gown. Lie back and relax."

I slipped off the fabric, hardly feeling at all awkward about being completely naked now, and settled onto the massage table. Rob stood to the side, watching closely.

Tina warmed some oil between her hands, then began working it into my skin, starting at my shoulders and moving down with slow, deliberate strokes. Her touch was firm but soothing, and I closed my eyes, letting myself sink into the sensation. As her hands moved lower, she began massaging my breasts, her palms rolling over my nipples with just enough pressure to send shivers through me. They hardened instantly.

She glanced at Rob. "Come closer," she invited, stepping aside slightly. "I want you to follow my movements."

Rob stepped forward, his hands already slick with oil as he hesitantly placed them on my chest. He mirrored the masseuse's slow, circular motions, working my breasts and making me moan softly as he brushed over my hard nipples. Meanwhile, the masseuse moved lower, trailing her hands over my stomach before settling between my thighs. She parted them slightly, her fingers working the oil into my skin with delicate strokes.

"As you can see," Tina said to Rob in a soothing voice, "it's all about a combination of pressure and patience. You want to build sensation slowly, let the body respond in its own time. Give her pleasure by touching the parts that you know are most sensitive for her."

Rob nodded, his hands still exploring my breasts, his thumbs teasing my hardened nipples as he absorbed everything she was teaching him. Tina moved my legs apart a little more, and then her palm was on my mound, massaging oil into the trimmed hair. Her fingers moved down either side of my slit, pressing firmly against my outer lips. I felt a rush of pleasure through my body, even though she hadn’t touched my clit directly.

All the time, Tina was guiding Rob, telling him what she was doing, building the pressure and moving closer to my most sensitive spot. Finally, she brushed over my clit. A sharp gasp escaped my lips, my body instinctively arching toward her touch. I was already swollen with arousal, every nerve alive with sensation, and the light pressure sent a rush of pleasure through me.

“The clitoris is much more than just the small, hard nub you can feel,” Tina murmured, her tone soothing yet authoritative. “It’s actually a much larger organ that extends deep inside her. You can stimulate it indirectly by applying pressure to the surrounding area.”

As she spoke, she demonstrated, using all four fingers to massage in slow, purposeful circles, not just over my clit, but around it, pressing into the sensitive flesh nearby. The effect was immediate and overwhelming. It wasn’t the sharp, concentrated pleasure I was used to when touching myself; this was deeper, fuller, radiating through my entire core in rolling waves.

Rob, still watching closely, swallowed hard, his eyes dark with fascination as he continued to massage my breasts. The pleasure grew, slow and unrelenting, building in intensity with every careful movement.

Suddenly, I found myself surrendering completely to the overwhelming tide of pleasure washing over me. The pleasure was electric, spreading outward from my core, taking over every inch of me. Rob’s fingers pressed and circled my nipples as Tina’s hand stimulated me between my legs. A strangled moan escaped my lips, my body trembling beneath their hands. My legs shook as heat pulsed through me, pleasure so intense it was almost too much to bear. I gasped, gripping the edges of the massage table, waves of ecstasy rolling through me and leaving me breathless.

Tina smiled, her hands moving in gentle strokes to ease me back down, soothing me as I came back to myself. “There,” she said softly. “That’s what happens when you take your time, build the anticipation, and let the pleasure unfold naturally.”

I let out a shaky breath, my heart still racing, my body tingling in the aftermath.

Tina directed Rob to take over with what she had been doing, applying pressure all around my clit. I felt his stronger, rougher hands on me, and let out a groan of satisfaction.

But Tina had more to show us. She parted my legs even wider and squirted a generous amount of lube from a dispenser on the side table. She began applying circular motions with two fingers around my opening. The sensation was wonderful, as she worked around my inner lips and Rob touched my clit, I was in ecstasy once again.

She gradually increased the pressure until, suddenly, her fingers slipped inside me. She began massaging me from the inside, her fingers pressing upward as Rob pressed down from above. The increase in pleasure was immediate, and I moaned loudly.

"Oh my God, that’s so nice," I gasped.

Tina then worked the inside of my pussy more firmly, pressing and releasing in a rhythmic pattern. Her other hand moved back to one breast while Rob massaged the other. Soon, my whole body was singing with pleasure as their four hands caressed me.

The sensations built to a fever pitch. Each gentle stroke and precise pressure sent me spiralling higher until the intensity became overwhelming. The pressure inside felt almost as if I needed to pee, only this time, it was entirely different and far more pleasurable.

I was vaguely aware of Tina still instructing Rob, “...can feel her g-spot responding,” she said, “...she’s going to squirt.”

Then, as if it could no longer be contained, that exquisite pressure exploded in a powerful, liberating climax. My body shuddered uncontrollably as a surge of liquid passion burst forth, a torrential release that drenched their hands and the bed. Waves of pleasure crashed over me, and I cried out in ecstatic abandon as I felt the warm, wet sensation between my thighs.

In that wild, uncontrolled moment, every nerve sang with delight. It was as if all the built-up tension and desire converged into one breathtaking instant of release, a moment of pure, unfiltered ecstasy that left me trembling, spent, and marvelously satisfied.

They guided me through the orgasm, that seemed to go on and on, but eventually my clit was too sensitive and I pushed Rob’s hand away. Tina’s fingers were still massaging me gently inside. “Her clit is too sensitive now,” said Tina, “so we’ll just work on the insides. I’ve got something else I want to show you.”

She pulled her fingers out, and I opened my eyes for a second, seeing they were coated in my thick, white release. She added some more lube to her hand from the dispenser.

“Have you ever tried fisting before?” she asked.

I felt my heart racing again. “No,” I murmured.

“Just relax,” she said.

Tina gently pushed three fingers into my already gaping pussy. I felt her stretch me open even more, exploring my depths deeper than before. Every gentle press awakened sensations that sent ripples of pleasure through my core.

She added her fourth finger, stretching me further still. My hand found Rob’s, gripping it tightly as I took a deep, steadying breath. Slowly, Tina worked her fingers deeper. As the depth increased, so too did the stretch of my opening. She began to thrust gently, as if she were fucking me with her hand. I moaned with bliss at every movement, pleasure flowing from my core in a steady stream.

Suddenly, I felt my cunt snap back around her wrist as her hand slid completely inside me. Fuck… her whole hand filled me, filling me more than I’d ever been filled before. My entire vagina stretched tightly around her, the slightest movement sending electric pulses of pleasure coursing through my body. The fullness was an exquisite blend of tenderness and power, pulsing through me in waves as every nerve ending ignited under the deep, steady pressure. I closed my eyes, surrendering to the overwhelming tide of sensation as blissful warmth and pleasure spread from deep within me to every inch of my body.

Then, as the pleasure reached a fever pitch, my body tensed, and I felt an intense, overwhelming climax building from within. In one explosive moment, a torrential surge of release exploded through me. My muscles convulsed in rapid, rhythmic spasms as I cried out, each pulse of ecstasy sending a cascade of heat and liquid passion over me.

I squirted, the clear fluid spraying out of me up Tina’s wrist and pooling around my ass on the bed. My back arched, my whole body shaking with the most intense orgasm. I came and came, squirming with her fist still filling me, my walls contracting around it again and again.

But finally, it was over. Tina gently pulled her hand out of me, leaving me throbbing and gaping open. I collapsed back on the bed, my thighs still shivering and my heart pounding.

“That concludes the lesson for today,” she purred. “I hope that’s something you can continue and enjoy at home.”

“Thank you,” I gasped, still hardly able to breathe. “Thank you, that was… unbelievable.”

I glanced up at Rob; he was looking at me with his eyes shining and his mouth open.

When we got back to the villa, I turned the key in the lock and paused. I could hear the sounds of fucking coming from inside.

Rob had noticed too. “They didn’t waste any time once they were alone,” he smirked.

I pushed open the door and we went inside. Jackie and Yves’ bedroom door was open, the loud, familiar sounds of Jackie moaning coming from within. “Oh god, fuck me, fuck me harder…”

But when I approached their room, my mouth opened in shock. Jackie was on her hands and knees, her mouth around Yves’ big cock. But behind her was a man I didn’t recognise. His hands on her hips, he was pounding her hard from behind, his body slapping against her ass.

Jackie turned to me, her eyes glazed with pleasure. Then she came hard. Her eyes rolled up in her head as the waves of pleasure consumed her. “Fuuuck…” she groaned.


Chapter Eight




Dinner was the perfect excuse for Jackie to debut another outrageously sexy outfit. She had chosen a deep blue dress that clung to every curve, the plunging neckline putting her full breasts on display, while the high slit on one side was so high that I could see that she wasn’t wearing any knickers underneath.

"That’s… quite a dress," I said as we walked to the restaurant.

Jackie giggled. "I’ve never been confident enough to wear it before. But I feel like if there was ever a place for it, it’s here."

I had gone for something a little more understated, a silky black dress that draped over my slender frame, a slit of my own giving just a teasing glimpse of thigh. Rob looked incredibly handsome in his tailored blazer, and Yves, as usual, exuded confidence in his dark suit and white shirt, unbuttoned just enough to hint at the toned chest beneath.

The restaurant was lively, the soft glow of candlelight reflecting off crystal wine glasses. We enjoyed a leisurely meal, savouring every bite and sip of our wine. The conversation was light and teasing. Jackie, as usual, was being her flirty self, but the undercurrent of arousal from earlier still buzzed between us all.

Just as we were finishing dessert, a couple strolled past our table. Jackie, mid-sip of her wine, suddenly choked. She coughed, eyes wide in shock.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, barely moving her lips.

I followed her gaze. The couple were at least ten years older than us, in their forties. The woman was petite, with sleek dark hair that framed her delicate features, and she was dressed in a chic, expensive-looking white dress. The man beside her was tall and quietly sexy, his grey-flecked hair giving him a distinguished businessman look. They both carried themselves with an air of effortless confidence.

“Who are they?” I whispered.

"That’s Denise," she hissed. "From work."

I raised an eyebrow. "Denise? As in your boss?"

Jackie nodded her head rapidly. “Yes! This is insane. She’s here?!"

As if hearing her name, Denise suddenly turned, her eyes landing on Jackie. There was a split-second of surprise before her expression melted into a filthy smile.

"Jackie! Fancy seeing you here," she said, stepping closer.

Jackie let out a nervous laugh. "I… uh… Denise, hi! What are you… um…?" It was weird seeing Jackie being the uncomfortable one for once.

Denise’s husband, Tom, extended a hand to Yves and Rob, introducing himself with an easy charm. "I take it this is your first time at The Haven?" he said. Jackie and I rose to kiss him formally on the cheek.

“Yes,” Jackie replied with a nervous giggle. “It was kind of an accident.”

Denise leaned in, her dark eyes twinkling. "Tom and I have been coming here for a while. It’s a wonderful place, isn’t it?"

Jackie, still struggling to process the situation, just nodded.

"If you’ve finished your food, would you like to join us for a drink on the patio?" Tom suggested, gesturing toward the outdoor lounge area.

Jackie hesitated, so I jumped in. "You guys go ahead, Rob and I will join you in a bit. Catch up properly."

Denise smiled. "Sounds good. See you soon."

As they disappeared onto the patio, Jackie still looked shell-shocked as she rose to follow them.

"You okay?" I asked, trying not to laugh.

"Helena, I work with her. I see her every day. I send her emails about bloody spreadsheets. And now… now I find out she’s been swinging for years?! How did I not know?!"

"Guess you don’t talk about that sort of thing at the watercooler," I teased.

She groaned. "God, I need another drink."

I smirked. "Go have one with them. Rob and I will be out soon."

Once she and Yves were gone, I turned to Rob.

"Alone at last," he murmured, pouring us both another glass of wine.

I sighed contentedly. "I think I needed this. Just us, for a moment."

He reached across the table, his fingers brushing over mine. "You doing okay? I know all of this is… a lot."

I nodded. "It is, but… I can’t believe it… I actually love it."

We sat there, sipping wine and just talking. When we had finished our drinks, we decided to find the others.

Stepping onto the patio, we scanned the seating area. There were plenty of couples still enjoying the warm night air, some whispering intimately, others laughing over drinks. But Jackie, Yves, Denise, and Tom were nowhere in sight.

I raised an eyebrow. "Oh my god. Have they gone to have sex already?"

Rob laughed. "Probably. I mean, they were a very hot couple and you know how… enthusiastic Jackie is."

I hesitated, glancing around. "So… what now?"

Rob leaned in, his voice low. "Maybe it’s a chance for us to meet someone new."

I blinked. "Are we going to hook up with strangers?"

He shrugged. "That’s what this place is for. What do you think?"

My heart pounded. The idea sent a jolt of excitement through me. I felt the familiar throbbing ache of desire in my pussy. “I think I want to,” I said.

We sat down on one of the sofas, ordering cocktails and cuddling as we sipped our drinks. The warmth of Rob’s body pressed against mine, making me feel both comforted and excited. The soft hum of conversation and the distant sound of laughter filled the night air. Like before, some couples were starting to get it on around us, as soft moans and the sounds of kissing became more frequent.

It wasn’t long before a couple approached us.

"Mind if we join you?" the man asked.

Rob and I exchanged glances, a thrill passing between us. Were we really going to do this?

"Please do," Rob said, gesturing to the empty space on the sofa.

"I'm Samir, and this is Nadia," the man said, settling in next to us.

I took in their appearance; Middle Eastern, I guessed, although their accents were British. Both were strikingly attractive. Nadia was stunning, with jet-black hair that cascaded over her shoulders and eyes circled with kohl. Samir had a chiselled jawline, his suit fitting him impeccably, exuding confidence and charm.

As we talked, it became clear that we had an easy connection. They were experienced swingers, having been doing it for a long time, and they had a way of making us feel at ease. The conversation flowed effortlessly, touching on everything from past travels to funny resort stories.

Then, with a knowing smile, Nadia leaned forward. "Have you heard about the CDNS party tomorrow night?" she asked.

I shook my head, "No. CDNS? What’s that?"

"It stands for Clothed Dom, Naked Sub," she explained. "It’s a party where one partner is dressed in smart attire while the other remains completely naked. The naked one follows their partner’s lead and does everything they are told. It’s incredibly fun."

The idea sent a shiver down my spine, a mixture of nerves and excitement bubbling inside me.

"That sounds… interesting," I said, glancing at Rob, who looked just as intrigued as I felt.

"You should come," Nadia encouraged, her voice silky. "It’s your last night here. What better way to make it memorable?"

“I’m not sure I’m brave enough,” I said. “Although I’m sure our friends would be up for it. They seem to be up for anything.”

After a while, Nadia set her drink down and turned to me. "I’m going to the bathroom. Do you need to go?"

I did. I put my drink on the glass table at the side of the sofa and followed her.

As we walked inside the bathroom, the ambient noise of the patio faded behind us, leaving just the quiet hum of the air conditioning.

Nadia leaned against the counter, watching me in the mirror as she touched up her eye makeup. "So… Do you want to swap?" she asked, her directness catching me off guard.

I swallowed, my pulse quickening. "I think so," I admitted. "I mean, I really fancy your husband."

She smirked. "Good. Because I really fancy yours."

When we returned to the patio, we instinctively sat with each other’s partners. I slid onto the sofa next to Samir while Nadia nestled close to Rob. My pulse raced with anticipation.

Samir turned to me, his deep brown eyes searching mine. "May I kiss you?" he asked, his voice gentle, respectful.

I nodded, my breath catching as he leaned in. His lips met mine in a slow, sensual kiss, his warmth enveloping me. Kissing him felt so different from kissing Rob, his clean-shaven face a stark contrast to Rob’s full beard. The soft pressure of his mouth sent a delicious shiver through me, and I let myself sink into it.

Beside us, Rob and Nadia were soon locked in their own passionate embrace. I could hear the soft sounds of their kisses, the rustling of fabric as their hands roamed over each other. My heart soared at the thought of Rob enjoying this beautiful woman.

Samir pulled back slightly, his gaze flickering down my body. "May I kiss your nipples?"

A thrill shot through me at the question; the deliberate way he asked permission every step of the way was very sexy. I bit my lip and nodded.

He reached for the straps of my dress, sliding them down my shoulders. The fabric gathered around my waist, baring my chest. I was topless, right out in the open with people all around. His eyes darkened as he took in my long, sensitive nipples, already erect in the cool night air. "They’re incredible," he murmured before lowering his mouth to one.

I gasped as his warm lips wrapped around me, his tongue flicking over the peak. A rush of heat spread through my body as he sucked, his hands caressing my waist. My nipples had always been unusually sensitive, and the way he lavished attention on them sent fire coursing through me.

When I stole a glance at the others, I saw they were getting more heated. Rob’s hand was between Nadia’s thighs, far up under her dress, her body arching against him. She had unzipped his trousers, and her hand was inside, stroking his cock.

Samir’s hand was on my own thighs, his fingers brushing the edge of my panties. "May I take these off?"

My body throbbed with need as I whispered, "Yes."

He slowly slid my knickers down my legs, his fingers grazing my bare skin in a way that made me shiver. I was already soaked, aching for more, and he seemed to know it. He gently lay me back on the sofa and positioned himself between my thighs, his hands spreading me open.

“Oh my,” he said, softly, his eyes shining, “Your ginger hair is perfect. May I go down on you?”

“Yes,” I gasped, desperate for him to do just that. “Please.”

And then his mouth was on me.

The sensation was overwhelming, the soft, wet heat of his tongue flicking over my clit, the firm strokes that sent waves of pleasure radiating outward. My fingers tangled in his hair as I rocked against him, completely oblivious to the people around us. If anything, the possibility of being watched only heightened the pleasure.

He teased me with his tongue, alternating between gentle licks and firmer pressure, his fingers sliding inside me in a slow, rhythmic motion. My breathing fast and heavy, my thighs tightening around his head as he worked me closer and closer to the edge.

A moan slipped from my lips as the pleasure built to an unbearable peak. My body arched as the orgasm crashed over me, pleasure pulsing through every nerve. I clutched at him, riding the waves as he continued to lap at me, drawing out every last tremor of release.

When I finally collapsed breathless against the sofa, I opened my eyes to find Rob watching me intently. His trousers and underwear were around his ankles, and Nadia was bent over his lap, one hand on the base of his cock as her head bobbed up and down.

As I watched, Nadia stood up, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She slipped the dress straps over her shoulder, and it dropped to the floor. Underneath, all she was wearing was a pair of black, lacy knickers and some black suspenders. She wasn’t wearing a bra, and her heavy, full breasts were now on full display. They were perfect, with large nipples that were so dark they were almost black in the soft light of the lanterns.

Nadia climbed onto Rob’s lap and pulled her knickers to the side. Holding his cock in one hand, she guided it between the dark patch of hair between her legs. I felt my heart racing again as she slid slowly down onto his hard cock. I watched in awe as her dark lips stretched tight around his shaft, and above, her beautiful, dark asshole. As Rob’s hands gripped her perfect ass, he spread her open even more.

She started to ride him, both of them moaning sensually as they enjoyed the feeling of him penetrating her. She threw her head back, her long dark hair trailing down her back almost to her ass. But I didn’t feel jealous, I was thrilled to see him enjoying such a perfect woman like this. Rob’s hands went to her heavy breasts, squeezing and groping them as she rode him. Couples walking past paused to watch, whispering about how beautiful they both looked together.

Ramen moved out from between my legs, his face wet from my pussy. He kissed me, and I tasted my arousal on his lips. I needed him now, needed him inside me like Rob was inside Nadia. My hands went to his belt, fumbling with the clasp as I hurriedly undid it. Then I yanked down his trousers, taking his underwear with them and freeing his cock.

It sprang to attention, already rock-hard and eager. It wasn’t that long, not as long as Rob’s, but wow, it was thick. I wrapped my hand around it and gave it a firm couple of strokes as he hovered between my legs.

“May I fuck your beautiful pussy?” he asked.

“As you asked so nicely,” I giggled.

I was so wet, so open, that he slid easily inside me with an appreciative groan. I wrapped my legs around him as he began to thrust all the way, my walls gripping his thick girth. It felt fantastic as he hit the perfect spot inside me every time. And the setting only made it better. I could hardly believe I was getting fucked in public in an outdoor bar. I lay back, my eyes half closed as I enjoyed the waves of pleasure spreading out with every firm thrust.

Next to us, Nadia was still riding Rob enthusiastically. “Put your finger in my ass,” she moaned suddenly.

Rob’s hands, already close to her rear entrance where he cupped her ass, moved closer to her tight asshole. I watched as he circled it with one finger before applying enough pressure for it to disappear inside her. This seemed to send her spiralling into an intense orgasm, her body shaking as she screwed him even harder, pulling him towards her and smothering his face with her tits.

“Oh god,” panted Nadia, taking a breather with his dick still inside her. “I want you to fuck my ass.”

That was something Rob and I had never tried. Samir slowed his thrusts. “Do you like anal sex?” he asked me.

“I’ve never tried,” I admitted. I had a sudden desire to find out what it was like. “But… I’d like to.”

Nadia climbed off Rob’s cock, leaving it glistening with wetness under the lights. “Let’s go back to our villa. We have some lube there.”

I exchanged excited looks with Rob as we contemplated another new experience. The men tucked their cocks away, their trousers still bulging with their erections. Nadia didn’t bother putting her dress on; she just picked it up and carried it under her arm as we followed her to their villa.

If anything, their villa was even more luxurious than ours. It only had one bedroom, and that was on a mezzanine level in the roof. We climbed the steep steps, and the four of us undressed, touching each other and exchanging kisses. Samir let us know about a boundary they always followed when they swung; he always finished with Nadia, no one else. It was their way of keeping their deepest intimacy just between them.

I watched as Nadia took Rob’s hand and led him onto the bed. She was completely at ease, guiding him like she’d done this a thousand times. She gave him some lube and got on her hands and knees, arching her back, her heavy breasts hanging down. He ran his hands over her curves, spreading her open. Rob squeezed some onto his fingers, warming it between them before slowly pressing his hand between her cheeks. I saw her shudder, her lips parting in pleasure as he massaged it into the tight ring of muscles.

He took his time, teasing, massaging, before gently pushing one finger inside and then two. She moaned with pleasure, pushing back against his hand. Samir and I watched, enthralled, our naked bodies pressed close together, his hard cock against my thigh.

“Now, fuck me,” purred Nadia. "But go slow at first."

Rob slicked his cock up with lube and positioned himself behind her. He pressed the head against her rear entrance and applied just enough pressure to penetrate her. Then, with slow, deliberate thrusts, he worked his way deeper and deeper inside her.

“Oh, god, that feels good,” he groaned.

“Mmm, so good,” gasped Nadia, moaning softly and gripping the sheets, adjusting to the sensation. Soon, her body took him fully, and her moans turned into something deeper, more desperate. I watched, mesmerised, as he began to fuck her harder in the ass. It looked so erotic, seeing her dark ass stretched around his shaft. My pussy was aching with desire, and I longed for it to be my turn.

Samir was beside me, his fingers tracing circles on my thigh. "Are you enjoying watching?" he murmured into my ear.

I turned to him, my breath shaky. "Yes. Very much."

He leaned in and kissed me, slow and deep, as Rob and Nadia picked up the pace, their moans growing ever louder. My fingers wandered down, brushing over the thick length of his cock, stroking him firmly.

He groaned against my lips. "Are you ready?" he said, pulling back just enough to meet my eyes.

I nodded, my heart hammering. "Yes. I want to try."

He guided me onto my back, lifting my legs into the air, spreading me open for him. He reached for the lube, warming it in his hands before slicking me up with careful, deliberate touches. I tensed slightly at the unfamiliar sensation, but he soothed me with soft kisses along my inner thigh.

"Relax," he murmured. "We’ll take it slow."

I exhaled, willing my body to ease into the moment. I felt the pressure of his fingers against my tight ass. Gently, he eased a finger inside, and then another one, stretching me open in a way I had never been before.

"You're doing so well," he said, kissing me. "You feel incredible."

The discomfort gave way to something new, something thrilling. The fullness, the pressure, it was unlike anything I had ever felt. My body clenched around him, adjusting, and soon the pleasure took over, a slow burn that spread through my limbs.

"Fuck, that’s good," I gasped, gripping the sheets. He had three fingers all the way inside me now.

“I think you’re ready,” he said.

“Yes.”

He guided his lubed cock between my thighs, and I lifted my legs up, almost to my shoulders, to give him better access. I felt the pressure of his thick cock against my opening… and then it was inside me. Samir groaned, his fingers digging into my thighs as he slowly thrust deeper. "You’re so tight," he groaned. "So fucking perfect."

I barely heard Nadia’s moans as Rob brought her over the edge. I was lost in my own sensation, my body tightening as the pleasure built to an overwhelming peak. Samir moved faster now, his pace increasing as he felt me surrender to it.

"Oh, god," I gasped, my head tilting back. "Don’t stop."

He didn’t. He fucked me harder, pushing me over the edge, making me cry out as pleasure burst through me in waves, rolling through my body. I trembled beneath him, my nails raking down his back as I rode out the last shudders of my orgasm.

Breathless, he pulled out, struggling not to come himself. Rob was in the same state, shaking and close to climax. It was time to return to our partners. The men swapped over, Samir moving behind Nadia and burying himself in her ass, going hard and fast right from the start, already chasing his release.

Rob came to me, his throbbing cock pressed against my rear entrance.

“Ready?” he said.

“Let’s do it,” I replied. “Come in my ass.”

It didn’t take him long; he was already right on the edge. With one final thrust, he held himself inside me, groaning with relief as I felt his warm cum filling me in an entirely new way.

Afterwards, we lay tangled together, catching our breath, our bodies still humming with satisfaction.

Later, as we walked back to our own villa, my body still tingling from the night’s events, I felt a deep sense of closeness to Rob. We had gone beyond anything we had imagined, and it had only drawn us closer.

Jackie and Yves weren’t back yet. I was exhausted, already falling asleep as soon as we slipped into bed, the sheets cool against our skin.


Chapter Nine




When I woke the next morning, Rob was already awake, his hand resting gently on my hip as he traced light circles against my skin.

"Morning," he murmured, pressing a soft kiss to my shoulder.

I turned to him, smiling sleepily. "Morning. How are you feeling?"

He smirked. "Sore. Satisfied. Very happy."

I laughed, nestling closer. "Me too."

A rustling noise from outside the room caught my attention. Jackie and Yves must have returned. I sat up, slipping into my robe before padding barefoot toward the door.

In the kitchen, Jackie was already at the counter, brewing coffee in just her knickers again. Her blonde hair was damp from a shower, and she looked fresh, glowing with the same energy I felt. Yves sat at the table, scrolling on his phone, looking equally relaxed.

"Good morning, lovers!" Jackie greeted us with a knowing grin as we stepped into the kitchen.

"Morning," I replied.

“Our last full day.”

“I know,” I said with a sigh, “I don’t want it to end.”

Jackie handed me a mug of coffee and leaned against the counter, her eyes sparkling. "So, tell me… how was your night?"

I felt warmth creep up my neck. "Amazing," I admitted. "We, uh… swapped with another couple and… tried something new."

Jackie raised an eyebrow. "Do tell."

I hesitated, but I was too excited not to share. "We did anal for the first time."

Jackie gasped in delight. "No way! Look at you, you little minx!" She clapped her hands together, then leaned in conspiratorially. "And? Did you love it?"

I took a sip of coffee, grinning. "I did. A lot more than I expected."

Jackie laughed. "I knew it! It’s the best, right? Yves and I have done it from time to time. And… Well, I had the most insane night, too." She bit her lip, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "I got DPed!"

My eyes widened. "Wait, with your boss’s husband?"

She nodded enthusiastically. "Yep. It was incredible, such a rush. Two dicks at the same time was… unbelievable.” She sighed dreamily. "We’re meeting them for coffee this morning, actually. Denise is a lot more fun outside of work. Want to come?"

I glanced at Rob. As fun as it sounded, I realised I wasn’t quite ready to dive into another social gathering just yet.

"Thanks, but I think we’re going to go for a walk," I said. "We haven’t seen the whole grounds yet, and I kind of feel like just… being with Rob for a bit."

Jackie gave me a knowing smile. "I get that. Sometimes you need to reconnect after a wild night. Besides," she winked, "who knows? Maybe you’ll find a quiet spot along the way and get up to more mischief. You never know who you might bump into."

I laughed, shaking my head. "We’ll see."

“Oh, did you hear about the party tonight?” asked Jackie.

“I did,” I giggled. “It sounds pretty wild. Are we really going to go naked while the men are in suits?”

“Oh no,” Jackie said, that filthy look in her eye again. “I’m not going naked. Yves is going to be my sub.”

The morning air was warm as Rob and I wandered along the winding path around the lake. We were dressed only in our lightweight gowns, naked underneath. Although we’d got over our shyness at being naked in front of the other guests, it still felt weird to just walk around without something on.

The resort’s grounds were stunning. Lush greenery and tropical flowers bloomed along the path, and the calm lake reflected the endless blue sky.

“I’m so glad we accidentally ended up here,” I said, softly, squeezing Rob’s hand.

As we rounded a bend, the sound of laughter and playful shrieks reached us. I spotted movement up ahead; the group of four college girls were in an open grassy area by the lake, tossing a frisbee back and forth.

And, of course, they were completely naked.

They all looked very similar to each other. All in their early twenties, their blonde hair and toned bodies glowing in the sunlight as they jumped and ran. They all had large breasts that bounced freely with every movement, and I couldn’t help but admire how confident and carefree they seemed.

Rob’s hand tightened around mine, and I laughed. “Enjoying the view?”

He gave me a sideways smile. “I mean… it’s hard not to.”

One of the girls spotted us and beamed. “It’s Rob!” she shouted to the others. Then she jogged over, her blonde ponytail bouncing behind her and her heavy breasts bouncing in front.

“Hey! You must be Helena,” she said brightly. “I’m Lorraine.”

“The girls have been talking about Rob,” she added with a grin, flicking a glance toward him.

I arched an eyebrow. “Oh, have they?”

She giggled, turning to wave the others over. “Come meet them!”

The other three ran over, their bodies glistening with a light sheen of sweat. Lorraine introduced them. “This is Candy, this is Carly, and this is Brandi.”

They practically surrounded Rob, all giggles and flirtatious touches. I could see the way they looked at him, hungry and eager.

“You don’t mind sharing, do you?” Lorraine teased, her fingers brushing along my wrist.

I laughed, shaking my head, but wondering if Rob could handle this. “Not at all.”

“Good,” she purred, taking my hand and leading me toward the large picnic blanket they had laid out on the grass. “Then you and I can have a little fun too.”

As we settled onto the blanket, I watched as the three girls practically pounced on Rob. Carly dropped to her knees first, already untying his gown, and when she pushed the fabric aside, they all let out little gasps of appreciation.

Candy reached out, wrapping a hand around his rapidly hardening cock.

Brandi licked her lips. “We’re gonna have so much fun with you.”

And then, all at once, they were on him, three sets of lips, hands, tongues, worshipping him together.

Carly took him into her mouth first, moaning softly as she sucked him deep. Candy and Brandi ran their hands over his thighs, kissing and licking along his length, when Carly pulled back to gasp for air. They took turns, eagerly pleasuring him, their moans filling the morning air. I felt my own arousal building as I watched, and Lorraine must have sensed it because she leaned in close, her breath warm against my cheek.

“They’re so beautiful together, aren’t they?” she murmured, sliding a hand up my thigh.

I turned to her, my heart racing, and met her lips in a slow, deep kiss. She tasted sweet, like summer fruit, and her hands were warm as they explored my body. As Rob groaned in pleasure from the attention of the three girls, Lorraine and I melted into each other on the blanket. Our bodies pressed together, soft curves against curves. As we kissed, our hands roaming freely. Soon, she was sliding down my body, her tongue teasing between my legs and brushing over my clit.

I moaned softly, threading my fingers through her hair as she lapped firmly at me. Then, I glanced up and saw them shifting positions. Candy, Carly, and Brandi were kneeling on the blanket, their perfect asses raised in the air as they lined up, waiting for Rob to take them one by one.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, my arousal soaring at the sight.

Lorraine grinned and crawled up my body. “You like watching him fuck, don’t you?”

I could only nod as she flipped around so we were head to tail. I found her shaved pussy was right in my face. I parted her pink, wet folds with my fingers and lowered my mouth to her swollen, rosy clit. It was my first time going down on a woman, and I could feel the heat radiating off her as I buried my tongue as deep in her hole as I could.

Next to us, I heard the first sharp gasp from Candy as Rob thrust into her from behind. He fucked her hard, with her ass in the air and the others lined up waiting, while Lorraine and I licked and sucked at each other. The pressure built inside me, and it wasn’t long before it consumed me, my body shaking as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. Lorraine came soon after, her pretty cunt contracting in front of me.

As we came up for air, Rob finished with Candy and slid easily into Carly. Holding her hips, he set about screwing her with the same intensity. One by one, he took them, his hands gripping their hips as he fucked them in turn. The girls moaned and cried out, completely lost in the pleasure, while Lorraine and I lost ourselves in each other.

By the time Rob had taken them all twice, he was groaning, his movements getting more desperate. I knew he was close and wouldn’t be able to hold off any longer. The girls must have sensed it too because they pulled away, dropping to their knees in front of him, their eyes full of anticipation.

“Come on us,” Brandi begged, squeezing her heavy breasts together.

“Come on my face,” moaned Candy.

“Yeah, cover us in jizz,” Carly added, licking her lips.

They knelt close, their beautiful faces and bodies waiting and eager.

I had an idea. I stood up behind Rob and pressed my body against his back, wrapping my hands around him to grasp his pulsing cock. “Let me do it,” I whispered in his ear.

Lorraine knelt down with the others, all four of them looking up at him eagerly.

Rob groaned at my touch, his body shuddering as I took over, stroking him firmly, bringing him right to the edge.

The girls leaned in, their lips parted, tongues out, and their eyes locked on Rob as I worked him faster, my hand tightening just enough.

“Fuck,” Rob gasped.

And then his cock throbbed in my hand, and he was coming. Thick, hot streams of cum spilled over their faces and breasts, painting their skin in white streaks. I pointed his cock at each one in turn, making sure they all got a heavy load on them. Candy caught most of it in her mouth, but Brandi took a load right in her eyes. Carly got most of it on her huge tits. They all moaned in delight, rubbing it over themselves and licking it off each other.

I felt a surge of pride, of possessive pleasure. That was my husband, and he’d just fucked four gorgeous college girls.

As he caught his breath, I kissed the back of his neck. “Good boy,” I whispered teasingly in his ear.

The girls giggled, licking each other clean as they collapsed onto the blanket, breathless and satisfied.

Rob turned, pulling me into a deep, heated kiss.

When we got back to the villa, we found Jackie and Yves in the hot tub with Denise and Tom. Jackie was riding Tom, and Denise was riding Yves. We left them to it.


Chapter Ten




As darkness fell, we headed to the ballroom for the party. It was already buzzing when we arrived, the soft hum of conversation and clinking glasses mixing with the sound of a string quartet playing on a raised platform. Chandeliers glowed overhead, casting a warm golden light over the elegant guests, and the air carried the scent of expensive perfume and champagne.

Jackie and Yves entered just ahead of us, and heads turned immediately. Jackie had gone all out in a sleek black dress that clung to her every curve, but it was Yves who really stole the show. As her sub, he was completely naked, save for one of Jackie’s chokers around his neck. His sculpted, black body gleamed under the lights, and his impressive cock, hanging thick and heavy, was impossible to ignore.

And then there was me. I had wanted this, wanted to be the one exposed, vulnerable, displayed for everyone to see. My skin was flushed with a mix of nerves and excitement as I walked beside Rob, my only adornments being my high heels and a silver ankle bracelet.

The cool air of the ballroom kissed my bare skin, and I could feel every gaze that lingered on my pale, freckled body. My small breasts, the delicate pink of my nipples already tight with arousal, my neat ginger hair between my legs, everything was on display. And I loved it.

Rob, in contrast, was impeccably dressed in a tailored black suit, a dark grey shirt and black tie. As we mingled through the crowd, we saw other people that we knew. Nadia was breathtaking as always, her dark hair swept into a loose updo, the only clothing on her body a black corset and black lace suspenders framing her long legs. The contrast of her exposed, dark nipples against the elegance of the corset was beautiful. Samir, in a sharp navy suit, stood beside her, his fingers lazily stroking the small of her back as they chatted with another couple.

The college girls were there too, bringing their playful, uninhibited energy into the mix. Lorraine and Carly were the dominant ones tonight, both dressed in tailored blazers with thigh-high stockings, the tops just visible below their obscenely short skirts. Candy and Brandi followed them submissively, completely naked except for delicate leather collars connected by a leash to their partners. They were taking their roles seriously. Lorraine ordered them to sit down and be silent while she and Carly chatted.

Servers in pristine white suits glided between the guests, offering silver trays of champagne and delicate canapés. Rob took two glasses, handing one to me as we moved deeper into the room. We found a place to stand and people watch with Jackie and Yves.

“I can’t believe we’re doing this,” I said to Jackie.

“I know, right?” she agreed. “But I’m going to be doing a lot more of it in the future.”

Just then, Samir joined us, with Nadia trailing behind. She was actually taller than him in her heels, I realised.

“Jackie,” he said smoothly, lifting his glass in greeting. “I was wondering if my sub could have the honour of servicing yours?”

Jackie smirked, her gaze flicking to Yves, who stood still beside her, completely relaxed despite the attention on him. “I’m sure he would enjoy that. Your sub is particularly beautiful.” She seemed to be enjoying this game.

Nadia smiled as she silently sank to her knees in front of Yves. Without hesitation, she took his heavy cock in her hands, stroking him languidly as she glanced up at him through thick, black lashes. She waited until his cock swelled and stiffened before taking him in her mouth. To my surprise, she worked him effortlessly, swallowing him down deeper and deeper until her lips kissed the base of his cock. It was mesmerising, almost artistic in its execution, like a sword swallower at a circus. His long cock must have been all the way down her throat. Jackie watched with an amused expression, sipping her champagne as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

I shifted beside Rob, my thighs pressing together instinctively as arousal pooled between my legs. He sensed it, of course, smiling as his hand slid down to squeeze my bare ass. Nadia continued to suck Yves’s cock, her head bobbing back and forth and making him groan with enjoyment.

And then Denise and Tom appeared. Denise was stunning up close, quite short and petite, but she carried herself with confidence. She was naked except for thigh-high black boots and the dark patch of hair between her legs. Tom was wearing suit trousers and a jacket, but no shirt. The jacket was open to reveal his thick, grey-flecked chest hair. I hadn’t been with an older man like him before, and I felt a flush of desire.

Tom looked me slowly up and down, and I felt his lustful gaze on every part of my body. It was making me wet.

“So,” he said, sipping his drink and turning to Rob. “How about a little show?”

Rob looked curious. “What did you have in mind?”

“I’d love to see our subs get to know each other better,” Tom suggested. “Denise and Helena… maybe a little something for us to enjoy?”

My breath caught. Rob looked at me, and the flicker of excitement in his eyes was unmistakable. I bit my lip, then nodded. Denise reached for my hand, her fingers warm as she pulled me toward one of the plush sofas near the back of the ballroom.

She smelled like vanilla and champagne. She was at least ten years older than me, but her skin was still soft and smooth. Her age was more noticeable in how she held herself and the experience behind her movements. It was really turning me on. When she leaned in, her lips brushing mine, I felt my body melt into hers instinctively.

The first kiss was soft, but it quickly deepened. Her hands traced the curves of my body, fingers grazing my nipples, teasing them to stiff peaks. I let out a soft moan against her lips, my body pressing closer to hers. Tom and Rob stood close by, watching intently.

Denise’s fingers trailed lower, between my thighs, running over my soft hair, teasing, exploring. I opened my legs for her, aware that I was showing off my swollen, wet cunt to the others nearby. I gasped as she found just the right spot, my body already trembling as her fingers rubbed firmly over my clit.

I reached for her in return, slipping my fingers into her dark nest of hair and finding her folds were drenched too. I stroked her slowly at first, feeling the heat of her against my fingertips, the slickness making my movements effortless. Her breathing became laboured in my mouth, and she let out a delicious little whimper.

Tom and Rob stood close, sipping their drinks as they watched with fascination. A quick glance told me they were both hard, their cock’s straining at the fabric of their trousers.

Denise’s fingers moved with more urgency, circling my clit, dipping inside me before teasing back up. My body responded eagerly, my hips moving against her hand, soft moans escaping us as we pleasured each other. My whole body was wound tight, every nerve sparking with sensation. I matched her rhythm, sliding my fingers inside her, curling them, making her body tense and tremble. She gasped, her thighs tightening around my hand.

“Oh, fuck, Helena…” she moaned, her voice breaking as she shuddered. Her orgasm pulsed through her, and the way she clenched around my fingers sent a fresh wave of heat surging through me. I was right there with her, my body coiling tighter and tighter, desperate for release. She didn’t stop, didn’t slow, even as her own orgasm washed over her. Her fingers worked me perfectly, drawing me higher until I couldn’t hold back any longer.

“Oh, god…” My back arched, pleasure slamming through me in sharp, delicious waves. I clutched at her, shaking, gasping, lost in the overwhelming sensation. When I finally came down, breathless and trembling, I opened my eyes to find Rob and Tom still watching, their expressions dark with desire.

Denise looked up at them. “Have we pleased you?” she asked.

“Very much,” said Tom, putting his empty glass on the tray of a passing waitress. He started to undo his belt. “But now I think there’s something else you can do for us.”

He pulled out his cock; thick, heavy, and achingly hard. He stepped closer, and I reached for him eagerly, wrapping my fingers around the solid length before pulling him into my mouth without hesitation. I could feel the heat and weight of it on my tongue. Rob was copying him, pulling out his own dick and letting Denise lick the length.

I looked up at Tom, my lips brushing against his shaft as I teased, “Is this the hard cock that’s been fucking my friend?”

He groaned, his fingers tightening in my hair. “It is, and it’s going to be fucking you in a minute,” he growled. The promise sent shockwaves through me, straight to my already-dripping cunt.

“Oh, darling,” Denise purred, releasing Rob’s cock for a moment. She glanced between me and the two men, a wicked smile on her lips. “I want to see you DP her, just like you did with Jackie. I bet she’s just as much of a slut.”

My stomach flipped, and my heart pounded at the thought. Being taken by both of them at once, in front of everyone, it was almost too much. But instead of fear, I felt only a raw, aching need. “Yes, please,” I managed to squeak.

Rob sat next to me on the sofa, his dick hard and pointing straight up. I swung my leg over him, sinking down on his length until he was buried deep inside me. “Fuck, you’re wet,” Rob murmured, his voice filled with approval.

Then I felt it, Tom’s fingers trailing over the curve of my ass, circling towards my other entrance. My whole body shuddered in anticipation. He spat in his hand, slicking up his cock, and I whimpered as he pressed the tip against my tight hole.

“Relax, baby,” Rob whispered. “You’re going to take us both.”

Denise knelt beside me, stroking my hair as she whispered, “That’s it. Let them use you, darling. Let them fuck you like the little slut you are.”

I moaned at her filthy encouragement as Tom pushed forward, stretching me wide open with the thick head of his cock. The burn as he penetrated me turned into pleasure almost instantly, and then he was inside me, his fat cock rubbing against Rob’s with only my thin walls to separate them.

The sensation was overwhelming; full, deep, intense. Tom thrust hard into me, and I gasped, my body trembling. The room blurred around me; nothing existed except for them, their two hard lengths, taking me, claiming me.

Denise stroked my face, pushing her fingers into my mouth. “You love this, don’t you? Being filled like this?”

I couldn’t speak, I could only moan and nod. Denise’s hand slipped between my legs, rubbing my swollen clit in time with their thrusts. The pleasure was unbearable, too much, too good. My entire body tensed as the orgasm crashed over me, dragging me under, making me scream as I convulsed between them. My cunt and ass clenched, milking their dicks as wave after wave consumed me.

Tom groaned, gripping my hair and pulling my head back as he continued to fuck my ass with deep, punishing strokes. “Fuck, I can feel her coming on my cock.”

I could feel Rob losing it beneath me as he growled through his release, filling me completely. Tom pulled free, stroking himself over my face, and I gasped as the hot rush of his cum painted my lips and chin. I’d never had anyone come on my face before, but I loved it. I loved the filthiness of it, the humiliation, the submission. He stroked his cock above me, unloading more and more cum onto my upturned face but somehow avoiding getting any in my eyes.

Finally, he was done, and I collapsed off Rob’s dick onto the sofa, trembling, my body spent and leaking cum down my thighs. Denise smiled, wiping some of Tom’s release from my lips before kissing me, tasting him on my tongue.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

I was still breathless, still floating in a haze of pleasure as I glanced around and saw that quite a few of the couples had been watching. Now that the show was over, they turned away, back to their conversations and signalling for more drinks.

Rob and Tom tucked themselves away, as if nothing had happened. Denise moved between my legs, licking at my swollen pussy and swallowing the cum that leaked out.


Chapter Eleven




But the night was far from over. Around us, the party pulsed with energy, the air thick with the scent of champagne, perfume, and desire. Laughter and moans blended with the soft strains of the live band, creating a surreal backdrop. We sipped our drinks, taking a moment to catch our breath before exploring the ballroom.

We passed Jackie, talking to another couple as Yves stood quietly next to her. We paused to talk to him. He was still naked, his cock semi-hard. A naked female sub walked past, following her clothed dom; another woman in a long evening gown. The sub’s wrists were bound together, but that didn’t stop her from pausing to wrap her hands around Yves' long length and giving him a stroke before moving on.

As he turned to watch her naked ass saunter away, a serving girl approached him. She glanced down at his big dick and bit her lip, flashing her eyelashes at him. “Is there anything I can get you, sir?” she purred. She had a Mediterranean appearance, with long, shiny black hair and looked absolutely stunning.

“I’m okay for a drink, merci,” he grinned, holding it up.

She took the champagne flute out of his hand and placed it on a nearby table. “That’s not what I meant,” she purred, breathing deeply like she was irresistibly turned on. She placed a hand on his bare chest and ran it down over his abs and then his stomach. When she reached his cock, she wrapped her hand around it.

“Pleaze, excusez-moi,” said Yves formally to Rob and me.

He suddenly picked up the girl, and she wrapped her legs around him. Supporting her weight by cupping her ass, he pushed her up against the nearby wall, his tongue hungrily exploring her mouth. As we watched, stunned, his hand went to her breast, squeezing and groping her through her blouse before undoing a couple of buttons and slipping inside. The other hand was still on her ass as he pinned her against the wall with her legs around him. All the while, she was kissing him sloppily and moaning into his mouth as if she was desperate for him.

His big cock was already pressed up against her knickers, and he reached down to move them to the side. Then he was inside her, his cock stretching her open and making her scream with pleasure as he thrust into her against the wall.

Rob and I smirked at each other. We watched for a bit before deciding to leave them to it and go and get another drink.

At the bar, we found Nadia and Samir were deep in conversation with another couple we didn’t know. Nadia was, as always, breathtaking; her dark nipples standing out against her olive skin, the elegant corset pushing up her breasts and making them seem even bigger.

As the other couple moved away, Nadia slid an arm around my waist, her fingers idly tracing the curve of my bare hip before dipping lower. The slow, absentminded way she caressed me sent a delicious shiver through my body.

We chatted for quite a while, gossiping about the things we’d seen going on at the party.

Nadia leaned in until her lips were just a breath away from my ear. “You look absolutely stunning tonight,” she said, her voice slightly raised over the sound of the band. “I bet Rob is loving showing you off like this.”

I caught Rob’s gaze. “He is,” I admitted. “And I love it too.”

Nadia giggled, her fingers still teasing along the swell of my backside. Samir swirled the whisky in his glass. “You two fit in here perfectly. Maybe we should find somewhere quieter together.”

Before I could respond, a familiar figure strolled past us, her hips swaying with an irresistible confidence. Lorraine. She’d lost most of her clothes and was just wearing a skimpy pair of knickers. She paused just long enough to flash me a filthy smile.

“You should all come with me,” she purred, her eyes glinting.

Intrigued, we followed her through the bar to an area sectioned off by heavy, velvet curtains. It was a little oasis, a more private area. Plush cushions were strewn across the floor, and the air was thick with the scent of perfume. And it was busy; probably at least twenty people in various states of undress, grouped together in twos, threes and fours.

The other college girls were already there, all of them naked now. They were gathered around Yves, their laughter light and teasing as they showered him with attention. His dark skin contrasted with their lighter complexions and blonde hair, as their lips kissed and licked at his cock.

Jackie was there too, naked and on her back, utterly lost in pleasure as she was being fucked enthusiastically by a younger man I didn’t recognise. Her nails raked down his back, her gasps turning into deep moans as he thrust into her.

One of the serving girls with short, bleached hair came in through the curtain, pulling a male guest by the hand. Still wearing her smart blouse, she’d somehow lost her skirt and knickers and was naked from the waist down. She pulled the man down onto the cushions, forcing his head between her legs and moaning happily.

Lorraine turned to us. “Well?” she asked. “Are you just going to watch, or are you going to join in?”

Rob and Samir didn’t need any more encouragement. They reached for their belts, unbuckling them quickly as they stripped down, their cocks already hard with anticipation. Lorraine’s fingers slipped lower, tracing the curve of my ass before giving it a playful squeeze. “Let’s have some fun,” she whispered.

Nadia had already pulled Rob down onto one of the cushions, running her hands over his body as she kissed him deeply. Samir moved to Yves’ group, seamlessly joining in with one of the girls. All around us, the scene unfolded, moans, whispers, soft laughter, all blurring together in the mix of pleasure and indulgence.

Lorraine and I found a space in the middle and spent some time just kissing, wrapped in each other’s arms. All around us were the sights and sounds of people fucking. Yves and Samir were reclining on their backs with big grins on their faces. Candy was riding Yves, and Brandi was riding Samir, both of them bouncing up and down with their breasts jiggling like crazy. Then they swapped over.

Rob had found a couple of the serving girls. One was facing away from him, squatting over his cock, twerking her ass up and down as her lips stretched around his shaft. The other sat on his face, grinding against him so firmly I wondered if he could breathe.

Just as I was feeling like I was ready for some more dick, two smartly dressed men slipped in through the curtain. They were older, in their fifties, and wearing suits. They looked like they’d had an interesting night; their ties were loose, their jackets crumpled, and their hair slightly messy. As they looked over the scene of debauchery, their eyes locked with Lorraine’s and mine. They smiled.

Lorraine lifted her hand and beckoned them over with a curled finger. As they approached, I opened my legs, feeling the now familiar thrill of a complete stranger staring at my soaking, open cunt. The one who came to me was chiselled and strong, with greying hair and a short beard flecked with white. He undid his trousers as he walked, and when he knelt between my legs, he slipped them down over his thighs.

Fuck. His cock was hard and very big. As big as Yves’. My eyes widened at the sight of it. Without a word, he guided it between my thighs and slid it slowly into my aching pussy. Oh my god, I was being fucked by another stranger, and this time I didn’t even know his name. And he was probably at least twenty years older than me. I just went with it, closing my eyes and focusing on the sensation of his massive dick thrusting deeper and deeper inside me. I could feel my walls clenched tight around him as he fucked me. Next to me, the other guy was doing the same to Lorraine, and it wasn’t long before we both came again.

As I was coming down from my high, a woman knelt next to us, pulling the man’s face to hers and kissing him. Stealing him away from me, she pulled him between her own naked thighs. But it didn’t matter; he was replaced by someone else moments later. I think it was the handsome young man who had been pounding Jackie. He held his hard cock, guiding it into me and fucking me.

I lost myself in the swirling sensations, the heat of touch against my skin, the scent of arousal in the air, the moans of passion all around me. Lovers came and went in a whirlwind of hedonism and debauchery, and I lost track of who I fucked, sucked and licked.

Much later, the party began to wind down. There were more and more deep groans as the men reached their final climaxes. I looked around for Rob, finding him kissing a woman with enormous sagging breasts while, surprisingly, a man in a suit and tie languidly sucked his cock.

“May I have this dance?” I asked them. The man and the woman nodded, coupling up themselves as I extracted Rob from their group.

“Have you had enough?” Rob asked.

“I think so,” I replied, “but there’s one last thing I want. Will you finish inside?”

Rob grinned, sinking down to the cushions and pulling me onto his lap. I wrapped my arms around his neck, kissing him with my sore mouth and sliding his cock into my aching cunt. I rode him, fucking him hard for the finale, and soon he groaned into my mouth as he spilled inside me.


Epilogue




“I’m never drinking again,” Jackie said, adjusting her dark glasses and dramatically throwing her head back onto the headrest. We were in the back of Rob’s car, heading home.

I laughed. “Sure, you don’t want to stop at a liquor store on the way?”

“Eugh, definitely not.”

There was silence for a bit before she said, “I can’t believe how lucky we were that you booked that place by accident. Otherwise, we might never have discovered… all that stuff.”

“I know,” I agreed. “So, are you going to… do it again?”

“Fuck yeah,” she replied, “I can’t wait to find a local swinger club or something. There’s no going back now. Although…”

“What?”

“It’s going to be awkward as fuck at work with my boss.”

I laughed again and leaned back, staring out the window at the road stretching before us, my mind still replaying the past few days like a vivid dream. The heat of hands on my skin, the thrill of surrender, the sheer, uninhibited pleasure… It had been nothing like I ever imagined. And yet, I had loved every second of it.

I knew things wouldn’t be the same when we got home. How could they be? We had crossed a line we didn’t even know existed before, and there was no undoing it. No forgetting the things we’d done, the people we’d touched, the desires we’d unleashed.

But I didn’t want to undo it.

I wanted more.

THE END
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Chapter One




The seatbelt sign came on with a cheerful bong, and I peered out the plane window at the crystal-blue ocean. Tiny islands drifted past below, and I couldn’t help feeling excited. It was my first time in Asia, and already it was a whirlwind of different sights, smells and sounds. Bangkok airport had been chaotic when we changed planes, boarding a smaller one to Koh Samui. And now, flying over the Gulf of Thailand, I knew that we were nearly at our destination.

I turned to Melanie, my best friend since forever. “I can’t believe we’re finally here,” I said.

“Oh god, I’m so tired though,” she laughed. She had a point, it had been a long journey from London, a whole twenty-four hours since we’d closed my front door and got in the taxi.

“It will be worth it though, babe,” I replied. “And the new resort looks even better than the one we booked.”

“Hah, what does Barry know about luxury Thai resorts?” snorted Mel, “He’s never left fucking Clapham.”

She wasn’t wrong. There had been a problem with our first choice at the last minute, but Barry, the travel agent, had assured us that the replacement was an upgrade. I pulled the brochure from the seat pocket in front of me and flicked through it for the tenth time that flight.

The Haven, the cover read. A Sex and Wellness Retreat.

I frowned. “I wonder what that means.”

“Probably some bullshit about ‘connecting with our feminine energy,’” Melanie murmured, eyes closed as she flicked her dark ringlets over her shoulder. “You know they’ve also got a resort near Oxford? I know which one I’d rather go to.”

“Well, whatever it is, I need it.” After my divorce had finally gone through, I fucking deserved this holiday. And going away with my best friend was the cherry on top. Mel had never married, preferring a series of semi-serious relationships, each lasting almost exactly a year. But she still knew what I was going through.

As the plane got lower, the ride got bumpier, and the wings started vibrating up and down as wisps of cloud swirled over them. “Ooh, I think I can see it!” I pressed my forehead against the plastic window. A larger island loomed ahead, the runway already in sight.

“There better be some hot guys there,” Melanie mused. “Now that we’re both single.” She grinned. “You need a good, hard fucking, I bet.”

“Mel!” I scolded, swatting her arm. “I’m not thinking about that yet. I still haven’t got over Dave.”

“I’m serious,” she said, turning to look me dead in the eyes. “It’s been, what, six months? You need to get laid.”

“Yeah, well…” I sighed, staring out the window again. “I’m not even sure I remember how. Dave and I didn’t even… you know… for the last year before we split.”

“Fucking hell.” Mel sounded genuinely horrified. “How have you survived? If I don’t get it for a month, I’m climbing the walls and eyeing up the postman.”

I snorted with laughter. She might not have had sex with the postman, but let’s just say she had a well-earned reputation in our friend group for being… adventurous.

When we stepped out of the plane onto the runway, it was like stepping into an oven, the heat wrapping around me like a blanket. Within seconds, my sundress was clinging to my back with sweat. I was glad I’d recently had my hair cut in a short blonde bob; at least my neck was cool.

“Jesus,” Mel muttered, fanning herself with her passport. “I wasn’t ready for this level of heat.”

We followed the other passengers into the tiny airport, where a few ceiling fans whirred uselessly against the humidity. After collecting our suitcases, we spotted a smiling Thai man with a sign that read: Melanie & Jessica - The Haven.

“That’s us,” I said, nudging Mel. The man gave us a polite bow before taking our bags and leading us to a sleek, air-conditioned minivan. The moment we slid inside, the cool air blasted my sweaty skin, and I sighed with relief.

As we pulled away from the airport, the scenery outside was breathtaking. Lush green jungle stretched over rolling hills, meeting impossibly blue water. The road wound along the coastline, past tiny roadside stalls selling fruit, and the occasional golden temple glinting in the sun.

Before long, the van turned into a long, private road, lined with flowering trees. At the end, a grand wooden archway bore the resort’s name: The Haven.

A stunning Thai woman stood waiting for us at the entrance, her traditional silk blouse a deep shade of red, her dark hair swept into an elegant bun. She pressed her palms together and gave a graceful bow.

“Sawadee ka,” she greeted, her voice soft and melodic. “Welcome to The Haven.”

“Sawadee ka,” we replied, stumbling awkwardly over the unfamiliar words.

“My name is Noi,” she continued, her English flawless. “I am the resort manager. We are so happy to have you here at our beautiful retreat.”

“Thank you,” I said. “It looks incredible.”

Noi smiled. “You must be tired after your journey. Let me show you to reception, and we will get you checked in quickly.”

In reception, she gave us the keycards for our room, a welcome pack and two complimentary silk dressing gowns. I was only half listening as she told us about the resort amenities until she said, “We encourage all our guests to fully embrace the relaxing environment of The Haven. Clothing is entirely optional in all areas, except at dinner, where we respectfully request that you are dressed.”

I blinked. “I’m sorry… what?”

Noi looked up, still smiling. “Clothing optional. Except at dinner, please. Play is allowed anywhere apart from the restaurant. Follow me and I will show you to your villa.”

I didn’t understand what she meant by play.

Mel and I exchanged glances. Then she snorted, biting back a laugh. “I knew Barry was fucking useless. He’s sent us to a nudist resort.”

“It’s probably not that bad,” I said as we followed Noi out of reception. “Just because it’s optional, it doesn’t mean anyone actually does it. It’s probably more about topless sunbathing on the beach.”

Noi led us through a winding stone pathway, lined with tropical flowers and towering palm trees. “Your accommodation is one of our premium villas,” she said, smiling over her shoulder.

“That sounds amazing,” I said.

Finally, we reached a thatched-roof cabin nestled among the trees. Noi pulled out a keycard and opened the door, stepping aside to let us in.

I sucked in a breath as we entered. The cabin was stunning. Light, airy, and huge. The living area had floor-to-ceiling windows that opened onto a private deck, where two sun loungers overlooked the white sand beach. A little kitchen sat to one side, complete with a breakfast bar and a basket of fresh fruit on the counter.

Mel wandered in, her eyes wide. “Fuck me, Jess, this is way better than I expected.”

Noi smiled. “And through here is your bedroom.”

We followed her into the next room, where two large double beds with white linens sat under a high wooden ceiling. Above them, a ceiling fan turned lazily, sending a cool breeze across the room.

Mel threw herself onto one of the beds with a dramatic sigh. “I love this place already.”

Noi gave a little bow. “Your bags will be brought shortly. If you need anything, reception is open twenty-four hours. And, of course, you are invited to join the evening welcome gathering at the beach bar.”

I hesitated. “Um… what exactly is the welcome gathering?”

Noi smiled. “Just a relaxed event to meet other guests. Cocktails, music… a good opportunity to connect.”

Mel winked at me from the bed. Connect. I already knew what she was thinking.

I cleared my throat. “Right. Sounds… fun.”

“Enjoy your stay,” Noi said, pressing her hands together in a polite bow before stepping out, leaving us alone.

After freshening up, we decided to check out the pool. It was still early afternoon, and the heat had only gotten worse. The idea of sinking into cool water with a cocktail in hand sounded like absolute bliss. I unzipped my suitcase, rummaging through the neatly folded clothes until I found my bikini, a classic black two-piece, simple but flattering. As I held it up, Mel was already stripping off her sundress.

It had been years since I’d seen her naked. Now, at thirty, her body was still enviably toned, her stomach flat with just a hint of muscle. Her breasts were small but perky, sitting high and firm, nipples a dark brown against her tanned skin.

As she slipped her knickers off, I saw she had a full, dark bush between her legs, thick but neatly shaped to stay within the lines of a bikini. That didn’t surprise me. Mel had never been one for conventional beauty routines, but as she stretched her arms above her head, I caught sight of something else. Under her arms, she had soft, dark patches of hair curled there, too.

I blinked. “You’ve stopped shaving?”

Mel looked down at herself as if she’d forgotten, then grinned. “Oh. Yeah.”

She grabbed her bikini from her suitcase, stepping into the bottoms. “New Year’s resolution. Going natural,” she said with a giggle. “Men can like it or fuck off.”

I snorted. “That’s very you.”

“Damn right.” She pulled the bikini top over her shoulders, adjusting the straps. “It’s liberating. And honestly? Most guys don’t give a shit. Some even prefer it.”

“Huh.” I hadn’t even considered letting mine grow out. I automatically reached for my razor the second I saw stubble. “Doesn’t it… feel weird?”

Mel shrugged. “Not at all. It’s just hair. We all have it. Why should we be the ones suffering through razor burn and ingrown hairs while men waltz around with hairy balls and zero complaints?”

She wasn’t wrong. But still, I wasn’t sure I could do it. I wasn’t as naturally confident as Mel. I glanced down at my own body as I unclasped my bra, suddenly feeling a little self-conscious. Unlike her, I had changed over the years. My breasts were fuller, heavier. Not huge, but enough that gravity was beginning to have its say as they hung low towards my stomach. And my stomach wasn’t as tight as it used to be either. I wasn’t exactly out of shape, but there was a definite bulge there.

Mel caught me looking at myself critically in the mirror and rolled her eyes. “Don’t even start, babe. You look fucking hot.”

I let out a small laugh, shaking my head. “Shut up.”

“Seriously.” She adjusted her bikini top, giving me a pointed look. “If I had tits like yours, I’d never wear a shirt.”

I finished tying my bikini strings, running a hand through my hair before turning back to her. “Alright, let’s go find this pool.”


Chapter Two




Stepping outside, the humid air wrapped around us again. The resort was stunning, all winding stone pathways and lush greenery, the sounds of cicadas humming in the trees.

We followed a sign to the pool and then, turning a corner, we passed a couple walking in the opposite direction, both completely naked. The man was tall and tanned, and my eyes accidentally flicked to his long cock, swinging as he walked. His female companion, a thin blonde with pert breasts and a completely shaved mound between her legs, gave us a friendly smile as they strolled by, completely at ease.

Mel kept walking like nothing had happened, only waiting until they were out of earshot before murmuring, “Optional?”

I let out a small, breathless laugh. “I didn’t know where to look.”

“You did know,” she teased. “You just thought you shouldn’t.”

Before I could reply, another couple passed, older this time, probably in their fifties, both tanned all over. The man’s cock was tiny, the head barely poking out of his thick nest of hair between his legs. The curvy woman had heavy, sagging breasts lined with stretch marks.

“I hope I still have their confidence when I’m that old,” smirked Mel.

But then we turned a corner and reached the pool area. Everyone was naked.

The large pool shimmered in the sun, its water a deep, inviting blue. Around it, guests lounged on sunbeds, stretched out completely bare, chatting, reading, or sipping drinks without a care in the world. A few people swam, their bodies sleek and glistening in the water.

To one side was a bar. Thank fuck. I exhaled. “Right. Cocktails?”

Mel grinned. “Best idea you’ve ever had.”

We strode over to the bar, sliding onto the high stools.

The bartender, a handsome Thai man in a smart, white uniform, smiled as he wiped down the counter. “Sawadee krap. What can I get you ladies?”

“Two mojitos, please,” Mel said.

As we waited, I risked a glance at the two men sitting at the bar next to us. Both were naked. One of them was tanned with blonde, wavy hair like a classic surfer. The other was black, well-muscled, with bulging biceps. I couldn’t help it… my eyes flicked downward. Fuck, they were both hung like fucking horses, their big, soft cocks resting against their thighs.

Mel noticed too. “Hey,” she said, her voice soft and flirty.

The black one turned to us with a grin. “G’day.”

That accent. Australian. I felt my heart flutter.

The blonde, surfer one leaned in, extending a hand towards me first. “Pleasure to meet you, ladies,” he said. “I’m Harrison, and this is my friend Joel. We’re from Sydney.”

“Jess,” I said, my voice coming out a little breathier than intended. “From London.”

“Mel,” Melanie said, shaking their hands too.

“Is this your first time here?”

I took a sip of the drink that had just arrived and nodded. I was trying hard not to look at their big cocks.

“That explains the bikinis then,” said Joel, his eyes looking us up and down like he could see through them anyway.

“Is everyone always naked?” asked Mel.

“The water does feel better without clothes,” said Harrison.

Mel turned to me with a smirk. “What do you reckon, Jess?”

“I don’t know,” I said, turning red.

I hesitated, my fingers tightening around my glass. Part of me wanted to do it, but stripping off in front of so many people, let alone these two insanely hot men, was something else entirely.

Mel, of course, had no such reservations. “Well, no point wasting time,” she declared, standing up and hooking her thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottoms. With a swift movement, she pushed them down and stepped out of them. Her bikini top followed a second later, leaving her completely naked.

Harrison and Joel made no effort to hide their appreciation.

“That feels so much better,” she sighed, stretching her arms above her head and showing off the hair there. “Come on, Jess.”

I swallowed hard. Every nerve in my body screamed at me to keep my clothes on, even though I didn’t want to be the odd one out. This was way out of my comfort zone.

Harrison grinned at me. “It’s up to you. But I promise, after two minutes, you won’t even be thinking about it.”

Easy for him to say. He wasn’t the one about to get his tits out in front of a pair of hung, naked Aussies.

Mel rolled her eyes. “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” she said, reaching out and unclasping my bikini top for me before I could protest. I yelped, grabbing at it before it could fall away completely, but now there was no point. They’d already seen.

I exhaled sharply. Fuck it.

In one quick motion, I let my top drop onto the stool and peeled off my bikini bottoms, stepping out of them before I could overthink it.

I was naked. Outside. In public. In front of two very attractive men.

I resisted the urge to cross my arms over my chest. Instead, I forced myself to stand tall, letting the gentle breeze stiffen my nipples, and feeling the warmth of the sun on my skin.

Harrison’s eyes flicked over me, hovering for a second on my neatly trimmed bush. I saw something in them. Hunger? Desire?

Joel grinned. “See? That wasn’t so hard.”

Mel grabbed my hand. “Come on, babe. Let’s swim.”

The water was cool, refreshing, and as I floated on my back, I started to relax. Harrison was right, the water did feel better naked. And no one was looking at me. Mel swam up and down, cutting through the water effortlessly as she did laps. I took my time, letting the stress of travelling melt away.

Joel and Harrison joined us, casually drifting nearby, but I let my mind wander, enjoying the strange thrill of swimming completely naked, the water slipping over my skin in a way that felt… almost sensual.

After a while, we swam back to the edge, where a set of stone steps led out of the pool. Mel climbed out first, unbothered as ever, squeezing the water from her curls. I hesitated a moment longer, suddenly very aware that getting out of a pool naked was not the same as sliding into it.

As I emerged, my nipples tightened in the warm air. I reached for the towel I’d left on my stool and wrapped it around me. Something across the pool caught my eye. A woman sat on a sun lounger. She was stunning, with long, auburn hair cascading over her shoulders, breasts full, her long legs stretched out in front of her. She was sitting between two men, one on either side. They were both leaning into her, their mouths taking turns claiming hers in deep, languid kisses. Her hands roamed over them freely, stroking their chests, their arms, their thighs…

And then, lower. My breath caught. I couldn’t quite see, but from the angle, from the way their bodies tensed… Fuck. I felt a rush of heat between my legs. I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry.

Mel followed my gaze and smirked. “Well, well,” she said.

I let out a nervous laugh, tearing my eyes away, my heart pounding. What was this place?

A sudden tiredness washed over me. It had been a long flight, and I’d hardly slept for over twenty-four hours. We said goodbye to our new, naked friends and headed back to our cabin, where the long journey finally caught up with us. The soft hum of the ceiling fan and the distant chirp of cicadas outside only made my eyelids heavier.

“Just a quick nap,” Mel mumbled as she climbed into her bed, stretching out under the cool sheets, still completely naked.

I did the same, pulling the sheet over me and feeling the soft cotton against my skin. There’s nothing quite like a freshly laundered bed. Sleep took me almost instantly.

I wasn’t sure how long I was asleep, thirty minutes? Maybe less? But something stirred me awake. A rustling. A soft, rhythmic sound. I blinked, my vision hazy in the dim light filtering through the shutters. Then I realised. Mel was moving in the bed next to mine. Her legs were slightly apart, her knees bent. One hand rested lazily on her breast, while the other…

Her fingers traced slow circles between her thighs, her breath soft and measured. Heat flushed through me, my own body suddenly too awake. She wasn’t even trying to be quiet. Maybe she thought I was still asleep. Or maybe she didn’t care.

I should have rolled over. Should have shut my eyes, buried my head in the pillow and pretended to be asleep. Instead, my fingers drifted lower, almost without thinking, slipping between my folds where I was already soaking, fucking wet.

I bit my lip, my heart pounding as I started rubbing slow circles over my clit. My mind flicked instantly to them - Joel and Harrison, those broad, strong bodies, those thick, heavy cocks hanging between their thighs. Would they be as casual about fucking as they were about nudity? Would they take their time, or would they bend me over the bar, spreading me open as everyone watched?

I imagined Harrison, his cock even thicker and longer now, it was hard, thrusting up inside me as I bent over helplessly, taking his whole length, stretching me, filling me…

A soft moan from Mel snapped me back to the room. She had to know I was awake, and she wasn’t holding back. She let out another sigh, her fingers moving faster. Then she kicked off the sheet completely, exposing herself fully to the warm air. I swallowed hard. Her legs were spread wide, her fingers working her clit in tight circles before dipping down, pressing inside. She whimpered as she pumped two fingers in and out, her other hand squeezing her breast, pinching at her nipple.

I tried to stay subtle, keeping the sheet loosely over me, but fuck, I was right there with her. I moved faster, my hips rocking slightly, my breath coming in short, quiet gasps. Mel moaned louder, back arching off the bed.

“Fuck…” she whispered.

I risked a glance over, and our eyes met for a second, just long enough to make my stomach flip, just long enough to see how soaked her fingers were. But neither of us stopped. If anything, it only pushed me closer. I bit down on my lip as the pressure built, as my fingers worked furiously under the covers.

Mel came first, loudly, her body tensing, hips jerking as a long, broken moan tore from her lips. She didn’t try to muffle it, didn’t care that I could hear her. That was enough to tip me over the edge. I buried my face in the pillow, muffling the soft cry that slipped out as my own orgasm crashed through me, my body pulsing, legs clamping shut around my hand.

For a few long moments, the only sound in the cabin was our heavy breathing.

Then, before I could think too hard about what the fuck just happened, Mel swung her legs over the side of the bed. She stood, stretching lazily, acting as if nothing at all had just happened. Acting as if we hadn’t just wanked together.

“I’m going to shower,” she said in a normal voice. “Then we should get ready for dinner. I’m starving.”


Chapter Three




Mel looked fucking incredible. Her dress was red, tight and tiny. A halter neck that left her shoulders bare, with a perfect cut-out that put her cleavage on full display. The hem barely skimmed her thighs, showing off her toned legs.

I’d gone for something a little less outrageous; black, silky, with thin straps and a plunging neckline that made the most of my heavy tits. It was just about supportive enough that I could get away without a bra. Not as daring as Mel’s, but still enough to feel sexy for the first time in a long time.

Dinner was incredible. We sat on the open-air terrace, sipping cold white wine while the ocean stretched out in front of us, dark and endless. The food was the best Thai I’d ever had, spicy and fragrant. Everywhere we looked, there were couples. Some sat close, whispering and laughing. Some touched more openly, hands stroking thighs, fingers teasing over bare shoulders. It was impossible to ignore; it felt like there was an undercurrent of sexuality running through the place.

When we’d finished, we stepped down onto the beach with our shoes in our hands, walking along the soft sand. “Shall we see what this social event is all about then?” said Mel.

“Fuck it. Let’s go.”

We strolled along the shore, the moon lighting our path, the breeze warm against our bare skin. Ahead, the beach bar was glowing with strings of golden lights, laughter and music spilling out onto the sand. We headed straight for the bar, ordering another round of cocktails that came strong and cold.

As we sipped, a couple approached us, their smiles wide and inviting.

“New faces,” the woman said, her English accent rich and posh, like she’d been raised on champagne and private schools. “I’m Victoria, and this is my husband, Charles.”

Victoria was stunning, curvy with enormous tits barely contained by her plunging white dress. Her ass was just as thick, the tight fabric hugging her curves. Her husband was older, with streaks of silver in his hair, tanned and dressed in a linen shirt unbuttoned just enough that I felt a stirring of desire as I glimpsed his hair-covered chest.

“Mel,” Melanie said, shaking their hands. “This is Jess.”

Victoria pulled Mel into a hug, her arms wrapping warmly around her. Mel shot me a look over her shoulder in mock panic as their breasts squashed up against each other. Then Victoria turned to me and did the same. The scent of her expensive perfume filled my senses as she squeezed me tightly.

Charles leaned in, kissing both of us on the cheek in that effortless way rich people do.

“Is this your first time?” Victoria said, sipping her cocktail. “We’ve been coming here for years.”

We found a table right on the sand, and the conversation flowed easily as we chatted about life back in London and the different places we’d travelled to. Then another couple arrived, and things… escalated.

The woman, blonde and petite, slid straight onto Charles’s lap, her arms looping around his neck as she kissed him, slow and deep. Victoria, meanwhile, turned to the new man, tall, dark-haired and pulled him in for a kiss. Not just a peck. A real, deep kiss, full of tongue.

Mel and I exchanged a wide-eyed glance. “What the fuck,” she mouthed.

It didn’t stop there. Charles’s hand slid up the blonde’s thigh, disappearing under the hem of her dress. Victoria let out a giggle as the new man’s hand cupped her ass, squeezing it through the fabric of her dress. I swallowed hard, my heart pounding.

Finally breaking apart, Victoria introduced us to them. They were called Michael and Tracy and were from Dallas, Texas. They had strong Southern accents, but I could tell from their clothes they were every bit as rich as Charles and Victoria.

After a few minutes of small talk, they all stood. Victoria kissed my cheek again, her lips lingering at my ear.

“We’ll see you girls later,” she murmured. “We’re going to… catch up with our friends back at our villa.”

Then, with a knowing smile, the four of them disappeared into the night. I could see that Michael had his hand on Victoria’s round ass as they left.

I turned to Mel. “Okay,” I said. “What the fuck was that?”

Before she could answer, two familiar figures appeared. Harrison and Joel, now dressed in laid-back beachwear.

Mel didn’t waste time. “Alright, level with us. This is a swingers' resort, right?”

Joel laughed. “You really didn’t know?”

“You’re right, it’s a swingers’ resort,” smirked Harrison.

I let out a short laugh. “Oh my god. I think we need a new travel agent.”

Joel nodded. “Every single person here is a swinger. Except you two, it seems. Some just play in the same room with others, some swap partners fully. It’s whatever you’re into.”

I was just sitting there with my mouth open. Mel, however, was grinning, swirling her cocktail in her glass. “Well,” she said, “this just got interesting.”

I was still reeling. A swingers’ resort. Every single person here was fucking other people, happily and openly. And now we were sitting with two of the hottest men I’d ever seen, who I already knew were both packing absolute monsters between their legs.

“So,” Mel said, leaning forward with interest, “you two are together, but you sleep with other people?”

“Exactly,” Joel said smoothly, sipping his beer.

Harrison smirked. “We’re both bisexual. Been together five years, but we like to have our fun. We play with couples, single men, single women… just depends.”

I swallowed. My mind was suddenly full of images; Harrison, pressed up against another man, kissing him deep. Joel, with those strong arms and filthy grin, moving between some beautiful woman’s legs. My thighs squeezed together under the table. I realised my pussy was aching with arousal.

I took another sip of my drink, but it wasn’t enough to cool the sudden heat flooding through me. These men were experienced. Very experienced. They had probably fucked a lot of people. And now I was sitting here, imagining how they’d feel between my legs.

Mel must’ve been thinking the same thing, because she was playing with her lips, her finger just inside her mouth as she regarded the two men.

“I like that,” she murmured. “Men who don’t play by society’s rules.”

Joel laughed. “You’d fit in well here, then.”

The music pulsed through the open-air bar, and when Joel held out a hand, Mel didn’t hesitate as he pulled her to the sandy area where other couples were dancing.

Harrison stood and offered me his hand. I took it, feeling like I was in a dream. A very hot, sexy dream. The four of us moved together in the warm night air. Mel was already pressed up against Joel, her arms around his neck, moving her hips to the music. Harrison pulled me close, hands firm on my waist, his breath hot against my neck.

I could feel the heat of his body. And then, before I could talk myself out of it, I kissed him. His lips were soft and warm, and he pressed against me, gripping my waist tighter. I melted into the kiss, our tongues in each other’s mouths. When we finally pulled apart, I was panting. And what’s more, I could feel my knickers were soaking wet.

Mel was kissing Joel, but then she turned and… fuck, she kissed Harrison, her hand moving up to his face to pull him closer. I looked at Joel, and then his hands were around my waist instead. His tongue was in my mouth instead. How easily we had just swapped partners. It felt electric.

Harrison and Mel were going beyond what would be acceptable in a normal bar. His hand was squeezing her breast, and she looked like she was trying to eat him alive. She pulled away, panting heavily. “Can we go back to our villa?” she asked him.

Harrison smirked and nodded, running a hand through his bleach-blonde hair. He winked at me, and the two of them disappeared into the darkness.

“Oh my god,” I gasped to Joel. “They’re going to fuck.”

Joel laughed. “Yeah, looks like it.”

I was so turned on, but… I also wasn’t used to this. I wasn’t even used to men any more. I think Joel sensed that, and he took my hand in his. “Do you want to walk along the beach?” he asked. “Nothing needs to happen.”

It was just what I needed. I gave him a warm smile. “That would be lovely,” I said.

As the lights and music from the bar receded behind us, the sound of the waves and the moonlight took over. We walked to the end of the beach and sat down near the sea, watching the moon reflecting in the dark water. We sat there for a while, side by side in the cool sand, our fingers brushing occasionally. Joel was easy to be around. He didn’t push, didn’t rush me. He just sat with me, legs stretched out, staring at the ocean and chatting away.

But my skin was still buzzing. My body felt aroused, needy. And the way he looked, tall and dark skinned, with a broad chest and thick arms. I knew I didn’t want him to keep his distance. I took a slow breath, then turned to face him properly.

“What?” he asked.

I didn’t answer. Instead, I swung a leg over his lap, straddling him. His hands instinctively moved to my waist, firm and steady, and his eyes darkened.

I swallowed, my heart pounding. “Is this okay?”

Joel let out a low laugh. “Whatever you want is okay.”

I grinned, then leaned in and kissed him, our tongues dancing together as we explored each other in the darkness. His hands stayed put at first, gripping my waist, but I wanted more. I reached down, taking his hands and guiding them higher, placing them over the large swell of my breasts. He let out a quiet murmur of approval, his thumbs brushing over the fabric of my dress. My nipples were already stiff, aching for attention, and his soft touch sent pulses of pleasure racing through my body.

I slipped my straps down my shoulders. He got the hint immediately, pulling the fabric lower so that my breasts fell out, heavy and hanging over him. Leaning in, he took one nipple into his mouth, hot and wet, flicking his tongue over the sensitive tip. I gasped, gripping his shoulders, my hips moving against him instinctively.

He was hard. Even through my knickers and his shorts, I could feel the thick length of him pressing up against me. I rocked against him, a slow grind, teasing myself with the friction. The firm shape of his shaft pressed between the folds of my soaking panties, and I rubbed my clit all the way up it. Fuck, the pleasure was instant, flooding through my body. He sucked harder on my nipple, making me moan, before switching to the other one, his hands groping and squeezing me as he licked and sucked.

I reached down between my legs, tugging his shorts down enough to be able to pull his cock out. It was hot and heavy in my hand, even thicker than I had expected. It had been so long since I’d held a dick, and never one like this. I gave it a firm stroke and was rewarded by a groan of pleasure against my breast.

I stroked him slowly, feeling the weight of him in my palm, the warmth pulsing against my skin. My breath was coming faster now, my heart pounding in my chest. I rocked my hips against him again, teasing myself with the friction, my whole body aching for more. His cock pressed against my inner thigh, thick and rigid.

I hesitated for a moment before slipping my knickers aside, my fingers brushing against my soaked folds. Joel paused beneath me as he realised what I was doing. Slowly, I guided him to my opening. As I lowered myself onto his shaft, my cunt stretched almost painfully to accommodate him, his thick head breaching me, filling me. I sank down inch by inch, the delicious stretch taking my breath away. A sharp gasp escaped my lips, my fingers digging into his shoulders.

Fuck. I had never felt anything like it before, so full, so deep, my body trembling as I took him in. Joel groaned, his hands sliding up my back, holding me close as I adjusted, as I felt every inch of him inside me.

For a moment, we just stayed like that, locked together, breathing heavily in the warm night air. The waves crashed behind us, the sand cool beneath my knees, but all I could focus on was the throbbing length filling me.

I moved slowly at first, rocking my hips in a steady rhythm, working him deeper. Every thrust made me gasp and moan at the penetration. But even though he was so much thicker than I was used to, I was so wet that he slid in easily.

“Jess… you feel incredible,” he groaned beneath me. A deep shiver ran through me at the way he said my name. Joel’s hands roamed, sliding up my back, tracing over the curve of my waist before returning to my breasts. He cupped them, kneading gently, his thumbs teasing over my sensitive nipples.

The night air wrapped around us, warm and thick as I rode him, even deeper now, my body pressing against him as he filled me completely. My body was on fire, pleasure pulsing through me, every stroke pushing me closer and closer to a climax I knew was inevitable. Joel must have felt it too, because he suddenly gripped my hips tighter, thrusting back up, meeting my own movements.

All of a sudden, it crashed over me. Heat flooded through me, pleasure rippling out in powerful, pulsing waves. My fingers clawed at his shoulders, my head tilting back as I moaned, my entire body shaking with the intensity of it. My thighs clenched around him, and I let out a loud cry, echoing down the beach. For a long moment, I could do nothing but breathe, my chest rising and falling in deep, shuddering gasps. When I finally opened my eyes, Joel was watching me with a lazy, satisfied grin.

And then he flipped me over.

A startled gasp escaped my lips as my back met the cool sand, Joel’s strong hands gripping my thighs as he spread me open beneath him. I barely had time to nod before he was back inside me again, his big, black cock pushing deep with one long, hard stroke. I moaned loudly as he filled me completely, the sensation sharper now, more intense with him in control. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him closer.

Joel groaned, his mouth meeting mine as he thrust into me, harder this time, his movements rough and desperate. All I could focus on was him, the way he moved, the way he stretched me open so perfectly, my lips gripping his shaft so tightly. I clung to his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin as he drove into me, each thrust sending sharp jolts of pleasure through my body. Harder. Faster. The pressure building again inside me was almost unbearable.

Joel tensed and let out a loud groan. He buried himself deep inside me, and I felt his cock throb. A delicious wetness flooded my cunt as I felt him spill inside me, his body shuddering. That tipped me over the edge, too, and I came again, my cunt contracting around his thick shaft as waves of pleasure washed over me. I closed my eyes and clung to him, riding the waves.

For a moment, neither of us moved, our bodies tangled, our hearts hammering against each other’s skin. The sound of the ocean filled the silence between us, the waves washing gently against the shore.

Finally, Joel let out a quiet laugh, pressing a lazy kiss to my forehead. “Fuck, Jess.”

I let out a happy sigh, running a hand through my messy hair. “Yeah… fuck.”

He slowly pulled out, and I felt his cum follow, running down my ass and into the sand.

We walked back to the villas along the beach, hand in hand. When we reached mine, I stood up on tiptoes to kiss him. “Thank you for tonight,” I whispered.

“Thank you,” he murmured, meeting my lips and giving me a kiss that had my pussy throbbing all over again. But I was exhausted, falling asleep on my feet, and he could tell.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said, giving my hand a squeeze.

“Definitely,” I replied. I gave him one last kiss on the cheek and unlocked the door with the keycard.

But I wasn’t getting to sleep just yet. As I entered the dark villa, I could hear the sounds of Mel being loudly fucked in the bedroom. I smirked to myself and collapsed onto the sofa. God, she was loud. Along with the slap of skin on skin, she was also letting out a long stream of commentary. “Oh god, fuck me, fuck me hard, fuck my cunt with your big cock.”

Unable to help myself, I slipped my hand into my knickers, my fingers finding my clit, still swollen and sensitive. Every touch sent pulses of pleasure through me as I listened to Mel getting the fuck of her life. My mind went to how she must look, her tits bouncing, her cunt stretched tight around his shaft. And then I glanced at the bedroom door. My heart started pounding even more; it was slightly open.

Could I peek? Suddenly, I couldn’t stop myself. I stood up and padded over softly on my bare feet. My heart was racing in my chest now, and I felt lightheaded. But I had to see, even if it was just for one second. I peered through the crack in the door.

Mel was on the bed, on her back. Harrison was between her legs, his white ass pumping up and down. His balls hung down, heavy and swinging as he thrust inside her. And her thick bush parted open to reveal her pink slit with his cock penetrating her. Her lips were stretched tight around his shaft as he pounded into her. Is that how I had looked with Joel? Stretched wide open, getting fucked.

I felt light-headed, my hand straying to my knickers again. Suddenly, Mel was coming hard, her fingernails scratching Joel’s back as she clung to him. He fucked her through it until, with a groan, he pulled out, stroking his dick. And then cum erupted from it, spraying her body and laying long white lines up it from her bush to her breasts. The filthy sight made me come too, and I sank to my knees on the hard floor as waves of pleasure crashed over me.

I staggered back to the sofa. After a while, Mel and Harrison emerged from the bedroom. Mel was still naked as she kissed him and showed him out.

“Fuck, he’s got some stamina,” laughed Mel when the door had closed behind her. “How much did you watch?”

I flushed red; I didn’t realise she knew I’d been watching. “Only the very end,” I said, swallowing hard. But she didn’t seem to care that I’d been peeking.

“Did you and Joel do it?”

I smiled at the memory. “Yes, on the beach.”

“Wow, sexy,” laughed Mel. “How was it?”

“Fucking amazing,” I purred, closing my eyes. “But I really need to sleep now.”


Chapter Four




We slept all morning, and when we ventured out, the sand was burning hot under my feet. Mel and I walked down to the beach, the afternoon sun blazing overhead. The ocean shimmered in front of us, waves rolling gently onto the white sand. A few people were scattered along the shore and in the water - all of them, of course, completely naked.

Mel shot me a grin. “Well, we might as well embrace it.”

I hesitated for only a second before nodding. After everything we’d done so far, I was gradually getting more comfortable with public nudity. Mel was already tugging her dress over her head, slipping out of her knickers and standing there, completely naked, her toned body glowing in the sunlight. She stretched, showing off the patches of hair under her arms.

I pulled my own dress off, letting it drop to the sand, then pushed my knickers down too. The heat of the sun on my bare skin was exhilarating, a rush of something both freeing and deeply naughty coursing through me.

Mel grabbed the bottle of sunscreen from her bag, shaking it with a smirk. “Want me to do your back?”

I nodded, lying face down on my towel so she could rub the cool lotion over my shoulders. Her hands moved over my skin in slow, firm strokes. When her fingers slid lower, over the small of my back, I shivered.

“Your bum is so white,” she giggled. “We don’t want it to burn.” Her hands moved to my cheeks, massaging as she rubbed the lotion in. She moved my legs apart a bit more, touching my inner thighs. I felt a rush of heat between my legs at the intimate touch. The side of her hand brushed my clit, and I gasped out loud as a bolt of pleasure rushed through me.

“Sorry,” she said, smirking. She didn’t sound sorry.

She finished doing my legs and then gave my ass a playful slap. “Turn over,” she said.

I turned over, and she squeezed more lotion onto her hands. She did my shoulders and the top of my breasts, watching them jiggle as she worked. Then her hands were fully on my tits, massaging them and making the nipples stiff. I couldn’t help but moan quietly at the sensations.

“God, your tits are perfect,” she said.

“Thanks,” I smiled. “But they’re starting to sag. Yours are so perky.”

“Shush,” she laughed. “You're beautiful.” Her hands moved lower, over my stomach.

Then she was at the top of my thighs. I opened my legs wider for her, and she touched my inner thighs again. This time, I was sure that her fingers grazing my clit was no accident. I gasped. Mel’s fingers lingered, tracing slow, teasing patterns along my inner leg. My breathing became heavier as she edged closer, her touch light but deliberate. My skin burned where she brushed against me, every nerve alight with anticipation.

She met my gaze, her eyes dark. “Does that feel nice?” she whispered.

I couldn’t speak. I only nodded, my chest rising and falling as heat coiled deep inside me.

Her fingers moved again, more confident this time, pressing my clit just enough to make my back arch slightly. My legs parted instinctively. She took her time, teasing me, her touch maddeningly slow. My body responded eagerly, hips shifting towards her hand, breath coming in soft gasps.

Then her finger moved lower, exploring my folds. “You’re so wet,” she murmured. “You know, I’ve always wondered what it would be like to fuck my best friend.”

I was completely lost in the moment, the sound of the waves, naked people all around, and my best friend sending bolts of pleasure through my body. She collected some of my arousal on her finger and used it to circle my clit. I knew I was already close, my fingers curling into the towel beneath me as pleasure built higher and higher. Mel’s touch grew firmer, her pace increasing.

I bit my lip, trying to stay quiet, but she only grinned. “Don’t hold back,” she whispered. “I want to see you come.”

And then it happened. The pleasure exploded, my body tensing, back arching as waves of sensation crashed through me. A moan slipped from my lips, my legs trembling as the intensity of it washed over me.

Mel pulled back just slightly, her hand slowing. For a long moment, I just lay there, breathless, staring up at the perfect blue sky.

Then, finally, I let out a small laugh, shaking my head. “Well, that was… unexpected.”

Mel smirked, stretching out on the towel next to me. “Now it’s your turn to put sunscreen on me,” she purred.

So I did. I massaged it all over her body, feeling the heat between my legs as I ran my hands over her soft skin. When I got to her breasts, I felt the hard peaks of her nipples, watching as they puckered up and stiffened under my touch. They were smaller than mine, brown rather than pink. She closed her eyes, letting out soft murmuring sounds. And then all that was left was… between her legs. She opened them for me, silently begging me to touch her.

I ran my fingers through her thick, luxuriant bush, feeling how soft it was. My finger slid down between her folds, teasing at her opening. She was so wet, I could see how matted the hair was. Gently, I pressed a finger inside. “Oh… fuuuck,” she moaned, her hips rising off the towel. “Yes, just like that.”

I pushed deeper, feeling the tightness of her opening gripping me. Inside, she was smooth and wet. I added another finger, feeling her stretch around them. She pulled me down on top of her, lips finding mine, her tongue pushing inside my mouth as she moaned loudly against me. I moved my fingers in and out, stroking at her G-spot, my palm rubbing firmly against her clit.

“Fuck, Jess,” she groaned into my mouth. “You’re going to make me come.”

I worked my fingers faster, fucking her properly, feeling her cunt clench around them. Her hand gripped my arm, almost painfully, and she let out a continuous moan of pleasure as her climax washed over her. I could feel her pussy contracting around my fingers as her hips rocked and her thighs shook.

Finally, she broke away from me, and I pulled my soaking fingers out of her. She was panting heavily. “Fuck,” she laughed. “What have we just done?”

“I don’t know,” I giggled. But I didn’t feel embarrassed or awkward… I felt liberated. “I think this place is getting to us.”

“Hello, ladies,” came a voice behind us. It was Victoria, the posh woman we’d met the night before, with her husband Charles. Both were completely naked, standing over us with easy confidence.

Victoria was effortlessly elegant, even without clothes. Her skin was smooth and lightly tanned, her large, natural breasts full and heavy, with areolas the size of plates. She had a soft curve to her stomach, with wide hips, but she was very sexy with it. Between her legs, a neatly trimmed patch of blonde hair sat above her slit.

She caught me looking and smirked. “Yes, I’m a natural blonde,” she teased.

I flushed, but she just laughed.

“Would you like to join us?” Mel asked, shifting on her towel.

“We’d love to,” Victoria replied.

She and Charles spread their blanket beside us and sat down. Charles was tall and lean, his chest covered in a patchwork of dark and grey hair, leading down in a neat trail to his cock.

Victoria tilted her head at us. “Enjoying the sun?”

Mel propped herself up on her elbows. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”

“And I noticed that wasn’t the only thing you were enjoying just now.”

My stomach flipped. She had seen me touching Mel.

I felt the heat rise in my cheeks, but Victoria only smiled. “Don’t be shy,” she purred. “It’s perfectly natural to enjoy a bit of female attention.”

She reached out, brushing a stray strand of hair behind my ear, her fingers lingering just long enough to make my breath catch. Was she coming on to me? My heart pounded. Mel was watching with an amused smirk, clearly enjoying my reaction. Victoria shifted closer, her bare thigh brushing against mine, her full breasts just inches from me.

With a slow, deliberate movement, she cupped my chin and tilted my face toward her.

“May I kiss you?” she asked softly.

I swallowed, then nodded. She kissed me. Her lips were soft, warm, moving against mine. A gentle press at first, she opened them, drawing mine with them. Her tongue flicked against my tongue, and I melted into it, my body responding instantly.

Mel moved in behind me, her hand sliding over my lower back. Then, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, she leaned in too, pressing her lips to my neck before shifting to kiss Victoria. Soon, all three of us were kissing, hands beginning to wander.

Charles was just watching. When I glanced at him, I saw that he was getting hard. His cock, small and unassuming when soft, had transformed into something thick and meaty, standing proud between his legs.

Victoria pulled back slightly, following my gaze. She laughed. “My husband enjoys a good show.”

She leaned back in, her hands cupping my tits, teasing my stiff nipples between her fingers. Fuck, that felt good. She moved lower, her fingers trailing over my stomach. When she reached my thighs, she parted them, opening me up. She planted a kiss on my mound, and then moved even lower. My cunt was throbbing, wet and aching, desperate for touch.

And then, finally, her tongue dragged through my wetness, a long, slow lick from my entrance to my clit. My back arched, an involuntary moan coming from my lips. Mel moved behind me, holding me and stroking my sides. Victoria delved deeper, her tongue exploring my opening, tasting me, teasing me. Her hands slid up my thighs, holding me open as she feasted on me.

She went to work, expertly licking me and sending pulses of pleasure through my body. Mel’s fingers found my nipples, pulling and twisting them to add to the sensations.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, gripping the towel beneath me, my hips rocking against her face.

Victoria moaned against me, the vibrations sending a fresh jolt of pleasure straight to my core. She dipped her tongue inside me, licking up my juices, then moved back to my clit, sucking it into her mouth, flicking it fast. My whole body tensed. My climax built inside me, white-hot and unstoppable.

“I’m gonna come,” I gasped.

Victoria sucked harder, her fingers still holding me open. Pleasure slammed through me, a deep, rolling orgasm that had me crying out, my back arching, my thighs squeezing her head. My whole body pulsed, waves of bliss crashing through me, leaving me breathless and trembling.

Victoria didn’t stop until I was whimpering, my body twitching. Only then did she pull away, licking her lips and looking smug. Charles was a few feet away, stroking his thick cock, his eyes locked on us.

“Delicious,” she purred, wiping her mouth. She lay back on the blanket and opened her legs. “Your turn.”

My mouth was dry, my heart pounding as I crawled down between Victoria’s thighs, the scent of her making my clit throb. I hesitated for a second, then leaned in and licked a slow, tentative stripe through her wetness.

Fuck. She tasted good. Victoria let out a pleased hum, running her fingers through my hair. “Oh yes, darling. Just like that.”

I licked again, bolder this time, circling my tongue over her clit, feeling it twitch under my touch. Her hips lifted slightly, encouraging me, and soon I was eating her properly, sliding my tongue over her slick folds, sucking on her swollen clit, my own cunt dripping with arousal.

Suddenly, Mel was behind me, spreading my ass cheeks, her fingers teasing between my legs and rubbing my clit. I moaned against Victoria’s pussy, the pleasure making my whole body shudder. Victoria’s moans grew louder, her fingers tightening in my hair. “Oh god, Jess, just like that. Fuck, you’re a natural.”

I sucked harder, flicking my tongue faster, feeling her thighs tremble around my face. Behind me, Mel bent down, her own tongue lapping at my soaking slit, tentative at first but then more confidently. Victoria’s fingers tightened in my hair, and she came hard, her wide hips lifting off the blanket as she let out a loud cry of bliss.

Victoria panted heavily, watching me through heavy-lidded eyes. “Was that really your first time going down on a woman?”

I licked my lips, tasting her on my tongue, and nodded. “It was,” I said, feeling strangely proud of myself.

She grinned. “Well, darling, you must do it more often.” She ran a teasing finger down my arm, then glanced at Mel. “Now… let’s take care of your friend.”

Mel let out a playful little moan, stretching out on her side, her gorgeous body sprawled on the towel. “I won’t say no.”

I moved between her legs, nerves sparking under my skin, but excitement buzzing just as fiercely. I couldn’t believe I was doing this with Mel. She was wet already, and I couldn’t wait to taste her.

As I lowered my head, Victoria shifted behind her, spreading Mel’s thighs a little wider. “I’ll take this side,” she murmured, her hands running over Mel’s ass. She spread Mel’s cheeks and leaned in, her tongue flicking over the tight, rear entrance. Mel gasped, her whole body tensing before melting into the towel.

“Oh my god,” she groaned.

The sight of it sent a fresh pulse of heat through me. Watching Victoria eat Mel’s ass while I was about to lick her from the front was the filthiest thing I’d ever imagined.

I gripped Mel’s thighs and leaned in, dragging my tongue through her slick folds. She was hot and wet, her taste spreading over my tongue and her thick bush filling my vision. Victoria moaned against her as well, working her tongue over her tight rear entrance, her hands gripping Mel’s ass cheeks to spread her wider.

Mel was writhing now, gasping, her hips pushing back against Victoria, then rocking forward onto my tongue. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she moaned.

And beside us, Charles was still watching, stroking his girthy cock. His eyes burned with lust, taking in every filthy second. Mel whimpered, her thighs trembling as I sucked her clit into my mouth, flicking my tongue over it. Victoria kept licking, her hands gripping Mel’s ass as she buried her face between her cheeks.

And then Mel was coming, her body violently shaking and squirming, moans of pleasure spilling from her lips. I could taste her arousal, taste her release as it ran from her cunt. I licked it up greedily, savouring every drop. We didn’t stop, not until she finally collapsed, breathless and spent, panting into the sand.

I looked around. I had almost forgotten that we were in such a public place. Naked couples walked past or paddled in the sea, hardly glancing at our filthy behaviour. Our little show was just part of the scenery here.

“I think it’s time we gave Charles some relief,” Victoria smirked. She crawled over to him on her hands and knees, huge tits hanging down almost to the sand. Charles smiled and relaxed back onto his elbows. She bent over, ass in the air and licked all the way up his rock-hard cock. When she got to the tip, she took it in her mouth, making him groan with pleasure.

With a dirty look in her eyes, Mel joined them, licking his shaft as Victoria hollowed her cheeks and sucked him. She took it out of her mouth for a moment to look at me. “Don’t be shy, Jess,” she said.

My heart pounding, I crawled over too. I flicked my tongue against his shaft, tasting him, feeling the way his body tensed as three mouths pleasured him. Mel moved lower, sucking his balls into his mouth. Victoria moved back down his shaft, giving me a chance to take him in my mouth. He was hot and hard as my tongue swirled around the head of his cock. It twitched, clearly close to the edge. Charles groaned, his head tipping back as we moved together.

His breathing quickened, his hands clenching. With a deep, shuddering groan, his body tensed, his hips jerking, and I felt him spill in my mouth, the warm, salty cum throbbing onto my tongue. I let it run down my chin, pulling back and watching more and more surge out of him and run down the shaft in thick rivers. Mel and Victoria licked it up hungrily, swallowing it down.

Mel grinned, stretching out lazily on the sand and licking her lips. “Well,” she purred, “this holiday keeps getting better and better.”

“Well, darlings, you two are fitting right in already,” laughed Victoria. “Now who wants a swim?”


Chapter Five




Later, we went to dinner at the resort’s open-air restaurant again. The warm evening air carried the scent of grilled seafood and fragrant Thai spices as Mel and I sat across from each other, our legs stretched out, our bodies still glowing from the orgasms earlier.

We had barely taken our first sips of wine when Harrison and Joel arrived. Dressed in loose linen shirts and shorts, they looked effortlessly sexy, their sun-kissed skin glowing under the lanterns.

“Mind if we join you?” Harrison grinned, sliding into the chair beside me without waiting for an answer.

“Please,” Mel said, giving them both a flirty smile.

The conversation flowed easily. We drank, we ate, and we flirted. Every now and then, I caught one of them watching me. Joel’s hand rested casually on Mel’s bare thigh, his fingers tracing lazy circles. Harrison took any excuse to touch my arm. The tension was thick, charged, inevitable. I was desperately horny and had already decided I was going to sleep with one of them. I didn’t care which one.

By the time we finished the last of the wine, it was clear where the night was heading. Harrison leaned in closer. “Do you girls want to come back to ours?”

I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening and glanced at Mel.

“Fuck yes,” she replied breathlessly.

Their villa was beautiful, slightly different to ours, all sleek wood and soft lighting. Doors opened out to a private terrace overlooking the gardens. In the bedroom, there was just one king-size bed in the centre of the room, the sheets crisp and inviting. Two white towels had been folded into the shape of swans by the cleaning staff.

“Well,” said Mel, as Harrison closed the door behind us, “I think we all know why we’re here.”

Joel grinned, catching her by the waist and pulling her into a deep, hungry kiss.

Harrison’s hand slid around my hip, and when I turned to face him, he was already leaning in. His lips met mine, slow at first, teasing, before deepening as his fingers tangled in my hair. Somewhere in the background, I heard Mel’s soft giggle as Joel pushed her back onto the bed. I felt a rush of heat between my legs at the thought of us all fucking in the same room.

Still kissing, Harrison guided me towards the bed. I sank down onto the soft sheets, pulling him with me. Next to us, Joel had lifted Mel’s dress over her head and was pulling down her knickers. She opened her legs wide for him and he dived in, parting her folds with his fingers and making her moan as his lips found her clit. Her back arched, fingers clutching at the sheets as Joel devoured her.

Harrison pressed against me, his hands roaming my body, slipping beneath the straps of my dress. He exposed my breasts, squeezing the nipples between his fingers. I gasped, jolts of pleasure rushing all the way through my body.

He pushed my dress further down, leaving me naked from the waist up. His fingers traced the curve of my body before sliding lower, slipping beneath the waistband of my knickers. I sucked in a breath as he found my clit, circling it lazily before dipping between my soaking folds.

And then Mel let out a strangled cry, her whole body tensing. She was coming, legs shaking, thighs clamping around Joel’s head as he licked her through it.

Watching her come like that sent a fresh wave of heat through me. Harrison must have sensed it, because he sucked hard on my nipple and slipped two fingers deep inside me. I gasped, my hand instinctively going to his cock. It was rock hard, and I squeezed it through his shorts.

“Christ, you’re wet,” Harrison murmured, adding a third finger and stretching me open.

I ground against his hand, chasing the pleasure. I needed to feel him too, so I slipped my hand into his shorts, wrapping it around the long, thick length of his impressive cock. I stroked him as he fingered me, his palm grinding against my clit as he stretched me. Suddenly, I was coming too, the rush of relief flooding my body and making me cry out with bliss.

And then, fuck, the men swapped places, shedding clothes as they moved. Joel knelt between my legs, his big, black cock hard and insistent. He pressed it against me as he leaned down to kiss me, the hot length rubbing against my clit and driving me wild with arousal.

Joel teased me with the thick head of his cock, rubbing it up and down my soaked slit, making me whimper with anticipation. He kissed me again, deep and hungry, before pulling back to watch my face as he finally penetrated me, stretching me inch by inch. I gasped, gripping his shoulders as he filled me, his girth forcing me open in a way that was almost overwhelming.

“Fuck,” I breathed, my nails digging into his back.

Joel groaned, pausing once he was buried deep, letting me adjust to the sheer size of him. His cock pulsed inside me, my walls clenching around the thick shaft.

Beside us, Mel moaned as Harrison flipped her onto her hands and knees, positioning himself behind her. He gripped her hips, teasing her with the head of his cock before thrusting in hard, making her cry out. He set a fast pace, pounding her with the sounds of skin slapping against skin. She moaned with every thrust, gasping out a stream of words.

“Fuck me… fuck me hard,” she panted. “Oh god… your cock’s so big.”

I couldn’t get words out myself; all I could do was groan with every firm, deep thrust of Joel’s huge cock. He went slow at first, letting me feel and enjoy every inch as he dragged himself almost all the way out before pushing back in right to the hilt. My body melted around him, pleasure sparking in every nerve ending.

Joel groaned and picked up the pace, driving into me faster, his thick cock stretching and filling me with every thrust. I wrapped my legs around his waist, meeting his movements, craving more. He grabbed my wrists, pinning them above my head as he fucked me harder. My tits bounced wildly with every thrust as he took me.

Harrison reached around, rubbing Mel’s clit as he pounded her from behind. Her moans turned into desperate cries as she rocked back against him, chasing her next climax. The room was filled with moans, heavy breathing, and the wet sounds of bodies moving together. We were lost in it, feeding off each other in a tangle of limbs and pleasure, pushing each other higher and higher.

And then my orgasm hit, white-hot and all-consuming. My whole body tensed, back arching as I cried out, pulsing around Joel’s cock as he drove me through it.

Mel was right there with me, screaming, “Oh my god, I’m coming,” as she came, her body shuddering beneath Harrison as he groaned, slamming into her.

The men slowed before pulling out and exchanging a glance. Both their cocks were throbbing and soaking wet with our essence. Then they swapped again. I felt my heart race as Harrison kissed me, rolling over so that I was on top. Mel straddled Joel too, reaching down to guide his cock into her. I did the same with Harrison, feeling the delicious stretch as I sank all the way down on him.

Mel and I moved together in time, both of us riding our men. Our eyes met as we exchanged a filthy glance. I could hardly believe we were doing this, but it felt amazing. Seeing the other couple screwing as I fucked Harrison only made the whole thing more exciting and arousing.

Joel reached up, groping Mel’s bouncing tits, his thumbs brushing her stiff nipples as she moaned. Harrison dragged his hands down my back, gripping my ass and spreading it wider as he thrust up into me, driving deeper, hitting that perfect spot inside me.

And then I felt Harrison’s fingers, closer to my tight rear entrance. Still holding my cheeks, one of his fingers pressed against the tight ring of muscles around my asshole. I’d never been touched like that before, and it sent a rush of pleasure through me at the strange sensation. He circled my opening as I continued to ride him, his finger slick with my arousal. I groaned in pleasure at how naughty it felt for him to touch me there.

Next to me, Mel threw her head back, her hands braced on Joel’s chest as she rode him faster. "God, yes," she gasped. "I love your cock. Fuck me just like that."

I bit my lip, rocking my hips, teasing Harrison with slow, grinding circles before slamming down harder. His finger on my ass pressed harder, stretching me open just enough to penetrate me a little. I gasped again with pleasure, the tingling sensation flooding my body with bliss.

And then Joel reached for Mel’s throat, gripping it just enough to make her gasp as he fucked up into her. The sight of it sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through me.

I turned back to Harrison, breathless. "Harder," I begged.

He growled, flipping me onto my back, pinning me down as he drove into me, relentless, merciless, exactly how I needed it. And just like that, I was spiralling toward another climax, my cunt clenching around him as I came hard.

Harrison slowed, letting me ride my orgasm. My body trembled beneath him, still pulsing around his length. And then, fuck, Joel was behind him. For a moment, I was too blissed-out to process what was happening. But then Joel’s hands gripped Harrison’s hips, and I watched as he guided his cock to Harrison’s ass. He paused, giving Joel time to line up and apply enough pressure to penetrate him. Mel looked on with wide eyes. I’d actually forgotten that they were a couple.

"Fuck," Harrison groaned.

Joel let out a low, satisfied moan, holding his hips steady as he pushed the last inch inside. "That’s it," he murmured.

Harrison started to thrust into me again, slowly at first. Every time he pulled out slightly, he was impaling himself on Joel’s cock. He picked up the pace, fucking me while also fucking himself. Joel held his hips, guiding him, his eyes half closed with pleasure.

Beside me, Mel moaned as she touched herself, completely entranced. She leaned in, kissing Harrison first, her tongue teasing his lips, then turned to me. Her mouth was hot against mine, wet and insistent, her fingers sliding down my body to flick at my clit. The whole thing was more raw, more intensely erotic than anything I’d ever imagined.

The men weren’t holding back anymore. Harrison was slamming into me now, the force of Joel’s thrusts driving him forward even harder. I could feel how close he was, the way his cock pulsed inside me.

Joel’s grip on Harrison tightened. "I’m gonna come," he groaned.

"Me too," Harrison gasped. His whole body was trembling, his abs tensing as he drove into me harder, chasing his release. I came again, screaming as I clenched around Harrison’s cock, my body milking him, pulling him with me. Harrison let out a deep, shuddering groan as he lost control, his hips jerking wildly as he came, filling me with his release. Joel was right behind him. With one final thrust, he growled, spilling deep inside Harrison, his whole body shuddering as he climaxed.

For a moment, all that filled the room was the sound of heavy breathing, the scent of sweat and sex thick in the air. We collapsed on the bed together, bodies sweaty and spent, still caught in the aftershocks of what we’d just done.


Chapter Six




Everything that had happened was a lot to process. I woke early the next morning, my mind buzzing with all the new experiences. One thing I couldn’t shake was the feeling of Harrison slipping his finger into my ass. It had been far more pleasurable than I ever would have imagined.

Mel was still fast asleep, snoring softly. I decided to take an early morning walk along the beach to clear my head. Wrapping the complimentary gown around my naked body, I set out. The sun was barely up, casting a soft golden glow over the deserted shoreline. The tide had pulled back so far that a wide band of rocks was visible where there had been nothing but water the day before. The air was cool and fresh, carrying the faint scent of salt and seaweed.

I walked along the beach all the way to the end, feeling the soft sand under my bare feet. It was there that I came across a couple. They were sitting on a blanket, enjoying a picnic breakfast. They were one of the youngest couples I had seen at the resort, probably only twenty.

The guy was fresh-faced with a trendy, messy haircut and wearing just a pair of swim shorts. The woman was gorgeous, blonde and model-thin with full, naked breasts and tiny bikini bottoms. She also had tattoos with dragon themes all the way down one leg and one arm.

As I moved to walk past them, I gave them a friendly smile and a nod. To my surprise, they beckoned me over.

“Hey!” the woman called. “Come join us for breakfast.”

“Oh, I don’t want to disturb your romantic picnic,” I said, pausing.

“Nonsense,” said the guy. “I’m Jack, and this is Amy. Come and have a pastry.”

“You’re very kind,” I said, dropping down next to them. “I’m Jessica. Jess. I’m from London, how about you?”

“Oh, we’re from California,” said Amy. Now that she mentioned it, I could detect a faint American accent. “Here.” She offered me the basket of pastries.

“Wow, thank you.” I took one, biting into it and tasting how fresh it was.

Jack and Amy were easy to talk to, and soon I found myself telling them all about how we had come to the resort by accident, and how we’d started to embrace the sexually-free lifestyle. It turned out that they were polyamorous and both had other partners back home. Amy also told me that she was a voracious online dater and liked to hook up regularly with new men. This was their first time in a swinger resort, and they were absolutely loving it.

“It’s so much less hassle when you know everyone is going to be open to just fucking,” she smirked.

I laughed at Amy’s bluntness, taking another bite of my pastry as I relaxed in their company.

“I have to admit,” I said, “last night I tried so many new things… even… the guy I was with put his finger in my ass.” I glanced between them, heat creeping into my cheeks.

Amy’s eyes lit up. “Ohh, your first anal experience?” she grinned. “How was it?”

I exhaled. “Honestly? Amazing. I always thought it would hurt, but when Harrison put his finger in… fuck, it actually felt so good, the pleasure blending with the feeling of him inside me.”

Amy nodded enthusiastically. “I love anal, it’s best to start small, getting used to the feeling. And lube. Lube is everything.” She reached over to her bag, which sat beside the picnic basket, and patted it. “I literally never go anywhere without it.”

Jack laughed. “She’s not joking,” he said. “She’s always prepared.”

Amy smirked. “Anal is one of my favourite things. It can feel so fucking intense, so deep.” She reached into the bag, pulling out a small bottle and giving it a playful shake.

I swallowed, my body already reacting to the conversation. The way Amy spoke about it, so confidently, made me wonder what it would feel like to go further. To take more.

Amy must have seen something in my expression because she reached out, brushing her fingers over my knee. “You’re curious, aren’t you?” she murmured, tilting her head slightly.

My breath caught as her touch lingered. “Maybe,” I admitted.

Amy smiled, her eyes glinting now. “Curiosity is a good thing,” she purred. She was very close to me now.

She leaned in, her warm breath ghosting over my lips before she kissed me. Slow at first, soft, teasing, her fingers tracing little circles on my thigh. I sighed into her mouth, letting myself melt into the moment, my hand sliding into her silky blonde hair.

Jack shifted, moving behind me, his strong hands smoothing over my shoulders, down my arms. He trailed his fingers along the edge of my gown before tugging it open, exposing my bare skin to the cool morning air. Amy’s tongue was in my mouth, her breath almost panting like she was incredibly turned on.

“You’re beautiful,” Jack murmured, his hands finding my breasts, kneading them gently as he kissed the side of my neck. A soft moan escaped me as Amy deepened the kiss, her tongue flicking against mine, playful and eager. Her hand slid up my inner thigh, teasing higher towards my exposed pussy, making me shiver.

Jack pressed himself against my back, and I could feel how hard he was through his swim shorts. One of his hands drifted lower, rubbing over the curve of my hip. It slipped between my thighs from behind. I lifted my leg slightly, giving him access, and he ran a finger gently along my soaking slit.

“She’s so wet already,” he murmured.

Amy smirked, breaking the kiss to glance down at his hand between my thighs. Her own hand joined Jack’s, brushing over my clit and making me gasp with pleasure. I was desperately horny now, and I couldn’t resist running my own hand down Amy’s naked breasts, teasing one of her nipples to make it hard. Then I moved lower, brushing my fingers over her trimmed bush and between her folds.

Amy sighed with pleasure and passed the bottle of lube to Jack. “Why don’t you give her what she’s been asking for?” she purred.

I felt my heart start pounding all over again as Jack drizzled the cool liquid onto his fingers before reaching down between my cheeks again and pressing one finger against my tight rear entrance. He moved slowly, teasing, circling, relaxing my muscles before easing the tip inside. I gasped at the sensation, my body instinctively tensing before relaxing into it.

Amy kissed me again, her tongue hungry for me as I moaned around it. Her hands roamed my body, stroking my breasts, my thighs, and then focusing on my clit again. Behind me, Jack worked me open, his finger now deeper inside me while Amy’s fingers slid into my cunt. Sandwiched between these two beautiful people, I could feel the pleasure surging and flowing through my body as they both fingered me.

Jack added a second finger to my ass, stretching me open and unleashing another wave of sensations. “Fuuuck,” I gasped into Amy’s mouth.

“Does it feel okay?” she whispered, her fingers curling up inside me.

“Yes,” I panted in reply.

“Do you want him to fuck you in the ass?”

“Yes.”

Behind me, Jack pulled his fingers out, and I felt him tugging down his shorts. His erection, hot and hard, pressed against my back, and then he pulled away slightly as he coated it in lube.

“Just relax,” whispered Amy, her fingers still stroking the inside of my cunt, her palm against my sensitive clit.

I felt the blunt head of Jack’s cock against my opening, slick with lube. He applied a bit of pressure, his hand on my hip, and I felt myself opening up, stretching.

“Oh god,” I moaned. “That’s it.”

He thrust forward gently, and I felt my ass swallow him, the stretch sending more waves of pleasure through me. He worked it deeper with every thrust, making me groan at the unfamiliar sensations. Amy’s fingers still curled up inside me, and I could feel the friction between the two, separated by my thin walls. She kissed me again, her tongue hot in my mouth.

“You’re taking it so well,” groaned Jack, his breath on my neck.

“You can go harder,” I told him, wanting to feel it even more intensely.

He picked up the pace, his cock deeper and deeper until I felt his body right up against mine. He fucked me, holding me tightly by my hip, his thick cock filling my ass. I felt my climax building quickly, Amy’s fingers guiding me towards it. And then it was right there. I was right on the edge…

I came so hard that I let out a scream, my body shaking violently, and my ass clenching around his cock. Amy pulled her fingers out and rubbed my clit quickly, prolonging the orgasm, on and on, as I rode the waves of pleasure until I couldn’t take any more. I pushed her hand away.

Jack was on the edge too, chasing his own climax as my ass milked his cock. He thrust harder and harder until he let out a long, low groan. I felt load after load of warm cum fill me as his cock pulsed inside my tight ass. Amy held me through all of it, her lips still brushing mine.

Finally, we were done. Jack pulled out, and I felt his cum pour out of me onto the blanket. We collapsed onto our backs, looking up at the blue sky and panting heavily.

“Oh my god,” I said. “I can’t believe I just did that.”

“How did it feel?” asked Amy.

“Fucking amazing,” I replied. “Thank you both.”

When I arrived back at the villa, Melanie had just got up and was making coffee. “Where have you been?” she asked.

“Just went for a walk along the beach,” I said.

She looked at me suspiciously. “You fucked someone,” she guessed.

I smiled, feeling my cheeks going red. “I met a couple that… oh my god, I don’t know what’s going on with me in this place, but I… let the guy fuck me in the ass.”

Mel’s eyes went wide. “You did what?”

“You heard me,” I laughed. “We were talking about how I’d never tried it and… they just offered to show me.”

“Wow,” said Mel. “That’s quite a morning walk.”

“Have you ever… taken it in the ass?” I asked, suddenly curious.

“Yeah, my last boyfriend was quite enthusiastic about that,” she said, taking a sip of coffee. “I quite like it.”

I padded over to the counter and picked up the welcome pack. “What do you say, should we do one of the treatments or a massage this morning?”

“Yeah, good idea,” she said. “Sounds like you need something a bit calmer.”


Chapter Seven




An hour later, we followed a winding stone path through a secluded jungle area, the sound of rustling leaves and distant birdsong surrounding us. The air was thick with the scent of tropical flowers and damp earth, and the sunlight filtered through the canopy, casting dappled patterns on the path ahead.

“What kind of massage did you book?” I asked Mel over my shoulder, pushing aside a palm leaf that hung low over the walkway.

“Oh, I went for the special full-body one,” she replied from behind me. “It mentioned something about focusing on inner pleasure. Sounds like exactly what we need.”

I shot her a curious look. “Inner pleasure? Not inner calm?”

She shrugged. “That’s what it said.”

As we continued, a wooden pagoda came into view, nestled between thick jungle foliage. The structure was open on all sides, allowing the warm breeze to drift through. Inside, two massage beds were arranged side by side, each draped in starched, white sheets. The setting was tranquil, the soft sound of wind chimes adding to the soothing atmosphere.

Waiting for us were two Thai masseuses, both strikingly beautiful, their dark eyes warm and welcoming. Dressed in pristine white resort uniforms, they stood with perfect poise, their hands pressed together in the traditional wai greeting.

“Sawadee ka,” they said in unison, bowing their heads slightly.

We returned the greeting.

“My name Lalana,” said one in a strong but melodic accent.

“My name Naree,” said the other. Their English didn’t seem as good as Noi’s.

“We give you special massage,” said Lalana.

“Very special,” said Naree. “Please, take off all clothes.”

I exchanged a glance with Mel, who grinned before shrugging off her gown with effortless confidence. She walked up the small wooden step to the massage bed, her naked body glowing. I hesitated for only a moment before doing the same. The initial shyness I had once felt about being naked in front of strangers had faded. Now, it felt almost natural.

The scent of warmed coconut oil filled the air as Lalana and Naree prepared themselves, but what happened next took me by surprise. Instead of immediately touching us, they moved back slightly and, with a slow, deliberate grace, began undoing the fastenings of their white uniforms.

I lifted my head slightly, watching as the fabric slipped from their shoulders, revealing smooth, dark skin and the curves of their small breasts. Their bodies were toned, their movements unhurried as they stripped completely. Their nipples were small and dark, and between their legs, they both had thick patches of black hair.

Lalana dipped her hands into a bowl of warm oil, coating her palms before trailing them over my back in a slow, sensual glide. Her touch was firm yet teasing, fingers spreading the slick warmth across my shoulders, down the curve of my spine, and lower still. I sighed, letting my body relax beneath her touch, but my pulse quickened when I felt her climb onto the table.

The heat of her bare skin pressed against mine as she straddled me, her thighs gliding along my sides. I gasped softly when her small breasts made contact with my oiled back, her nipples brushing against my skin as she moved in slow, undulating strokes. Her entire body became part of the massage, her breasts rubbing over me, her thick bush brushing lightly over my ass and thighs as she slid against me in a rhythm that was both soothing and intensely erotic.

Naree was doing the same to Mel, and the little moans coming from the other table only heightened my arousal. I turned my head slightly, catching a glimpse of Mel’s face, eyes half-closed, lips parted in pleasure as Naree’s glistening body moved sensually over hers.

“You like full body massage?” Lalana whispered in my ear, her warm breath sending a shiver down my spine.

“Fuck… yes,” I breathed, realising that I was so turned on I must have been leaking between my legs.

She laughed softly and pressed one last, slow grind against me before pulling back. “Turn over,” she murmured.

Mel and I obeyed, rolling onto our backs. Lalana poured more oil over my chest, letting it drizzle down my skin before lowering her naked body onto me. Her slick breasts pressed against mine, nipples hard as she moved in slow, circular motions, teasing my nipples with her own. Naree did the same to Mel, but for the moment, all I could focus on was the feel of her body against mine.

I arched my back slightly, seeking more contact, and she must have sensed my need. “Now… we make you feel very good,” she whispered.

Her hands trailed lower, sliding over my waist, my hips, my thighs, until finally, her fingers brushed against the wetness between my legs. My thighs instinctively parted, a soft whimper escaping me as she dipped her fingers through my soaking folds.

Beside me, Mel moaned as Naree mirrored the movement.

Lalana leaned down, pressing a lingering kiss to my belly before moving lower. My breath caught as I felt her soft lips trailing down, down, until her warm tongue flicked out, teasing at my sensitive clit.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my hips lifting into her touch.

She didn’t hold back. She licked, sucked, and explored me like the expert that she was, her fingers joining in, pressing deep, curling in a way that sent shocks of pleasure through me. The sound of Mel’s moans mixed with my own, the wet, obscene sounds of lips and tongues working us both, driving me closer to the edge.

My fingers tangled in Lalana’s dark hair as she pushed me higher and higher, her tongue relentless, her fingers stroking deep inside me until…

“Oh my god,” I cried out as my climax tore through me, my whole body tensing before pleasure crashed over me in waves.

Lalana didn’t stop. Neither did Naree. They worked us through our orgasms, and before I had even got my breath back, Lalana was bringing me close to another. She had three fingers in already, her hand slick with oil and my release. She added another finger, thrusting that hand deeper and deeper while her tongue sucked on my clit.

I felt her tuck her thumb in, and then my pussy stretched more than I had ever felt before. It was a delicious feeling, intense but wonderful, and then my cunt swallowed her whole hand. She looked up at me to check I was okay. I just moaned with pleasure at the feeling of being so full and stretched.

Lalana’s hand moved inside me with slow, deliberate pressure, her fingers exploring places I hadn’t even realised could feel this good. The stretch was overwhelming, but the pleasure far outweighed the intensity. My body trembled beneath her, every nerve ending alight as she worked me open, her tongue flicking relentlessly over my swollen clit.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, my back arching as another surge of pleasure built inside me.

Beside me, Mel was lost in her own world of ecstasy. Naree had her whole hand buried deep inside her, stretching her in the same delicious way. The sounds of her moans, raw and unrestrained, sent another pulse of arousal through me, making my walls clench around Lalana’s hand.

She began to move her wrist in a slow, twisting motion, and the sensation was unreal. A deep, toe-curling pleasure coiled inside me, tighter and tighter, until my breath came in ragged gasps. I had never felt so stretched, so filled, so utterly consumed by sensation.

The pressure built and built, and suddenly, it tipped over, an explosion of pleasure ripping through me like nothing I had ever experienced before. My entire body tensed, a choked cry escaping my lips as I gushed, my release soaking Lalana’s arm, the sheets beneath me, everything.

She let out a satisfied hum, not stopping, not relenting, pushing me through the aftershocks and straight into another wave.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, barely able to form words.

Mel wasn’t far behind me. Naree had coaxed her to the same peak, her fingers pumping deep as Mel’s body spasmed. She squealed, her hands gripping the sheets as she came, soaking Naree’s hand as she squirted too.

The air was thick with the scent of sweat, oil, and sex. My chest rose and fell rapidly as I tried to catch my breath, my limbs weak and trembling. Lalana finally withdrew, her touch becoming soft as she trailed kisses up my thighs, my stomach, my heaving breasts.

“You enjoy special massage?” asked Lalana, wiping her arm with a towel.

“Oh my god,” I panted. “Yes. Yes, I did.”

“You come back tomorrow, and we make it even more special,” said Naree, putting her hands together and giving us a bow.


Chapter Eight




That evening, the soft glow of lanterns lit the open-air dining area as Mel and I sat at our table, sipping on tropical cocktails and enjoying the sated feeling of a really good meal. The warm evening air carried the scent of Thai spices and the faint crash of waves in the distance.

“I still can’t believe that massage,” Mel said, leaning back in her chair. “No one back home would believe it either.”

I let out a laugh. “I’m still tingling all over from it.”

She grinned, clinking her glass against mine. “To crazy new experiences.”

Suddenly, the sound of rhythmic drumming filled the air. The soft hum of conversation around us died down as all eyes turned toward the main stage at the centre of the dining area. Noi climbed onto the stage, holding a microphone to her lips.

“Ooh, I didn’t know there was a show tonight,” I whispered to Mel.

“Tonight we have a special sex show, all the way from Phuket,” said Noi, her voice amplified over the PA system. “Sit back, relax and enjoy.”

“Sex show?” said Mel, her eyes shining in excitement.

A low, pulsing beat echoed through the space, and then two stunning Thai women appeared, their bodies draped in traditional silk dresses and golden bangles that clinked as they moved. They swayed in perfect harmony, their hips moving sensuously, arms weaving through the air like they were casting a spell over the audience.

Next, two Thai men walked in. Their bodies were sculpted like warriors, their skin gleaming under the soft stage lights. They were dressed as Muay Thai fighters, wearing only boxing shorts that hung low on their hips, showcasing rippling abs and strong, muscled thighs and stomachs.

Mel exhaled sharply. “Holy fuck, look at them.”

I couldn’t take my eyes off them. The men moved with controlled power, every step measured, their bodies a display of strength and precision. They circled the women, their eyes filled with hunger.

The music shifted, the tempo slowing, becoming sultry, hypnotic. The women turned to each other, their hands trailing over bare arms, lingering at the curves of their waists. They moved closer, eyes locked, breaths mingling. And then, one of them tilted her head slightly, and their lips met.

A murmur rippled through the crowd in the restaurant. Their kiss was slow, teasing, deepening as their hands began exploring each other. Fingers slipped beneath the silky fabric of their skirts, pushing them down inch by inch, revealing glistening skin. Soon, their breasts were bare, dark nipples erect from the cool night air. Their dresses dropped to the floor, pooling around their feet. They were completely naked, except for their bangles.

The two women danced around each other, their bodies exposed as the men still circled them, stamping and beating their chests in time to the drum. The women met again in a passionate embrace, their tongues sloppily kissing and making their faces wet.

As the tempo in the music increased, one of the men stepped forward, his hands gripping the waist of the woman in front of him. She arched into his touch as he ran his hand down her neck and back, over her bottom and slipped between her legs. She gasped, head falling back in pleasure.

Mel’s nails dug into my thigh under the table, her eyes wide. “This is so much hotter than I expected. Are they really going to… fuck?”

The second man joined in, running his hands over the other woman’s body, teasing her nipples with his tongue before guiding her down onto the stage. The first woman followed, both of them now on all fours, presenting themselves like willing offerings.

And then the men stripped. They yanked down their shorts, revealing thick, hard cocks that made my breath catch. They moved behind the women, positioning themselves, gripping their hips before thrusting inside them in perfect time. The women moaned, their bodies rocking back to meet each powerful stroke. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed through the night in time to the drum beat, mingling with the gasps and moans of the women.

I shifted in my seat, thighs pressing together as heat surged to my pussy.

One of the men reached forward, gripping the woman’s black hair, pulling her back as he drove into her deeper. The other wrapped a hand around his partner’s throat, holding her up against his sweat-slicked body. Their sculpted bodies moved in perfect rhythm, muscles flexing, abs tightening with every thrust.

The women reached for each other again, lips crashing together as they moaned into each other’s mouths. Their fingers slipped between their own legs, stroking themselves as they were fucked hard, on display for everyone to see.

Mel exhaled a shaky breath. “Oh my god, this is making me so horny.” She squirmed in her seat, her hand on my thigh shifting higher, under my dress and brushing over my knickers. I let out a little moan as her fingers brushed my clit. I responded by sliding my own hand up under her dress, slipping my fingers under the hem of her knickers and finding her absolutely soaking wet.

On stage, the men slowed, their thrusts deep and deliberate before they pulled out, their cocks glistening and wet. The women whimpered, their bodies still trembling from pleasure. The men switched women, sitting on the stage and pulling their new partners onto their laps. The women straddled them, their bodies already aching for more as they reached down and guided the thick cocks between their folds.

The men gripped their asses, pulling them down onto their waiting lengths. Their faces twisted in pleasure as they took them in deep, their cunts stretched tight around the shafts. The rhythm picked up again, but now the women were in control. Their bodies rocked, grinding down, their hands braced against muscled chests. The men leaned back, watching them move, their hands roaming over slick, flushed skin, gripping their hips, teasing their bouncing breasts.

Mel’s fingers pressed firmer against my clit, circling it in slow, deliberate strokes, mirroring the pace of the bodies writhing before us. My own fingers explored her drenched folds, teasing her entrance before slipping inside.

She turned her head. “This is so fucking hot,” she whispered, her voice thick with lust as we fingered each other under the table. Around us, other couples were also touching. The blonde woman at the next table was openly stroking her partner's stiff cock. Another couple were standing watching near the wall, the man behind the woman with his hands in her top, playing with her nipples as she ground her ass back against his hard bulge.

On stage, both of the women tipped their heads back in unison, their mouths opening in a cry of pleasure as they both came at the same time. The men’s hands tightened on their hips, guiding them, pushing deep inside them as they shuddered with ecstasy.

Just then, the music went up another notch, and two more naked men jumped up on the stage. They were just as sculpted and fit, with rock-hard cocks.

“Holy fuck,” panted Mel, grinding herself against my hand and rubbing my clit even faster.

The two new men stalked onto the stage, their bodies gleaming under the soft lights, their cocks already achingly hard and coated with oil as they approached the women from behind. The audience watched in rapt anticipation as the men ran their hands over the women’s slick, sweat-dampened backs, their touches slow and teasing.

The new arrivals didn’t rush. They spread oil over their hands, smoothing it over the curves of the women’s backsides, massaging, preparing them. The women moaned as strong fingers teased between their cheeks, coaxing them open as they continued to ride the original pair.

The men finally pressed forward, guiding their cocks to the women’s rear entrances. Two long, shuddering moans of pleasure filled the air as they eased themselves inside at the same time. They thrust deeper, in time with the music and each other, stretching them open inch by inch until they were buried deep.

The women took it well, groaning with pleasure as each one was fucked by two thick cocks at the same time. I was right on the edge, holding back my orgasm, denying myself as I savoured the sensations and the filthy show.

The women trembled between the two men, their bodies completely filled, completely claimed. The men set a slow, deep rhythm, working together, their thrusts synchronised, their hands gripping and guiding the women as pleasure consumed them.

“I want to do that,” I murmured, thinking about how it would feel to be filled like that.

“Mmm,” agreed Mel, seemingly unable to speak.

On stage, the two women writhed in ecstasy, their bodies overwhelmed by sensation as they neared their climaxes once more. Their moans filled the air, blending with the pulsing rhythm of the music. The men moved in time, driving them higher, pushing them to the edge until…

A loud cry rang out as the first woman came again, her body shaking violently, her nails raking down the chest of the man beneath her. The second followed almost instantly, throwing her head back, her entire body trembling as she was overtaken by pleasure.

The men didn’t stop until the aftershocks of their climaxes left the women breathless and spent. Then, with a shared, knowing look, they pulled away, their bodies glistening, their chests rising and falling with laboured breaths.

The two women, still panting, slid to their knees in the centre of the stage, tilting their heads up, offering their tongues and bodies for more. Their hands roamed over their own flushed skin, teasing their breasts, arching their backs in invitation.

The men surrounded them, gripping their cocks, their faces expressionless as they stroked, bringing themselves right to the edge. The tension was electric, the anticipation thick in the air. Then, one by one, they groaned, their bodies shuddering as they spilled load after load of cum over the women, painting their glistening skin. Their tongues flicked out to taste, their faces glowing with satisfied smiles.

And at our table, Mel let out a choked moan, her fingers still working between my legs as I matched her movements, my own pleasure coiling tighter and tighter.

“Oh my god,” she whimpered, burying her face in my neck as she trembled, her release finally crashing over her. And that was too much for me, too. My own body clenched, the pleasure so intense I could barely breathe. I gasped, riding the waves as my vision blurred, my pulse pounding in my ears.

As we both came down, still gripping each other, the performers on stage rose, bowing several times to the audience with their hands clasped together. The crowd in the restaurant erupted with clapping and cheering, the tension dissipating as everyone celebrated the incredible show. The performers smiled, waving to the crowd before running off into the shadows.

Mel turned to me, her face flushed, her eyes still hazy. “That,” she breathed, “was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”


Chapter Nine




We were still shaking from the show when we decided to head along the beach to the bar. The night was slightly overcast, the moon a muted glow behind thin clouds, casting a dim silver sheen over the waves. The tide was higher than before, the surf rolling in with more force, crashing onto the shore with a deep roar.

But the beach bar was an oasis of music and light, everyone buzzing from the show at the restaurant. As we stepped onto the deck, we spotted some familiar faces. Victoria and Charles waved us over, their expressions gleeful.

“Oh my god, that was insane,” Victoria gushed, fanning herself. “I don’t think I’ve ever been so turned on just from watching something.”

Charles smiled, slipping an arm around her waist. “It was… an experience, that’s for sure.”

Mel and I laughed, sliding onto barstools as we ordered another round of cocktails. For the next hour, we drifted between conversations, meeting new people and making friends. Some were experienced swingers, others were like us, newcomers swept up in the thrill of discovery. Although no one else had come here by mistake.

Mel, ever the flirt, soon found herself deep in conversation with a couple. They were both Black Americans, and the woman had slipped out of her dress, now completely naked except for a tiny black thong. Her large, heavy breasts gleamed under the beach bar lights, and I couldn’t help but stare at her dark, full nipples, mesmerised by how they stood out against her smooth skin.

And she wasn’t the only one exposing herself. As the evening got later, more and more of the guests had stripped off at least some of their clothing. There was an air of sexual tension as kisses were exchanged and people were starting to touch each other.

I turned back to my drink, swirling the ice with my straw. That’s when I felt a presence behind me.

“Mind if we join you?”

Two men stood there, tall and self-assured, exuding the kind of confidence that came from being rich and knowing exactly what they wanted. They were older than me, their presence commanding but effortless. Dressed casually in polo shirts and tailored shorts, they had the unmistakable air of powerful businessmen unwinding after hours.

“I’m Jeff,” the blond one said, his piercing blue eyes locking onto mine.

“And I’m Connor,” the darker-haired man added. His voice was deep with a Scottish accent that sent a sexy shiver right through me. He had a hint of stubble on his face, giving him a slightly dangerous look. A sudden rush of excitement coursed through me at their presence.

“Hope you don’t mind us saying,” Jeff said, “but you looked like you enjoyed that show as much as we did.”

Fuck, they’d seen me and Mel touching each other. I felt my face flush, which was ridiculous, considering I’d been watching an actual orgy on stage and not blushing. But somehow, being caught in the act by these attractive men made me squirm where I was standing.

“Maybe,” I said, swallowing as my mouth suddenly went dry. They were so… sexy, and obviously swingers. Where was this going to lead? I glanced at Connor’s hand, noticing the gleam of a wedding band.

“Our wives ran off to some party,” he said, taking a slow sip of his drink. “And we’re feeling a little… lost.”

Just looking at them, I knew exactly where this was going. I took another sip of my cocktail, my fingers tightening around the glass. This whole thing was still new to me, but my body wasn’t hesitating the way my brain was. I was soaking wet just at the thought of where this was headed.

Connor’s eyes flicked toward the edge of the beach. “How about we find somewhere more comfortable to talk?”

I nodded, and Jeff grabbed one of the giant bean bags from the seating area, dragging it into the shadows beneath the palm trees where it was darker and more private.

Connor gestured for me to sit between them, and I sank into the soft cushion. They settled in on either side of me, their bodies touching me. I turned to Jeff first, his aftershave subtle but intoxicating. Our lips met in a slow, teasing kiss before I turned to Connor, who claimed my mouth with more intensity. The way they took their time, like they were savouring every second, only made it hotter.

Then Jeff pulled back slightly, his thumb brushing over my bottom lip.

“Tell me, Jess,” he murmured. “Are you a sub?”

I blinked. “Am I a what?”

Connor laughed, exchanging an amused glance with Jeff. “A submissive.”

Oh. Ohhh. My heart started pounding even more than before. I hadn’t really thought about it before, but… I had enjoyed being pinned down. And told what to do. And… yeah, okay, this was making a lot of sense.

“I think I might be,” I admitted, a little breathless.

Jeff grinned. “Good girl.” My entire body shivered with need.

Connor ran a hand up my thigh, slow and deliberate, just under the hem of my dress, but no further. “We’ll take care of you, give you what you need,” he assured me. “But first, let’s talk boundaries.”

Jeff’s fingers traced lazy circles over my other thigh, his touch light but deliberate, and he guided my legs apart a little more. “So, let’s start simple,” he murmured. “Do you like being restrained?”

I swallowed hard. “I’ve never been tied up,” I said. “I think I’d like it. I enjoyed being pinned down.”

Connor leaned in, his lips brushing against my ear. “How about being told what to do?”

I barely suppressed a moan. “Yes.”

His teeth grazed my earlobe. “Spanked?”

I hesitated, but only for a second. My pulse pounded at the thought of their strong hands landing on my ass, making me gasp, leaving marks I’d feel the next day.

“…Yes.”

“How about being forced to suck Jeff’s cock, all the way down your throat?” smirked Conner.

“Yes,” I whimpered. I’d never been so horny. I could tell my knickers were soaked at the crotch, and they hadn’t even properly touched me yet.

Jeff hummed in approval, his fingers trailing higher up my thigh. But not high enough. The touch was maddening, frustrating, leaving me squirming and desperate.

“A hand around your throat? Your hair pulled?” Conner was whispering in my ear.

Oh, fuck. I exhaled shakily. “Yes.”

Connor gripped my jaw gently, turning my head to stare deep into his eyes. “And anal?”

“Yes.” I bit my lip. “I tried it for the first time last night.”

“Good girl. How about double penetration?”

My stomach flipped. Seeing the women on stage take two cocks at the same time had made me want it more than anything. “Yes, please,” I whispered.

I could feel their hard cocks pressed against me, one on each side. Their fingers still teased me under my dress, brushing closer and closer to my soaked panties, but still not touching me where I needed it most, where I was aching with desire.

“We’ll go slow,” said Jeff. “You say stop at any time, and we stop. Understood?”

“Understood,” I whispered.

I twisted my hips, trying in vain to get them to touch me.

Jeff laughed. “Already squirming, sweetheart?”

I bit my lip, nodding.

“Shall we go back to your villa?” I asked. I was desperate to fuck them both now.

He glanced over at the bar. It seemed like it was getting even more wild over there. I saw Mel, leaving with the black couple, the man’s hand on her ass as they headed down the beach. No one was looking at us, but it wasn’t exactly private.

“No,” said Connor. “You’re going to do what you’re told. And it’s going to be right here where everyone can see what a filthy slut you are.”

I surprised myself by feeling a rush of pleasure at being called a slut.

Connor’s hand slid up to my throat, applying just enough pressure to hold me down against the beanbag. He kissed me, roughly, forcing my mouth open with his tongue.

Jeff pushed my dress up, his fingers brushing against my soaked panties. “Jesus,” he murmured, exchanging a glance with Connor. “I can feel how wet she is through her knickers.”

I whimpered as he hooked his fingers into my panties, dragging them down my thighs and leaving me bare beneath my dress. Jeff’s fingers slipped between my legs, stroking through my slick folds. I gasped, hips jerking against his hand and moaning loudly. He pushed two fingers inside me, opening up my swollen pussy, making me feel it. He curled them up inside me, stroking my G-spot and making me moan with bliss as his palm rubbed against my clit.

Connor stood up, slowly pulling his shorts down, just enough that his rock-hard cock sprang out. It wasn’t that long, but it was lovely and thick. He pressed the tip against my lips, using his fingers to open my jaw. And then he slid it into my mouth. I could feel the weight of it, hot and hard on my tongue.

I wrapped my lips around it, sucking, swirling my tongue. He groaned, grabbing my hair and holding me in place as he forced it further in. I almost gagged as it hit the back of my throat, but I forced myself to relax, saliva running out my mouth and down my chin as he held my hair and fucked my mouth.

“That’s a good girl,” he groaned, sounding like he was enjoying it. “Suck my cock, you little slut.”

Meanwhile, Jeff was pumping his fingers against my G-spot, faster now. I could hear the filthy wet sounds as the climax built inside me. Suddenly, I came hard, the pressure releasing in a flood of wetness as I sprayed all up his arm. He kept massaging me inside, coaxing more and more squirt out of me. I could feel it running down my ass, soaking my thighs. I moaned around Connor’s cock, but he didn’t relent, just continued to fuck my mouth, holding my hair and sliding his cock right into my throat.

Jeff finally pulled his fingers out, laughing as my release dripped down onto the sand. Connor slid his cock out of my mouth, and I managed to gasp some breaths, panting heavily.

“Do you want to be fucked now, slut?” asked Jeff.

“Yes,” I managed to pant.

Jeff lifted my legs up in the air and spanked my ass hard, making me gasp in shock at the sudden pain. But the pain quickly turned to heat, making me even more horny.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, please… sir,” I added, hoping that was the correct answer.

“Good girl,” said Jeff, smiling at me and making me flush with pleasure. “Now open your legs.”

I spread my legs wide. He tugged his shorts down, his own thick cock springing free. He knelt between my legs, lifting them up and pinning my knees back against my shoulders with his arms. His cock rested on my clit, just above my gaping pussy. He moved his hips slightly, rubbing the head of it over my clit and making me whimper with pleasure. Then he lowered it slightly until it was pressing at my opening.

“What do you say?” he asked, looking me in the eyes.

“Please, sir,” I gasped. “Please fuck me.”

He sank his full length all the way inside me in one slow, smooth motion, stretching me open and making me feel every inch as he buried himself all the way to his balls.

I closed my eyes as pleasure washed over me. “Oh my god,” I managed to whisper.

He pulled out and then thrust inside me hard.

“Fuck,” I moaned.

Then he began to fuck me even harder, thrusting over and over again, making me feel him. His lips met mine, his tongue rough and insistent. I felt Connor pulling down the straps on my dress. His fingers pulled on one nipple as he took the other in his mouth and sucked on it.

It didn’t take long until I was coming again. I was almost screaming as the waves of pleasure consumed me. Jeff kept fucking me hard, all the way through it, my cunt clenching and milking his cock. When it had finally passed, he withdrew. His cock was so hard it was throbbing, coated in my sticky, white juices, especially around the base.

“Get on your hands and knees and clean me up,” ordered Jeff.

I hurried to do as I was told, kneeling on the beanbag with my ass in the air and opening my mouth. Jeff moved closer and I licked my release, bitter and salty, off his twitching cock. Connor moved behind me, spreading my pussy open with his hands.

“Look at that dripping cunt,” he smirked. Then he guided his cock between my folds and slammed it all the way inside me.

“Fuuuck,” I gasped as he gripped my hips and started to fuck me hard.

“No talking,” said Jeff as he grabbed my hair, holding me in place as he started to fuck my mouth. It felt amazing, being between the two men like this, fucked in the mouth and pussy at the same time.

Connor gave me a couple of firm slaps on the ass, making it sting as he continued to fuck me. He collected some of my release onto his fingers and then pressed them against my tight asshole. He circled it for a moment, making me relax and open up, before pushing two fingers into me.

“Fuck, she’s got a tight little asshole,” laughed Connor. “Do you want to be fucked in your tight ass, sweetheart?”

I couldn’t answer as I had Jeff’s cock in my throat. I looked up at him with wide eyes and tried to nod, moaning around his cock.

“I think that’s a yes, mate,” said Jeff with a smirk.

Connor pulled out, leaving my cunt gaping and resting the head against my rear entrance. Then he applied more pressure, breaching my defences and stretching me open as he forced himself inside.

“Mmm,” I moaned around Jeff’s cock, but the burn turned to pleasure and I closed my eyes, letting the waves of ecstasy wash over me. Connor started fucking my ass hard, gripping my hips firmly as he thrust inside. It was too much for me and I came again, the orgasm starting deep in my ass and spreading through my whole body.

Jeff finally pulled his cock out of my mouth, leaving me gasping and dribbling saliva down my chin. “What do you say to Connor here for fucking you in the ass?” he asked, holding my jaw between his fingers and making me look at him.

I could hardly focus with Connor slamming deep into my ass. “Thank… you… sir…” I managed to whimper.

“There’s a good slut,” said Jeff with a smile.

Connor reached down and gripped my hair, lifting me up so I was standing, his cock still buried in my ass. Jeff sat down on the beanbag, his dick standing firm and erect between his thighs. Connor lowered me carefully back down, making me squat over Jeff. He held his cock in place, guiding it between my folds. I sank down gratefully onto it, his dick stretching my pussy and making it feel even tighter than before as it rubbed through my walls against Connor’s length in my ass.

Once I was in place, they set about fucking me together, Jeff thrusting up from below into my cunt, and Connor from behind in my ass. The sensations were out of this world, everything heightened by being stretched in both places at once. I came, so hard I thought I was going to pass out. My cunt and ass contracted around their lengths as wave after wave washed over me. But they didn’t stop, just kept pounding me.

I was making quite a lot of noise, and I was vaguely aware that a few of the people in the bar were looking over at us, but that just made it even hotter. I felt completely uninhibited, completely slutty as they took me, used me.

I came again, and this time I could tell that the men were close to losing it too, their thrusts becoming erratic. First Jeff groaned as I felt him spilling inside my cunt, and seconds later Connor released in my ass. They slowed their thrusts as load after load of warm cum throbbed from their cocks into me.

“Oh god,” groaned Connor. “What a good slut letting me fill her tight little ass.”

“Good girl,” said Jeff, reaching up and pulling me in for a rough and sloppy kiss.

Their cocks were still pulsing inside me, but finally they pulled them out and cum poured out of my holes after them. I collapsed onto the beanbag, panting heavily and so blissed out I couldn’t even speak. My body still shivered and tingled with the aftershocks of the orgasm.

“Did you enjoy that sweetheart?” asked Jeff.

“Yes, thank you, sir,” I managed to murmur.

The men pulled up their shorts and joined me on the beanbag, wrapping their strong arms around me and holding me close.

“You were such a good girl,” said Connor, making me glow with pride.

Jeff planted tender kisses on my neck, making me feel warm and safe. Connor pulled my dress up over my breasts and put the straps back in place over my shoulders.

“When you’re ready, I’ll find your knickers and we’ll get you a drink,” said Connor.

I stayed and chatted with Connor and Jeff for a while in the bar. The party there was only just getting started, clothes were coming off and plenty of couples were getting hot and heavy in the shadows or down on the beach. But an overwhelming tiredness washed over me, so I said goodbye to my new friends. Jeff and Connor walked me back to my villa. Mel wasn’t there, and I quickly fell into a deep sleep.


Chapter Ten




Iwoke up late, feeling refreshed, my body deliciously sore. Mel had returned in the night and was snoring quietly next to me. She was fast asleep, sprawled out naked across the bed, her hair a tangled mess. My thighs were sticky, dried streaks of cum marking my skin. My body smelled like sweat, sex, and last night’s adventures. I grimaced. Time for a shower.

Slipping out of bed, I padded into the bathroom, turning on the water until it was steaming hot. The spray hit my skin, washing away the evidence of the night before. As I soaped myself up, flashes of memory returned, Jeff’s rough hands, Connor’s cock forcing its way into my mouth, the way they had taken me. I was already feeling horny again.

The bathroom door creaked open. It was Mel, still completely naked.

“Morning, slut,” she croaked, her voice sounding rough from the night before.

I laughed. “Afternoon, actually. And you’re one to talk. Did you sleep with that couple?”

She stretched, her arms above her head showing off her hairy armpits. She let out a satisfied groan. “I did, and fuck it was good. I think I passed out from orgasms.”

I squeezed shower gel onto my hands and started rubbing it over my body. “I got DPed at the bar,” I blurted out. Just saying it sounded crazy.

Mel’s eyes went wide. “You really are a slut now.”

She looked so beautiful, standing there naked in the sunlight. “Do you want to join me in the shower?” I asked.

She smiled and stepped under the hot water, grabbing more shower gel and rubbing it all over my breasts. Soon we were kissing sensually, our hands roaming each other’s bodies. Her hands strayed between my legs and I copied her, running my fingers through her thick bush and finding the hard nub of her clit. We rubbed each other, moaning and kissing until we both came. Then we turned off the water and dried ourselves.

We decided to go to the beach. Naked, of course. I didn’t seem to have any inhibitions left. Other couples were sunbathing or swimming, not one person even wearing a bikini. When we’d finished swimming, we noticed the resort staff were building a bonfire in the middle of the beach. They piled up old crates and pallets, along with branches and driftwood.

I spotted Jack and Amy watching and went to talk to them. After introducing them to Mel, I asked what was going on.

“It’s the full moon party tonight,” replied Amy.

“What happens at a full moon party?” I asked.

Jack gestured toward the growing bonfire. “Big party on the beach. Drinks, music, dancing, debauchery.” He winked at me. “Apparently, things get pretty wild.”

Mel clapped her hands together. “Oh, this sounds amazing.”

Amy nudged me. “And the best part? Everyone dresses in white. I heard it looks incredible under the moonlight.”

I glanced down at my naked body. “I don’t think I packed for a ritual sacrifice aesthetic.”

Amy laughed. “Don’t worry. The resort shop sells outfits. Think tiny white dresses, or just white suspenders and nothing else. The guys wear tiny white Speedos.”

Mel put her hand in mine. “Come on,” she said. “We need to look slutty.”

The full moon hung high in the sky, casting a silvery glow over the beach as we arrived at the party. The bonfire blazed at the centre of it all, crackling and sending waves of heat through the already warm night. Speaker towers stood along the edge of the beach, with dance music playing.

Everywhere I looked, bodies moved in time with the music, half-dressed, barely dressed, or not dressed at all. Women in sheer white dresses that clung to their curves, the firelight making them practically see-through. Others wore nothing but lace lingerie, their skin glowing in the low light. Some had gone for just thigh-high stockings and suspenders, the rest of their bodies deliciously naked.

I ran my hands down my sides, smoothing the silky fabric of my slip dress. We had been busy at the resort shop. My slip barely covered my ass, and my nipples were already hard, clearly visible through the thin silk. Mel, beside me, looked just as sinful, wrapped in an intricate lace bodysuit that left nothing to the imagination. Her tits spilled out with every movement, and she looked completely in her element.

Holy fuck,” she breathed, scanning the scene before us. “This is so cool.”

We moved through the crowd, greeted by familiar faces. Jack and Amy were already dancing. Amy was only wearing the smallest pair of white panties and nothing else, but Jack was in a smart, white suit.

Victoria and Charles stood near the bonfire, his hand gripping her ass as they whispered to each other. A little further along, I spotted Joel and Harrison in tight, white leather shorts, lounging casually with drinks in hand, their cocky smiles suggesting they’d already been up to no good.

Mel and I went to the bar and ordered cocktails. Then, through the shifting crowd, Jeff and Connor appeared, this time with their wives in tow. I wasn’t sure what I’d expected their wives to look like, but it wasn’t this. They were stunning. Both blonde, both tall, and much younger than their husbands, early twenties at most. They looked like models. Their white dresses were flimsy and nearly transparent, the firelight making it clear they weren’t wearing any underwear underneath.

“This must be Jessica,” one of them said with a smile. “Jeff told me all about you.” Her voice was smooth, and when her eyes ran over me, it wasn’t in a casual way; it was hungry.

I felt my face flush under her gaze. “That’s me.”

“I’m Brooke,” she said, stepping closer. “And this is Lily.”

Lily, the other wife, gave me a slow, sexy smile. “We’ve heard all about you.”

I glanced at Jeff and Connor, who were watching the interaction with amusement. All about me?

My mind immediately jumped to the night before, what I had done with their husbands, how they had used me, how filthy I had been for them. The idea that they had told their wives about it sent a thrill straight through me.

Brooke reached out, running a single finger along the strap of my slip dress. “You’re even prettier than they said.”

I swallowed, my pulse racing. I wasn’t sure how to respond. Lily stepped closer, pressing a soft kiss against my shoulder, her lips warm against my cheek.

“You two are very… forward,” I said, slightly shocked.

Brooke laughed softly. “You don’t seem like the type to mind from what we’ve heard.”

They flanked me, their hands skimming over my body, teasing, exploring.

My nipples hardened beneath my dress, and Brooke must have noticed because she brushed the backs of her fingers over one of them, her eyes locked on mine as she did it.

Meanwhile, Jeff and Connor weren’t paying me any attention at all anymore. Their focus had shifted entirely to Mel.

Connor already had his arm around her waist, and she looked like she was loving the attention. “Your friend Jess is quite something,” he said. “But we’re very curious about you, too.”

Mel looked back at him, meeting his gaze and taking a slow sip of her cocktail. “Oh? And what exactly are you curious about?”

Jeff smirked. “We already know how much of a slutty little sub your friend is,” he said, tilting his head toward me. “We’re wondering if you’re just as eager to obey.”

Mel let out a soft laugh. “Who says I obey anyone?”

Connor’s grin widened. “A brat, then?”

Mel shrugged, playful and teasing. “Maybe. If you want me to obey, you’ll have to make me.”

Jeff exchanged a glance with Connor. Then Jeff took Mel’s drink from her hand, setting it on the bar. “Why don’t we find out?” he suggested.

Then he bent down, picking her up and throwing her over his shoulder with ease. She giggled, her ass in the air and her tits falling out of her bodysuit now she was upside-down. Jeff carried her out of the bar, deeper into the darkness beyond the firelight. Connor followed. I watched them go, heat pooling between my legs, knowing that Mel was in for one hell of an experience.

Brooke and Lily led me toward a plush blanket spread near the fire, their hands warm against my skin as they guided me down between them. The flickering flames cast golden light over their lithe bodies, turning their blonde hair to gold.

Brooke leaned in first, her lips capturing mine in a slow, teasing kiss. Her hands skimmed over my shoulders, pulling my dress down and cupping my breasts, her thumbs brushing my hardened nipples. Lily followed suit, pressing soft kisses down my neck, her breath hot against my skin until she captured one of my nipples in her mouth and sucked on it.

I melted between them, surrendering to their touch. Brooke’s mouth travelled lower, trailing warm, open-mouthed kisses down my stomach while Lily nipped playfully at my nipple. A deep shudder rolled through me when I felt them both at once, Brooke’s mouth closing around my clit, and Lily continued to suck first one breast and then the other.

My fingers tangled in Brooke’s hair as a gasp escaped me. Her tongue swirled around my clit, driving me higher and higher. I felt her sliding her fingers into me, curling her fingers up just right. They guided me onto my side, with Brooke’s face firmly between my thighs. Lily moved behind me, planting kisses all down my back and making me shiver.

When Lily reached my ass, she shocked me by parting my cheeks and licking at my tight rear entrance. Her tongue circled it before exploring deeper. The two women lapped at me, one at the front on my pussy and one from behind on my ass. I felt the pressure building more and more until suddenly I shattered, my thighs gripping Brooke as I shuddered and shook, the waves of orgasm flooding my body.

As I lay there, body still tingling from Brooke and Lily’s touch, I became aware of what was happening around us. The fire crackled beside us, the distant sound of music and laughter blending into the background. But around the fire, blankets had been spread out in the sand, and on them, couples and small groups were entangled. The air was filled with soft moans and cries of pleasure.

Just a few feet away, a man lay back, his eyes closed in bliss while two women knelt on either side of him, their tongues running up and down his hard shaft. Beyond them, a curvy redhead straddled her partner, her hands braced on his shoulders as she rocked against him, her hair tumbling down her back, glowing in the firelight. Her lips parted in a loud cry as she arched back, her climax consuming her.

Further away, near the water’s edge, a woman with dark hair was on all fours, her ass in the air as a man knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He thrust hard into her, making her moan around the cock of another man kneeling in front of her.

Everywhere there was erotic energy. Some people simply kissed, naked, wrapped in each other’s arms as the night unfolded around them. But others were fucking, full-on hard, filthy fucking, happening all around me. I couldn’t believe it, I was actually at an orgy. I knew then that I needed a hard cock inside me, and more than one.

I said goodbye to Lily and Brooke and wandered down the beach, away from the heat of the fire. I was surprised to see Noi, the resort manager, on her back on one of the blankets. She was naked, and I could see that she had unusually large breasts for such a slim woman. A man, one of the guests, was between her legs, fucking her firmly.

Not far away, I came across Joel and Harrison. They were sitting on a wide, wooden swing that was suspended from a tree overhanging the beach. Both of their impressive cocks were out, and they stroked each other lazily as they watched the goings-on around the fire.

Without a word, I knelt down in the sand in front of them and reached out my hands, taking over stroking their full lengths. I pulled Joel into my mouth first, his black cock gleaming in the moonlight. I stuck my tongue out, running it down the front of his shaft as I sank it deep into my throat. He groaned, his hand going to my hair as he guided me up and down. I pulled back, saliva dripping out my mouth, and moved to Harrison. I took him in my mouth, getting him even deeper, making my eyes water. Joel still held my hair, helping me work Harrison’s cock into my throat.

Soon, none of us could wait any longer. They stood up, bending me over the swing. As the moans and cries from the people around the fire drifted over to us, Harrison thrust hard into my cunt from behind. I opened my mouth in ecstasy, and Joel slid his dick in. He thrust gently, fucking my mouth as Harrison took me harder, his hands on my hips.

I was so worked up, it didn’t take long to feel the waves of climax wash over me, making my body tingle all over. Then they switch over, Joel sliding his thick cock so deep inside me that it took my breath away.

They were both big, but they felt different inside me, and I loved feeling the little differences in sensation and pressure. Joel took me slower than Harrison, sliding deep into my cunt as if he was savouring every inch. He spread me with his fingers, and I could tell he was watching my tight lips wrapped around his shaft, glistening in the glow from the moon.

When I’d finished panting from another orgasm, I asked them for what I really wanted. “Can you take me both at the same time?”

Harrison lay down on the sand, and I climbed on top of him. His cock slipped easily back into my wet and swollen pussy, and I sank all the way down until my body was pressed against his. Joel moved behind me. I heard him spit into his hand, and then his fingers were on my asshole, massaging it and coaxing it open.

I rocked my hips gently, feeling Harrison cock gripped firmly by my cunt, and pushing back against Joel's fingers. It wasn’t long before I felt myself opening up for him, and his fingers slipped inside, stretching my tight hole and getting me ready. He added more saliva, making sure I was wet enough there, and then I felt the blunt head of his cock against me.

He put one hand on my shoulder to brace himself, and then he thrust into me, just a few inches at first, but enough to make me cry out with a mix of pleasure and pain. He started to fuck me, working his way deeper, and the discomfort gave way to pure pleasure. I could feel his cock rubbing up against Harrison’s inside me, and the sensations were already driving me quickly towards a climax.

When I came, it was from deep inside me and so intense that I went light-headed and would have collapsed if the two men weren’t holding me between them. The pleasure flowed out in waves, making me contract around them and cry out in ecstasy.

I felt Joel losing control. He gripped my hips firmly and held himself deep inside me as he throbbed with release. When he pulled out, Harrison flipped me over onto my back on the sand. He lifted my legs right up and slid his cock into my ass. There were filthy, wet sounds now, as he fucked Joel’s cum out of me. Harrison didn’t last long; soon, he was groaning and emptying himself in my ass, his cum mixing with Joel’s.

We collapsed together on the beach, laughing and kissing each other, high on the sensations of another crazy fuck. The party around the fire seemed to have got even more intense, the moans louder and uninhibited. We decided to walk to the bar to get a drink, and as we passed the bonfire, it seemed like literally everyone was fucking now.

At the bar, I ordered a cool beer to refresh myself and found Mel. She looked like she had been well and truly fucked; her hair was a tangled mess, and her eye makeup had run down her cheeks. Her bodysuit was ripped open at the crotch and the breasts, her lush, hairy pussy and hard nipples peeking out through the tears.

“Fuck, what happened to you?” I laughed when I saw her. Although I thought I knew the answer.

“Your two rich businessmen happened to me,” she smirked. “They happened to me quite forcefully and very hard.”

“I can’t believe we’re actually taking part in an orgy,” I said, glancing back over at the bonfire and the piles of tangled, naked people.

“I know, I never would have imagined how much fun a swingers resort would be. I guess we’ve got that idiot, Barry, to thank after all.” She downed the rest of her own ice-cold beer. “Shall we go and get involved in… all that?” She pointed at the groups fucking.

I finished my own drink and put it on the bar. “Come on then, let’s get fucked again.” And with that, we rejoined the party.

THE END
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