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The Sex Retreat - Magaluf


First Time Accidental Swingers



Chapter One




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No thanks,” said Emily, quickly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You didn’t!” said Emily, horrified.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck… yes… harder…”

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

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

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

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

“Are you okay, babe?” asked Daisy.

I realised I was sweating. “Uh-huh.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Even Emily looked pleased.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh fuck,” I breathed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Daisy laughed, “Yeah! Romantic as fuck!”

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

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

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


Chapter Two




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready, sluts?” she greeted us.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What about you, Simone?” asked Daisy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They smiled at us as they passed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You ladies just arrived?” he asked.

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

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

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

“What look?” I asked, curious.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

We quickly downed our drinks and headed for the lift.

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

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

This place was going to take some getting used to.


Chapter Three




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Your friend?” he asked.

Another loud moan, no mistaking that voice.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Beautiful,” he murmured.

“Fuck me,” I begged.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“On my tits,” I said, feeling bold.

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

“Oh my god,” I whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded, feeling a mixture of pride and embarrassment.

Daisy squealed and clapped her hands together.

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

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

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

“We’ll see,” smirked Daisy.

Just then, Chantelle reappeared.

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

“I heard,” I laughed. “Thin walls.”

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

“Not yet.”

She leaned in, “This place…”

“Yes?” said Daisy.

“It’s a fucking swingers resort.”

“No!” exclaimed Emily.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You dirty perv, love you!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Emily blushed. “It’s just a dress.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nice to meet you,” she purred.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“S’okay,” I whispered back.

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

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

There was a wet sound as she fingered herself.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Silence.

“Night,” Daisy whispered sleepily.

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

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


Chapter Five




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

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

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

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

Her eyes were open.

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

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

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

I swallowed hard. “Yeah. Me too.”

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

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

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

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

“Fuck, you’re wet,” she murmured.

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

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

My heart thudded. “Me too.”

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

“Holy shit,” I said.

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

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

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

“What?”

“Taste each other?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There was a pause while Steve spoke.

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

Another pause.

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

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

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

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


Chapter Six




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Emily hesitated.

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

“You don’t have to,” I said gently.

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

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

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

“Hey!” laughed Daisy.

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

“Fuuuck,” whispered Chantelle.

“I love this beach,” said Daisy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Me llamo Santi,” he said.

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

“I don’t, that’s all I can say.”

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

“Chan!” everyone chorused.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Felicitaciones,” he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I fucking love this place,” said Chantelle.

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

“He’s still hard,” whispered Chantelle.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, please,” I whispered.

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

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

“Oh god,” I murmured.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Seven




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s pretty cool of him,” I said.

“I told you he was perfect.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

I wanted more.

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

“May I touch your face?” he asked.

“Yes.”

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

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

The instructor clapped gently, drawing everyone’s attention.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Eight




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

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

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

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

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

We all raised ours and clinked them together.

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

Daisy grinned, glancing at me. “Transformational.”

I just smiled into my glass.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smirked. “Something like that.”

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

“How was the massage?” I asked Emily.

She looked down at her lap and went red.

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

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

“A what now?” said Daisy.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jens nodded. “But not exclusive.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Nine




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Want to try something?” Mads whispered.

“Anything,” I gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They didn’t stop.

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

“Come in me,” I begged, voice hoarse.

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

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

“My turn,” he said.

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

“Do you like anal?” he asked.

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

“Would you like to try?”

“Yes.”

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

“Oh… yes..” I panted.

“Okay?”

“Perfect,” I gasped. “Fuck me.”

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

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

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

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

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

I was already planning a trip to Copenhagen.


Chapter Ten




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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wassup, slag,” Daisy grinned.

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

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

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

“Does Steve know?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

That made us all laugh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The guys waved and headed off to the beach.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s the point,” she grinned.

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

And then there was Emily.

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

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

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

It was a sex shop.

Chantelle raised an eyebrow. “Emily?”

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

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

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

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


Chapter Eleven




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

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

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

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

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

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

It was sweaty, ecstatic, and wonderfully joyful.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Holy fuck,” shouted Daisy.

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

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

It was Emily.

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

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

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

And that’s when the foam cannons turned on.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, this place is wild!” I said.

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

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

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

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


Epilogue




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

It was quieter than the flight out. Much quieter.

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

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

My eyebrows shot up. “Everything?”

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

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

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

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

We all stared at her open-mouthed.

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

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

But it had been the best hen party ever.

THE END
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The Sex Retreat - Caribbean Cruise


First Time Accidental Swingers



Dedicated to Sea Nymph


Prologue




Isat at the dining table with my laptop open, frowning at the screen. One hand toyed absently with the end of my pigtail while I scrolled. And then… there it was. My pulse skipped, a flutter of excitement. Exactly what I’d been searching for.

“Jude!” I called.

From the other room came the muffled sound of his voice, polite and distracted. “Mmm?”

“Get in here, babe, I’ve found it. The perfect thing.”

A moment later, he appeared, shirt sleeves rolled to his elbows like he was still at work. His hair was neat in that effortlessly posh way I could never manage, no matter how much hairspray I used, and I was a bloody hairdresser.

“What’s this about, Kali?” he asked, already wary.

“Cruise,” I announced, turning the laptop so he could see. “Five days, four nights to the Bahamas, leaving from Miami. And guess what? The day after Anna’s wedding. I couldn’t find anything that sailed at the right time on the main booking websites, and I was about to give up when I came across this independent one.”

He leaned over my shoulder, smelling faintly of his stupidly expensive aftershave, and peered at the screen. “The Haven Cruise Line. Hmm. Not bad. We wouldn’t even need to change the flights, so it… could work.”

“Not ‘could,’” I corrected. “Will. Sun, sea, cocktails with umbrellas in them. Look at this: pool parties, theme nights, lifestyle classes, all-inclusive drinks package. We deserve this. You know how much I’ve always wanted to go on a cruise. Please, say we can go?”

“Lifestyle classes?” he repeated, suspicious again.

“Yeah, look, that’s what they call them ‘lifestyle classes.’ Whatever that means. Like, yoga? Cooking demos? Maybe dance lessons? The whole thing is called a ‘lifestyle cruise.’”

“Mm. Lifestyle is vague.”

“It’s just their weird American English. Who cares? We’ll be too busy sipping rum by the pool. And it says here, ‘opportunities to mingle and make friends.’ We like friends.”

“You like friends,” he muttered. “I tolerate them.”

“Exactly,” I said, nudging him with my shoulder. “Perfect balance.”

He scrolled through the site, frowning at the photos. “Looks… lively,” he said finally.

“Fun, Jude. It looks fun. We’re twenty-five. We should be doing things like this. Imagine us: fresh from my sister’s stuffy wedding and all her kids, still hungover, rolling straight onto a ship headed for paradise. It’s an adult-only boat, too.”

His frown softened into something more indulgent. I knew that look. The one that meant I was probably going to win.

“You’ve got too much energy,” he said.

“And you love it.”

He sighed in mock defeat. “Alright. Book it. My annual bonus will be in our account by the time we have to pay for it.”

My grin nearly cracked my face in half.

“Thank you, babe. I love you!” I gave him a big smooch on the lips. It soon turned into something more, our tongues entwining, our lips getting sloppy with spit. I felt my arousal building quickly between my legs. God, this man made me so horny. Our sex life had been off the charts lately. I couldn’t get enough of him.

Finally, he pulled away, a smirk on his face. I glanced down at his smart trousers and saw the tell-tale bulge. “I’m going to book this, and then meet me in the bedroom in five minutes?” I said, hopefully.

“Again? You’re insatiable,” he laughed. “Fine, bedroom. Five minutes.”

I grinned and turned back to the laptop. “Bahamas, baby,” I whispered to myself as I hit Reserve.


Chapter One




The Miami sun was already hot by the time we dragged our little suitcases up to the cruise terminal. I’d gone with green-streaked hair in twin bunches, which had looked amazing at the wedding. As a hairdresser, I changed my style all the time, and the other girls at the salon were always ready to experiment on me.

I was wearing a cute little sun dress that showed off my petite body, and I rarely wore a bra, as my breasts were small and firm. Jude was smartly dressed in a shirt and blazer as usual, looking more like he was going to captain the ship. We made a pretty hot couple.

“You look nice,” I said to Jude, touching his chest.

“You look like a TikTok influencer on holiday,” he said dryly. “I look like I’m heading to a shareholder meeting.”

That made me laugh.

But we weren’t the only ones. All the other couples seemed to be beautiful too, and they all looked in love, cuddling up in the queue, holding hands, and giving each other playful touches on the bottom. The couple behind us were a Black couple, and they could hardly keep their hands off each other. I was a little fascinated by how much they were touching each other in public, and I kept glancing at them.

He was tall and muscular, and as I watched out of the corner of my eye, his hand slid up her side to cup one of her large breasts subtly from the side. She leaned into him, looking up and letting her long, black plait run down her back almost to her ass. They started kissing, hot and heavy. I almost looked away, but just before I did, she broke away and winked at me.

I blushed with embarrassment that I’d been caught staring at them making out.

“Kali, we’re next,” said Jude, oblivious to my indiscretion.

We walked up to the desk and handed over our tickets and passports. The woman at the reception desk was all bright lipstick and professional cheer, her hair tucked neatly under a cap with the ship’s logo. She scanned our documents, clicked away on her keyboard, and then looked up with a smile.

“Welcome aboard,” she said. “Here’s your welcome pack. There’s a map and details of all the activities. Just a reminder: no nudity in the corridors, or in the restaurants.”

Jude and I blinked at her in unison.

I laughed. “Obviously. I mean, who… what? Yeah, no problem.”

“Of course,” Jude added, smoothing his blazer.

The woman’s smile never wavered. She handed us our keycards. “The playrooms open after the ship has set sail. Enjoy your cruise,” she added, indicating with one hand that we were to head through the automatic doors behind her.

“Er… playrooms?” I said to Jude as he put his arm around my waist and led me away. “I thought it was an adults-only cruise. And what’s with the no-nudity rule… they actually have to say it? Like people forget?”

He raised an eyebrow. “Maybe she was joking.”

“She didn’t look like she was joking.”

I wheeled my suitcase through the doors and then gasped.

The ship loomed right there at the end of the gangway, gleaming white and impossibly huge, like some floating skyscraper. Photos online had not done it justice. Up close, it was dizzying… the sheer wall of balconies stacked in perfect rows, decks upon decks that seemed to stretch into the sky.

Down the side, painted in bold navy letters taller than a house, were two words: The Haven.

“Bloody hell,” I breathed. “It’s like… The Titanic, but shinier.”

“There aren’t any icebergs in the Caribbean, right?” smirked Jude.

“Maybe we can fuck in an old motorcar,” I giggled.

“Kali!” he scolded, although I caught the flicker of a smile on his lips. He craned his neck to take it all in. For once, even Mister Cool-and-Composed looked impressed. The balconies sparkled in the sun, each one a perfect little slice of ocean view. I imagined us out there with cocktails in hand, salt wind in my hair, pretending we were movie stars.

“This is insane,” I whispered.

“First time?” a deep voice said behind us.

I spun around. It was the Black couple from the queue, the ones who couldn’t keep their hands off each other. Up close, they were even more striking. He looked like he belonged on a fitness magazine cover, broad shoulders filling his T-shirt. She had an effortless grace, her plait swinging as she smiled at me like we were already friends. She had wide hips, huge tits, and her top had a plunging V with overlapping material that showed off so much cleavage I couldn’t help but stare.

“Yeah,” I admitted, still clutching my suitcase handle. “I mean, we’ve been on holiday before, but never a cruise. Not one like this.”

She laughed softly, eyes glittering. “Oh, this one is special.”

Before I could puzzle over what she meant, the guy leaned over, squinting at the keycards in Jude’s hand. “What cabin are you?”

“Uh…” Jude glanced down. “Deck seven. Room 7143.”

The woman gasped. “No way. We’re 7144.”

I blinked and then burst out laughing. “Seriously? Right next door?”

“Guess we’re neighbours,” she said warmly, holding out her hand. “I’m Rochelle, and this is Andre.”

I shook her hand, then his, noting how his palm practically swallowed mine. Jude followed suit, ever polite and formal.

“I love your accents, are you from the UK?” Rochelle asked.

“That’s right, and I love your accent too.” I smiled back at her. It was true; her and Andre’s Southern accents were giving me warm feelings inside.

“Come on then,” Rochelle said, hitching her bag higher on her shoulder. “Let’s go find our rooms together. These ships are massive. I already know I’m going to get lost.”

She winked again with her thick, fake eyelashes, and I felt that same little jolt in my stomach as before.

“Lead the way,” I said.

As we trailed onto the gangplank, the ship loomed larger with every step. I caught snippets of laughter and music already spilling from inside. The air buzzed with excitement, perfume and sunscreen mingling in the heat. Jude squeezed my waist lightly, and I glanced up at him.

“See?” I whispered. “Already making friends.”

We wheeled our bags through the doors of the ship and into a glittering atrium full of marble floors, gold railings, and a ceiling painted to look like a summer sky. There were people everywhere, and an infectious buzz of excitement.

“Cabins are this way,” Andre said, pointing toward a bank of elevators at the far side.

Rochelle looped her arm through mine like we were old friends already, tugging me along.

The four of us squeezed into one of the elevators with all our luggage. As soon as the doors slid shut, Rochelle sighed dramatically, leaning back against Andre’s chest.

“God, elevators always make me horny,” she announced.

I choked on a laugh. Jude went pink around the ears, pretending to study the little floor-number screen. Andre didn’t even flinch; he just dipped his head and caught her mouth in a slow, deep kiss that left me staring at the polished chrome doors, trying not to look. Except I was looking in the reflection. And Rochelle knew it, because when she broke the kiss, she gave me that same wicked wink as before.

The elevator pinged, saving me from combusting on the spot, and the four of us trundled out with our bags. The corridor was long and carpeted, lined with identical cabin doors. But the people we passed along it were anything but identical.

One couple breezed past us in neon mesh cover-ups that barely covered anything at all. Another strolled hand-in-hand, the woman in a strappy black mini-dress that looked like it belonged in a nightclub, the man in tight white trousers with his shirt unbuttoned all the way down.

And then there was an older couple. She was in lingerie, an enormous lace bra, stockings, and giant lace knickers. He walked beside her in nothing but a silk dressing gown, tied loosely enough that it gaped open with every step. I caught a glimpse of his cock, and my jaw nearly hit the floor.

“Afternoon!” the woman nodded at us, as if her outfit was the most normal thing in the world.

Jude muttered something polite back, but his eyes were as wide as mine. Rochelle just grinned.

Finally, we stopped at our rooms: 7143 and 7144. Rochelle held up her keycard, waggling it between her fingers.

“Neighbours,” she said with a grin. “This is going to be fun.”

Our keycard beeped green, and the door swung open into our cabin.

“Oh wow,” I breathed.

It was gorgeous. The place was bright and airy, with dark wood and crisp white sheets on a bed so huge it could sleep four.

“Not bad at all,” Jude admitted, wheeling our bags inside. He ran a hand along the sleek dresser like he was inspecting it for quality.

I darted straight to the sliding doors and tugged them open. Warm sea air rushed in as I stepped onto the balcony. Below us, the dock workers moved like toy figures, and beyond them stretched endless, sparkling blue.

“This is insane,” I said, leaning on the railing.

“Hey neighbour.” I heard a voice to my right. I peered around the privacy screen. It was Rochelle. “Pretty good, right?” she said.

“Amazing,” I agreed.

“Come and see the bathroom,” Jude said from behind me. I waved to Rochelle and went back inside.

Jude actually sounded mildly excited. “Look at this… double sinks, a walk-in shower…”

Back in the bedroom, I flopped onto the bed, bouncing slightly on the thick mattress. “God, this is perfect. We might never leave the room.”

Soon, Jude was unpacking his suitcase and hanging his shirts in the wardrobe. I giggled and rolled my eyes. We were so different; I would be living out of my open suitcase for the whole trip.

I started taking photos of the room so I could show them off to my sister. That’s when I heard it, a rhythmic, dull thump… thump… thump, vibrating faintly through the wall behind the headboard.

I froze. Then it came; the unmistakable sound of Rochelle’s voice, high and breathless, moaning in pure pleasure.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, clapping a hand over my mouth.

Jude’s eyes went wide. “Are they…?”

“Yep. Fucking!”

Another moan rang out, followed by Andre’s low growl. The steady banging picked up pace, rattling faintly through our wall.


Chapter Two




Heat shot through my body so fast it startled me. It wasn’t embarrassment… it was excitement. My skin prickled, my stomach flipped, and suddenly I was eighteen again, lying awake in my uni house while my flatmate’s squeaky bed frame sang through the paper-thin walls, accompanied by her ridiculously over-the-top screams.

Every time it happened, I’d toss and turn, biting my lip, pretending I was annoyed… until I couldn’t help myself. I’d wake Jude up, sliding into his arms with a whisper and a kiss, desperate for him to fuck me just so the sounds next door didn’t drive me insane with desire.

And here I was again. The same feeling. The same fire between my legs.

I glanced at Jude, who was still frozen by the wardrobe, red creeping up his neck. “God, they didn’t wait long,” he said.

The banging from next door grew faster, Rochelle’s moans punctuating every thud. My thighs pressed together instinctively, and I felt that familiar rush of heat. I’d forgotten how much it got to me, hearing other people like that. Jude used to joke about it.

I shifted on the bed, my sundress riding up my thighs. Jude’s eyes flicked between my legs at my knickers. I parted my thighs to give him a better view.

“Jude,” I whispered, sliding the straps of my dress down my shoulders until my breasts peeked out over the top. My nipples were rock-hard. My knickers were already damp, my body humming with the sounds through the wall. “I want it too.”

He opened his mouth as if to protest, but then Rochelle moaned again; a long, shameless cry of pleasure like she was climaxing. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my knickers, slipped them off and threw them to the floor. Then I spread my legs wide for him, showing him my soaked and gaping pussy. I was freshly shaved for the holiday, my mound perfect and smooth.

He crossed the room in three strides, sinking to his knees between mine. His hands gripped my thighs, firm and certain, spreading me even wider. His mouth found me, hot and eager, his tongue plunging into my swollen cunt. I grabbed his hair, pulling him closer and letting out a loud moan.

My whole body arched off the bed. Jude always had this way of undoing me with his mouth, like he was born knowing every secret button I had. He could be stiff and reserved socially, but down here? He was all hunger and unreserved passion.

A cry slipped out of me before I could stop it, blending almost perfectly with Rochelle’s muffled moan through the wall. The rhythm of their bed thudding and my own heartbeat seemed to line up, pushing me higher.

“Oh god,” I gasped, threading my fingers into Jude’s hair. Each time he moved, pleasure crackled through me like an electric current. His lips found my clit, wrapping around it and sucking. I came loudly, crying out and echoing Rochelle next door.

“Fuck me,” I begged, practically pulling him up by his hair.

His lips met mine, kissing me passionately. His mouth was wet with my release, and the taste of myself made me even more aroused. He knelt up, fumbling with his belt in his haste. He yanked down his trousers and underwear, and his hard cock sprang free.

“Fuck me,” I begged again. I could still hear Rochelle being soundly screwed, and I couldn’t wait to join her.

He knelt between my thighs. I was so wet and open that he didn’t even need to use his hand to find my entrance and slide his cock deep inside me. I wrapped my arms and legs around him, clinging to him like a limpet as he started to fuck me hard and deep. God, I loved his cock; it filled me so perfectly, sending waves of pleasure through me with every thrust.

It didn’t take long before I came again, clinging to him tightly as the waves of ecstasy rushed through me. He pulled out, and I flipped over onto my hands and knees. I knew how much he liked to finish in me in this position, and I didn’t think it would take him long. I stretched my arms out above me on the bed, lifting my ass up. I knew my asshole and pussy were totally exposed now.

“Film us,” I said, suddenly. “Like before.” We’d filmed ourselves having sex for the first time last week, in the Miami hotel. It had turned me on more than I cared to admit.

Jude pulled his phone out of his trousers, which were still pulled down only to his knees. He started filming, holding the phone in one hand and pointing it at my shamelessly spread ass.

“Fuck, Kali,” he groaned, stroking his cock with the other hand. “You look so fucking hot.”

“Now fuck me,” I ordered.

Still filming, he guided his cock between my folds with one hand. I felt him stretch me open again, and he thrust all the way inside, almost too deep. I let out a moan of pleasure. He started fucking me hard, one hand on my ass and the other holding the phone. The thought of the filthy video he was making made me even more aroused, and I came again, squirming underneath him, my fingers grabbing at the sheets. I felt my cunt clenching around him, milking his shaft.

“Oh, fuck, Kali,” he groaned, and I knew he was already past the point of no return. With a groan of relief, I felt him throb inside me and spill his cum deep inside my pussy. The warm wetness flooded me, filling me.

“Oh god,” I moaned into the bed. “Film it all coming out.”

He pulled out, still filming, and a second later, I felt his cum pour out of me, dripping onto the bed. I spun around and grabbed the phone off him. “I want to watch it,” I said.

Jude laughed and lay back on the bed next to me. “I don’t know what’s got into you lately,” he grinned.

Rochelle and Andre were still going at it through the wall. We watched our short video back, and I slipped a hand between my legs, rubbing my clit and making myself climax one more time before it had even finished.

“Come on,” said Jude, “We should get dressed and go up on deck, we’ll be sailing soon.”

I kissed him on the cheek. “I love you.”


Chapter Three




On the way up, we explored the ship a bit. There was a spa, a cinema, and more restaurants than I could count. There were a few locked rooms with intriguing signs. One was labelled “Hall Pass Room, Singles Only. Open at 9 pm.”

“What do you think that means?” I asked Jude.

He shrugged. “I don’t know, speed dating?”

There were a couple of nightclubs that were also still closed. The pool on the upper deck was open, but there was hardly anyone there, just a couple of people doing laps. By the time we made it up to the top deck, the engines were running and the ship was ready to leave port. The sun was setting, and Miami glittered behind us.

I clutched the railing, heart hammering in that excited way you only get at the start of a holiday. Jude slid an arm around my waist. He was still in a shirt, but his blazer was abandoned in our cabin. For once, he looked relaxed.

All around us, couples lined the railings, laughing, kissing, and clinking glasses from the poolside bar. And not just couples. Beautiful couples. It was almost intimidating how good-looking everyone seemed, all glowing skin and toned bodies and outfits that were less “cruise casual” and more “sexy nightclub.”

A woman in a backless sequined dress leaned over the railing, hair tumbling in glossy waves, while her partner stroked her hip possessively. Another pair nearby were practically glued together, whispering in each other’s ears between lingering kisses. Everywhere I looked, hands lingered on thighs, lips brushed bare shoulders, and clothes left little to the imagination.

In the far corner of the deck, half-hidden by a row of loungers, a woman was kneeling in front of a man. At first, I thought she’d dropped something. Then I realised she hadn’t. The man’s head tilted back, mouth open, one hand tangled in her hair. She bobbed her head back and forth, one hand on his shaft as she took the rest of his cock into her mouth.

My jaw dropped. “Oh my god,” I hissed at Jude under my breath.

Jude followed my gaze, then immediately looked away. “Are they…? Kali, stop watching.”

“They definitely are,” I whispered, trying not to stare and completely failing. Heat flushed through me, scandalous and thrilling.

What made it worse was that people were just… walking past them. Not a double take, not even a smirk. A couple strolled by hand in hand, chatting about dinner as if a woman kneeling in front of a man on the deck was as normal as ordering a cocktail.

I gripped Jude’s arm harder. “No one’s even looking at them!”

“Except you,” he muttered, staring firmly at the horizon.

My pulse pounded in my throat. It was outrageous, it was insane; the casualness of everyone else sent a shiver of excitement down my spine.

A group of three women in short silk dresses swanned by, laughing together, champagne flutes in hand. One of them glanced over at the corner, smirked knowingly, then leaned in to whisper something that made the other two giggle. But they didn’t look shocked. If anything, they looked… approving.

Behind us, the sound of the ship’s horn bellowed, announcing our departure, and Miami slipped away. I felt like my pussy was on fire. My head was still spinning when another sight caught my eye a little further down the rail.

Two women were kissing. Not a quick peck, not tipsy-girl-at-a-bar kissing. This was deep, slow, mouths open, hands sliding over curves like they couldn’t get enough of each other. Their dresses were short and silky, riding up dangerously as they pressed closer.

Right behind them, two men stood with their drinks in hand… watching. Not in a creepy, leering way, but like it was the most natural thing in the world. One of them rested a hand on his wife’s shoulder as she tangled her fingers in the other woman’s hair, and both men smiled like proud spectators at a show.

I nearly choked. “Jude,” I hissed, elbowing him. “Look.”

He glanced, then immediately stared straight back out at the water. “Kali.”

“What? Don’t Kali me. You saw that, right?”

“I saw,” he said tightly.

My pulse raced, half with disbelief, half with something far more dangerous. I couldn’t look away. The women were so beautiful, so unapologetic, kissing like they were alone in a bedroom instead of on the top deck of a cruise ship. And the husbands… just watching, relaxed, completely fine with it.

“This is insane,” I whispered, pressing my thighs together. “What sort of party boat is this?”

“No wonder they have to have a rule about nudity in the corridors,” Jude replied. “Shall we go and get some dinner?”

We chose a steak restaurant at the front of the ship with big windows looking out to sea. They were doing a social event where we would be paired with another couple. Jude was reluctant, but I fluttered my eyelashes at him and finally agreed.

“You said we could make friends,” I told him.

The other couple were American, a little older, and they had a confidence like they’d done this all before. He was tall, quite thin, and had a neatly trimmed beard. She was curvy, soft in all the right places, with a bright smile and eyes that sparkled like she’d already had a glass or two of wine.

“Hi there,” she said, sliding into the seat opposite Jude. “I’m Dana, and this is Rick.”

Rick’s handshake was firm and warm, his voice deep with a lazy drawl. “Good to meet y’all.”

“Lovely to meet you,” Jude said smoothly, but his composure faltered when Dana laid her hand on his arm and pulled him in for a hug. She was very friendly, pressing herself against him, and then me.

They were both charming and chatty. They asked us about Miami, about the wedding we’d just been to, and told us stories about their grown-up kids back home. The food was incredible: steaks cooked perfectly, sides dripping with butter. By the time dessert arrived, the four of us were sitting back in our chairs, full and warm, the conversation flowing as easily as the drinks.

Dana leaned across the table. “So have you been on many 'lifestyle cruises' before?” she asked Jude.

Jude blinked. “Lifestyle?”

Rick smirked. “Guessing from your faces, that’s a no.”

A sudden realisation kicked in. “Wait… lifestyle, as in…?”

Dana’s grin was wicked. “As in swingers, honey.”

The word hung there between the four of us like a dropped fork. I felt the heat rush to my cheeks, half shock, half something else entirely.

Jude looked in shock. “You mean… everyone here is…?”

Rick nodded slowly, smiling. “Pretty much. You mean you really didn’t know?”

“Oh, that’s hilarious, honey,” said Dana, putting her hand on mine. “You’ve booked yourself on a swinger cruise without even knowing.”

“Oh, my god,” I said, putting my hand over my mouth. “That all makes sense now. But we’re trapped here for five days!”

“Don’t worry,” said Rick, still looking amused. “You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to. A lot of people just watch without joining in the first time. No one is going to pressure you into anything.”

But Dana was still grinning wickedly. “But if you did want to experiment…” She winked at me. “What happens on cruise, stays on cruise.”

I looked at Jude. “We’d never… I mean, we don’t do that.”

“Of course not,” agreed Jude, looking serious.

I realised I was shaking. “I mean, we are each other’s firsts. We’ve never even been with anyone else.”

Dana gasped dramatically, her hand flying to her chest. “Firsts? Oh, that’s just the sweetest thing.” Then her grin turned sly. “But honey, you’ve clearly got a curious streak. I can see it in your eyes.”

My cheeks burned hotter. “I… what? No…”

Rick laughed. “It’s not a bad thing to be curious.”

I fiddled with the stem of my wine glass, words spilling out before I could stop them. “Well, there is one thing… I don’t know… I can’t believe that I’m admitting this, but… hearing people, you know, having sex, has always…” My voice dropped, my face flaming. “…turned me on.”

Jude nearly choked on his drink. “Kali! Oversharing.”

But Dana’s eyes lit up like Christmas. “Oh, honey. You’re a voyeur. If hearing excites you, imagine what watching could do. You should definitely come to a playroom. Just to observe.”

I covered my face with both hands. “Playroom? This is all so weird.”

My stomach was in knots. I thought back to how I looked in the film we’d made. Watching other people... The images in my head were making me ache between my legs.

Jude cleared his throat, shifting uncomfortably.

Rick smiled. “There’s a whole spectrum, you know. You don’t have to dive in. A lot of couples start with what we call a soft swap.”

Jude frowned. “Soft swap?”

Dana touched his wrist again. “It’s where you have sex with your partner only, but there are other people there, also having sex. It’s a great introduction. And then the next step is soft swapping, but with a little bit of kissing between the couples.”

I swallowed hard, caught between embarrassment and intrigue. I thought about what it would be like to see Rick and Dana fucking, and I was surprised to find I was incredibly aroused. In fact, I realised, my knickers were wet and sticking to my pussy.

Dana swirled the last of her wine in her glass, her eyes glittering. “Listen, honey,” she said, looking at me first and then Jude. “If you ever decide you want to try something, just to see how it feels, Rick and I would be happy to guide you. No pressure, no strings. Just a soft swap, nothing scary. We’ve done this for a long time, and we love helping new couples ease in.”

“Er… thanks,” Jude managed.

I was practically squirming in my seat, torn between embarrassment and a dizzy rush of heat.

Dana gave me a slow, wicked smile. “You two are gorgeous. Trust me, if you ever wanted to try, you’d find it a lot of fun. But only if you want to. And you both have to be up for it.”

Rick’s hand brushed Dana’s shoulder. “Speaking of,” he said with that lazy drawl, “it’s time we headed to one of the playrooms.”

My mouth went dry. “What exactly is a playroom?”

Dana laughed, bold and unashamed. “Think of it like… a nightclub where everyone’s naked. I’m in the mood for getting gangbanged, in all honesty.”

Jude looked like he was going to pass out.

“If you do decide to dip your toe in, you can always call us,” Dana said. She pulled a pen from her purse, scribbled quickly on a napkin, and slid it across the table toward me. “Here’s my number. No pressure.”

I stared at it, heart hammering.

Then she leaned back in her chair, stretching like a satisfied cat. “Now, Rick… shall we?”

Rick stood, and the two of them strolled away like they hadn’t just dropped a bombshell on our night.

Jude finally exhaled, raking a hand through his hair. “Kali… what the actual fuck have we gotten ourselves into?”


Chapter Four




We walked back to our room. I was still shaking, and I held Jude’s hand for reassurance as we walked. The corridors were alive with people heading out for the evening. Some looked ready for a black-tie gala, in cocktail dresses and sharp suits, while others had taken a very different dress code to heart; lingerie, hot pants, and leather straps that barely counted as outfits.

As we approached our room, I spotted Rochelle and Andre, our gorgeous neighbours. But they weren’t alone. They seemed to be saying goodbye to another couple, a young blonde woman in a glittery mini dress and her dark-haired partner. The four of them were laughing.

Then Rochelle leaned in and kissed the blonde woman full on the mouth. Not a peck. A kiss. The men shook hands, then Andre bent down and kissed the blonde, too, slowly and passionately, while Rochelle gave the dark-haired man a playful smack on the bum before kissing him as well.

My jaw nearly hit the carpet.

“Night, babes,” Rochelle purred, her voice carrying down the hall. “That was so much fun.”

The other couple giggled, said their goodbyes, and drifted off down the corridor hand in hand, leaving Rochelle and Andre glowing.

“Jude. They’ve just…” I whispered.

“I know,” he muttered, eyes wide.

Rochelle spotted us then, and her face broke into a grin. “Hey, neighbours!” she called, like nothing was out of the ordinary. “Have a good night!”

Andre gave us a little salute before ushering her into their cabin.

The door clicked shut behind them, and I was left standing there in the hallway, clutching Jude’s hand, my pulse racing with a mix of disbelief and a traitorous heat between my legs.

Back in our room, I could hardly breathe. My whole body was humming, wound tight with everything we’d just seen and heard. I kicked my shoes off and leaned against the wall, staring at Jude.

“We just walked past people who literally swapped partners like it was nothing,” I said. “And Dana… she actually wrote her number down for us.”

Jude dropped onto the bed, running a hand through his hair. “This is insane. I can’t even process it.” But I could tell he was as horny as I was.

“Let’s get some air.” I opened the sliding door to the balcony and stepped outside. Jude followed me. The breeze was cool against my flushed cheeks, but it did nothing to calm the heat between my thighs. The ocean looked dark and mysterious. Above us, faint music drifted from one of the clubs, laughter carrying across the decks.

I pressed my hands against the railing, the breeze on my bare skin. Jude wrapped his arms around me from behind.

I turned my head, kissing him over my shoulder. “You’re hard, aren’t you?”

He pressed his erection harder against my ass. “Yes.”

“Does the thought of fucking in the same room as another couple turn you on?”

He hesitated. Then he bent down and kissed my neck. “It does.”

I slid my hand over his, down his arm, then lower still until I brushed the hard ridge in his trousers.

Jude sucked in a breath, stiffening. “Kali. Someone could see us.”

“No one’s out here.” I squeezed lightly, emboldened. “Besides… maybe that’s the point.”

I unzipped him; he was rock-hard in my hand. The possibility of being seen, the memory of Dana’s sly smile, Rochelle’s kiss with that blonde - I’d never been so horny.

I dropped to my knees on the balcony floor. I looked up at Jude.

“Kali…” he gasped. “Fuck.”

I took him into my mouth, slowly at first, just the tip sliding over my tongue, savouring the weight of his cock on my tongue. Jude’s hand shot to the railing, knuckles white.

I loved the buzz, out here, in the open air, with the ocean stretching into forever and the possibility of someone stepping onto their balcony and seeing us. My pussy clenched hard, wetness slick between my thighs as I hollowed my cheeks and sucked him deeper, taking him into my throat.

His breath came ragged. “Jesus, Kali. Someone’s going to… fuck… see us.”

I pulled back just enough to grin wickedly up at him, lips glistening. “Then maybe they’ll watch.”

I sucked him harder, wrapping one hand around the base and twisting it gently, the other hand holding his balls. Jude groaned, his head tipping back.

I pulled back just enough to stand, legs trembling. I reached up under my dress and slipped my knickers off. I could feel how soaked they were. Then I turned and pressed against the railing, arching my back just slightly, sticking out my ass. The salty breeze teased me, making my nipples hard, my body shivering with anticipation. Jude’s hands roamed my hips and ass, squeezing and kneading as he spread me open and positioned himself behind me.

I could feel him, hot and hard against me. Without another word, he sank into me, slowly at first, filling me completely as his cock slid right up into my aching cunt. The sensation made me gasp, my fingers clutching the railing. I pressed back against him, matching his rhythm, rocking on the railing, letting him set the pace. Each thrust sent shivers through me, my pussy clenching around him as my legs quivered.

Jude’s hands gripped my hips tighter, his pace quickening. “Kali… fuck, you feel so good.”

“What if I were someone else?” I whispered.

“What?” he panted, still fucking me.

I groaned with pleasure as his shaft rubbed against that perfect spot. “What if you were fucking Dana right now?”

“God, Kali,” he groaned, but I knew the idea was turning him on. “You want me to fuck someone else?”

“I want to watch you fuck someone else.” I was so turned on thinking about it, that I put my hand between my legs and came as soon as I touched my clit.

When his hips stuttered, I knew he was close, too. I pressed back harder. “Come in me,” I whispered.

He followed seconds later, groaning my name, gripping me tight as his cum released into me. We stood there for a moment, gasping, tangled together. I leaned back against him, feeling his chest heaving.

Suddenly, I got the unexpected smell of strawberries. I looked to the side and saw Rochelle on her balcony, taking a long draw on a vape. How long had she been watching? Jude’s cock was still inside me, the last of his release still pulsing out. My stomach flipped, and I felt a rush of excitement.

She smirked at me and turned, going back into her cabin.


Chapter Five




After all the excitement, I slept like a baby. Jude and I had talked for hours in bed, wrapped in each other’s arms. About how crazy the night had been, about Dana and Rick, about Rochelle and Andre. About how neither of us had ever imagined finding ourselves in a world like this.

Jude had been cautious, of course. He always was. But even he admitted it had been hot. Watching, knowing others might have seen us out on the balcony. It had made him harder than he’d ever been. And me? I confessed that I couldn’t stop thinking about the women kissing on the deck, about Dana’s wicked grin when she suggested we “just watch.”

He held me close, whispering that we didn’t have to do anything we didn’t want to. But my body was already betraying me. I wanted to see more. We agreed that we would be open to watching, maybe even soft swapping, but that we didn’t see ourselves full swapping any time soon.

When I woke, the cabin was filled with soft light. The curtains were half drawn, the ocean outside a glittering expanse of blue. Jude was still asleep beside me, one arm draped across my waist, his chest rising and falling with deep, even breaths. For a while, I just lay there, listening to the hum of the ship, the muffled sounds of life in the corridor.

We ordered breakfast to the cabin: croissants, fruit and coffee. While we ate, we flicked through the welcome pack. There were different playrooms and different themes each night. It all seemed quite intimidating in the cold light of day. There was also a dizzying list of classes and workshops. One that stood out was being run that afternoon. It was a beginner's introduction to the lifestyle. But I wasn’t sure we were ready for it.

After breakfast, we decided to go to the pool. That seemed like a safe option, so that we could relax and find our feet. We changed into our swimwear and wrapped ourselves in the complimentary white robes.

As we left our room, another couple were just arriving at Rochelle and Andre’s room. We nodded to them as Rochelle opened the door and let them in. I couldn’t believe they were going to fuck another couple already, but the thought gave me another familiar rush of heat between my legs.

Before she closed the door, Rochelle turned to me and looked at me through her eyelashes. “We should catch up sometime,” she purred. I knew exactly what she was hinting at.

“Er… sure,” I said, turning red.

As we hurried down the corridor to the lifts, I nudged Jude. “She just asked us to swap with them!”

“God, imagine if we did,” said Jude. “Not that we’re going to, but… do you fancy Andre?”

I bit my lip. “Well, yeah, he’s hot. I mean, I like him from afar, but I don’t want to actually do anything with him. What do you think of Rochelle?”

He looked a bit flushed, too. “She’s pretty.”

“Just pretty?” I teased.

“Okay, she’s gorgeous. If we were going to swap, which we’re not, they would be top of my list.”

When we stepped out of the elevator onto the poolside, my mouth dropped open. There were a couple of women with just their bikini bottoms on, but apart from that, everyone was naked. Completely, brazenly naked. Some were lounging on sunbeds, skin glistening with oil. A group of men were in the pool, tossing a ball back and forth. Two women sat on the edge, legs dangling, chatting like it was the most ordinary thing in the world, their breasts bouncing every time they laughed.

This wasn’t a lineup of airbrushed models; every body type was on display. All shapes, all sizes, all ages, and every one of them looked completely at ease in their skin. A woman with full, heavy breasts lay sprawled on a lounger, her belly soft, her thighs thick and dimpled. Her husband rubbed sunscreen into her shoulders. He had a tiny little cock, poking out of a nest of ginger hair.

Nearby, a slim, young guy with tattoos down both arms was bent over adjusting his partner’s towel, his lean muscles flexing as he moved. His cock was massive, hanging down limply between his legs. His girlfriend was all curves, with an ass so round it made my throat dry, her nipples hard as she stretched and sighed contentedly.

We walked nervously to a pair of sunbeds and shrugged out of our robes. Even in my skimpy bikini, I felt overdressed. I lay back, trying to look casual, but my heart was hammering. Jude seemed awkward beside me, his sunglasses on, his jaw tight.

After a few minutes, I sat up. “This feels ridiculous,” I whispered.

“What does?” he asked warily.

I plucked at my bikini strap. “Wearing this. I mean… look around.”

Jude turned his head, taking in the scene. A woman nearby bent forward to get a book out of her bag and gave us a full view of her hairy pussy and asshole.

Jude swallowed hard. “Kali…”

I stood, my hands trembling slightly, and reached behind my neck. The string of my top loosened with a soft tug, and then it was gone. My breasts were exposed to the sunlight, nipples tightening instantly from the breeze. I slipped my fingers into the sides of my bikini bottoms and slid them down my thighs.

Jude watched me, slightly open-mouthed. My whole body flushed hot, but at the same time… it was freeing. I lay back down on the sunbed. “Your turn,” I said.

He hesitated, but I saw the flicker in his eyes, the same mixture of nerves and excitement that buzzed through me. Slowly, he sat up, hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his trunks, and pulled them down. His cock sprang free, not exactly hard, but definitely on the way. I felt my pussy clench at the sight. Looking around at the other men, I realised that Jude’s dick was actually one of the bigger ones. I’d never really thought about that before.

No one gave us more than a passing glance. I let out a shaky laugh and sank back onto the lounger, the sun warming every inch of me. I looked down at my stark tan lines, where my underwear normally covered was completely white.

“I think we'd better put some suncream on,” I giggled.

Half an hour later, the sun was high and hot, the hum of conversation soft around us. Jude and I had settled into a surprisingly relaxed state, books in hand, sunglasses shielding our eyes. The two of us were just pretending that we were another couple enjoying a lazy poolside afternoon. Except, of course, we were stark naked.

Every so often, I’d glance up from my book and let my gaze drift over the glitter of water in the pool, the relaxed naked bodies on loungers, the shimmer of suntan oil glistening on curves and muscles alike. And every time, the same restless heat stirred low in my core at all the boobs, pussies and cocks on display.

As the morning wore on, I started to spot signs of sexual adventures. First, two couples left together. Later, a man and a woman started getting very friendly in the pool, and I was pretty sure I’d seen them arrive with different partners. There was a lot of massaging of sunscreen.

That was when I heard a familiar laugh. I looked up, and my stomach gave a guilty, excited flip. Rick and Dana were strolling across the deck toward us, already completely naked. Dana was impossible not to notice. Her tits were heavy and just starting to sag with age. But she had an unselfconscious sway that came only from total confidence. Her bush was full, with dark curls in stark contrast to her blonde hair. Not trimmed, just lush and natural, spreading down her thighs.

Beside her, Rick was lean, his cock swinging as he walked. I noticed it immediately, my treacherous eyes flicking from his face to his groin before I could stop myself. He wasn’t as thick as Jude, but almost as long, and he was circumcised. Neither of them had any tan lines.

“Well, would you look at that! Our sweet little newbies!” Dana grinned as she stopped in front of us.

Rick laughed, his Southern drawl lazy and warm. “Didn’t expect to see y’all out here naked so soon.”

Jude sat up straighter, clearly flustered, but Dana didn’t wait for permission; she dropped onto the lounger next to him, and Rick settled on one to her other side.

I lowered my book, trying to act casual, though my face was on fire. Dana leaned back, tits spilling wide, her bush catching the sunlight.

“You both look delicious in the sun,” she purred, her eyes lingering on me and my shaved mound.

Jude cleared his throat. “We’re just… uh, trying it out.”

I forced a laugh, but my heart was thumping. “So, how was your night?” I asked. I was actually curious if they’d really gone to a playroom.

“Oh, the usual,” Dana said, tossing back her hair. “I managed to get four or five men all to myself. It was exactly what I needed.”

It wasn’t long before things started to get even more heated around the pool. Not far away, two women were on their knees, bent over a man on a sunbed. His cock was hard, standing straight up. They moved around him like cats, leaning in to lick long strokes up his shaft. Then one of them took him into her mouth, working up and down as the other straddled his face.

I could hardly believe what I was seeing. Nor could Jude, but I could see his cock was getting hard. He put his book over it to cover his growing erection. That made Dana giggle.

“No need to be shy here, honey,” she said. “Especially not with one that big.”

Jude went bright red.

Two other couples stepped out of the elevator. They went straight to a couple of sunbeds and started kissing and touching each other. The men quickly got hard, the women stroking them for all to see.

“It usually heats up like this just before lunchtime,” Dana said. “And we get to enjoy the show.”

Jude and I were watching wide-eyed. I was so turned on, I felt like I was actually leaking onto the sunbed. I reached out a hand to him, gripping it tightly. “Oh my god,” I whispered. “This is so hot.”

The two couples switched partners. The women lay back on the sunbeds, and the men moved between their thighs, their cocks hard and ready. I couldn’t believe I was actually going to watch them fucking. I felt my other hand move with a mind of its own, sliding down my body and pushing between my legs so I could brush against my clit.

I watched as the two couples started having sex, right there next to the pool. A few other people were watching, but most of the guests ignored them. Moans and cries started to drift over, as the men’s firm bottoms pumped up and down between their legs.

I desperately needed to be fucked, too, but there was no way I was going to do it here. “I need to go back to the cabin,” I said to Jude, urgently. “I need you to fuck me,” I added, whispering.

“Do you want to invite the others? Now might be a good time to soft swap?” said Jude, stunning me. My stomach flipped again. Had Jude really suggested that? Maybe he wasn’t as boring as I’d always thought.

“Oh, what a great idea, honey,” said Dana, sitting up. “Come on, Rick, get your stuff.”

We quickly wrapped our robes around our naked bodies. The two women who were getting fucked were making a lot of noise now, clinging to their partners' backs and sounding like they were climaxing. I glanced at them as we passed, and saw their pink lips stretched around the guys’ shafts. It sent another rush of electricity through my body.

Rick and Jude had to hold their folded towels in front of them to hide their erections in the elevator. The elevator doors closed behind us. “I can’t believe you suggested this,” I said, poking Jude.

“Are you sure you want to?” he said.

“Yes. Definitely, yes,” I grinned.


Chapter Six




Rick swiped his keycard, and the door swung open. Their cabin was almost identical to ours, with one of those huge beds. On the side table, arranged with a kind of shameless pride, was a collection of sex toys. Brightly colored vibrators, a couple of glass dildos that caught the light, and at least three bottles of lube. There was even a bowl of condoms, all ready to go.

Dana laughed when she saw me staring. “What? A girl’s gotta be prepared,” she said, tossing her robe onto a chair. Her tits swung heavy as she moved, her bush a dark, soft triangle between her thighs. Rick closed the door and slipped his robe off, too. Jude hovered awkwardly just inside, still clutching his towel over his cock. His eyes darted from the bed to the toys. I could feel the tension radiating off him, but I could also see he was still hard. Dana stepped closer to me, so close that her bare breast brushed my arm. “Relax, sweetheart,” she purred, her fingers grazing mine. “You don’t have to touch if you don’t want to. You can just… watch.”

I looked at Jude, silently asking if he was okay. He gave me a nod and shrugged off his robe. I did the same. It felt even more intimate being with this naked couple in their bedroom.

Dana’s grin widened. “Perfect,” she said, and with a playful shove, she pushed Rick down onto the bed. He went easily, sprawling back against the pillows, his cock already thickening again in anticipation. She crawled onto the mattress after him, tits hanging low as she straddled his thighs.

“Now… how about we give our sweet newbies a little show?” she purred.

My breath caught. My hand found Jude’s. His fingers laced tight with mine, and then he surprised me again by pulling me onto the bed next to them. The mattress dipped under our weight, and suddenly the four of us were side by side, naked, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from their bodies.

Dana was already sliding down between Rick’s thighs. She curled her hand around his shaft, stroking him lazily before leaning forward and taking him into her mouth. Rick groaned, his eyes closing as her lips sealed around him.

The sight made my pussy ache. I glanced at Jude, cock rock-hard against his stomach. My hand moved without thinking. I wrapped my fingers around him and gave a firm squeeze. He groaned, and I slid down onto my knees beside Dana.

I lowered my head and licked slowly up Jude’s shaft, swirling my tongue around the tip before taking him into my mouth. He gasped, his hand brushing my hair back from my face so he could watch. But I saw his eyes flicking to Dana and Rick, too.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Dana bobbing her head on Rick’s cock, her heavy tits swaying beneath her. She caught my gaze mid-suck, her lips stretched wide around him, and her eyes sparkled wickedly. I moaned around Jude’s cock, my tongue flicking the underside. Dana and I kept glancing at one another as we sucked our partners’ dicks. Every time Dana took Rick deep, I matched her by swallowing more of Jude.

Then she took his cock out of her mouth and looked up at me. “Shall we fuck them now, sweetheart?” she purred.

My pussy clenched hard, and I pulled off Jude’s cock with a gasp. My lips were wet, my chin glistening. I nodded, breathless, my whole body trembling with need.

Dana swung a leg over Rick and sank down onto him in one smooth, hungry motion. Her tits bounced heavily as she gasped, her full bush pressed tight against his groin. Rick groaned, gripping her hips and thrusting up into her, their bodies slapping together with wet, urgent sounds. The sight made my whole body burn.

I climbed onto Jude, too. His cock was slick from my mouth, and when I angled my hips, the head slid against my soaked folds. I whimpered and pressed down onto him, inch by inch, until I was filled so deep I could barely breathe.

“Fuck, Kali,” he groaned, his hands reaching for my breasts.

I found myself moving in the same rhythm as Dana, both of us riding our men side by side. Every time I bounced on Jude’s cock, I caught a glimpse of Dana’s tits swaying, her mouth open in a cry of pleasure. We looked at each other again, eyes meeting.

Jude’s cock throbbed inside me, thick and hot, hitting that perfect spot with every upward thrust. I ground down harder, my clit rubbing against him, my nails raking across his chest. The bed rocked with our combined movements, the air filled with moans, gasps, and the messy slap of flesh on flesh.

Dana leaned back, riding Rick faster now, her hands squeezed her breasts, and her fingers pinched her nipples as she grinned at me through her moans. “Cum with me, honey,” she panted.

I was already there, my body wound so tight I could barely hold on. Jude thrust up hard, his cock pounding deep, and I shattered, crying out as pleasure ripped through me. My cunt clenched around him, spasming again and again. Beside me, Dana threw her head back and screamed, her tits quivering as she came, grinding down on Rick’s cock.

Rick suddenly sat up, grabbing Dana around the waist and flipping her onto her back. She squealed and laughed, her tits bouncing as she hit the mattress. Jude must have taken that as a cue, because a moment later, he gripped my hips and rolled me beneath him too, pinning me to the sheets beside Dana with my legs back against my shoulders.

Dana and I lay shoulder to shoulder, legs spread wide, our men kneeling between our thighs. My pussy was swollen and soaking after my orgasm, and I gaped open for Jude. I saw Rick looking, and that only turned me on even more.

Rick pushed into Dana with a slow, deliberate thrust, her bush spreading around his cock as he sank in deep. At the same time, Jude lined himself up with me and slid inside, thick and hot, stretching me open. My back arched, and I moaned again.

The bed rocked in sync, the two men moving with steady, powerful strokes, filling us over and over. Dana came hard again and then turned her head toward me, her face flushed and shining, her tits swaying with every thrust. Our eyes locked. Her face was flushed and glistening with sweat, and I knew mine was, too.

“You look so pretty like this,” she moaned. “Do you want to kiss me?”

Before I could think, my hand went to her cheek, pulling her towards me. And then Dana’s mouth pressed against mine. Her lips were soft, and her tongue wet as it slipped into my mouth. My heart hammered as I kissed her back, our tongues brushing. Jude groaned above me when he realised what was happening, his cock driving deeper, faster, as if the sight spurred him on.

Beside me, Dana was moaning into my mouth, already climaxing for a third time. I could feel her coming undone on my lips. Rick pounded into her, her breasts pressing against my arm. Our kiss deepened, messy and hungry, our moans swallowed into each other’s mouths as our bodies rocked under the relentless thrusting of our men.

I broke the kiss for a second, panting, my head swimming. Dana grinned wickedly, her fingers trailing down my throat to my nipple, pinching it hard enough to make me cry out. Then she kissed me again, harder this time, while our men fucked us side by side, the wet slap of their cocks filling the room.

Suddenly, Rick pulled out. Dana squealed in delight as he stroked himself fast and sprayed cum right up her stomach and breasts.

Jude didn’t stop. He was still driving into me, his body heavy over mine, cock pounding deep. I wanted to come again, too. I reached down between my thighs, fingers finding my sensitive clit.

“Oh, god,” I gasped, rubbing furiously as Jude filled me.

My pussy clenched around him as another orgasm tore through me, hot and shattering, making me squirm uncontrollably under his thrusts. I could feel the eyes of the others on me as I lost control, and it only made it hotter.

“Yes, Kali… fuck… yes,” Jude groaned, gripping my hips hard. He slammed into me one last time, his cock twitching deep inside. I cried out as he finally came, spilling warm cum inside me. He collapsed against me, sweaty and trembling.

I could still hear Dana’s soft moans beside us. She was rubbing Rick’s cum across her tits with both hands, grinning widely. “Welcome to the lifestyle, honey,” she purred.


Chapter Seven




The room was still thick with heat and the smell of sex. The four of us sprawled across the big bed, sweaty and tangled. Dana stretched luxuriously on her back, Rick’s head resting on her shoulder as she idly stroked his chest. Jude lay beside me, one arm draped across my waist. My heart was finally slowing from its frantic gallop.

Dana turned her head toward Jude, a wicked grin on her lips. “So, handsome… what did you think about seeing your girl kiss me?”

Jude smiled. “Uh… Honestly? It was… hot. Really hot.”

“You liked that?” I teased softly, running a hand over his chest.

“Yeah. I mean… I didn’t think I would, but… yeah.”

Rick laughed. “Don’t worry, Jude. First time I saw Dana with another woman, I nearly lost my mind.”

Suddenly, I was wondering what it would be like to go all the way with someone else, with Jude watching. And what about seeing him with another woman? I was getting turned on again just by the idea.

Dana placed a hand on my chest and then trailed it down over the swell of my breast. Her fingers circled my nipple slowly, making it stiffen again.

“Do you want me to show you my toys?” she whispered.

My breath caught. I darted a glance at Jude. “I… maybe,” I murmured. “I’ve never used a vibrator before.”

“Oh, honey, you’ve been missing out!” Dana pushed herself up and padded across the room. She picked up a slim, pink one. “This one’s my go-to,” she said. “Would you like me to use it on you?”

My whole body was tingling, my thighs pressing together instinctively. I looked at Jude again, my question clear in my eyes.

He hesitated for only a second, then gave a slow nod. His voice was rough when he said, “If you want to try… I want to see.”

Dana held something else up. It was shiny chrome. “Paired with a butt plug?”

“A butt plug?” I gasped in shock. “I’ve never…”

Jude and I had never done anything with my ass. He’d never even touched it.

“Oh, honey, let me show you. I’ve got a feeling you’re going to love this.”

I lay back on the sheets, my heart hammering again. Dana smeared lube on the butt plug and her fingers. She knelt between my legs and put a lubed finger on the tight muscles around my rear entrance. I could hardly believe I was doing this.

“Relax,” she purred. Then she started massaging my asshole. It felt strange at first, but quickly gave way to pleasure. It was a different sort of pleasure than what I was used to, but I soon began to enjoy it. Just as I felt myself opening up to her fingers, she took them away and placed the plug against me.

It nestled between my ring, and she started to thrust it gently back and forth, applying a tiny bit more pressure each time. I concentrated on relaxing, and suddenly it was inside me, my asshole gripping it tightly. I let out a moan, partly at the unfamiliar sensation, but also in pleasure.

“Well done,” she said. “Does it feel okay?”

“Yes,” I replied, gradually getting used to the feeling of the thing inside me.

Dana went and washed her hands, and I gave Jude a long kiss. As I moved, I could feel the plug inside me, sending pleasurable signals all through my body, radiating out from my core.

When Dana came back, she slid in beside me, her soft, warm body pressing close as she cuddled up against me. She flicked the button on the vibrator. A low hum filled the room.

“Just relax, sweetheart,” she murmured, kissing me gently at first, then deeper, her tongue teasing mine. While she kissed me, her hand slipped between my thighs, pushing them open. I felt the vibrator buzz against my leg, and then… it touched my clit, and a bolt of electricity burst through me.

“Oh my god,” I whimpered, my hips jerking up at the sudden rush of pleasure.

“That’s it,” Dana whispered, her lips trailing down to my breast. She sucked my nipple into her hot mouth, swirling her tongue around it while the toy buzzed insistently between my folds. The combination was overwhelming. My hands clutched at the sheets, my thighs trembling as Dana held me firmly in place, as she guided the toy in tight little circles against my clit.

She pulled off my nipple for a moment and glanced up at Jude. “Why don’t you take the other one, handsome?”

Jude looked surprised for half a heartbeat, then leaned down obediently, taking my other nipple into his mouth. His tongue flicked, and I cried out with pleasure. I was pinned between them, my nipples being sucked, a butt plug up my ass, and the vibrator buzzing relentlessly against my clit. My whole body wound so tight I thought I might snap. The heat built fast and hard, spiralling out of control.

“Cum for us, sweetheart,” Dana purred around my nipple, her voice vibrating against me.

I shattered. The orgasm flooded through me so fast that my back arched off the bed. My cry echoed off the walls, my pussy spasming helplessly against the toy as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. I felt my ass clenching around the plug. Jude and Dana held me down, sucking and licking, until I was nothing but shaking limbs and gasping breaths.

By the time I came down from that earth-shattering orgasm, I felt a warm, contented glow at what we’d done. But I needed a reset, a shower, and some time alone with Jude. We said goodbye to Rick and Dana and went back to our cabin.
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The door clicked shut behind us, and I took a deep breath. “Wow,” I whispered, shaking my head. “I still can’t believe that happened. We’re like… fucking swingers!”

Jude pressed a kiss to my forehead. “I can’t believe it either. Honestly, it was… intense. But not in a bad way. I mean, seeing you like that… seeing you enjoy it… it was… hot, Kali.”

I nuzzled into him, resting my head against his chest. “I didn’t think I’d feel so… okay with it.”

Jude squeezed me. “Do you think… I mean, if we were ready… would you want to… do more? Try something else next time? Like, actually swap?”

I considered it. “I think I would like that.” Suddenly, I remembered something I’d seen. “Hey, I’ve got an idea.”

I grabbed the welcome pack and flicked through the classes.

“Look at this one. It’s right after lunch.”

Jude took the folder from me. “Introduction To The Lifestyle,” he read. “Your first full swap in a reassuring and controlled environment. Meet other first-timers at our social, and then enjoy your first playdate in one of our themed rooms. Oh, my god, Kali. Would we really do it?”

I took his hands in mine and looked up at him. “I’m ready if you are. I want to watch you fuck someone else.”

Jude’s eyes widened. “You… you really mean that?”

I nodded, heart hammering. “I think we’ve come too far to stop now.”

Next door, the sound of rhythmic banging started up again. Soon, I could hear the moans from Rochelle, mixed with the cries of another woman through the wall.

I smirked at Jude. “Come on, let’s have a shower.”

We washed each other in the walk-in shower as the hot, steamy water ran over us. But soon our touches and kisses turned to something more. The kisses grew deeper, Jude’s hands squeezed my breasts, and I felt him getting hard against my leg. I wrapped a hand around his cock and gave him a few strokes.

“God, that feels amazing,” Jude groaned, bracing himself against the tile as my hand slid up and down his shaft, slick with soap.

I smirked up at him. “You like that?”

“Too much,” he admitted, then gave me a shy look. “Speaking of… did you enjoy the butt plug?”

The question caught me off guard. My cheeks flushed hot under the steam. “Yeah… I did. It surprised me, but it felt really good.”

Jude’s grin widened, and he lowered his mouth to mine, kissing me deeply. When he pulled back, his eyes were dark with lust. “There’s something I’ve always wanted to try, but… I never thought you’d be into it.”

Before I could ask what it was, he turned me gently by the hips, pressing me forward so that my hands met the slick glass of the shower wall. The hot water cascaded down my back as he knelt behind me, spreading my cheeks with firm, deliberate hands.

“Jude…” I whispered, heart thundering in my chest.

“Just relax,” he murmured, and then I felt his tongue.

The first stroke was tentative, a warm, wet flick over the tight ring of muscle. My whole body jolted, a gasp tearing from my throat. “Oh my god…”

He held me steady, his hands gripping my thighs, and licked again, slower this time, tracing circles, teasing me until my knees went weak.

I pressed my forehead to the glass, moaning helplessly. “Jude… holy fuck… I can’t believe you’re doing that.”

His hand slid between my thighs, fingers quickly finding my clit. My cry echoed off the tiles, my palms squeaking against the wet glass as I tried to steady myself.

He licked deeper, flicking his tongue in firm strokes while rubbing tight, fast circles over my swollen clit. The contrast, the filthy pressure at my ass and the relentless pleasure at my clit, made my whole body shake.

“God, don’t stop, don’t stop…” I begged, my hips grinding helplessly into his hand and tongue.

The steam was thick, my hair plastered to my face, the hot water running in rivulets down my breasts. With a strangled moan, I shattered. My orgasm tore through me like a wave, my body jerking, legs shaking as I came hard against his tongue and fingers. Pleasure pulsed deep through my core, radiating outward until I couldn’t even breathe, only cry out against the glass while he held me steady.

Slowly, as the tremors subsided, Jude eased back. He kissed the curve of my ass, then my hip, before standing and wrapping me in his arms under the steaming spray. I sagged against him, still gasping, my legs barely able to hold me up.

“Holy shit, Jude,” I whispered, blinking water from my eyes.


Chapter Eight




Jude looked handsome and smart in his shirt and blazer. I’d dressed in a knit-fabric dress that stopped just above my thighs. It was strapless, and since I wasn’t wearing a bra, I had to keep tugging at it to make sure it stayed up. I’d also put my hair up in messy space buns, the green streaks just visible. I was ready for anything.

We turned up perfectly on time for the class, our hearts racing with nerves. A member of the crew opened the door for us, and we found ourselves in a large, luxurious bar area, decorated like an expensive Victorian hotel. I was getting serious Murder She Wrote vibes.

The host immediately came and introduced himself as Felix. He was English, well spoken, and he immediately began chatting to us about the places in London that he knew. But soon he moved on to the reason we were there.

“Now, my dears, this is a social, first and foremost. So please, mingle, chat, and get to know the other couples. You’ll find the more you relax, the more fun the afternoon becomes.” He gave us a smile before excusing himself to greet another couple that had just walked in.

I exhaled slowly, glancing around the bar. Most of the guests were older, forties, fifties, and even a few silver-haired couples. Rick and Dana had been a lot older than us, too, and I wondered if there were many others our age, apart from our very active neighbours, Rochelle and Andre.

Felix reappeared a few minutes later, beaming. “Kali, Jude… come with me. I’ve got a couple I think you’ll like. Around your age.”

He guided us toward the far side of the bar, where a pair sat perched on stools.

The woman turned as we approached, and I was immediately attracted to her short, curvy frame and full bosom. She pushed her oversized glasses up her nose with a nervous smile. Her dark hair was cut into a bob with a fringe that framed her face, giving her an unmistakably geeky charm. To complete the look, she wore a fitted cardigan over a simple dress.

Beside her, the guy had that clean, preppy style; a shirt tucked neatly into chinos, his hair carefully styled. He looked like someone who might hang around the tennis club at weekends, but he had a soft, approachable smile that instantly put me at ease.

Felix gestured between us. “These two are from California, and they’re absolute sweethearts. I think you’ll have plenty to talk about.”

The woman reached out a hand first. “Hi. I’m Marissa.” Her voice was warm, with hardly a trace of an accent. She seemed a little shy, but genuine.

“And I’m Evan,” the man said, giving Jude a firm but friendly handshake.

I smiled, already feeling some of the nerves ease. “I’m Kali, and this is Jude. First time for us.”

Marissa’s cheeks flushed pink, and she laughed softly. “Same. We were terrified to even walk in here.”

“Same,” Jude admitted. “We were actually considering bailing on the way down the corridor.”

“So, what made you sign up for the cruise? Have you always wanted to try the lifestyle?” asked Marissa.

“Actually,” I said, glancing at Jude, “We didn’t know this was a swinger cruise until the ship had already sailed.”

That broke the ice, and suddenly the four of us were laughing together like old friends, the nerves melting away.

“What about you?” I asked. “Why did you want to try this?”

Evan glanced briefly at Marissa. “It wasn’t so much about the cruise as… where we are in our relationship. We’ve been together since college. We love each other like crazy, but we realised we were kind of… curious. About what else is out there. And we love sex, of course.”

Marissa nodded, her fingers playing nervously with the edge of her glass. “Yeah. We’ve always been monogamous, but… I guess we just wanted to see if there was more to explore. We’ve never done anything like this before. No threesomes, nothing.” Her cheeks pinked again, but she smiled through it. “Honestly, we don’t even know where to start.”

Before I could reply, Felix’s voice rang out across the bar.

“Ladies and gentlemen, if I could have your attention for a few moments.”

We all turned to see him standing on a small platform at the far end of the room, a wide screen glowing behind him. He had a clicker in his hand.

“First of all, welcome,” Felix said warmly. “This is an introduction for complete beginners. All of you are here for one thing: exploration. Now, for exploration to be fun, it has to be safe. Which means we start with the basics.”

He clicked the remote, and a slide popped up in big, friendly letters: Consent is Sexy.

Felix grinned. “You will hear this phrase again and again. Nothing, absolutely nothing, happens without enthusiastic consent. That means clear communication, respecting boundaries, and never, ever pushing anyone into something they’re not comfortable with.”

Another click. Protection.

“Condoms are available in every playroom. Use them. Always. That’s non-negotiable.” He gave a theatrical wag of his finger, which made a ripple of laughter pass through the room.

Click. The Rules.

“No means no. Maybe means no. Only yes means yes. Voyeurs are welcome in the playrooms, but touching without asking is not. And for those who prefer to watch, that’s absolutely part of the lifestyle too.”

He flicked through a few more slides: soft swap versus full swap, different themed playrooms, and etiquette tips. The whole presentation only lasted about fifteen minutes, but by the end, the mood in the bar had shifted. The nerves hadn’t disappeared completely, but they’d softened, replaced with something more like anticipation.

Felix gave a final bow. “And that, my friends, is your introduction to the lifestyle. Now, mingle, meet your fellow explorers, and when you’re ready, our playrooms await. Don’t be afraid to ask other couples to join you, but understand that they may not say yes… and that’s fine.”

He hopped off the platform to light applause. Marissa leaned toward me, whispering with a grin, “Well. That was like sex-ed, but way sexier.”

The little crowd began to break into clusters again, voices buzzing with fresh energy. I felt my nerves come flooding back. I wanted to pair with Marissa and Evan, but despite what Felix had said about just asking, I didn’t know how to say it. But, surprising me once again, Jude came to my rescue.

“So… are you two thinking about actually trying one of the playrooms today? With another couple?”

Evan and Marissa exchanged glances. “That’s what we discussed. It’s why we’re here,” Evan said. The air seemed to thicken around us.

“Would you like to do it with us?” he asked confidently. I couldn’t believe it, but I loved him for it.

Evan looked at Marissa, who nodded. “We’d love to,” he said.

Before I could answer, Felix materialised again, as if he’d been waiting for the cue. His voice was lower this time, conspiratorial. “Forgive the intrusion, but I can see you’re all getting on well. Might I suggest a themed room designed especially for first-timers?”

My heart leapt. “A… themed room?”

Felix’s smile widened knowingly. “Yes. We have a perfect Georgian bedroom with a four-poster bed. Fit for a princess… or two.”

Evan cleared his throat. “That… actually sounds perfect.”

Felix straightened, clearly delighted. “Excellent. Why don’t I show you to the room? Take your time, see how it feels. Nothing is expected.”

The four of us rose almost in unison, nerves and adrenaline rushing through my veins. Felix led the way down a side corridor, the murmur of the bar fading behind us. When Felix stopped at a polished wooden door and swung it open, I felt my breath catch. The room glowed with golden lamplight and wouldn’t have been out of place in a period drama. A huge four-poster bed stood against one wall. Although I couldn’t help notice that on the antique dresser next to it was a bowl of condoms.

Felix gave us a little bow. “Enjoy yourselves, my dears. And remember, you set your own pace.”


Chapter Nine




The door shut behind us with a quiet click, leaving the four of us alone. Then, almost wordlessly, we gravitated toward the bed. It happened so naturally. Evan sat beside me, his hand warm on my thigh, while across from us Jude settled with Marissa. She gave him a shy smile, then leaned in, and suddenly they were kissing. Seeing Jude’s lips on another woman made my breath catch, a shock of jealousy and arousal all at once.

Evan turned my face toward him with a gentle touch, and I found myself kissing him, too. His lips were softer than Jude’s, but eager. The kiss deepened, tongues brushing, and heat flooded between my legs. I shifted closer, my hand resting on his chest. The strapless neckline of my dress was tight, and suddenly I didn’t want it on anymore. With a boldness that surprised even me, I tugged the fabric down, baring my breasts to him.

His eyes widened. “God, Kali…” he murmured, before bending to take one nipple into his mouth. I gasped, my back arching as he sucked and flicked his tongue over the sensitive peak. His other hand cupped my breast, squeezing gently, while I threaded my fingers through his hair to hold him closer.

Across the bed, Marissa was trembling as Jude kissed her slowly, deliberately. His hands moved with quiet confidence, easing her cardigan off her shoulders before unbuttoning the front of her dress. I watched as he peeled the fabric away, revealing full breasts in a lacy bra, much bigger than mine.

The sight of him undressing her while Evan’s mouth worked hungrily at my breasts made my head spin. I wanted more. I pulled him up to kiss him again and guided his hand down toward the hem of my dress and between my thighs.

I parted them for him with a needy sigh, and he pressed his fingers to my clit through the thin fabric of my knickers. I could feel how wet they were, stuck against the smooth skin of my mound. He rubbed my sensitive clit with his fingers, and I couldn’t help but moan loudly into his mouth.

Jude’s hands were steady as he removed Marissa’s dress completely and reached behind her to unclasp her bra. She shivered as the straps fell, her breasts spilling free, large and full, with lovely dark nipples. He bent and kissed one, his hand caressing the other, and she let out a soft moan that sent a fresh rush of heat between my thighs. When I watched him take her knickers off, I thought I might come right then.

Meanwhile, Evan slid my dress all the way down. I wriggled out of it, and my knickers, and suddenly I was as naked as Marissa, the two of us lying side by side on the sheets, flushed and trembling.

“God, you’re both beautiful,” Evan murmured, before lowering his head between my thighs. I opened my legs for him, showing him my swollen pussy. The first hot flick of his tongue against my clit made me gasp and grab at the sheets. Beside me, Marissa cried out, too, as Jude spread her legs and began licking her.

The sounds of our soft moans and the wet lapping from the men filled the room. My hand sought Marissa’s instinctively, fingers tangling with hers as we writhed under each other’s partners’ mouths. She turned her head, her glasses slightly askew, and our eyes met. Almost without thinking, I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers.

Her kiss was tentative at first, then hungry, our tongues brushing as we clung to each other. The sensation of her mouth on mine while Evan’s tongue circled my clit and my boyfriend ate her pussy was almost too much to bear. I moaned into her mouth, hips rocking helplessly against Evan’s face. She gasped against me, her body arching as Jude teased her deeper.

Evan pushed two fingers deep into my cunt, and my orgasm tore through me with startling force. My thighs clamped around his head as I shook. Beside me, Marissa cried out, her body shaking as Jude made her come at almost the same moment.

When the shudders of release finally ebbed, I flopped back against the pillows, panting. Marissa did the same, her chest heaving beside me. Our fingers were still laced together. The men got up from between our legs, their cocks straining hard against the fronts of their trousers.

I looked at them hungrily, then I turned to Marissa. “Can I fuck your boyfriend?” I asked.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Can I fuck yours?”

“Please do,” I giggled. It seemed an absurd conversation to have.

Jude stood, stripped his blazer and shirt off, and tugged down his trousers. His cock sprang free, thick and rigid. Evan followed suit, quickly undressing until he was naked too. His cock was hard and ready, although not as big as Jude’s, and it had an upward curve. They both reached for condoms, tore open the wrappers, and rolled the latex smoothly down their shafts. The sight of them, two men, cocks sheathed and ready to fuck, made my whole body ache with fresh need.

Evan crawled back onto the bed between my thighs, nudging them apart with his knees. Beside me, Jude did the same with Marissa. I gasped as Evan’s cock slid into me, slow but insistent, stretching me until I was full. He felt so different from Jude. At the same time, I heard Marissa’s sharp intake of breath as Jude pushed into her, his hips sinking down until he was buried inside.

“Oh fuck…” Marissa moaned, her voice high.

Evan rocked into me, steady and deep, his hand clutching at my breast. Jude matched his rhythm beside us, the bed creaking with their movements, our bodies moving in tandem.

Marissa turned her head toward me, her glasses slipping down her nose, her lips parted in pleasure. I reached across, brushing her hair back and kissing her hungrily, our tongues tangling as the men thrust into us side by side. My boyfriend was inside her, and it only made me more turned on.

I wrapped my legs around Evan, pulling him deeper, my nails digging into his back. Although he didn’t stretch me to my limits like Jude did, it felt amazing all the same, and his curve meant that it dragged against my G-spot with every thrust, sending my mind spinning with pleasure. He hooked his arms behind my knees and bent me back, getting some extra depth and making me squeal with bliss.

Jude and Marissa had started going at it harder and more passionately. She was kissing him so sloppily that his face was wet and he was really slamming into her, making her almost scream with every thrust of his hips. She might have been shy and geeky in the bar, but in the bedroom, she was like a demon.

“I want… to… go on… top,” she managed to gasp. Jude pulled her up onto his lap, kissed her hard, and then lay back. She was on top of him, spread wide open, and I could see how tightly her lips were stretched around his thick shaft. She started riding him like a woman possessed, her big breasts bouncing and slapping together.

The sight of it all pushed me over the edge, and I came hard, clinging to Evan but watching my boyfriend’s cock penetrating someone else. My orgasm ripped through me, white-hot and relentless as Evan fucked me through it, groaning at the feeling of my cunt clenching around his cock.

Beside us, Marissa was riding Jude like a pro. Her glasses had slipped completely off, her hair wild around her flushed face as she bounced up and down his cock, frantically rubbing her clit with one hand.

Jude’s hands clutched her hips, guiding her movements, his teeth gritted as if he was fighting not to lose control too soon. I couldn’t stop staring at Jude. Watching my boyfriend buried inside another woman, watching her lose herself on his cock. Marissa threw her head back and cried out, her whole body shaking as she came hard on top of him. Jude groaned and grabbed her tighter, slamming her down to meet his thrusts until she was sobbing with pleasure.

“Fuck… I’m so close,” Evan groaned as he fucked me even harder.

I reached down, fingers brushing over my own clit, wanting to match Marissa. The extra touch sent me spiralling again, my body clenching around Evan just as he lost it and let out a low groan of relief. He pressed deep and held there as his cock twitched inside the condom, filling it with his release.

Evan might have been done, but I wasn’t. When he pulled out, I kissed him, but then moved to the others. I put my hand on Marissa’s ass, guiding her as she bounced on Jude’s dick. My other hand went to her breast, squeezing and groping her.

She kissed me, moaning into my mouth. “Your boyfriend’s… cock is… so big…” she murmured between moans. Then she turned back to Jude. “Fuck me, doggy,” she begged.

I was loving Marissa’s enthusiasm. She knelt on the bed, ass in the air, and Jude slid into her from behind. Now, I wrapped my arms around him, kissing him as he slid his long cock in and out of her pussy. I stroked his chest, and then ran my fingers over his shaft where he penetrated her. It was so raw and sexy, seeing her cunt split open, her tight lips framed by her dark hair, and the darker skin around her tight little asshole.

“That’s so fucking hot,” I gasped, my fingers finding my clit. “I love watching you fuck her.” I spat the work fuck out aggressively. “Fuck her harder. It’s going to make me come again.”

Evan moved behind me, his cock soft, but his hands wrapping around me. “Let me,” he whispered, kissing my neck. His fingers pushed mine out of the way, and then they were inside me, finger-fucking me as his palm rubbed my clit.

Jude fucked Marissa hard, holding her hips and pulling her back onto him, making her scream with every thrust. She came again, squirming and shaking, face down on the bed. Jude pulled out, his cock throbbing as he desperately pulled he condom off. Then he gave himself one hard stroke and exploded all over her ass and back.

I cried out, my body arching into Evan’s touch as his fingers slid in and out of me, curling just right inside. My other hand clutched at Jude’s cock, milking the rest of his cum out, even as my own orgasm consumed me.

“F-fuck…” I moaned, “fuck, fuck.”

Evan leaned down, kissing along my neck, holding me as the aftershocks made me tremble. Beside us, Marissa was gasping flat on the bed, still catching her breath, her cheeks flushed, her back covered in my boyfriend’s jizz.

“Jesus,” said Jude. “That was fucking wild.”

“Mmm,” murmured Marissa, unable to speak.

“You two were so hot to watch,” I said, still out of breath. I leaned back and kissed Evan. “And you fucked me perfectly.”

The heat of the room had faded into a gentle, sticky warmth as we all cuddled up on the bed. Our first swap had been such a great experience. I knew we were going to do it again, and I already couldn’t wait.


Chapter Ten




That evening, Jude and I went to dinner, just the two of us, at a romantic restaurant. It was candlelit, tucked into one of the ship’s upper decks with wide windows looking out over the endless expanse of ocean. Soft music drifted through the air, and for once, it felt like we’d stepped away from the busy atmosphere of the ship into somewhere quieter.

Jude looked devastatingly handsome in a crisp new shirt, his hair neat but with that familiar curl falling across his forehead. I wore a slinky black dress that skimmed my thighs. I reached across the table, brushing my fingers over Jude’s hand.

“So,” I murmured, “was that as incredible for you as it was for me?”

He squeezed my hand. “You already know the answer. That was… insane. Way beyond what I imagined.” He leaned closer, his voice dropping. “But watching you, Kali… seeing you with someone else… it was hotter than I ever thought it could be. And, I know it doesn’t change anything between us. I feel like we’re stronger than ever.”

My cheeks flushed, a guilty thrill rushing through me. “I feel the same,” I admitted. “Seeing you with Marissa, it didn’t make me jealous at all. It just made me so wet.”

“So… you think we’ll do it again?”

I licked my lips. “Definitely. But… I’ve got a different idea for this evening. I was thinking… what if we went to one of the open playrooms? Just to watch. I mean… will it really be an actual orgy? Just… see what it’s like.”

He smirked. “You mean, voyeur mode?”

I laughed, nodding. “Exactly. Just you and me, seeing how other people play. I think it could be really hot, and we may never get a chance like this again.”

“Alright,” he said, squeezing my hand back. “Let’s do it.”
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We followed the signs through the ship’s corridors, our hearts thudding with nervous excitement. When we finally reached the playroom, it could have been any nightclub entrance. There was a bouncer, a velvet rope, low lighting, and the thump of bass reverberating through the door.

A smiling crew member in a fitted uniform greeted us inside. “Welcome to The Ocean Club. Just so you know, phones and clothing are not permitted inside; it’s underwear or nude only. You’ll need to leave your things in a locker.”

My mouth dropped open. “Wait, what?”

He gestured to a row of sleek black lockers along one wall. “It’s part of the atmosphere. You’ll get a key, and you can collect your belongings when you leave.”

Jude and I exchanged a look, equal parts shock and excitement. My stomach twisted with nerves, but I could already feel heat between my legs. “Well,” I whispered, “I guess we’re doing this.”

We stepped over to the lockers, and Jude tugged off his blazer, shirt, and trousers. Beneath, he wore snug black boxer-briefs that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. His cock was thick against the fabric, straining the outline of his bulge. I was beginning to realise that he was much bigger than most men, and he was sure to attract attention with so much on show. My throat went dry.

Then it was my turn. I slipped my dress down over my body, suddenly remembering with a jolt that I hadn’t worn a bra. My nipples were stiff in the cool air. My knickers were tiny, pale blue, almost sheer, leaving nothing hidden.

Jude’s eyes swept over me, his jaw tightening. “Kali,” he muttered. “You look… incredible.”

Blushing, I stuffed my clothes into the locker, shut the door, and clipped the key around my wrist. We were standing there, nearly naked in the corridor outside a playroom, and my pulse was hammering in my ears.

The crew member smiled knowingly and opened the door for us. “Enjoy yourselves.”

The moment we stepped inside, we were hit by pulsing music, flashing lights, and a wash of heat and scent; sweat, perfume and sex.

Everywhere I looked, bodies moved in time with the music. Some danced, some kissed, some were already grinding against each other. And around the edges of the room, in shadowy alcoves, I could make out couches, where people were already fucking.

I grabbed Jude’s hand and held it tight. “Holy shit,” I breathed.

We wove our way through the crowd, still hand in hand, both of us wide-eyed. “Oh my god,” Jude whispered. “This is insane.”

I nodded, unable to tear my eyes away from a couple on a couch nearby. The woman was bent over, her ass in the air, while her partner stood on the floor, pounding her from behind. Her cries were lost in the music, but the look on her face was pure ecstasy.

“They’re actually just… fucking,” I said. “It’s so… hot.”

We passed another alcove. There, we saw an Asian woman in delicate lace panties straddling her partner. Her knickers were pulled to the side to allow his cock to penetrate her. She rode him with unhurried confidence, her hips rolling in time to the music, while his hands kneaded her ass. Her breasts bounced free with every movement, and she tilted her head back, lips parted in a silent cry. Another couple sat opposite them, just leaning back in each other’s arms and watching.

In a shadowy corner, I caught sight of a man leaning back against the wall. Two topless women were on their knees in front of him, giving him a sensual double blowjob.

We made our way to the bar and ordered a drink. At the far end, there was a naked woman pressed up against the bar by her partner. His hand was between her legs, fingering her until she came, shaking. We sipped our drinks, stunned, overwhelmed, but turned on.

A woman with long, dark hair came and ordered a drink. Then she looked down at Jude’s underwear. “Hello, big boy,” she purred. “Want to play?”

“Maybe later,” he replied, turning red and holding my hand tighter.

We took our drinks and continued to explore. At the very centre of the playroom, under a canopy of low golden lights, was a massive bed. Three couples were already on it, their bodies tangled together.

One woman lay on her back, her knees pushed high as her partner thrust into her, her cries spilling out over the music. Beside them, another woman straddled her lover, riding him hard, her breasts bouncing as he gripped her hips and urged her faster. The third couple was knotted together in a sideways embrace, the woman sucking her partner’s cock while he reached down to finger her in return.

Jude and I moved to a leather sofa, one of many arranged to be angled perfectly toward the central bed. The leather was cool against my bare thighs as we sat down together. Jude pulled me into his lap, his arms wrapping around me protectively, but there was nothing innocent in the way his hand immediately slipped into the waistband of my knickers.

I leaned into him, my body buzzing, my eyes glued to the writhing mass of lust on the bed. The couples on the bed switched around, and I lost track of who had been with whom before.

I felt Jude growing hard beneath me. “Can you believe this?” I whispered.

Around us, other couples were doing the same, pairs curled up on sofas watching the debauchery on the bed. Some were already kissing hungrily, others openly stroking and fingering their partners while they stared, captivated, at the show. My hips shifted, grinding subtly against Jude’s hardness through his briefs.

I gasped as his fingers explored my wetness.

My legs parted instinctively, draped over his thighs, opening myself for him.

“God, Kali,” he whispered into my ear. “You’re so wet.”

I moaned softly, my eyes fixed on the bed in front of us. One of the women was bouncing on a man’s cock. Another man moved behind her. I gasped in shock, writhing on Jude’s fingers as the second man pressed his cock against the woman’s ass and slid inside her. Now she was being fucked by both men at the same time. It was the filthiest thing I’d seen yet, and it tipped me over the edge.

I came hard on Jude’s fingers, my cunt contracting as waves of pleasure rushed through me. I felt other eyes on me as I moaned loudly, other couples looking at my bare breasts and soaked, transparent panties. The thought of them watching me made me come even harder.

Just as I came down from my climax, I heard a voice with a Southern drawl.

“Hey neighbours. Quite a show, isn’t it?”

It was Rochelle, dropping down onto the couch next to me as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Andre was right behind her, towering and broad, his dark skin shining under the playroom lights. Both of them were completely naked, their bodies relaxed and confident. Rochelle crossed her legs casually. Her breasts were really big, with almost black nipples. I couldn’t stop staring.

Rochelle just smiled at me. “We were hoping that we’d bump into you two again.”

“Looks like y’all are getting into the swing of things,” Andre said.

I tugged nervously at the edge of my transparent knickers, my heart still racing from my orgasm, but Rochelle reached out and touched my wrist lightly. “Relax, babe,” she purred. “It’s quite intense in here for newbies. I don’t suppose you’d like to come back to our cabin to play?”

I glanced at Jude, and he nodded enthusiastically. I wasn’t surprised, Rochelle was fucking gorgeous. And so was Andre… Oh my god, I was going to be fucking him soon.


Chapter Eleven




We got our clothes from the lockers and quickly put them back on for the walk to our cabin. I couldn’t take my eyes off Rochelle and Andre as they got dressed. She was curvy, with heavy breasts, but under her arms and between her legs were patches of black hair. For some reason, that gave me goosebumps; it seemed daring and sexy to someone like me who always removed all the hair on my body. Andre was just as hot; his cock was long and heavy, even when soft, and his ass muscles were firm and shaped like he spent a lot of time in the gym.

It was quite late as we walked through the corridors of the ship, and the people out and about were mainly dressed in lingerie or bondage gear. The two men walked ahead, chatting amiably. Rochelle slipped her hand into mine.

“Have you ever done this before?” she asked.

“We swapped with another couple for the first time this afternoon,” I admitted, realising I felt oddly proud of the fact.

Just then, the engines on the ship cut out. The sound that I didn’t realise I’d been hearing, the low, constant hum beneath everything, had suddenly disappeared. The silence was so sudden it made me blink.

Rochelle tilted her head. “Well, would you look at that. We must’ve reached the Bahamas.”

When we got to the elevator and the door closed, Rochelle pressed me gently against the wall and kissed me. My mouth opened, and our tongues played with each other as the men watched us hungrily.

By the time we stumbled into our cabin, I was dizzy with nerves and anticipation. The four of us barely got the door shut before everyone started stripping off again.

“I want to watch Kali with both of you. At the same time,” Rochelle said, making my stomach flip again.

Within seconds, their clothes were discarded, and I was surrounded by hot, hard male bodies. My knees sank into the mattress, and Rochelle leaned back on the bed like she was watching a private performance just for her. She slid a hand over her thighs and touched her pussy.

“Mmm, come on, boys,” she purred. “Make her scream for me.”

Andre pressed close up behind me, his hands gliding down my sides and between my legs. His fingers spread me open while his lips brushed over my shoulder. Jude knelt in front of me, stroking my hair back before cupping my breast, teasing my nipple between his fingers until it stiffened. He bent to take it into his mouth, sucking and biting gently, and I moaned at the sensation of four hands and two mouths on me.

“Beautiful,” Rochelle murmured as she fingered herself. “There’s nothing like your first threesome with two hung guys.”

Andre slid his thick fingers inside me, curling them upward while his other hand gripped my hip to keep me steady. Jude alternated between sucking one nipple and then the other, his tongue hot and relentless, until I was writhing between them. I could feel their hard cocks pressed up against me.

Finally, Andre shifted behind me. “Pass me a condom, sweetie,” he said to Rochelle.

She grabbed one from the side and tossed it to him. “You’re both going to need XXL,” she smirked.

I kissed Jude while Andre rolled the condom on. Then I felt him pulling my hips back. The blunt head of his cock pressed against my entrance from behind. A loud cry escaped me as he pushed in, filling me inch by inch. The stretch was delicious, my body clenching tight around him as he slid in deeper and deeper.

“Fuck…” Jude groaned, watching my face as I gasped with pleasure. “Why do I like watching you get fucked so much?”

I bent forward, wrapping my lips around his cock, sucking him deep as Andre began to thrust into me from behind. The rhythm rocked me forward and back between them, Andre’s thick shaft pounding me while Jude filled my mouth. My moans vibrated around Jude’s cock, sending him shuddering, while behind me, Andre growled with every thrust.

On the bed, Rochelle had one hand between her thighs, with at least three fingers buried deep in her cunt. The other hand squeezed and teased at her breast.

“Oh yes, fuck her,” she moaned, sounding close to climax. “Fuck her, hard.”

Andre gripped my hips tighter, slamming into me with steady, powerful thrusts that made my whole body jolt forward. Jude’s cock filled my mouth again and again, my lips stretching around his thickness as I sucked him hungrily, drool spilling down my chin.

Jude threaded his fingers into my hair, holding me steady as I took him deeper, his cock heavy on my tongue. Suddenly, my body tightened, spasms clenching around Andre as he drove into me. My moan turned into a muffled scream around Jude’s cock, my whole body convulsing as a shattering orgasm ripped through me.

Rochelle’s voice rose in a sharp cry, her back arching as her thighs clamped around her own hand. “Oh god… yes! Yes!” she wailed, shuddering violently as her orgasm tore through her, thrusting her breasts into the air. When the waves of pleasure receded, we both collapsed back onto the bed, basking in the afterglow of our climaxes.

Rochelle pointed at Jude with a mischievous grin. “Alright,” she said, her Southern drawl thick with lust. “I’ve been patient enough. I need to get a taste of that big ol’ cock of yours, handsome.”

The men stretched out on the bed, their dicks glistening and ready. Andre lay back against the pillows, and I swung a leg over him, lowering myself slowly onto his thick shaft. I gasped as he filled me again, the pressure delicious and overwhelming. His hands gripped my hips, guiding me as I began to ride him, my small breasts jiggling with every movement.

Beside us, Rochelle crawled over Jude like a cat, her eyes locked on his cock. She wrapped her fingers around it, stroking slowly from base to tip, her voice husky. “Mmm, now that’s something. You don’t usually find ‘em as big as Andre, but lord… this one’s got length and girth.” She gave a low laugh, pumping him lazily. “And he’s uncut too. God, I love that.”

Jude groaned, his hands tightening on the sheets as she played with him. She reached for a condom from the nightstand, tearing it open with her teeth before sliding it down over him with practised ease.

Then Rochelle straddled him, her heavy breasts swaying as she guided his cock to her entrance. “You ready for me, big boy?” she teased, and before he could answer, she sank down in one slow, sensual motion, taking every inch of him.

“Ohhh, fuck yes,” she moaned, tossing her head back as she adjusted to the stretch. “So thick… so fucking good.”

Jude’s hands went straight to her hips, holding her steady as she began to ride him, her breasts bouncing wildly, her wetness glistening around the base of his shaft. When she leaned forward, her breasts dragged across his chest, and I could see how tight her lips gripped his shaft. I couldn’t stop watching; my boyfriend’s cock buried deep inside Rochelle while I rode Andre hard, her moans mixing with mine until the room was thick with sex and sweat.

We moaned in unison as we fucked each other’s boyfriends. I touched my clit and came almost immediately. Next to me, Rochelle did the same, rubbing her clit until she came undone on Jude’s cock.

Jude’s voice cut through it all. “Fuck… Rochelle, I’m gonna come.”

With a sudden shift, she lifted off him, his cock glistening and throbbing as she yanked the condom off with quick fingers. Jude groaned, his head tipping back, and Rochelle immediately bent down, wrapping her lips around his cock. She sucked him deep, stroking the base with her hand as he gasped and bucked beneath her.

Seconds later, he exploded, hot spurts shooting into her mouth as she moaned greedily around him. She swallowed most of it, but some ran down his shaft. Finally, she pulled back, licking her lips and smirking at me.

The sight made me clench hard around Andre, but I wanted to match her. I pulled off him, panting, and dropped to my knees between his thighs. I pulled off the condom. His cock was slick and pulsing, but not quite ready. I wrapped my hand around him, stroking hard and fast, twisting my wrist the way I knew would push him over the edge.

“Fuck, Kali,” Andre groaned, his abs tensing as I worked him. His big hand tangled in my hair, guiding me down until I took his cock into my mouth, sucking the tip while I pumped the rest with my fist.

It didn’t take long. He swore loudly, his hips jerking, and then I felt him flood my mouth with hot, salty cum. I swallowed eagerly, milking him with my hand until the last drops spilt onto my tongue. When I pulled back, my chin was wet, and Andre was slumped against the pillows, panting.

Rochelle caught my eye across the bed, a slow, satisfied smile spreading over her face. “Good girl. Now that’s how you finish a session,” she drawled.

She closed the distance between us, pressing her sweaty body against mine and kissing me, tasting the cum still on my lips. I collapsed back onto the bed, my whole body trembling and slick with sweat. My throat was raw from moaning, my pussy ached from being stretched and pounded, and yet I felt like I was glowing.

Jude slid an arm around me, pulling me into his chest. Across the bed, Rochelle was lazily stroking Andre’s chest, both of them wearing the same content, fucked-out expressions I imagined were on our faces too. For a long moment, none of us spoke.

Finally, Rochelle propped herself up on one elbow, her breasts hanging heavy as she grinned. “Well, sugar… you two sure didn’t disappoint. Damn, that was fun.”

I laughed weakly, running a hand through my messy hair. “Fun is one word for it. I’m completely wrecked.”

Andre laughed. “That’s the sign of a good night.”

Jude kissed the top of my head and murmured, “We should probably head back and get some sleep. It’s late.”

As we gathered ourselves, Rochelle swung her legs off the bed, not bothering to cover her nakedness. “Hey, tomorrow’s a port day, you know. They’re running an excursion to a famous nude and swinger beach resort just outside town. Andre and I are going, of course.”

Andre smirked. “It’s supposed to be a hell of a spot. And I hear the cocktails are killer.”

Rochelle’s eyes sparkled as she looked between Jude and me. “Y’all should come with us.”

My heart fluttered. The thought of being naked outside in broad daylight, on a beach full of other swingers, sent a thrill down my spine. I looked at Jude, but I knew he was already sold. Shy, sensible Jude was going to take me to a swingers beach.


Chapter Twelve




The morning sun was already blazing when we stepped off the ship, the air heavy with the kind of heat that clung to your skin instantly. Jude and I were feeling pretty weary, but Rochelle and Andre were both looking infuriatingly fresh after the night we’d had.

With them was the blonde girl we’d glimpsed with Rochelle before, golden-skinned, with her hair in a ponytail and a bright smile that lit up her whole face. She looked like a cheerleader. Her partner had dark hair, lean and wiry, with a quick grin and mirrored sunglasses. They both seemed young to be on a swinger cruise, probably college age.

“Sugar, let me introduce you properly,” Rochelle said, looping her arm through mine as we queued for the minibus. “This is Jessie, and that’s her man, Clark. And this is Kali and Jude, all the way from England!”

“Hi!” Jessie said brightly, sticking out a hand. Her voice had a lilting Southern twang, too, not as thick as Rochelle’s, but definitely there. “It’s so nice to meet y’all. Rochelle said y’all fucked last night.”

That made me blush. Maybe I wasn’t quite used to the lifestyle yet.

By the time we all piled into the minibus, it already felt like we’d been friends for longer than five minutes. The six of us filled the back rows, girls in bikinis with light wraps over the top, guys in shorts and t-shirts, the air-conditioning just barely cutting through the Bahamian heat. The laughter made the twenty-minute ride pass in what felt like seconds.

The resort was amazing, palm trees swaying over a sparkling pool, a rustic bar right on the beach, and the sound of the ocean calling from just beyond. The sea was a perfect postcard blue, clear enough that you could see the sandy bottom.

We claimed a spot under a palm tree, tossing down towels and stripping off like it was the most natural thing in the world. The men wasted no time peeling out of their shirts and shorts, while Rochelle and Jessie unclipped their wraps and peeled off their bikinis. I followed their lead, the humid air kissing my skin as I shed my clothes until I was completely naked.

“Come on, girls,” Jessie called, already tugging Rochelle’s hand. “Let’s cool off in the sea.”

We left the men and ran to the sea, breasts bouncing and giggling like crazy. It felt wonderful to be naked out in the open. The water lapped around our waists, warm and buoyant, the salt clinging to my skin.

Rochelle scooped up a handful and flung it at me, shrieking when I splashed her back. Jessie ducked under, resurfaced with her ponytail dripping down her back, then lunged at Rochelle and wrapped both arms around her.

Before I could laugh again, Jessie’s mouth was on Rochelle’s; hungry and open. Rochelle gasped in surprise, but then melted into it, her dark breasts pressed against Jessie’s pale ones as their tongues tangled. The sight made my pulse hammer, heat blooming between my legs despite the cool waves around us.

Jessie broke the kiss with a laugh, her lips glossy, and turned straight to me. “Your turn,” she teased. Before I could react, she closed the space between us with a splash and kissed me hard, her hand slipping around the back of my neck. I opened my mouth to her, tasting her salty lips and wet tongue, as her skin slid against mine. I could feel her hard nipples against my body.

Then her hand moved lower, under the water, bold and deliberate. Her fingers found my smooth mound, rubbing in slow, filthy circles. I moaned into her mouth, clutching her shoulders to keep from sinking as the water rocked us. Rochelle’s hand joined in too, running up my thigh, cupping my breast, until I was writhing between them.

On the shore, the men sat back in the shade of the palm tree, beers in hand, watching every second. The thrill of being so exposed, fucking around in the open sea while people watched, had me wetter than the waves ever could.

Jessie brought me to climax quickly, and then broke away, laughing as if it was the funniest thing she’d ever seen as I stumbled and panted in the surf. Then she started diving under the water, doing handstands on the bottom. Each time, her lower half came up out of the water, her pussy and ass on full display as she spread her legs open to try to balance.

By the time we stumbled back out of the water, hair dripping and skin shining with salt, we were starving. The six of us padded barefoot up the sand to the beach bar, still naked, but no one so much as blinked.

We ordered sandwiches and fries and carried them back to our spot under the palm tree. We ate sitting cross-legged on our towels, crumbs falling onto bare thighs, licking salt and ketchup from our fingers. It was oddly wholesome, six naked friends sharing food, laughter, and the occasional knowing glance.
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As the afternoon wore on, the music from the beach bar was turned up. The atmosphere gradually shifted. All around us, the lazy chatter of lunch gave way to whispers and soft moans. Just a few yards away, a middle-aged couple from the ship had been sprawled on their loungers. But now the woman was on her knees, sucking the man’s erection as he continued to read his book.

There were two naked couples under a palm tree, a little way down the beach. The two women were in each other’s arms, grinding their pussies on the other one’s thighs. The two men had also embraced each other, both of them stroking the other’s hard cock.

All along the beach, things were starting to get steamy, and it was also having an effect on us. Jessie was the worst; she was practically squirming on her blanket.

“Will you put some suncream on me?” she asked me sweetly, but I suspected she had other motives.

She lay face down, and I massaged suncream into her shoulders and down her back. When I reached her ass, I spent time massaging it. She moved her legs apart a bit, and I could see her tight little asshole and pink labia.

The heat between my thighs was impossible to ignore. I let my hand drift lower, fingers brushing over her inner thighs before daring to glide over her slit. She was already wet, her lips glistening as I spread them apart gently. Glancing around, I realised the men were all watching us. Rochelle was smirking too, clearly enjoying how easily Jessie had got me to touch her.

Collecting some of her arousal on my fingers, I pressed them against her clit. She gasped into the crook of her arm, hips lifting as I rubbed slow, wet circles over the swollen nub. Her moans quickly turned into little desperate cries, the kind that carried easily over the lazy thump of music from the bar. She spread her thighs wider, letting me play with her, driving her higher and higher while the others looked on.

Jessie’s head turned toward me. “Put a finger in my ass,” she begged.

My pussy clenched hard at her words, and I glanced once more at the men. They hadn’t moved, but their cocks were clearly stiffening. I wet my finger again with the arousal that was pooling in her opening, then let it slide up, teasing around the tight ring of Jessie’s asshole. She whimpered, pushing her hips back into my hand.

My other hand was still working her clit as I circled her tight little star, teasing and pressing just enough to make her moan and squirm. Then, slowly, I pushed my slick finger inside her rear entrance. The heat of her body gripped me instantly, her ass clenching around the intrusion.

“Oh my god…” she groaned, hips rolling back. Her pussy was dripping now, wetness glistening down her slit. I rubbed her clit with my other hand while keeping the finger deep inside her ass, curling it just enough to make her moan with pleasure.

She looked at me, panting, eyes glazed. “Kali… don’t stop… I’m going to come.”

And sure enough, her whole body tensed beneath me. Her thighs quivered, her cunt pulsed wetly, and then she shuddered hard, her ass contracting around my finger in waves.

Jessie knelt up in the sand, looking blissed out and horny. She looked at the three men, sitting in a line with their rock-hard cocks. “Who’s going to fuck me first?” she said.

To my surprise, Jude was the first to speak up. “I will. I’ll get a condom.”

“Fuck condoms,” Jessie said, crawling over to him on her hands and knees. “We all got tested before the trip, right?” She looked at Rochelle and then at me. “And you’ve never fucked raw with anyone apart from each other, right?”

We all nodded. Jessie was climbing onto Jude, rubbing her pussy up his throbbing shaft. Her blonde ponytail, still damp from the sea, hung down her back.

“Then we’re having a bareback party, my friends,” she purred.

She reached between her legs and guided Jude’s cock inside her. She sank right down, taking the full length and moaning with pleasure. “Fuck, you’re so big,” she groaned. Then she started riding my boyfriend like a pornstar, tits and ponytail bouncing.

“Oh, god… fuck… yes…” she moaned as she fucked him. The rest of us just watched in awe, all of us touching ourselves. Jessie pointed at Andre. “You. Fuck my ass,” she ordered, as if there was going to be no argument.

“She’s bossy for a nineteen-year-old cheerleader,” laughed Rochelle.

“I am the head cheerleader,” she giggled. “I have to keep the other sluts in line. Now are you going to fuck my ass or not?”

Andre smirked and moved behind her, holding his thick, black cock in his hand and dripping spit onto her asshole. She slowed to let him position himself, bracing herself on Jude’s chest, as Andre spread her cheeks and pressed his cock against her tight little hole. She gasped at the first push, biting her lip, her whole body trembling with the stretch.

“Jesus, yes,” she panted, grinding down on Jude’s cock while Andre worked himself into her ass inch by inch. Her pussy lips spread wide around Jude, and I could see the way her ass swallowed Andre’s thick shaft. I’d never seen anything so hot and filthy, and I was already almost coming on my fingers.

When he finally bottomed out, Jessie let out a wild moan that turned heads all along the beach. She was completely stuffed, impaled on both cocks, and the sight alone had my pussy soaking the towel beneath me.

“Fuck, look at her,” Rochelle breathed, fingers moving furiously over her clit as she sat with her legs wide. Clark was stroking himself openly with a big grin on his face as he watched his girlfriend take two cocks at once.

Jessie started to move, rocking her hips back and forth between them, taking Jude deep before pushing back onto Andre’s cock. She cried out every time she switched directions, the two cocks stretching her in ways that made me shake with arousal.

Clark stood and moved in front of her, feeding his cock into her mouth.

Jude grabbed her hips, thrusting up into her hard. “Holy fuck, Jessie… I can feel his cock in you.”

Andre’s deep growl joined his. “Tightest ass I’ve ever been in.”

She was in ecstasy, hair plastered to her sweaty back, her tits bouncing with every slam of their hips. Her throat around Clark’s shaft. Then she came completely undone, screaming and shaking as she climaxed. She threw herself off of them, rolling on the blanket with her eyes closed.

Then she opened them, looked at me and said. “Kali goes next.”

I felt my stomach flip, and my pussy ache with need. “What? Fuck… I’ve never…”

“We’ll take it slow,” said Andre, still kneeling there with his massive erection.

I looked at his giant dick sceptically. “Can I have Clark in my ass instead?”

Clark laughed. “No offence taken.”

Rochelle leaned over and kissed my cheek. “Don’t worry, babe, you’ll love it. I’ve got some lube in my bag.”

I swallowed, my body betraying me with every pulse of arousal. My pussy was soaking, so much so that my thighs were slick. The thought of being filled like Jessie had just been made my insides twist with hunger.

Jude was watching me carefully, his cock still hard and glistening from Jessie’s climax. “If you say the word, we stop.”

I climbed on top of him, sliding down onto his familiar cock, letting it fill me completely. When I was mounted on him, my cunt stretched and pulsing, Clark moved closer. I felt his hands on my ass, spreading me open. His cock slid between my cheeks, slippery with lube, teasing over my tight little hole.

“Easy,” Clark murmured. “Just relax. Let me in slow.”

I gasped as his tip pressed against me, firm and insistent. My body tensed, then relaxed as Jude stroked my thighs, whispering, “You’ve got this, baby. You look so fucking hot.”

Clark pushed a little more, stretching me in ways I’d never felt before. My breath came out in short pants, my nails scraping lightly over Jude’s chest. Then, with a steady glide, Clark slipped past the tight ring of muscle, sinking inside inch by inch.

“Oh, fuck…” I whimpered, my head falling onto Jude’s chest. The feeling of being filled from both ends, one cock in my ass, Jude’s deep in my pussy, was overwhelming. The men paused, letting me adjust. My body clenched around them both, every nerve lit up with sensation.

Rochelle’s voice drifted to me as she touched herself. “God, Kali… look at you. You’re taking them both for the first time. That’s the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.”

Clark began to move, with gentle thrusts that pushed me forward onto Jude. Jude met them, rocking up into me, and suddenly I was caught in the rhythm of their bodies, stuffed so full I couldn’t think straight.

Rochelle crawled in front of Andre. “You can fuck me in the ass, big boy. I’m not afraid of your massive dong.”

Andre laughed and slid his cock deep into her ass as she knelt in front of him.

The pressure built fast. Every time Clark slid into my ass, Jude thrust deeper into my pussy, stretching me over and over. I clawed at Jude’s chest, my cries muffled against his mouth as I came harder than I ever had in my life. My whole body convulsed, shuddering between them, the orgasm tearing through me until I was gasping and trembling.

Jude groaned beneath me, his own control finally breaking. He gripped my hips and slammed up into me, burying himself to the hilt. “Fuck… Kali…” His cock pulsed, spilling deep inside my pussy as he came in my cunt.

Clark slowed, but he didn’t pull out. “Can I finish in your ass?”

I turned my head just enough to gasp, “Yes… please… come in my ass.”

His thrusts grew sharper, more urgent, his hands gripping my waist as he pounded into my tightest hole. I whimpered through the aftershocks of my orgasm, my body still fluttering around Jude’s softening cock while Clark used me. With a groan, he buried himself deep, his shaft twitching as he unloaded inside me, his hot release filling me until I cried out at the sheer filthy intensity of it.

Pinned between them, full of their cum, I collapsed against Jude’s chest, my whole body trembling. I was only vaguely aware of Rochelle and Andre reaching their own climax next to us.


Chapter Thirteen




After the wildness on the beach, I drifted through the rest of the day in a daze. We lounged in the sun until it was time to head back to the ship, my body deliciously tired. By the time evening came, I could barely keep my eyes open, so we ate a quiet dinner in our cabin and fell into bed early.

The next morning, a knock at the door startled me out of a dream. The sunlight streamed through the balcony doors. Outside, I could see the green trees and blue sea of the Bahamas. I wrapped the sheet around myself as Jude padded over and opened the door. Rochelle stood there in a skimpy silk robe with nothing underneath.

“Morning, neighbours,” she said brightly as she walked in. “We’re heading to the hall pass playrooms in half an hour. Thought you two might want to tag along.”

“Hall pass?” I repeated, still blinking in the light.

Rochelle came and sat on the bed, eyes sparkling. Her robe parted open, and I caught a glimpse of her dark bush.

“It’s simple,” she said. ”Separate play. No partners allowed inside together. You go in as a single, meet someone new, do whatever you want… and you only find out what your partner’s been up to when you meet again after. It’s pure freedom for a couple of hours.” She grinned, clearly loving my wide-eyed reaction. “Think about it. I’ll come back in a bit.”

She winked and swept out the door, closing it behind her.

“Holy fuck. Separate rooms. Jude… what do you think?” I said, my heart racing all over again.

He rubbed the back of his neck, clearly nervous but turned on, too. “It’s a big step. I mean… I loved watching you with someone else. Being apart would be completely different. But… I trust you.”

I bit my lip. “Yeah. It’s scary. But part of me wants to. I want to know how it feels. To be apart for a couple of hours, then come back and share everything. It’s… hot.”

We sat on the edge of the bed, holding hands, both of us trembling with nerves and excitement.

“Okay,” Jude said finally, squeezing my fingers. “Let’s do it.”

While we quickly got ready, I felt the ship's engines come to life, and soon we were moving again. I was about to go on another adventure, and I hadn’t even had breakfast yet.
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Jude kissed me goodbye and headed off with Andre to the hall pass playroom at the back of the ship. I couldn’t help but feel a thrill as I imagined him hooking up with a completely random woman, and I was already looking forward to meeting up with him later and hearing all about it. It was strange to think about how far we’d come on this journey, and how I was actively hoping he was going to have a great time fucking someone else.

I was a little bit unsure what to wear to go and hook up with someone I’d never met. It was still morning on the ship, so a sexy dress didn’t seem appropriate, and I wasn’t going to walk around in lingerie like some of the guests. In the end, I pulled on some ridiculously tight denim shorts and a crop top without a bra. I’d brushed my hair out loose, and then tied it in a low, asymmetrical ponytail and came over my shoulder and showed off the green streaks. Sexy and slutty, but without trying too hard.

Rochelle looked stunning as usual. She’d gone for a sort of sexy secretary look, with a tight skirt and a blouse that gaped open obscenely, showing off her large, black breasts. Her long braid hung down her back almost to her ass.

We chatted and giggled as we walked to the hall pass room at the front of the ship. When we got there, it was more like a conference centre. The outer room had a row of tables, with coffee and a buffet breakfast. Other people were mingling, chatting and getting to know each other.

“This is very civilised,” said Rochelle. “Looks like this is the conference centre when the ship isn’t being used by a bunch of perverts.”

“Oh my god, breakfast!” I moaned with delight, diving for a plate and piling it high with pastries.

I had a mouthful of almond croissant, dropping crumbs everywhere, when I suddenly nudged Rochelle.

“Fuck, is that?”

She followed my gaze. “What, that guy with the floppy hair talking to the woman in bondage gear? Yeah, that’s Danny from that boy band. I saw him at The Ocean Club with a couple of girls the other night.”

“And you never mentioned it? Fucking Danny from the fucking Galaxy Boys is on this swinger cruise.” I was jumping up and down and squealing.

Rochelle shrugged like it was no big deal. “I think I saw some of the others from the band, too,” she said.

“Oh my god,” I said, putting my plate on the table and trying to wipe the crumbs off my face. “I’m going to talk to him.”

Rochelle shrugged again and turned to talk to a hot guy in a suit who had been hanging around near us. I approached Danny and pretended I was interested in the coffee machine. The woman in bondage gear laughed, kissed him on the cheek, and walked off. Now was my chance. As he turned to leave, I accidentally stepped in front of him.

“Oh, sorry,” I said, blushing at how stupid and brazen I was being.

He looked at me, and I almost melted. “No need to be sorry,” he said, flicking his hair out of his eyes. “What’s your name?”

“Kali,” I squeaked. “Nice to meet you. I’m such a fan.”

Danny smirked, and his eyes raked over me in a way that made it clear this wasn’t just polite small talk. “Kali, huh? You’re cute as hell. And those shorts… fuck.” He tilted his head, leaning in a little. “Be honest… are you here to play, or just to get autographs?”

The way he said play sent a pulse of heat right through me. I laughed nervously, tucking a strand of green hair behind my ear. “Definitely not autographs,” I said, surprising myself with how bold it came out.

His grin widened. He leaned closer, brushing his lips close to my ear. His hand was already on my ass. “Then let’s not waste time. You wanna come with me?

My heart was pounding. “Yeah,” I breathed.

Danny straightened, catching someone’s eye across the room. He lifted his chin in a wordless gesture, and to my shock, another guy started walking over, broad-shouldered, clean-cut, and just as ridiculously hot. I knew that stupidly cute face.

“This is Connor. Bandmate, best friend, and a whole lot of fun. Trust me, babe… you’ll thank me later.”

Connor gave me a warm, almost boyish smile as he reached us. “Hey. I’m not crashing the party, am I?”

I blinked, my brain struggling to catch up. “Wait… both of you?”

Danny’s hand on my ass gave it a little squeeze, pulling me closer. “If you want. Do you?”

All I could do was whisper, “Yes, please.”

“Good girl,” Danny murmured. He took my hand, Connor falling in step on the other side of me, and together the three of us slipped past the buffet tables, heading toward the main room.

The double doors swung open, and I froze for a second on the threshold. The “playroom” wasn’t some candlelit den; it was the ship’s conference hall, stripped down and transformed. The rows of beds were lined up like booths at a trade show, each neatly made with crisp white sheets.

Some were occupied by couples already kissing and caressing each other, some were hidden under blankets with unmistakable movements underneath, and others were wide open, bodies fucking shamelessly in full view. The air was filled with soft moans and the scent of sex.

Danny and Connor guided me toward an empty bed against one wall, the white sheets looking starkly innocent. Connor slid his shirt off in one smooth motion, revealing a lean, cut body that I’d seen on the cover of countless magazines. Danny took off his shirt too, and the two men surrounded me on the bed as we knelt there.

Danny’s hands slid over my stomach, and he popped open the button on my shorts. Then his hand slipped inside, as Connor kissed my neck. They worked together like they’d done this a thousand times before. Danny’s fingers curled inside my shorts, pushing between my thighs, testing how hot and wet I was.

“Fuck,” he whispered against my ear. “She’s soaked through her panties.”

“Knew she would be,” Connor said, his hand slipping in the back of the shorts. His fingers trailed down between my cheeks, brushing over my tight rear entrance until he found my aching pussy from behind. They worked together, Danny rubbing the hard little nub of my clit while Connor plunged two fingers deep into my cunt. I gasped, arching up against them, the contrast of the two touches driving me insane.

Connor teased my lips with his, making out to kiss me, but when I opened my mouth, he bit my lip instead. “She’s twitching already. She’s going to come quickly,” he said.

He was right, I was practically on the edge already. Danny’s other hand lifted up my crop top and gave my breast a hard squeeze. “Are you going to be a little slut for us?” he asked me.

“Yes,” I panted. “I’ll do anything.”

“That’s what we like to hear,” smirked Connor, grinding his fingers deeper into my cunt. They worked me together, Danny’s fingers getting faster on my clit as Connor fingered me. Moments later, I came hard, my body writhing and bucking between them as they held me.

“Fuck, my hand is soaking,” laughed Connor. “Now let’s get these shorts off,”

They quickly stripped me naked and lay me on my side on the bed. Danny mirrored me, his head between my thighs and his crotch in my face. He lifted one leg to open me up, and dived in with his tongue, sucking and licking at all the wetness that I’d leaked out. Meanwhile, Connor moved behind me, his hands parting my cheeks. I felt him run one long stroke of his tongue over my tight rear entrance and let out a loud moan of pleasure.

My whole body jolted as Connor’s tongue circled tighter around my back entrance, teasing me open with slow, deliberate licks. The sensation was so intense that my hips bucked against Danny’s mouth. He groaned into me, his tongue plunging deeper between my folds, his lips closing tight around my clit and sucking until sparks shot up my spine.

Danny’s bulge in his designer underwear was right in front of me. I yanked down the waistband and pulled out his dick. It was thick, very hard, and curved upwards. I wondered how many groupies had sucked this cock. I wrapped my lips around it and pulled it so far into my mouth that I gagged on it.

Danny only sucked harder, his tongue giving me dangerous flicks, while Connor’s tongue pressed insistently against my asshole, slicking me up with long, greedy strokes. Danny pinned my leg over his shoulder to keep me spread wide, and Connor pushed a finger into my ass. I went over the edge again, moaning around Danny’s cock, squirming and twisting between them as I gushed my release into his mouth.

When he sat up, he was wiping his soaked face with a massive grin on his face. “Holy fuck, Kali.”

Connor was already rolling a condom on and reaching for the lube. “I’m going to fuck that tight ass now,” he said, matter-of-factly.

I glanced back at him, lube slick in his hand, his cock already sheathed in latex and so achingly thick it made my stomach flutter. All around, couples were fucking on the other beds. I spotted Rochelle nearby on her knees with her arms stretched out above her on the bed as a handsome older man took her roughly from behind.

I was still on my side. Connor lay behind me and spread me open, before his finger pressed back into my ass, then another. I gasped, clinging to Danny’s shoulders as he moved in front of me and gave me a long, dirty kiss.

“Good girl,” Connor murmured.

And then the blunt head of his cock was there, pushing against the snug ring of muscle. I whimpered into Danny’s mouth. Connor’s hand pressed firmly on my hip as he eased forward, stretching me slowly, until the head popped inside.

“Fuck!” I cried, pulling away from Danny’s mouth just to breathe.

Danny grinned down at me, brushing his thumb over my wet lips. “God, you’re taking him so well. Look at you.”

Connor groaned, sliding deeper with careful thrusts until he was fully buried in my ass. “Christ, she feels perfect,” he said through gritted teeth, his hands gripping me tighter.

I was gasping, half-broken already, when Danny shifted lower on the bed, pushing my thighs apart. “Fuck, yes,” he muttered as he lined himself up. His tip slid against my soaked entrance, the friction on my clit almost unbearable with Connor still buried in my ass. And then Danny pushed forward, sinking inside me with a groan that matched my cry. My cunt clenched around him instantly, greedy and desperate.

“Ohhh, shit,” I gasped, my back arching. “I can feel both of you… fuck… so deep!”

Pinned between them, Danny thrust into my pussy while Connor pumped into my ass, their cocks moving in perfect opposition. Every time Connor drove forward, Danny withdrew slightly, and when Danny slammed back inside, Connor filled me from behind. I was nothing but a crazy sensation; stretched and stuffed. My cries were drowned out by Danny’s groans and Connor’s growls.

“Best fan we’ve fucked for months,” Connor grunted behind me.

Danny bent over me, kissing me hard, as his cock drilled into my soaked cunt. “Tightest pussy I’ve been in on this cruise,” he muttered against my mouth.

I clung to him helplessly, the bed rocking beneath us, my body overwhelmed. The room around us, moans, whispers, the wet slap of other bodies, blurred into white noise.

“Fuck… I can’t…” My voice cracked, words lost in a scream as it hit me. The orgasm tore through me, violent and uncontrollable. My body convulsed, squeezing down so hard on both cocks as I clenched around them. Warm liquid sprayed out of me, soaking Danny’s stomach, the sheets, even my thighs.

“Fuck, she’s squirted all over me,” Danny laughed, still fucking me through it.

“Holy shit,” Connor snarled, pounding harder, his cock grinding against the tight walls of my ass.

Danny only fucked me faster, grinning through his groans, his abs slick with my release. “Fucking beautiful… keep going, Kali, come again!”.

I couldn’t stop. The squirting came again, pulsing out with every slam of Danny’s cock, until I was shaking, crying out, drenched and trembling. My legs went weak, quivering against the bed, but the men just held me open, riding out my climax, filling me so deep that I thought I might black out from sheer pleasure.

Danny groaned, his hips stuttering as his cock pulsed inside my soaked pussy. “Okay, I’m going to have… to come before… I lose it.”

Connor’s grunts echoed behind me as he thrust deep. “Me too… you’re so fucking tight, girl,” he growled.

They pulled out, leaving me feeling empty. They whipped off their condoms and knelt above me. Danny let go first, laying long, warm lines of thick cum across my body. Connor was close behind, pumping out a surprising amount of cum onto my tits, practically covering them.

We collapsed together, our bodies and the bed wet and sticky. I lay between them, my body tingling and spent, feeling the heat of their closeness. Danny laughed softly, brushing a strand of hair from my face, while Connor nudged me playfully.

“Wow… that was intense,” Danny said, his grin matching mine.

Connor nodded, still catching his breath. “You’re incredible… seriously. If you come to one of our shows, I’ll put you on the guest list. You won’t believe what happens backstage.”

I smiled, feeling a flush of warmth not just from the sex, but from the thrill of being fucked by two Galaxy Boys. The three of us lay there for a long moment, sharing quiet laughs and soft touches, letting the intensity of the morning settle into a relaxed, cosy afterglow as all around us, the sounds of sex continued. My stomach rumbled with hunger.

“I think you’d better get back to your breakfast,” laughed Danny.


Chapter Fourteen




Iwas the first one back to the cabin, and there was no sign of Jude yet. I took a shower and dried naked on the bed, reading my book. Finally, an hour after I’d got back, I heard the bleep of the keycard, and he walked in with a big grin on his face.

I leapt off the bed and wrapped my arms around him. “Oh my god, Jude, it was amazing, you won’t believe what happened. I fucked two of the Galaxy Boys, one in the ass, and they were so hot, and oh my god,” I said at a million miles an hour.

“Slow down,” laughed Jude, prising me off of him. “Galaxy Boys? What?”

“You know the boy band?”

His eyes went wide. “Really? I was not expecting that, but wow… that’s cool. I’m so happy you had a great time.”

We sat on the bed, and Jude gave me a long kiss that just made me melt into him.

“Okay, tell me about your hall pass,” I said, eventually. “Tell me everything.”

“So,” he began, running a hand through his hair, “I ended up with these two women… both of them in their forties, maybe? God, Kali, they were incredible. Total pros.”

“What happened?” I whispered, already turned on.

“They both went down on me, and literally, I don’t even know how to describe it. They were like… coordinated, like they’d done this a hundred times together. One would tease the head while the other stroked me, then they’d swap. At one point, they were both on me at the same time, one licking, one sucking, like some kind of erotic tag team. And their hands were on my balls, and… a finger in my ass. I swear I almost passed out.”

I giggled, my cunt aching at the thought. I was already tugging down his trousers and freeing his cock. It was hard.

“Let me give you a reminder while you tell me the rest,” I purred. I leaned over and took his cock all the way into my throat in one go.

Jude groaned. “Fuck… Kali. ” I sucked him deep and slow, and he lifted his hips a little against my mouth. “They didn’t stop at blowjobs,” he groaned. “They pulled out silk scarves and tied my wrists to the headboard. Just left me there, hard and helpless.”

I moaned around his cock, the thought making my pussy throb. I slid my hand down between my legs, rubbing myself as I bobbed up and down on him.

“They took turns,” he went on. “One would straddle my face, grinding herself down on me, making me lick her… while the other rode my cock. Then they’d switch. Over and over. I couldn’t move; they just… used me however they wanted. They came on me so many times…”

I pulled off with a wet pop, stroking him with both hands, saliva slicking his shaft. “God, Jude… that’s so fucking hot. Lie down,” I demanded, shoving at his chest. Jude grinned, letting himself fall back on the bed, his shirt still half on and trousers tangled around his ankles. His cock stood tall and glistening, twitching for me. I was so wet I could feel it running down my thighs.

I climbed up and straddled him, grabbing his shaft and sinking down in one long, desperate stroke. My head tipped back, a scream tearing out of me as he filled my cunt. “Fuck yes… oh god, Jude.”

He gripped my hips, helping me slam down onto him harder and harder, his cock stretching me just right. My breasts bounced, nipples tight, and his mouth latched onto one, sucking hungrily.

“Tell me again,” I panted, grinding down on him, chasing that friction against my clit. “Tell me how they used you.”

“They made me fuck them in the ass,” he moaned into my nipple. I reached behind myself with both hands as I rode him, spreading my cheeks with my hands, and pushing a finger from each hand into my rear entrance.

“Oh, god, I’m going to come,” I groaned, rubbing my clit hard against his body. I shattered, my climax washing over me in waves of pleasure and making me shake with bliss.

I rolled off, panting on the bed. “I want you to fuck me in the ass,” I whispered. Jude had never done that to me before. With other people, they hadn’t been so… big.

Jude had a wicked grin on his face as he lubed up his cock. I lay back on the bed and lifted my legs up to expose myself.

Jude climbed between my legs, his cock rock-hard and glistening. “You’re sure?” he asked.

“Yes,” I whispered, biting my lip as I held my cheeks wide apart for him. “I want it.”

He pressed the thick head against my tight entrance, circling, teasing, making me gasp. My whole body trembled with anticipation. Slowly, carefully, he began to push, the pressure mounting until my breath caught.

“Oh… god, Jude,” I moaned, clutching the sheets as I stretched around him.

He paused, kissing my knee, my ankle, letting me adjust before sliding deeper. Inch by inch, he filled me, until the fullness was overwhelming.

“You’re taking me so good,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips. “So fucking tight, Kali.”

I let out a desperate whimper as my body finally yielded, his cock buried deep in my ass. “Fuck me,” I begged. “Please, fuck me.”

He began to thrust, slow at first, then harder, finding a rhythm that made me cry out. My clit throbbed, aching, and I reached down to rub myself furiously as he pounded into me. The stretch, the pressure, was too delicious; I just had to close my eyes tight and let it spread through my whole body.

“Jude… Jude… I’m coming…” I screamed as the orgasm ripped through me, my body spasming, squirting messily onto my belly and thighs.

“Holy fuck,” Jude groaned, slamming harder, chasing his own release. With a final deep thrust, he roared with relief, his cock jerking as he spilled inside me, his cum flooding deep into my ass.

We collapsed together in a sweaty heap, our bodies tangled, both of us panting like we’d run a marathon. I put my head on his chest and stroked his body.

“You know tonight is the last night,” he said.

“I know!” I said, sounding sad. “I can’t believe what’s happened. I never thought we would be swingers, and now… I can’t imagine not being.”

“Me, too,” he replied, his hand touching my face. “And it’s only made me love you more.”

“Same! It’s definitely brought us closer together.”

We kissed passionately for a few minutes.

“What are we going to do tonight then?” he asked.

“Rochelle told me that they are going to the Ocean Club tonight for an orgy. The theme is red underwear. Jessie and Clark are going, too.”

“That sounds like fun,” he replied, “but we don’t have any red underwear.”

“They sell it in the main shop,” I said with a grin. “Shall we?”


Chapter Fifteen




That evening, my nerves were back as a crew member let us into the Ocean Club. I could already hear the thumping bass from inside. In the outer room, we removed our robes and put them in a locker.

I was wearing a lingerie set that was so scandalous I could hardly believe I was wearing it, let alone out in public. It consisted of sheer scarlet stockings held up by red satin suspenders, a transparent red bra that you could clearly see my nipples through, and high-cut red knickers that had an opening right down the middle.

Jude had chosen a pair of red brief shorts that hugged his hips snugly and left nothing to the imagination. His bulge was obscene in them; the fabric stretched tight across his cock. I bit my lip just looking at him, and I knew he would be attracting attention.

The bouncer let us through to the main club, and I looked around for Rochelle or Jessie. But the first people I saw were Evan and Marissa, our very first full-swap partners. That seemed like a lifetime ago now, and I didn’t even know how many orgasms I’d had since. We joined them at the bar, and Marissa squealed and gave me a huge hug.

She pulled back and looked at me. “You look amazing, Kali,” she said.

“You look amazing, too,” I said, and I wasn’t lying. She was still sporting a geeky look with her oversized glasses and dark bob, but her short, curved figure was shown off perfectly in little red hipster knickers with suggestive cut-outs. Instead of a bra, her large breasts were hanging loose, the nipples covered with red pasties in the shape of a cross.

Marissa laughed, tossing her fringe out of her eyes. “Oh my god, you wouldn’t believe the ride we’ve had since that night with you guys. It’s like a switch flipped. We went from being terrified to step into the lifestyle… to going completely full tilt.” She leaned closer, talking loudly above the music. “We’ve been to, like, six different playrooms since we saw you. We even ended up in an orgy with about fifty people in the Caribbean room. Evan and I were on separate beds and kept catching each other’s eyes while we were both being fucked. It was insane.”

Evan, who had been sipping his drink quietly, finally chuckled and shook his head. “We’ve definitely gone a little wild. After that first swap with you two. Well, let’s just say we haven’t exactly been shy.”

I felt my mouth fall open a little, both at their confidence and the mental image of Marissa lost in a tangle of bodies, her glasses askew, moaning with abandon. My pussy throbbed just thinking about it.

Jude smirked. “Well, this will be our first big orgy, but we’ve been pretty adventurous.”

Just then, I felt arms wrap around me from behind, huge breasts press up against my back, and a familiar voice purr in my ear. “There you are, babe.”

I turned to find Rochelle, glowing and full of energy as always, her dark curves poured into a crimson lace body that left her breasts mostly bare. Andre stood just behind her, his dark skin gleaming under the club lights, red briefs stretched across his muscular thighs.

“Rochelle!” Marissa squealed, immediately grabbing her hand like they were old friends.

I shouldn’t have been surprised; Rochelle seemed to know everyone on this ship, and the way she leaned in to kiss Marissa full on the lips suggested they’d already shared more than polite conversation.

“God, you look incredible,” Rochelle said, cupping Marissa’s face. Then her eyes slid to me, dark and hungry. “And so do you, Kali.”

Before I could answer, Marissa leaned in, and Rochelle captured her lips in a slow, teasing kiss. My heart hammered in my chest, the sight of their tongues brushing sending heat straight to my core. Rochelle pulled me into the mix without hesitation, her hand threading into my hair as she kissed me, too. Soon, the three of us were entwining tongues altogether, and it sent bolts of electricity between my thighs.

Our partners watched as things escalated quickly. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other. Rochelle’s fingers slipped down my stomach, finding the slit of my knickers, and pressing against my clit. At the same time, one of Marissa’s hands grabbed my ass, while the other one found its way between Rochelle’s thighs. The three of us moaned into each other’s mouths, lost in the passionate tangle.

Rochelle practically mounted my thigh and started grinding on it. I pulled her bodysuit to the side and thrust two fingers right up inside her. We kissed and fingered each other right there at the bar until each of us climaxed. When we finally calmed down, hearts thumping, I saw all three men had stiff cocks straining at their underwear.

“Come on,” said Rochelle, “Let’s go and fuck.”
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She didn’t wait for an answer; she just grabbed both mine and Marissa’s hands, tugging us toward the heart of the club. The crowd parted, and as we passed the stage, I caught sight of Jessie, dancing up there. She was completely naked, her blonde ponytail whipping as she moved to the pounding bass. Three huge black men surrounded her, their hands roaming freely over her pale curves, their erections thick and proud. One gripped her ass as she ground against him, another squeezed her breasts.

As we passed, the third pushed her to her knees and fed his cock to her hungry mouth. The audience cheered. It looked like Jessie was in her own little world, and absolutely loving it.

“Holy shit,” I gasped, unable to look away, but Rochelle pulled me past.

Then we reached the centrepiece of the room: the massive circular bed draped in white silk, already a writhing mass of bodies. Couples sprawled across it, fucking uninhibitedly.

We climbed up, finding space between a couple already locked in sixty-nine and two women fingering each other. As I settled onto my knees, still reeling from the sheer erotic spectacle around us, a shadow moved in front of me. One of the men already on the bed reached for me, inviting me to join him. I accepted without a word. He had dark hair and a broad chest, muscled from the gym, his body glistening with sweat. His hand slid around my waist, pulling me toward him. I could feel his large cock, hard against my thigh, so I wrapped my hand around it.

I caught Jude’s eye from across the mattress, and he smiled with approval, before an older blonde woman with huge, fake breasts grabbed his face and kissed him. She pushed him to the bed and climbed on top of him. Marissa was next to me, already being fucked steadily by Andre.

My guy was already reaching for the condoms, and he hadn’t even said hello. He ripped one open and rolled it down his throbbing dick. I turned around and knelt forward, offering myself up to him. He parted the opening in my knickers and slid his cock right inside me. I moaned with pleasure, heightened by being fucked by someone I hadn’t even spoken to yet, let alone found out his name. I glanced back and saw his strong muscles tensing as he started to fuck me hard, his hips slamming against my ass.

In front of me, I saw Rochelle’s ass as she knelt down, sucking someone’s cock. It was too tempting. I spread her cheeks with my hands and started licking furiously at her dark, tight asshole. I moaned into it with every thrust from the man behind, feeling more debauched and sluttier than I ever had before.

The guy behind me was kissing Marissa now, while still pumping his hips back and forth into me. At least he waited until I climaxed, squirming on his cock, before pulling out and pinning Marissa to the bed. He started to fuck her missionary, his mouth still claiming hers.

I barely had a second to rest before Clark was there. He kissed me and pulled me on top of him. He was part of our no-protection group, so I started riding him bareback, throwing back my hair and going to town on his cock. I caught a glimpse of Jude, his dick buried in a ginger woman’s ass and smiled to myself.

That’s how the night went on, switching partners, fucking whoever came close. It was crazy, hedonistic. The music throbbed, the air thick with sex, and I realised I’d lost all sense of time. Every moment was just another cock, another tongue, another orgasm crashing over me until I was delirious. It was pure, beautiful chaos; the most debauched, decadent night of my life.

I saw Jude come all over a woman’s tits, and then he just put another condom on and started fucking someone else. I saw Marissa getting DPed by two of the bouncers. Jessie joined us from the stage, and she was insatiable, too.

The night became a blur of bodies and orgasms, cocks and tongues and hands everywhere. I lost count of how many men fucked me, how many women I kissed, how many times I came. Every time I looked up, Jude was with someone new; fucking, kissing, and laughing, and it only turned me on more.

But eventually, after what felt like hours, I stumbled away from the bed. My body was trembling, my thighs sticky and sore, my voice hoarse from moaning. I found Jude at the same time he found me, both of us flushed and glowing, grinning like crazy. Without a word, we drifted to a sofa in the corner of the club, collapsing in each other’s arms. The chaos of moans and music still swirled around us, but all I cared about was the warmth of his body against mine.


Epilogue




The next morning, the ship docked back in Miami. Disembarkation was a blur of suitcases, customs lines, and bright sunlight, but through it all Jude kept hold of my hand, squeezing it every so often.

As we queued for the shuttle bus, I turned to him with a grin. “So… what now?”

He laughed, his eyes sparkling. “Now? We go home, find the local swingers’ club, get on the apps, and see who else is out there.”

I leaned my head on his shoulder, warmth spreading through me. “I can’t believe this is us now. A week ago, I thought we were just a normal couple. And now all I can think about is who we’ll meet next.”

Jude kissed the top of my head. “It’s changed everything, hasn’t it? But in the best way. I feel closer to you than ever.”

“Me too,” I whispered.

Just then, Rochelle bounced up. “Hey, you two, I wanted to grab you before you went. When’s your flight?”

“Not until tomorrow,“ I replied. “We’ve got a hotel booked in Miami tonight.”

Her face broke out into a wicked grin.

“You won’t be needing that,” she purred. “You’re coming with me. We’ve got a party to go to…”

THE END

To read a bonus short story that continues at the party, subscribe to my newsletter at

https://caribbeancruise.lucyxane.com.

You’ll also receive an additional free eBook and be kept up to date with all the new releases, freebies, and special offers.


The Sex Retreat - Ice Hotel


First Time Accidental Swingers



Chapter One




The taxi followed the road out of town. Out of the window, I could see the ploughed snow piled in large mounds on either side. We started to trace the curved shore of a lake, frozen over and covered in snow, backed by low hills. Although it was just after noon, it was still dark, the flash of the sporadic oncoming cars blinding. This far North, in January, the sun never rose.

“See that glow in the sky?” said the taxi driver. His English was perfect, but the pitch drifted up and down in that melodic tone typical of Scandinavians. “We call it blue hour. Blåtimen in Norwegian. Beautiful, eh?”

“It’s wonderful,” I said, my hand squeezing Guy’s, in the back seat. “I love it already.”

Guy winked at me. “I knew you would, Beth,” he said.

He was a handsome man, a rugged outdoor type with a neatly trimmed beard. We both had a couple of kids with our previous partners, but they were far away now. This holiday was just for us, our first alone as a couple.

After my divorce, I went through what my friends called my “hoe phase,” although it was much tamer than it sounds. I threw myself into online dating, meeting a series of different men and sleeping with them just for fun. I experienced a lot of lust that I hadn’t had with my ex-husband, and for a while, I thought that I would never settle down again.

But then I met Guy. In the bedroom, he was something special, open and enthusiastic, focused on my pleasure. We began to explore things I had never thought to try before. Physically, he was perfect. In his early forties, he worked hard running his own tree surgery business. His body had a natural outdoor fitness you couldn’t get in the gym, with rough hands, scars, and tattoos I could trace with my fingers for hours. And as a friend, he was even better; down-to-earth and honest, he never played games with me. We fucked on the first date, and I deleted all my dating apps the day after.

And now this was our first holiday alone together. It was his idea, an ice hotel near Alta in Norway, just inside the Arctic Circle. The hotel was built anew every year, completely made of ice. I’d wanted to stay in one since I had seen it in a TV program, and it was right up Guy’s street. He’d organised everything; all the details were a complete surprise to me. I hadn’t even looked at the hotel on the Internet.

The taxi turned off the main road and started to bump up a narrow lane covered in snow that wound up through a thick forest.

“This road only goes one place,” the driver said cheerfully. “The resort is nice and secluded.”

“Oh?” Guy said, smirking. “Middle of nowhere? Not going to murder us and bury our bodies, I hope?”

The driver laughed. “Not today, I forgot my shovel.” His eyes met mine in the rear-view mirror, wrinkled at the corners with amusement. “You are together a long time?”

“Not that long,” I said. “First holiday alone.”

“Aha.” He nodded slowly. “Then you have chosen… an interesting place.”

Guy squeezed my knee. “Romantic though, right?”

“Extremely,” the driver said. “Many couples come back from this hotel… closer.”

“How lovely,” I said.

“And sometimes,” he added lightly, “with more friends than they arrived with.”

Guy blinked. “What, like, from the group excursions?”

“Yes,” the driver said. “Group… activities.”

We shared a look. Guy shrugged. “I mean, I did book a few day trips. There’s an excursion to the hot springs and a hike to see the first sunrise after winter. Maybe we’ll make some friends.”

“I’m sure you will,” said the driver with a smirk.

The taxi slowed as lights appeared ahead, glowing blue and white through the trees, like something out of a fairytale.

“Here we are,” the driver said. “The Haven Ice Hotel.”

The hotel looked like something dreamed up by a child with an overactive imagination. Low, sweeping arches of packed snow rose from the deep drifts, the entire structure curving in soft, organic shapes that seemed to have grown out of the winter landscape itself. Here and there, huge domes sprang up, like giant igloos, connected by snow-covered walkways.

Flanking the heavy wooden door were tall sculpted columns of ice, each one a masterpiece in its own right. They twisted in spirals that caught the glow of hidden coloured lights trapped within the frozen core. Cool blues, soft purples and icy greens pulsed like the beat of a heart, illuminating the ice.

A path had been cleared through the snow, winding up to the entrance like a ribbon of smooth glass. Along either side stood more carvings: delicate animals, and naked human shapes like Roman statues. The lights at their bases cast long, shifting shadows, giving the whole avenue an enchanted, otherworldly feel.

Above, strings of tiny lanterns were strung between icy outcrops, their warm light contrasting with the cool blues and whites of the sculptures. The air smelled of pure winter, crisp and sharp, and a delicate light snow was falling.

I felt a thrill run through me as we climbed out of the car. “It’s beautiful.”

The driver smiled to himself as he helped unload our bags. “Enjoy your stay,” he said. “And… keep an open mind.”

As we walked toward the entrance, Guy leaned down and murmured, “I think he was flirting with you.”

I laughed. “In that case, Norway is already exceeding expectations.”

On either side of the door, there were life-sized sculptures of naked women. They were carved entirely from clear ice, every curve rendered with loving precision: large breasts, full hips and unmistakably provocative poses. The one on the left had her bottom thrust out behind her, hands cupping her enormous breasts, as if being taken from behind by a lover. Her head was tipped back, her eyes closed, and her mouth a delicate O of ecstasy. The other stood with her legs slightly apart, one hand reaching between them, the other tracing the lines of her own body, her expression frozen in pleasure.

I slowed without meaning to.

“These are…” I searched for a neutral word and failed completely. “Very sexy.”

Guy let out a low whistle. “That’s not exactly the vibe I was expecting.”

“Neither was I,” I said, feeling a strange warmth crawl up my neck despite the cold. “I thought it would be, I don’t know. Vikings. Reindeer. Maybe a stern ice queen.”

“Instead we’ve got…” He gestured vaguely at the sculptures. “Ice nymphs who are clearly having a good time.”

Guy pushed open the heavy wooden door. Inside, the difference was immediate. The biting cold vanished, replaced by a gentler chill that felt almost cosy after the frozen forest outside. The entire lobby was sculpted from ice. The walls, pillars, and even the ceiling arched overhead in translucent curves that glowed softly from embedded lights.

Running the length of one wall was a huge reception desk carved from solid ice, sweeping and elegant, like a frozen wave. Behind it stood two women who looked as though they’d stepped out of a Scandinavian lifestyle catalogue: blonde, rosy-cheeked, smiling warmly from inside matching puffy resort coats and knitted beanies with little pom-poms on top.

In the centre of the room stood the pièce de résistance: a towering ice sculpture rising almost to the ceiling. Four naked figures were entwined together, two men and two women, their bodies curved and pressed close in a way that left very little to the imagination. Heads were thrown back, mouths open, limbs wrapped around one another in what could only be described as enthusiastic togetherness.

We stopped dead.

“Wow,” said Guy.

The light refracted through the sculpture, highlighting every exaggerated curve and angle. And then I noticed that the men were… impressively proportioned. The ice had been carved with such anatomical confidence that there was no mistaking their state of arousal.

I leaned in and whispered, “Guy.”

“Yes.”

“They have huge erections.”

He snorted before he could stop himself, then coughed and tried to look serious. “Artistic license?”

Behind the desk, one of the receptionists cleared her throat politely. “Welcome to The Haven Ice Hotel,” she said.

We approached the desk and gave her our names.

“Is this your first time staying with us?” she asked, giving us a big smile as she slid the room key and a welcome folder across the slippery ice-surface of the desk.

“Yes,” said Guy. “First time in Norway, actually.”

“Ah,” she said, “We’re so pleased that you’re here. Your welcome pack contains all the details of the activities. Costumes are optional in the swimming pool, but nudity is mandatory in the sauna.”

“Oh, right,” I gulped. “I guess that’s normal here.”

“There’s a mixer in the bar every evening so you can make connections,” the receptionist continued. “I hope you enjoy your stay. Your room is just through there.” She indicated an archway leading off the main area.

“Thank you,” I grinned at her. But as Guy and I headed for the exit, her words began to sink in. I turned to him. “Costumes are only optional in the pool?” I said.

He shrugged. “You know these Scandinavians, they’re much more relaxed than we are about this sort of thing. Are you going to go to the naked sauna?” he asked with a smirk.

“Maybe,” I replied. Actually, I was feeling quite adventurous. “I will if you will.”

We walked down what seemed like a long tunnel in the snow, dragging our wheeled suitcases over the bumpy snow and ice that formed the floor. There were doors set intermittently into the snow with numbers on them. In between, lights illuminated little alcoves with ice sculptures or artistic carvings in the snow walls.

Guy stopped to point one out. “Look at this one,” he said. “It’s like a Roman orgy scene.”

He was right. The carving showed a tableau of naked figures writhing together. The images were slightly crude, the women with large circles for breasts, and the men with massive, stylised erections.

“The art in this place is certainly unusual,” I observed.

Guy turned and checked the number on the key against the door behind us. “Oh, this is our room.” He unlocked the door. I stepped inside and stopped dead.

“Oh, my God,” I breathed.

The room was carved entirely from ice, but it didn’t feel cold in the way I expected. Low-mounted lights ran around the base of the walls, shining upward and setting the ice aglow in soft, sensual colours; deep blues melting into purples and warm pinks. The light climbed the ice columns that ringed the room, making them shimmer as if the walls were alive.

The whole space curved overhead in a smooth dome. And right in the centre of it all sat the bed. It was enormous. Solid wood, rough-hewn and sturdy, completely at odds with the delicate ice around it, and piled obscenely high with cushions, thick furs and layered animal skins in grey and dark brown. It looked less like a bed and more like a luxurious nest, the kind you could sink into and not emerge from for days. Despite the walls made of ice, it looked warm and cosy.

I took a few steps closer, my boots crunching softly on the ice floor, and tilted my head back. Above the bed, carved directly into the ice wall, was another sculpture. Two figures this time, entwined together, their bodies curved and pressed close. Their faces were turned toward one another, mouths open. The artist had even carved the man’s thick penis penetrating the woman, her labia stretched tight around it.

“Guy,” I said quietly, without looking away. “Our room has sex art.”

Behind me, he let out a soft laugh. “Classy sex art, though.”

“Very classy,” I said. “But definitely sex. And look, a bowl of condoms. Kind of weird, but I guess they want to promote safe sex.”

To one side of the room, I noticed a low opening carved into the ice wall, just high enough to duck through. A faint, warmer light glowed from beyond it.

“The bathroom,” I guessed.

I turned slowly, taking it all in again: the glowing ice, the decadent bed, the lovers frozen above where we were apparently meant to sleep. A strange thrill ran through my body and settled right between my legs. My thighs clenched automatically, a flush of heat, and then an instant wetness.

“Guy?” I whispered, reaching for his hand.

“Beth?”

“I think I need you to fuck me in this crazy bed. Right now.”


Chapter Two




We shrugged off our coats, kicked off our boots, and dived under the skins and blankets. Despite the cold air on our faces, it was surprisingly warm and cosy.

“I feel like a wildling princess under all these furs,” I giggled.

We wrapped our arms around each other, and our lips met in a wet, open-mouthed kiss. His knee moved between my thighs, and I desperately ground my pussy against him through our layers, moaning at the friction.

His hand tugged at the hem of my sweater. He found his way inside and up under my thermal layers. Under my clothing, he lifted my bra up, freeing my breasts without getting them out to the chilly air. My breasts were large, but slightly saggy. They’d basically gone up several sizes when I breastfed my kids, and hadn’t gone down much since, apart from the inevitable drop from gravity.

When I’d split from my ex, I’d been self-conscious about my boobs. But having sex with a string of horny men that couldn’t get enough of them had given me a strange confidence in my body, despite the extra pounds and stretch marks.

Guy’s fingers found my nipples, rubbing one with his thumb and then switching to the other. I moaned with pleasure into his mouth. That was the other thing. I never used to be bothered about having my nipples touched, but since having kids, they’d become plumper and much more sensitive. Now I couldn’t get enough nipple stimulation, especially from Guy. Unlike most of the men I had been with, he was often in no hurry to jump straight to penetration. He could lick and suck my nipples for ages, gradually driving me higher and higher, making me squirm across the bed until I was begging for his dick.

But right now, I was too desperate to mess about. My hand tugged at his belt under the covers, loosening it enough to be able to pop the button on his jeans and pull down the fly. My hand slipped into his underpants, finding his cock rock-hard and throbbing already. I wrapped my fingers around his thick shaft.

And that was the other thing about Guy. Out of all the other men, his cock was longer, straighter, and thicker than any of the others. I loved to hold it, to feel it throbbing against my palm, to stroke it. Yes, and to lick and suck it. He had the best dick I’d ever seen. But right now, there was only one place I wanted it.

“Fuck me,” I gasped into his mouth, as his hand groped my breast and I continued to rub myself shamelessly against his leg.

His hand slid down from my breast, over the curve of my stomach, and deep into the layers of my thermal leggings. He brushed over my trimmed bush. When I had been dating, I’d shaved completely bare, as that is what I’d been told men prefer. But Guy had encouraged me to do what felt natural to me, and he loved my neat hair when I let it grow.

His fingers found my slit, spreading my swollen folds and finding me sticky and soaking.

“Fuck, Beth,” he groaned. “You’re so wet.”

He massaged my clit with his strong fingers before sliding them deep inside me. He curled them up, pressing against my G-spot and making me gasp for breath as bolts of electricity surged through my body. My hand was still clamped tight around his big cock, probably too tight. I tried to relax, but the pleasure was too intense.

“Please,” I whispered. “Fuck me.”

He pulled his hand out of my knickers and held it up. His middle two fingers were wet to the knuckle, covered in my white arousal. He pushed them into my mouth.

“Taste yourself,” he growled.

Fuck, I almost came right then. I loved it when he was dirty like this. In control. It was making me even wetter. I reached under the covers, popping the button on my trousers, and dragging them off along with the leggings and my knickers, all in one go. I pulled the tight mess of clothing off one foot, then the other, trying to stay under the blankets. Although if anything, I was too hot now. A fiery heat was flooding my body, radiating out from my pussy.

Finally, I freed myself from my clothes and pushed them out of the bed. I spread my legs, feeling my arousal leaking out. I grabbed his cock again.

“Fuck me, you bastard,” I gasped.

He smirked and moved on top of me. His cock found my pussy, the fat head pressing against my tight opening, nudging it wider. Then he thrust inside. I opened up for him, his cock stretching my walls deliciously as he buried himself deep in my cunt.

“Oh, God… fuck,” I groaned, throwing my head back.

He began to pump into me, his rhythm steady and powerful. He felt so good inside me. So big, filling me completely. I felt myself starting to spiral, getting closer to a climax.

But the heat was becoming unbearable. Between the heavy skins and furs, our combined body heat, and my soaring pleasure, I felt like I was going to combust. My skin was slick with sweat, and the air under the blankets felt thick and stifling.

"Wait, wait," I panted, placing my hands on his broad chest.

He paused, his eyes dark with lust and confusion. "Too much?"

"No," I gasped, "too hot."

I surged upward, pushing him onto his back. With a sudden, violent motion, I gripped the heavy layers of furs and blankets and flung them back. The temperature of the ice bedroom was around freezing, and the air hit the overheated skin of my bare ass and legs like a physical shock, making me gasp as the cold pricked my flesh. It felt incredible.

In one fluid movement, I grabbed the hem of my sweater and thermals, hauling them up and over my head in a tangled mess and tossing them onto the floor. I shook my hair loose, my heavy, full breasts swinging freely in the blue-tinged light of the ice room. My nipples, already sensitive from his touch, reacted instantly to the freezing air, puckering and hardening into tight, dark points.

"Fuck, Beth," Guy breathed, staring up at me from the furs. "You look incredible. Like my very own ice nymph."

I straddled his hips, feeling the magnificent weight of his cock as I lined myself up. I lowered myself slowly, watching his face as I took every inch of him back inside me. I let out a long, shaky breath, my head falling back as I began to ride him.

The contrast was intoxicating. My lower half was fused to him, buried in his warmth and the soft furs, while my torso and breasts were exposed to the biting cold of the room. As I bounced on him, my breasts moved with a heavy, natural sway, the cool air rushing over them and making the pleasure feel twice as sharp.

I leaned forward, my long, dark hair brushing against his face, and planted my hands on the mattress on either side of him. I increased the pace, my cunt gripping him tightly with every downward stroke. I could feel the steam literally rising off our bodies in the frigid air.

As I leaned forward and rode him, my clit rubbed against his body. The combination of the icy room, the icy cold on my skin, and the blistering heat of his cock filling me was more than I could take. I started to move faster, my breath coming in ragged white plumes that mingled with his.

The world suddenly narrowed down to the point where our bodies met. My internal muscles began to pulse, contracting around him. I let out a high, long moan that rang through the silent, frozen room. My head fell back, my back arching as the first wave of an intense orgasm crashed through me.

I collapsed forward, my sweaty chest pressing against his as wave after wave of pleasure rushed through me. Guy’s big hands gripped my ass, and I realised he was on the edge, too. He thrust up inside of me, penetrating me even deeper as he spread me open with his hands. He groaned, and I felt the hot, rhythmic jets of his cum flooding my pussy.

We stayed locked together like that for a long time, until the cold sweat on our bodies began to feel uncomfortable. I rolled off, putting my hand between my legs to stop the cum leaking into the bed.

“Oh, God, that was…” I panted, at a loss for words.

“I know,” he agreed. “Once we got going, I didn’t even feel the cold.”

I pushed him playfully on the shoulder. “You’re not even naked, you asshole,” I laughed.

I jumped out of bed onto the thick rug and hastily wrapped one of the thick blankets around me. “I’m going to shower, and then we could try the naked sauna,” I giggled.

Guy snorted. “You’re feeling brave.”

I ducked through the archway to the bathroom. It was like a little wooden prefabricated pod, built into the ice. There was a shower, a toilet and a sink. Thick towels were piled on a shelf, and there were huge, fluffy white robes hanging on hooks.

“Ooh, come and look at this,” I called.


Chapter Three




We showered together, dried ourselves, and then wrapped up in the thick white robes. I slipped my bare feet back into my snow boots and returned to the bedroom. The robes were warm, but there was still a sharp breeze of cold up my legs and around my pussy and ass from the snow-covered floor.

“Are we really going to try the naked sauna?” I asked, rubbing my wet hair with a towel.

“What’s the worst that could happen?”

“People see me naked and are revolted?” I laughed.

Guy scoffed. “Shut up. You’re beautiful. Anyway, I bet no one even looks at us. It seems that naked saunas are just normal here.”

“Normal?” I repeated, sceptical. “You say that like we’re not about to walk naked into a room with total strangers.”

Guy grinned, already tugging his beanie down over his ears. “Think of it as a cultural experience.”

I rolled my eyes but followed him out into the icy corridor. At the end, there was a sign for the sauna, which led us through some thick wooden doors to the outside. The sky was pitch black, not a hint of twilight left, but there were more stars than I had ever seen before, the Milky Way clearly visible.

Our breath puffed white in front of us as we crossed the short path of packed snow toward the sauna building, a steep-roofed, wooden structure with soft amber light glowing through its small windows.

Inside, the air changed instantly. It smelled of warm wood and something faintly herbal. The changing area was simple, with wooden benches along the walls and hooks for robes. A few tendrils of steam seeped through the door from the sauna itself.

Two of the hooks had robes on. There were other people there, but not many. That was both terrifying and a slight relief. My heart thudded in my chest as I slipped off my robe and hung it up. Guy did the same, revealing his firm, suntanned muscles and hair-covered body. Standing there naked felt surreal, exposed and strangely powerful at the same time. I caught Guy watching me, his expression appreciative and reassuring.

“See?” he murmured. “Totally fine.”

I laughed under my breath. “You say that now.”

The sauna door loomed ahead of us, a simple wooden thing with a small frosted window glowing from within. Heat pulsed gently from the crack at the bottom, promising relief from the cold.

I hesitated, then reached for Guy’s hand.

“Okay,” I said. “If this gets weird…”

“We leave,” he finished. “Deal.”

We pushed the door open together. The heat wrapped around me instantly, thick and heavy. The room was dim, lit by low lamps and the glow from the stones. Steam curled lazily near the ceiling, and for a moment, my eyes watered as I adjusted.

There were only two other people inside. A man and a woman sat close together on the upper bench, her back resting against his chest, his arm draped loosely over her shoulder. They were naked, of course, their skin flushed, gleaming with sweat and condensation. They looked young, twenty, maybe. Half my age. Both of them were blond in that very Scandinavian way, pale hair and pale skin, completely at ease with their bodies and each other.

The woman’s breasts were tiny, little more than soft mounds, with small, pale nipples that were almost inverted. Between her legs, she had a tuft of blonde hair. The man was almost completely hairless apart from neat and trimmed pubic hair. As he shifted, I saw that his cock, although soft, looked wonderfully thick and heavy, similar to Guy’s.

Guy squeezed my hand as we sat down on the lower bench. The woman turned so she could see us better, still relaxed against the man behind her. One leg dropped down onto the lower bench, and her thighs opened. I caught a glimpse of her thick, pink labia framing her glistening slit, and quickly looked back at her face. I kept my legs tightly closed.

“Hi,” she said brightly. “You are new, yes?”

Her English was flawless. Not the hesitant, careful kind, but confident and fluid, barely a trace of an accent at all.

“Yes,” I said, a little surprised. “Very new.”

She laughed softly. “I thought so. First sauna here?”

“Is it that obvious?” Guy asked.

“A little,” she said kindly. “But you are doing fine.” She tilted her head toward the man behind her. “I’m Ingrid. This is Mikkel. He doesn’t speak English, sorry.”

Mikkel gave us a friendly nod and a small smile, squeezing her thigh affectionately.

“I’m Beth,” I said. “And this is Guy.”

“Ingrid,” Guy said. “Your English is… incredible.”

“Thank you,” she replied. “I studied in London for a few years.”

She settled back again, utterly comfortable, her legs falling open even more. My eyes flicked to her slit again, and I felt my own pussy throb with arousal. I tried very hard not to overthink the fact that we were having polite introductions while completely naked with this beautiful couple.

“You like the hotel?” Ingrid asked.

“Oh my God,” I exclaimed. “It’s so beautiful. The snow, the huge bed, the saucy ice sculptures.”

“Have you made any connections yet?”

I didn’t fully understand what she meant by that. “This is our first time out of the room,” I replied.

“You’re right to take it slow at first,” she nodded. I couldn’t help notice that while we were talking, Mikkel was slowly stroking her thigh with the palm of his hand, getting ever higher and closer to her inner thigh and pussy. Eventually, the side of his hand brushed against her bush, and she let out a little sexy breath, without a trace of embarrassment.

She looked over her shoulder at him, leaning up to press her lips to his. The kiss deepened quickly, tongues probing and twisting around each other, right in front of us. It was one of the sexiest things I’d ever seen. As we watched, one of his hands moved to cup her small breast. The other hand brushed over her mound, his fingers stroking at her clit. She moaned into his mouth, half closing her eyes.

The heat in the sauna was making sweat run down the valley between my breasts, but watching the other couple was driving another kind of heat in my pussy. I was aching with desire now, and I even let out a soft little moan myself.

Guy’s arm was around me, and he pulled me a bit closer against his naked body.

“You like watching them kiss, don’t you?” he whispered.

I nodded, biting my lip. His hand came up to my face, pulling me in for a deep kiss. I let out a breath I hadn’t realised I was holding, squeezing my thighs to try to alleviate the throbbing arousal between them.

The other couple broke apart, and Ingrid let out a low whistle.

“Sorry,” she smirked. “Mikkel drives me wild.”

I was feeling light-headed with horniness now. I turned back to her and saw that Ingrid had arched her back, her small chest thrust forward as Mikkel’s thumb rhythmically circled her pale nipple. His other hand was still gently teasing her between her legs, not quite touching her clit, but coming very close. But that wasn’t all, his cock was getting harder, long and heavy, starting to curve upwards and pressing against her leg.

I cleared my throat. “That’s okay, we don’t mind,” I managed to say. “Don’t stop on our account.”

Mikkel’s hand slid lower, his middle two fingers parting the golden tuft between her legs and pressing firmly against her clit. She opened her legs even wider, exposing the glistening, swollen pink of her labia and the darker pink opening inside.

She looked down at Guy, her mouth parted slightly in pleasure. "Your woman is very beautiful, Guy. I think she wants to be touched as much as I do."

Guy’s hand, which had been resting on my waist, began to wander. His palm slid over the curve of my hip, my skin slick with sweat, making the contact feel electric. He reached the fold of my inner thigh and paused.

“Beth?” he whispered.

I couldn't speak. I simply parted my legs, knowing that Mikkel and Ingrid would be able to see every detail of my pussy. I leaned back against Guy, the two of us watching them, as they watched us.

Guy’s fingers found my pussy, and I knew I was soaking wet. As he slipped a finger inside, I gasped, my head falling back against his shoulder. From the upper bench, I heard Ingrid let out a sympathetic moan.

"Yes," she encouraged, groaning softly.

Mikkel’s gaze was intense, fixed on the point where Guy’s hand disappeared between my thighs. He began to stroke Ingrid faster, his own thick, heavy cock twitching against her thigh. He was fully erect now, and I realised that Guy was, too. Knowing there were two big, hard cocks near me was driving me wild with arousal. I reached behind me, wrapping my fingers around Guy’s hard length.

“They both have really nice dicks, no?” grinned Ingrid, still watching me with lustful eyes. She grabbed hold of Mikkel’s cock, and the two of us stroked our boyfriends as they fingered us. Ingrid started breathing even more heavily. She brought her free hand up to her mouth and pushed two of her fingers into it, licking and sucking on them as she moaned. All the time, her eyes were locked with mine.

“Oh, God… yes…” she moaned, and then said something in Norwegian that made Mikkel’s eyes darken.

Guy's fingers worked me, plunging into my soaking cunt one moment, and then smearing my sticky arousal all over my clit the next. I felt my climax building rapidly. His other hand moved to my breast, feeling the weight and squeezing it. His fingers met my hard nipple, pulling on it and rolling it between them. He knew how much that drove me wild, and I started squirming on the hard bench.

Doing this in front of other people was turning me on so much that I started moaning even louder, wanting to put on a show for them. I opened my legs wider, knowing they could see my lips stretching around Guy’s fingers, wanting them to see everything.

I looked up at Ingrid, whose hand had now reached back to grip Mikkel’s hair, her hips beginning to buck rhythmically against his hand.

“Yes… I’m going to come…” she moaned. “Come with me, Beth.”

I was already right on the edge, Guy’s fingers massaging my clit and pulling on my nipple.

“Oh… fuck…” I gasped, and then my vision went black as I came hard.

“Yes!” cried Ingrid, and she climaxed at the same moment. Both of us bucked and squirmed as our men continued to touch us through our orgasms, prolonging the pleasure as long as possible.

Finally, the waves of pleasure ebbed away, leaving us both gasping and panting. I couldn’t help laughing.

“Fuck, that was crazy,” I gasped.

“Hot, though. Right?” she grinned. “But now I think our men deserve their reward.”

She moved down off the upper bench, kneeling on the lower one. She faced Mikkel, wrapping both hands around his long shaft and stroking him. She glanced over at me and winked, then bent low over him, taking his cock deep into her mouth.

I copied her, bending over Guy and swirling my tongue around the tip of his cock. My ass was up in the air, facing back to the other couple, and I knew they would be able to see my pussy and asshole. Mikkel was definitely watching me closely as Ingrid sucked his dick.

Guy leaned back slightly, relaxing and enjoying my touch. “Fuck, Beth. That feels so good.” I slipped his cock into my mouth, taking it as deep as I dared without gagging. Ingrid and I bobbed our heads in time, sucking and licking enthusiastically. I kept glancing over at the others. Ingrid could take it a lot deeper than I could; her lips were almost at the base of his shaft now.

The rhythmic sounds of wet, sloppy suction filled the small wooden room, punctuated only by the occasional hiss of water on the sauna stones. Ingrid pulled off Mikkel momentarily with a loud, wet pop. Her lips were swollen and glistening. She looked at me.

"Mikkel loves how you look from back there, Beth. He can’t take his eyes off you. You have such a beautiful pussy."

I felt a flush that had nothing to do with the sauna’s temperature. Knowing Mikkel was watching my exposed ass while I sucked off Guy made my head spin. I reached between my legs with one hand, spreading my pussy slightly, offering him a better view of my glistening, post-orgasmic heat. I heard Mikkel let out a deep groan, his hands gripping the upper bench so hard his knuckles turned white. I never knew I could get so turned on from being watched like this.

Ingrid started sucking and stroking Mikkel harder and faster. He groaned again, his hips bucking upwards. I took Guy’s cock out of my mouth for a second to watch. Just then, Ingrid pulled back, still stroking him. She thrust her chest out. His cock throbbed, and he let out a loud groan that echoed around the room as a huge load of thick cum spurted out and splashed across her tiny breasts.

She continued to wank him, as load after load exploded all over her, painting her chest and running down her stomach. I turned back to Guy and redoubled my efforts. I sucked and wanked him faster and faster. I cupped his balls, feeling them tighten as he approached his own climax. With a deep groan, he leaned back and came in my mouth.

The thick, salty taste of Guy’s cum filled my mouth. I didn't pull away. I swallowed greedily, my eyes locked on his as he tensed one last time. He slumped back against the wood panelling, his chest heaving. I licked the last stray drops from his tip, feeling a weird sense of pride at having finished him off right in front of our new friends.

Across from us, Ingrid was laughing softly, using her fingers to smear Mikkel’s cum across her skin. “That,” Ingrid panted, wiping her brow with the back of her hand, “was fucking hot.”

I sat back on my heels, my knees stinging slightly from the wood, and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. My body felt heavy, melted by the combination of the sauna’s heat and the sheer intensity of what we’d just done. I looked at Guy.

“You okay?” he whispered, reaching out to tuck a damp lock of hair behind my ear.

“I’ve never felt better,” I admitted, and I meant it. What we’d done was mind-blowing, but I had no regrets.

Ingrid stood up, her small, cum-streaked body glowing. She didn’t reach for a towel; she just stood there. “We are going to the ice plunge now,” she announced, nodding toward the door. “It is the tradition. Heat, then ice. It makes the skin tingle for hours. Will you join us?”


Chapter Four




The transition from the sweltering sauna to the Arctic night was like a physical blow. The moment the outer door creaked open, the moisture on my skin turned to a million tiny needles of ice. I gasped, the frigid air burning my throat, but Ingrid didn’t even flinch. She marched across the packed snow, her bare feet crunching rhythmically, her naked, cum-streaked body glowing like marble under the starlight.

"Quickly!" she called back, her breath a thick plume of white. "Before your blood slows down!"

We followed her down a narrow, lit path toward a dark pier that jutted out over the frozen pool. In the centre of the ice, a perfect square had been cut away.

Guy gripped my hand, his fingers trembling from the cold. "On three?" he asked, his teeth beginning to chatter.

"No," Ingrid laughed, standing at the edge of the hole. "No counting. Just do it."

With that, she and Mikkel stepped off the edge together. They hit the water with a muted splash, disappearing for a heartbeat before their heads bobbed up. Ingrid let out a piercing, exhilarated scream that echoed off the frozen pines. "Now! Beth! Now!"

I didn't let myself think. If I had, I’d have run back to the sauna. I squeezed Guy’s hand, stepped to the edge, and plummeted. The shock was total. It wasn't just cold; it was like a violent, sensory reset. My heart felt like it stopped for a fraction of a second as the black water swallowed me whole. I surged back to the surface, my chest so tight that I could hardly breathe. Guy was right beside me, his face covered in pure, shocked delight.

"Oh my God!" I screamed.

I looked over at Ingrid and Mikkel. They were already climbing up the ladder out of the water. Ingrid’s small breasts were tight, her nipples pale and hard as pebbles. I hurried to follow them, desperate to get out of the icy water.

"Feel that?" Ingrid practically shouted, her eyes wide and bright. "That is the life! Now, we run back to the warmth."

As we sprinted back toward the amber glow of the sauna, every inch of me was alive, my nipples were painfully erect, and the friction of my thighs rubbing together as I ran naked sent frantic, shivering pulses of arousal straight to my core.

Back in the changing area, the air felt warm and luxurious. As I pulled the heavy white robe over my shoulders, the sensation was incredible; the soft cloth felt amazing on my goose-bump-covered skin. My body was humming from the exhibitionism, the orgasm, and the icy plunge.

Guy tied the belt of his robe as he watched me pull my damp hair out from under my collar. We were both breathless, our faces flushed a deep pink. Ingrid was already wrapped in her robe, looking effortlessly chic even with her wet hair plastered to her neck.

"You are naturals," she whispered, her eyes dancing. "The ice has made your blood wake up, yes? I can see it in your eyes."

She glanced back at Mikkel, who was leaning against the wooden wall, watching us with a quiet, appreciative smirk. Ingrid turned back to us, lowering her voice just enough to make it intimate.

"We will be in the bar later," she said, biting her lower lip. "They serve a very good cloudberry gin cocktail. We’d love to get to know you both a lot more.”

She let the implication hang in the air. I felt my stomach flip. Was she suggesting that we… do more than we’d already done together?

"We'll be there," Guy promised. Had he picked up on her tone?

Ingrid stepped toward me. I thought she was going to shake my hand; instead, she leaned up and pressed a warm, lingering kiss against my lips, then did the same to Guy. With a final, knowing grin, she and Mikkel headed back toward the main building.

After a quick change in our room, we headed to the restaurant, bundled up against the cold. I wore a dark-green knee-length dress and thick, grey wool leggings that hugged my legs. Over that, I threw on my heavy coat and pulled a cream-colored cashmere beanie low over my ears. Guy looked ruggedly handsome in his wool coat and a dark beanie.

The restaurant was a masterpiece of frozen architecture. Huge blocks of translucent ice formed the walls, illuminated from within by hidden LEDs that shifted colours slowly. In the corner, a pianist in a tuxedo and fingerless gloves played; every time he exhaled, a delicate plume of white breath drifted over the keys.

Usually, the menu would have blown my mind. It was pure Michelin-star indulgence; I chose reindeer carpaccio with fermented berries and smoked arctic char. But my mind was miles away from the food.

"So," I said, leaning over my glass of sparkling water that the bottle said was defrosted from a glacier and was over 100,000 years old. "The sauna."

Guy laughed, picking up his fork. "The sauna. I told you it would be a cultural experience. They certainly do things differently here."

"Guy, be real," I whispered, glancing around the opulent room. "You think it’s just 'normal' for total strangers to start masturbating and having oral sex three feet away from people they just met?"

"I mean, it's Scandinavia," he said. "Maybe they're just... very liberated? It felt natural at the time, and there’s not a lot to do when it’s dark all the time. It was fun."

"It felt incredible," I agreed, feeling a familiar throb return between my legs. "But I don't think it was just a cultural thing. I think something weird is going on in this hotel. Did you hear what Ingrid said? About 'making connections' and getting to know us better?"

I paused, watching the piano player's breath swirl. "She was hinting at a swap, wasn't she? She wants to fuck you, and me to fuck Mikkel."

Guy set his fork down, frowning. “Do you really think so? I thought she was just being polite.”

I sighed. “Guy, you’re a lovely man, but you’re hopeless at picking up emotional cues.”

Guy grinned as he realised I was serious. “Well, I’ve never been propositioned like that before.”

I felt a flush creep up my neck. “Did you see how they were looking at us in the sauna? I think they would have gone further.”

I took a bite of the reindeer carpaccio; it was exquisite, melting on my tongue. “She mentioned the bar. She mentioned 'connections', and didn’t the receptionist say something similar? And the taxi driver, now that I think of it. In this kind of high-end, isolated place, I bet this is exactly what people come here for. It’s like a secret sex club disguised as a luxury retreat.”

“Hmm,” said Guy, taking a bite of his food. “I’m not saying you’re wrong, but it’s a bit of a stretch.”

I had a sudden thought. “Guy,” I said. “Where did you find out about this place?”

He shrugged. “Oh, it was just an advert online.”

“An advert where?”

“You know that ethical porn site we subscribed to? I think it was a banner ad there.”

As I mentioned before, Guy and I had been exploring sexually, more so than I ever had with other men. One of the things we had introduced was watching porn together from one of the ethical film companies. This one was owned by a woman, and the performers could set their boundaries and use condoms if they wanted. A lot of the couples featured were real-life couples, filming their sex lives. It was something that I had never expected to enjoy, and yet I had discovered that it drove me wild with lust. After watching it, Guy and I would fuck like never before. And now I’d watched a couple do things in real life, and enjoyed it, I was beginning to wonder what kind of voyeur I was.

“Guy!” I said, putting down my fork. “You booked a hotel advertised on a porn site. This is exactly what I’m talking about. It’s probably some kind of swinger resort!”

Guy frowned again, as if the penny was finally beginning to drop. “That would make sense… now that you mention it.”

I started observing the other tables with fresh eyes. To our left, a group of four was huddled close, their laughter low and conspiratorial. One man was casually resting his hand on the thigh of the woman sitting next to him, but as I watched, the woman opposite slipped her foot out of her shoe and rubbed her stockinged foot up his leg.

Across the room, another couple were dining, but they weren't focused on their plates. The woman was feeding her partner a piece of char, her eyes locked on a man at the adjacent table who was watching them with unmistakable hunger.

"Look at them, Guy," I whispered, nodding subtly toward the group of four. "The touching, the eye contact... it’s everywhere. This isn't just a hotel. It’s a playground."

Guy followed my gaze, his eyes widening. "Jesus, you're right. It all starts to make sense now."

I leaned in, my heart racing. "So, let's get back to what Ingrid said. About the bar. About getting to know each other. If she asks... if they suggest we swap... what are we going to do?" My heart was racing, and I realised that my pussy was soaking wet in my underwear.

Guy took a slow sip of his wine, his gaze dropping to the swell of my breasts beneath my green dress before meeting my eyes. "Honestly? I’ve spent the last hour thinking about how they were watching you in the sauna. And instead of being jealous… I enjoyed it. And well, there’s no denying how hot Ingrid is, although I doubt she’d be interested in someone as old as me.”

"I don’t know about that," I breathed, my own thighs pressing together. "I saw the way she looked at you. Oh God… imagine if I had a hot young man like Mikkel take me while you're right there watching." I was feeling light-headed again.

“Are you saying we should do it? If the opportunity comes up?”

I closed my eyes for a second and then looked at him. “I think I am.”


Chapter Five




After we finished our meal, we headed next door to the large hotel bar. The space was packed, a low roar of conversation and laughter bouncing off the magnificent arched ice ceiling. The bar itself was a long, glowing slab of translucent ice blocks. Behind it, half a dozen bartenders in thick wool vests shook cocktail shakers and poured brightly coloured spirits into glasses that looked like they were made of ice.

"Do you see Ingrid and Mikkel?" Guy asked, leaning close to my ear to be heard over the thumping bass of a deep house track.

"Not yet," I said, scanning the crowd as my eyes adjusted to the dim, blue-tinted light.

Guy paused. “Fuck… Beth… look over there.”

At the far end of the ice bar, a man in a sharp charcoal suit, his heavy overcoat draped over his shoulders, pinned a woman against a wooden stool. They were kissing deeply, but his right hand was buried deep inside the front of her trousers. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her head tilted back, a small, rhythmic movement to her hips as he worked his fingers. Nobody nearby seemed to mind; a couple right next to them was casually ordering martinis as if nothing was happening.

"My God," I whispered, my heart hammering.

But Guy was already looking toward the edge of the room opposite the bar. The perimeter wasn't a solid wall; it was curved and carved with deep, arched alcoves. Each one was lined with thick, plush reindeer furs and a mountain of cushions.

In one alcove, a woman was draped across a man’s lap, her skirt pushed up to her waist. Her leggings and knickers had been tugged down enough that her bare ass was on display, red with cold as he groped and spanked it.

In another alcove were two couples. The men were relaxing back on the cushions, chatting with each other as if it were a normal conversation between friends, while the women crouched over their laps. I caught a flash of cock in her hand as one of them looked up, before she moved back down to take it in her mouth once more.

“I think I need a drink,” I whispered.

We made our way to the bar, navigating around a couple of women kissing each other passionately. We squeezed into a gap at the bar. One of the bartenders, a handsome man with a Viking-style beard, took our order and made us a cloudberry gin cocktail. I took a sip, it was tart, sweet and delicious.

"Look," Guy said suddenly, nodding toward a corner alcove tucked away near the back.

Ingrid and Mikkel were there, lounging on a pile of furs. Ingrid looked amazing, dressed for a chic Arctic night, wearing skin-tight black trousers tucked into oversized, chunky white snow boots. Over a thin, ribbed polo-neck top, she wore a massive, fluffy fur cardigan that looked incredibly soft to the touch. Mikkel looked rugged and dangerous in a worn black leather jacket and dark jeans.

As soon as she spotted us, Ingrid’s face transformed into a mask of pure delight. She waved excitedly, beckoning us over with a frantic, welcoming energy.

“You came!” she called out as we approached the alcove.

The booth was deep, carved into the very ice of the wall and overflowing with layers of reindeer pelt and plush cushions. As we reached the edge, Ingrid shifted, sliding toward the middle to create a gap. She reached out, her fingers brushing Guy’s wrist as she guided him down next to her.

“Sit, sit! There is plenty of room for friends,” she purred, taking our drinks from our hands and placing them on an ice shelf at the back of the alcove. Guy was soon tucked into the corner with Ingrid pressing her fluffy cardigan against his arm. On the other side, I found myself next to Mikkel. I was so close to him that I could smell his aftershave and feel the heat of his body. It sent another rush of heat between my legs.

“Heisann!” Mikkel greeted us in Norwegian, and I copied the unfamiliar word back to him.

“Hello, Beth,” Ingrid said, her eyes twinkling. “You look beautiful in green. It matches the Northern Lights we hope to see later.”

“You look stunning, too, Ingrid,” Guy said smoothly.

“Thank you! The gin is good, yes?” she replied, her hand resting casually on his thigh. I watched her fingers dig slightly into the fabric of his trousers. “It prepares the heart for a long night.”

Guy took a steadying gulp of his drink, his eyes meeting mine over the top of the glass. He looked half-terrified and half-electrified.

"Ingrid," I said, trying to keep my voice steady over the low thrum of the music. "I have to ask. Guy and I... we didn't exactly know what this place was all about. We saw the advert on a certain website, but we didn't realise that it might... have a specific vibe."

Ingrid laughed, a bright, melodic sound. She leaned back into the furs, her hand never leaving Guy’s thigh. "Specific vibe? Oh, Beth, that is a very English way of putting it. It’s so funny that you would come here without knowing. Yes, this is a swinger resort. Everyone is here to fuck."

When she said the word fuck, she looked right at me, her upper teeth biting her lower lip as she emphasised the word. It made my pussy throb.

Mikkel said something to her, and she replied in Norwegian.

“Mikkel is very amused,” she said. “But he wonders how you feel about it now. He says you weren’t very shy in the sauna.”

I felt my face flush. "I... I think I'm still processing it," I admitted, my voice a little breathless. "But after the sauna, I can't exactly pretend I wasn't into it. We both were."

Guy cleared his throat. "It’s definitely a bit of a shock to find out we’re at a swinger resort by accident, but honestly? We talked about it, and we could be interested in exploring more.”

Ingrid’s eyes sparkled. She looked at Mikkel and translated, and he grinned. His arm slipped around my shoulder, pulling me in closer. I was so turned on I could hardly breathe.

She looked at me. "Would you like to kiss my man, Beth? While I kiss yours?"

My heart was thudding so hard I thought they must all be able to hear it over the music. I looked at Mikkel. Up close, his eyes were a piercing, icy blue, framed by thick lashes. He was beautiful, and so much younger than me.

I nodded slowly. "Yes. I would."

Ingrid turned to Guy, her hand sliding up from his thigh to the back of his neck, pulling him in. I watched as their lips met. Guy was hesitant at first, then opened up as Ingrid’s tongue pushed forcefully into his mouth.

Beside me, Mikkel moved. He reached out with his hand, his fingers grazing my jaw before cupping my cheek. He leaned in, and when his lips touched mine, they were firm and surprisingly soft. I let out a soft moan, my eyes fluttering shut as I leaned into him. In the small space, the tension was incredible. As we kissed, I felt Mikkel’s hand slide over my wool leggings, brushing my inner thigh. Then it slid up my side, before cupping and squeezing my breast inside my coat.

On the other side of the alcove, Ingrid and Guy’s mouths were working together. I broke the kiss for a second, gasping for air, and saw Ingrid pulling back from Guy. She was flushed, her blonde hair below her beanie framing her face.

“Mmm, he’s a great kisser,” she purred. “But I want to know if his woman is just as talented.”

She didn't give me time to process the thought. She shifted her weight, moving away from the corner of the alcove to meet me in the middle. I leaned forward, my heart hammering. When our lips met, it was nothing like the kiss with Mikkel. Ingrid was soft, but very insistent, her tongue flicking against mine playfully, in a way that made my toes curl inside my boots.

Behind me, Mikkel had followed, his large frame pressing against my back. I felt his lips on the back of my neck as he planted a row of kisses. I let out a muffled whimper into Ingrid’s mouth as his massive hands came around to the front, cupping my breasts over the fabric of my dress. His thumbs found my nipples through the wool and rubbed them into hard, aching peaks. The pleasure from my nipples seemed to be directly connected to my pussy, and I could feel how wet I was.

Guy was right next to us. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw that Ingrid’s hand was on his bulge, rubbing him gently. I looked back over my shoulder at Mikkel, and his mouth captured mine. We spent the next five minutes swapping kisses, everyone taking a turn with everyone else. Even Guy and Mikkel kissed each other, which turned me on even more than it surprised me. Hands were everywhere, but so far only on top of our clothes.

The touches and the tension were driving me crazy, my pussy throbbing like I was close to climaxing already. The men were both rock-hard in their trousers, and I took great pleasure in rubbing Mikkel’s bulge as it strained to escape.

“You see, Beth?” Ingrid murmured against my lips. “Everything is better when it is shared. Your man is so hard for me, and Mikkel... I think he wants to tear this dress off you.”

I looked out into the bar. There was more kissing out there, now. Hands were roaming, and the music was punctuated by soft moans from the other alcoves.

“Shall we go back to our room?” Ingrid suggested. “A little privacy for your first time might be better.”

I nodded, slightly relieved that we weren’t going to go any further in the bar. I looked at Guy questioningly.

“Let’s do it,” he grinned.


Chapter Six




The bed in Mikkel and Ingrid’s room was even bigger than ours. As soon as we entered, everyone began to strip off. The second my bra and knickers hit the floor, I dived under the furs onto the soft mattress to escape the cold air. Ingrid joined me seconds later, her arms wrapping around me and clinging to me like a limpet, her warm, naked body pressed tight against me.

I could feel the sharp points of her nipples as she rubbed her small breasts against my big, soft ones. The men climbed into bed next to us, and they cuddled up, too. The sight of Mikkel and Guy kissing and holding each other was making me even more turned on than touching Ingrid.

But we all knew why we were really here. Soon, Mikkel and Guy broke apart and moved to us. Mikkel put his thigh between my legs and pulled me tight against him for a kiss. I could feel his big erection pressed against my thigh, and I moved my hips, working some friction onto my clit against his leg.

Next to us, Guy’s hand slipped between Ingrid’s legs, and she cried out and opened them wide as he pushed his fingers inside. He started to finger her, and I could hear how wet she was in the quiet bedroom. I was the same, and it was an immense relief when Mikkel’s fingers finally found my clit and started to circle it firmly.

I couldn’t help moaning loudly, letting myself go now that I was finally being touched where I had been desperate to be touched all evening. He increased his pace, driving me wild and making me squirm against him. My hand found his cock, big and hard. He was probably almost as big as Guy, but on his thinner frame, it seemed disproportionately larger.

The wet noises from Ingrid’s pussy had increased a lot as Guy finger-fucked her fast. Suddenly, her hand found mine, and she gripped it tightly as she came with a loud howl of pleasure. There was a lot of wet squelching sounds as Guy fingered her through it.

“Fuck, I’ve squirted in the bed,” she groaned when she could breathe again.

I was right on the edge, too, as Mikkel’s fingers worked overtime on me. He bent lower, capturing one of my big nipples in his mouth and sucking hard. Ingrid leaned over and took the other one into her mouth. With both of them sucking on my tits and Mikkel’s fingers on my clit, I went over the edge.

My hips bucked, my back arched, and my thighs shook uncontrollably as the orgasm completely consumed me. I squeezed Ingrid’s hand so tight that it must have hurt her. Suddenly, the heat under the covers was unbearable, and I threw them back, letting the cold air wash over our hot, sweaty bodies.

“Now we fuck,” purred Ingrid, biting her lip again as she said the word.

Mikkel knelt up so he could reach the condoms in the bowl. His big dick was standing up straight right near my face, and I couldn’t resist leaning in to lick it up the length, and suck on the head.

“Make sure you both find the extra-large ones,” giggled Ingrid, as Guy reached for a condom, too. “You don’t want to restrict the blood flow.”

I let Mikkel’s cock pop out of my mouth with a wet sound, and watched as he quickly rolled the condom down his whole, long length. Even that act was turning me on, and my fingers found the soaked and swollen nub of my clit, stroking it to relieve some of the pressure.

When both men were fully sheathed, they moved between our legs. The covers were pushed aside, and we were naked to the cool air. Ingrid and I spread our legs wide, overlapping them. I reached down to part my folds, opening up my pussy for Mikkel’s big dick. God, I was soaking; sticky white arousal leaking from my cunt. Mikkel guided his cock to my open, and slid it deep inside me.

My back arched, and I gasped with pleasure as I felt every inch of him stretch me wide open. Deeper and deeper he thrust, until his balls were pressed against my ass. He was so deep that it took my breath away, but I still lifted my legs to take him even deeper. My arms wrapped around him, and I placed my hands on his small, firm ass, holding him there and enjoying the fullness. He felt different from Guy, and I revelled in the sensations and pleasure.

Next to me, Guy was working his way into Ingrid with ever-increasing thrusts. Each movement made her moan and twist under him, until finally he was fucking her all the way in. She slid her hand over her stomach and through her blonde tuft of hair to rub her clit while he fucked her. The sight of my boyfriend fucking someone else nearly made me come right then.

Finally, Mikkel started to move, too. He pulled nearly all the way out before slamming deep back in again. Every hard thrust nearly made my brain explode. Soon, the room was filled with the slap of skin on skin and the moans and cries from Ingrid and me. Both men had great physical stamina, and they fucked us hard, their thrusts synchronising.

Ingrid came first, frantically rubbing her clit as Guy fucked her through it. I didn’t even need to touch myself to get off. My orgasm crashed over me easily, seeming to last forever. But when it was finally over, I knew the next one was already building. I don’t know how long they pounded us like that, but I came three times before they finally needed a break.

As the men relaxed on their backs, Ingrid and I took over. I threw my leg over Mikkel and guided his cock back between my folds. It felt so good to sink back over him, letting him fill me once again. Soon, Ingrid and I were riding each other’s partners at a steady pace, enjoying their thick cocks and smirking at each other. While my big breasts bounced around uncontrollably, I admired Ingrid’s small, neat mounds that hardly moved. Her whole body was so petite and elegant. We tried to move in for a kiss, but that interrupted our rhythm too much.

When I leaned back, I could see Ingrid’s tight, pink lips stretched around Guy’s thick cock. It didn’t take long before I was climaxing again. This time, I did put my fingers on my clit, mirroring Ingrid as we both rubbed ourselves through another intense climax. Mikkel’s hands were on my ass cheeks, holding them apart, his fingertips millimetres from my tight ring of muscles. I could feel my ass stretching open, and I knew what I wanted.

Guy and I had been experimenting with anal play. We hadn’t gone all the way yet; I was too scared of his massive girth, but we had discussed it, and it was something I wanted to work towards. He often used his finger on my ass while we were having sex, and I was suddenly desperate for that now.

“Put your finger in my ass,” I begged Mikkel, as I bounced on his cock.

Of course, he couldn’t understand me, but Ingrid breathlessly translated as she continued to fuck herself on Guy’s cock. Mikkel grinned and moved his hands slightly, touching my most sensitive area. As I fucked him, he used my motion to push past the resistance, and then he had a finger from each hand in my tight rear entrance.

The sensation was incredible, and I came again, feeling myself clench around both his cock and fingers. It was so intense that I went light-headed, rolling off of him and shaking uncontrollably with my eyes tightly shut.

When I finally recovered enough to open my eyes, Mikkel guided me up onto my knees and moved behind me. Ingrid knelt next to me, and the two men entered us from behind. They set a steady pace, fucking us both hard. Mikkel spread me open with his hands, watching his cock disappear into me, his thumb playing with my asshole. Despite the cold air, we were all covered in sweat now; I could feel it running down my back and between my breasts.

From Mikkel’s grunts and groans, I could tell he was getting close. He said something to Ingrid, his tone quick and desperate.

“He says… he wants to come… on your big, beautiful… tits,” she gasped, in between being pounded by Guy. “Oh… God…” she moaned as he thrust particularly deep inside her.

I spun around, kneeling in front of Mikkel as he stood up on the bed and pulled the condom off with a rubber pinging sound. I offered up my sweat-covered breasts, practically steaming in the cold air, and squeezed them together for him. He gave his cock a few frantic strokes, and then he exploded all over my chest. Lines of thick, white cum pulsed over my tits, running down between them and over the nipples. I rubbed it into my nipples, still hard and sensitive.

He muttered something that sounded like a compliment, and knelt back down to kiss me and play with my tits. Meanwhile, Guy and Ingrid were reaching their own climax. Ingrid came hard again, and Guy pulled out, desperately trying not to fill the condom right then.

“Come on my face,” she gasped, rolling back onto the bed.

Even after everything, that filthy request shocked me. It’s not something I had ever done. Guy whipped off the condom and moved closer. He only needed one stroke of his cock, and he ejaculated right over her nose and cheek in one long line of cum. The next load landed in her open mouth, dripping down her lips and chin. Again and again he came, painting her face in white lines. She looked so beautiful, covered in my boyfriend’s cum.

“Oh my God,” she giggled, licking some off her lips. “Come and help me clean it up, Beth.”

I licked some of it off her face, and then she sucked Mikkel’s cum off my nipples. It was a filthy mess, and I fucking loved it.


Chapter Seven




The next morning, when I woke, I was still buzzing from what had happened the night before. It was weird not having any sunlight, but the ice hotel lights changed with the time. Last night, the colours in our room had been deep blues and purples, but this morning, they were glowing orange and yellow. It almost felt like there was a sunrise inside the ice.

Guy stirred beside me, one arm heavy across my stomach. “Morning,” he murmured.

“Morning,” I said. “How did you sleep?”

“Mmm. Like I was in a very expensive freezer.”

I laughed and rolled toward him. His cock was hard, like it usually was when he woke up. He started to rub it against my leg.

“None of that,” I grinned, giving him a peck on the lips. “I need breakfast first. Anyway, you might need it later, who knows what’s going to happen today.”

We found a small table and loaded up plates with smoked fish, dark bread, and things I couldn’t even identify. It was quite busy, and we’d just sat down when a man approached our table.

“Excuse me,” he said. “May I join you?”

“Of course,” Guy said. The man was slightly older than us, with a dark beard that was going grey at the sides. He introduced himself as Lars, a Dane on holiday with his wife.

“She had quite an exciting night,” he explained. “One too many cocks, you might say, and she’s feeling quite sore and tired this morning. I left her in bed.”

The rest of breakfast passed in an oddly easy blur. Lars was charming and funny. He asked about our trip, chatted about the ice architecture in the hotel, and made me laugh more than once with his dry humour. I also noticed the way his eyes lingered a fraction too long when I spoke. The warmth of his smile. The quiet confidence of someone who had been with a lot of women and knew how to treat them. It didn’t hurt that he was incredibly attractive.

When he stood to get more coffee, I leaned across the table toward Guy, my voice low.

“Okay,” I said. “Tell me if I’ve completely lost my mind.”

Guy smirked. “I’m listening.”

“I’m really attracted to him,” I admitted. “And I keep thinking about what he said about his wife. And what people are here for in this place. And…” I hesitated. “Maybe we should make the most of it while we are here.”

Guy studied my face for a moment, then smiled.

“Do you want to invite him back to our room?” he asked quietly.

My pulse jumped. “You’re… okay with that?”

He nodded. “After last night, I think that might be exactly what I want.”

“You don’t think it’s… too much to do it again so soon after swapping with Ingrid and Mikkel?” I asked, suddenly worried that I was out of control or being too slutty.

He put his hand on mine. “Of course not. Let’s explore while we have this unique opportunity.”

Lars returned with his coffee just then, smiling as he sat back down.

I was suddenly nervous as a virgin about to have sex for the first time. How did one broach the subject?

“Er… Lars?” I said.

“Yes?”

“After this, would you like to… um… come back to our room?” I felt myself blushing, and that wasn’t the only place that was getting warmer.

He nodded, like it was a perfectly normal request. “I’d love to, but I find the bedrooms quite cold. How about we all go to one of the warm pods?”

“Warm pods?” I said. I hadn’t seen those.

“Oh, you’ll love it,” he grinned.

When we’d finished eating, Lars led us down another wing of the hotel, quieter than the main area. The ice walls here were carved more smoothly, the lighting warmer, almost honey-coloured. Set into the ice at regular intervals were wooden pods, their rounded frames half-buried like cosy burrows.

They looked inviting. Intimate. Each one held a double bed, almost filling the cosy room, and was lit from within by soft lamps that made the wood glow. An electric heater glowed on the ceiling of each one. One entire wall of each pod was glass, providing anyone in the icy vault a perfect view of what was happening on the bed.

Three of the pods were empty, but in the fourth… I gasped. A naked man lay on the bed. On top of him were two women, one riding his cock and the other riding his face. They were both large, with enormous breasts and big asses that bounced and jiggled as they fucked themselves on him.

A few people lingered nearby, chatting quietly, occasionally pausing to watch. Others walked past, briefly glancing in at the explicit show as if it were no more remarkable than a piece of art. My heart thudded, not from shock so much as fascination. There was something mesmerising about it.

“Well,” I murmured. “That’s different from the usual fish tank in the other hotels I’ve stayed in.”

Lars smiled. “They’re nice and warm, so they’re usually very popular, but it’s still early. Perfect for a quick bit of morning fun.” He looked at me, eyebrow lifting just a fraction. “If you don’t mind people watching?”

I swallowed, heat pulsing between my legs.

Guy leaned in, his voice close to my ear. “Are you feeling brave?”

I watched the figures inside the pod shift again, completely unconcerned with their audience. The woman riding the man’s face threw her head back, letting out a loud, orgasmic cry that was muted by the glass.

“Let’s do it,” I said.

We chose an empty pod, and Lars held the door open for me. Inside, I realised that although people could see in, we couldn’t see out. The glass wall was completely mirrored on the inside. Lars was already pulling his jumper off over his head. Guy copied him, and the two men undressed until they were just in their underwear. I was still standing there, slightly stunned.

“Let me help you,” said Lars, smoothly, climbing onto the bed and offering me his hand. I joined him and Guy, and between them, they began to undress me. They slipped my coat off my shoulders, removed my beanie, and then unzipped my fleece. As Guy helped me out of it, Lars unbuttoned my trousers and tugged them down. The sensation of being stripped naked by two men was turning me on like nothing else.

By the time I was in just my underwear, my knickers were soaked through. Even the fact that people could be watching, and yet I could only see my own reflection, was driving me wild. I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked flushed, my eyes wide and horny. Guy flicked the catch on my bra, and my heavy breasts fell out. Then Lars reached for my knickers. I thought my heart might leap out of my chest as I lifted my ass to let him slip them off.

"You are even more stunning than I imagined across the breakfast table," Lars said, his voice deep.

I was completely naked. I could see Lars looking at my pussy hungrily, so I opened my legs to give him a better view. I was also facing the mirrored glass, so I could see my own swollen and soaked cunt, already leaking with arousal. Guy moved closer, putting an arm around my back and one hand on my leg, guiding me to open up even more. I could see he was already hard, his cock straining at his briefs.

“There’s nothing more beautiful than watching how a woman pleasures herself,” Lars said, putting one hand on my thigh. “Would you like to show us?”


Chapter Eight




My stomach flipped at Lars’s request, and heat flooded my body. But I did as he asked. I slid my hand down over my pubic hair and between my folds. I watched my own hand in the mirror, my fingers pale against the flushed pink of my pussy. As I touched myself, thick, white arousal leaked from my opening, glistening in the warm honey light of the pod and running down over the darker skin of my asshole. I felt incredibly exposed, not just to Guy and Lars, but to the invisible audience outside.

I pushed two fingers into my cunt, making a wet sound. When I pulled them out, they were soaked and covered in a creamy coating. I used the arousal to start circling my clit, pressing firmly and feeling the electric pulses flow out through my whole body. I felt my nipples pucker up, despite the warmth of the heater above us. I moaned with pleasure, relaxing as I performed for the others.

Lars moved in, his tongue flicking at one of my nipples and making me gasp. Guy captured the other one in his mouth, and soon both men were sucking hard on them, sending rushes of pleasure through me that merged with the intense pleasure from my pussy. Their hands were on my inner thigh, holding me open, close to my pussy, but not touching it. I increased the pace, my climax building rapidly.

It didn’t take long before I went right over the edge and came hard, my ass bucking up off the bed as I shook all over. The men held me through it, stroking my thigh and sucking on my tits as I squirmed in their hands. I pushed my fingers back inside myself. I’d never been so wet before.

Lars looked up at me. “That was beautiful,” he murmured.

“You’re so fucking sexy, Beth,” agreed Guy.

Lars kissed me on the lips.

“Do you want to fuck me?” I whispered.

Lars knelt up and tugged down his briefs. His cock sprang free. It was very hard, nice and straight, and a little above average, although nowhere near as big as Guy’s. He reached for one of the condoms on the shelf, ripped it open with his teeth, and then rolled it down his shaft. My pussy was absolutely aching for him, and I rolled onto my knees, sticking my ass out for him impatiently.

When he was ready, he knelt behind me, spreading me open with his palms. I was so wet and gaping that he slid easily inside me, all the way to the base. He felt so good, not stretching me so extremely as Guy, but creating the perfect friction against every sensitive spot inside me. He started to fuck me, hard and rhythmically, his fingers spreading my cunt so he could watch his cock disappear into me. I could see everything in the mirror, and I hoped there were others outside watching.

Meanwhile, Guy was removing his own underwear. He knelt in front of me, offering me his big cock. I grabbed it with one hand, drawing it into my mouth and sucking as I looked up at him. He rocked his hips, fucking my mouth. It felt amazing to be fucked like this between two hot men, a dick in my cunt and one in my mouth. I’d never experienced anything like it.

It didn’t take long before I was shuddering with another climax, one that felt even better as Lars fucked me hard right through it. When I started to come down, I felt his fingers, coated with my arousal, start to massage the tight ring of muscle around my asshole, sending even more pleasurable sensations through my body.

He paused his thrusting, his dick throbbing deep in my cunt. “You have a pretty ass,” he murmured. “Do you like to be fucked there?”

I took Guy’s cock out of my mouth. “I… I’ve never tried,” I said, looking back at him over my shoulder. “But I want to. We just haven’t yet because I’m scared of the size of Guy’s cock,” I admitted.

“Do you want to try? I will take it slow,” he said, his fingers still exploring around my rear entrance.

“Yes,” I whispered. “I want to try.” I looked up at Guy; his eyes were shining, and he grinned at me.

Lars pulled his cock out of my pussy with a wet sound. He got some lube from the shelf and coated his cock with it. I felt him rub the head around my asshole, smearing it with lube. Then his fingers opened me up from the sides. I groaned with pleasure.

“It is okay?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said, pushing my ass up a little more. “Put it in.”

I felt the pressure of his cock against the opening, and then suddenly I gave way. He was inside me, my opening burning for a second before waves of pleasure rushed through me. It felt… different… but really good. He pulled out again and then thrust back in, deeper this time.

“Oh… God…” I cried. “That’s so good…”

He started fucking me in the ass, gradually increasing his pace and depth. I was still clinging to Guy’s cock with one hand, and I managed a few more sucks before the sensations became overwhelming. Suddenly, I was coming hard. It felt different to normal, starting deeper inside me and rushing through my whole body. I cried out, my whole body shaking. My ass muscles clenched around his cock, and suddenly it popped out, expelled from my body by my climax.

I rolled onto the mattress, shaking and quivering in ecstasy.

“Oh my God,” I groaned. “That was amazing.”

“Now, do you think you can take us both at the same time?” Lars asked.

My stomach flipped again.

“I want to try,” I said.

Guy lay on the bed, and I mounted him, guiding his cock to my soaking pussy. He slipped in easily, and I pushed myself down on top of him, feeling the familiar intense stretch as his massive girth opened me up inch by inch. When I was seated completely on top of him, he was so deep that I could hardly breathe. But there was more to come. Lars moved behind me, applying more lube before pushing his cock against my asshole.

It went in easier this time, but I felt impossibly full with Guy’s cock already inside me. I was stretched to my limits, but the pleasure was amazing. The filthy thought about what I was doing only made it better: I was being fucked by two dicks at the same time. I had never thought I would get to experience this.

Lars started to move, thrusting slowly in and out of my ass. Guy gripped my hips, thrusting up into me. As Lars pulled out a little, Guy pushed deep, and vice versa. It felt so good that I thought I might pass out with pleasure. They held me between them, my breasts swaying, my head thrown back and screaming with ecstasy. They fucked me harder, and somehow even deeper.

“Oh… fuck!” I suddenly screamed as I went right over the edge, coming so hard I’m sure I did pass out for a second. I felt my body release, and I squirted uncontrollably all over Guy’s body. Waves of pleasure rushed through me as my cunt and ass clenched and contracted around their cocks. The orgasm went on and on as they fucked me through it. I watched myself in the mirror, skin flushed, body shaking as I climaxed.

“I’m coming,” Lars grunted. I felt his cock throb as he filled the condom inside me.

Guy increased his pace, fucking up into me as I rode him, Lars’s dick still deep in my ass. Only seconds after my previous orgasm, I came again, my holes milking their cocks. Guy groaned with relief, and I felt the wet sensation of his thick cum pumping out deep into my cunt.

We collapsed together on the bed, sweaty from the exertion and the heater from above. I was glowing, my whole body tingling with the aftershocks of the orgasms. The two men wrapped their arms around me, kissing me on the neck and breasts, both of them telling me what a good girl I was, and how well I’d taken them.

I couldn’t stop thinking about who might have been watching. I’d never know, but it felt… strangely empowering. It seemed I was discovering I was an exhibitionist, as well as a voyeur.


Chapter Nine




After lunch, we decided to relax with one of the treatments that the resort offered. The one we chose was kind of cryptic; it was called something like Couples Oral Massage with Tantric Coaching. We didn’t really know what that was, but it sounded intriguing.

The massage room was around the back of the sauna building. We pushed the wooden door open and entered, knocking the snow off our boots on the mat. There was a lady behind a wooden desk. She looked just like all the employees, fresh-faced, with her blonde hair in a ponytail. It was warm in here, though, and instead of a beanie and resort coat, she was just wearing a thin robe that showed off her curves.

"Welcome," she said, her voice soft. "You must be Guy and Beth. My name is Elin. I will be your guide into the deeper connections of the body."

She turned and gestured for us to follow her through a heavy set of velvet curtains into a larger, dimly lit chamber. The air here was heavy with the scent of sandalwood and coconut oil. In the centre of the room sat a massive, raised double bed, draped in soft charcoal linens and surrounded by dozens of flickering candles that cast long, dancing shadows against the timber walls.

Elin stepped to the foot of the bed and turned back to us. Without a word of ceremony, she reached for the silk tie at her waist. With a single tug, the robe fell away, pooling around her ankles. She was completely naked.

I heard Guy catch his breath, and I couldn't blame him. Elin was spectacular. She had an athletic build, but with large, high breasts, topped with wide, puffy nipples. Between her legs, I could see that she was perfectly smooth and shaved.

She gestured toward the bed. "Please. Remove everything and lie face down on the bed.”

Guy and I stripped off our clothes. I felt a thrill of nerves as I climbed onto the high bed, the soft sheets cool against my naked stomach. Guy settled in beside me, his shoulder brushing mine. We lay there, eyes closed, listening to the soft sound of Elin’s bare feet on the wooden floor as she walked around us.

Elin climbed onto the bed and straddled my back. I could feel the heat of her pussy against my skin as she began to rub hot oil into my shoulders. She worked her way down to the top of my ass, her naked body practically grinding on me as she sensually massaged me. She leaned forward, her large breasts and nipples rubbing the oil into my skin as she used her whole body to massage me.

"Relax, Beth," she murmured. “Feel the tension from your muscles release into the room and dissipate.”

It was intensely erotic. I let out a low moan, my face buried in the soft pillow, as she shifted lower, her slick, shaved pussy sliding rhythmically against my buttocks. Then, I felt her climb off me to straddle Guy’s lower back. From the corner of my eye, I saw her lean forward, her large breasts swinging as she began to knead his shoulders.

"And you, Guy," she purred. "Your body is like iron. Let it melt."

She rubbed her naked body against Guy’s back, and then moved back to me. She began to stroke my ass and down to my inner thighs, her fingers drifting dangerously close to my soaking folds. When she had released the tension from my legs, she switched to Guy and did the same for him.

“Now roll onto your backs,” she purred.

I rolled over, but I saw Guy hesitate. “Er…” he said.

“It’s fine, Guy,” she said, guessing the source of his embarrassment. “We’ll need it hard for the next stage.”

Guy rolled onto his back. His big cock was fully stiff, standing up firmly against his stomach.

Elin’s eyes went wide. “Oh, my,” she said. “That… that is quite a big one.”

I couldn’t help but grin. I was beginning to really enjoy other people’s reactions to my man’s lovely big cock.

“Anyway,” she continued, “now we move onto the oral portion of the treatment. Beth, would you like to help?”

Elin climbed over Guy and straddled his head, placing her pussy right in his face and squashing her breasts against his stomach. Then she wrapped her hand around the base of his cock. I switched around, too, so that I was lying the same way as her. Together, we started to run our tongues up and down his long shaft, making it sloppy with spit. Guy groaned, muffled by Elin’s thighs. Up and down we licked, swirling our tongues around him.

“Now, Beth,” she said. “You concentrate on his balls and anus, while I bring him to climax.”

Elin moved higher over him, taking the head of his cock into her mouth. She bobbed her head, taking him deeper and deeper until, to my amazement, she took his entire cock deep into her throat. Her lips pressed against the base, swallowing the entire thing easily, without any apparent discomfort.

Lifting her head up and down, she started to fuck her own throat with his enormous cock. I was too stunned to do anything for a moment, but when I recovered, I remembered my task. I reached out and cupped his balls with one hand. I slid the other one under his ass and pressed two fingers firmly against his tight asshole.

Guy was making noises now, like I’d never heard him make before. Faster and faster, Elin worked his cock with her mouth, lifting up slightly now to suck the top half while she wanked the lower half with her hand. His dick was soaked in saliva, and it ran down his balls to his ass. Using it as lube, I pushed my two fingers inside him. It was turning me on so much seeing him squirming and moaning. I could tell he was about to lose control.

Together we worked him higher and higher.

“Fuck…” he groaned, his hips bucking up as Elin took him deep again.

Suddenly, he let out a long growl. I felt his balls tighten in my hand and his ass clench around my fingers. His cock throbbed… and he came hard in Elin’s mouth. She lifted off, letting the first load of cum dribble out of her mouth and down his shaft. Then she took the whole thing back into her mouth, swallowing it down as more and more pulsed out.

“Oh… God…” Guy moaned, throwing his head back, his whole body shaking.

Elin continued to suck him until every last drop was in her mouth. She lifted off, leaving his dick to soften slightly. She licked her lips and looked at me.

“Now it’s your turn, Beth.”

They positioned me on my side, the opposite way up to the two of them. Guy was behind me, and Elin was in front. She threw her leg over me, positioning her pussy right in my face. It was wonderfully smooth, with large, dark, butterfly-shaped labia. I couldn’t take my eyes off her opening, glistening with wetness, and her tight little asshole above it.

Elin’s mouth found my pussy, using her tongue to explore my folds and tease my clit. She was an absolute expert at eating pussy, the best I’d ever experienced. I hoped Guy was taking notes. He was certainly close enough. As Elin licked me out, I felt Guy’s tongue on my asshole. He began to lick it firmly, making the tight ring relax and pulse with pleasure.

The sensation was absolute sensory overload. With Elin’s expert tongue swirling around my clit and Guy’s rhythmic, insistent lapping at my rear, I felt like I was being pulled apart by pleasure. I reached up, my fingers spreading Elin’s pussy so I could see deep inside. Her labia were so swollen and inviting that I couldn't resist; I opened my mouth and drew one of those dark, velvet folds inside, sucking on it while she continued to devastate me below.

"Yes, Beth... taste me while we make you come," Elin murmured against my skin, her voice vibrating through pussy.

She increased the pressure, her tongue flicking faster and faster. Behind me, Guy was becoming more adventurous. I felt his fingers join his tongue, gently prying at my puckered entrance, stretching me just enough to send bolts of electricity through me. Elin’s mouth became a frantic blur of suction and heat.

I began to thrash against the silk sheets, my hips jerking involuntarily.

"Oh… I'm going to come,” I gasped. “It feels so good... oh God!"

I exploded. The orgasm was intense, washing over me and making my vision go black. As the waves of pleasure poured through me, Elin didn't pull away; she stayed clamped onto me, drinking in my release, while Guy’s tongue continued to soothe the pulsing ring of my rear.

When the world finally stopped spinning, Elin sat up, her face glistening with my arousal. She looked down at Guy, who was staring up at her with wide, dark eyes. I saw that his cock was rock-hard again.

"Now that everyone is relaxed," she whispered, "the coaching moves to the next stage. Guy, lie on your back. It’s time to explore tantric sex.”

Guy moved to the centre of the bed, while his thick, hard cock pointed straight at the timber ceiling.

"Beth, straddle him," she commanded. "I want you to take him deep, but you must not move yet. Tantra is about the union of energy, not just the friction of skin."

I climbed over Guy, my knees on either side of his hips. I felt the heat of his shaft against my inner thighs, and with a slow, shaky breath, I guided him toward my soaking entrance. I lowered myself down, inch by inch, feeling him stretch me open.

When I finally bottomed out, I let out a long, shuddering moan, my head lolling back.

"No," Elin whispered, placing her soft hands on my shoulders to steady me. "Stillness, Beth. Look into his eyes. Connect your breath."

She moved next to me, her breasts pressed against me, and her hands gently stroked the skin on my back and bottom.

"Now, breathe together. Inhale, and then exhale the tension. Feel the pulse of his heart inside your pussy.

It was the hardest thing I’d ever done. Being completely filled by Guy, feeling him throb inside me while the gorgeous, naked Elin watched us, made every nerve in my body scream for movement. But as we locked eyes and began to breathe in unison, the sensation shifted. It wasn't just a physical fullness anymore; it was a glowing, white-hot energy that seemed to expand from my core.

"Good," Elin murmured, her hand sliding down to lightly graze the spot where we were joined. "Now, the smallest of movements. Just a tilt of the pelvis, Beth. Guy, lift your hips only a fraction. Feel the tip of him brush against your deepest point."

I did as she said, a tiny, agonisingly slow tilt that made me gasp. The friction was so concentrated, so intense, that a mere millimetre of movement felt like a bolt of lightning.

"More," Elin whispered, her own hand sliding down my mound and pressing against my clit. But she didn’t rub it, she just applied gentle pressure "Slowly... give him just a centimetre, then take it back."

Guy’s hands were on my thighs, holding me tightly. I stared into his eyes. I’d never felt this connected to someone before, and despite the lack of movement, I felt my climax rapidly building deep inside me.

"Now," Elin said, her voice dropping to a whisper. "Beth, lean forward and kiss him, long and slow.”

We did as we were told, our tongues in each other’s mouths as we had the deepest, most sensual kiss I’d ever experienced. I could feel every inch of Guy’s cock inside me, every twitch and pulse. I was right on the edge.

"The energy is peaking," Elin whispered, her naked body pressed against ours. “Move once, and come together.”

I lifted slightly and then took him deep again. I came hard, my cunt spasming around his shaft. Beneath me, Guy’s body went rigid, his back arching off the bed as he let out a loud groan of relief. His hot, thick release pulsed deep inside me, flooding my cunt.

I collapsed onto his chest, our skin slick with oil, our hearts beating as one frantic rhythm. Elin stayed for a moment, her hands resting gently on our trembling bodies, a look of serene satisfaction on her face.

"That," she murmured, leaning in to kiss both our foreheads, "is the fiery Arctic climax. You are no longer two people. You are one flame."

She slid off the bed with a graceful, silent motion, leaving us tangled in the sheets as she slipped back into her robe.

After our profound experience, we didn’t feel much like socialising with others. We ate dinner in the restaurant and retired to our room. We got naked under the furs and made love for over an hour, moving with a slow, deliberate passion. We explored every inch of each other's bodies as if it were the first time.

Finally, we fell asleep wrapped in each other's arms, exhausted but happy.


Chapter Ten




The following day, it was time for our trip to the hot springs. We met in the lobby of the ice hotel, bundled up in thermal layers and thick coats, boots crunching softly against the ice floor. The place was buzzing; it seemed that at least thirty or forty guests were booked on the trip. I stamped my feet, my breath visible. It seemed colder in the lobby than the rest of the hotel.

Guy squeezed my hand. “At least it’ll be warm in the hot springs.”

“Assuming we survive the journey,” I said, eyeing the darkness beyond the doors. “I think it’s snowing again.”

We were put into groups by one of the hotel workers and assigned vehicles. A guide with an impressively cheerful smile pointed us toward a Land Rover idling outside.

“You six,” he said. “That one.”

I caught a glimpse of Mikkel and Ingrid getting into a different vehicle, but we were assigned four strangers. They all looked like they’d stepped out of a very stylish Nordic metal band photoshoot. The two men were broad-shouldered, with thick Viking beards and hair pulled back into neat braids. Both were heavily tattooed on their necks and hands, and wore multiple rings and piercings that glinted in the low light. The women beside them were just as striking: dark hair, black coats, heavy boots, lips and eyebrows pierced, eyes dramatically lined in smoky black.

The back of the Land Rover consisted of two benches facing each other. The others turned to us as we climbed in, all smiles.

“Hi!” one of the women said brightly, her accent unmistakably Norwegian. “I heard you speaking English. Where are you from?”

Introductions went around quickly. There were two couples who knew each other and had travelled here together. The first couple were called Erik and Sigrid, the other couple was Mads and Freya. They were incredibly friendly, all switching to English for our benefit, even when talking amongst themselves. We soon learned that they all lived together in Oslo and that they were in a poly relationship. It seemed they all slept with each other. I was fascinated, and more than a little turned on.

The Land Rover bounced and growled its way through the dark, snow-covered forest for about half an hour, headlights carving tunnels through the night. Inside, it was warm and loud with conversation. Erik passed around a flask that contained something that burned my throat. We got on surprisingly well with the others, and by the time we arrived at the hot springs, they felt like friends.

The hot springs complex appeared out of the darkness: low wooden buildings clustered together, steam rising into the black sky, lit from below by soft amber lights. Beyond them, I could see pools scattered across the snow-covered ground, each one sending up thick clouds of steam that drifted and curled against the dark sky.

“Oh wow,” I breathed.

The driver pulled up next to some of the other Land Rovers and turned to face us. “Good news,” he said cheerfully. “The Ice Hotel has booked the entire place tonight. So…” he grinned, “you don’t need to worry about wearing swimsuits.”

Freya whooped. “Perfect!”

Inside, the facilities felt more like a spa resort than anything else. There were warm wooden walls, benches, and lockers. The smell of clean towels and natural mineral water filled the air. The six of us followed the signs to the changing rooms. I stripped without ceremony, feeling oddly calm about it now. Around me, the other shed their black clothing. Sigrid had thigh-high boots with what seemed like hundreds of laces. It took her forever to unfasten them.

I couldn’t help watching as the other women removed their black clothing. When Sigrid pulled her black thermal underlayer off over her head, I realised that she wasn’t wearing a bra. She revealed heavy, full breasts that swayed with her movements. Her big, dark nipples were pierced by thick silver bars with tiny skulls on the end. As she reached up to shake out her dark hair, I saw thick tufts of black hair under her arms. It was such a natural look that I found it incredibly feminine and erotic.

Beside her, Freya stepped out of her trousers and underwear. Both women possessed wild, untamed bushes. Their hair was dark, wild and curly, and spread to their thighs. Sigrid’s even continued in a line up her stomach.

"The water feels better when there is nothing between you and the minerals," Freya said, “I’m so happy we’re taking over the whole place.”

As Sigrid sat back on the wooden bench to gather her things, she spread her legs casually to reach for a towel. The movement exposed her pink, swollen labia through the thick black hair. I felt a literal rush of heat between my legs when I saw a glint of steel, a vertical piercing through her clitoral hood. I’d already noticed that she had a metal bar through her tongue as well.

The men were equally attractive. Erik and Mads were massive, their chests, backs and arms covered in intricate tattoos. Their long, pointed beards hung down below their collarbones. Their bodies were just as natural as the women's, with thick hair covering their bodies and heavy cocks hanging relaxed against their thighs. When I glanced at Erik’s dick, I gasped. He had a thick metal piercing through the end. Guy followed my gaze and winced.

"We should go and get a good spot," Mads rumbled, his voice deep like gravel. He stepped toward the door leading to the outdoor pools, his hand resting casually on Freya’s bare bottom. As we walked out into the freezing night air toward the steaming pools, the contrast was once again delicious. The snow was falling in heavy, silent flakes, melting the moment they touched our heated skin.

We followed the two couples toward a secluded pool tucked behind a cluster of dark rocks. To reach it, we had to cross a shallow pool of volcanic mud, warm to our bare feet, with the occasional bubble popping.

"This one looks the hottest," Sigrid said, her breath catching as she stepped into the bubbling turquoise water. She sank down until the water reached her chin, her hair floating like dark seaweed around her, and her breasts buoying upwards.

We all followed her into the pool. The contrast with the cold air was so intense that initially I thought it was burning my skin, but it wasn’t really that hot. Guy followed close behind, his knees brushing mine as we settled onto a submerged stone ledge. The pool was a natural cauldron, the turquoise water bubbling up from the earth, surrounded by rocks.

The other guests from the hotel were finding different pools, giggling and chatting as they sank into the water. Some of the pools contained mud instead of water, eliciting screams and laughter as people climbed into the murky depths.

Sigrid and Erik were already entangled next to me, giggling together. The thick clouds of steam swirled around us, occasionally parting to reveal glimpses of their tattooed skin and the silver glints of their piercings. Sigrid let out a low moan and kissed Erik deeply. Through the clear water, I could see that his hand was between her legs. On the other side of the pool, Mads and Freya started kissing, too.

Seeing the others make out was making me even hornier than I was already. I felt Guy’s hand slide up from my waist, his palm hot against my skin as he cupped my breast. He leaned in, his lips finding mine in a kiss that was desperate and hungry, fueled by the sexual energy of the group.

Under the bubbling surface, I reached out and found him; his cock was hard and pulsing, slick in the mineral water. I wrapped my fingers around him, the rhythmic movement of my hand matching the pace of our tongues.

Guy groaned into my mouth, his thumb circling my nipple until it was an aching point of pleasure. "God, Beth," he whispered against my lips. "This is hot in more ways than one."

I giggled, but before I could reply, Sigrid pulled away from Erik’s kiss. Her tits heaved, water glistening on her tattooed chest. She looked around at all of us, a devious smile on her dark lips.

“I think we should rotate,” she smirked. “The girls move one to the right.”

No one had any objections. Sigrid moved to Guy and me. She gave me a kiss on the lips before straddling Guy’s lap. I moved to Mads, and Freya moved to Erik. Mads was even bigger than I realised now I was in his thick arms. He picked me up easily and pulled me down on top of him. I could feel his hard cock pressed against my mound under the water. I reached down and wrapped my fingers around it.

I gasped. His cock wasn’t long, but it was so thick I couldn’t even get my fingers around it. And it had a strong upward curve that felt fantastic in my hands. Feeling desperately horny, I pushed my tongue into his mouth, feeling his thick beard against my skin. One of his huge hands grabbed my ass, gripping me tightly, and the other one found my clit, pressing hard and making me moan into him.

Freya and Erik were already fucking, with Freya’s huge tits bouncing and splashing water as she rode him. Next to me, Sigrid stood up and turned, standing on the seat beneath the water. She leaned over, pressing her enormous breasts into the volcanic mud at the side of the pool and sticking her ass up out of the water.

Guy stood behind her, his big, hard cock in his hand. Her wild bush was soaked and matted from the water, and I could see that even her ass was hairy. I felt another desperate rush of arousal as I watched him slide his cock deep inside her, making her scream. They weren’t using condoms, which made it even more erotic. My boyfriend fucking this big-breasted goth girl raw looked so good.

I needed Mads inside me now. “Fuck me,” I whispered into his mouth.

He put both hands on my ass and lifted me effortlessly out of the water as I wrapped my legs around him. The icy air made my skin tingle after the warm water. Then he spun us around and lay me back in the warm, bubbling mud. I felt the weird sensation of the thick mud on my back and ass, sticking to my hair. Half of me was embraced by the thick, warm substance, and my front was still exposed to the frigid cold.

Mads’s thick arms hooked behind my knees, and he pinned my legs back and out, making my aching cunt open up. Without even needing to guide himself, he pushed his girthy cock deep into my pussy without any protection. It was the thickest cock I’d ever experienced, stretching me almost painfully. But it was a good pain, shooting waves of pleasure through my whole body.

The curve was delicious, rubbing an intense friction against my G-spot as he curved up inside me. I lifted my legs back even more, taking him deeper and feeling him stretch every inch. He started to fuck me hard into the mud, the wet squelching sounds surrounding us. The others were fucking, too, the air filled with moans and cries of ecstasy.

The sensation of the warm, heavy mud squelching beneath my back with every powerful thrust of Mads’s girthy cock was unlike anything I had ever felt. It was primal and dirty, the thick silt acting as a heated cushion while the sub-zero air bit at my exposed breasts.

I looked over Mads’s tattooed shoulder and saw Guy through a veil of steam. He was still behind Sigrid, his hands buried deep in her dark, wild hair, pulling her head back as he drove into her. Her moans were loud and unrestrained, her body arching over the mud-slicked rocks, and her enormous breasts bouncing as she took him. Seeing my boyfriend so lost in another woman, his skin flushed and his muscles straining, made my own walls tighten convulsively around Mads.

"Yes... fuck... stretch me open," I whimpered, my fingers digging into the thick muscles of Mads's forearms as he fucked me even harder.

“God… your cunt feels so good,” he panted, his breathing heavy and ragged as he pinned me down. He shifted his grip, one hand leaving my leg to find my breast, his large thumb and forefinger tugging hard on my cold nipple. Nearby, I heard the frantic splashing of water as Erik and Freya reached their limit, their bodies entangled in the centre of the pool. And further away, I could hear other moans and sounds of pleasure as the other guests fucked in other pools.

The sensations were overwhelming. My cunt clenched around Mads’s shaft, and the pressure on my G-spot suddenly gave way into a rush of relief as I climaxed hard, squirting uncontrollably as I writhed in the mud.

Mads pulled out, his cock throbbing. Steam was coming off his whole body, and he looked like a Viking god with a massive, thick erection. Before I could move, he was replaced between my legs by Erik. His dick was rock-hard, too, the thick metal bar through the end glinting in the low light.

“Oh God… yes…” I murmured. “Let me feel that cock.”

He grabbed my hips, flipping me over and pulling my ass back up to him. My breasts and forearms were now submerged in the shallow volcanic mud. I was pretty much covered in it now. He spread me open from behind and pushed his big cock into me. I moaned with pleasure as I felt the piercing send bolts of electricity all the way down my cunt.

He started to fuck me, the strange sensations of the metal bar through his dick sending me wild. He held my hips firmly as he fucked me hard into the mud. There was a splash next to me as Guy pushed Freya back into the muddy pool next to me and started pounding into her between her legs. She was quickly covered in mud, some of it running down her cheek as it splattered up around us. Seconds later, Mads had Sigrid in it, too.

The three men fucked us with a primal intensity that turned the shallow pool of volcanic mud into a churning, squelching frenzy of bodies. The sound of wet flesh slapping against mud was a constant, heavy beat under dark, Arctic sky.

Erik was relentless behind me. Every time he thrust his cock deep, the heavy silver bar through his glans scraped against my internal walls, sending electric sparks of pleasure through my entire system. I was face-down in the warm silt, my nose and mouth just inches from the bubbling surface, the smell of minerals and sex filling my senses.

To my right, Guy was a blur of motion. He was covered in mud from his chest to his shins, his muscles slick and gleaming as he hammered into Freya. She was laughing and moaning at the same time, her head thrashing in the mud, her dark hair becoming a matted, wild crown around her face. On the other side, Mads had Sigrid pinned, her heavy breasts swinging and splattering the volcanic silt as she took his incredible thickness with desperate, loud cries.

The sensory overload was reaching a breaking point. The stinging cold of the icy air, the boiling heat of the mud, and the constant, piercing friction of the metal inside me were too much. I felt my walls begin to spasm again, tightening around Erik's shaft.

"I'm coming…” I screamed.

“Me too,” Freya shrieked from the mud beside me.

The men seemed to catch the energy. Erik’s thrusts became shorter, harder, and faster. He reached around, his mud-slicked fingers finding my clit and rubbing it with a frantic, gritty pressure. I exploded, coming so hard that I just collapsed forward, shaking into the mud.

Erik grunted and came all over my stomach and tits, adding to the filth and mess. Next to me, Guy let out a loud groan as he finished in Freya. The thought of him filling her pussy with his thick cum made me shudder with more arousal. Finally, Mads pulled out of Sigrid and came on her thick, curly bush; practically the only part of her that wasn’t caked in mud.

We lay there for a long time, six mud-covered bodies steaming in the night air, tangled together in a pile of filth and satisfaction. The snow had stopped, and the clouds were starting to lift.

“Look!” said Freya. “The Northern Lights.”

I blinked, wiping a smear of warm mud from my cheek as I looked upward. Above the jagged silhouette of the frozen pines, the sky was no longer black. A faint, ghostly green shimmer began to dance across the stars.

"My God…" I whispered.

I was sprawled on my back in the warm silt, my legs still draped over Erik’s muscular, mud-slicked thighs. The sight was magical.

Together, we all slipped back into the hot, clear pool, letting the mess wash from our bodies. A giggling woman ran past, coated head to toe in mud, her breasts bouncing. She was being chased by a naked man with a big erection.

I grinned to myself and slipped my hand into Guy’s under the water.


Chapter Eleven




We relaxed in the pools, watching the northern lights and listening to the moans of pleasure from the other groups. When it was finally time to leave, we ran, bodies steaming, to the changing rooms and all got into the showers together.

The three of us women started soaping and washing each other. My hands ran over the curvy figures of the two goth girls, tracing the shape of their breasts and teasing their nipples. It didn’t take long before everyone was getting turned on again, and I could see the men were starting to get semi-hard watching us. My hand slid down over Sigrid’s stomach, and I rubbed soap into her thick, curly bush. My fingers brushed against the piercing in her clit, and she gasped sexily.

“What’s it like?” I asked, suddenly curious. My fingers explored the area, pressing the metal of the hood piercing against her clit.

“It’s amazing,” she replied, her voice slightly breathless. “But the best thing is when I’m riding a man. I can grind it against his body, and it rubs my clit.”

“That does sound nice,” I agreed. My fingers were still rubbing it against her clit. I increased the pace. Freya was behind me, rubbing soap down my sides as she pressed her large breasts against my back. Sigrid moaned and pulled my face forward for a deep kiss. I could feel the tongue piercing on my tongue. It was a strange, unexpected sensation, but my arousal soared.

We broke apart, panting. “Can I take a closer look at your clit piercing?” I asked.

She grinned wickedly. “Of course.”

I sank to my knees, her wild, wet bush right in my face. I parted her folds with my fingers, looking at the metal bar through her hood. My tongue flicked out, teasing at it. She moaned again, grabbing Freya and kissing her hard. I explored her whole pussy with my tongue, putting it inside her as far as I could and tasting her arousal. I’d never gone down on a woman before, but this was driving me wild. She tasted so good.

I returned to her clit, licking it with the flat of my tongue. Her fingers tangled in my wet hair, pulling me into her. My vision was filled with her curly bush, but glancing to the side, I could see all three men were rock-hard and watching us as the hot water poured over them. To my surprise, they all had hands wrapped around each other’s cocks. Guy was in between the other two, a dick in each hand as he stoked them slowly. The sight almost made me come right there on the shower floor.

But I returned to my task. I opened my mouth wider and wrapped it around Sigrid’s clit, creating a suction. She gasped.

“Oh… yes… fuck, Beth… like that.”

Encouraged, I started sucking rhythmically on her clit. Her fingers tightened in my hair, and her thighs started shaking. I pushed two fingers deep into her cunt, curling them up and feeling her slick walls. I’d never realised how sexy it would be to finger another woman. Suddenly, she grabbed Freya above me and came hard, her cunt pulsing around my fingers. Freya held her up as she bucked and twisted above me, filling the shower with her moans.

When I stood back up, Sigrid pulled me in for a long, hard kiss, tasting herself on my mouth. I looked over at the men and saw that Erik was on his knees, with the other two men’s cocks in his mouth at the same time, his hands stroking their shafts. Guy grinned at me.

Sigrid slipped to her knees in front of me. I lifted one foot and placed it on the wooden bench at the back of the shower, opening up my pussy for her. She held my thighs and dived in. The instant her tongue piercing rubbed against my clit, I let out a loud moan of pleasure. She flicked it back and forth over my clit. It felt like the best vibrator ever, but also had the heat and wetness of her tongue. I’d never experienced anything like it.

I grabbed Freya, pulling her in for support and squashing her massive breasts against me. I tried to kiss her, but the sensation of Sigrid’s piercing on my clit was too much. It was all I could do to stay standing, clutching at Freya as Sigrid lapped at me, driving me higher and higher with pleasure.

Next to me, Mads had hauled Erik to his feet and pressed him face-first against the side of the shower. Mads reached behind himself, spreading his ass cheeks with his hands. As if our filthy group sex couldn’t get any sexier, I watched as Mads pressed his cock against Erik’s asshole and forced himself inside. Erik’s head went back, and he growled as he was penetrated. Mads reached around, grabbing Erik’s cock and stroking it hard.

I came, shaking so much I thought I would fall to the floor, but Freya held me up, both hands on my breasts, kneading and squeezing them. Sigrid didn’t stop, licking me through the orgasm and then already driving me towards another one.

Guy was holding both of the other men, kissing one and then the other as they fucked. Mads’s ass thrust back and forth as he fucked Erik.

He turned to Guy. “Fuck me at the same time,” he ordered.

Guy moved behind Mads, holding his cock. I watched, stunned, almost coming again as Guy slid his big cock into Mads. The three men moved together, forming a powerful, rhythmic chain of muscle under the steaming showerheads. Guy’s face was a mask of intense concentration and raw pleasure as he gripped Mads’s thick hips, driving into him while Mads simultaneously hammered into Erik. They growled and groaned in unison.

I’d never seen anything so hot.

"Look at them," Freya whispered in my ear, her voice thick with lust as she continued to massage my breasts. "The strength... it is beautiful, no?"

I couldn't even answer. I was paralysed by the sight of my boyfriend taking his place in this Viking-like display of masculine gay sex. Sigrid was still between my legs, her tongue piercing working me relentlessly. The multiple sensations of the oral pleasure below, Freya’s soft body, and the visual of the three-man train beside me sent my nervous system into a total meltdown.

Suddenly, the chain reached its breaking point. Erik let out a high, jagged cry, his forehead pressed against the cold tiles as he came, Mads’s hand working his cock into a frantic blur. Huge loads of cum spunked out over the shower walls. Mads followed almost instantly, his back arching as he filled Erik from behind.

Guy let out a roar that seemed to shake the room, his fingers digging deep into Mads’s skin as he released everything inside him. At the same moment, Sigrid’s tongue gave one final, expert flick against my clit. I collapsed into Freya’s arms, my legs turning to jelly as a second, even more violent orgasm ripped through me. I slid to the bench, my whole body shaking.

As we left the shower, a peaceful silence settled over the group. Guy wrapped a towel around me and pulled me into a hug.

"You okay?" he whispered, kissing the top of my wet head.

"I've never been better," I breathed, looking at the four Norwegians who had just helped us open up even more than I’d ever thought possible. I hesitated, searching for the right words. "But… I didn't know you were bisexual."

"Honestly? I didn't talk about it because it felt like a lifetime ago," he admitted, leaning his forehead against mine. "After the divorce, I went through a bit of a period of... discovery. A few experiences here and there. But being with you, I didn't want to complicate things. I didn't know how you'd react."

I reached up, cupping his face. "I loved it. Seeing you like that... it was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen." I bit my lip, a small laugh escaping me. "I guess I can't say much, though. I didn't even know I was that into women until we came here."

Guy grinned. "Well, I certainly didn't guess you were a natural at fingering goth girls on shower floors. You looked like you’d been doing it your whole life."

We dressed in our warm layers and walked out to the waiting Land Rover; the Arctic air hit us, sharp and bracing. The Northern Lights were still there, a faint green ribbon across the sky as we made our way back to the hotel.


Chapter Twelve




The next day was the 17th of January; the first sunrise of the winter. Around noon, the sun would briefly rise above the horizon for fifteen minutes or so before setting again. We had booked an excursion to go and watch the event from a nearby hill.

At eleven, we met our guide in the lobby of the ice hotel. The excursion was less popular than the hot springs, probably only around fifteen of us, plus the guide. We trekked through the forest towards a nearby hill. The air was crisp and cold, the sky a dark blue that gradually lightened as we walked. The group naturally stretched out, people falling into pairs and small clusters, crunching through the snow at different paces. Ingrid walked alongside Guy and me.

"I see you survived the hot springs,” she said, her cheeks pink from the cold.

"We did more than survive," I said. “And we made some new friends.”

She grinned. “I saw. I wanted to come over and… reconnect… but you looked like you had your hands full.”

“You could say that,” I giggled.

“Speaking of friends, two of mine from Oslo arrived this morning. I think you’ll enjoy meeting them.” She stopped and turned, waiting for the people behind to catch up. Guy and I stopped, too. She waved, and two men joined us. They were both tall, broad-shouldered, and clean-shaven. They were a similar age to Ingrid, maybe twenty-five at most, both blond, and both handsome.

“This is Anders and Leif,” Ingrid said. “They are friends of mine from Oslo.”

The men smiled easily.

“Hi,” Anders said. “You’re staying at the ice hotel too?”

“Yes,” Guy said. “First time.”

“Ingrid said you are English?” Leif asked me.

“Yes, from London.”

“She also said you came here by mistake?”

“Yes,” I admitted. “We had no idea what sort of place this was.”

We all laughed at the absurdity of us coming to a swinger resort by accident.

“But now you have no regrets?” asked Leif.

I looked at Guy and squeezed his hand. “None,” I said.

As we walked, the conversation slipped into an easy rhythm. Travel, the cold, the novelty of seeing the sun again after days of darkness. At one point, Ingrid leaned closer to me, her voice dropping conspiratorially.

“I think you should meet them properly,” she said, nodding toward the two men. “They are very fun.”

“In what sense?” I asked, half-joking.

She looked at me with a filthy grin. “I know them from a sex club in Oslo. They really know what they are doing.”

I nearly stumbled and felt a rush of heat between my legs. With the hike, I’d almost forgotten about that sort of thing. I glanced back at them.

“They’re both gorgeous,” I said. “I wouldn’t mind.”

Anders looked back at us, smiling. “What are you two whispering about?”

“Nothing,” Ingrid said cheerfully. “Just making plans.”

As we continued up the hill, the sky ahead lightened almost imperceptibly, a thin band of pale gold teasing the horizon.

We crested the hill and saw that the hotel staff had been up here ahead of us. A bonfire burned, flames snapping and throwing sparks up into the dark sky. Around it, blankets and thick cushions had been laid directly on the snow, layered generously, like an outdoor living room in the Arctic snow. Steam rose from the ground where the heat from the fire warmed the frozen ground, and the smell of woodsmoke drifted over to us.

I let out a gasp. “Oh wow.”

Guy came up beside me, slipping an arm around my waist as we took it in. From up here, the view opened out completely. Below us, the ice hotel lay nestled in the valley, its low, arched shapes glowing faintly blue, as if lit from within. The sculpted ice caught the light and glittered. It was so beautiful. It looked unreal, like a model village carved from ice.

Beyond it, the road twisted away in a pale ribbon, winding past the frozen lake. The surface of the ice was smooth and unbroken. And further still, tucked into the distance, were the lights from the town of Alta; tiny, warm points of gold scattered across the darkness, twinkling quietly.

I wrapped my arms around myself, not from the cold but from the beauty of it all. Ingrid dropped onto one of the cushions near the fire, patting the space beside her.

“Come,” she said. “Best view.”

We settled in, the heat of the flames warming my face while the cold nipped at my back. Somehow, I found myself between our two new friends, Leif and Anders. A few minutes later, the thin sliver of the sun finally cracked the horizon, a blinding gold spark that set the snow-covered valley on fire. It was a silent, majestic explosion of light that covered us all in a warm orange glow. There were gasps and cheers from the crowd around the fire as we shared the special moment.

As the first rays hit us, the warmth seemed to spark something inside everyone. The sounds of awe at the sunrise quickly changed to soft moans and the sounds of kissing. Ingrid reached over and pulled Guy toward her, her mouth locking onto his as she began to tug at his heavy winter coat. But my attention was immediately seized by the two blond men flanking me.

"The sun returns," Leif whispered against my ear. “There is an ancient Norwegian tradition to welcome it.”

“Oh?” I said. Anders’s hand was already on my thigh. They both moved nearer.

Leif moved onto his knees in front of me. I felt the snap of my trousers being undone and the sudden, bracing sting of the mountain air as they tugged my heavy layers and knickers down. Because of my thick hiking boots, the clothes couldn't come off completely; they remained bunched around my ankles like soft shackles, pinning my legs together just enough to make me feel delightfully helpless.

Anders held me from behind, his hands slipping under my top to grope my breasts. Leif spread my knees apart, looking hungrily at my spread pussy. He pushed me back against Anders, lifting my trapped legs over his shoulders. I gasped as his head disappeared between my thighs. He circled my opening and then plunged his tongue into my cunt.

As I gasped and squirmed, Anders moved out from under me, laying me back on the furs and letting Leif lift my legs higher. Leif’s tongue was hot and wet, lapping at my already soaking cunt before focusing on my clit. He swirled over it with a hunger that made my toes curl inside my boots. I moaned with pleasure.

Anders moved over me. He had already freed his cock. It was thick and pulsing in the golden sunlight. He didn't say a word, just pressed the head of it against my lips. I opened up for him, taking his length into my mouth, the taste of him filling me while Leif’s tongue drove me wild below.

And then Leif pushed my thighs back further, my boots and trousers right over my head, exposing my ass. His tongue flicked around the tight ring of muscle around my rear entrance, sending bolts of pleasure through my body. Firmer and firmer, he licked me there, making me squirm and twist, moaning around Ander’s cock. Leif’s thumb pressed against my clit, flicking back and forth rapidly.

I crashed over the edge, coming hard but unable to move from where I was pinned. Wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

Leif moved back, letting my legs drop down, and Anders pulled out of my mouth. I was panting from the orgasm, but I took a moment to look around the circle. Next to us, Guy and Ingrid had both pulled their trousers down to their thighs. Guy was kneeling behind her, fucking her hard, his heavy breath visible in the still air. I could see how wet her bush was and how tightly her lips wrapped around his thick shaft. God, he looked so good fucking someone else.

All around the bonfire, the others were in twos and threes. A woman next to me with red hair had bravely taken off all her clothes. Her ample breasts bounced as she rode a man lying on the furs. I spotted Mikkel, standing on the far side. He had two women kneeling in front of him, licking and sucking his hard cock while he kissed a third.

But I didn’t have much time to watch.

“Let’s see how you take us both at once,” Anders grinned, and I felt my arousal soar even higher.

Leif now pulled me onto his lap, facing away from him. I still had my trousers and underwear around my ankles and my boots on, but my legs and ass were bare. He reached around, his fingers collecting some of the thick arousal that was pooling in my cunt. He smeared it all around my asshole, pressing two fingers inside and stretching me open. Then his large hands gripped my hips to steady me, and then I felt the blunt, insistent pressure of his cock at my rear entrance.

With one smooth, powerful upward thrust of his hips, he impaled me. I let out a strangled cry as he slid deep into my ass, the fullness of him stretching me to the absolute limit.

“Åh Gud, ja!” Leif groaned as my ass gripped his shaft tightly. “Your ass, it’s so tight, ja!”

Leif leaned back into the furs, taking me with him, and began to bounce me rhythmically on his lap. Each time I came down, I felt him hit that deep, aching spot that made my whole body vibrate.

"Look at me, Beth," Anders commanded. He was kneeling directly in front of me, his own length hard and ready. He reached out, his thumbs hooking into the tops of my thighs to spread me wide, exposing my pussy. He leaned forward and drove himself deep into my cunt.

I was completely filled, and neither of them were using condoms. The sensation of having both men inside me at once, one in the front and one in the back, was a sensory explosion that blurred the world around me. They fucked me together, stretching me and filling me completely, their dicks creating a wonderful friction separated only by my thin walls.

With every double-thrust, the pressure inside increased until I knew I couldn’t contain it any longer.

"Oh… I'm… I'm going to come!" I screamed into the freezing mountain air, my voice hoarse.

The orgasm hit me like an avalanche. My internal muscles clamped around both their shafts. I saw stars against the pale gold sky, my body arching and trembling so violently that Leif had to wrap his massive arms around my waist just to keep me from sliding off his lap.

Leif let out a groan in my ear, but he didn't slow down. Faster and faster, his hips hammered into my ass as he reached his own limit. I felt his entire body go rigid behind me, and he let out a jagged cry in Norwegian as he came hard, his cock pulsing violently against the walls of my ass.

As Leif started to sag back into the furs, Anders reached out and gripped my waist, pulling me forward. He waited just long enough for me to slide off Leif’s softening shaft before flipping me over onto my hands and knees in the furs. My ass was already leaking cum.

He didn't go for my pussy this time. He pressed his tip against my already-stretched rear entrance and drove home. I let out a sharp gasp, the secondary stretch making my vision swim. He began to fuck my ass with a frantic, desperate energy, his heavy balls slapping against my pussy.

Beside me, I could hear Leif’s heavy breathing and the distant sounds of Guy and Ingrid still at it, but my world was reduced to the feeling of Anders filling me. Within seconds, he reached his peak. He buried himself to the hilt, his fingers digging into my hips, and let out a long, low groan as he finished inside my ass, adding to the cum already there.

We collapsed together in a heap of tangled limbs and cooling skin. The sun had already begun to dip, the sliver of orange getting smaller. Around us, the others were finishing, too. Screams and cries gave way to softer moans and whispers. Guy was on top of Ingrid, pounding into her as she clung to him like a limpet. I could see how wide his thick shaft was stretching her. She seemed to be climaxing almost continuously, her fingers clutching at the coat on his back.

Finally, his balls tightened, and he gave one last, deep thrust. His cock pulsed, and he filled her right in front of me. As his movements slowed, cum overflowed, running down her ass.

We all got ot our feet and pulled up our clothing, hiding our bare skin from the cold air and the hot fire. We moved together, watching silently as the light pinpoint of glowing sun disappeared, plunging the valley back into shadow.

“That is how we celebrate the return of the sun,” Leif said with a grin.


Chapter Thirteen




After dinner, we ended up in the bar again one final time. Tomorrow we would be getting a taxi back to the airport and flying home. The atmosphere seemed even more sexual than before, the bass of the music thumping like a giant heartbeat. The alcoves were already full of small groups kissing and touching.

"It seems even hornier tonight," Guy shouted over the music, his hand firmly on the small of my back. He looked around with a newfound confidence, his eyes scanning the room not with shock, but with the hunger of someone who was looking to join in.

"Everyone knows the clock is ticking," I replied, leaning into him. "It’s the end of the long weekend. I guess a lot of people are leaving tomorrow, like us."

“God, I wish we didn’t have to leave,” he grinned. “I could get used to the constant, random sex.”

I signalled to one of the barmen, and then turned back to Guy. “Maybe we could find a sex club back in London. At least it would be warmer.”

He nodded in agreement.

We ordered cocktails, and I felt a sudden, sharp pinch on my bottom. I spun around to see Ingrid. She had a huge grin on her face, her blonde hair hanging down below her beanie. Mikkel was behind her, his arm around her waist.

"Got you!" Ingrid laughed, her eyes sparkling under the lights. She was dressed in another stunning outfit, which included a tight, white thermal top that showed she wasn't wearing a bra. I couldn’t help staring at her hard nipples showing through the fabric.

We chatted for a bit, Ingrid’s hand brushing my arm as she leaned in to me.

“You know, I’d love to have some more fun with you two, before we leave,” she purred.

“Well, we’re free now,” I grinned. I was suddenly desperate to fuck her and Mikkel again.

She looked over at the alcoves. They were all full. In the closest one, at least six people were completely naked, braving the cold and really going at it in a tangle of arms and legs.

“It’s busy in here tonight,” she said. “And I’ve had enough of the cold. I’ve got an idea.”

To my surprise, she climbed up on one of the barstools and then stepped onto the top of the ice-block bar. I held my breath as Ingrid stood tall atop the frozen bar in her big snow boots, her silhouette striking against the pulsing lights.

"Halla alle sammen! Hey! Everyone!" she shouted, her voice cutting through the noise.

As if on cue, the DJ killed the heavy bass, leaving only a low, ambient thrum. The people in the alcoves continued what they were doing, but the rest of the bar went silent and turned to her.

"It is our last night together!" Ingrid cried, throwing her arms wide. "The ice is beautiful, but my heart is freezing. Who wants to take this party to the sauna?”

A cheer erupted from the crowd. People immediately began standing up. Ingrid hopped down from the bar, landing lightly on her feet right in front of us. She was flushed, her chest heaving with excitement. She grabbed my hand and Guy’s, her grip firm and hot.

"Come," she commanded.

It seemed like half the people from the bar followed us down the icy corridor and out into the frozen night. In the sauna building, the small changing area was quickly packed with bodies, everyone stripping naked as fast as they could. Soon, there were bare bodies of all shapes and sizes all around us, jammed in like sardines.

We followed Ingrid into the main chamber. The heat was a wall; thick, heavy, and smelling of essential oils. It was a massive space, with three levels of wide wooden benches lining the walls. Plumes of white steam curled into the rafters.

As the crowd poured in, maybe thirty or forty of us, the benches filled instantly. Bodies were pressed against bodies as people began to kiss and touch each other. No one was sticking to their own partners; I saw people kiss the person on one side, before quickly turning to whoever was on the other side. Hands roamed bodies, squeezing breasts, stroking cocks until they were stiff.

Guy had hardly made it through the door before two blonde women intercepted him, running their hands over his chest as they purred sexy things in his ears. I spotted Sigrid and Erik finding a space in the corner, so I left Guy to it and went to say hello.

As I approached them, the heat seemed to intensify, the amber light catching the sweat that already beaded on Sigrid’s skin. In the brighter lights here, she was even more beautiful. Her breasts were heavy and tipped with silver rings, her chest covered in tattoos. Between her legs, her dark, curly bush was incredibly thick and lush. I knew her clit piercing was hidden in there, and I wanted to play with it again.

"Beth!" she cried out when she saw me. “Join us!”

I knelt in front of them both, kissing Sigrid first and then Erik. He seemed even bigger in the busy sauna, his skin covered in Norse-themed tattoos and his long Viking beard damp from the steam. His cock was semi-hard, and as I kissed him and ran my hand over his chest, it stiffened further. I wrapped my hand around it, rubbing the pierced tip with my thumb and making him groan happily.

His large, tattooed hands turned me around, guiding me into position in front of him, bent over the bench. I found my face was right between Sigrid’s thighs. Exactly where I wanted it to be. I put my hands on her knees, and she spread her legs wide open.

As I parted her folds, the silver bar through her clit hood glinted at me in the amber light. I spread her lips wide open, pinning them back with my fingers so that my tongue could flick over her clit and play with the piercing.

"Åh, ja..." she moaned with pleasure, her fingers twisting into my hair.

Behind me, Erik ran the tip of his cock up and down my slit, opening me up and smearing it with my leaking arousal. He rubbed the metal bar against my clit, and a rush of electricity flushed through me. Then he guided it to my aching opening and gently pressed inside. I gasped as the head of his cock breached me, the cool metal of his piercing touching every perfect spot inside me. He took his time, slowly sliding his thick shaft into me, inch by inch, until I was completely impaled.

The sensation of being filled by Erik from behind while my mouth was buried in Sigrid’s wild, dark bush was almost too much for my senses to handle. Every time Erik moved, the silver bar in his tip grazed my internal walls, sending ripples of pleasure straight to my core.

"You like the Viking steel, little one?" Erik growled.

I could only moan into Sigrid’s pussy, my tongue working frantically over her clit hood. I sucked the metal bar into my mouth, tugging gently, and was rewarded with a sharp cry of delight. She began to grind her pelvis against my face, her thick curls tickling my nose and cheeks, while her fingers tightened their grip on my hair.

Erik’s thrusts were long and powerful, his heavy balls slapping against me with a steady, rhythmic thud. The heat of the sauna seemed to amplify every sensation. The sweat was pouring off us, as all around us people fucked.

I could tell that Sigrid was about to climax, so I flicked her clit even faster. She pulled hard on my hair as she went over the edge, gushing her release onto my tongue. Her climax triggered mine. As her pussy pulsed against my face, my own walls clamped down on Erik's shaft. I moaned into her bush, my body shaking with pleasure.

When Erik pulled out, Mads was already there to take over. As he slid his exceptionally thick, curved cock into me, he pulled my arms behind my back, making me arch towards him. He gripped my wrists almost painfully, locked above my ass as he started to take me.

In front of me, Erik was on top of Sigrid, his cock seeming to split her open as he pounded her into the bench. I couldn’t believe how much sheer sex was going on all around me. Now that I was being held up on my knees by Mads’s firm grip, I could see just how many people were fucking in the packed sauna. Guy was being ridden by an older lady with ginger hair. Ingrid and Mikkel were giving someone a double blow-job. The sights and sounds were spectacular.

But the curve in Mads’s cock was driving me wild. I knew I was about to climax again. He pulled me back even harder, his cock grinding up and down my cunt.

“Come for me, English slut,” he growled in my ear.

That pushed me over the edge, and I came hard, squirming and twisting but unable to move with my arms pinned behind my back. When I recovered, I saw that Erik had rolled off Sigrid, leaving her cunt swollen and gaping open, leaking arousal into her bush. He grinned at Mads and said something in Norwegian. Mads slowed, his cock throbbing inside me.

“What did he say?” I gasped.

Mads growled in my ear. “He said that at the hot springs we never got to… what’s the word?”

“Double penetrate,” said Erik, holding his twitching cock. “Bring her here.”

Erik sat on the bench, and Mads lifted me on top of him like I weighed nothing. My eager cunt found Erik’s cock, and I sank gratefully onto him.

“Oh… God…” I moaned with pleasure as he filled me once again. I started to rock my hips, grinding myself on his lap and feeling his cock thrust deep inside me.

Mads moved closer behind me, and I thought he was going to fuck me in the ass… but I was wrong. I felt the heavy, insistent pressure of Mads’s thick, curved cock pressing against my soaking-wet entrance; the same entrance that Erik was currently filling from the front. My eyes went wide as I realised his intent.

"Mads…" I gasped, hesitantly, even as my body betrayed me by arching back into him, desperate for the stretch.

He placed his large hands on my hips, steadying me as he began to push. I let out a sharp, jagged cry that was half-shock and half-ecstasy. The sensation of a second head forcing its way into my cunt was unlike anything I’d ever felt. It was a slow, relentless expansion that threatened to overwhelm my senses.

Erik leaned forward, his hands gripping my waist to help pull me down, his blue eyes locked on mine. "Relax, Beth. Open for us."

With a sudden, slick slide, Mads’s thick curve slipped inside alongside Erik’s shaft. I was stretched so wide I could hardly breathe. My lips were now pulled taut around the two massive Norwegian cocks that were now sharing my body. It was a magnificent, crushing fullness that made the room spin.

Then they began to move. Erik’s pierced cock rubbed against my G-spot, as Mads’s impossibly thick curve stretched me from behind. The friction of their two shafts rubbing against each other inside my walls created a heat that felt more intense than the sauna itself.

"Yes… Oh God… yes…" I sobbed, my fingers clawing at Erik’s muscular chest.

The internal pressure was building to a breaking point. With every double-thrust, I felt the walls of my pussy vibrating with intense pleasure.

"I'm coming…" I shrieked.

And I did. The climax hit me hard, overwhelming me so much that I passed out for a second. Wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me as I came completely undone, squirting hard and soaking Erik beneath me. They both groaned, and I felt their dual release, two separate torrents of hot, thick cum filling me to the absolute brim. They pulled out, my cunt making a wet sound as they left me swollen and gaping. I collapsed forward onto Erik’s chest, my body trembling as cum poured out of me.

They both held me as I recovered, their massive arms wrapped around me. Finally, I could breathe again and watch the wild orgy taking place around me. Ingrid and Mikkel appeared, their naked bodies slick with sweat and steam.

She reached out a hand. “Come with me,” she purred.


Chapter Fourteen




Ingrid led us to the top tier, the hottest part of the room. I sat between her and Mikkel. They started gently, knowing that I was still recovering from an intense climax. They ran their hands over my naked body, tracing all my curves. Mikkel’s large hand cupped my breast, his thumb rolling over my nipple, while Ingrid’s smaller, softer hand slid down my stomach, her fingers tracing the line of my hip before dipping between my thighs.

Her fingers ran over my pussy, still sensitive from my climaxes. She spread my folds wide, her eyes fixed on my slit as it glistened in the amber light. Then she knelt down behind my legs. Mikkel slid down to join her. The sensation of two tongues hitting my clit at once was like a physical shock. Ingrid’s was soft and agile, flicking with lightning speed, while Mikkel’s was broader and firmer, swirling with a steady, deep pressure.

They licked up and down my aching pussy, teasing my clit, and exploring my opening. From time to time, one of them would drop lower, circling the tight ring of muscles around my rear entrance.

"Oh... oh God!" I cried out, my fingers digging into Mikkel’s muscular shoulders.

Around us, the sauna was a blur of motion. I could hear the rhythmic slap-slap of bodies as people fucked. Guy had a blonde woman bent over the bench. He was thrusting into her from behind while kissing and groping another one.

The two tongues were driving me towards the edge once again. When Mikkel used his fingers to stretch me open, I came hard, my thighs shaking and my eyes rolling back in my head. Waves of pleasure washed over me, leaving me panting and gasping in the heat of the sauna.

When they finally looked up, their faces were flushed and wet with my release, both of them wearing identical grins. Mikkel stood up on the bench below me, his massive, thick-veined cock standing straight out, looking even more imposing than ever. Ingrid stayed on her knees, her eyes fixed on his length.

"I want to see him inside you, Beth," she purred. "I want to watch him fuck you properly. I want to watch him destroy your tight, pink cunt with his big cock.”

She guided me back so I was leaning against the wooden wall, my legs spread wide and lifted up. She said something to Mikkel in Norwegian, and he grinned. She grabbed his shaft and dragged him between my thighs, then carefully lined up the broad head of his dick with my soaking entrance.

"Now," she whispered.

Mikkel lunged forward, driving his full length into me in one deep, ruthless thrust. I let out a breathless cry as I felt him stretch me to my absolute limit. He was raw, his hot skin sliding against mine with a friction that was almost overwhelming in the heat. Ingrid leaned in close, her face inches from where our bodies joined. She began to massage his heavy balls with one hand, while her other hand reached up to stroke my labia, which were stretched tight around his thick shaft.

"Look at that," Ingrid murmured, her eyes wide. "Look at how he fills you, Beth. He’s so deep."

Mikkel pulled half out and then thrust inside me again. I cried out with pleasure.

“God, he’s stretching you so well,” she groaned. I realised she was touching herself between the legs as she watched.

Ingrid shifted her position, her free hand exploring further. I gasped as I felt her slide one finger into my ass. Mikkel began to fuck me with a firm, steady rhythm. Every time he bottomed out, I moaned with pleasure, and he let out a low growl that vibrated through my chest. Ingrid stayed beneath us, her fingers working my ass.

“Fuck, I can feel his cock through your ass,” she moaned, sounding like she was on the edge of a climax. She pushed a second finger into me. All around us, I could hear the frantic sounds of other people fucking; moans and cries of pleasure and relief.

"Harder, Mikkel," Ingrid commanded.

He increased the pace, slamming into me so hard I could feel his balls slapping against me. He was so deep it took my breath away. Ingrid pushed a third finger into my ass. Suddenly, I couldn’t hold back anymore.

"Oh… I'm coming! Oh God…" I shrieked, my voice lost in the noise of the orgy around me.

My internal muscles clamped down on him like a vice. The friction of his raw skin against my pulsing walls, combined with the intense stretch in my ass, sent me over the edge into a jagged, world-blurring climax. I shook violently as wave after wave of pleasure crashed through me.

Mikkel slowed, but he continued to fuck me through it as my orgasm rushed on and on. Ingrid, her face flushed and her own hand working frantically between her legs, finally let out a long, high-pitched moan as she reached her own release from watching us.

“That was beautiful,” she groaned. “But now I want to see him in your ass.”

I was still reeling from the climax, my legs trembling so much they felt like jelly, when Ingrid’s words hit me. I looked at Mikkel’s cock; thick and glistening with my release. It was far bigger than anything I had in my ass before.

"Yes," I whispered.

Mikkel didn't hesitate. He pulled me away from the wall and flipped me over, pushing my chest down against the hot wooden bench so my ass was thrust up toward the ceiling. I felt Ingrid’s hands on my cheeks, pulling them wide, exposing my puckered entrance, which was still slick from her fingers.

The first inch of Mikkel was a shock that made me bite my lip to keep from screaming.

Every inch felt like he was claiming me, his heavy weight pressing me down into the wood. When he finally bottomed out, I let out a long, low moan of pure, unadulterated pleasure at the fullness.

"God... Mikkel..." I whimpered.

He began to move, fucking me and making me feel every thick part of his shaft. And then I saw Guy. He had joined us, his chest heaving, his body slick with sweat. His cock glistened with the release of the women he had just been with. His eyes took in the sight of the giant Norwegian cock buried deep in my ass.

Ingrid bent over the bench next to me and spread her cheeks open with her palms.

“Just in time,” she purred.

He crouched over her, guiding his cock to her rear entrance. Soon, the two men were thrusting in unison, making us both scream as they fucked us side by side. The sound in the sauna was incredible: the wet, rhythmic slapping of skin on skin, the heavy breathing and moans. Mikkel was hammering into my ass from behind, his large hands anchoring me to the bench, while right beside me, my boyfriend was doing the exact same thing to Ingrid.

“Beth…” Ingrid gasped. She reached out, and I grabbed her hand, our fingers interlocking and squeezing. “Come with me.”

We spiralled into a shared climax. My internal muscles convulsed around Mikkel’s thick shaft, a series of frantic, desperate contractions that gripped him tightly. Beside me, Ingrid was bucking against Guy, her body arching as she screamed. I felt a rush of relief as I squirted, spraying liquid all over the bench below me.

We swapped partners for the final act. It seemed fitting that I would finish this crazy orgy with Guy. He lubed up and slid his fat cock deep into my ass; the first time I’d been able to take him. Next to us, Mikkel took Ingrid the same way. They fucked hard, their thrusts moving in time.

I came again, squirting once more. Guy groaned as my ass clenched around his cock. I felt his hands tighten on my hips, his fingers digging into my skin as he let out a final roar. He buried himself to the hilt, his entire body shuddering as he filled my ass with a massive, pulsing release. Seconds later, Mikkel cursed in Norwegian, his body stiffening as he released everything inside Ingrid, his head dropping onto her shoulder in total exhaustion.

We collapsed into a heap of four steaming, sweat-slicked bodies on the wooden bench, panting heavily as the orgy continued around us.

Ingrid rolled onto her side, looking at the two of us with a genuine smile. "A perfect Norwegian goodbye," she murmured.

I squeezed her hand. “It was perfect.” I looked over at Guy. He looked happy.

“I can’t believe how much we’ve enjoyed swinging,” he beamed.

I nodded. “I don’t want this holiday to end.”

Ingrid grinned at me. “We will come and visit you in London. But… there’s still one thing left to do here.”

“What?”

“Jump into the ice.”

THE END
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