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Chapter One


“Sorry? Can you say that again?”

I stared at the receptionist, still trying to process the words she’d just spoken.

“Of course, Miss Naomi. I was just saying that this is a polyamory friendly retreat. Most of our guests are non-monogamous and here to socialize in that capacity.”

“P-poly…?” My face caught fire.

“Yes, meaning…” she started, ready to launch into whatever corporate script she’d been trained to regurgitate.

“I know what it means,” I interrupted. “I just… I didn’t know this place was like that…”

She paused. “I see. Well, since this was a honeymoon package booked under another name… Jake, was it?” I nodded mutely. Her expression softened. “Right. Normally, the deposit is non-refundable this close to the date. But given the misunderstanding, I can authorize a partial refund if you’d prefer to find accommodations elsewhere. I know this can be a shock. Though if you do decide to stay, rest assured your privacy and boundaries are fully respected here. Everything is strictly opt-in.”

My mind spun. I had just gotten off a five hour flight. The thought of packing back up, hauling my luggage through the airport, and begging for a last minute hotel room made my stomach churn. And for what? Just to go cry at some depressing airport bar?

I muttered under my breath, massaging a budding headache at my temple. I thought about Jake’s assistant, who had probably just looked at the price and the photos without bothering to read the fine print.

Then I let out a humorless laugh. “You know what? Keep the booking.”

“Are you sure, Miss Naomi?”

I straightened my spine. I was twenty-eight, technically single, and in the Bahamas. I wasn’t letting that asshole win, and I sure as hell wasn’t letting his money go to waste. “I’m sure. I’ll… um… manage.”

A waiter walked by right then, his expression perfectly blank, as if he hadn’t just witnessed my entire mini meltdown.

I decided I needed a drink, so I snatched a glass of champagne from his tray as he passed and tipped it back. It hit my empty stomach in a flash, doing absolutely nothing for my nerves.

I turned to scan the lobby for a second round, but I was moving too fast to notice the woman walking up beside me. I crashed straight into her, the leftover champagne sloshing right out of my glass and all down her pristine white floral dress.

“Oh my god! I’m so sorry!”

I reached out to wipe it off but stopped myself just in time before I made it worse.

The woman glanced down at the wet fabric, then laughed softly. “Don’t worry, it’s fine. Champagne goes with everything, don’t you think?”

She looked to be in her early forties, and her easy laugh instantly killed my panic. She tilted her head, a strand of blonde hair slipping free from her updo.

“Besides,” she added, eyeing me up and down with a small smile, “it was worth it just to see how incredible you look in that sundress, my dear.”

I cleared my throat, suddenly feeling very perceived. “Oh, thank you.” It was just a yellow sundress, nothing groundbreaking, though it did hug me pretty well.

“Mhm. I’d kill to pull that off. God, especially with legs like yours.”

I let out a flattered laugh, not entirely sure how to handle the compliment.

She saved me by extending a hand. “Cynthia.”

“Naomi,” I replied, shaking it.

“So, traveling alone, Naomi?” she continued.

“Yeah. Long story. I was supposed to be here with my fiancé. Ex-fiancé, now, I guess.”

“Oh no!” Cynthia gasped, pressing a hand to her chest. “A runaway groom?”

“No, nothing like that,” I laughed. “More like a groom who forgot I existed half the time. He was a finance guy. Very busy, very attractive, but very uninterested in actually putting effort into our relationship. I think the final straw was him not showing up for our rehearsal dinner. He bailed because of some corporate golf thing. Honestly, I think he was gearing up to dump me anyway, but I made the cut first.”

“Well, good for you!” replied Cynthia. She touched my arm lightly, comforting me. “Seriously. So many men don’t realize what they have right in front of them until it’s too late.”

“You can say that again,” I agreed. “Anyway, his assistant had already booked the trip for us, and I figured letting a free trip to the Bahamas go to waste over a guy like that would’ve been the real tragedy. So, here I am.” I spread my arms with a shrug. “Though it’s… not entirely what I expected.”

She glanced over at the front desk, then back to me with an amused glint in her eye. “Surprise? I could see you were a little flustered earlier.”

“Yeah, a little bit.”

“Look, I know it’s a lot to take in at first,” she said reassuringly. “But you’ll adjust. My partner and I love it here. We always come back for our anniversaries.”

“Oh, is he here with you?” I asked, trying to keep the conversation moving before I could overthink the context.

“Not exactly. I lost him a few minutes ago.” She grinned faintly. “He’s probably off flirting with the receptionist or something. That man loves meeting people when we travel.”

“Well… good for him, I guess,” I managed, slightly thrown by how little she seemed to mind.

The concierge approached after a small pause.

“Miss Naomi,” the young man said warmly, turning to me first. “Welcome again.” He held out a folder and two keycards. “Here is your villa assignment. Your luggage has already been delivered, and your guest clearance is all taken care of.”

“Thank you… but, um, clearance? What do you mean?” I asked, taking the folder.

“Our house rule for the social spaces, Miss Naomi. We just make sure every guest on the property is clean and protected so the entire island is perfectly safe. I believe you signed that off a few weeks ago?”

“Oh. Right.”

A sudden realization hit me. I had checked those boxes on the digital form weeks ago thinking it was just standard protocol, but now the bizarre requirement absolutely made sense.

My thoughts were cut short when the concierge handed Cynthia her keys next. Completely unfazed, she took her folder and immediately looked over at mine. “What’s your villa number, by the way?”

“Oh, um, twenty-nine?”

“No way!” she replied. “Number twenty-eight. We’re neighbors, darling.”

“Oh, great!” I said, trying to match her enthusiasm.

“Mhm! Listen, if you ever get bored or just want to watch, don’t be a stranger. We love an audience, so feel free to swing by!”

I chuckled awkwardly, hoping it was just a wildly inappropriate joke. “I’ll, uh, keep that in mind,” I said with a faint smile.

“Perfect! See you around then!” She gave me a playful wink before we exchanged goodbyes, and I let the concierge lead me toward my villa.

The boardwalk creaked softly with each step as we made our way across the water. The sun glinted brilliantly, scattering like diamonds across the waves beneath me. My shoulders finally relaxed as I took in the stunning view. The villas were perched on stilts, each connected by winding wooden walkways, with small clusters of sandy beaches dotting the shoreline.

When we arrived, the keycard clicked the door open, revealing what might as well have been heaven on Earth. The space was light and airy, filled with wooden furnishings and huge windows that let in the sights and smells of the sparkling ocean. I was already starting to fall in love with the place… until I saw the bed.

Rose petals were scattered across the white duvet in a giant heart. Above it, a massive banner hung across the headboard like a cruel joke: Happy Honeymoon, Jake and Naomi.

“Fucking Jake,” I muttered.

I marched over, ripped the banner down, and swept the petals off the bed. I unpacked quickly until the spite ran out, leaving me moving in slow motion by the end. I walked over to the mirror and stripped down to my underwear.

Honestly, with the way Jake had been ignoring me for months, I’d started to feel invisible. To him, and to myself. But after the way Cynthia appreciated me earlier, maybe it didn’t have to be that way.

Sure, my stomach wasn’t as flat as it used to be, and my breasts were softer now, but they were still full. My bush hadn’t seen a razor in weeks, but you know what? It was fine. I was fine, and I wasn’t letting any of it stop me from enjoying this trip.

I turned from the mirror and stepped out onto the balcony. The warm air hit my skin as I leaned against the railing, letting the sound of the ocean finally quiet my mind.

Though it wasn’t long before I caught movement out of the corner of my eye. When I glanced over, I froze.

It was Cynthia, standing on her own balcony, without so much as a single piece of clothing.

“Hey, neighbor!” she called out cheerfully. “Looks like you’ve started to settle in!”

I choked on air. “Oh, um… yes, I am,” I stuttered.

She grinned. “Great! You look cozy over there. Nice underwear!”

Normally I’d be mortified to be caught exposed like this, but I was too busy staring. Cynthia looked incredible. Her body was slim and toned, with pale skin and sharp tan lines cutting across her hips. She had perky breasts with pink nipples, and when she turned slightly, I got a great view of her plump ass.

“You know,” she teased lightly, “no one here really cares about clothes. You didn’t have to bother putting anything on either if you didn’t feel like it, Naomi.”

“Oh… um… it’s okay… I—” But before I could finish my sentence, there was movement behind her.

A man stepped out onto her deck. He was tall with dark skin and just as naked as she was. He walked over to her, and as soon as he reached her, Cynthia turned into him, wrapping her arms lightly around his waist.

“Naomi, this is Kai,” she said, glancing briefly back at me. “Kai, meet our new neighbor.”

I nodded faintly, not trusting my voice to keep me from sounding like an idiot.

Cynthia leaned into his chest, tracing circles over his toned skin. She tilted her face up, giving me one last wink before rising onto her toes to kiss him.

It started out soft, but things escalated fast. Suddenly their tongues were tangled like they’d been apart for days. Kai’s hands slid right down to her ass. He gripped and kneaded her firmly, then landed a loud slap that had her squealing straight into his mouth.

Everything in me screamed that I shouldn’t be watching this, but I couldn’t look away.

They turned slightly, and for the first time, I noticed just how exposed Kai was. My stomach twisted pleasantly. His cock was long and girthy, even soft.

And then Cynthia’s hand reached down.

She wrapped her fingers around him and started to stroke. Before my eyes, his shaft stiffened until it stood fully erect. A few drops of precum began to bead at the tip as she twisted her wrist, spreading it along the length of him until his skin glistened.

Heat spread straight to my pussy. Maybe it was fascination, or maybe I was suddenly wondering what that big cock would feel like in my own hands.

God, I couldn’t even think straight.

They finally broke the kiss. Cynthia whispered something against his lips and Kai dropped to his knees. He trailed kisses down her stomach, and then just stuffed his face between her legs.

Fuck.

Cynthia tilted her head back, gasping as she spread a little wider to give him better acccess. One of her hands slipped down into his hair, curling tightly to press him even closer.

Was he really eating her out right in front of me?

She started rocking against his mouth. The dirty sounds drifting across the gap sent my heart racing, and I could feel myself starting to swamp my panties. My body was reacting faster than my mind could keep up.

Kai finally pulled back, slick and breathless, but she wasn’t done. She led him straight to one of the lounge beds on the balcony, pushing him down onto his back before climbing over him.

Facing away from me, she spat into her palm, wrapped her hand around his cock, and lowered herself down. Her cunt just swallowed him.

“Ooh yes!” she screamed, the sound blasting to where I stood.

She started to ride him, her ass jiggling with every thrust.

Fuck, what was I supposed to do now? Just stand here dripping while I watched them have sex? There was no stopping, not when my whole body was burning up.

I really couldn’t take it anymore.

Daringly, my hand slid down. Past my stomach, over the waistband of my panties, and straight to the heat. I found my swollen clit easily. I started to rub, swiping my fingers over it, almost shocked at how slippery it was.

The pleasure hit instantly and spread through my body, destroying any sense of control I had left. I was drenched, and I could feel my own pussy juice coating my fingers as I rubbed harder, keeping my eyes focused on the scene across from me.

Cynthia was riding Kai like crazy, and her moans were shockingly high. I could tell she was close when they started getting louder, but before she could hit her peak, the sliding door on her deck opened again.

Another man walked out. This one was heavily muscled with long black hair falling over his wide shoulders. For a second, I thought maybe he was a friend coming to grab something, or housekeeping, but no. This guy was clearly part of whatever wild hedonistic show Cynthia and Kai were putting on.

He caught me staring and gave me a wink. Walking straight over, he met Cynthia’s eager turn with a possessive kiss. She moaned into it happily while bouncing away on Kai’s cock.

Breaking the kiss, the new guy bent lower to take her nipple into his mouth. Then Cynthia’s hand reached down for the second guy. Even as she rode Kai under her, she stroked the new arrival at the same time, rubbing him to full hardness while letting him suck and tease her nipples as roughly as he wanted.

Seeing how completely unapologetic she was left me trembling. My breath came fast now, and the gnawing pressure between my legs was becoming a genuine problem.

I rubbed harder. Tighter, faster, circling with more pressure over my clit until even that wasn’t enough. Groaning quietly, I slipped my fingers lower and pushed one inside. I gasped as it slid in and out, then stuffed a second finger in, stretching my walls wider. My knees weakened from the building tension, making me lean against the railing for support.

Across from me, Cynthia was now starting to go rigid. The monumental moan that ripped out of her could probably be heard from three villas over. Her arms trembled as she gripped Kai’s chest, just letting the orgasm ravage her.

Kai groaned loudly after a few moments and then he was coming too, pumping his cum deep inside her spasming walls.

Once she settled from her high, Cynthia lifted herself off. Glistening in the aftermath of her orgasm, a sticky mess of white cum leaked from her stretched pussy, dripping back down onto Kai’s dick and pubes.

Seeing that creamy mess was just perfect. I was so close. I pumped my fingers faster, grinding my thumb against my clit, ready to tip over the edge.

But then, a loud knock came from behind me. Followed by the sharp ring of my doorbell.

Fuck.

There was someone at my door. I tried to ignore it, squeezing my eyes shut and rubbing faster, desperate to just finish. But the knocking came again, loud and insistent.

So I yanked my fingers out of my pussy and hastily ran back inside.

Ugh.

I’d have to deal with the ache later.


Chapter Two


Itugged my robe closed and took a deep breath, trying to steady my breathing as I unlocked the door.

Standing there, holding a silver tray and a polite smile, was a handsome man, probably a few years older than me if I had to guess. His dark hair was neatly styled, falling perfectly across his forehead, and he wore a neat white shirt tucked into black pants with the sleeves rolled up to show off his forearms.

“Good afternoon,” he said warmly. A faint French accent curled around the syllables, making my stomach drop like a stone. “Forgive the intrusion, ma’am. I didn’t mean to disturb…” His brown eyes swept over my face before flicking down briefly to where my robe was knotted right beneath my tits. “Just wanted to, uh, ensure that you’re settling in all right?”

It was hard to find words for a moment. I was quite distracted by him, and the tray he held, laden with small luxuries like a chilled bottle of wine, a bowl of strawberries, and small vials of oil, didn’t help either.

“I’m Cal,” he continued. “I oversee guest experience here at the resort. My manager wanted me to check in with you personally. We noticed… well, it appears this booking was originally for two, yes? The couples’ package?”

“Oh, yes… that’s right.”

“Well, given the confusion earlier, we wanted to apologize if there’s been any… disappointment. That’s not something we want you to feel. I assure you, it’s our priority to ensure every guest has the most pleasurable stay possible here, no matter who they’re with.”

“Oh, uh, I mean, it’s fine. Really. I wasn’t expecting…” My words tripped over themselves. “…but I appreciate you checking. Thank you.”

He smiled at my awkward reply, maintaining his easy professionalism as he stepped forward with the tray. “Of course, ma’am. Though we’d still like to make things right. As a small apology, I’ve brought these.”

I stepped back and let him in. Cal set the tray down on the small table in the center of the room and pointed to the bottle. “This is one of our finest wines,” he said. Then he lifted a small covered dish. “And the chocolate here was brought in from a chocolatier in Nassau. All compliments of the resort, of course.”

He lifted the bottle and poured me a glass. I bit the inside of my cheek, fighting to control the blush. Everything about him, from his accent to the dark veins running down his forearms, was making me a bit tense.

“Oh, and finally,” Cal continued, placing the glass in my hand, “we’d also like to offer you a complimentary massage. Just something to help relieve any tension, if that is something you’d like?”

He gave me a smile. He wasn’t outright flirting. Not really. But there was a certain charm in the way he looked at me, making it impossible to ignore how fast my wet pussy was starting to throb again. I stared back at him blankly as I processed the offer.

“Ma’am?”

“Oh, right, sorry,” I muttered, taking a quick sip of the wine. “Yes, sure. Foot massage?”

“Of course,” he replied.

He gestured toward the lounge chair by the window. I moved toward it and sat down without protest, glass in hand, letting him take over entirely.

“All right,” said Cal. He grabbed one of the bottles of oil from the tray and uncorked it, the scent of lavender filling the air. “Just relax for me, ma’am. I’ll take care of you.”

He poured the oil into his palms first, rubbing his hands together to warm it before slicking his hands over my right foot, massaging away the knots and sliding up toward my ankle.

“Is the pressure okay?” he asked.

“Yes… fantastic,” I admitted with a quiet groan.

“Great. Let me know if you need me to adjust.”

His thumbs traced the line of my tendon, keeping up a steady pressure. To fill the quiet room, I reached for the first topic that came to mind.

“That accent,” I said. “It’s, um, French, right?”

“Oui,” he said, his grin widening. “Nice to see it hasn’t faded entirely.”

“Right.” I watched his movements, trying to keep my focus grounded. “So, how’d you end up working here?”

“I came for some casual work about six or seven years ago,” he said, his hands moving up to knead the muscles of my calf. “But between the beautiful beaches and the intimacy of this resort, let’s just say I decided to stay. It’s hard to leave a place where people are constantly having sex, you know?”

My pulse leaped at how casually he threw that out there. “Oh… yes… sure,” I stammered.

“And it certainly keeps the workday interesting.” His hands slid higher, pressing into the flesh just below my knees before inching closer to my thighs.

“I bet it does,” I managed.

His thumbs paused for a fraction of a second. The faintest smirk flickered across his face, revealing he knew exactly how much his words affected me. But he didn’t call me out, simply traveling his hands further up my thighs, pressing into the skin just beneath the edge of my robe. With that single motion, the robe easily parted down the middle, falling open to fully expose my legs.

Cal’s eyes dropped, and the massage slowed. He wasn’t looking at my legs anymore, but my panties.

Or rather, the state of my panties.

There was a dark spot at the crotch. The material was soaked and plastered to my skin, leaving nothing to the imagination. It was obvious just how wet I was, and exactly how hard I’d been fighting the urge to crumble right in front of him.

I looked up, opening my mouth to blurt out some pathetic apology, but the words caught in my throat. Cal didn’t look shocked or uncomfortable, though.

“You seem a little tense, ma’am,” he whispered.

“A little bit, yeah. Mostly just… there,” I replied, daringly inviting him closer.

His fingertips brushed the edge of the wet cotton. “Does this feel okay?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

He finally looked up, reading the desperation written across my face. “We want to make sure you have a pleasurable stay, ma’am. I meant what I said earlier. Would you like me to help you relax?”

I nodded, waiting for him to bridge the gap.

Cal made his move. The motion was slow and purposeful. He flattened his oiled palm over my underwear, dragging it gently upward and making me start to writhe. He stroked the outline of my swollen lips beneath and pressed harder, just trying to tease me, and then he pressed again, spreading the moisture all over.

I whimpered. “Keep going, Cal…”

His fingers caught the waistband of my panties, giving a little tug before dipping right underneath. The second his bare skin hit my clit, I gasped.

He circled the swollen peak with his thumb for a bit, taking his time to get me used to the feeling, until I was begging him to do more. Only then did he finally slide his fingers down through my folds, coating them in my release and teasing my opening.

He slid a finger inside of me, curling toward the sensitive spot that had me crying out again. He paused, letting me stretch around him, before adding a second finger. The fit was tight, but my walls clamped down immediately as he began fingering me. He paired the thrusts with rubbing against my clit, coaxing me toward release.

Faster and faster he fingered me, until the tension reached a breaking point, and I knew I was going to come.

“Don’t hold back, ma’am,” said Cal. “Let it all out for me.”

“Fuck!” I exclaimed.

I couldn’t hold it back anymore. My thighs clamped around his working hand and my orgasm barreled through me, more of my juices spilling out.

Even as I came, Cal wasn’t about to stop. His fingers stayed firm inside my cunt, pushing me higher, dragging out every last second of the wave. When he finally withdrew, his fingers were coated in white streaks of my cum. He held his hand up between us and admired it.

“Look how wet you are,” he whispered, bringing his fingers to my lips. “Taste it, ma’am.”

I parted my lips and slid my tongue along his fingers, sucking the salty mess off his skin. The intimacy made me unbelievably horny. I loved what Cal was doing to me.

He smiled, swiping his damp fingers along my cheek before looking back down. “You’ve made quite the mess down here, ma’am. Shall we get these out of the way?”

“Yes.”

Cal tugged at my panties, peeling them down my legs slowly and savoring the motion as my pink lips spilled out from underneath. The fabric clung stickily to my skin as he pulled them free.

“It’s gorgeous,” he breathed, staring hungrily between my legs. “Look at how plump and wet these lips are.”

Even though my bush was untrimmed and completely wild, it was painfully obvious how much he loved the sight of it. The hunger in his eyes made me even wetter.

“Please,” I begged. “Just eat me out, Cal.”

“Of course, ma’am.”

Cal lowered himself between my legs. He took his time, brushing his lips along my hairy labia and kissing the wet edges.

The teasing alone already had my head tipping back, another whimper spilling out of me.

He chuckled lightly, slipping his tongue out to trace the length of my folds. The warm pressure made my thighs tense almost instantly, and before I could recover, he’d sealed his lips around the edge, nipping just enough to drive me higher.

When he finally moved to my clit with a kiss, I pretty much surged against his face.

“Ooh,” I panted. “Yes, Cal, just like that…”

He latched onto my clit and sucked it into his mouth. His fingers returned, sliding inside me again and curling upward as his mouth continued its assault.

The sensations were outright agonizing. I held him in place as another orgasm shook through me, my legs quivering around his head.

The rush of my juices kept coming. I felt his tongue dart deeper, swallowing every drop as he worked me.

When Cal finally withdrew, his lips were sticky with my arousal. “You taste delightful, ma’am,” he said lightly. “I hope that was to your satisfaction?”

My body was still twitching when I spoke. “That was… fuck. Cal. you’re amazing with your tongue.”

He smirked. “I’m glad I could help, ma’am. If you ever need that again, I’m just one phone call away.”


Chapter Three


Cal finally finished the massage he was actually meant to give me and promptly left to attend to another guest. I thanked him with a smile, still trembling slightly as I headed into the shower to clean up.

My heart was still racing under the hot water as I replayed everything that had just happened. Even running the soap across my tender pussy made me suck in a sharp breath.

For the first time since he left, my thoughts drifted back to Cynthia. Honestly, that filthy balcony show before Cal arrived had been entirely eclipsed by how thoroughly his tongue wrecked me. I only realized I’d forgotten about her when the sound carried into the bathroom again. The muffled slaps of naked flesh and her screaming climax echoed through clearly, making my fingers twitch toward my slit.

Ugh, not now, I thought, pulling my hand away. I’d gone far enough already.

So I focused on rinsing, ignoring the arousal as Cynthia’s moans reached a crescendo next door.

The rest of the afternoon passed in quiet fragments. I wandered the grounds a little, wrapped in my robe, flipping through one of the welcome brochures I’d taken with me to grasp the scope of the debauchery around me.

The directory inside listed spacious playrooms, private lounges with toys, and open spaces for sharing with as many bodies as you wanted. Skimming further down, I noticed the handbook stating that that the staff were considered equals in the resort’s lifestyle, and they even offered an early morning wake up service, which I quickly figured out was code for getting woken up by one of their tongues swiping all over your cunt.

Flicking through the rest of the pages, it became abundantly clear that stripping down and watching other people was pretty much mandatory here. But given all the fun I was already having, I certainly wasn’t going to complain.

Once I got back to my room, I thought about walking over to Cynthia’s villa to talk about her wild balcony show, but I figured she was probably fucked out and fast asleep by now. Besides, my stomach was growling. I ordered some food straight to my door, ate it naked on the bed, and then headed down to a secluded stretch of shoreline just below my villa with my book and a bikini.

I settled onto a lounge chair, soaking in the sun while trying to focus on a filthy romance novel I’d been reading lately. It fit the vibe of the resort perfectly, though with the stray cries echoing from the distant villas, I hardly needed the book to keep myself turned on. I spent an hour baking under the heat, my fingers tracing the edge of my bikini bottoms, until a flash of movement caught my eye near a cluster of palm trees at the far edge of the beach.

A couple had stopped by the tree trunks. I watched as the woman casually tossed her dress onto the sand, stripping naked before leaning back against the bark. The man got down to taste her pussy, licking and sucking hungrily while she spread herself wider.

I didn’t even consider looking away. Why would I?

He devoured her greedily, his shoulders flexing under the strain as she shattered into a screaming orgasm. Her limbs looked heavy and useless as she pulled him up by the shoulders, only to drop to and return the favor.

His cock was thick and rock hard, which seemed to be a common theme around here. Her hands wrapped around his shaft and she fed the fat tip between her lips, slotting it deep inside as she started moving back and forth.

I winced as my clit swelled all over again. Watching her suck his cock with such enthusiasm was enough to make me jealous, and a little curious if he actually tasted that good.

For the next few minutes, her filthy sounds made it impossible to read. My hand wandered down anyway, rubbing gently at the wetness building between my thighs because I simply couldn’t stop myself.

Then came a splash, followed by the sound of footsteps on the wet sand.

My hand froze against my thigh. I peeked over the top of my book, assuming the couple was heading further down the beach and leaving me to my quiet observation. But when I looked up properly, they weren’t moving away at all. They were walking straight toward my lounge chair.

I quickly hid my wet fingers under the cover of my book.

“Hey there!” the woman said. “Sorry to bother, but we thought we’d come say hi.”

Her husband followed suit. “Yeah. We noticed you checking us out. You looked pretty turned on by the view,” he said bluntly, grinning as he folded his arms over his chest.

I nearly choked. Words plunged straight out of reach. “Oh! I… um… well,” I started.

“Oh, don’t worry!” she cut in. “It’s fine! You don’t need to lie. It’s flattering, really. Don’t you think, babe?” She tilted her head at her husband, who gave a nod of agreement.

The casualness didn’t ease my nerves one bit. I swallowed, unsure whether I should admit defeat or keep clinging to my denial. But it wasn’t as if they needed confirmation to believe they were right.

“Anyway, seeing your interest really excited us! We just wanted to see if you’d like a taste. You don’t have to admire from a distance, you know,” the woman then offered smoothly.

“A taste?” I squeaked. What the fuck was happening right now?

She laughed again. “Yeah! You’re such a gorgeous woman, and I’m sure my husband would love your lips wrapped around his cock. Isn’t that right, honey?” She turned to him and bit her lip.

“No complaints here,” he replied easily.

My head spun. I put my book away and glanced down at his cock, which was still quite hard and shining with his wife’s saliva. It looked incredibly tempting, to be honest.

“Don’t worry,” the woman chimed in again. “We won’t push you into anything you don’t want.” She grinned, leaving the final step up to me.

The decision came easily to me, and I quickly found myself kneeling on the soft sand, head tilted upward as I stared at the thick cock just inches from my salivating mouth. It twitched, visibly hardening under my breaths, and an immediate flutter shot through my pussy.

The man’s voice pulled me out of my trance. “What’s your name, anyway, beautiful?”

“Naomi,” I told him.

“That’s a gorgeous name,” he said. “Think you could fit this cock in your mouth, Naomi?”

“I... I can try.”

“That’s a good girl,” he replied. “Go on, then. Show it some love.”

Heart pounding, I leaned closer, pressing a kiss to the swollen tip. The salty taste of him and his wife hit my tongue instantly.

Hearing a soft moan above me, I turned my head and caught sight of his wife. She was on a nearby lounger now, still watching, with her legs spread and her fingers rubbing her clit. “Mm, keep going, Naomi,” she encouraged.

With her blessing, I turned back to him and leaned in. Starting at the top, I pressed kisses down the veined shaft, noticing how it pulsed against my lips as I worked my way lower. I kissed all the way down to his base and then shot out my tongue to lap at his balls. Feeling the weight of them on my tongue, I let my mouth open wider, sucking one sphere in gently as I rolled it around carefully.

I’d always had a soft spot for doing this. Jake used to groan like crazy whenever I paid attention to his balls, and when the man’s body shivered above me, I knew he loved it just as much. My tongue kept swirling around his skin, and then I felt his hands gently grab the back of my head. His groan deepened as I sucked. Slowly, I let his sack slide from my mouth before licking my way back up his shaft.

My lips parted fully as I reached the head again, letting his cock slide over my tongue. The stretch was perfect. Pushed past my teeth until the tip prodded the back of my throat. The small gag I made was perfect. I was actually proud of how easily such a big dick had slipped so deep into my mouth.

The man groaned. His grip on either side of my head tightened slightly. “Look at you go, Naomi.”

The praise made me blush, and I started to bob, pressing my tongue up along the underside of his shaft as I sucked.

From her spot nearby, the wife’s moans grew louder. I looked toward her and saw her writhing under her own touch. Her hands were going crazy on her clit, coming apart just from watching me suck her husband.

“Yes, suck on that dick,” she purred. “Show him how much you love it.”

The thing was, I really did love it, and I could feel my pussy clench tighter as I moved. This wasn’t just for him anymore, but for both of them, and something about being their little toy thrilled me. I let him take control and fuck my mouth until it ached deliciously.

“Shit, Naomi, I’m getting so close,” he groaned after a while.

The sharp pulses of his cock in my mouth confirmed it. I gripped his thighs tight, but before things could go further, his wife’s voice chimed in, almost pleading.

“No! Fuck! Stop!” she gasped suddenly. Both of us paused in sync.

“Do you think…” she continued, catching her breath through a moan, “…you could fuck her?”

My body jolted, the words stunning me.

The man looked down. “Shit… I guess so, honey. Only if Naomi wants to, though.”

Fuck. I hadn’t thought this far ahead. The original plan was just a blowjob, and it could still be just that if I wanted… but with my pussy throbbing and his wife watching us like that, there was no way I was going to say no.

I needed dick. Especially his.

I popped off his cock and nodded shamelessly. “Yes. I want it.” I gave the wet head a quick kiss to seal the deal.

His wife giggled behind him. “God, you’re such a good girl for us!”

“How do you want it, Naomi?” he asked.

“From behind,” I panted, looking over at his wife. “I want her to watch everything.”

Her eyes widened. “Yes, baby, do that. Take her from behind right in front of me.”

I quickly stripped out of my bikini and got into position, the sand clumping beneath me as I arched my back to present my ass to the man. I could hear both of their breaths catch in unison as I spread my knees wider, the folds of my pussy already glistening and ready to be parted by a cock. I couldn’t see him from this angle, but I didn’t need to. The heat of his dick was already radiating at my entrance. I tilted my hips, bracing myself.

The next thing I felt was the head of him pressing deeper into my slit. I bit my lip hard, fighting the urge to beg him to sink in already. He kept teasing me, sliding himself along, spreading my arousal as he held steady.

“How hard do you want it?” he asked.

“As hard as you can give it to me.”

He gripped me tightly and pushed forward.

The girthy cockhead slipped in like a thick wedge. My body tensed at the pressure of just the tip making its way through. It had been so long since I’d felt this, and a loud moan instantly left me. My fingers curled into the sand, my walls spasming around the intrusion.

“Fuck, you’re so tight. Haven’t had many cocks in here, huh?”

“No,” I moaned as my body tried to accommodate him. “Not for ages. And definitely none like yours.”

He sank deeper, stretching me wide until he was buried all the way. I wailed again. It felt so fucking perfect.

“Good?” he asked.

“Fuck yes,” I gasped.

With that, he started to move, pulling out until his tip was barely catching on my wet lips, and then slamming back in again.

Beside me, his wife was fingering herself faster as her moans rose. “God, yes,” she whispered breathily. “Fuck her harder, baby. Show her what I get to enjoy every night.”

I tilted my head down, watching the way his balls slapped against my ass and how my cunt opened up over his dick. The pressure building inside my stomach was delicious.

Then his wife started whining, and she came undone not long after that, sobbing and shaking from the intensity of her release.

Her moans alone were enough to get me dangerously close myself. I could feel my pussy start to squeeze down on her husband’s dick as the pressure built.

When I came, my vision almost went white, the climax so utterly perfect. I loved this man’s cock so much, and he was hitting all the perfect spots as he fucked me through my orgasm.

Then it was the man’s turn to come. With a howl, he pulled out of my pussy and held his dick in his hands. I giggled and turned over my shoulder just in time to watch his release splatter all across my lower back and ass in thick spurts.

“Fuck,” he muttered hoarsely as he watched his cum drip down my skin. “You took that so well, Naomi.”

I sank down onto the sand, talking through a ragged breath. “Hard not to,” I replied. “Especially with a dick that good.”


Chapter Four


Evening rolled around, and I found myself at the dining area for dinner.

The space was perched on an elevated platform overlooking the water, and staring out at the dark expanse, I still couldn’t entirely process what I’d just let a couple of strangers do to me on that sand a few hours ago. I’d washed off the mess, but mentally, I was still stuck back on that beach.

The space itself was glowing softly from rows of lights and candles scattered throughout, and a warm evening breeze swept through.

I stepped inside alone, initially not knowing where to look or what to do with my hands. Everyone here seemed so poised and sure of themselves. I noticed the surrounding tables; most were occupied by couples or small groups openly groping each other or kissing. After my afternoon, it shouldn’t have shocked me, but seeing it out in the open still caught me off guard.

I kept walking, skimming the room for somewhere to sit, and that’s when I saw Cynthia and Kai. Cynthia caught my eye and immediately lit up, waving me over like an old friend.

“Naomi! Over here!” she called, motioning to the empty chair at their table.

I walked over and sat down, offering a quick hello.

Cynthia smiled, taking a sip of her drink.

“Listen, before everything else, I wanted to apologize, darling,” she started. “I was fully planning to come knock on your door and check up on you later this afternoon, but as you probably heard, the boys kept me busy for hours. I was honestly too fucked out to move for the rest of the afternoon. Sorry!”

My cheeks caught fire instantly. “Oh, no, it’s completely fine, really,” I stammered.

“Are you settling in well otherwise?” she asked. “No more honeymoon blues?”

“Not at all,” I replied. “I actually spent some time down by the beach. It’s really beautiful here.”

“Certainly is. Manage to have a swim at all?” Kai then asked.

“Well… just sitting on a lounge chair and reading, mostly,” I muttered, suddenly very interested in my napkin.

Cynthia chuckled, exchanging a quick look with Kai before leaning in. “Oh, please. Look at her, Kai. She’s totally hiding something!” She looked at me knowingly. “Naomi, come on, no one goes down to this beach just to read a book in the sun…”

Her words were light, but I could feel the pointed weight behind them. She knew, or at least suspected. But I decided to just tell her anyway. After all, what was the point of shame here?

“Alright,” I admitted. “Fine. I had a little fun.”

Cynthia’s eyes lit up. “Oh, do tell! What kind of fun?”

I felt my blush deepen. “I, uh… met a man. And his wife.”

“And?” Kai prompted.

“And… we had sex,” I said, simply. “Well, technically I sucked his dick first. But then, yeah, he bent me over in the sand and fucked me. All while his wife watched nearby.”

Cynthia gasped and clapped her hands together, delighted. “Oh my god, Naomi! Look at you! Jumping straight into the deep end!”

Kai chuckled. “Well, damn. Congrats on that.”

Their praise warmed me in a way I hadn’t expected. They seemed genuinely excited for me, proud of how quickly I’d embraced the freedom.

“You did good,” Cynthia continued warmly. “Welcome to the dark side. Feels good, doesn’t it?”

I nodded, feeling a rush of pride. “It does, actually. Really good.”

Bolstered by their easy acceptance, I pushed the conversation forward. “So… about earlier. On the balcony. Um, who was the other guy?”

“Oh, just a close friend,” replied Cynthia. “Max. He’s part of our little polycule. Drops by whenever we’re both in the mood for something extra, you know?”

“Polycule?” I asked.

“It just means we share multiple partners,” she explained. “He’s been one of our regulars for years. Total sweetheart. But unfortunately for us, he’s already tied up for tonight. Quite literally, knowing him.”

I laughed softly at that. Kai smiled, seizing the opening.

“But anyway, back to you, Naomi,” he started, “I think your first official milestone calls for a celebration, no? We’ve got a private boat heading out to the mangrove coves tonight to see the glowing water, and with Max gone, there’s an extra seat.”

Cynthia nodded. “It’s beautiful out there. Quiet, secluded… magical. Would you like to join?”

I didn’t need an explanation to know what the invitation really entailed. But instead of shying away, I found myself leaning in.

“That sounds perfect, actually,” I replied. “I’d love to.”

We spent the rest of dinner chatting easily, even sharing some dessert before heading out. Evening had fully settled into nighttime when we walked down to the private docks and found our boat waiting.

The boat was small and intimate, with wood accents and cushioned areas stretching across it. Kai helped both Cynthia and me aboard with a steady hand, and before I knew it, we’d slipped away from the dock into the open water.

It was beautiful out there. A kind of darkness that I’d never experienced before. As the boat skimmed softly through the ocean, the resort lights grew smaller, melting into the starry expanse of the horizon. The farther we drifted, the quieter the night became. A gentle wind rustled through the mangroves as we passed, and the only consistent sound was the water lapping at the hull.

Then came the glowing water, and that was what really caught me. I could see the dark surface flare with bright streaks of neon blue. I leaned a little closer over the side, watching with fascination as faint currents of light flared and then faded with each ripple from the bow.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Cynthia murmured.

“It’s stunning,” I whispered back.

The three of us lounged under the stars, taking it all in as the boat rocked gently. Kai reclined slightly, his eyes flickering between me and Cynthia with a calm anticipation. It felt like the night was closing in, tightening the space between us, encouraging us to let the remaining boundaries slip away.

The first move, unsurprisingly, came from Cynthia. She slid closer to me, her hand coming to rest gently on my knee, brushing lightly over the skin to see if I’d pull away.

I didn’t.

“Naomi,” she started. Her voice sent heat racing through my stomach. “You genuinely look breathtaking tonight.”

“You’re sweet.”

“No,” she said firmly. “I mean it. You have no idea what you do to me.”

“I... thank you,” I stammered, looking down at my hands as my face burned, acutely aware of how close she was sitting.

Cynthia smiled. “When I complimented you earlier today, I wasn’t just being polite,” she continued. “We don’t exactly get a lot of people like you passing through here. Most would have panicked and bolted by now, but you’re still here. You’re curious, and I love that about you.”

I opened my mouth to answer, but nothing came out. The way she looked at me made my chest tighten. She in leaned closer.

When her lips parted, I caught the sweet scent of her breath. Suddenly, I was desperate for a taste.

The world melted the second her lips touched mine. It was delicate at first, but the restraint didn’t last. I pressed back against her, letting her tongue slide deep into my mouth and draw me further under her spell.

Then her hands moved, cupping my cheek before sliding down, brushing over my shoulder and tugging at the strap of my dress.

“Can I take this off you?” she whispered against my lips.

I nodded, and Cynthia helped me out of my dress, leaving me sitting there in just my underwear under the stars.

She kissed me again, reaching for my underwear, and I just let her, desperate to have her fingers inside my pussy. But just as they slipped beneath to brush along my soaked pubes, she broke the kiss with a panting laugh.

“You know, you should really ditch these,” she said playfully. “It’s a crime to keep a body like yours covered up at this resort.”

My brain was still swimming in the aftermath of the kiss, but I nodded. “Then take them off me.”

“Gladly.”

Her hands worked quickly, sliding my panties down my thighs and tossing them behind her. Kai caught them with a grin from where he sat.

“And this too,” Cynthia added as her fingers hooked under the clasp of my bra. She undid it with ease, slipping it off my shoulders and adding it to Kai’s collection.

“There we go.” She roved over me like she was admiring a work of art, her bottom lip caught briefly between her teeth. “God. You’re just perfect, Naomi.”

Cynthia leaned down and brushed her lips across the slope of my breasts. Her hand cupped one, holding me steady as her tongue moved over my stiffening nipple. I gasped as she drew it into her mouth and sucked.

The sensation was new, but so, so fucking good. Another moan left my lips as she switched to my other breast, swirling her tongue around the hard nub until I was squirming.

Kai moved closer, catching my eye as his hands dropped to the waistband of his pants. “Mind if I get a little more comfortable, Naomi?”

“Please do,” I panted.

I watched him step out of his clothes. When his cock eventually came out, he started stroking himself slowly, keeping his eyes on us as Cynthia took her time with me.

When she finally pulled back from my chest, her hand moved farther downward, smoothing over my stomach and down to my pussy. Her eyes lit up as she looked down at all the wetness glistening there.

“You’re dripping, darling. Can I clean it up for you?”

A woman had never done this to me before. Another first. But I was too horny to care about the nerves. I just wanted her tongue on me.

“Do it,” I said.

Cynthia leaned down, starting with teasing kisses at the inside of my knees, dragging her lips up slowly. When her breath hit my soaked slit, I gasped. She kept her mouth just hovering near my clit, so fucking close it was maddening.

“Cynthia…” I whispered, desperate to be licked.

“Patience, darling. It’s coming.”

She pressed a few more kisses along my labia, and then her tongue finally darted out. She made contact with my clit and lapped at it. The pleasure shot through me immediately, a startled shriek leaving my mouth.

She flicked her tongue against it one more time before settling into small circles. “Mm, you taste good, Naomi,” she said.

Her words made me burn, and I couldn’t hold back the delicious shivers running through me as she moved lower, licking slowly up the entire length of my pussy. Then her hands came into play, gently prying me open so she could thrust her tongue deeper inside.

I writhed beneath her, my voice broken into moans. But just as I felt myself building toward release, Cynthia slowed her pace, pulling back with a sly grin.

“Mm,” she said, glancing back at Kai. “She’s perfect. Nice and ready for you, honey. How about you come fuck her?”

Kai’s hand paused mid stroke. “Would you like that, Naomi?”

He stepped closer and towered over me. His cock looked so fucking thick, gleaming wet with all the precum he’d been slathering over it. I wanted it inside me so badly.

“Yes,” I said simply.

“Good girl,” he murmured, positioning himself between my legs. He pressed the head of his cock against my entrance and swirled it along my slit, teasing me without actually pushing in. I felt my pussy clench with a mind of its own.

Meanwhile, Cynthia’s lips skimmed along my neck, sucking the skin and biting gently, while her fingers found my nipples, tugging them to keep me on edge.

The anticipation built higher inside me. I needed it. I needed it so bad.

But just when I thought I was going to lose my mind from the teasing, Kai thrust forward. It was a smooth stroke that planted the entire length of his cock firmly inside me.

“Ooh my God! Fuuuck!” I squealed.

“There it is,” Cynthia cooed, leaning down to capture my moans with her mouth. The kiss was messy and perfect. She pulled back just slightly and smiled. “Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“It’s… fucking perfect.”

Kai started to move, fucking me with long strokes, then bringing my legs up and hooking my ankles over his shoulders so he could push even deeper. The way his cock brushed against my deepest walls made my vision swim. Cynthia’s hands never left me as she settled again on my breasts, the combined stimulation taking me to some indescribable height of ecstasy.

“Cynthia,” I gasped. “My clit. Please…”

Her fingers snaked downward, finding my soaked clit. She pressed down hard and rubbed until the pleasure just became too much. My orgasm hit me hard, and I wailed, my limbs shaking uncontrollably. Kai kept his pace, pumping steadily into my quivering cunt.

“You’re perfect like this,” he said, bending lower to press kisses to my calf, which only made my body quake harder.

But they weren’t done.

Cynthia moved beside me and hovered over my face. “Naomi? Since Kai is keeping your pussy so busy, would you like to taste my cunt?”

With Kai still thrusting deep, I nodded almost instantly. My arousal was running so hot that I wanted it more than ever.

Cynthia quickly slid out of her dress, revealing her gorgeous figure. She came over and settled her knees to either side of my head. Her wet pussy hovered above my lips for a second, and then she sat down.

My tongue darted out and swiped straight up her slit. As soon as I really got a taste of her juices, that sweet and musky essence, I went deeper, dragging through every wet crevice of her cunt.

Even as I devoted myself to her, Kai never stopped moving. He fucked me harder now, his thick cock driving deep and steady, sending pleasure crashing through my core. Cynthia clamped her thighs tightly around my ears as her moans grew louder.

“Ooh, Naomi! You’re so good at this!”

Hearing her say that just fueled the fire. I licked her faster, pushing my tongue deeper.

Cynthia’s orgasm came quickly, a shuddering climax that echoed out over the water. I could feel her cunt clenching around my tongue as her hot juices gushed out, and kept licking until she was almost begging me to stop from the overstimulation.

Down below, Kai was about to let go, too. A few more thrusts and his cock started pulsing inside my cunt, spurting with the heat of his seed.

Cynthia slid off my face just as Kai delivered the last of his orgasm inside my pussy. As he slipped out, I looked down, watching a string of his white cum mixed with my own juices stretching from my gaping hole to the tip of his dick.

Cynthia’s eyes lit up as the fluids came into view. She leaned down and gently spread my labia apart with her fingers.

“Damn,” she purred. “Kai had so much for you!” Her eyes flicked up to mine. “Mind if I have a taste?”

My lips curved into a grin. “Of course…”

And then her tongue shot out again, enthusiastically lapping at the creamy fluids pooling in my cunt.

“Yum,” was all she said.


Chapter Five


When I got back to my villa and stepped inside, I leaned back against the front door for a moment.

My mind simply spun like crazy as I replayed it all. Kai’s voice in my ear, Cynthia’s kisses on my skin, and the way they both looked at me like some irresistible prize. I hadn’t felt that desired and celebrated in a very long time.

My ex-fiancé wouldn’t have recognized me at all tonight. Hell, I barely recognized myself. But if this place had taught me anything, it was that maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing.

Slipping off my dress, I crawled into bed and stared at the shadowed ceiling. The energy still pulsing through me had me reaching for the phone on the bedside table immediately. The morning wake up service popped back into my mind, and I knew I would absolutely need it in the morning after how wired my body still felt.

“Good evening, Miss Naomi,” answered a smooth voice on the other end. “How can we assist you?”

“I’d like to request a wake up service for tomorrow morning. With Cal, please.”

“Of course. We’ll arrange that for you. 7:00 a.m.?”

“Yes,” I confirmed. “7:00 is perfect.”

“It’s done. Cal will see you in the morning.”

I hung up the phone and let the excitement boil in my chest, already imagining him between my legs and eating my pussy as soon as I opened my eyes. My hands slid down to rub my clit lazily as I drifted off to sleep.

The morning came softly. I was so excited that I was already awake and stretching idly under the sheets when I heard the sound of the door unlocking. I turned my head, watching openly as Cal pushed a small cart toward the corner of the room near my bed. The buttery scent of breakfast drifted through the air.

I met his eyes as he approached. Then came the soft dip of the mattress as he perched on the edge, lifting the duvet gently.

I offered a sleepy smile and let my legs fall open for him. He slipped between them, and I sucked in a breath as his hands nudged my knees wider to expose my naked pussy.

The first stroke of his tongue against me was soft and careful. A slow drag straight through my folds that made me lift up to meet him. I gasped because I had to. It just felt so fucking good, and his grip was tight on my thighs as he licked me deep and let me writhe under him. His mouth worked more aggressively, making my pussy start to weep with fresh arousal. He gave my clit plenty of attention too, flicking his tongue over it and sucking before retreating to press firmer strokes up and down my entrance.

A garbled moan broke from my throat as my hands flew to grip the sheets. My body felt feverish under his touch.

When he finally paused, I whimpered and opened my eyes fully to look at him. He glanced up at me with a smile. “Good morning, ma’am. Sleep well?”

I laughed. “I slept great.”

He smirked again and returned to my cunt. “How was your first full day?” he asked casually before his tongue shot out.

I spoke between uneven breaths and managed to stammer out the details of the boat. Of Cynthia, Kai, and the way they had made me feel so good. The more I spoke, the more Cal worked, groaning against my skin as if he was genuinely enjoying my story as much as the taste of my cunt.

When I finished, he lifted his head briefly. “Sounds like you’re adapting beautifully, ma’am.”

Then his hand moved lower, bent on making this the best morning of my life. His fingertips stroked downward, teasing along the sensitive line of skin between my pussy and my ass. “Let me ask you something, ma’am,” he said right into my heat. “Has a man ever tasted you from behind?”

I paused for a beat. “No,” I admitted. “But I really want you to.”

Cal responded with a growl as he repositioned himself seamlessly. His hands slid under my ass, spreading my cheeks gently, and exposed my tight hole before his tongue dipped lower.

The first swipe over it made my entire body tense with pleasure. It was unlike anything I’d felt before. Foreign and completely filthy, but so fucking good. His tongue traced in generous circles around my asshole as I whined helplessly.

“Relax, ma’am,” he said, pausing to let one of his fingers trace around the rim instead of his tongue. “You’re opening up so nicely for me. I love your ass.”

I couldn’t even respond, too lost in the delicious sensations. He finally slipped a finger inside my ass and pushed my tight walls open while his mouth returned to my clit. The stretch was amazing as he twisted his finger inside my ass and rubbed my clit at the same time. The moment I finally broke, my body jerked hard, shameless cries bouncing off the walls around me.

It took quite some time for my body to stop trembling, but eventually I managed to come down again. My chest heaved as I sucked in gulps of air. Cal kept his hands on my thighs, circling along my skin.

My eyes were fully open now as I sat up on my elbows, just in time to see him moving toward the breakfast cart he’d brought into the room earlier. What he reached for drew my attention instantly. It was a smooth silicone butt plug. Alongside it, a bottle of lubricant. He straightened up and held both of them up for me to see.

“These are resort standard,” he said smoothly. “Some of our guests absolutely love this part of the service. If you’re ready, we can take things a little further.”

My thoughts raced. I’d never used a toy before. But given the places he’d just taken me, and the way my body was still throbbing, I dared to try.

“Yes. I’d like that,” I told him.

Cal nodded and started coating the plug in lube. He came over with it in hand.

My thighs fell open wider without him even asking. My body knew exactly what was coming and wanted to make it easier for him. He returned to my ass, swiping around it with wet fingers and slipping one inside to prep me before pressing the tip gently against my hole.

“You’re already nice and relaxed,” he said as he pushed it in gradually. “You’ll love this, ma’am.”

The first inch slid in. My breathing stuttered as he kept going, gently twisting it to pry me open. He took his time. It felt wonderful as it kept sinking, sending unexpected sensations rushing through me as my tight asshole opened up. He pushed until the base finally nestled perfectly against my skin.

“There we go,” said Cal, pressing a kiss to the inside of my thigh. “All done. How does it feel, ma’am?”

“It feels amazing.”

Satisfied, Cal returned to my pussy. His tongue swiped my clit and his fingers buried into my cunt, while the toy plugging my ass pressed forward, pinning those deep nerves right against his moving fingers.

I could feel my ass start to clench tightly, bringing me closer and closer with ease.

But as the pleasure built, a completely different need took over.

“Wait,” I panted. “Cal. Fuck. This feels so good, but…”

“But?” he asked softly, pulling back to look at me.

“I just…”

“Mm?”

“Well, I love your tongue,” I admitted, “but I think I need something more… substantial. Like a cock.” I looked down at his crotch, finally daring to ask for what I really wanted.

“Is that, um, part of the service?” I said.

Cal’s responding chuckle was indulgent.

“Only when the feeling is mutual, ma’am,” he said, a genuine heat in his eyes. “And it absolutely is.”

Cal moved swiftly. My eyes followed him, watching him reach for the buckle of his pants. In seconds, his zipper was down, pushing the fabric lower on his hips until his cock sprang free.

And what a gorgeous cock it was.

Cal’s dick was pale and perfectly proportioned, the tip covered in foreskin. It looked long enough to hit all the right places, yet incredibly thick, with an upward curve that I knew would rub deliciously against my G-spot. He stroked it slowly as I admired him.

“Like the look of it, ma’am?”

“God, yes,” I replied. “Get that thing inside me right now, Cal.”

He climbed back onto the bed, leaning over me with one arm beside my head, and positioned himself carefully at my entrance.

I looked down, watching the pink head trace my lips and gather my wetness. Then he pushed, letting my tight cunt consume him. He sank in all the way, filling me deeper than I thought possible.

Cal started moving, moaning with me. The pressure of the plug paired with the steady thrust of his cock was mind blowing and had me clawing at his shoulders, lifting my hips up to meet his thrusts.

“You feel amazing, ma’am,” he groaned against my neck. His lips brushed the skin there before trailing down to nibble at my collar.

I didn’t last long. The buildup was too much, the sensations too overwhelming, and as my orgasm slammed into me, I felt my holes spasm wildly around the plug and his cock. I clamped down so hard I swear the plug almost shot right out of my ass. My cries filled the room again as Cal fucked me through the peak.

Then I felt his pace falter as he gasped into my ear.

“Fuck, Naomi,” he groaned, shoving forward one last time as he came inside me.

His weight rested against mine for a moment before he rolled onto his side, panting. Once he caught his breath, Cal sat up and kissed my forehead. “Anything else I can do for you, ma’am?”

I shook my head, still too exhausted and thoroughly fucked to speak.

With a small smile, Cal reached over to the cart, took a covered plate, and set it on the bedside table. “Well then, here’s your breakfast in bed. I hope the omelet is to your liking.”

He stood and pulled his pants back up, leaving me to bask in the perfect start to the day.


Chapter Six


Sitting alone in the room after Cal left just felt wrong. Taking the plug out and showering only made me notice how great my body felt, and I wanted to keep that feeling going instead of just staring at the walls.

I remembered Cynthia talking about the bar down by the beach last night, and how easy it was to talk to people there. So I put on some light clothes and headed straight out, walking down with my sandals in hand, genuinely excited to see who else was around.

The beach bar was busy. It was a large wooden deck on the sand with a thatched roof, packed with tables, stools, and smooth music. In the center, the main bar looked out over the ocean, where a few people were already drinking.

I stepped onto the deck and went straight to the bar. The bartender was tall with a great smile, and as I ordered a drink, I found myself flirting with him, leaning in to compliment his arms. He chuckled and gave me a playful wink, saying he was on the clock but might find me later.

The initial rejection didn’t even sting. It just made me feel confident. I hadn’t hit on a stranger in years, and the rush left me feeling reckless and horny.

Since the bartender was off limits for now, I took a sip of my drink and scanned the bar for anyone else I could have some fun with. That was when I spotted them.

The first man, younger than the other, was tanned to perfection. His body was packed with muscle and framed by an unbuttoned linen shirt, and up top he had perfectly messy dark blond hair. The other man was slightly older, with a squared off chin covered in stubble and a few streaks of gray running along his temples.

I casually stirred my drink, wrapping my lips around the straw and sucking slowly while I kept my eyes on them. They noticed me immediately. The two of them leaned in close to whisper something to each other, but they never looked away.

They weren’t subtle at all, watching me with intent, seemingly liking what they saw. I played it cool and held their stare before a flirty smile touched my lips.

“See something you like, darling?” a familiar voice teased from right beside me.

I jumped slightly and turned to see Cynthia. She looked cute, wearing tiny denim shorts and a white tee that framed the hard outline of her nipples. With her hair in a disheveled tangle and her lips swollen, she looked like she had just rolled straight out of bed from a good fuck.

“Oh, yes,” I muttered. “Those two guys at the end of the bar.”

Cynthia glanced in their direction. She chuckled and turned back to me. “Ooh, naughty girl. Good choice, too. That’s Cason and Franco. They’re very much a staple around here. Everyone knows them.”

“Oh, really?” I asked, taking another sip of my drink. “They definitely look like models.”

Cynthia laughed. “That’s because they are. And they’re married to each other, if you can believe it. Both bisexual, both incredibly well-endowed, and both very open to playing with others.”

“Good to know,” I said, casting another quick glance their way. My pulse sped up slightly as I caught Cason’s eyes again, and he smiled back at me.

“Mhm. They love sharing. Especially new girls.”

A rush of arousal ran through me. Just the thought of being sandwiched between those two hot guys was enough to make my thighs clench.

“Do you think they’d be interested in me?”

Cynthia laughed. “Of course they would, darling. They’re not staring at you for no reason. So what do you think? Want to go over there and ask them to fuck?”

“Sure...” I admitted, a little nervous but still completely into the idea.

“Perfect. We should definitely make it a foursome. I wouldn’t mind getting a piece of that action either.”

“I can work with that,” I agreed without a second thought. It was wild how easily I was saying yes to everything now, leaning into this new slutty side of myself. Knowing Cynthia wanted to share them with me just made the whole thing better.

With her encouragement pushing me forward, I set my glass down and strutted over. My heart pounded as I approached them, but instead of hovering awkwardly, I slipped directly into the empty space between them and claimed it as my own. Cason turned toward me first, his eyes lighting up with amusement. Franco wasn’t far behind, glancing down at me curiously.

“Hey there, beautiful. Come to finally say hello?” Franco asked. His deep and accented voice instantly turned me on.

“I figured I had to, considering you two haven’t taken your eyes off me,” I said.

Cason laughed. “Can you blame us? You’ve been putting on quite the show with that straw.”

The confidence I felt earlier was completely taking over now. “I’m Naomi,” I said. “And I actually came over to ask you guys a question.”

“Go ahead,” said Franco.

I nodded back toward the bar. “See my friend over there?”

They both looked past me at Cynthia. She was sitting at the counter now, watching us with a satisfied grin, and leaning forward just enough to show off her cleavage while she bit her lower lip.

“We were wondering,” I continued, “if you two only fuck each other, or if you’d want to take both of us back to our room.”

Cason smirked as he looked me up and down, probably undressing me in his head. “Hmm, a little foursome?”

“Exactly,” I replied, trying to give the boys the most desperate “please fuck me” look I could manage.

Franco reached out and brushed a thumb across my cheek. “We’d absolutely love to, darling. Why don’t we head back to our villa instead? We have a massive bed just begging for two wet girls to ruin it.”

“That sounds exactly like what we need,” I replied, beyond excited.

* * *


Franco and Cason’s villa was spacious and luxurious, and definitely the perfect place to get fucked silly.

The clothes came off quickly in the living room. Cynthia went for me first, eager to get me bare for the men as soon as possible. “Arms up,” she whispered.

I happily complied, letting her pull my dress over my head before she went for her own clothes and stripped down too.

Across from us, the boys were getting ready. They shed their clothes and stepped close to each other, sharing a deep kiss while they stroked each other’s cocks to get them nice and hard. Seeing Franco grab Cason by the back of his head, pulling him in even deeper as their tongues twisted and slid together, was quite the turn on.

“They’re so hot together,” I said, unable to look away.

“Just wait until they’re fucking us,” added Cynthia.

Finally, Franco broke away and turned to us with a red face and swollen lips. “Okay, think I’m properly warmed up now. Shall we?”

We followed them into the bedroom, both of us soaking wet and ready. Cynthia and I climbed onto the bed and lay back side by side as we spread our legs. Franco knelt between my legs, and Cason did the same with Cynthia. Barely a second had passed before they both dropped their heads and planted their mouths against our pussies.

“Fuck,” I gasped, gripping the sheets as Franco’s tongue slid up and down my slit. He groaned when his mouth connected with my clit, drawing it into his mouth and sucking hard enough to lift my hips off the mattress. He slipped two fingers inside my pussy while his thumb drifted down to tease my asshole.

Beside me, Cynthia was already a panting mess. “Yes! Lick me! Just like that!” she cried. Cason’s blond hair was all over the place from how aggressively he was eating her out.

He lifted his head for a second to catch his breath. “Your pussy tastes so good, Cynthia.”

“They both do,” Franco echoed against my thighs. “Fucking delicious.”

They were groaning with much the same enthusiasm as us, and the filthy praise lit every nerve inside me. Franco’s tongue was perfect. I could hear the wet slurping sounds he made as he drank the juices trickling out of me, and my orgasm started to build easily.

Cynthia was getting close too, and when I turned my head to look at her, she reached out. “Come here,” she said, cupping my jaw.

I met her halfway and smashed my lips against hers. It was a little hard to kiss her properly with her mouth hanging open from all the moaning, but we managed. She fed me her tongue and I wrapped mine around it. My moans carried directly into her mouth as her hands roamed over my body, palming my breasts and rubbing my nipples.

I reached out, finding her chest, doing the same with her tits as we kissed. Our soft gasps mixed together as the men worked beneath us, spurring us on with every flick of their tongues.

Cynthia pulled back after a long kiss. “Let’s do this properly, mm?”

“Properly?”

“I want to taste you while he takes my pussy,” she continued. “It’s the best way to do it.”

Cason chuckled, pulling back just enough to let her move.

“Sounds like a plan,” Franco added, pulling his mouth away from my cunt to give her room.

She sat up and moved down the bed until she was between my legs, nudging Franco aside and parting my thighs further. Meanwhile, Cason had already risen from his spot, taking his place behind her. I watched as he guided his cock to her wet entrance from behind. The way Cynthia moaned when he pushed deep inside her cunt made me ache all over again.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Cason grunted.

“Just give it to me hard, okay?” Cynthia whined as Cason’s cock disappeared inside her.

Then she dropped her head and started to give my pussy her full attention, licking and sucking with ease.

“Cynthia, oh god!” I moaned as she found all the right spots.

Every movement of Cynthia’s mouth was punctuated by the hard thrusts of Cason behind her, propelling her tongue deeper into my hole to carve me out.

“F… fuck… feels good… Naomi?” Cynthia mumbled against my wet skin.

“Yes! So good! Don’t stop.”

Cason started fucking her harder, and Cynthia cried out right onto my cunt, totally loving it. Her moans grew as his balls slapped against her ass.

Franco, however, wasn’t just about to stand there watching, either. He took his place at the head of the bed as if he knew exactly what I needed.

“Looks like your mouth is free,” he noted, stroking his veiny cock right next to my cheek.

I stared impatiently at his leaking tip. “All for you, Franco,” I told him.

He took hold of his cock and propped it up against my lips.

I opened, and he fed me his cock, sinking deep until he groaned with delight. Seeing his eyes roll back as I took him down was intoxicating, and I let him fuck my mouth however hard he wanted to.

With Franco fucking my face, Cynthia eating me out, and Cason slapping against her ass like an animal, my body genuinely couldn’t take it much longer. I was unraveling fast. And then when Cynthia decided to shove her fingers inside me and bite down lightly on my clit, I finally shattered.

The pleasure poured out of me in a sudden rush, and I just whined loudly, screaming around the dick still shoved down my throat. I gripped Cynthia’s hair tighter, holding her close, letting her drink down every drop of my juices until the trembling finally stopped.

But even with the high of my orgasm, I couldn’t ignore the cock in my mouth and just how much Franco was loving it, so I kept my throat open and bobbed my head faster. Soon, he was losing control too.

“Shit! here it comes,” he grunted, grabbing the back of my head.

Franco shot his load straight down my throat. I swallowed his seed enthusiastically and kept my lips sealed tight to catch every drop.

He pulled out with a satisfied sigh and wiped himself clean along my lips. But then I looked at his dick again and noticed something unusual.

“Oh, wow,” I said. “You’re still hard?”

Franco chuckled, stroking his slick shaft. “Of course. You think I’m a one-and-done kind of guy?”

I blushed at that, and leaned in to give the tip a kiss. “Well, in that case, I’ve got another hole for you to fuck.”

“Works for me,” said Franco. He looked at the others. “You guys good to move?”

Cason grunted in agreement, and Cynthia pouted playfully. “This pussy’s all yours,” she said, giving my clit one last kiss before pulling away and moving beside me on the bed. Cason immediately slipped back inside her from behind, picking up where he left off.

Then Franco stood up and moved behind me. I looked down between my legs and saw him holding his cock. It was throbbing, somehow getting even thicker and harder than it had been in my mouth just a minute ago.

He placed it at my entrance and thrust in, setting a deep pace right from the start.

“How does that feel?” he asked.

“Amazing,” I gasped, throwing my head back and just letting him ream my pussy out.

The men kept fucking us hard, matching each other’s pace and making us wail together. Cynthia and I looked into each other’s eyes at one point and kissed again, trading saliva, just loving the moment. We were getting taken like total sluts, letting the men pound away at our pussies. And it was so damn filthy that the guys couldn’t even stick to one girl.

“Let’s swap,” Cason grunted after a while, pulling out of Cynthia with a squelch. “I want a taste of Naomi now.”

“Good idea,” Franco agreed, stepping back and trading places with him. “You girls happy with that?”

Cynthia and I basically shrieked our approval.

With that, they moved, back and forth, switching between our eager bodies and coating each hole in shared juice. Strings of our fluids stretched from their cocks as they moved, neither of them caring about the wet mess dripping all over the sheets.

Not long after, Cynthia and I climaxed again, our legs kicking and our voices going hoarse. The men followed close behind this time. Their shouts were raw as they hosed down our insides with cum. It just kept coming, and I could literally feel Franco’s cock quivering with the force of it all as he filled me.

When their orgasms were complete, both men slipped out of us and collapsed onto the mattress, leaning over to kiss our sweat dampened skin.

“Thank you, Naomi,” Franco whispered as he peppered kisses down my neck. “I’m so glad you asked us to fuck. That was amazing.”


Chapter Seven


We were still catching our breath when Cynthia decided to curl up with me.

“You’re such a mess,” she whispered against my skin.

Behind me, Franco trailed a hand down my spine. “I still can’t believe you came here all by yourself, Naomi.”

Cason lifted his head from where he was resting. “Yeah, why are you flying solo? Did some idiot let you get away?”

“Something like that,” I muttered, not really wanting to dwell on my ex that much. “He basically ignored me for months, so I called off the wedding and took the trip myself.”

Cason shook his head. “Ignored you? Jesus. If he could see how perfect you look right now…”

Franco nodded in agreement. “His loss. You take dick way too well to be ignored, Naomi.”

I whimpered out loud without meaning to. Everything they were saying just made me unbearably horny all over again. I could feel the slickness renewing between my legs.

Cynthia pulled away enough to notice. “Mmm, look at you.” She ran a finger down my slit to gather the wetness. “Already leaking again.”

“I can’t help it,” I replied.

Cynthia giggled. “I think it’s about time we give her a proper stretch, boys. Fuck her so hard she forgets his name entirely. What do you think?”

Cason and Franco sat upright, exchanging a quick look. “I’d say that’s long overdue,” Franco muttered.

“You down for round two, Naomi?” Cason asked.

My breath picked up. “God, yes. Please.”

Franco moved around on the mattress until he was kneeling behind me, and I eagerly pushed my ass back for him, more than ready for whatever he wanted to do next. “What about back here?” he asked quietly. I felt him trace a finger down my spine before circling my asshole. “We haven’t tested this tight little hole yet.”

I gasped as his finger pressed lightly against the sensitive rim. “You want to fuck my ass?”

“We want to fuck every part of you,” Franco said easily.

He kept rubbing his finger over my hole, noticing how the muscle gave way. “Damn, it’s already opening up for me.”

I bit my lip and blushed. “I… might have already had a plug in there this morning.”

That earned me a chuckle from Franco. “Oh, I bet you have. But this isn’t going to feel like that toy of yours, sweetheart.”

My heart raced as I heard him step off the bed and reach for a bottle on the dresser. Cason crawled around to the front, helping me onto my hands and knees while Cynthia stayed close.

The sound of a plastic cap popping open broke the quiet. Franco settled back onto the mattress behind me. He poured the lube over his hand and started coating my hole, slipping a finger inside to ease the tension.

“Okay, nice and wet,” Franco said, lining himself up. “You ready, Naomi?”

“Yes… put it inside me,” I begged.

Franco pulled his fingers out, and my hole clenched, desperate to feel full again.

Then I felt the head of his cock press against me. He eased closer, letting the muscle yield before pushing in. The heat swept through me as soon as he slid inside. It stretched me wider than anything I had felt this morning, and it felt so fucking good.

“Ooh!” I gasped, gripping the sheets.

“You okay?”

“Yes. Just put it all the way in.”

He grunted and pushed forward, burying his entire length inside my ass.

When he finally bottomed out, my hands flew everywhere, trying to deal with the exquisite sensation, though eventually I just surrendered to the stretch. Franco started fucking me slow and steady, giving my body time to adjust, and soon he was slapping against my thigh with a heavy thrust that felt utterly divine. I was moaning shamelessly, loving how packed and full my ass felt with his meat inside it, sliding in and out with ease.

Right in front of me, Cynthia and Cason were watching. Cynthia leaned back against his chest as he stroked her pussy, and the two of them kissed lazily while they enjoyed the show.

With Franco persistently drilling my ass, the stimulation just kept piling up.

“Oh fuck. Harder!” I cried out.

“You like that ass getting used?” Franco growled, picking up speed.

“Yes! So much!” I wailed.

“Fuck her deep, Franco,” Cason encouraged, rubbing Cynthia’s clit faster as she moaned and writhed under him.

The sight, the sounds, it was all too much. I barely finished the next sentence before it slammed into me.

“Fuuuck. I’m coming!” I gasped.

I came hard. My ass clamped down on Franco’s cock, while my pussy gushed juices onto the sheets beneath me.

Franco groaned, gripping my ass to try and anchor me as I convulsed. My walls were spasming completely out of control, and even though I tried to hold him inside me, all that slickness worked against us. With one sharp jerk of my waist, his cock popped right out.

I collapsed against the bed, panting to catch my breath while my hole tightened over empty air.

“Jesus, Naomi,” Franco breathed, staring down at the mess.

Cynthia crawled closer, her fingers still working her own clit, and kissed my sweaty cheek. “You milked him so good, Naomi. Look at how much you’re gaping.”

Cason moved closer to look. “Yeah, no lie there.”

I could only stare back at them, my breath uneven and my legs still loose from the contractions. My body was trembling, but the orgasm hadn’t drained me. If anything, the sudden emptiness back there just left me aching for more.

Cason looked from my pussy to my empty ass. Then he glanced at Franco. “You thinking what I’m thinking?”

Franco nodded with a grin. “There’s definitely enough room to get both of us in there.”

“Wait… both of you?” I asked.

Cynthia laughed, clearly thrilled by the idea. “Oh, a double! These are so fun. Want to try?”

Okay, another first. It was crazy how many boundaries I was crossing, but just like every other time, I wanted it too badly to say no. “Yes,” I replied. “I want to try.”

“Let’s get you set up,” Cason said.

Franco stretched out flat on his back in the middle of the mattress. With Cason’s help, I climbed over Franco and laid back against his chest, pulling my knees up and spreading my legs wide. Cason knelt on the bed between my knees, hovering over me to line himself up from the front.

Franco pushed in first. He reached down, using the leftover lube to ease his shaft straight up into my ass from underneath.

I moaned as he packed me with his dick. Cason didn’t wait long to follow.

He guided his cock to my pussy, sliding smoothly through my wet folds. I tilted my head down to watch him disappear inside me. Then he started moving too, and I just melted. The sensation of Cason stretching my cunt from above while Franco filled my ass from beneath knocked the air right out of my lungs.

“We got you,” said Cason.

“Just… keep… going,” I gasped.

Franco grunted, driving upward into my ass. Cason leaned his weight forward, burying himself in my pussy and spreading me wide. Having them both sunk that far inside me had my head thrashing against the mattress.

They worked together seamlessly, one driving in while the other pulled back, alternating strokes to keep me constantly full. The tension built rapidly with every thrust.

Up top, Cynthia was loving the show. She knelt beside my head to kiss me, slipping her tongue into my mouth just to give me something to temper my moans.

Everything felt so good, and I came hard quickly as they worked me over. My loud sobs vanished into Cynthia’s mouth while my ass and cunt spasmed over Cason and Franco’s cocks, making them both howl against the pressure.

I rode out the rest of the climax, just letting the men use my body, happily taking it from both ends. They kept going until Cason broke first. He shouted and buried himself to his balls, the heat of his release flooding my pussy instantly. With an exhausted groan, Cason pulled out and went limp beside me. His cum immediately started seeping out of my hole.

But underneath me, Franco wasn’t done. He was still hard, thrusting upward through the remnants of my climax. My nerves screamed for relief and more all at once, every inch of me trembling from the overstimulation.

Franco roared. “Fuck, this ass…” His voice was strained. “She’s still squeezing the life out of me!”

I could tell he was losing the battle, my asshole truly clamping tight. Then, with a hard jerk, he came.

“Shit!” he roared, dumping whatever he had left in his balls straight inside my ass. I’d never taken a load back there before, but the warmth spreading through my inner walls, especially paired with the fresh cum already soaking my pussy, felt marvelous. I loved every second of it.

The double finish robbed me of whatever strength I had left. With one final squelch as Franco pulled out, I rolled off him and melted against the sheets. But not without a soft bubble of laughter, feeling thoroughly ruined and satisfied.


Chapter Eight


Ispent quite a bit of time recovering, but the moment I got off Cason and Franco’s bed, my awkward waddle gave me away. Cynthia immediately proposed a trip to the resort spa, which turned out to be a lifesaver for my thoroughly stretched-out legs. As soon as the therapists finished working through the soreness, we dressed and headed back to her villa to wind down properly.

Kai and Max were out exploring the island, so it was just the two of us. We made some mocktails and settled onto her balcony loungers while listening to the waves crashing against the shoreline below.

I leaned back and stared out at the water. It was incredibly peaceful as the sun started to dip. I must have been zoning out because Cynthia eventually nudged my foot with hers.

“You’re quiet,” she noted. “Thinking about him?”

“Jake?” I took a sip of my drink. “God, no. I was actually just thinking about how clueless I was.”

“About what?”

“Everything, honestly. I was so ready to just do the normal thing. Get married, move to the suburbs, fuck the same guy in the dark once a week for the rest of my life. I didn’t even know people actually lived like this. Like Cason and Franco. Married for years, but totally down to just… double team some girl they met at a bar.”

Cynthia smiled, laughing softly. “I get it, but look, don’t call it stupidity, Naomi. I feel like everyone has to go through a phase like that to figure things out. Kai and I realized pretty early on that we didn’t want to own each other and that freedom is everything. It just makes it so much hotter, you know?”

“Yeah,” I agreed. “I just… don’t think I could ever go back to the way I was.”

“Who says you have to?” She smiled, swirling her drink. “You’re making a pretty incredible little slut, Naomi. And if you do settle down one day, just find a guy who gets off on sharing you as much as he loves keeping it for himself.”

“I think I’d really like that,” I admitted.

We sat in silence for a few minutes, just finishing our drinks and watching the sky turn dark.

“So, anyway,” Cynthia finally said, setting her empty glass down on the table. “How are your legs holding up after that massage?”

“Much better,” I replied, stretching them out. “Why?”

“There’s a beach club party tonight,” she said, leaning in with a grin. “Great music, and a ton of hot couples looking to hook up. If you’re feeling up for it, we could go together. What do you think?”

Of course I was going to say yes. “I’m down,” I said.

“Perfect!” replied Cynthia. “Got anything slutty to wear?”

I laughed. “No, definitely not.”

“Then it’s a good thing you’re with me,” she said, already standing up. “Come on. I’ll get you fixed.”

We headed inside to her bedroom, and she immediately started tearing through her closet, tossing garments onto the bed. I tried on a few things just for fun. First, there was a flowy, backless beach dress that we decided was way too tame. Then she handed me a ridiculously complicated corset with stockings and heels that took me ten minutes just to figure out how to strap on.

“Too much work,” Cynthia assessed, shaking her head. “If a guy wants to eat you out, he shouldn’t need an instruction manual to get to your cunt.”

“Fair point.” I laughed, peeling the corset off.

She rummaged around a bit more before tossing me a tiny black two piece set. I stepped into the skirt and tied the top behind my neck. The hem barely covered my ass, and the top was just a few thin straps holding two scraps of fabric across my nipples.

I turned to the mirror. The woman staring back looked shockingly slutty, and I definitely loved it.

Cynthia stepped up behind me and held my hips.

“I think we have a winner! The guys are going to eat this up.”

“You think it’s enough?” I asked, checking my angles.

“Oh, it’s perfect. Just ditch the panties, and you’re good to go.”

“Way ahead of you.” I smirked, already tugging them down.

After grabbing a quick bite from room service, we headed down to the party. Cynthia had changed into a tiny crop top that showed off a ridiculous amount of underboob, paired with her own little skirt revealing plenty of ass. She looked incredible.

We walked barefoot to the beach club, finding it a lively place that merged the sandy shoreline with a large indoor lounge. The sun was setting, casting the outdoor area in shadows while red lights and loud music flooded the indoor dance floor. Everywhere I looked, couples and groups were grinding together. Some were dancing, but others were essentially just fucking upright.

“See anyone you like?” Cynthia yelled over the music.

“Literally everyone.” I laughed back.

She winked. “Then go get messy, darling. I’ll find you later.”

We split up just as the music transitioned into a sensual but lively R&B beat that instantly set the tone. The rhythm had me rubbing against the crowd, letting random hands clamp onto my hips and slide over my stomach until I was wedged tight between sweating bodies. Enjoying the shamelessness, I spent the next hour letting fingers slip inside my skirt on the dance floor and returning the favor by jerking off and making out with random guys against the walls.

That constant heat built up until a tall guy with a sexy smile caught my eye. I walked over and flashed him my tits, and he immediately led me by the hand into a dark corner. The second my back hit the wall, I spread my legs for him, guiding his hand up my skirt to my wet pussy. He jammed three fingers inside and started pumping hard while his thumb mashed against my clit, making me ache enough to reach down, unzip his pants, and pull out his cock.

I sucked him as deep as possible, slobbering all over his length until he swore out loud and fed me his cum. I gulped down every drop and stood to meet his mouth for a messy kiss.

The next hour continued much like that, me just sucking off every hot guy I could find and even getting a few pussies in there too. Eventually, all those cocks prodding and poking around in my mouth left my throat feeling quite raw, so I headed over to the bar to get some water.

There, I spotted Cynthia standing with a couple I hadn’t met yet.

The woman had beautiful dark curls, wearing nothing but tiny fabric triangles over her tits and a shimmering skirt below. The man beside her was handsome, wearing a partially unbuttoned shirt and a filthy smile.

Cynthia waved me over. “Naomi! Come here.”

I walked up and joined them at the bar.

“This is Maria and Simon,” Cynthia said.

“Hi,” I said, flashing them a smile. “Nice to meet you.”

“Oh, the pleasure is ours,” Maria replied, raking over my tiny outfit. “You look absolutely delicious, darling. Cynthia was just telling us how much fun you’ve been having.”

“She’s been a very fast learner,” Cynthia teased.

Simon stepped a little closer. “I can imagine. Care to dance with us, Naomi?”

“I’d love to,” I replied.

Maria pulled me out onto the dance floor and pressed herself against me, swaying and rubbing her body into mine as the bass bumped around us. Simon stepped in behind me, keeping me between them. His hands traced up my stomach to grab my tits while Maria leaned in. She kissed me hard. I tangled my fingers in her curls and gave them a gentle tug, pulling a soft giggle out of her.

I looked over and caught Cynthia watching us with this proud little smirk. A second later, another couple walked up and dragged her off into the crowd, probably ready to get their hands all over her too.

The three of us kept going like that. Simon and Maria just passed me back and forth, feeling me up and biting at my neck until I was moaning way too loud for the middle of a club. It was pretty obvious the dance floor wasn’t going to cut it anymore.

“You’re soaking wet down here,” Maria whispered, sliding a hand down my thigh. “Come back to our place?”

I nodded her, letting Simon take my hand and lead us out.

Their villa was only a short walk from the club, and they brought me directly to the bedroom. A few candles were already burning on the nightstands, meaning they definitely planned on bringing someone home tonight.

The second the door clicked shut, we were making out again. I was eager to strip down and fall onto the mattress, but Maria pulled away with a playful smile.

“Let’s get in the shower first,” she said.

She led us into the bathroom. The lighting in there was much better, and once we peeled our clothes off, I could finally see how gorgeous they both were. Maria had flawless tanned skin and an amazing pair of tits. Simon was all lean muscle, though I immediately looked down at his cock. It was hard not to, to be honest. The thing was massive.

Maria noticed exactly where I was looking. “Beautiful, isn’t it?”

“Absolutely,” I replied. “I want that so bad.”

“It’s yours,” she teased, turning the water on. “If you help me wash it for him first.”

We got under the warm water. It washed over Simon, plastering his dark hair to his forehead and running down his abs. Maria grabbed the soap and started lathering his chest, working her way down his stomach. When she reached his dick, she handed the soap over to me.

“Your turn.”

I reached out and wrapped my fingers around his shaft. It felt so thick in my hand. I started stroking him slowly, biting my lip as I watched his stomach muscles tense up with every pull.

Maria then got down on the wet tile and looked up at me. “Get down here, Naomi. He’s way too big for just one of us to suck clean.”

I sank down next to her. Maria took the tip of his cock into her mouth first, swirling her tongue over the slit, while I went lower and licked up the underside. The hot water just kept pouring over us. I held him at the base, spitting on his skin to slick him up so Maria could take him deeper.

We traded places a few times, working him up and down. Every now and then, we’d lean over his dick and kiss, swapping his salty taste back and forth. Simon just stood there grunting, clearly loving the attention. We kept stroking him until Maria pulled back and nodded at me.

“Don’t be shy,” she said, nudging my shoulder. “You can take it, Naomi.”

Simon chimed in, too. “Yeah. Suck on it.”

I opened my mouth and took him in. Simon was absurdly thick, way bigger than the guys I had swallowed so far. His tip hit the back of my throat before I was even halfway down the shaft. I had to pull off, coughing a little.

“Damn,” I said with disappointment, genuinely wanting to take all of it. “I think I need some help.”

Maria smiled. “I got you,” she said, resting her hand on the back of my head. She pushed me forward just a little.

“More,” I mumbled around his dick.

She added a bit more pressure, and his thick cock went further, sinking deliciously deep.

“There we go,” said Maria. “How does that feel?”

“So fucking good,” I gurgled out, tears pricking the corners of my eyes.

I kept sucking, bobbing my head as best I could, while Maria ducked down beside me, taking his balls into her mouth. She sucked and rolled them over her tongue while I worked his shaft.

“Fuck, this is amazing,” Simon rumbled above us.

I loved it. His dick throbbed beautifully against my cheeks with every pull of my mouth.

Eventually, Maria popped off his balls and proposed the next move. “I don’t know about you, darling, but my cunt is aching. How about we take this to the bed? And since you managed to take him that deep, you can have his cock first,” she added with a wink.

That sounded perfect to me, so I nodded and stood up, quickly rinsing the last of the soap off our bodies and grabbing some towels to dry off.

We headed back into the bedroom. Simon lay back flat on the mattress, spreading his legs comfortably. It was pretty obvious this kind of filthy three-way arrangement was just business as usual for him.

“Come here,” Simon said softly.

Maria guided me as I crawled up the bed. I swung my leg over his waist, and Simon reached up to pull me closer until the tip of his cock nudged against my slit. His meat felt so warm and thick. I rubbed my pussy all over his shaft, shivering as the head teased my entrance.

“Good girl,” Maria praised, kneeling beside us. “Now go on, sit on it. It’s all yours.”

I lowered myself. The first inch slid in easily, but the rest of it was definitely a stretch. He was so big, it felt like every part of me had to widen just to accommodate him. I grabbed his chest, needing something to anchor myself, and sank down until I was fully seated on his lap, his fat cock buried so deep it was almost hitting my cervix.

Maria moved in close, reaching out to fondle my breasts while I started to grind. I rolled my hips, taking him in slow circles.

“F-fuck… this cock feels so good…” I moaned.

Maria kissed me. “Mm, doesn’t it feel so good?” she whispered against my lips.

“Yes… it’s… it’s so big,” I panted, throwing my head back as Simon thrust upward.

Maria then decided that she wanted a piece of him, too. She crawled up the mattress until she was kneeling over Simon’s head. She teased him for a second, hovering her pussy over his lips before finally dropping her weight and letting him eat her out. A loud sigh of relief came out of her the moment his tongue got to work.

I leaned forward to meet her halfway, and we kissed, swapping spit while she rode his face and I rode his dick. The sensation undid me fast, and my climax boiled over, making me wail into Maria’s mouth as I shuddered over Simon’s cock.

When I finally came down, I knew I wanted a turn on his face next. I kept bouncing until Maria finished her turn, coming hard all over his mouth. Then we swapped.

Maria impaled herself on Simon while I took her place over his face. He licked me up and down instantly, slurping the wetness trickling out of my slit. My body twisted, chasing every last bit of pleasure until I was coming.

Maria managed to get one more orgasm in after me before Simon let out a strained noise, telling us he was close.

She stopped riding him and looked at me. “Want to wear some of his cum?”

“Yes, please,” I said.

We scrambled out of the way, climbing off his cock and sliding down from his face. Settling in side by side at the foot of the bed, we looked up at him eagerly.

Simon stroked his cock a few times and came with a roar. Lines of cum splattered across my chest and face as he focused on me first, and then he moved to Maria and jerked the rest of it out, spraying her in an even coat.

When he was finally done, he fell back, letting us handle the rest. Maria leaned toward me and dragged her tongue across my jaw, then my neck, and even the little bit that got in my hair, making sure it was all in her mouth.

She sucked my skin clean, and I returned the favor, flicking my tongue over her nipples and lips, laughing into her mouth as I savored Simon’s warm release.


Chapter Nine


The three of us didn’t stay tangled in the sheets for long, though, because as soon as the last of Simon’s cum was swallowed, Maria looked at me with a devious smile.

“You certainly know how to fuck well, Naomi,” she told me. “How about we continue this back at the beach? The real fun always picks up over the water around this time of night.”

“Oh, so the club was just the warm up?” I asked.

Simon nodded. “Mhm. They have a ring of floating tiki bars just off the sandbanks. The crowd gets pretty wild out there once the moon is high. You should come with us.”

“I’d love to,” I replied, sitting up. “Just let me get all this cum off me first. I’m soaked.”

Maria laughed. “Here, let me help you with that.”

We headed back into the shower, and Simon followed suit soon after. This time it was a much quicker affair as we washed each other’s bodies and toweled off, throwing on robes with nothing underneath. It was still quite warm out, and wearing anything more, especially given the kind of party we were about to join, felt completely unnecessary.

As we approached the beach, splashing water and music drifted from the ocean. A chain of floating tiki bars and catamarans sat anchored in the shallows among the sandbanks, all lit up and crowded with people. The moon hung bright and full overhead and cast a silvery glow on the water.

Staff waded through the shallows, passing out drinks and what looked like bottles of lube, and I even caught sight of a few dancers writhing around on one of the central platforms. It seemed the resort truly wanted to put on a spectacle, though unfortunately, everyone was too busy fucking to really appreciate it.

Like the guy right next to me, who stood perfectly still while two women went to work on him. They had their mouths stretched wide over his dick, swapping spit and taking turns sucking him deep.

Then there was a curvy woman across from me with dark skin and hair down to her ass, backed up against a platform and negotiating with two guys. She told them she wanted both of them in her cunt at the same time. The guys nodded, lined up behind her, and grabbed her hips. Using plenty of spit, they pressed inside her together, and she let out a filthy moan as they found their rhythm. Watching her thighs shake under the strain made my mouth go dry and my pussy throb all over again. I genuinely wondered what it would feel like to get my own hole stuffed with two thick cocks like that.

“So, what do you think?” Maria asked, nudging me playfully.

“They’re all so… shameless. It’s perfect.”

“Told you,” she said with a grin. “Full moons here are always a mess. In the best way, of course.” She then spotted a couple waving at them from a nearby catamaran. “Looks like our friends are waiting for us. You gonna be okay on your own for a bit?”

“I’ll be fine,” I laughed, my fingers already drifting down to the wetness between my legs as I struggled to peel my eyes away from the woman getting pounded.

Simon took the chance to lean in and kiss my shoulder. “Well, have fun then, Naomi. If you need another good stretching, you know where to find us.”

With that, they waded off into the crowd, while I turned back to scan the sea of bodies in front of me, trying to decide which little scene I wanted to crash. It really was quite a lot to take in, and all the motion made it pretty difficult to choose just one spot to start.

The first thing my eyes focused on was a large group going at it near one of the floating bars, but someone else caught my attention instead. I squinted through the dim light and realized it was Cal. Getting a piece of him sounded like the perfect way to kick off the rest of my night.

I dropped my robe onto a pile near the shore where the others had left theirs and waded into the ocean, the warm water swirling around my thighs as I walked over. He was just turning away from the bar when I reached him.

“Fancy seeing you here,” I said with a playful tone.

Cal’s eyes lit up when he saw me. “Ma’am! Nice to see you here.”

“You too, Cal. Though I think we’re well past the formalities now, don’t you?” I said, wading a little closer. “Just call me Naomi.”

“Fair enough. Naomi, then,” he replied.

“So, what are you doing out here anyway? I thought you’d be tied up back at the villas.”

“Oh, well, I actually just clocked out,” he said. “The resort lets the staff join in on the fun after hours. So tonight, consider me one of the guests.”

“Hmm, is that so?” I stepped closer, the water parting around my hips until my breasts were nearly touching his chest.

Cal’s expression softened, and he reached out to stroke along my cheek. “It is.”

He paused, his eyes searching mine like he was trying to decide how much he actually wanted to admit.

“You know, I was thinking about you a lot after I left your room today.”

I trailed a hand down his chest, enjoying the feel of his wet skin. “I hope they were dirty thoughts.”

Cal laughed softly. “Some of them were. But mostly I was just thinking about how much you’ve changed.”

“It’s been a journey…”

“I know,” he replied. “Seeing you drop all that baggage and own exactly what you want now… it’s really something else, Naomi. I’m just glad I got to be a part of it.”

His words hit me somewhere deep, and heat rushed through me. “That’s very kind of you to say,” I replied. “But I really think I should be thanking you, Cal. If you weren’t so bold that first morning with the massage, I doubt I would have ever been this free.”

The gratitude easily moved into something much more physical. As I spoke, my eyes drifted down to his swim shorts. His cock was already starting to harden just from the way we were talking, pressing out proudly against the fabric.

Seeing him get so turned on made my next move incredibly easy. I looked back up into his eyes. “I think it is time I returned the favor, Cal. Don’t you think?”

Cal nodded. “Please do, Naomi.”

My hands went straight to the knot at the front of his shorts. I unfastened it easily, and his cock sprang free. I wrapped my hand around his base and dropped so my mouth was level with it.

Then I kissed the tip, finally getting a taste of him. Cal sighed with appreciation as he gently fed his cock past my lips.

Once he was in, I really went to work. I slurped and sucked along his entire length, letting my tongue trace the prominent veins running up his shaft, then licking at his balls too while I jerked him with my hands.

Cal started guiding my movements, resting a hand at the back of my head, and after fucking my mouth with a few powerful thrusts, he let out a loud howl and ejaculated. A hot rush of see burst across my tongue and ran down my throat.

When I finished swallowing, Cal pulled me back to my feet and kissed me.

“You certainly know how to suck a dick, Naomi,” he whispered, pulling away. “Guessing you’ve been practicing?”

I giggled. “Absolutely. On every single cock I could find,” I said. “Now, come on. Let’s go and fuck.”

He led me over to a quiet patch of sand just beyond the main cluster of floats. He sat down in the shallows and pulled me onto his lap to face him. I guided his cock to my entrance and sank down onto it, letting out a satisfied moan as he filled me. We made out again as I started to bounce on him, tilting my ass to get the angle perfectly right so his dick rubbed exactly where I needed it most. At some point, he had my nipples in his mouth too, and when he unlatched, they were hard and swollen.

“You’re amazing, Naomi,” he gasped.

“Fuck… I love how you feel inside me,” I groaned back, leaning into his chest.

The pace had me unraveling faster than I expected, and before I could even warn him, the climax hit. Fireworks went off in my mind as I clamped down hard on his cock, just riding out the shudders, letting my body surrender to his dick.

Cal kept fucking me, chasing his release after I had come with his lips on my neck, only to be interrupted by a pair of women who suddenly waded up behind me.

“Hey,” one of them said, tapping my shoulder. “Sorry to interrupt; are you done with Cal?”

“Oh… um,” I laughed, still catching my breath. “I… yeah, I guess I am.”

“Oh, thank god!” the other woman sighed, fixated on where Cal’s cock was still seated inside me. “We’ve been waiting for a turn on our favorite staff cock all night.”

Cal chuckled beneath me. “Don’t worry, ladies. There’s plenty to go around.” He looked up at me. “What do you think, Naomi? Want me to finish inside you, or should I save it for them?”

I looked at the two women basically drooling over his dick, and the idea of watching them take over was definitely a turn on. Sharing was half the fun around here anyway, so I smiled and lifted my ass, letting him slip out of my pussy. “I’ve had my fun,” I told him. “You guys can have him.”

“Too generous,” said Cal. “I’ll find you later, Naomi.”

“You better,” I winked. I leaned down and gave him one last kiss, turning my back toward the heart of the party as he got devoured by them.

Drifting deeper into the flotilla of floating bars and boats, I let the warm saltwater wash over my skin. I passed one of the larger party catamarans and managed to see Franco and Cason again. They were busy spit-roasting a short girl with pendulous tits and frizzy brown hair that swayed everywhere as they fucked her. But they paused to look at me while they worked her over.

“Naomi! So good to see you here!” Cason called out with a grunt as he thrust deep into the girl’s ass. “Having fun?”

“Of course!” I yelled back. I waded closer, pulling myself up onto the edge of the boat’s platform. The girl was shuffling on their cocks like a train while propped up on some cushions. Both sets of her lips were stretched wide around them, and I could hear her whimpering with every slam of their hips.

I leaned down and spoke to her. “Having fun there?”

She turned her head, panting but nodding along too. “Y… yes! But can… can you… get my clit?” she managed to stutter out. “Can’t… reach… they’re just…”

“Perfect?” I finished for her.

“Y-yeah… fuck…”

“Don’t worry, I know.” I smiled and reached down, slipping my fingers between her legs. Her clit was wet and engorged. I started rubbing, and she immediately began to spasm over Franco and Cason’s dicks. It took only a few seconds for her orgasm to surge through her, and out came a high wail from her mouth that was almost lost to the music around us. I kept rubbing until she went limp. She thanked me for it, and the boys gave me a nod, too. I turned back to the guys with a smirk and licked her juices off my fingers before hopping back into the water.

I kept wading through the madness, past groups of people fucking against palm trees on the sandbanks and couples making out in the shallows. Eventually, I spotted Cynthia on a circular floating lounger, tangled up with Kai and Max. I hadn’t actually seen Max around since that first balcony show, but I was definitely ready to finally sample his cock for myself. So I swam over and hopped on, the movement making the platform rock gently.

“Ah, Naomi, there you are!” Said Cynthia. “I was wondering where you’d gotten to. This is Max, by the way.”

Max grinned at me. “Heard I missed out on quite the show on the boat the other night. Kai and Cynthia haven’t stopped talking about you.”

I laughed, crawling a little closer. “You were the one who was tied up somewhere else.”

Max stroked his cock. “My mistake. Care to show me what I missed?”

“Fuck yes,” I replied excitedly.

There was no teasing this time, and Max had my ass against him in seconds. With my cheeks spread, he stuffed his cock inside my pussy and started fucking. The float rocked hard as he started to slam into me.

I whimpered, clinging to the edge as my body slammed back against his. I could already feel my orgasm building, but I wanted more. I wanted everything. “My ass,” I panted, looking over my shoulder at him. “I want you in my ass, Max.”

He pulled out of my pussy immediately, and with the help of some spit and my leftover pussy juices, he slotted his dick into my ass instead, filling me again and having me basically sobbing through the pleasure of it.

Cynthia and Kai watched on as Max fucked me. “Mm, she takes it so well, doesn’t she, dear?”

Kai nodded, stroking his own hard erection. “She really does. But she looks like she could handle a lot more.”

I managed to moan out an agreement. “I can.”

Cynthia smiled warmly. “Just tell us what you want, darling.”

I thought about it for a second. What would really get me going?

There was only one logical answer, and that was the fact that I needed all my holes stuffed.

So I looked back at them. “Kai, put your dick in my mouth,” I panted. “Cynthia, finger me.”

And so it happened, seamlessly. Kai’s cock quickly found my waiting mouth, while Cynthia got into position beside us and found my clit. She rubbed it first and then pushed a few fingers inside me, pumping hard.

Meanwhile, Max was still fucking my ass, and the combined pressure of all three of them felt entirely overwhelming. It was incredible being split open like this and so full. I had never thought my body could handle so much stimulation at once, but here I was, taking it like a total slut.

My moans echoed with those around us, blending with the grunts of the boys driving their cocks into me, and the countless other people getting wrecked nearby. The whole place was just a hedonistic playground.

When I came, the orgasm was seismic. With their dicks plugging my holes and Cynthia’s finger in my cunt, I screamed into the air and just let my body turn to mush. Luckily, the boys were holding me steady, or else I would have collapsed straight into the water.

Eventually, the men came, too, Max flooding my ass with his release while I swallowed Kai’s load. Cynthia just kept pumping my cunt until her wrist was sore.

But even with all that cum, and all that stretching, that was hardly the end. I still felt restless, and when Cynthia spread her legs to show me how wet her pussy had gotten, I knew exactly what to do next.

I turned my attention to Cynthia, laying her down and promptly diving between her legs, eventually licking her to a screaming orgasm. Then the men joined in, and I found myself eating her out while she took turns sucking their cocks.

Then some of the other guests swam over, too, clearly noticing how much fun we were having, and soon we were a circle of moving bodies. Cocks and pussies came and went like drinks at a bar. Some I’d sit on, some I’d suck, and some I’d just jerk off until the cream spurted all over my tits and face. It was a bit of a wild blur, but I certainly wasn’t about to complain.

It went on like that late into the night, the moon sinking lower over the dark water as the crowd eventually started to thin out. I think I even ended up drifting in the shallows at one point, floating on my back and half falling asleep surrounded by people whose names I didn’t even know.

But frankly, I didn’t care. Because I knew that the moment I woke up, the madness would just start all over again. Maybe it would be with Cal, maybe with Cynthia and the guys, or maybe it would be with someone completely new.

There was really no way to tell. But that was the best part, wasn’t it?


Epilogue


The water was cold against my feet when I finally woke up on one of the sandbanks. Cal was somehow sitting beside me now, watching the tide roll in. The beach was empty and the music dead.

“Look who’s come back to life,” he said, turning around.

“God, what time is it?” I sat up, shaking the dried salt out of my hair.

“Past eight. Come on, let’s get you back to the villa before you bake out here.”

The walk back was quiet. My skin felt sticky, my muscles were locked up, and every step was an effort. When I finally got inside my villa, the first thing I walked to was the mirror.

My neck was a mess of hickeys, and my hair was all over the place.

Cal stepped up and looked at me through the reflection.

“You still planning on checking out in a few days?” he asked quietly.

I looked at his hands on my skin and then up to my own eyes. The idea of packing a suitcase and slipping back into my old life honestly felt like a joke. I wasn’t that person anymore. I couldn’t be even if I tried.

“Not if I can help it,” I said. “Would you like that, Cal?”

“I’d love it, Naomi,” he replied, kissing my neck and wrapping me up in his arms.

* * *


Thank you for reading this story.
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Shared for the First Time: A Couple’s Hedonistic Weekend

Melanie and Ryan book a secluded forest escape for their first try at glamping. Instead, they find themselves sharing it with two gorgeous, shameless couples who crave bodily pleasure as desperately as they do.

What starts with moans slipping through the walls of the next tent quickly turns into sloppy kisses, messy swaps, and naked bodies grinding in every corner of the campsite. The hot tub, the river, double penetration by the fire, and a final night of pure excess prove how dangerous horny neighbors can be.

Swapped on the Road Trip: Two Couples Learn to Share

Anna tells her husband Matt that all they need is a week in the Utah desert with Vanessa and Daniel, but the second they see them, everything changes. The desert seems to strip away every excuse they’ve been hiding, and one kiss in the pool eventually turns into her old friend choking on her husband’s length while her man shoves himself deep inside her. From there, it only gets filthier.

Out under the stars she is bent over the hood of a car with Daniel buried in her while Matt groans into Vanessa. The more they swap, the dirtier it gets, until she is leaking and moaning and left begging for another round.

The four of them continue with a canyon hike, though the only thing Anna remembers from that is finally learning how to take two men at once.

The Art of Sharing: A Single Woman Discovers the Thrill of Joining in

Divorced and dry for three years, Celine arrives at Le Mas expecting a quiet art retreat, only to discover a sanctuary of pure hedonism. Under the French sun, her inhibitions quickly dissolve, moving her from observer to willing participant.

Her journey begins with sketching lovers in the orchard, but soon escalates. She is taken passionately on a barn workbench, discovers the softness of a woman in the lavender fields, and slides into a tangle of painted bodies in the studio, letting them all take her together.

Surrounded by a community that lives to share, Celine realizes she’s done drawing the art. Now, it’s time for her to become the canvas.
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