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Chapter One


It started one night while Ryan and I lay in bed, scrolling through emails and carelessly answering work messages. We both had our laptops open, pretending to care about the screens in front of us when in fact all we could think about was collapsing asleep in each other’s arms.

We hadn’t had much time to fuck lately, but even in that tired moment after a long day, all I could think about was Ryan. His arms, his lips, every part of him, and especially those thick fingers that should have been inside me instead of tapping away at the keyboard.

I wanted nothing more than to straddle him and grind down on his cock until I was wet and dripping over every part of him. But we had to wait, and I held that heat until it melted low in my stomach.

“You know what we need, Melanie?” he asked suddenly, typing something on his keyboard.

“What?”

“I think we need a long weekend away. Something where it’s just the two of us, like before everything got so busy. We’re always working and so exhausted. But you know what? I think four nights somewhere else, where we can actually breathe, would be so good for us.”

I gave a soft laugh. “Not a bad idea, but what are you thinking of booking? You realize it’s peak season, right? Everything’s probably full.”

He leaned over and tilted the screen toward me. “Here, look.”

On the screen, a listing somewhere in the Oregon woods appeared. It showed a canvas tent strung with warm lights, a deck with lounge chairs, a hot tub steaming in the corner, and a river splashing softly in the background.

“This place specializes in glamping,” he said.

“Gla… what now?”

“Glamping. Glamorous camping. You’re basically out in the woods as if you’re camping, except instead of sleeping bags, you’ve got a proper bed, heating, and even a bathroom. It’s like a hotel, but you’re dropped in the middle of the trees.”

“So… you’re trying to trick me into camping with you just by making it look sexy?” I teased.

“I promise you, Mel, it’s going to be so much fun. Look, there’s even a kitchen that they keep stocked year-round. We wouldn’t even have to go fishing for dinner.”

I was unsure until I continued scrolling through the pictures. The place did look gorgeous. It was secluded, romantic, and just luxurious enough that we could get away with spending the whole weekend in bed, fucking. I could already imagine us there, sitting on the deck with glasses of wine in our hands while we kissed.

“So, you’re serious about this?” I asked him.

“Dead serious,” he said, shuffling closer to me. His hand slid across the duvet and found my leg. “We’ve both been running on empty this past month. You, me, and a romantic weekend away. Think about it.”

I swallowed hard because all I had been doing was thinking about it. Weeks of hurried kisses before work and half-hearted gropes under the sheets weren’t enough. I wanted him properly, the way we used to.

“Okay,” I said, still a little skeptical but willing to do it for a good fuck. “Let’s do it.”

He grinned and tapped away at the keyboard. “Okay, done. This is going to be perfect, Mel.”

* * *


The place was bigger than either of us expected. The clearing opened suddenly as our car came to a stop at the end of a dirt path. A wide space appeared, intentionally cut among the pine trees pressing in from either side.

In front of it, three pale canvas tents stood in a curve, each one on its own wooden deck and foundation. Strings of lights wound between them, and I took in how pretty they looked glowing against the fading evening sky.

To one side, a wooden hot tub was set into the ground, and beyond it stood another building, which I could only assume was the kitchen. Behind all of this was a shallow river that ran fast and clear.

“This looks nothing like camping,” I said as we stepped out, blown away by it all.

Ryan leaned across me. “Told you.”

“I thought there was only supposed to be one tent, though. Isn’t that what we booked?”

“Yeah, they’re probably just for show or something. The site said it was one tent in a private spot. No way they’ve scammed us.”

I lingered for a moment, squinting at the other decks. At least to me, they did appear empty. There was no movement or sound coming from either of them. “Maybe you’re right,” I said.

When we stepped inside our tent, it felt closer to a boutique lodge than anything you’d call camping. Thick rugs softened the floorboards, and the bed was dressed in white linen with a quilt folded neatly at the foot. On the side table, the hosts had left a bottle of wine and two glasses, along with some fruit, cheese, and chocolate.

I set my bag down by the door. “This looks suspiciously nice. How much did we pay again?”

Ryan slipped off his shoes, glancing around. “Less than it looks. Which makes me think I should probably double check the receipt before we get too comfortable.”

We both looked around in silence for a moment, soaking it all in before I sank onto the edge of the bed, suddenly aware of how peaceful everything was.

Ryan came over and sat beside me before dropping his arm over my shoulder. “Worth it?” he asked as he hugged me.

I turned to look at him. “It’s beautiful, Ryan. Thanks again for booking this for us.”

His hand slid across me until his fingers found mine.

“You think four nights is enough?”

“For what?”

“For us to remember how to be us again.” His eyes softened. He reached over with his other hand and cupped my cheek. “I don’t think we forgot. I think we just got buried under everything else. But I think this is going to fix all of that.”

I felt my pulse pick up under his touch. “Then show me,” I whispered.

Now that I could finally kiss him without holding back, I felt the weight of everything I’d been missing. I pressed my forehead against his. “We just got here.”

“I know.” He kissed me again, deeper this time, his tongue brushing mine and making my stomach tighten. “That’s why I don’t want to waste time.”

“God, I need you,” I murmured.

“Me too.”

He eased me back against the quilt, kissing down the line of my throat, then lower. I pulled my top off as my skin prickled in the air while his mouth moved over my breasts, then across my stomach. Each kiss felt slower, heavier, until finally he settled himself between my legs, removing everything I was wearing down there. One slow lick over my slit followed, and when he finally suctioned onto my clit, a sharp moan escaped my lips.

He continued eating me out, drawing moans from me, and I couldn’t keep quiet no matter how hard I tried.

“Ooh, Ryan,” I moaned as I pushed my hips against his mouth, desperate for more. Ryan’s arms wrapped around my legs, and it only intensified the feeling.

He slid a finger inside me, and I broke apart, the orgasm rushing up too fast to stop. My body shook beneath him as every touch reminded me of how devastating Ryan was with his mouth.

Then all of a sudden, a noise came from outside.

It was a loud crash, strong enough to make the deck shake. Something heavy scraped across wood, followed by the muffled sound of a man’s voice. We both froze.

Ryan lifted his mouth from me and pushed himself to his feet. “What the hell was that?”

I straightened, pulling my panties back up to my hips as my pulse thumped in my chest. I glanced at him.

“Didn’t you say the other tents were just for show?”

“That’s what I thought,” he said slowly, listening hard. Then another thud came, followed by laughter. They were definitely close.

We stared at each other, caught between annoyance and curiosity. Ryan decided to investigate.

He stepped off the deck first, still barefoot, and I followed behind, tugging my top straight and pulling on a pair of shorts.

On the next deck over, a man had just dropped a massive cooler onto the boards. The crash must’ve been what we heard. He straightened, rolling his shoulders, and I felt my breath catch. The man was huge. Not bulky to the point where it would be obscene, but he was definitely solid. If I had to guess, he was probably around six feet three inches tall, with a broad chest and darker skin that looked impossible not to kiss. Prominent veins ran along his hands and forearms as he grabbed the cooler like it weighed nothing. The glow from the string lights around their tent caught the line of sweat at his temple, and for a second, I couldn’t look away.

“Holy shit,” I whispered under my breath.

Ryan heard me, and when I glanced at him, I caught him staring too. Not at the man, but at the woman following close behind him.

She appeared behind him with her arms wrapped around a paper grocery bag, her red hair catching the light too. She was petite, almost delicate, but there was nothing delicate about the way she moved. Her short sundress clung to her, showing off the full curve of her hips and a set of toned legs dusted with freckles. She laughed at something the man said, her voice light and sharp, and I swear it went straight through me.

Ryan cleared his throat and called across the clearing. “Uh… hey. Sorry, but… what’s going on here? We thought this was a private site?”

The man looked up, a little startled, then eased into a grin. “Oh! Um. Hey? Uh… we thought that car out front was the owner’s or something. Didn’t expect anyone else out here… but, uh, good to see y’all, I guess.”

I just stared at him, a little confused, but not shying away.

“From the way the site described it,” the man went on, “we figured five hours in the car would land us somewhere with no one else around. But I guess we asked for too much,” he laughed.

The woman set her bag down and rested her hands on her hips. “Yeah,” she replied. “Didn’t expect this at all.”

For a moment, none of us seemed sure who should move first. Then they stepped away from their deck, and Ryan and I crossed the clearing to meet them beside the fire pit.

“Looks like someone double-booked us,” the woman started, “or even triple-booked us, if the other tent is taken too.” She cocked her head. “I’m Kate, by the way, and this is Marcus.”

Ryan stepped forward, extending a hand. “Ryan, and this is Melanie.”

Marcus shook his hand firmly, then turned his eyes on me. It was steady, but at the same time it felt like he was sizing me up in silence. My skin burned through it.

Kate’s eyes, on the other hand, flicked up and down at me quickly, then slid to Ryan with a mischievous glint. The way she looked at him made my chest tighten in a way I couldn’t quite explain.

“Well,” Ryan said after a pause, “guess we’re not alone, then.”

Kate let out a short laugh. “Guess not. I was kind of excited for the privacy…”

“Same,” I admitted. “But… I mean, it’s not your fault.”

“We were surprised too,” Marcus added. “But we’re here now. Not much else to do but make the most of it.”

Before I could reply, headlights swept across the clearing. Another car rolled to a stop beside ours.

Ryan muttered under his breath, “No fucking way. You’ve got to be kidding me.”

A man climbed out of the driver’s side. He wasn’t as lean as Marcus, maybe just under six feet, and had sandy blond hair that looked like it had been left to grow out a little too long. His frame was softer but still strong, and he wore a plain oatmeal-colored shirt that showed off his gently tanned skin.

The passenger door opened next, and a woman stepped out. She was older than Kate, older than me too, but so fucking gorgeous. Thick curves, tits that strained against her top, and hips that looked like they were meant to be ridden. When her eyes lifted and locked on mine, a searing heat shot straight between my legs.

The man glanced at the other cars before taking a few cautious steps toward us. “Evening,” he called, raising a hand. “Sorry, but are you all staying here too?”

“Apparently,” Ryan said dryly. “We were just trying to figure out why there’s more than one booking.”

The man stopped and looked back at the woman. She had pulled out her phone and was scrolling through something on the screen.

“Ours says we booked the entire site,” she said. Her voice was smooth and accented.

Kate gave a short, disbelieving laugh. “That’s exactly what ours said.”

“Same here,” Ryan added.

The man looked from one tent to the next, then at the six of us gathered in the clearing. “Right. Okay. So this is happening.”

His blunt assessment drew a ripple of laughter from the group, and some of the tension finally began to ease.

The woman slipped her phone back into her pocket and came closer. “Well, I’m Camille,” she said with a smile. “This is Dylan. I suppose we’re all in the same situation.”

“I’m Kate, and this is Marcus,” Kate replied, resting a hand against his arm.

“Ryan,” he said, gesturing toward himself before nodding at me. “And this is Melanie.”

Camille’s eyes found mine again. “Nice to meet you, Melanie.”

The way she said my name made something flutter in my stomach. “You too,” I managed.

Kate folded her arms and glanced toward the tents. “So what do we do? Draw straws, or fight to the death?”

Marcus laughed. “I’m not fighting anyone after spending five hours in the car. Besides, there are three tents and three couples. Seems like that part worked out, at least.”

“Five hours?” Dylan said. “Yeah, there’s no chance we’re turning around after that.”

“Absolutely not,” Camille agreed, surveying the retreat again. “We’ve come all this way, and the place is beautiful. I still want to stay.”

Kate nodded. “Same. I’m not giving up that hot tub because somebody messed up the bookings.”

Marcus looked at her with a grin. “You’d probably fight to the death for the hot tub.”

“You know me well.”

Ryan glanced at me, quietly checking. “What do you think, Mel? Still want to stay?”

I looked around the clearing. The tents were beautiful beneath the warm lights, the river was murmuring behind us, and despite the surprise of finding four strangers there, I didn’t want to leave.

“Yeah,” I said. “We’re already here. I say we make the most of it.”

Ryan smiled, more relaxed now. “Then we’re staying too.”

“All right,” said Dylan. “Three tents, one for each couple. We share the kitchen and the rest of the grounds, and everyone gets the weekend they came for.”

“Works for me,” Marcus said.

Camille nodded. “For me too.”

Kate bent to grab her grocery bag. “Look at that. We’ve known each other for five minutes, and we’ve already solved our first crisis together.”

The laughter came more easily this time.

“I guess we should let you two unpack,” Ryan said to Camille and Dylan. “We’ll give everyone some space to settle in.”

“Thanks,” Dylan replied. “We won’t be long.”

Kate took up the grocery bag against her hip. “Maybe we could all share the kitchen later and make dinner together. We’ve got more food than the two of us could possibly eat, and it might be less awkward than spending the whole night pretending none of us are here.”

“That sounds lovely,” said Camille. “We brought plenty too.”

Marcus looked toward Ryan and me. “You two in?”

“Sure,” I said. “We’ll see you there.”

Everyone began drifting back toward their tents. Camille gave me one last lingering glance before turning to follow Dylan, while Kate slipped close to Marcus as they crossed the clearing together.

Ryan’s eyes followed Kate for a moment longer than they should have. He caught me noticing, but neither of us said anything. I could hardly judge him when I’d been doing the same thing with Marcus. With Camille. With all of them.

We stepped back into our tent and pulled the flap closed behind us. The air between us suddenly felt different, and I wasn’t sure what to make of it to be honest. We had all agreed to give one another space, but something told me that agreement wasn’t going to last very long at all.


Chapter Two


Afew hours had passed and we hadn’t done anything except sit with the strange new quiet. The air inside the tent was warm and still, though our minds were anything but.

Ryan lay beside me, one arm behind his head, while his eyes fixed on the ceiling above us as if avoiding me completely.

“We should probably introduce ourselves properly,” he said at last. “Otherwise, it’ll just feel like we’re avoiding them.”

I closed the book I was pretending to read. “Yeah. I’m starving anyway. Let’s go give them a hand with dinner.”

We stepped into the wooden kitchen and were met first by the smell of onions, then by the surprise of seeing everyone else already cooking as if this whole thing had been arranged months ago. It felt like we’d missed a memo, to be honest.

“Need any help?” I asked, breaking into the rhythm they’d already fallen into.

Marcus glanced back over his shoulder. “Yeah, grab a board and a knife. There’s still plenty to chop.”

Kate didn’t pause as her knife sliced through tomatoes. “More hands would definitely help. Thanks for offering,” she said.

Before I joined them, though, I took a moment to admire the view. Marcus stood at the stove, his broad back shifting under his shirt as he stirred. The fabric strained with him, damp from the heat, and I couldn’t stop picturing how he would look with all of it off.

Meanwhile, Kate leaned into the counter by the window, and I saw the way the stretch pulled her breasts tight against her top. They were petite, yes, but the way she stretched could have almost spilled them free. At the sink, Dylan bent low as water dripped down his arms. His shirt was wet enough now that it traced the lines of muscle along his chest, and the sight made my pussy flutter.

They were only cooking, but it honestly looked more like foreplay than anything else.

Or maybe I was just that horny.

I took the knife Ryan offered me and focused on the vegetables, anything to stop me from staring too long at the others.

Dinner came together quickly, and we carried it outside to eat under the stars. We gathered around the fire pit, though no one had thought to chop any wood for it, so it stayed cold. Still, the glow from the tents was enough to light our faces, and we chatted casually.

“So, uh, hope you all found the drive somewhat enjoyable,” Marcus said, reaching for a beer from the cooler beside him. “It wasn’t exactly short for us. Took us almost five hours. I kept saying to myself, if this turns out to be a dump, I might never forgive Kate for talking me into it.”

Kate gave him a look but laughed all the same. “As if you didn’t spend half the trip saying you wanted to get out of the city. He pretends I talked him into it, but really, he needed this more than any of us.”

“Still,” Dylan said as he tore a piece of bread in his hands, “worth it so far, don’t you think?”

Kate jumped in. “Eh, my standards were always low. If this place had running water and a bed, I was already sold. Everything else is just a bonus.”

I tried to laugh with her, but my eyes stayed on Marcus as I noticed how his thick fingers rested over Kate’s shoulder. My stomach flipped. Dylan was my next focus as I watched him tilt his bottle to his lips. I found myself staring at his mouth, noticing how plump his lips were.

“What about you two?” Dylan asked, glancing at Ryan and me. “You’ve been quiet. Was it a nightmare getting here?”

Ryan shrugged. “Not too bad. It was just a long drive. We’re still catching our breath, honestly.”

I felt their eyes flick toward me as if waiting for me to add something, and I tried to mask the flush creeping into my face. “Yeah, we were a bit frustrated on the way here, but it’s so much nicer now that we’re settled in,” I added.

The conversation that followed wasn’t anything remarkable. Just stories about the summer so far and what our lives looked like when we weren’t tucked away in the middle of a forest. Still, it moved easily, and by the end of the meal the awkwardness between us had started to fade.

We cleared the dishes together before saying goodnight and drifting back to our tents. When Ryan and I returned, we slipped into bed and let ourselves rest there for a while. We’d both stripped down to our underwear as the heat of the night settled in.

Eventually, he turned toward me. “Be honest. Are you still thinking about the others?”

“A little,” I admitted. “Aren’t you?”

He gave a small laugh. “Yeah, I guess I am. Look… I’m sorry we couldn’t be completely alone, Mel. If I’d known it would be like this, I would’ve booked someplace else.”

“Please don’t be sorry, Ryan. This isn’t your fault.” I moved closer and wrapped an arm around him. “We might even end up having a lot of fun with the others. Besides, they weren’t what I was thinking about just now.”

His eyes settled on mine. “Then what were you thinking about?”

“You, mostly.” I let my fingers drift slowly across his chest. “You still owe me a good fuck after we got interrupted earlier.”

His gaze sharpened, the apologetic look disappearing from his face. “Is that what you want?”

“More than anything else.”

“Well, why didn’t you tell me earlier?”

“I just did.”

He leaned in and kissed me, his lips warm and soft. I pressed closer, slipping my tongue between his teeth as my arms tightened around him. Ryan’s hands moved down my body until he took a handful of my ass and pulled me against him. I could feel the thick length of him hardening through his boxers, and I eased my pelvis into it with a moan.

His hands came around soon enough to dip inside my panties, rolling me over so his mouth could leave my lips and latch instead onto one of my nipples. They hardened under him as he sucked on one and teased the other, pinching it between his fingers. The wet heat of his tongue made me gasp, and it didn’t help that he was circling my clit now with that firm pressure he knew I loved.

“Fuck, Ryan, I’m so horny right now,” I moaned.

“I’m going to make you moan so loud. I don’t care if the others hear,” he replied.

I reached down in desperation and pulled on his boxer briefs. He helped me slide them off, and his cock sprang out immediately, warm and solid against my thigh. I wrapped a hand around him and stroked slowly, relishing the way his breath stuttered into my neck.

It wasn’t long before he was between my legs, licking, kissing, and stroking along the edges of my cunt before diving straight in with a wet lick. He pushed two fingers inside me at the same time, and I quickly came undone, clutching at the sheets beneath us as I rode his mouth.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” I moaned, feeling my first orgasm surge through me as he sucked on my clit and kneaded the flesh inside my slit.

I was still shaking when he climbed up over me. I loved the way his cock felt against my wet folds, my body shaking as he began to line himself up. He kissed me, deep and messy, and I could taste myself on his mouth.

“Please,” I said between ragged breaths. “Make me come, Ryan.”

“Anything for you, baby. You look so good like this.”

My legs locked around his waist, and I clung to him. But just as he was about to push in and fuck me, a different sound came.

“Oh fuck! Yes, that’s it! Fuck me just like that! Don’t stop!” a voice moaned from next door.

Ryan stopped himself, and we both froze for a moment.

“Yes, yes, yes! That’s it!” she continued, even louder than a few seconds ago, before another groan joined. Soon all we could hear was the heavy knock of wood on wood.

Ryan collapsed below me, face diving into the pillow as if to suppress a laugh. I found myself doing the same.

“You’re hearing this, right?” he whispered.

“It’s kind of hard not to…”

“They’re actually fucking right next to us.”

Another moan carried through the canvas, followed by a particularly hard thud. I pressed my lips together, caught somewhere between laughing and listening for more.

“They’re not even trying to be quiet,” I said.

“No,” Ryan agreed. “They really aren’t.”

Our eyes met, and the amusement between us slowly gave way to something warmer. I could still feel his cock resting against me, harder now than it had been before the interruption.

“Ryan…” I lowered my voice. “Is it strange that this is turning me on?”

His eyebrows lifted. “It is?”

“I think hearing them is making me even wetter.”

The admission came out more easily than I expected. I slipped my hand between us and wrapped it around his cock, feeling it stiffen further in my palm. Ryan’s breath caught at the contact.

“Fuck,” he murmured. “Now that you’ve said it, I think it’s getting to me too.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. Hearing them going at it like that…” He gave a quiet laugh. “It’s making me so fucking hard.”

I stroked him faster, unable to ignore the heat building inside me. The sounds from the other tent continued, every moan and thud making my need for him more urgent.

Ryan leaned closer. “Tell me what you want.”

“I need you inside me,” I whispered. “Right fucking now.”

That was all it took. Ryan groaned, quickly moved over me, and slid himself deep inside my dripping slit in one smooth thrust. I moaned as he filled my pussy, muffling the sound against his neck while he kissed me. As he continued moving inside me, the moans outside our tent only grew.

“Ahh! I’m close, keep going!” the woman called. We started to hear filthy sounds echo toward us too. Ryan must have wanted to match that energy because he quickened his pace, the wet sound of flesh on flesh bouncing around our tent.

“Don’t stop,” I gasped. “Fill me, Ryan. I want you to come inside me.”

The words spurred him on. He thrust faster, and I felt another orgasm surge through me as he buried himself inside me as far as he could go. My vision blurred, and my cunt spasmed around him as the intense pleasure ran its course.

“Fuck! Holy shit, I’m coming!” I moaned with an intensity that almost matched the woman next door.

Ryan then groaned into my ear, and his legs tensed in anticipation of his release. A few quick pumps later, he emptied his balls in a rush. His whole body tensed as he came, his hot cum flooding the walls of my pussy until I was full. He kept pulsing and grinding into me until the last spurt finished, holding me tight the whole time like he didn’t want any of it to go to waste.

“Mel, holy shit,” he breathed, collapsing against me. “I came so much. I can’t remember the last time I came like that. You were perfect, and the sounds… they just⁠—”

“Yes!” I jumped in. “How hot was that?”

I shivered as he pulled out, his cum already starting to leak from inside me, flowing down my thighs.

“You weren’t lying at all, huh?” I said as his fluid dripped down my slit. I dipped a finger there and brought it up to taste. “You still taste as delicious as ever.”

Ryan simply kissed me, messy and desperate. But before we could pass out in each other’s arms, the tent walls shook faintly with another sound. It was another orgasm, and another groan. The couple next to us had both just reached their climax.

“Looks like they’re experts,” Ryan chuckled. “Fuck me, lasting that long inside you is a challenge in itself.”

I kissed him again. “You don’t need to prove anything, Ryan. You’re everything that I want, and I’m nowhere near done with you yet.”


Chapter Three


The next morning found Ryan, Dylan, Camille, and me crammed into the little dining area beside the kitchen, all quietly wondering who exactly had been fucking like that last night. At least there was coffee and a few pastries to soften the speculation.

Dylan finally said something. “So, I’ve been sitting here trying to figure out what I heard last night, and I’ve narrowed it down to two options: either a wild animal broke into camp, or Kate and Marcus were fucking the daylight out of each other.”

“It wasn’t you guys?” I questioned, trying to suppress a laugh from Dylan’s assessment of the situation.

“Nope. Camille never moans that loud, no matter how fast I move inside her.”

Camille rolled her eyes, though the corner of her mouth lifted slightly. “No lie there at all. My handsome man tries, but I’m not exactly a moaner. Doesn’t mean I don’t enjoy myself. Or maybe I just need another man’s cock.”

Dylan nudged her with his elbow, then pressed a kiss to her cheek, and the two of them broke into easy laughter.

I did too, shaking my head. “God, you two are shameless.”

“Well, we heard it too,” Ryan admitted. “It was impossible not to hear, actually.”

“Yeah, totally crazy stuff. But I think we enjoyed it,” Camille added. “The sounds and the energy of it all just made me feel so alive. I don’t see any reason to be embarrassed about finding it arousing.”

Her candor sent a pulse of heat through me. I was stunned at how easily she could admit how turned on she was by it all.

Dylan leaned forward, grinning. “We’re all adults here, and yeah, we all wanted a private weekend away, but I guess that’s not happening. That means people are going to fuck, and loudly. Personally, I think that’s hot, especially when you’re doing it too. Last night, Camille and I were going at it while Marcus and Kate had the whole campsite shaking. Fucking side by side like that, with other people so close, is part of the thrill.”

“You had sex too?” I asked, trying not to sound as flustered as I felt.

“Oh yeah, of course,” Dylan said easily. “We love it. We’ve been to lots of sex resorts and parties, you name it. It started for us on a vacation in Spain, near Camille’s hometown. A couple in the next pool began fucking right in front of us, and instead of making us feel awkward, it just turned us on. Once you stop pretending sex has to stay private, everything becomes much more liberating.”

Camille reached across the table and rested her hand lightly against mine, her nails brushing the back of my knuckles. “Did you two have sex at all?” she asked, her eyes flicking between me and Ryan.

Ryan looked at me, waiting. My throat tightened but I nodded. “Yes… we did.”

Camille’s smile widened, pleased. “That’s so sexy!” she said warmly. “I’m so happy to hear that.”

Ryan and I glanced at each other, stunned but turned on in equal measure. The ease with which they spoke about it, the total lack of shame, left me buzzing.

We finished up breakfast slowly after that. Ryan excused himself to head back to the tent to dig out some things he wanted to set up, while Dylan and Camille announced they were going to take their mugs back to their room for a lazy start. I lingered behind to wash up, rinsing the plates and stacking them to dry.

When I finally stepped outside, the warm summer air brushing against my skin, I caught sight of movement beside Dylan and Camille’s tent. At first, I thought they were just fooling around, but then I realized with a jolt that they weren’t inside at all. Instead, they were completely naked out on the grass, kissing intensely, hands exploring each other with no hesitation.

They stopped when they noticed me. Camille’s hair spilled forward as Dylan held her against the side of the tent. She caught my eye, a naughty smile on her lips. “Would you like to watch?” she asked. “If not, we’ll take this inside.”

My pulse jumped. There was no denying the rush I was feeling. “I… it’s okay… you can stay. I don’t mind.”

“Sounds good!” she added. “We’re just enjoying ourselves like we said!”

They were definitely enjoying themselves, all right. As I stood there, seemingly paused in time, all I could hear and see was the slap of Dylan’s hips moving firmly against the soft flesh of Camille’s ass as he took her from behind.

“Yes, just like that,” she encouraged as her ass rippled with Dylan’s rhythm. His arms were around her chest now, and he’d taken a handful of her breasts, squeezing them. Camille tilted her head back so Dylan could slide his tongue into her mouth too and taste her while she moaned.

They were utterly shameless as their bodies moved together in the open air. Of course, I was completely wet by now, and a familiar heat steadily surged between my thighs. I stepped behind a stack of wood nearby and leaned against it, overwhelmed by the sight of them fucking so freely in front of me. I stayed because I wanted to see every second.

Her eyes flicked to mine again, and this time she didn’t look away. “Do you like watching?” she asked, her voice thin but deliberate between gasps. Dylan growled against her skin again as her breasts bounced with each thrust.

The sight had me trembling, and I was too turned on to even answer. My hand slipped down, and soon I was sliding into my panties. My clit was completely swollen. I could feel it throb under the tip of my finger, pulsing with every sound that left Camille’s lips.

She caught me again. “Touch yourself for me,” she urged between moans.

I rubbed faster, biting my lip to keep quiet, but it was useless. Watching her unravel while Dylan pleasured her so intensely was undoing me. Moans escaped me too as I inched closer to my climax.

Camille’s voice broke open suddenly, her whole body arching. “I’m coming! Fuck, I’m coming!” she moaned, shuddering in Dylan’s arms as his thrusts carried her through it. Dylan followed with a deep groan as his hips pulsed behind her. Holding her close, he emptied his balls into her, keeping her near to make sure it was all hers.

I came at the same time. I moaned, my knees almost buckling as pleasure surged through me. I leaned on the wood beside me just to steady myself as my head started spinning. My fingers were completely soaked, and my whole body was on fire.

When the spinning finally stopped, I looked across and saw Camille still standing there, panting. She looked over toward me and gave me a dirty smile.

“Good girl,” she said.

* * *


I rushed back to our tent with a pounding heart. Ryan was there, sitting at the edge of the bed, flipping through his phone. He looked up immediately.

“Hey, what’s wrong?”

“Oh, nothing’s wrong,” I said quickly, my voice shaking. “But something crazy happened.”

Ryan sat up straighter. “What do you mean? You look flushed, are you okay?”

I pressed a hand to my chest, still breathless. “Yes, I’m okay, more than okay actually. It was Camille and Dylan. They were… outside, having sex. Just out in the open. No tent, no cover. Right there on the grass.”

His mouth fell open a little. “You’re kidding. Out there? In the daylight?”

“I’m not kidding,” I said. “I walked out, and they stopped and asked whether I wanted to watch. I said yes, and then they kept going.” My throat was dry. “Ryan, I… I chose to stay. They wanted me watching, and then…” I broke off, heat rushing to my face.

He stood up and stepped toward me. “And then what?”

I took a deep breath. “It was so hot that I touched myself. I came just from watching them.”

For a second, silence. Then Ryan’s eyes widened, his lips parting like he wasn’t sure if he’d heard me right. “Holy shit,” he whispered. “You… really?”

“Yes.” My voice cracked on the word. “I didn’t want to look away. The way they moved, the fact that they wanted me watching. It was so overwhelming. I’ve never felt anything like it.”

Ryan ran a hand through his hair, then chuckled in an almost disbelieving tone. “Do you know how long I’ve been waiting to hear you say something like that, Mel? Last night, when we were fucking and Marcus and Kate were moaning through the walls, I was this close to pulling the flap of our tent open and letting them put on their show. I thought maybe I was losing it. I thought I was the only one.”

“You wanted to watch too?” I asked, my heart still racing.

He nodded quickly. “Fuck yes. I almost couldn’t stand it. But I didn’t want to scare you off. And now you’re telling me you watched and that you came watching.” He shook his head, looking amused. “You thought it was hot too, I can’t believe it.”

“I can’t stop thinking about it,” I admitted. I could feel the next few words trembling out of me. “Do you think we could… watch next time? Not like creeps, but if it happens again, maybe we could stay with it together. Because last night, hearing Marcus and Kate was incredible, and today, seeing Dylan and Camille was even better.”

Ryan leaned in, his eyes darker than I’d ever seen them. “Hell yes,” he said. “I thought you’d never ask. You want the truth? Those things I said I needed to set up were an excuse. I was so turned on, in fact, that I jerked off this morning after breakfast. I was just lying here, Mel, thinking about the sounds, imagining them right there while we were fucking.”

My whole body flushed at his confession. His words lit something inside me. I reached for him before I could think, and my fingers quickly curled in his shirt. “You jerked off thinking about it,” I whispered, “and I came watching them. Do you realize how insane that is?”

“It’s not insane, it’s perfect. Even just saying it out loud like that is making me hard.”

I bit my lip, already feeling the pulse between my legs, while I noticed that familiar bulge in his pants again. “Then put that throb to good use.”

He kissed me hard. His mouth was even more urgent this time, almost desperate, and the taste of him was enough to make me moan. My lips were tingling, swollen from his kiss, and I stared at him like I couldn’t hold it in any longer.

“Ryan,” I whispered, my voice rough with need. “I need to taste your cock. You haven’t let me yet. I’m so fucking horny.”

“I’d love that, Mel.”

I slid down, stripping my top off in one motion, my tits falling free as I settled in front of him. His cock was already stiff in his briefs, and it wasn’t long before I dug in and pulled it out to see it hard and flushed. My mouth watered just looking at it.

I looked up at him and spoke with confidence. “Fuck my face.”

Ryan rested both hands behind my head as he lined his cock up with my mouth. My jaw fell open, and he thrust in as I made sure to take him as deep as I could. I felt his veins pulse against the insides of my cheeks as he moaned while filling me.

“Fuck, Mel,” he panted, his fingers tight on my scalp. “Just like that. Take it.”

I moaned around him while my hands slid around to his back to grab the firm muscle of his ass, pulling him in deeper. The tip reached the back of my mouth with every thrust, and spit was already starting to drip down my chin as I let him set the pace while his balls brushed my chin.

“Ooh,” he moaned as his pace suddenly faltered. A moment later, thick streams of cum reached the back of my mouth, and I let it all slide down my throat. He cradled my head while he emptied himself, groaning as I swallowed every drop.

When he finally withdrew from between my lips, I sat there gasping with wet lips and a wet chin. After we caught our breath for a few minutes, his cock began to harden again, and I became even more aroused at the sight. I kissed the tip once before looking up at him with a grin. “You finished faster than yesterday, Ryan. You must be so horny.”

He smirked. He pulled me up by the arms and kissed me passionately, one hand taking the opportunity to squeeze my ass from behind. “Sure am,” he said huskily, “but my balls aren’t empty yet.” His hand settled on my hip, pulling me flush against him. “Jump onto the bed for me, would you? Or do you want me to fuck you standing up?”

My body answered before my brain could. I scrambled onto the sheets, glancing back at him with excitement and spreading my legs wide to expose my pussy, already pulsing for what was coming next.


Chapter Four


Ryan was still passed out when I woke from our nap a few hours later.

I didn’t blame him, though; even my own thighs were still sensitive and slick from the number of times he had come inside me. He’d mumbled something about cutting wood as I nudged him awake and said he’d join me later once he could move again. So I slipped out quietly to get some fresh air.

I hadn’t planned on where I was going, but my feet carried me toward Camille and Dylan’s tent. Camille was sitting cross-legged on the deck, hair tied up, with a mug cupped in her hands as if she hadn’t just fucked out in the open earlier that morning.

“Hey,” I said, almost before I could stop myself.

“Hey, nice to see you, Melanie.”

I stepped closer, softening my voice. “I hope you don’t mind, but I wanted to talk about earlier. You know. Out on the grass.”

Camille tilted her head, smirking a little. “Go on.”

My heart thudded, but the words came anyway. “It was so hot watching you and Dylan. Do you think you’d be okay if, next time, you let us watch properly? Ryan and me. We got off to it as soon as I came back and told him, and since you clearly don’t care about being seen, I don’t think we do either.”

For a moment she just stared, then her grin widened. “Baby, of course that would be fine! In fact, Dylan and I get off on it. We love fucking out in the open like that. Half the fun for me is knowing somebody’s watching. So, if I’m hearing you correctly, you’re telling me that you want in?” She set her mug down and smiled. “That’s fucking delicious.”

The bluntness of it made my stomach twist, and I felt my legs clench. “You’d really let us do that?”

“In a heartbeat.” Her hand lifted casually up to my cheek, and she brushed it gently. “Especially when I get to see you blush like that. You’re so adorable when you do.”

I stood there caught in her eyes as her touch and words made me shiver. For the first time since I saw her, I decided to be honest with myself. I was crushing on Camille, and I was crushing hard.

She let her fingers slide down my arm before pulling back. “Just let me know. Whenever you’re ready, we’ll put on a show. I promise I’ll make it worth your while.”

I smiled at the ground as I left her and walked back through the clearing. The rest of the group had drifted down toward the river, their voices carrying from the water. Ryan was by the chopping block nearby, splitting kindling with Marcus, the crack of the axe echoing between the trees. When he caught sight of me, he set the axe aside and wiped the sweat off his forehead.

“You all right?” he asked, his voice light but his eyes searching.

“Yeah,” I said too casually. “Want to walk a bit?”

We carried two bottles of water toward the edge of the trees where the grass sloped gently to the river. The others were farther downstream, Dylan showing off by skipping stones while Kate cheered him on. It gave us the privacy of distance, though I could still hear and see them clearly.

I sat down in the grass and Ryan followed. Then it came out. “Okay, so I just talked to Camille,” I started. “I told her how hot it was earlier, and I asked if she and Dylan would ever let us watch on purpose.”

“You actually said that?”

“Yes, and she said she’d be more than happy to. Ryan, she wants us to watch.”

He let out a stunned laugh and leaned back. “Holy shit. That’s so hot. You got permission?”

“There’s more,” I admitted. “When we were talking, she brushed my cheek, and it made me feel really horny. I think I kind of like her, and now the thought of tasting another woman is driving me wild.”

Ryan’s expression tightened. “Do you want her?”

“Yes.” My breath shook. “What do you think?”

He paused for a moment, then replied. “What do I think? I think it’s the hottest thing you’ve ever told me. If you want her, go for it. I really want to see you do it.”

I kissed him on the cheek. “Sure you’re okay with it?”

“Positive,” he replied. “Imagining you two going at it is already making me so hard.”

“I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

When we wandered back toward the others, Marcus was still working, sweat shining down the line of his spine. He split another piece of wood in two, muscles flexing as he lifted the blade again. I caught myself watching too long. His strength just did something to me.

Ryan noticed. “He looks good, doesn’t he?” he said.

I flushed. “I’m sorry. I just couldn’t help it. He looks so incredible like that.”

“Well, he absolutely is, and you know what? I don’t hate that you’re looking. It turns me on a little, actually. The idea of you wanting him.”

I blinked at him, startled. “It does?”

He leaned closer. “Yeah. Because I’ve been thinking about it since last night. What if we weren’t pretending it’s just us? What if you let someone else touch you? Not just a woman, but another man. Does that turn you on?”

I felt my pulse quicken. “Fuck, yes, of course. Even just imagining it is making me wet.” I paused, then said what had been building inside me. “I think I’d also feel the same about you. Watching you with someone else, like Kate, or even Camille. I want to see what you look like with another woman. I think it would make me want you more, not less.”

“You really mean that?”

“I do,” I said firmly. “I think it would drive me crazy in the best way. I want to watch you fuck her while I’m right there, and I want you to watch me with Marcus, too. I want us both to have it.”

We stopped and faced each other. “You don’t know what that does to me, Melanie,” he said, leaning in so close that his voice was almost a whisper. “But before we share anything, I need you to remember that we’ll always have each other. I don’t mean that no one else can touch you. I mean that you and I still come back to each other. I want to be with you again before we share anything, so neither of us forgets that.”

I shivered, the words going straight through me. “Fuck yes. I’m yours, and you’ll always have me.”

He stood, pulling me with him into the shadow of the trees. We weren’t far; the chopping block was still visible, with Marcus still working away at the wood. Ryan pressed my back against the bark of a tree in full view as his breath brushed my lips. “That’s exactly what I want to hear, and I want him to see how much we want each other too.” His eyes darted to Marcus, and the idea of fucking in front of him ignited a thrill between my legs. “Got it?”

“Yes,” I moaned.

We quickly started kissing. He moved to lick and kiss my neck, and my eyes rolled back. My fingers reached for my bra and panties, pulling them off quickly while Ryan slipped his shorts and briefs down with equal urgency. In seconds, we were both naked between the trees with nothing but the sound of our hearts pounding in our chests.

“Mel, you’re perfect. Every time I see you naked, my cock throbs,” he said, cupping my ass. Then he turned me, bending me toward the tree. His cock was flushed and heavy against me already as he brushed it along my folds. I pushed my ass back into him, completely desperate.

“Just fuck me right here,” I moaned.

Marcus heard and turned to face us. We all locked eyes for a beat, and then he set the axe down beside the chopping block. A small smile spread across his face. It was one of approval. One of permission.

It was at that exact moment when Ryan slid deep into my pussy, stretching my walls deliciously with his cock. I moaned, the sound echoing through the clearing. The dirt and leaves shifted under my legs as he moved into me from behind, and I took a moment to absorb the intensity of it all. There was something so uninhibited and liberating about fucking out in the open like this, especially with Marcus watching.

“Do you think he likes it?” he asked between thrusts.

I gasped, heat rushing through me. Marcus had picked up his axe again, but he kept glancing over at us between swings. “Yes,” I panted. “He definitely does.”

Ryan’s thrusts grew deeper and faster, tightening the pressure inside me until it finally broke. My legs shook as the orgasm rolled through me, but he kept fucking me through every pulse, drawing it out until I was breathless. Even as the last tremors passed, I found myself wanting something more.

“Wait,” I gasped. “I want you to do it in my ass now. I’m ready for it.”

He froze with a ragged breath. “Of course, Mel, but we haven’t done it like that in a while. Are you sure?”

I looked back over my shoulder. “Yes. Please, I’m begging you, just do it in my ass.”

Ryan was quick to act. He pulled out of my cunt, then slid two fingers through my dripping folds, coating them in my juices. He brought them to my ass and traced a wet circle around the tight hole before spreading my cheeks and spitting directly onto it. He rubbed the added wetness over me with slow, teasing strokes.

The sensation made me jolt and moan loudly, which made Marcus turn his head again and stare for more than a few moments.

“That’s it,” Ryan whispered, spreading me open with slow, teasing pressure. “Relax for me, baby.”

“Yes, oh god, yes,” I moaned, my hips moving as his slick finger pushed inside. My pussy dripped and spasmed even as he eased me open from behind.

He gathered more of my wetness onto his palm and stroked it down his shaft before spitting into his hand and slicking himself again. Then he lined himself up at my ass and pressed the swollen tip against me.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Ready.”

A deep stretch followed that was absolutely incredible.

“Oh god! Yes!” I moaned. It wasn’t long before the initial tightness eased into pleasure, and my orgasm steadily built inside me while Ryan moved inside my ass.

His hand slid between my legs to rub my clit as he moved inside me. My tits bounced with every thrust, my nipples brushing the bark when he pressed me close to the tree, and I was breathless from how good it felt.

“Look up,” he growled into my ear.

I lifted my head, eyes darting through the clearing. Marcus was there but completely still now, his chest heaving, sweat gleaming. His eyes met mine, and that was when my body clenched around Ryan’s cock as another orgasm rolled through me in powerful waves.

“He loves it. Fuck, he’s jealous, isn’t he?” Ryan rasped, moving into me faster. “He wishes he was in your ass instead.”

The words sent me over the edge. I moaned again, my body tightening around him, spit and juices running down my thighs. Ryan groaned into my hair, sinking deeper and holding me close as Marcus’s stare burned through the trees.

“Ryan!” I yelled, almost delirious. “I’m coming again! Oh fuck, I’m coming all over your cock!”

I kept convulsing around him until Ryan reached his limit too. With one more loud grunt, he pressed himself deep into my ass and came. The heat flooded me, filling me until it leaked out around the edges of my hole.

He didn’t pull out right away though. He stayed buried in my ass while panting against my shoulder, grinding slow like he wanted Marcus to see every last second. Finally, he kissed me hard on the neck.

“You’re mine,” he whispered. “Always mine.”

I smiled, said the same, and then looked up again. Through the trees, Marcus hadn’t moved.

His axe hung loosely at his side, his cock was rock-hard, and sweat ran down his chest. Somehow, he looked almost as ruined as we were, even though all he’d done was watch.


Chapter Five


By the time evening rolled around, something had clearly changed in the way we all carried ourselves around camp.

We were all pretty much naked by now, covered only by the essentials. The men wore briefs, and the women wore only enough to barely cover their breasts and pussies. Part of it was due to the heat, but the other part was probably because we’d all fucked in the open by now, or at least with someone else watching.

We were eating around the fire when Dylan finally broke the tension. “I think we should be upfront,” he said, glancing around the circle. “Nobody here needs to feel awkward if things happen. We’re adults, it’s summer, and you’re all very sexy people.”

Marcus gave a low chuckle. “Amen to that.”

Kate tipped her head back with a grin. “Especially when some of us don’t exactly try to be quiet.”

The laughter that followed was warm and unashamed.

Camille raised her glass. “Then maybe it’s simple. If someone wants to enjoy themselves, they should. Even if the others are watching.”

Agreement moved easily around the fire.

“Watching is one thing,” Dylan said. “But anything more, we ask first.”

“And if somebody wants to stop, we stop,” Camille added.

Everyone nodded, and then Kate shifted, turning in Marcus’s lap. Their mouths met in a kiss that sharpened quickly, her hand sliding up his chest while his hands settled on her hips.

All the while, nobody looked away.

Camille’s mouth curved as she watched. “Well,” she said softly, “that didn’t take long.”

Dylan’s voice carried next. “Should we admit it too? We’ve been ready for hours. If nobody minds.”

“Of course not,” Ryan added, leaning toward me. “In fact, we were about to do the same.”

That was when we all loosened. Bodies moved together, and mouths met mouths. Among us, Kate was the first to unravel completely.

She climbed onto Marcus’s lap and stripped off her bra, her breasts spilling free. His hands cupped her ass, lifting her as he freed his cock and guided her down onto him. He filled her completely, and every time he slid almost out, the firelight caught the slick sheen of her cunt coating him. The sound of her body against his thighs was obscene. Her rhythm quickened as she rode him, letting her fiery red hair fly loose while her mouth opened in moans.

A few feet away, Dylan had Camille spread on one of the picnic blankets by the fire with her ass pointing to the sky and her elbows pressed into the ground. From here I could see how swollen her cunt was, even when Dylan came around to taste her lips before he slid his dick into her. Once he did, Dylan settled into a steady pace. The sound of his balls against her was loud enough to drown out the crackle of the fire. She was laughing breathlessly between moans, and it was clear she didn’t give a single fuck that all of us were there, watching her enjoy herself.

“I can’t believe what I’m seeing. This is so damn sexy, isn’t it, Mel?” said Ryan. “Everyone out here, fucking like this.”

“Everyone but us, Ryan. What’s taking you so long?”

Ryan chuckled at that and quickly guided me down onto the grass beside them, slipping my panties from my hips. He gave my pussy a quick lick to see how I tasted before I told him I wanted to try a different position tonight and ride him. I wanted to dance on his cock and rub my ass all over his legs while everyone watched. Ryan agreed.

I hopped on and Ryan slid his cock into me in a single stroke. I cried out as it entered me even though my body was already trembling from the sight of the others.

He grabbed my ass with one hand and a free tit with the other as I rocked back and forth on his rock-hard length. Every time I gasped, I looked around, and the view hit me like a drug.

Kate was bouncing eagerly on Marcus, her breasts moving against her chest as she moaned his name. Camille grabbed bunches of fabric in her palms as Dylan moved rapidly inside her, making her toes curl in the firelight. All of them knew we were watching, just as we knew they were watching us.

“Look at her, Ryan,” I said hoarsely, “look at Kate and how hot she is riding Marcus like that.”

Ryan thrust faster, his eyes snapping to where I pointed. Kate had Marcus’s face buried in her tits, his tongue dragging sloppily over her nipples like they were ice cream.

“Fuck, that’s so hot,” Ryan groaned, his cock pulsing inside me at the sight. He reached over and rubbed my clit firmly, and we both watched as Kate threw her head back and moaned again.

Across the fire, Camille locked eyes with me. Sweat slicked her skin, and her hair was plastered to her face now. But she still managed to smile. She grabbed Dylan’s hand from under her and pressed it harder against her hip, her other hand squeezing her own breast and rolling her nipple until she gasped. Watching her take it and flaunt it while Dylan happily moved against her on the blanket made my pussy clench around Ryan so tightly that he groaned.

It wasn’t long before Dylan climaxed. He groaned through the thrusts as he spilled inside her while Camille shuddered around him and moaned. After a few moments, Camille slid off Dylan’s cock. In the firelight, I could see the shine of his cum still leaking onto her thighs as she stood.

Ryan’s cock was still buried inside me when she crossed toward me and leaned in to say something.

“You’ve been watching me with a lot of passion, haven’t you, Melanie? I can see it in your eyes.”

I swallowed hard. “I can’t help it. You’re so gorgeous and sexy when Dylan fucks you like that.”

She smiled. “Do you know how badly I want to kiss you right now?”

My stomach dropped, quickly replaced with excitement and a flutter between my legs. “I… I want that too.”

“Have you ever tasted a woman before?”

“No, but I’d really like to.”

Camille leaned closer. “Then let me be the first. I want you to know how it feels to taste an experienced woman.”

Behind me, Ryan groaned, his grip on my hips tightening. “Holy fuck, Mel. You’re gonna let her eat you out? God, that’s so hot. Let me watch you guys taste each other. I want to jerk off to it.”

I lifted off Ryan, letting his cock slip out of me, and moved toward Camille as he began to stroke himself.

The hunger in his voice lit something in me. I turned back toward Camille as my body trembled.

“Kiss me,” I whispered.

Her hand slid into my hair and her lips quickly met mine in a searing kiss.

I leaned back into her, gently teasing her lips with mine and noticing how sweet and soft they were. When her tongue pressed against mine, I finally learned how intoxicating another woman could taste. The mix of her mouth and Ryan’s moans at the sight of us was almost too much to take.

Camille pulled back just enough to whisper against my mouth. “See? You love it already.”

“I love it so much,” I whispered back.

Then she lay back down on the ground. I saw her beauty even more clearly now, along with the neatly trimmed patch of black hair crowning her cunt.

“Lie down with me now, sweetheart. I want you to taste me. I want to feel that pretty mouth against my pussy lips,” she said.

I eagerly dropped between her legs and tasted her skin first. It was faintly salty from her sweat but silky soft. I kissed all the way up until I reached the black curls of her pubes. She smelled musky, mature, and so completely different from Ryan. I wanted to taste it all.

“That’s it,” she murmured, one hand resting lightly on the back of my head. “Now lick.”

I did, tentative at first but excited to learn her body. My tongue traced her folds in slow strokes, quickening only when her body shuddered as I hit the right spots with my tongue. Her taste spread across my mouth, and it was incredibly rich. I gripped her thighs to pull her closer and pressed my tongue flat against her clit.

“Oh, fuck, yes! Just like that,” Camille gasped, her breasts rising and falling with each breath. She pressed hard against my mouth as her trimmed hair brushed my face. “You’re a natural, Melanie, keep eating me out, don’t stop!”

Behind me, I could hear Ryan’s breathless groans as he stroked his cock while he watched us. Somewhere across the fire pit, Kate moaned Marcus’s name, and her sounds blended into Camille’s, then into mine.

Camille’s thighs tightened suddenly around my face, her voice breaking as she trembled. “Oh god, Melanie! You’re making me come!”

With a few more rolls of her hips onto my mouth, her orgasm finally rolled through her. I tasted the slick rush of her release, swallowing it all, before moaning into her cunt until she finally eased back.

She took my hand and pulled me up to kiss her, tasting herself as I tasted her. Then she guided me gently down onto the ground before sliding between my legs. “Now it’s your turn. Deal?”

“Deal. God, I want this bad, Camille,” I replied.

My breath caught as her mouth found my pussy, her tongue immediately sucking on my clit with steady suction. It felt different from Ryan, starting softer and more deliberate, but it swallowed me all the same. I gripped her shoulders and slid my fingers into her hair, my hips lifting as she circled me with her tongue.

Ryan’s voice was ragged nearby. “Fuck, Mel, I love seeing her eat you out like that.” The wet sound of his hand on his cock grew faster, matching my rising cries.

Camille moaned into me, the vibration making my clit throb even harder. She spread me wider and licked deeper while her tongue flicked over my swollen nub. “You taste so good,” she whispered against my cunt. “So wet for me already. Come for me, beautiful. Come on my tongue.”

I did exactly as she asked. The orgasm rolled through me, leaving me trembling, my moans rising to meet Kate’s across the clearing as our voices overlapped in need. My legs curled around Camille’s shoulders as she licked me through it. Much to my delight, she didn’t stop until I was limp and panting beneath her.

When she finally pulled back, her mouth was glistening with me. Then she leaned down to kiss me one more time, slow and deep.

Ryan’s groans deepened behind me as the sounds of his fist sliding over his cock grew faster. I twisted to look while Camille was still between my legs.

“Argh, Mel,” he gasped. “I’m coming, fuck, I’m coming!”

The sight urged me into motion. I scrambled up and over to him, dropping to my knees just as he jerked forward. “On me,” I whispered, cupping my breasts together and tilting my face up to him.

His cock pulsed in his fist and then erupted, hot streams of his fluid painting across my tits before sliding down toward my nipples. I moaned at the sight of it, watching his expression twist in pleasure as I smeared him over my chest. “God, you look so fucking sexy,” he groaned, the last spurts dribbling down until I caught them with my fingers and rubbed them into my breasts.

Across the fire, Dylan had recovered and hardened again while watching Camille eat me out, his hand moving urgently over his cock. The moment Ryan collapsed back, Dylan growled too as he stepped forward to Camille. She opened her mouth instantly and took in the head of his cock between her lips just as he came. He pumped the rest into her mouth, and she swallowed every drop desperately as her throat bobbed with each gulp. When she looked up at him, her lips were glossy with his release.

Kate’s moans rose at the same time. She was arched over Marcus and gasping. He held her close, thrusting deep one final time before sinking inside her with a deep groan. When she finally slumped against his chest, she let out a shameless laugh. “That was so good, Marcus. Did you see how they all fucked each other like that?”

“Yeah,” he said, still catching his breath. “Watching those two kiss like that was just perfect.”

We all slowly wound down. I leaned back into Ryan while his sticky cum cooled on my chest, and he kissed the top of my head. Camille curled up against Dylan, still licking her lips, while Kate lay draped over Marcus, relaxed with satisfaction.

No one spoke much after that. We didn’t need to.


Chapter Six


We were almost new people the next morning. Sure, yesterday had already involved a new experience with Ryan fucking me in the ass out in the woods while Marcus watched, but last night itself was completely different.

Getting fucked with everyone’s eyes on us, then making out with Camille and going down on her afterward, felt like the perfect icing on the cake. I couldn’t believe Ryan and I were already becoming such filthy animals. It was as if all we could think about was sex. But I had absolutely no problem with that, especially when we had yet to experience the fun of fucking another couple side by side.

Ryan and I had decided we needed to use the hot tub that morning, both as a way to relax and perhaps to put on a show if anyone happened to be watching. We carried our towels over our shoulders as we followed the path toward the hot tub. By this point, we had decided there was no reason to wear clothes anymore. They felt pointless, especially since we knew the others would end up the same way.

Ryan held my hand as we walked. “I’ve been meaning to ask you about last night,” he started, squeezing my fingers. “Are you still thinking about it as much as I am?”

“Yes, constantly,” I said. “I keep replaying Camille’s mouth on me and the way that you watched. It was so hot seeing you come like that.”

Ryan’s eyes darkened. “Seeing you under Camille like that overwhelmed me in the best way too. I don’t think I’ve ever been this turned on in my life.”

The honesty of it hit me deep. “Same. You know yesterday when we were talking about maybe, if the chance came, we’d swap with another couple?”

“Yeah?”

“I feel like it’s not a ‘maybe’ anymore. I really need it. Do you?”

“Fuck yes, Mel. I’m so desperate for it too.”

Just as he said that, the hot tub came into view, steam rising in the cool morning air. But as we drew closer, I slowed. Two people were already there.

As we walked closer, we realized who they were. It was Marcus and Kate, leaning back in the water. Marcus propped himself against the edge of the tub with his arms spread wide, while Kate sat perched between his knees with her head tipped back toward his mouth. The sight of them naked in the water together struck me at once.

Ryan noticed the same. “Well, uh,” he said under his breath, “that’s not exactly disappointing.”

“No. In fact, I think it’s just what we need,” I whispered. My pulse was already thudding. “What if we asked them? Like right now.”

Ryan gave me a wide smile. “I’m certainly not against it, Mel.”

We stepped forward, towels in hand. Kate looked up and grinned, raising a glass of wine she was drinking as she sat there. “Morning, you two. Perfect day for it, isn’t it?”

“Morning,” I said as we dropped our towels and slid into the water. “For sure, this feels so good.”

“This hot tub was worth the drive alone,” Marcus rumbled.

We just soaked in the water for a few moments, the four of us shoulder-deep in the heat and completely naked. The silence wasn’t awkward, exactly, but there was something tense about it. Ryan glanced at me, and I could tell he was thinking the same thing I was.

He cleared his throat and looked across at them. “So… I have to ask. Were you two as turned on by last night as we were?”

Kate’s mouth curved into a smirk. “That depends. How turned on were you?”

Ryan laughed, some of the tension leaving his shoulders. “Enough that we haven’t stopped talking about it.” He paused, glancing at me once more before continuing. “Watching the two of you was just… amazing. It was all so sexy and freeing. And now that we’re all sitting here like this, I can’t help wondering if you’d ever want to take things further with us.”

There was a brief silence before Marcus leaned forward, his eyes fixed on Ryan. “You’re asking if we’d swap, right?”

Ryan didn’t back off. “Yeah. That’s exactly what I’m asking.”

Kate giggled softly, but there was nothing mocking about it. “Thank fuck you said it. We’ve fantasized about swapping for years, but we’ve never actually done it. We were going to ask you the same thing. Marcus came so hard last night from watching you two that he was practically speechless once we got back to our tent. We haven’t stopped talking about how badly we wanted more, especially with you two.”

Marcus looked to me first before Ryan. “Yeah, no lies there at all. So, to answer your question, yes, we’d love to swap. What do you think?”

“We’re so fucking down,” I replied, beyond excited. Ryan echoed my sentiment with a nod.

“Then why the fuck are we still talking?” she said, sliding across the water until she was closer to Ryan. Her hand trailed up his arm, over the cut of his shoulder, until it cupped the back of his neck. “I’ve been wanting to get my mouth on you since the first night I saw you.”

Ryan tightened beneath her touch. He looked at me for the briefest second, searching, and I nodded once, my pussy already throbbing. That was all he needed before Kate pressed her mouth to his, her slender body closing against his chest as his arms pulled her in.

Marcus’s voice came low. “What about you, Melanie? You’ve been staring at me since that first night too. I saw how hungry you were for dick when he was moving inside you between the trees yesterday. You ready to show me what’s been on your mind?”

The words alone made my clit throb. “Yes, fuck. I want all of you.”

He moved closer, water rippling around his chest, and a thrill ran through me as he closed the space. His hands framed my waist effortlessly under the water before he lifted me onto his lap and sat down on the edge of the hot tub. His cock was already thick and hard, pressed against my thigh, and I moaned at the heat of him even before he kissed me.

I had no desire to go back. I wanted more.

Ryan sat on the edge beside Marcus, and Kate broke her kiss with him only to kneel in the tub between his legs, her head above the water as her lips trailed down his chest. Ryan’s head tipped back with a low sound, the muscles in his neck flexing as Kate’s mouth found his cock. His hand tangled in her wet hair, and I could tell just from the expression on his face that he was loving it.

“Oh fuck, Mel, she’s fucking incredible,” he groaned as he held her gently.

Marcus nudged me gently. “On your knees, Melanie. I need to feel that mouth too,” he said.

I happily slid off his lap to kneel in the tub between his legs, my head above the water. My hands wrapped around his shaft, and my god was he massive. My fingers barely met around his pulsing flesh as I took in the weight of his cock, so hot and heavy in my palms.

“Fuck, you’re so big, Marcus,” I moaned, “I don’t know how Kate even takes you.”

“She tries her best. You should too,” he said. I nodded, then lowered my head. My lips parted, and I kissed his swollen head before opening my mouth as far as it would go and slowly taking his cock toward the back of my mouth. It was an intense stretch.

“That’s it,” Marcus murmured, a hand at the back of my head as he guided me. “Take it deeper. You look so fucking pretty with my cock in your mouth.”

I moaned around his length, spit running down my chin, and the praise made me hungrier. I stroked the base and pressed my head closer to his stomach. I could already feel him reaching the back of my mouth, and I didn’t even have the whole thing in yet.

Ryan’s voice cut through. “Fuck me, Mel, I love the way you take his cock like that. Take as much as you comfortably can for me, okay?”

I realized we were mirroring each other, me bobbing on Marcus’s cock while Kate swallowed Ryan’s. The sounds filled the hot tub: wet slurps, groans, and the soft splash of water against bodies.

We sucked away at both cocks as Ryan’s groans mingled with Marcus’s. Saliva was dripping from both of us now into the bubbling water, but we didn’t stop. We wanted to please our partners, even with our eyes watering from the thick lengths between our lips.

Then Marcus pulled me up as his cock slipped out of my mouth. “Do you want me inside you now?”

“Yes,” I said. “Fuck me.”

The men slid back into the water. Beside us, Ryan asked Kate, “Do you want me inside you too?”

“Yes,” she said eagerly.

Marcus turned me around and bent me over the edge of the hot tub, my breasts pressing against the edge as the cool air hit them. Ryan helped Kate into the same position, her shoulder pressing into mine as we both bent forward with our asses aimed at the men we had chosen.

With one smooth thrust, he slid into my pussy, stretching me so wide that I moaned in surprise and pleasure.

“God, you’re tight,” he grunted, moving into me with a rhythm that made the water spill over the edge.

“Yes! Oh my god, yes!” I moaned, gripping the wood in front of me for leverage. My breasts bounced with every thrust, water sloshing against my skin, and I felt myself dripping around him already.

I looked beside me, and Ryan was thrusting into Kate with equal intensity. He took handfuls of her ass in his big hands as he worked her, then bent over and kissed her shoulder. The sight alone nearly made me come.

“Fuck!” she moaned. “Ryan, your cock feels so good inside me. More!”

I leaned in closer to Kate and decided to feel just how soft her tits were.

“Keep touching them,” she said as soon as I cupped them. I did, and she moaned. “Yes, play with my nipples!” she added, so I rolled them between my fingers, and she almost lost her breath.

“Fuck, your tits feel so nice,” I said as I moved in for a kiss. I pressed against her lips, and soon we were tasting each other passionately while both our slits remained full of throbbing dick.

Marcus leaned down with his chest pressed to my back. “Keep watching him while I fuck you. Does it make you wetter, seeing him fill her tight pussy?”

“Yes!” I cried, as my tongue slipped out of Kate’s mouth. “Oh shit, Marcus, I think I’m going to come!”

Marcus was mid-thrust when my cunt spasmed around his length, and I let out an intense moan. It made Marcus grunt too, but he simply kept going, moving inside me as his thick cock touched every wall of my pussy while I climaxed.

Next to me, Ryan was finding it hard not to come. “Mel, fuck, I can’t hold it. She’s squeezing me so tightly!”

Kate moaned back, “Come in me, Ryan, I want it, please!” before bouncing back into his cock even harder.

Marcus grabbed my hips and drove deep. “Me too,” he growled. “Take it, Melanie, I want you to take all of it.”

“Just do it!” I told him.

I moaned as he came inside me, hot spurts flooding my pussy. At the same time, Ryan called Kate’s name as he moved deep into her and released his load, spilling his seed inside while she moaned and gushed all over his cock.

For a moment the whole tub was chaos. A dirty mix of moans, groans, and splashing water. Then the tremors eased and we all managed to sit back into the warm frothy water and catch our breath.

Soon, Kate turned to me with a glint in her eyes, and before I could even start to express my desire for her, she slid off Ryan’s lap, crossed the narrow space, and settled on me. Her tits mashed into mine, her sensitive nipples rubbing my own and making me gasp. Then she tangled her fingers in my hair and kissed me with an open mouth so I could taste how Ryan still lingered on her.

Kate pulled back for a moment with wet and swollen lips. “I can’t believe we all just did that! Tell me we’re doing it again.”

I grinned. “Not just again, Kate. God, I want it over and over until I can’t even stand up straight.”


Chapter Seven


Imanaged to get out of the hot tub mostly on my own. Ryan had to help me step out because my legs were still shaking from how intensely Marcus had fucked me, but I absolutely loved it.

As we walked back to the tent, we kept talking about how wild our first swap had just been. Ryan said he couldn’t get the image out of his head: Marcus moving deep inside me while I asked for more. Watching me spread open on another cock had him so hard he thought he might come just from looking. What really got him to climax, though, he admitted, was knowing that I still loved him even while I was enjoying another man.

We were still talking when, halfway across the clearing, voices reached us alongside another rhythmic sound. Curious, we followed it quietly to the river’s edge.

We arrived at the river, and amid the water shimmering in the late-morning light were Dylan and Camille. They stood in the shallows, and Dylan had Camille bent back against him. They were fucking. We could both see it clearly. On instinct, we took a few steps back, but Camille saw us before we had the chance to make a proper retreat. Her eyes flicked up, catching mine, and instead of looking away, she smiled again like she’d been expecting us all along. She tilted her head against Dylan’s shoulder, still moving with him, her long wet hair trailing down her back.

“You two like watching, don’t you?” she called, her voice warm and teasing. “Don’t be shy. I know how much you both wanted to watch us before. Come closer and get a better view.”

Heat rose in my chest so quickly that it suddenly became hard to breathe. Ryan’s arm slid tight around my waist, and when he bent to kiss me, I didn’t hesitate. The sound of their bodies in the water was too much, and suddenly his tongue was in my mouth, and his hand slipping down my stomach as if we’d been waiting for this permission. His cock hardened right in front of me, and I grabbed it in my hand before it reached full mast. I started stroking him as we moaned into each other’s mouths.

Camille’s laugh rang out across the water. She clearly loved watching us just as much as we did her. She let Dylan ease out of her, then turned in the water so she could face us fully.

“Melanie,” she said, like she was offering me a secret, “before you let Ryan inside your cunt, I want you to answer a question for me, honestly.”

I broke away from Ryan for a second. “Sure, what’s up?”

“Have you ever been with two men at once?” she asked with a smile.

Even as we both stood there naked, the question made me flush. My skin prickled like I had something to hide, though there was nothing left to cover.

“No,” I croaked. “I haven’t.”

Both Dylan and Camille grinned back. “Then maybe today is the day that changes.”

“Do you want that?” Ryan asked, his cock fully hard now. Clearly this aroused him just as much as me.

I nodded. “Yes, I do.”

Camille started wading toward us. “Excellent, that’s exactly what I want to hear. I want to see you come undone with two cocks inside you. Don’t worry, I’ll make sure you have what you need.” She reached down and produced a bottle of lube from her towel on the rocks. “You men should know what to do, right?” she said, glancing at Dylan too. “Make it memorable for her, and I’ll enjoy the show.”

Camille smiled at me. “Come with me to that rock at the water’s edge. It’s nicer when the cool water rushes past your ankles.”

Ryan kissed my temple, and I followed her to the broad, waist-high rock at the water’s edge. She was right, the coolness around my ankles already made my clit throb with excitement. Camille poured the lube into her palm and spread it over her fingers.

“If you’re ready, turn around for me, dear, and spread your legs.”

I turned, excited, and pushed my heels aside, bending over slightly with both hands braced against the rock in the same way I did for Ryan not so long ago.

“Relax, Melanie,” she said softly. “I want you to breathe. You’re safe with me and all of us around you. You’re about to feel something you’ll never forget.”

“Thank you, Camille. I really want this,” I replied.

Her finger slid into my ass slowly before she added another, circling gently until my body shuddered around her touch. My cunt was already soaked by this point. Ryan came closer and started rubbing my clit, knowing how much I needed it. I moaned in response.

“She’s ready,” Camille announced. She looked at Dylan. “Come join her first, Dylan. I’ll guide you.”

Dylan stepped forward, his cock thick and gleaming with precum. My breath slowed as he pressed against my thighs while his hands steadied on my hips. I could feel his girthy cock pulsing against the skin of my ass. Suddenly, I was desperate for him to fill me, but I waited for Camille’s cue.

Camille slicked him with lube, stroking him generously before lining him up with my ass.

“Okay, now join her,” she encouraged. “Make sure you check in with her, too.”

He eased inside slowly, moving deeper until my breath caught. I gripped the rock as the heat of his cock bloomed through my ass. Ryan held my hand as his eyes fixed on where Dylan’s cock disappeared inside me. I knew he was eager to get inside me too as precum leaked from his own swollen head.

“You good, Melanie?” asked Dylan.

“Yes. Keep going,” I replied.

The fullness made me shake, but I loved every second of it. Dylan started to fuck me with steady strokes, reaching far deeper than I thought my hole went. Then Camille’s hand slid between my cheeks again, providing more lube, and Dylan continued. I moaned louder this time.

“Fuck, this feels so good. Please, I need you in me too, Ryan.”

Camille kissed me. “Perfect. That’s exactly what I wanted to hear, dear,” she said before turning to Ryan. “It’s your turn now. She’s ready for you. Fuck her while Dylan is inside her, and give her what she wants.”

Ryan groaned and repositioned himself, sliding into me instantly. I was so wet down there between the lube and my own cum that he didn’t even need guiding. Once he found his rhythm, Ryan didn’t let up. The pressure of the two of them inside me was overwhelming, but it was nothing I couldn’t handle. I loved it. An orgasm rolled through me as I stood there, filled by both of their cocks while they rubbed against each other through my walls.

Camille leaned in from the side and kissed me while both men moved inside me, her tongue pressing against mine until I moaned into her mouth.

“Fuck, Ryan, Melanie’s ass is so fucking tight,” Dylan groaned as Ryan drove into my cunt. “I don’t think I’m going to last long in here at all.”

“Yes, just like that,” I encouraged as Ryan laughed with Dylan.

They found a rhythm together, one moving deep while the other pulled back. The river lapped against the bank just feet away, but all I could hear were my own moans carrying over it. Every thrust drew me closer until I came.

“Fuck, yes!” I exclaimed, the words dissolving into a gasp as my orgasm surged through me. My cunt gripped Ryan in powerful pulses while my ass squeezed Dylan so tightly that he tipped forward onto my shoulders.

Ryan slipped free for a second as he did, his cock wet and shining, and just as I caught my breath, Camille’s hand was on my chin. She lifted my head until my eyes locked on his cock. “Lean down for him,” she encouraged. “Suck him while Dylan comes in your ass.”

I happily nodded, and then lowered myself onto my forearms against the rock, with Dylan still buried in me from behind. Ryan held his cock to my mouth, and I opened wide, tasting myself as he slid past my lips. Dylan increased his pace behind me.

“This is so hot, you guys!” Camille said as she stood there rubbing her clit. She moaned in unison with me, and the sounds simply left me breathless.

“Oh fuck, Mel,” Dylan suddenly groaned, voice breaking. “I’m going to come in your ass.”

“Yes,” I cried with a mouth full of Ryan’s pulsing cock. “Do it! Fill me, Dylan!”

Dylan groaned my name as he pressed deep, releasing thick ropes of cum into me as he filled my ass with his seed. The heat spread through me, and I took a moment to relish the sensation of another man’s load in my ass.

Ryan, meanwhile, was close. I knew it from the way his cock started swelling even more in my mouth. He pulled free, then slid into my pussy again. He moved inside me a few times before he too came. The heat of both men’s cum inside me sent another climax rolling through me until I leaned forward, trembling while still full.

Dylan pulled me back against his chest, his cum leaking out of my ass, while Ryan sat in the shallow water, catching his breath. My whole body trembled as Camille came over and met my lips in a kiss. She broke it momentarily as she brought her fingers to my lips. “Taste how wet you made me, Melanie. I was fucking dripping for you,” she said before dipping her fingers into my mouth. I licked her fingers clean and took in the sweet taste of her cum.

“You took them beautifully,” she purred, stroking my face. “But I didn’t get my chance with you this time, did I?”

“No, and neither did I,” I replied, shamelessly. “And I think we need to do something about that.”

She caught my wrist and tugged me toward the grass, giggling, our breasts brushing as we stumbled together out of the water. Ryan and Dylan stayed behind to recover in the stream, but Camille and I barely noticed.

We hadn’t even reached the edge of the water before she pulled me into another hungry kiss. At that moment, the only thing that mattered was how quickly I could get her tongue between my folds, and bury mine between hers.


Chapter Eight


The day stretched long and lazy after the river, and for good reason. We all needed a bit of a break after how much fucking we had done.

Later, everyone drifted into smaller groups. Camille and Dylan decided to sleep through the whole afternoon after wearing each other out by the river. Meanwhile, Kate pulled me into the kitchen to help prepare dinner while she chatted about our earlier lovemaking and how much she liked seeing me become messy and undone. Of course, we made out between tasks, sharing only a few slow kisses and gropes of each other’s tits so our bodies could still recharge. Outside, Ryan was again helping Marcus with firewood, only this time they were both completely naked, their long cocks swinging in unison as they chopped away.

When night fell and we’d gathered around the fire again for food, all I could think about was how close we had suddenly become. Camille must have been thinking the same thing because she tapped her wineglass to quiet us in the middle of our chatter.

“All right,” she started, her accent smoothing the awkwardness of it all. “I think we should admit what’s obvious. We are all involved now, aren’t we?”

The group broke into a ripple of laughter, but no one disagreed.

“Yeah, uh, no lie,” said Dylan, raising his can of beer. “Not exactly the trip I thought I’d booked, but I’m definitely not complaining.”

Marcus chuckled, rubbing his chin. “I mean, we all know we’re interested now. That doesn’t mean we stop asking, but we can be honest about what we want.”

Camille smiled slowly. “Agreed. We only have so much time left together, so we should make the most of it.”

A brief silence settled over the group as everyone considered it. Kate turned her drink between her hands before clearing her throat.

“Well, tomorrow is our last night,” she said. “Maybe we could spend it together. All six of us, I mean. No splitting into couples or wandering off in smaller groups. We could stay together and see where things go.”

Dylan’s eyebrows lifted. “You mean group sex?”

Kate laughed. “Basically, yes. I was trying to make it sound slightly more sophisticated.”

Marcus slid a hand over her thigh. “You already know I’m in.”

Ryan glanced at me, silently checking. The thought of having all of them together sent a rush of heat through my body, and I nodded.

“We’re in too,” he said.

Camille looked toward Dylan. He answered with an immediate grin.

“You don’t even have to ask,” he said. “Of course I’d love that.”

“Then tomorrow night it is,” Camille replied. Her smile widened as she looked around the circle. “But tomorrow still feels a long way off, and I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’m far too horny to sit here making polite conversation all evening.”

She leaned back slightly, letting her eyes move from one person to the next.

“So, does anyone have a request for tonight?” she continued. “I’d be more than happy to put on a show.”

Kate shifted where she sat, tucking her legs under herself. “Okay, so… after kissing Melanie today,” she admitted, glancing at me with shy confidence, “I think I really want to taste you too, Camille. Can I?”

Marcus’s hand slid over her leg, squeezing. “I’ve been hard all day since the hot tub just thinking about it, Kate. I want to watch. Let’s see how you go with another woman.”

“That’s so bold, Kate, I love it!” Camille replied eagerly. “But what if we incorporate one of the men too? Marcus deserves to get a very good view while he strokes himself. Who will it be?”

Her eyes skimmed over Dylan, then landed on Ryan.

“Ryan, you handsome man,” she said, “get over here and join me.”

Ryan glanced at me, checking, and the hunger in my chest surprised even me. “Go on,” I told him softly.

He stood, stepping into the firelight. Camille pulled him down between her and Kate.

“Let’s start with a kiss,” Camille said, and then she and Kate came together. Their tits suddenly mashed together as they kissed intensely, tongues tangling while they licked and sucked each other’s mouths. Kate moaned through it, no doubt turned on by her sweetness in the same way I had been earlier that day. My pussy throbbed as I watched.

Their kisses deepened until they suddenly shifted onto Ryan’s mouth instead. I was in awe; I had never seen a three-way kiss like this before, each person’s tongue tangling with the others as they sloppily shared saliva. Soon both women’s hands started roaming his chest, and Ryan responded by taking one breast in each hand and squeezing them in his palms, groaning into their mouths. Kate then grabbed the base of his shaft and started tugging, while Camille spat into her hand and took the other end, moistening his swollen head.

Kate was the first to sink lower, her freckles glowing in the firelight as she kissed along Ryan’s stomach. Camille followed her, her dark hair brushing across his skin.

The women kissed once more in front of his cock before Camille started guiding the tip toward Kate’s waiting mouth.

She swallowed him eagerly. Her lips stretched around him, and her cheeks hollowed so she could take him deep. Ryan’s hand rested in her hair as she drew him farther into her mouth. Camille watched for a beat, then leaned in too, her tongue tracing the part of him Kate couldn’t reach, sucking and teasing along his throbbing veins.

My pussy pulsed. I couldn’t help but reach down and rub myself. Beside me, the other two men were already busy jacking off and groaning at the sight in front of them.

“Fuck,” Ryan moaned as his head tipped back.

Kate pulled off with a wet pop, spit stretching in strands between her lips and his cock. She turned to Camille and, with devious eyes, pressed her mouth to hers. The kiss was sloppy and hungry. Their tongues slid deep as they traded Ryan’s taste back and forth, moaning into each other’s mouths. When they broke apart, Camille chuckled, then bent down herself. She licked a slow stripe from the base to the tip before taking most of Ryan’s cock into her mouth, her lips sealing around him. Ryan’s whole body jolted.

“See, darling?” she managed to say to Kate. “This is how you take dick all in one go. It comes with practice, don’t worry.”

Kate leaned in beside her, licking at the head each time Camille drew back, trading places seamlessly. They kissed again between licks as they passed Ryan’s cock back and forth.

From where I sat, my chest heaved. Watching the two of them take him like that, red hair spilling on olive skin, was both obscene and beautiful all at once.

“Mel, fuck, look at them. They’re just so good on my cock,” Ryan groaned.

Kate pulled off him with a wet giggle while her hand kept stroking. “Fuck him,” she said, looking at Camille. “I want to watch you take him. Is that okay, Ryan?”

“Works for me,” he said.

“Sure,” added Camille before hopping into Ryan’s lap. She lowered herself onto him slowly. The stretch drew a sharp gasp from her throat, followed by a throaty moan. Ryan’s head tipped back as his cock melted inside her.

“Ooh, yes, that feels so good,” Camille’s voice carried. “Just like that.”

She began to move. Every rise and fall of her body exposed the full length of him before she swallowed it back down and settled her ass onto his thighs. Ryan’s noises grew beneath her. By this point, his fingers were holding her curves firmly.

Kate took this opportunity to make out with Camille as she rode him. She broke the kiss only to look back at Marcus, who was busy pleasuring himself. “Do you like it, baby?” she teased, her hand sliding down to Camille’s clit as she bounced faster. “Do you like watching her get fucked like this?”

Marcus grunted low in his chest, his fist working faster. “Hell yeah, she’s taking him so good. Keep riding him, Camille. Show Kate how it’s done.”

Camille was quick to orgasm after that. She bounced a few more times before pausing to let her climax ripple through her. She moaned loudly, and Kate met her with another kiss, both of them smiling into it.

Then Camille’s head turned. “Dylan, would you like to join Kate?”

He rose and came over, but kept his eyes on Kate. “Do you want me inside you?”

“Yes,” Kate said, moving onto all fours. “Fuck me.”

Soon she was moaning too as Dylan moved rapidly inside her cunt, her red hair an absolute mess by now and her perky tits bouncing in rhythm. Camille was still mounted on Ryan with her breasts pressed to his mouth. He latched on, sucking her nipple as she rode him, moaning each time he thrust deep. “Yes! Like that, fuck me like that!” she gasped.

Kate’s voice rose higher, her fingers gripping the grass beneath her. “Oh god, Dylan! Faster! Fuck me faster!”

The four of them moved in tandem, bodies shining with sweat and firelight. I could smell the sex in the air, and by now I had a few fingers inside me too, moaning as many times as they were just from watching.

I rubbed myself harder, my breath catching as I gasped, “Ryan, fuck, you’re so hot.”

He looked at me even as he fucked Camille. “Keep touching yourself for me, Mel. I want to see you come while you watch.”

The words sent me spiraling. My orgasm hit, trembling through me as I moaned, the sight of them all fucking around the fire undoing me fast.

Marcus groaned, fisting himself faster, his body tensing as he watched Kate with another man. “Kate, you’re perfect!” he groaned, stroking himself quickly.

Ryan groaned first as Camille lifted off him, then shifted to seal her mouth around his cock. His chest heaved as he spilled down her throat. She gulped it down, her hands closing around him to get every last drop.

Across from them, Dylan pulled out of Kate with a broken groan and quickly shifted to offer his cock to her mouth. Her freckled cheeks hollowed as he emptied against her tongue and twitched deep in her mouth. She didn’t hesitate. She swallowed him with eager gulps as she looked into his eyes.

As the fire cracked and hissed, both women pulled their mouths from the cocks they had been sucking.

Kate eagerly leaned forward, grabbing Camille’s face with both hands, and then kissed her hard.

Their tongues met instantly, sloppy, wet, cum shared between their mouths. Strings of it stretched when they pulled apart for air, only to close the distance again, kissing deeper, tongues sliding as if neither could get enough.

Ryan and Dylan sat back spent, gasping and watching the two women devour each other. Marcus groaned beside me as he neared his own climax, and I quickly shuffled over to take him into my mouth.

“Fuck, thank you Melanie,” he said with relief.

He jerked once inside my mouth before a piping-hot load exploded across my tongue and ran down my throat and into my stomach. I swallowed it in quick gulps, just as the women in front of me had, then glanced over at Ryan.

He was watching the whole thing with a smile, looking far too pleased to see his wife on her knees, swallowing another man’s cum without wasting a drop.


Chapter Nine


By morning, we were spent. It wasn’t in a bad way; we all just felt wrung out. My thighs felt heavy, while Ryan groaned every time he rolled onto his side in bed. A few moments later, when we stepped out of our tent and into the clearing, it was clear the others weren’t doing much better either.

“That was one hell of a night,” Marcus muttered, stretching his arms overhead.

Kate brushed her hair away from her face. “Speak for yourself. I feel so fucking rejuvenated. Who knew I’d get so horny tasting another man’s cum right out of Camille’s mouth.”

Her shameless grin pulled a laugh out of me. The energy around her was restless, too much for just sitting still. She needed time away from the tents before she turned it on someone else, and I needed fresh air before the grand finale that night. So I asked Kate if she wanted to walk with me through the forest, and she agreed. For all the time we had spent there, Ryan and I hadn’t really taken in the scenery around us, so it was an easy decision.

Kate and I wandered past trees, streams, and sunlit clearings where the grass brushed our calves, all of us barefoot and bare-skinned, not a thread of clothing among us. The men came too, their cocks swinging as they walked, swelling and softening with every pause we took to kiss each other. We all tangled tongues loosely over the course of that morning while the sunlight filtering through the trees kept our bodies warm.

When we got back, Ryan and I were starving. We wandered into the kitchen and found Camille and Dylan already there, both naked and lazily cooking burgers and vegetables, tasting everything as they went. Something savory and sweet filled the room, and honestly, we were grateful for it. Anything was better than the strong scent of sweat and sex still clinging to all of us.

Camille glanced over as we walked in. “You two look like you’ve been busy.”

We took a pair of stools beside the counter and watched them work.

“Not as busy as you, clearly,” Ryan replied. “It smells incredible in here.”

Dylan chuckled as he chopped another carrot. “Don’t give me the credit. Camille’s the real cook in our relationship.”

She bumped her hip against his. “Damn right. If I left it to you, we’d be eating burnt toast three times a day.”

“Hey,” Dylan said, pretending to be wounded. “You didn’t sound so critical when I was taking care of you a few hours ago.”

“That’s different. You actually know what you’re doing with your cock and mouth.”

Camille plucked a piece of carrot from the board and slipped it between her lips. She picked up another and held it toward Dylan as though she were going to feed him, only to pull it away at the last second and pop it into her own mouth. When he reached for another piece, she caught his wrist and slowly sucked one of his fingers into her mouth. She gave an exaggerated moan before releasing it with a wet sound.

“Do you two always cook like this?” I asked, laughing, even though their casual foreplay was already making me wet.

“Only when other people are watching,” Camille said with a wink. She slipped another slice of carrot between her lips and leaned into Dylan’s shoulder.

I rested my arms on the counter. “Tell me more about those retreats, then. You kept teasing me about them the last time we talked. Now that Ryan and I have tried swapping and having sex with other people, I think we could use a few tips.” I glanced at him. “Don’t you think?”

“Absolutely,” Ryan said. “I think we’re both pretty convinced by this whole sharing thing now. What are those places actually like?”

Camille turned away from the stove, clearly pleased that we had asked. “They’re all different, but there are retreats for this sort of thing all over the world. The first one Dylan and I went to was in France, and I was so nervous when we arrived. By the end of that same morning, I’d already had two cocks in me, then another three after lunch.”

“Oh yeah,” Dylan added. “She’s been bent over the edge of a pool while strangers watched, fucked in saunas with my sweat dripping onto her tits, everything. It’s been fucking amazing.”

My pussy throbbed as I listened, and I could see Ryan’s cock beginning to harden beside me.

“I even fucked on a boat along the coast once,” Camille continued as she poured herself a glass of orange juice. “I had two cocks in me while the sun came up over the water. Meanwhile, some blonde woman was sitting on Dylan’s face while somebody else gave him a blowjob.” She took a sip and smiled. “Worth it, if I say so myself. I could barely walk the next day.”

The heat between my legs continued to build. “Don’t you ever get tired, though?”

“Of course, but never for long. Someone puts their mouth on you again, and suddenly you forget how exhausted you were.” She leaned back against the counter. “That’s what those places are for. You let every cock, tongue, and pussy pleasure you until you’re completely spent. Doesn’t that sound exhilarating?”

“Fuck yes,” Ryan and I said at the same time.

We looked at each other and laughed.

“Then why come here?” Ryan asked. “This place seems pretty quiet compared to what you’re used to.”

“That was the point,” Dylan replied. “We wanted a weekend without crowds, parties, or other people. Just the two of us taking it easy for once.”

“We certainly weren’t expecting any of this,” Camille added. “Then we arrived and found four gorgeous strangers staying beside us.” She took another sip from her glass and smiled. “Nothing had to happen, obviously. But once we realized everyone was interested, it felt like a very happy accident, and we were beyond excited.”

“Exactly,” Dylan said. “Somehow, we ended up having even more fun.”

Camille glanced between Ryan and me. “Lucky us, right?”

“Yeah,” I replied, my nipples tingling with need. “Lucky all right.”

We kept talking while Dylan finished cooking, the conversation drifting from their previous trips to how none of us were particularly eager for this weekend to end. Camille perched on the edge of the counter with her glass in hand, adding the occasional filthy detail whenever Dylan left something out.

When she raised the glass to finish the last of her juice, she tilted it too quickly. A thin streak escaped the corner of her mouth and ran down her chin, continuing over her chest until it reached her tits.

“Shit,” she muttered, reaching for a towel.

Dylan caught her wrist before she could grab it. “Hold still. I’ll get it.”

Camille looked at him, already smiling. “Go on, then.”

He leaned in and licked the juice from her chin before following the sticky trail down her chest. Camille’s smile widened as his tongue reached her breast. Instead of stopping once the juice was gone, he circled her nipple slowly and drew it into his mouth.

Ryan and I fell silent. Neither of us could look away.

“Fuck, Dylan, you’re so wicked,” Camille teased breathlessly. Her fingers slipped into his hair, holding his mouth against her tit as her laughter softened into a moan. She shifted farther onto the counter and pulled him up for a wet kiss.

When she finally broke away, she kept her lips close to his. “Rub my clit.”

Dylan’s hand moved between her thighs immediately, and Camille spread her legs to welcome him. His fingers slid over her slit as she leaned back on one hand, giving us an unobstructed view.

Her free hand reached behind her and found one of the thick carrots Dylan had been chopping. She picked it up and looked at me before running the rounded end between her folds.

“You don’t mind if I borrow this, do you?” she asked him.

Dylan laughed against her neck. “Be my guest.”

Camille pressed it inside herself with a sharp moan. Her hips rolled forward as she began moving it slowly, her juices coating the bright orange surface.

“Ooh, yes, just like that,” she moaned.

Her other hand found Dylan’s cock and stroked him until he swelled in her grip. He groaned, squeezing her tits and rolling her nipples between his fingers while she rocked against the counter. Camille kissed him again, pushing the carrot deeper before pulling back just enough to speak.

“Now I want you to feed me something better.”

His smile widened. “Like what?”

Her eyes dropped to his cock before returning to his face. “You know exactly what.”

She pulled the carrot free and placed it aside. Then she slipped down from the counter and settled onto her knees in front of him. Dylan’s hand rested gently against the back of her head as she opened her mouth and drew his cock between her lips. A low groan escaped him as she began taking him deeper.

Ryan leaned closer to me. “Is watching that making you hungry too?”

My eyes remained fixed on Camille, and the question barely registered.

“Mel?” he tried again.

I finally looked at him. “Sorry. What?”

He nodded toward one of the burgers cooling on the counter. “I asked if you were still hungry.”

“Oh. Yeah, I am.” I glanced back at Camille before meeting his eyes again. “Are you?”

“For something else, maybe.” He rested a hand on my thigh. “How about you have one of those burgers while I take care of your pussy?”

“That sounds perfect,” I replied.

We got into position, Ryan propping me onto the counter and spreading my legs wide before his tongue dove straight into my wet folds.

I gasped.

My hand then shot out blindly behind me, and I grabbed one of the burgers Camille and Dylan had left cooling on the counter. I took a huge bite, the meat juicy and hot against my lips, while Ryan’s mouth worked at my pussy. The combination made me moan around my food. It was a strange mix of satisfaction hitting from both directions, and I loved it.

The pan on the stove next to us hissed, threatening to burn, so I leaned back just enough to flick the knobs off. Then I let my head fall, chewing slowly, savoring the taste while Ryan continued flicking his tongue between my legs.

As he did, my nipples tingled, and I knew they had to be taken care of too. I noticed a bottle of whipped cream standing beside me, so I grabbed it, gave it a quick shake, and sprayed thick swirls over my tits. I let out a gasp as the cream cooled my skin. “Get up here, Ryan,” I panted. “Lick this off me and get something to eat yourself.”

Ryan’s lips left my pussy, trailing up my body until his tongue pressed against my breast. He licked the cream in slow, messy strokes, sucking my nipple until I gasped. His face was smeared with cream and pussy juice, and I couldn’t help but giggle at how silly and dirty it all felt.

Across from us, Camille pulled off Dylan’s cock with a wet moan and wiped her chin. “Hey,” she said breathlessly, “don’t fuck her yet, Ryan. I need you to eat me out first.”

Ryan glanced at her, then back at me. “You cool if I help her out for a bit?” he asked me.

I nodded, giggling, and without a word, he straightened himself and crossed to Camille, settling between her legs as she spread herself even wider on the counter. Her moans filled the kitchen instantly, high and shameless.

Meanwhile, Dylan wasn’t about to let me sit idle, and I put my food down in anticipation of what was to come, silently begging for him. Happy with my plea, he stepped over, his cock still glistening from Camille’s mouth, and bent to kiss me with a hot, eager tongue. I tasted his precum and Camille’s spit all at once before he pulled my legs toward him and slid into me. Ryan’s sounds were now mixing with Camille’s moans, and Dylan was fucking me faster as we tangled together, food and cream and sex all clashing in the heat of the kitchen.

Ryan finally rose from between Camille’s thighs with strings of her cum dripping from the corner of his mouth. She whispered something to him, and Ryan nodded. Then she grabbed his shoulders and pulled him closer, guiding his cock to her pussy. He drove into her until she moaned, and the vibrations rippled through her tits.

I gasped as Dylan drove deeper into me too, my body stretched to the edge. Camille caught my eyes across the counter, and without hesitation she reached out. I leaned forward too, and suddenly our mouths joined in a sloppy kiss over the vegetables and half-prepared food.

She broke away just long enough to grab a slice of tomato from the cutting board and push it between my lips with her fingers. I bit down, the juice bursting down my chin, and she licked it away hungrily before kissing me again. Behind the kiss, I could hear Ryan groaning, his thrusts deep and steady as Camille’s moans rose higher.

Then the first orgasm emerged, and it was mine. I moaned loudly into Dylan’s chest as he moved rapidly inside my cunt. Not long after, I felt his cock spasm as he started releasing his cum inside me. My cunt pulsed around his length as he emptied himself.

Almost at the same moment, Ryan groaned into Camille and emptied inside her too. She clutched my hands across the counter and moaned into a kiss with me as she came.

We all slowly came down from our high, while Camille and I collapsed there on top of the counter, still trembling. Both of us were overflowing with cum, and it started dripping down our thighs onto the counter, right next to all the food.

I let out a breathless laugh. “Well, I guess lunch is ruined.”

Ryan came over to kiss me. “You know what, forget the food. Seeing you two messy like this is more satisfying than anything we could’ve cooked.”

“Exactly,” Camille smirked, dipping her fingers between her legs before sucking them clean. “I’m already dripping in everything I want to taste anyway.”


Chapter Ten


Ryan and I felt guilty enough about ruining the food that we stayed in the kitchen to help Camille and Dylan clean up the mess and prepare something new for dinner. Kate and Marcus joined us later, and before long, all six of us were crowded around the counters again, cooking, laughing, and getting distracted far more often than we should have.

It was our final night, and none of us seemed willing to waste what little time we had left together before saying goodbye the next morning.

That still felt strange to me. At the beginning of the trip, I’d been apprehensive about sharing the place with two other couples. Now I couldn’t get enough of them. Our time together had awakened something in me that I never could have expected, and instead of wishing the weekend would end, I wanted to stretch it out for as long as possible. I knew Ryan felt exactly the same.

As the late-afternoon light began to fade, Ryan went outside to get the fire started. I followed him and settled onto one of the logs nearby, watching as he arranged the wood and coaxed the first few sparks into flame.

He was quiet for a moment before looking over at me. “You know what I realized today, Mel?”

“Let me guess. You’re going to miss everyone just as much as I am when we get back to Portland.”

“Well, yes, that too.” He brushed the soot from his hands and came closer. “But I was thinking about how much sex we’ve had this weekend. It has to be more than we’ve had in the last two months combined.”

I laughed. “You might be right.”

“And somehow, we ended up doing half of it with four other people.” He shook his head, smiling. “Tell me that isn’t incredible.”

I shook my head with a smile, resting my hands on my knees as I watched him feed another log into the growing fire. “I know, right? This was such an amazing trip. I never thought I’d be this comfortable with anyone else here, let alone all of them.”

I bent down, picking up a small twig before adding it to the fire. “But it wasn’t just the sex, Ryan. Being here with you so openly and hearing you tell me the truth about what turns you on has been an experience in itself. I’ve never felt closer to you than I do right now, Ryan. I love you so much.”

He came over to me, kissing me softly on the lips before pressing a gentle kiss to my forehead. “I love you too, Mel. More than ever. I’m so grateful for everything we’ve shared together this weekend.”

“Shared is a good way to put it, for sure,” I replied with a dirty smile. “I don’t think I’ll ever forget the feeling of having two dicks in me while kissing another woman, or how insanely hot you looked when you groaned as Kate’s and Camille’s lips wrapped around your cock.”

Ryan groaned. “Fuck, Mel, don’t make me think about it. If I get any more worked up, I’ll end up coming right here. You don’t want me wasting my precious cum before the orgy tonight, do you?”

All I could do was laugh.

A few moments later, the smell of grilled meat drifted over to us, followed by footsteps on the grass. Dylan suddenly appeared carrying a tray of skewers, ribs, and other grilled meats, while Camille trailed behind him holding more than a few bottles of drinks.

“Hope you’re hungry,” Dylan called out with a grin. “This should be enough to keep us fucking all night.”

Marcus and Kate joined them a moment later, Marcus balancing a platter of roasted vegetables and tortillas, while Kate carried another piled with fresh salad, corn, and dips. “Figured we should bring something green,” she teased, “especially after all the indulgence this weekend.”

The sight of it all made my mouth water: both the food and the way they all moved together so comfortably. They were gorgeous, every one of them, and completely naked. The sight reminded me that tonight’s main event wasn’t the meal but the bodies themselves.

Soon we all sat down and passed a few plates around, while our hands reached for the food and drinks on the table by the fire. We ate and talked, but no one really cared for the food, nor for the conversation.

By the time we were wiping our mouths and putting our plates away, I knew everyone was eager to touch each other. We were all waiting for a cue, something to let our uninhibited desires run free.

Kate broke the silence first, licking the last bit of steak sauce from her thumb before looking around the circle. “All right,” she said with a grin. “Everyone still in?”

A chorus of eager yeses answered her, mine among them.

“Fuck, finally. Come here, you filthy woman,” Marcus said before closing in on her.

I wasn’t sure what I expected to happen next, but it certainly wasn’t the eruption that followed.

Camille lowered herself facedown on the ground in front of Dylan and spread her legs wide for him. He took his already rock-hard cock and slid inside her in one smooth thrust that made her moan. Her ass rippled clearly as she gripped the ground to steady herself.

“Yes, fuck me!” she moaned as he moved inside her. Meanwhile, Kate’s slender frame bounced effortlessly in Marcus’s lap as she clung to his shoulders. His massive hands spanned her waist, lifting and lowering her on his cock with easy control, her hair flying everywhere with each thrust.

Ryan got to work too as he brushed the hair away from my shoulders and pressed his mouth to my neck in a deep kiss. Warmth spread through me as his lips lingered there. My nipples hardened at his touch, and my pussy leaked more arousal. Ryan worked along the soft skin of my neck with wet kisses before moving up my jaw, then to my mouth. I cradled his face and kissed him intensely while our tongues danced. I loved the way we fed each other the taste of dinner that was still coating our mouths.

Ryan broke the kiss and guided me onto the ground. His cock slid into me, and I moaned in pleasure. I grasped his shoulders as my cunt dripped around him before he began fucking me with a fast rhythm.

“Oh, yes, just like that!” I let out.

Ryan leaned in close to my ear as he moved inside me. “I could fuck you like this all night, but you’ve got two more cocks waiting to please you, and I want to watch. I hope you’re ready.”

“Of course I am! Make me come quickly so I can go,” I moaned.

My first orgasm surged exactly as fast as I requested, and I moaned Ryan’s name while my cunt tightened around him.

As I shook, Kate moved in closer, pulling free of Marcus’s lap and sprawling down beside me. Her skin glistened with sweat and her lips were still swollen from Marcus.

“Do you want to stay and let all three men take turns with you?” she whispered, brushing hair from my face with a grin.

“Yes,” I said. “I want all three. Just let me choose when we switch.”

That was when Ryan pulled out, his cock wet with my release. Marcus quickly replaced him before my pussy even had the chance to cool, and he bottomed out in me with a grunt, while Kate rubbed her clit as she watched. Taking Marcus was a challenge, and the stretch was intense, but I loved it. I moaned as he throbbed inside me.

“Beautiful,” Kate murmured, tasting my lips. “Take him deep. We’ll keep you satisfied.”

Kate definitely meant that because, soon after, she called across the fire to Dylan, who stood and walked over, ready to take Marcus’s place.

“Marcus, take a few more thrusts before Dylan takes over. Save some for later.”

“Fuck yes, I can’t wait to fill you, Melanie,” Dylan said eagerly as Marcus eased out of me. He joined Ryan next to me as they kept their eyes glued to my open pussy, stroking their throbbing cocks while waiting for their turns. Camille was also rubbing her clit quickly and rolling her own nipples as she got off watching me from across the fire.

Dylan bent down to give my clit a quick suck and tease before he straightened himself and spread my legs. He kissed along my calves and thighs as he positioned his wet cock between me, still coated in Camille’s slick. Ryan and Marcus licked their lips as they looked on.

“Hurry up!” Kate called, her freckled tits bouncing as she leaned forward, one hand on her pussy and the other on her tit. “Fill her!”

Dylan needed no more convincing. In one smooth motion, he was in, filling me with firm pressure. I moaned as he swelled inside me. Dylan started thrusting, and I couldn’t help but let my tits bounce with the rhythm of it all. I rocked and moaned as he grunted into the air.

“Yes! Fuck, that’s it, keep going!” Kate encouraged.

The next moments involved rotations between Ryan, Dylan, and Marcus. Each of them sank into me, filling me and taking turns, each patiently waiting for Kate’s command to swap. She kept her hand on me the whole time, stroking my clit while attending to her own.

“Okay, now let her take your cum,” Kate said to Marcus, who was the latest man inside me.

Marcus groaned as his cock pulsed between my walls, letting his thick cum flood my pussy until it leaked out between my folds. Before I had a chance to reach down and taste it, he pulled out, and Dylan slid back in, moving just as deep while my pussy throbbed.

Kate’s eyes burned as she watched. “Fill her again, Dylan. Make her overflow with cum. I want to see her completely satisfied.”

“Yes! Do it!” I said.

Dylan groaned as he pumped me full. His cum spilled in so hot that my vision went blurry, and the mess slowly bubbled out of me before Ryan slid straight in. His cock was slick with all of me and the other two men’s release as he eased into my cum-soaked cunt once more. It took only a few more thrusts before he too emptied his balls between my pussy walls. My head fell back as the sensation surged through me. I was still trembling from how intensely I had come, yet I wanted more. I couldn’t believe I had just taken three loads back-to-back like that. I was shamelessly insatiable.

“Fuck, that’s so hot, Melanie,” Kate said as I lay there, catching my breath. “I wonder what it tastes like, all that cum mixed with your own pussy juice.”

I nodded, excited and incredibly turned on. Within a beat, Kate’s tongue was already cleaning me up as she probed away among my folds. She slurped and sucked on everything down there, moaning as she relished the taste.

“Ooh, don’t stop!” I sobbed.

“You like that, huh?” she whispered between licks.

“Yes! Eat it all! I love how you drink me up,” I whimpered.

The wet sounds of Kate slurping at my messy cunt must have carried, because Camille suddenly stirred across the fire. She’d been rubbing herself the whole time but now she rose to her feet and came toward us with hunger in her eyes.

“Move over,” she said breathlessly, dropping down between my thighs. “I want a taste too.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “I want both of you on me. Please.”

Kate lifted her mouth just long enough to smirk, her chin slick with cum. “Fine, but I’m not done yet.” She gave Camille a quick peck before she shifted up my body, swinging a leg over my face until her pussy hovered above me. “You can have her, Camille. I’ll take what I need right here.”

I nodded eagerly, and Kate lowered herself onto my mouth, grinding her wet cunt over my lips. Her taste smeared across my tongue as she rocked against me, moaning loud and shameless. At the same time, Camille spread me open and buried her tongue inside me, lapping up the last drops of cum that were still spilling out of me. Her moans vibrated against my folds as she devoured every last drop, while Kate’s thighs curled around my head, keeping her clit against my wet tongue.

I was lost between them, overwhelmed by how euphoric and filthy it all felt. Kate’s wet movements mixed with my own breathless moans, and Camille groaned hungrily as she swallowed down another gush of cum.

Kate and Camille kept me occupied while the men rested nearby. By the time I caught sight of them again, their cocks were swelling as they watched us. Their eyes burned with hunger, every stroke of Kate’s hips over my mouth and every lick of Camille’s tongue between my legs making them harder by the second. They looked ready to jump back in.

Perfect timing, as Kate suddenly spotted Ryan’s throbbing dick and unmounted me so she could run over and take it into her mouth.

“Ooh shit,” Ryan let out, surprised by her desperation but very much excited.

“Mm, your cock tastes so good,” she mumbled as his tip brushed the back of her mouth. Ryan held her gently and eagerly as she took him deep and moaned around him.

Camille licked her lips clean as she rose from between my legs. “Fuck, you taste too good, Melanie,” she panted, “but now it’s my turn to ride someone.” She looked across and saw Ryan. “Ryan, how about I ride your face next?”

Ryan nodded happily, and Camille lowered his head back onto the ground. Kate followed him down, never letting his cock slip free of her mouth. Camille put one leg on either side of his chest and lowered her dripping pussy onto his lips.

“Oh god, I love how you taste, Camille,” Ryan managed as she ground herself against his mouth. His tongue slid into her, and Camille gasped, throwing her head back so far that her tits jiggled. “Oh fuck, yes, eat my pussy just like that,” she groaned, circling faster against him.

The sight of Kate taking his cock deep while Camille rode his face was enough to make me shake. But I didn’t stay empty for long. Dylan crawled toward me with his heavy cock already dripping with precum again. He positioned himself at my cunt and sighed. “Melanie, your pussy felt so fucking incredible before. I need to be inside you again. I want you so much.”

I reached for Dylan, inviting him closer. He slid between my pussy lips in a deliciously hard thrust that left me breathless.

Beside us, Marcus stroked himself as his eyes locked on the way Dylan’s cock filled me. “Fuck, I need to be inside you too. I can’t just stand here and watch. You’re too sexy when you moan like that,” he said.

“Then spread my cheeks and put it in my ass!” I called, desperate for more.

Camille retrieved a bottle of lube and quickly coated Marcus’s cock and my ass.

Marcus didn’t hesitate. He spread my cheeks and pressed his long, girthy cock against my tight hole. The lube made it easy for him to slide deep inside.

“Fuck, you’re soaked with all of us,” Marcus groaned as his cock buried to the hilt. “It’s like you were made for this.”

I moaned as Dylan moved inside my pussy and Marcus filled my ass, both of them pleasuring me in harmony. “You love being filled like this, don’t you?” Marcus said while Dylan swore into my mouth.

“Yes, fucking fill me. Don’t stop!” I gasped, my hair standing on end as their cocks filled me.

We kept going and decided to go through another set of rotations, resting and rejoining when we were eager and begging. Each time someone new fucked me, Kate or Camille came over to rub and taste me. Blowjobs traded back and forth between all of us as cum and spit spilled across all of our tongues. Of course, we all swallowed each time one of the men came, except for a few moments when they erupted across one of our tits before it was smeared onto another pair.

It was everything all at once and an absolute mess to say the least. Bodies were tangled while the fire burned away, and our laughter mixed with moans while cum dripped down mouths and thighs. Body against body, mouth on clit, double penetration, triple climaxes. You name it, we were doing it all by the time the early morning came around.

None of us had ever experienced anything exactly like that together before, going for hours and swapping between mouths and holes. It was intoxicating and dizzying, like a fever dream we never wanted to wake from.

Eventually, though, the frenzy burned itself out. We collapsed together in a sprawl around the fire, letting it burn down naturally while our sweaty limbs stayed tangled. I curled into Ryan’s chest with his arm across me, while Camille melted against Dylan and Marcus spooned Kate. The ground around us was a wreck though, littered with crumbs, bottles, and the sticky evidence of everything we had done together.

As my eyes fluttered shut, I looked up at the stars and felt the quiet finally settle for the first time all weekend. Love swelled in me for Ryan, for the others, and for the new version of myself that had been broken open here.

More than anything, I didn’t want the morning to come.


Epilogue


The drive home felt nothing like the drive there. On the way to the retreat, I’d worried that the weekend might not be enough to pull us out of the routine we’d fallen into. Then we discovered the triple booking, and I became convinced the entire trip would be a disaster.

Now I already missed it.

The highway stretched ahead while Ryan and I sat with our fingers loosely tangled over the center console. Neither of us said much at first. We were both too busy replaying the weekend in our heads, occasionally looking at each other as if checking that it had all actually happened.

Ryan finally broke the silence. “Tell me that wasn’t one of the best weekends we’ve ever had.”

I smiled at him. “It still doesn’t feel real. I don’t think I’ve ever felt this close to you.”

“That’s exactly how I feel.” He gave my hand a gentle squeeze. “You know I love you, but I got to see a side of you this weekend that I never knew was there. Watching you let go like that was incredible.”

“I could say the same about you. All I can think about is how sexy you looked coming undone with everyone.” I laughed softly. “I definitely need to see that again.”

“You will. Trust me.”

I moved closer and rested my head against his shoulder. “Promise me we’ll keep this.”

“The sex?”

“That too,” I said. “But I mean the honesty. Being able to tell each other what we want and knowing we can explore it together. I don’t want us to lose that when we get home.”

“We won’t,” he said immediately. “I promise. Honestly, I think I might want this even more than you do.”

“Then the laptops stay out of bed from now on. One night every week belongs to us, no matter how busy work gets.”

“Deal.”

We fell quiet again, letting that promise settle between us as the road passed beneath the car.

A few minutes later, Ryan’s phone buzzed in the cupholder. He ignored it, but the screen lit up again almost immediately.

“Can you check that?” he asked. “Someone seems determined to get my attention.”

I picked up the phone. “You’d better not be hiding anything interesting from me already.”

The screen opened to the group chat Kate had created for all six of us. Messages were arriving faster than I could read them.

“They’ve started without us,” I said.

“Started what?”

“Planning.”

They were already teasing one another about how wet they still were and how hard they’d gotten just from thinking about the weekend. Dylan was pushing for all of us to meet again as soon as the following weekend.

“Ryan, they’re already trying to organize another one.”

He grinned without taking his eyes off the road. “Good. Saves us from having to bring it up first.”

I kept scrolling, and warmth began gathering between my legs. Kate said she hadn’t gotten nearly enough of my mouth. Marcus was talking about how tight my ass had felt and how badly he wanted to fill it again. Dylan was still going on about my cunt, claiming he’d never met a woman who could drain him the way I had. Camille followed with a message reminding everyone how loudly I moaned whenever she buried her face between my thighs.

A soft moan slipped out before I could stop it.

Ryan glanced at me. “You all right over there?”

“Ryan…”

“Yeah?”

“I’m going to need your cock inside me the moment we get home. These messages are making me so fucking horny.”

He laughed. “I was hoping you’d say that. We’re not waiting for them to get their hands on you again. Tonight, I’m making you mine, just like always.”

I sank back against the seat, still sensitive from everything we had done. The weekend was supposed to help Ryan and me find our way back to each other. Somehow, letting other people into our bed had brought us closer than ever.

Now all I could think about was how soon we could do it all again.

* * *
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Also by Cara Lune

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 sucking 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.

Swapped and Shared at the Villa: A Couple Try Something New

The Pleasure Haven sells itself as a place for connection and discovery. That was what the website promised, and Callum and Jade thought a coastal villa retreat might be exactly what they needed to rekindle their spark.

Instead, the very first couple’s experience had Jade gagging on Callum under the instruction of a guide who spread her open and told her to moan louder. Then came the wall, with a girthy shaft slid through the hole for Jade to choke on while Callum sank into another man’s wife right beside her.

By the time they reached the final beach party, Jade’s body was glazed with the seed of more men than they could count, and her tongue burned from all the women she’d licked clean.

Neither of them shied away from it though. Why would they? This was a new side of themselves they never wanted to lose.
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