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



Chapter One


The map app on my phone had been glitching for the last hour, so seeing the wooden fence marking the entrance felt like a miracle. I pulled the car up the driveway and turned off the engine.

Finally, I was here. This was the bucket-list vacation I’d been promising myself ever since the lawyers signed off on my freedom. I was thirty-nine, divorced for three years, and on leave from an admin job where the highlight of my week was the computer not freezing up. I used to be an art teacher with paint under my fingernails, but nowadays, it was mostly just printer dust.

That was the logic behind this trip. Some time away at a countryside artist retreat called “Le Mas” in Saint-Rémy, France, to see if I could remember how to feel alive again.

I found the place on a forum for creatives a few months ago. The description was vague, emphasizing a focus on the “natural body,” which I figured was artsy speak for nude statues in the garden. I didn’t overthink it. It was cheap, it was in Provence, and it was an escape.

I sucked in a deep breath and stepped out into the aggressive afternoon sun before dragging my duffel bag up to the main door.

The latch clicked before I could even knock. The woman standing there had to be Elise. She was in her mid-forties, holding a lit cigarette and wearing a sheer off-white dress. It was thin enough that I could see the dark circles of her areolas underneath. She clearly wasn’t wearing a bra, and her nipples jutted right out.

“Celine?” she asked. There was just the faintest trace of a French accent left, perhaps worn away by the years of exposure to the countless tourists passing through here.

“That’s me,” I replied. “Sorry I’m late. Took a few wrong turns back at Avignon.”

“Don’t be,” she said, taking a drag of the cigarette and exhaling a cloud of smoke. “We don’t really do schedules here.” She stepped back, leaving the door wide open. “Leave the bag. Julian can get it later if his back isn’t acting up. Let’s get you out of the sun before you melt.”

I followed her inside, and the temperature dropped instantly. The hallway was wide and cluttered with all sorts of oddities and art supplies, but it hardly felt messy, more so lived in.

“Welcome, this is our sanctuary,” Elise said, walking deeper into the house with a barefoot stride I hurried to match. “Usually Julian would be here to do the charming host routine, but he’s busy in the studio right now. You’ll meet him soon enough.”

We passed through a living area, and I slowed down immediately. My eyes caught on the peculiar artwork covering the walls. The oil paintings that hung there were aggressive and undeniably… fleshy.

Above the main dining table hung a massive canvas depicting three bodies tangled together in a sex pile. Next to it was a close-up study of a man getting a blowjob. The artist took great care to render the veins on a truly massive cock that had just been sucked dry, with strings of saliva and little blobs of cum hanging off the head.

I continued, stopping at a pedestal near the window. It held a bronze sculpture of a naked woman sitting down on a stool with her legs spread as wide as they would go, while another woman stuffed her face in her pussy, sucking on her clit and getting plenty of her fingers involved too. I was drawn in instantly, pausing in front of it for a few seconds as a rush of heat spread between my legs.

Elise noticed me staring. “Ah, that’s some of Julian’s early work. He went through a very physical phase,” she said dryly.

“It’s, um, graphic,” I replied, trying to find a neutral word.

“Well, we believe art is primarily about the body. We certainly have a lot of beautiful scenery around here, and you’ll get plenty of that of course, but let’s be honest, bodies are just as interesting. And, we don’t believe in hiding things here, Celine.”

She walked over to the sculpture, running a finger along the slit of the woman on the stool.

“Look, I’ll be blunt because I hate surprises,” she started. “We run this place for people who want to strip back the shame. Artists, writers, people who are just stuck, whatever the case. Julian and I, we’ve been together twenty years, and yes, we’re very sex-positive, especially when it comes to sharing around and open nudity. We have guests who like to have sex in the garden, and guests who like to draw them doing it. Personally, we’re fond of both. So don’t be shocked if you see people screwing out in the open or enjoying their art in unconventional ways. It’s all part of the experience, and you are always welcome to watch. Including me!”

I felt my face heat up. Especially with that last comment. Was this a swingers’ getaway? Was I even supposed to be here if I wasn’t part of the lifestyle? I wasn’t sure, but I played it cool anyway. “Uh, right… I guess I didn’t pick up on all of that from the website.”

“It’s in the fine print,” she said with a small smirk. “Don’t worry, there’s no pressure on you to take part in anything. You can just appreciate the art for what it is from a distance. The point is, there’s no need for any shame, and everyone shares the same spirit. You’ve been to art class, right?”

“Of course, I was an art teacher for ten years,” I replied. “I’ve seen plenty of naked people.”

Elise let out a laugh. “Well, there you go. A bit of a change. In fact, we even have an American couple, Dan and Stella, staying here right now who are particularly enthusiastic about the open-air policy. You’ll definitely see them around. Anyway, does any of this bother you? Let me know, we can make arrangements.”

I paused. Standing in front of a woman so casual about her own nakedness didn’t make me want to run. Strangely, it made me feel safe.

“No,” I said, surprised at my own honesty. “It doesn’t bother me at all. I mean, I sort of need to get back into figure drawing anyway. If people are willing to model and get naked, I’m not going to complain.”

Elise gave me a wide smile. “Very good, Celine! Then you’ll have plenty of material. But just so we’re clear, sex out in the open is normal here. If you see something you like, draw it. It’s rude to ignore a performance, anyway.” She looked me up and down one last time. “That applies to you, too, if the mood strikes.”

I simply nodded back, fighting a blush.

She gestured toward the back door. “Your cottage is down the path, across from the orchard. Oh, and dinner is usually served around eight. We drink a lot of wine, so pace yourself.”

She turned toward the kitchen, and I headed down the path. The cottage was simple, but I didn’t bother taking the tour. The drive, the heat, and Elise’s little speech had woken something up in me, and my hands were shaking slightly. I wasn’t going to hide in here and unpack socks. I needed to do something with that energy.

I threw my bag on the bed, grabbed a sketchbook and a pack of charcoal sticks, and stepped right back out into the heat.

I followed the scent of rosemary toward the orchard. I found a spot near a crumbling stone wall, hidden in the shade of a big old tree, and sat down in the dirt. I opened my pad to a fresh white page, took a deep breath, and looked up.

It was at that moment, framed perfectly between two trees about forty yards away, that I saw them.

It had to be Dan and Stella.

He was sitting shirtless on a folding camping stool, with a sketchbook balanced on his knee. He had a thick back and tanned skin, with wavy black hair. Not the kind of guy I’d imagine being into painting, but not like it mattered anyway. He was hot, and very much easy on the eyes.

Stella stood near a low branch, and exactly as Elise had implied, she wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing.

My charcoal hovered over the paper as I took her in. She had creamy white skin with a soft stomach, contrasted by a stark tan line across her ass where a bikini bottom usually sat. Her tits were nice and perky, topped with small pink nipples. She moved her torso as I watched, kicking one leg out.

“Chin up,” Dan commanded without looking up from his sketchpad.

Stella obeyed, curving her back to stick her ass out further. I started sketching quickly, trying to capture the shape of her hips. It felt wrong sitting in the dirt stealing her image, but it was obvious they’d chosen the most visible spot in the orchard on purpose. She looked too sexy to ignore, especially with an ass like that.

“Okay, great, think I’m done here,” Dan finally said, adding a few finishing touches before tossing his pad onto the grass.

That was the moment I expected them both to cover up, but nothing of the sort happened. Dan simply walked over, wrapped a hand around her throat, and spun her around. Then they kissed hard, wet tongues diving into each other’s mouths, while one of his hands slid down to clamp onto her ass cheeks, squeezing the flesh tight.

I stopped drawing and held my breath. A sudden throb kicked up between my legs, catching me completely off guard. Seeing him handle her like that made my mouth go dry and my panties soak through in a heartbeat.

Dan dropped to his knees next. He shoved her thighs apart and pressed his face straight onto her cunt, dragging his tongue all the way up the wet slit before sucking hard on her clit.

He was eating her out right there in the middle of the orchard, and neither of them seemed to care who might have been watching.

I watched the back of his head work between her legs, a sight that made my pussy ache even more. Stella’s knees gave way briefly, and she cried out, the sharp sound startling a bird from the tree above.

I paused for a split second, feeling like a creep, but then Elise’s advice echoed in my head. I knew I didn’t have to look away.

So I let myself stare, and my hand started moving again. I drew the tension in Stella’s quads, shaded the dark, wet space where his mouth met her pussy, and captured the way she gripped his hair as she rode his tongue.

After a while, Dan pulled back. He stood up and shoved his shorts down to his ankles. Out popped his cock, fully erect and throbbing, and he took hold of it in his hand, giving it a few quick strokes to keep the blood flowing.

He turned Stella around. She bent over, grabbing one of the branches for support before wiggling her ass for him.

“Mm, you’re so sexy, Stella,” he grunted.

He stepped in and shoved himself inside her.

Stella started wailing again. “Oh fuck, yes!”

The sound of his hips slapping against her ass cracked through the orchard. Dan pounded hard, making her tits swing back and forth, while her hair flew everywhere. It was brutal and hungry, and an extremely hot sight to see.

I was sketching furiously now. The black dust from the charcoal started coating my fingers, and I was smudging the lines of their bodies together. But the intensity of the drawing wasn’t enough.

The pressure building between my legs was bordering on painful, and my nipples were starting to get quite sensitive against my top. I reached up and rubbed them. Fuck, I was so horny.

I looked around. The rest of the grounds were empty. If I didn’t do something right now, I was going to lose my mind. So I quickly loosened up my shorts and shoved my hand down my panties.

The moment my fingers reached my pussy, I realized I was slick with arousal. I was so swollen and wet down there.

I kept my eyes on them. Dan was still sliding his cock in and out of her with zero hesitation, and she took every inch proudly. A perfect sight to pleasure myself to. I eventually found my clit with my charcoal-stained fingers, and started circling. The grit of the dust mixed with my own juices created a sensation that made me tremble.

I closed my eyes and started to rub my clit, matching their pace. Every time he thrust into her, I pressed harder. I imagined it was me with my ass out over that branch, and that thick cock sliding into me, stretching me open, filling up the hollow and lonely space I’d been carrying around for all these years.

“Fuck, Stella,” Dan groaned. “I’m about to come!”

My breathing became shallower. I rubbed faster, my circles becoming desperate and sloppy. The pleasure wound up inside me intensely, and I no longer cared that I was out in the open, masturbating without a shred of shame.

A moment later, Dan started tensing up. He grabbed Stella’s waist, drove deep, and began flooding her pussy. As he did, he groaned loudly, and I could see how strong the orgasm was from the way his ass clenched up and spasmed. Stella kept wailing in ecstasy as he did, moving back into him so he could spray his cum as deep as possible.

I came immediately after, a rush of heat and pleasure that wrecked me entirely. The orgasm rippled outward from my core, and I moaned into my hand, desperate not to make a sound they could hear. The flood of juices that came out from my pussy was warm and sticky, soaking right through my panties and leaving a dark patch on my shorts.

I slumped back against the stone wall with my hand still down my pants and gasped for air. I almost started to feel guilty about what I had just done, even though it had felt so good.

In the distance, Dan pulled out. He took a few seconds to catch his breath, then leaned in and kissed Stella’s shoulder. They murmured something to each other and shared a quick chuckle, and then he gave her a final slap on the ass.

I looked down at my sketchbook. The drawing was chaotic and messy, but there was a strange beauty to it that became clearer the longer I stared.

I pulled my hand out of my pants immediately, wiping the mix of sweat and fluids onto the dry grass, and then I picked up the charcoal stick again. I had to finish the shading on the tree before the light changed.


Chapter Two


After finishing my sketch of Dan and Stella fucking under a tree, I walked back into the main house and found Elise in the kitchen. She stood at the counter and uncorked a bottle of red wine, but she wasn’t alone. A man sat at the big wooden table next to her, flipping through a stack of mail.

I figured out immediately that this was Julian. His hair, a thick shock of dark and light, was swept back from his forehead, and he wore a loose navy shirt with the sleeves rolled up to reveal forearms splattered with dried clay.

“Ah, this must be our new arrival,” he began, standing to shake my hand. His accent was only a fraction heavier than Elise’s. “Celine, is it? I’m Julian, welcome to Le Mas, it’s a pleasure to have you here. I hope Elise hasn’t scared you off yet.”

“Nice to meet you, Julian. And no, she hasn’t yet, though the day is certainly still young,” I replied with a smile, trying to be cool with my words.

Elise handed me a glass of wine without asking if I wanted it. “She’s already been exploring the orchard, Julian. Went straight to work, it seems.”

Julian’s eyes landed on the sketchbook tucked under my arm. “Oh, is that so?” He held out a hand. “May I?”

I felt a sudden spike of anxiety. The old art-school fear of critique bubbled up, but I pushed it down and nodded. He opened the book to the page I had worked on, and I watched his face closely. He studied the drawing of Dan and Stella, taking in the aggressive lines and the smudged shadows that made it up.

“Hmm, very bold,” he murmured. He tapped his finger on the section where I had drawn Dan’s boner. “You have a good eye for weight, I must say. Most people draw genitalia like they’re completely detached from the body, but here, you can see the weight of it. The fullness of the balls, and the way the veins bulge out. It’s wonderfully filthy. Well done!”

“Thank you,” I said, a genuine flush of pride warming my face. “I had very explicit models.”

“Oh, we know,” Elise added. She leaned over Julian’s shoulder to look at the drawing. “Dan and Stella love the orchard in the afternoon. It’s nice to see someone capturing it properly for once.”

Julian closed the book and looked at me with a spark of interest. “Celine, I must say, the light we have right now is too good to waste inside. Elise and I planned to take the van out to the gorge for the last few hours of sun. It’s a limestone canyon about twenty minutes from here, and it’s quite beautiful this time of day. What do you say about joining us?”

“I’d love to,” I replied.

“Excellent,” Julian said, and he drained his glass. “Grab your things. I’ll bring the van around. Oh, and do you mind if I take a photo of this? Some of the other guests would love it.”

“Not at all,” I replied. “Go for it.”

* * *


A while later, I climbed into the back of a battered van where the other guests were already waiting. Two people occupied the middle row, and Julian gave a quick introduction from the driver’s seat. “Celine, this is Liam and Noelle.”

They were a stunning couple. Liam was a tall Black man with thick biceps and a warming smile. Noelle, petite and graceful, was his perfect opposite. She had freckled cheeks and wavy black hair. She wore a simple, light-blue sundress that showed plenty of skin, top and bottom.

As Noelle shifted to let me pass, her small breasts swayed freely under the thin fabric. I immediately noticed that she, just like Elise, wasn’t wearing a bra. The realization made me conscious of the restrictive underwire digging into my own ribs. In this heat, with this crowd, I suddenly questioned why I’d even bothered.

I finished saying hello to them and shuffled toward the rear of the van, when a voice called out. “Room for one more back here.”

I squeezed past Liam’s knees and dropped onto the bench, sitting next to the final passenger. Before I had even fully settled, he held out a hand.

“Luca,” he said. His voice was deep, with the warm cadence of an Italian accent.

“Celine,” I replied, shaking his hand. I took a second to really look at him. Luca seemed to be just a few years older than me, and very handsome. His wavy blond hair was pushed back by a pair of sunglasses, and a white linen shirt was unbuttoned halfway down his chest, revealing a smooth tan and a dusting of golden hair.

“I guess I can’t hide it,” I admitted. “My parents liked the name. I think they hoped I’d grow into it and become extra sophisticated, but hey, here we are.”

Luca let out a deep laugh, and the sound went straight to my pussy. “Celine, don’t sell yourself short. You have a very cute and sophisticated vibe. A little mysterious, even.”

The ache between my legs stirred again. It had been years since a man this attractive flirted with me, or at least years since I had been awake enough to notice. I spent so long feeling invisible that his attention felt like a direct blast of sunlight.

My pussy tingled with a mix of raw need and sudden panic, and my panties were already starting to feel damp. I crossed my legs and pressed my thighs together in an attempt to dull the throb.

“I’ve been here a month,” Luca continued. “I keep trying to leave, but Julian has a way of keeping people here. Plus, the scenery helps.”

“Yeah, I think I figured that part out already.”

“Ah,” he chuckled. “Guessing you saw Dan and Stella out in the orchard?”

“Mhm, clear as day. They just seemed so, um, open.”

Luca gave me a friendly smile. “Well Celine, that’s the beauty of this place. Inspiration is everywhere. You just have to be willing to look.”

His words hung in the air for a second. I felt my skin prickle, and quickly turned to look out the window, taking a moment to process it all.

Julian soon pulled the van onto the main road and we picked up speed. The landscape that rolled by was a blur of cypress trees and vineyards, but I struggled to focus, because the view inside was too distracting. Every time the van took a sharp curve, Luca’s shoulder pressed into mine, and he made zero effort to pull away.

We arrived at the gorge twenty minutes later. It was spectacular, with steep limestone walls rising on either side of a turquoise river.

Julian brought the car to a halt. “Alright everyone, feel free to wander wherever the inspiration takes you, just make sure we meet back here at dusk.”

We piled out. Liam and Noelle grabbed a cooler and headed down the path with their fingers laced through each other, while Julian and Elise went the other way and carried a large canvas tote bag between them.

Luca pointed toward a high trail. “I plan to head up to the ridge at the top there. The panoramic view is spectacular. You’re welcome to join if you want, Celine.”

I looked at the steep climb and then back down toward the river. Part of me wanted to go with him and see where the flirting led, but I was also starting to crave some solitude to process the day. Plus, I really wanted to paint the water.

“I think I’ll stick to the riverbed,” I replied. “I want to try to capture the reflections.”

“Suit yourself.” He gave me a wink. “If you change your mind, you know where to find me.”

I watched him walk away and took a moment to appreciate the fit of his pants and how they hugged his tight ass with each step. Then, I turned and headed down the narrow goat path toward the water.

I walked for about fifteen minutes, navigating through dirt paths and big boulders, until the sound of the others faded away completely.

Eventually, I came around a bend in the canyon, and the sight in front of me made me completely freeze up.

Below me, in a secluded clearing where the river widened into a calm pool, I found the others.

Elise and Julian were already in the water, waist-deep. Liam and Noelle were on the bank, and they stripped off the last of their clothes. I stepped back behind a large shrub. My pulse kicked up. I knew I should have probably announced myself or turned around, but the pull was too strong.

I sat down on the dusty earth. The foliage hid me, but I had a perfect view of the scene below. I pulled my sketchbook and paints out of my bag, and my hands trembled slightly.

Noelle stepped into the water. Her skin glowed against the dark rocks. She moved toward Julian, who stood still and watched her approach. Elise laughed at something Liam said as he waded in to join them. It started innocently enough, but the energy shifted rapidly.

My eyes widened as I observed them move into formation. Julian with Noelle, and Elise with Liam. I couldn’t believe they were swapping like this. It hadn’t even been a full day since I saw Dan and Stella fucking out in the open, and now this?

These guys were truly, utterly shameless.

I kept watching as Julian reached out and cupped Noelle’s breast. He weighed it in his hand. She leaned into his touch and her eyes closed.

Meanwhile, Liam moved behind Elise. I watched as he pressed his cock against her lower back. Even from this distance, I saw the thickness of him. His dick was quite large, and stood up fully erect from a patch of dark pubic hair. She kicked her legs out for him, and he planted a kiss on her shoulder, before sliding inside.

I opened my paint box and wetted my brush with the water from my bottle. I needed to capture this.

As I drew, the foreplay dissolved into something dirtier. Julian moved to take Noelle over a large rock. Her ass broke the surface of the water, sparkling and shiny. He wasted no time, positioning himself behind her and driving into her cunt with his cock. I heard the slap of flesh meeting flesh echo off the rocks around me.

Liam then turned Elise around and lifted her up. She wrapped her legs around his waist, and then he impaled her. She groaned loud enough for the sound to carry up to my hiding spot. I could’t help staring at Liam’s ass. It was smooth and muscular, flexing tight as he fucked her.

I painted quickly, my brush strokes became loose and messy. But the painting failed to satisfy me. The sight of them and the sheer animalism of it, made me crazy. My breathing started to go shallow.

Julian pulled out of Noelle next and swapped with Liam. Now I watched Julian take Elise from behind, while Liam and Noelle knelt in the water. Noelle fed him her breast while she jerked him off, and he seemed to have a finger thrusting in and out of her cunt too.

I looked down at my palette, yearning for more. My eyes locked onto the large hog-hair brush sitting in the dirt. It had a long lacquered handle made of thick, smooth wood. I reached out and wrapped my fingers around it, and my pulse went wild because I knew exactly what I wanted to do with it.

This was insane. I was sitting on a dirty ridge in the middle of nowhere, about to violate myself with art supplies. But the throb between my legs made it impossible to think straight.

I shoved my shorts down to my knees and the air hit my damp skin. My panties were already ruined, soaked through with sweat and my own cum. I yanked the front aside and spread my legs wide, then dug my heels into the roots of the shrub next to me for leverage.

I touched the rounded tip of the handle to my slit. I paused for a moment as my brain tried to hit the brakes, but my body overrode it. I pushed the wood inside.

A filthy noise clawed out of my throat. It wasn’t a cock, but it was hard and filling, and the stretch felt amazing.

I started to piston the handle in and out. I twisted it as I went, letting the wood grind against the sensitive walls of my pussy. My other hand went straight to my clit, finding it deliciously slippery and swollen.

I kept my eyes focused on the scene below. Liam and Noelle had changed positions again, and now she was sucking him off. She was deepthroating him easily, sliding back and forth on his cock with saliva dripping down to her tits. She kept sucking until Liam’s body tensed up.

Liam withdrew his cock at the perfect moment, and I watched his body spasm as he unloaded his pearly white seed onto Noelle’s tits in a series of ropes.

“Fuck,” I whispered as I drove the brush handle deeper. It was basically bottoming out inside me now. “Ooh, this feels so good.”

The visual broke something in me. I moved my hand faster on my clit, pressing harder onto the swollen nub.

I squeezed my eyes shut and abandoned the visual to focus entirely on the sensation of the wood inside me as my orgasm slowly built. I was slobbering on my own hand to stifle the moans just so no one would hear.

I ground my crotch against it some more, not giving a damn that I was getting paint on my inner thighs, or that I was creating a filthy and sticky mess on myself. I was so damn close.

But suddenly, a voice rattled in my ear.

“Wow, your composition is really excellent, Celine.”

Fuck. Had I just been caught?

I went completely rigid for a second, and my eyes snapped open. Of course, the orgasm died instantly, and all that was left between my legs was a cold wash of shock.

I rushed to cover myself. I yanked the brush out and pulled my shorts up in panic. I spun around, and my heart pounded so hard I thought I might vomit.

It was Luca who was standing there. I knew he was tall, but now, with me on the ground, he almost looked like a giant. Especially with those beefy muscles peeking out under his shirt.

I thought he might have been looking at my flushed face, or the wet patch that had soaked through my shorts, but all Luca seemed to be interested in was the sketchbook lying in the dirt.

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. I waited for the disgust, for the mockery.

Luca ignored all that and took a step closer. He crouched down and picked up the sketchbook. The page was nothing but a smear of colors, but the shapes of the four bodies in the water were clear as day.

“You have a very aggressive style,” he said with a calm tone. “It’s wonderful… you’ve managed to capture the motion of the bodies in the water perfectly. And the way the light hits Liam’s back looks very nice too. You should be proud of yourself, Celine.”

He looked up at me then. A small smile played on his lips. He reached out and brushed the hair away from my face, which was plastered to my cheek with sweat. I shivered at the contact.

“You don’t have to panic, Celine,” he said. “You already know this, but I’ll say it again. We don’t hide things here. It’s okay to peek, especially when you get to enjoy yourself after.”

He glanced down at the paint-smeared brush lying in the dirt next to my thigh, then back up to my eyes. The implication was clear.

“Though, I think your technique could use some refinement,” he added. He leaned in until his face was inches from mine. I could smell the salt on his skin. “Let’s work on this tomorrow, shall we? I’ve got some ideas, and I have a feeling you’re going to learn quickly.”


Chapter Three


The ride back was pretty much silent. For me, anyway. At dinner, Elise chatted about capturing the scenery from today, but I struggled to meet her eyes, convinced she knew what I’d done fifty feet above them.

Luca had told me to let go, but the shame lingered. I watched them have sex, which was part of the deal, but sticking a paintbrush inside my pussy while I watched felt like a violation of their performance.

I excused myself right after the cheese course. I went back to my cottage and scrubbed the paint and dried up cum off my legs in the shower. When I flopped into bed, I found myself staring at the ceiling, and sleep refused to come. The image of them fucking in the water replayed on a loop behind my eyelids.

I just couldn’t help it. Despite the soreness, I slid my hand back between my legs. I finished what I started on the ridge, and I fell asleep with my fingers still sticky and my pussy still throbbing for more.

Morning arrived with a blinding white sun. I found Elise and Julian on the terrace, picking at croissants and fruit. Elise hardly wasted time on the small talk, simply pointing with a slice of orange toward the hills.

“Dan and Stella went to the ruins for photography, and Liam and Noelle took the bikes into town. I suspect they found a secluded field instead.”

It seemed everyone was fucking constantly around here, while I was just standing around watching. I downed my coffee to hide my expression, left them to their eating, and headed toward the old stone barns to walk off the restless energy.

But then, just as I turned on a path around the base of a big tree, I walked straight into a solid chest.

“Whoa there.” Luca steadied me with a hand on my shoulder. He was in a slim T-shirt and paint-smeared shorts. “Sleep well?”

“Oh, sorry Luca,” I said. “Uh, yeah, somewhat.”

He smiled, the knowledge clear in his eyes. “I doubt that. But come with me. Remember what I said about refining your technique? The studio is better than sweating it out in the sun.”

We walked to the barn, the door groaning as he shoved it open. The space was cavernous. Light filtered down onto a raised platform holding a worn set of padded chairs.

“Welcome to the workshop,” Luca said.

I moved to the nearest wall. It was a gallery of filth: sketches of spread legs, entangled limbs, and close-ups of genitals. I stopped at a large canvas depicting a man on the very same platform in front of me. He was nude, rendered in striking detail down to the thick, clean-cut cock hanging between his thighs.

“Is this you?” I asked.

Luca walked over and stood next to me. “Oh, yes. Julian painted that last summer, actually. He has a way of making me look more heroic than I actually am.”

“I don’t know. It looks pretty striking from where I’m standing.”

“I model quite a lot,” Luca said. He shrugged. “It pays the bills when I’m traveling, and it keeps me in shape. You have to be comfortable with people staring at your junk for hours on end, but I got over that a long time ago.”

He moved to a workbench and started organizing some scattered tubes of oil paint. “What about you, Celine? Who was the last person you drew naked?”

“Well, some volunteers from the art studio,” I said. “But that doesn’t really count. Before that… my husband. Ex-husband, I mean.”

Luca paused. “Oh… what was he like?”

“If I had to pick one word, I’d probably say ‘safe,’” I said. “He worked in an office. Very structured. We were together for fifteen years and married for ten. He was the only man I’d ever been with.”

Luca stopped what he was doing and looked at me. “The only one?”

“We met just after college. I thought that was how it worked. You find someone, you settle down, you make a life. We tried for kids for a while, but it never happened. When we finally called it quits and the divorce went through, I had my tubes tied. I figured I wanted a clean slate. No accidental tethers to anyone ever again.”

“Smart,” Luca said. “Freedom is the priority.”

“Exactly. But freedom is lonely… and um, it’s been a very dry three years.”

Luca leaned his hip against the workbench. He crossed his arms, and his biceps flexed hard under his top. “So, let me get this straight. You haven’t had dick in three years?”

The bluntness of the question startled me, but I answered with a straight face.

“No, I haven’t,” I said.

“And you miss it, right?”

“Uh… I think my behavior yesterday answered that question,” I teased back.

Luca grinned. “Fair point. Well, we can’t have you forgetting what dick looks like. You’re an artist, and you need reference material.”

He pushed off the table and walked toward the platform. Then he kicked off his sandals.

“You can draw mine,” he said.

I went stiff all over again, and I could feel my pulse in my throat. “Wait, right now?”

“Why not? We’re in a studio,” he shrugged. “It’s what the room is for. You need to see a man up close, Celine, especially without the pressure of a date or a relationship.”

He was already working at the edge of his top. He held my gaze, daring me. I could have turned around, walked out the door, and found Elise in the garden, but the thrill in my clit flared up again, and I wasn’t about to let it go to waste.

“You know what? Sure,” I agreed, feeling a sudden rush of excitement. “Get on the platform. I’ll do my best.”

Luca stripped off his top, then went for his shorts, yanking them down to his ankles, taking his boxers with them. He stepped out of them and stood there, completely nude in the dusty shafts of morning sunlight.

I walked closer

Luca was beautiful. Now that I could see his chest, I saw that his torso was hard muscle with blond hair going down to his flat stomach. But my eyes went straight to his cock. It was huge. Long and girthy, and bigger than any cock I’d seen before. It had a pink head and veins on the shaft, and a patch of blond pubic hair above his balls.

“Do you like it?” Luca asked proudly, letting me stare.

“It’s… nice,” I stammered.

“Well, pick up your chalk then,” he said. “Start with the outline. Don’t overthink it.”

I backed up to one of the stools and sat down, crossing my ankles to squeeze my thighs together. The throb in my pussy returned again, and it made it hard to sit still. I was sitting lower than him now, which put my face perfectly level with his crotch. My hands shook holding the red chalk stick.

Luca moved in his position. He rested one hand on his hip and let the other hang loose. It was a classic pose, but the nudity made it aggressive.

I tried to draw. I made a few lines on the paper, but my eyes kept drifting back to his girthy dick.

It didn’t help that Luca was somehow starting to get hard. I watched as the blood pumped into him. His cock got longer and thicker until it was fully erect. It stuck straight out from his body, hard and red, and twitching a bit.

I stopped drawing. I couldn’t focus anymore.

Luca watched me. He reached down and wrapped his hand around the base of his shaft. He gave it a slow stroke from top to bottom.

“What’s wrong, Celine?” he asked.

“It’s just…” I admitted. “It’s a lot to take in. I haven’t seen a cock like this in… well, ever.”

He stepped off the platform and walked right up to me. His bare thighs touched my knees. His cock was at eye level now, bouncing slightly with his steps. The smell of him filled my nose.

“Put the chalk down,” he ordered.

I set the stick on the ledge of the easel, leaving a smear of red dust on my thumb. I looked up at him and my mouth felt dry.

“Look, it’s just been a long time,” I whispered.

“It’s okay. It’s just flesh and blood,” Luca said. “Here, why don’t you hold it. It makes it less daunting if you feel the weight of it.”

“Sure…” I said.

I reached out and wrapped my fingers around the shaft. It was hot. The skin was nice and soft, but the muscle underneath was hard and throbbing. I gave it a small squeeze, and Luca let out a deep breath.

Of course, it wasn’t my first time holding a cock, but the density of him was shocking. He felt heavy, like a lead pipe, and the heat radiating from it made my palm sweat instantly.

“See?” he said. “Completely fine. I know I’m a stranger, but we’re all friends here. It’s okay, you can stroke it.”

“Are… are you sure?” I asked.

“Yes. It’s yours to handle.”

I moved my hand up and down. The motion unlocked a memory in my muscles, and I eased into a rhythm. I traced the ridge of the head with my thumb, spreading the clear bead of precum that had gathered there. It was slick and sticky.

“That feels good,” Luca groaned. “You have a good grip. You can go tighter if you want.”

I squeezed harder and picked up the pace. I watched the head swell with each stroke, and that was when it hit me.

I really wanted his cock. More than just holding it.

It wasn’t enough stroking it up and down like this. I needed to bridge the gap completely, and my pussy was pretty much gushing now, desperate to be filled.

Luca must have sensed this, asking me an important question. “Celine, do you want to taste it?”

My heart raced with excitement, not knowing what to say to that.

Luca continued. “I know you’re curious. It’s okay, I’d really like it.”

I still couldn’t form words, but I leaned forward and gave a small nod. A silent “yes.” Luca understood; he stayed perfectly still as I closed the distance, pressing my lips against the head of his cock.

“Mm, that’s nice,” I whimpered, the smell of his musk filling my nose as the smooth head brushed my mouth.

“Are you ready to open up?” he asked me.

There was no doubt left in me. I really wanted this. The words came out easily. “Yes, please.”

I immediately leaned forward and opened my mouth, taking the head inside. The taste was salty, but deliciously so. The memory of sucking dick came flooding back, and I began by swirling my tongue around the ridge, lapping up the precum before sliding down the shaft. I took him deep, letting him hit the back of my throat. He was so big that he filled my mouth completely, stretching my jaw.

“Fuck, yes,” Luca groaned. “Mm, that feels good.”

I bobbed my head, sucking hard on the upstroke. It had been so long since I’d had something this solid inside me, and the fullness was addictive. I loved the wet, sloppy sounds of my mouth working on him and the way his muscles flexed under my fingertips where I gripped his ass, pulling him deeper.

I was gagging now, but I didn’t care. Choking on him like this was hot. I used one of my hands to fondle his balls, teasing him as I sucked.

“Damn, you’re a natural,” Luca gasped. He gripped my hair tighter and let me take control. I made my throat relax as much as possible, taking him in deeper and deeper.

When he went in as far as he could, I gagged a bit, then pulled off him for a gasp of air. As I did, a thick glob of spit ran down my chin and dripped onto my chest.

“Oh my, look at the mess,” I giggled, looking up at him with wet lips.

“Are you okay, Celine?” Luca asked.

“Yes, I’m fine. I can’t believe how much I love this.”

Luca smiled at me. “Me too, you’re doing a great job.”

I paused, looking at his glistening head. I wanted to slide him back into my mouth, but the throb in my pussy was too intense. I really needed to feel that thick cock stretching me out properly.

I kissed the tip. “Luca, can you please fuck me? It’s been such a long time. I’m so wet, and I really want it.”

Luca looked down at me. He was hardly surprised at my request. “That would be my pleasure, Celine.”

Luca hauled me up from the stool with his strong arms and planted his lips on mine, kissing me passionately. His tongue swept into my mouth, tasting his own juices. I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed my body against his, feeling the rigid length of his cock pulsing against my stomach.

Then he spun me around and shoved me against one of the benches nearby. His hands were everywhere. He grabbed handfuls of my ass, squeezing the flesh, before moving up to grope my boobs through my shirt. Then he grabbed the edge of my top and yanked it over my head. I reached back and unclasped my bra, letting it fall to the floor and freeing up my tits for him.

“Wow,” Luca muttered. He grabbed my breasts and held them up in his palms. “You have such beautiful breasts, Celine. Why are you hiding these? They’re gorgeous.”

He went for my nipples next, rolling them between his fingers. I cried out, and pleasure shot straight to my clit.

“Okay, stick your ass out for me, Celine,” he commanded.

I obeyed, leaning over the workbench and shoving the chalk and rags aside. I arched my back and stuck my ass out. Luca grabbed my shorts and peeled them down my legs, taking my panties with them.

I felt the head of his cock press against my entrance next. He was still a bit wet from my mouth, but he spat on his hand anyway and rubbed it over himself for extra lubrication.

He drove into me in one powerful thrust. I screamed. I couldn’t help it. The feeling of being filled, of being stretched wide by his hard meat, was overwhelming. My pussy had sorely missed getting stuffed full of cock.

“Oh my God yes!” I moaned. “Fuck yes! Harder!”

Luca gripped my hips. He pulled me back onto him as he slammed forward. My tits swung with the force of his thrusts, and my pussy clenched around him, quivering in shock. The sound of our bodies slapping together echoed in the large studio. It was filthy and loud and perfect.

I reached back and grabbed his ass, digging my nails in. I felt every inch of him sliding in and out, rubbing against spots inside me that I had forgotten were there. I was gushing profusely now, and my juices started leaking down my thighs, mixing with both of our sweat.

“Mm, you’re so nice and tight,” Luca grunted. He leaned forward and bit the curve of my shoulder, leaving a mark.

Then he sped up. The pleasure built in a towering wave. I mashed my face against the surface of the workbench, screaming his name. I felt him tense up, his strokes becoming erratic and shallow.

“Argh, Celine, I’m going to cum!”

“Just do it, fill me up!” I begged.

He buried himself all the way to his pubes and held it there. I felt the pulses of his orgasm start deep inside me, and hot jets of seed flooded my pussy. He groaned deep and shuddered violently against my back. I clamped down on him, squeezing out every drop, and my own orgasm crashed over me, leaving me shaking and boneless.

He stayed inside me for a long moment, twitching as he came down. Then he pulled out slowly. The hole he left behind was gaping and dripping with cum.

I fell forward onto the workbench with my cheek pressing down flat. My legs trembled so hard I didn’t think I could stand, and I was covered in sweat, cum, and red chalk dust.

As I waited for my heart rate to slow down, I closed my eyes and smiled. I had come here to find my artistic spirit, but getting railed on a workbench seemed to be a much better start.


Chapter Four


Eventually I broke the silence with a burst of laughter. I tried to push it down but failed completely.

I was still spread out on the workbench with my legs hanging off the edge and my top halfway up my chest.

I felt totally floaty, like I was just drifting through a pool of endorphins and dopamine. It felt great.

Luca leaned over me, bracing his hands on either side of my head. He looked down with a grin that matched my own, then dipped his head to plant a firm kiss on my mouth

“How are you feeling? Are you good?” he asked against my lips.

“Better than good,” I managed to say between giggles. “I think my brain has melted.”

“I’m glad to hear that.”

He kissed me again, taking his time, and the butterflies in my stomach erupted all over again. I reached up and tangled my fingers in the hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer. We made out like teenagers for a minute, sloppy and with plenty of tongue.

Eventually Luca pulled back to catch his breath. I let my head drop back against the table. My hand drifted down between my legs without me even thinking about it. When I touched my pussy, my fingers came away wet and coated in white. It was everywhere.

“Oh wow, you really filled me up, Luca,” I whispered, staring at my hand. “I can feel it sliding out of me. I really missed that feeling.”

“See?” Luca smiled. “You just needed to let go a little bit.”

“Yeah, you were right,” I admitted.

I sat up slowly and winced. My thighs were trembling.

“That’s pretty much the vibe here, by the way,” Luca said. He grabbed a rag and gently tossed it to me. “To enjoy yourself and keep feeling good for as long as you want.”

I caught the rag and started to clean up my inner thighs. “Well, it’s definitely working. I can’t believe I just did that. I barely know you and we’re already fucking on a table.”

“It felt pretty natural to me,” he said. He pulled his boxers up but left his shirt off. “We should definitely do it again before I leave. You have an amazing body, Celine.”

“I’d like that,” I said. Luca came over with another rag and helped me wipe down.

“Sounds good. Gosh, I can’t wait to tell Bianca about this.”

I paused. “Bianca?”

“My wife,” he said simply. “She’s back in Milan.”

“Uh, right. I guess I assumed you were single. Or at least... not married.”

“It’s okay, don’t look so panicked. We’ve been married for eight years,” he said casually. He didn’t look guilty in the slightest. “She knows I’m here, actually. She knows exactly what kind of place this is. Hell, she even told me to take pictures for her. Sorry if that upsets you?”

“No, not at all,” I replied. “So it’s an open thing?”

“Yeah, pretty much. We don’t believe in ownership. If I have a beautiful experience with someone like you, it doesn’t take anything away from her. It adds to my life, which makes me a better partner. She does the same thing; she has a few guys back home she sees every now and then. I want that for her just as much as she wants it for me.”

I looked at him, genuinely amazed. “That’s, uh, wild. I mean, good for you guys, but I can’t imagine my ex-husband ever agreeing to that. He would have had a heart attack if I so much as flirted with another man, let alone get naked in front of him.”

“That’s because he’s never seen or tried it. Most people are like that until they meet someone in an open relationship and see how happy they are. Tell me, Celine. When you were at the gorge yesterday and you watched Liam and the others, did you feel disgust?”

“No,” I admitted. The memory of their naked bodies came rushing back. “Obviously not. I mean, I fingered myself to it.”

“Exactly. You got pleasure from seeing their pleasure, and it’s a very powerful drug. We’re all pretty much swinger types here. Julian, Elise, the others. And if I can be honest, I think you’re in the perfect position to join in. You have no husband to worry about. You can play with whoever you want and take part in everything without guilt. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

“I guess so,” I said. “It’s a lot to take in.”

“It is, but you have time,” he said simply. “Just look at you, Celine. You’re so beautiful, and you’re certainly a pleasure to fuck too. Why deny yourself? If you want to join in, then join in, and if you’d rather watch instead, then no one’s going to stop you.”

“Well… when you put it that way, it does sound pretty tempting,” I said. “I can’t deny that watching everyone makes me feel something I haven’t felt in years.”

“Then you’re one of us already!” he beamed. “Just take the leap next time, I know you’ll love it.”

He finished wiping me down and then stepped back to look at the drawing I had abandoned. He studied it for a moment.

“This is excellent, by the way,” he said. “A bit rushed, but certainly not inaccurate. Bianca is going to love this one.”

“Guessing you show her your drawings too?”

“Of course. She loves genitalia and seeing who I have been with. It turns her on.” He looked back at me. “Hey, come here. You need to sign it.”

I walked over. “Okay. Let me find a pen.” I scanned the tray of supplies for a marker.

“Ah, no.” He caught my hand before I could pick up a pen. “Not a pen.”

“What do you want me to use then?”

“I want you to kiss it,” he said.

I looked at him to see if he was joking. He wasn’t.

“You want a lip print?”

“Right on the tip,” he said, pointing to the head of the penis I had drawn on the paper. “So she has a visual reminder of exactly where your mouth was.”

I let out a nervous laugh. “Luca, that’s... fuck, that’s filthy.”

“So be it. I think it is artistic.”

“I don’t have any lipstick on me, though. I didn’t exactly dress up for a studio session.”

He scanned the messy table of art supplies. He reached over and grabbed a tube of acrylic paint. The label showed dark red. He twisted the cap off and squeezed a tiny blob onto his thumb.

“It’s okay, use this, it stains better than lipstick anyway.”

“You want me to put paint on my mouth?”

“It’s non-toxic, don’t worry.” He held his thumb up.

A surge of confidence hit me. “Sure.”

I leaned forward and he rubbed his thumb across my bottom lip, smearing the thick pigment over my skin. Then he did the top lip.

“Perfect, now kiss it.”

I turned to the easel and leaned in, careful not to smudge the rest of the drawing, and pressed my mouth firmly against the paper, right over the head of his cock.

I held it there for a second, letting the paint transfer, then pulled back. A plump, dark red lip print sat right on the tip of the drawing.

“Perfect! Ah, what a beautiful masterpiece,” Luca said, staring at the paper.

“I hope your wife likes it,” I replied, wiping my mouth. “Though she might be jealous she didn’t think of it first.”


Chapter Five


The sunlight outside the barn hit me hard. I squinted, standing still as my eyes slowly adjusted, while a buzz of delight coursed through my body.

I walked with a slight waddle, thanks to the soreness between my legs and the sensation of Luca’s fluids shifting inside me, and I eventually realized that I needed water. The afternoon heat was oppressive, and I didn’t want to risk fainting. Making my way toward the main courtyard, I searched for the stone trough. A steady flow of water ran cool and clear from a copper pipe. I splashed my face, gasping as the icy shock tightened my skin.

While I washed my face, I looked down at my legs. Luca and I had done a decent job of wiping down, but there were still a few smears of dried fluids and sweat along the inside of my thighs. I couldn’t walk around like this, even here, so I dug a small face towel out of my bag and soaked it under the running tap.

I pulled my shorts down and spread my stance. Without looking around to see if anyone was watching, I scrubbed the wet cloth between my legs. I cleaned the sticky mess from my inner thighs and wiped the excess from my lips. It felt brazen. A week ago, I would have died before cleaning my pussy in an open courtyard like this, but the atmosphere of this place had seeped into my blood. If Elise walked around with her nipples poking through her dress, and Dan fucked Stella shamelessly in the orchard, then surely, I could wash up without shame.

I was scrubbing when a voice suddenly emerged from behind me.

“Rough session?”

The voice startled me. I immediately reached for my shorts and pulled them up, then straightened up and turned around, holding the damp rag in my hand.

A woman stood there. She was young and sharp, with an energy that almost reminded me of how I felt in my twenties: happy, carefree, and still tight in all the right places. She had dark brunette hair pulled up into a bun, and wore a simple yellow sundress that showed off her creamy shoulders and gorgeous legs. She was cute, and so were her tits. A plump set that stood out even in something so casual.

“Oh… um, yeah, I guess you could say that,” I replied, wiping my hands on the dry side of the towel. “Looks like word travels fast around here.”

“Well, sound travels faster,” she shot back. That was when I noticed something distinctive about her accent. Dutch, maybe? I wasn’t sure. She walked over and extended her hand.

“I’m Isabelle, by the way. I’m staying in the loft above the pottery shed.”

“Celine,” I replied, shaking her hand. “Nice to meet you. Wait, did you say sound?”

Isabelle laughed. “Yes, you heard me right. I was sitting on the bench over there, trying to read, but then you started making lots of noises. Or maybe it was that hotshot Luca. Hard to tell who was louder. Those thin barn walls echo right into the courtyard. Anyway, I heard every scream, and, of course, those filthy slapping sounds. It was so hot!”

My face went red, equal parts mortification and arousal. “Oh my God. I didn’t realize we were being that loud…”

“Don’t apologize! Listening to you guys was such a turn-on. I could hardly focus on my reading. I had to sit there and rub my clit while you were finishing. So, in a way, thank you for the orgasm.”

I stared at her as she admitted that so casually.

“Uh, you’re welcome, I suppose,” I said shyly, though I was almost flattered to hear that. “Glad we could... be of service. It’s been a while since I let go like that.”

“Well, that’s exactly what we want around here.” She walked closer and tilted her head. “Anyway, what’s the plan now, Celine? You look like you have energy to burn.”

“I was thinking about grabbing some food and then maybe trying my hand at some sculpting,” I said.

Isabelle shook her head immediately. “Oh no, absolutely not! You can’t go back to art after a fuck like that, you need to decompress. The adrenaline will crash eventually, and you don’t want to be holding a chisel when it does.”

“What do you suggest then?”

“I think we should start with a bike ride,” she announced. “There’s a lavender field a few miles down the dirt track. It hits peak color this week and it would be a nice place to relax. I packed a bag with some baguettes and cheese for myself, but I have plenty to share. Why don’t you come with me?”

I hesitated, glancing off into the distance, but the playful lilt in her voice made it impossible to resist. I found myself wanting to see where an afternoon with such a woman would lead.

“Okay,” I finally said. “Let’s go.”

We found two battered bicycles in the shed. They rattled and squeaked as we pedaled away from the farm, bouncing down a dusty white track that cut through the property. The heat wrapped around us, but the wind here was respite enough.

I followed Isabelle’s lead, my eyes drawn to her yellow dress fluttering around her thighs as she pedaled. Each gust lifted the bottom higher, flashing smooth skin and the curve of her ass on the saddle.

Then another gust of wind came, and that’s when I saw it. She wasn’t wearing any panties, and I caught a brief glimpse of her bare pussy.

A flutter went through me. There was something so bold, so unapologetic about Isabelle that made it impossible to tear my eyes away. The sight stirred feelings in me I wasn’t sure I was ready to confront.

Twenty minutes later, the scent hit us before the view did. We crested a small hill and there it was, row after row of vibrant purple stretching out toward the mountains in the distance. The sound of bees created a pleasant vibration in the air.

“Oh wow, this is amazing!” I said, bringing my bike to a halt.

“Told you so,” Isabelle called out. She rolled down toward a large tree that stood alone near the edge of the rows. “Come along, this is our spot.”

We ditched the bikes in the grass, and Isabelle spread out a large blanket in the shade. From her basket, she pulled out a baguette, some hard cheese, a simple salad, and a bottle of water. We settled onto the blanket and quickly dug into the food. The ride, combined with the earlier sex, had left me ravenous.

After a few quiet moments of eating, Isabelle leaned back on her elbows and sighed, glancing at me before reaching for the straps of her sundress.

“I can’t stand how sticky clothes get after a ride,” she said casually. “It’s so much better to air out and let your skin breathe.” She slipped the straps down and shimmied the dress down to her waist, revealing that she wasn’t wearing a bra either. Her breasts were small and perfectly round, tipped with pale pink nipples. She gave me a breezy smile. “Ah, that’s better. You should try it, Celine! The air feels amazing against your skin.”

“Well, we are pretty out in the open,” I replied, though my fingers were already tugging at the edge of my top without me thinking. Something about being around Isabelle made it so easy to let my guard down, to stop overthinking. I thought about it for a few more moments, then decided just to give in.

“Well alright, I guess I’ll just go for it.”

There wasn’t a flicker of hesitation left in my voice. I pulled my top over my head and pushed my shorts down my legs, then took off my panties and bra. The warm breeze caressed my skin immediately, and a strange sense of freedom rushed through me.

I sat there completely naked next to Isabelle, the sensation so new it almost felt surreal. The grass tickled my ankles, the sunlight kissed my bare breasts, and with every passing second, the awkwardness melted away completely.

“You see?” Isabelle said, admiring my breasts and bare pussy. “Feels incredible, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, it does, actually.”

As I leaned back onto my hands, I noticed a rumble start to pick up in the distance. I looked over and saw a tractor crawling along a field about half a mile away.

“Shit, someone’s coming,” I said, instinctively reaching for my top to cover my tits.

“Leave it,” Isabelle said. She spread her arms wide, opening her chest to the horizon. “That’s just Pierre, a local farmer. He knows we come here. This is private land, but the owners are part of the community. He expects it, so just let him look. It’s a better view than he gets most days staring at dirt.”

I lowered my hand. She was right. Why hide? The thrill of it spiked in my belly. I sat up straighter and puffed my chest out.

“You have an amazing body, Celine,” Isabelle noted, staring at me. “Your tits are incredible.”

I looked down at myself, then at her. “They’ve seen a few more years than yours. Gravity is starting to win the war.”

She laughed at that. “Oh please, your tits are what people call MILF tits. Nice and juicy and ready to fondle. You know, I hope I get to have a rack like that when I’m your age. Mine are cute, but they don’t have that weight, you know? That sexy womanly power.”

She reached out and brushed her fingertips against my arm. Her touch was light. She traced a faint red mark on my bicep where Luca had held me down.

“Seemed like he was quite passionate with you,” she murmured.

“I liked it,” I admitted.

“I bet you did. You have that look about you. Like you’ve been waiting to be broken open.” She scooted closer on the blanket. “Tell me, Celine. Have you ever been with a woman? Or have you strictly been on a diet of cock your whole life?”

“Strictly cock,” I chuckled back. “I was married for many years. I never really explored.”

“Aw, that’s such a tragedy,” Isabelle whispered. She leaned in closer. “Well, Celine, women are a completely different meal. We take our time.”

I found myself staring. First at her lips, then her breasts, and then everything else. There was a pull I couldn’t define, something I’d felt before with certain women but never let myself explore. But now, with her so close to me, I couldn’t ignore it any longer.

“I guess I… well, I’ve been curious, in the past,” I confessed. My heartbeat picked up. “Watching the women here, and watching you strip just now, has definitely woken something up.”

“Well,” Isabelle continued as she looked at my lips. “We’re naked in a field in France. If there was ever a time to try something new, this is it. Do you want to?”

“I... I do,” I admitted. I was nervous, but I was also wetter than I had been in the barn, completely drawn in by her.

“Then come here,” she said.

I leaned forward and closed the gap.

Her lips were unbelievably soft. Kissing Luca had been different. A bit stubbly, and a bit hurried. But kissing Isabelle felt like sinking into a pillow. Her mouth yielded to mine, so nice and warm.

She opened her mouth next and invited my tongue in. We swirled together, exploring each other with a sensual pace. Her hand came up to cup my face, and with the other, she ran her fingers through my hair.

“Mm, you are a good kisser,” she mumbled against my mouth.

“You’re softer than I expected,” I said.

“That’s the best part.”

She pushed me back onto the blanket. I lay flat, looking up at the leaves of the tree above us.

My heart pounded as Isabelle hovered over me. Her lips brushed mine again. “You taste so sweet,” she murmured against my mouth. “I could kiss you forever.”

Her hands roamed my body, making me shiver.

She then licked and nibbled at my bottom lip, before moving lower and kissing me down to my breasts, circling the areola with her tongue first, then sucking the nipple into her mouth, flicking it with her tongue. My nipples hardened right up.

Isabelle then decided to straddle me, spreading my legs apart effortlessly as she slotted herself in. With her hips flush against mine, she began to grind down, dragging her pussy smoothly over mine. The sensation was overwhelming. Our slick flesh gliding together, each grind stretching out our swollen labia.

She then leaned down and found my neck. She kissed and sucked on the sensitive skin, making me gasp, while I moved my hands to cup her breasts, marveling at how different they were from my own.

They were more firm, more round. I kneaded them hard.

“Fuck, I need to taste you,” she said hoarsely. “I want to see if your pussy tastes as good as it looks.”

She slid down my body. I watched her go, feeling a mix of anticipation and anxiety. I had never had a woman’s face between my legs.

Isabelle knelt between my thighs. She spread my legs wide, draping them over her shoulders, then looked at my pussy with wide eyes.

“So pretty,” she commented. “And so wet.”

She lowered her head.

The first touch of her tongue sent a current through me that almost made my eyes roll back. She flicked my clit with a speed and accuracy that no man had ever managed, especially not my ex-husband.

“Oh! Fuck,” I gasped.

Isabelle settled in. She used her hands to spread my lips further apart and bury her face completely in me, swirling her tongue around the opening, lapping up the juices I was producing, all while sucking and teasing my labia with passion.

I reached down and held onto her hair, guiding her. I was glad she knew exactly what to do because she had the same equipment. There was no guessing game.

After a few minutes, I couldn’t take being passive anymore. I needed to touch her back.

“Come here,” I begged. “I want to taste you too.”

Isabelle crawled up and flipped around without breaking contact. We settled into a sixty-nine position. Her pussy hovered right above my face. Pink, swollen, and dripping with cum.

I went right in. I licked slowly at first, but Isabelle sat herself down harder, silently demanding more pressure, and I quickened my pace. I found her clit with my tongue and treated it the way I liked to be treated. I sucked it as deep into my mouth as it would go, slurping up her juice.

“Yes! Fuck, yes, Celine!” Isabelle cried out. Her thighs clamped around my head, squeezing my ears.

I kept working her, when Isabelle suddenly tightened up against my mouth. Her breathing turned into jagged gasps. I sped up, swirling my tongue faster.

She cried out, her body spasming as she came right on my face, shuddering violently as she ground her wetness against my nose and mouth.

The sight and taste of her orgasm triggered mine instantly. My climax hit me hard. I cried out, muffled by her thighs, as waves of pleasure surged through my body. I clamped my legs around her head, shaking as I poured myself out onto her tongue.

Eventually, we both came down, and fell together in each other’s arms. Slowly, the buzzing of the bees returned to my awareness.

Isabelle rolled off me and flopped onto her back next to me. She licked the remaining cum clean from her lips, and grinned at the sky.

“Okay,” she said with a giggle. “That was definitely amazing.”

I laughed with her, feeling light and completely drained. Reaching out, I took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. My skin was still prickling, and my lips still tingled with her taste, but I didn’t try to define what this was or what it all meant. What Isabelle and I had just shared felt right.

Instead, I closed my eyes and sank into the moment with her, wondering where this all might lead next.


Chapter Six


By the time I finished with Isabelle and pedaled back to the main compound, evening had settled in.

I rode back alone; Isabelle had decided to stay in the field and paint the sunset as it dipped below the trees. Before I left, she kissed me and promised we’d meet up later for another night together.

I parked the bike and headed straight for the courtyard. The space had transformed since the afternoon. Someone had lit dozens of candles and placed them on the tables and along the stone walls. The flickering light made the whole place feel intimate.

Elise and Julian were already seated at a large wooden table, along with two others I recognized immediately, but didn’t acknowledge just yet.

“There she is,” Elise called out, waving a wine glass. “The wandering artist returns. Come sit, Celine. We saved you a spot near the roast chicken.”

I dropped into the empty chair and scanned the table. It felt emptier than usual.

“Where’s the rest?” I asked, unfolding my napkin. “I figured everyone would be starving by now.”

“Luca won’t be joining us,” Julian said. “He’s currently occupied in the guest house. The housekeeper we sometimes bring in mentioned something about needing help moving a heavy armoire, and knowing Luca, they’re probably breaking the furniture rather than moving it. He sent his regrets.”

“And the lovebirds?” I asked. “Liam and Noelle?”

“Still out,” Elise said. “They took the tandem bike into town hours ago and haven’t returned. I suspect they found a haystack or a very comfortable patch of grass and lost track of time. We decided not to wait for them.”

I smirked and poured myself a glass of red wine. Across from me sat Dan and Stella. Seeing them up close was such a shock, and I decided to finally address them.

Stella was even prettier than I realized. She had these massive, dark eyes and a mouth painted with bright red lipstick that looked juicy in the candlelight. She wore a cute dress that flowed nicely, and naturally, she had opted not to wear a bra.

Dan sat next to her. He was a wall of muscle and tan skin, wearing a shirt unbuttoned almost to his cock.

“Hi,” I said, feeling a sudden spike of nerves. “I’m Celine. I don’t think we’ve officially met.”

“We know who you are,” Stella said, her accent the same as mine. “We saw you yesterday.”

“Oh. You did?”

“I know you were hiding behind a tree, but you weren’t invisible,” Dan added with a grin. He served himself some salad. “We saw you sketching us at one point, so we made sure to give you a good show.”

“I... oh God,” I stammered. “I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to be a creep. I thought I was being discreet.”

“Don’t apologize,” Stella said. She leaned forward, resting her chin on her hand. Her cleavage pushed together. “It turned us on, knowing we had an audience.”

“Yeah, I barely went soft after,” Dan added. “Oh, and your work was incredible, by the way. Julian showed us a photo of it. You have serious talent. In fact, we were hoping we could commission you to do another one. Maybe something a little more intimate than the orchard.”

“I would love that,” I said. The shame evaporated, replaced by that familiar flutter in my pussy that I was starting to get used to. “I’m glad you weren’t offended.”

“Offended?” Elise chimed in. “Nobody gets offended here, darling. We live for the attention. So, tell us, how was your day? You disappeared for hours.”

I took a long sip of wine. “I went for a bike ride with Isabelle.”

“And?” Julian asked.

“We went to the lavender field. Then we ate some cheese and bread. Then she just… ate me.”

The table burst out with laughter and appreciative noises.

“I knew it!” Elise said. “I told Julian that Isabelle would get her claws into you. She has a radar for fresh meat.”

“She certainly knows how to fuck,” I admitted. I loaded my plate with chicken and potatoes, realizing I was starving. “I’ve never been with a woman before. It was a lot softer than what I’m used to.”

“It opens a whole new world, doesn’t it?” Stella asked. “There’s nothing like the touch of another woman.”

The dinner conversation quickly turned into a crude exchange of stories. I listened as Dan described the first time he watched Stella with another woman, while Elise recounted her experience being spit-roasted by strangers. By the time the plates were cleared, the atmosphere had completely shifted.

Hands wandered boldly. I watched as Dan’s fingers trailed up Stella’s thigh, slowly pushing her dress higher until her bare pussy was exposed for anyone nearby to see. He caressed her folds for a moment, before slipping a few fingers inside.

At the same time, Julian gripped handfuls of Elise’s breasts, teasing her nipples with his thumbs until they pebbled up.

“Hmm, Celine,” Dan said, locking eyes with me. “About that commission we talked about earlier… are you ready to get started?”

“I… guess so. Is that an invitation?” I asked.

“It absolutely is,” Stella said. She stood up and walked around the table to my side. She trailed a hand across my shoulders. “Come with us. The backdrop in our room will be perfect.”

I hardly needed convincing. I downed the rest of my wine and stood up. “Lead the way.”

* * *


I went back to my room to change but skipped my usual careful routine. Instead, I threw on a loose T-shirt and pants, but left my panties and bra behind. Maybe it was the wine, or maybe it was the heat of Stella’s touch, but there was no point in covering up anymore. Slowly, I was giving in to the free nature of this place.

I stepped out and followed Dan and Stella to their room. It was just past the main farmhouse, a suite that was both luxurious and inviting, with old stone walls and tall windows draped in sheer curtains that swayed gently in the evening breeze.

It was beautiful, but messy too. Clothes were strewn everywhere, while a collection of sex toys, including vibrators and dildos, were scattered across the rug haphazardly.

“Sorry about the mess,” Stella said with a chuckle, nudging a pink dildo under the bed with her heel. “We got a bit distracted before dinner.”

“Don’t be, it suits you,” I teased with a sly smile, not taking my eyes off her.

Dan wasted no time peeling off his shirt, baring his broad chest peppered with dark hair, before taking off his shorts. He sat on the edge of the bed, and Stella walked to him, stripping her dress off as she went.

Once there, Dan pulled Stella into him with an easy confidence. She laughed softly as she straddled him. Their mouths found each other and they kissed deep, as if the rest of the world had melted away.

I wandered the room, letting the heat of them linger as I organized myself. On a nearby bench, I spotted a wooden box filled with half-finished art supplies, something one of them must have been working on earlier. When I gently lifted the lid, I discovered an array of oil pastels nestled inside.

I picked them up along with a pad of paper and strode back to the armchair in the corner of the room. The cushion was soft beneath me as I sank into it, adjusting my posture to face them.

Settling in, I selected a burnt orange pastel and began sketching their forms. The pastels were creamy and rich, allowing me to smudge the colors with my thumb to create the shadows of their bodies.

They started fucking soon after that. Dan gripped Stella’s ass and guided her onto his cock, slowly sliding into her wet cunt as she let out a deep moan. I focused on capturing the redness of the mark he left behind, and the motion of her bouncing up and down on his lap. His cock, thick and glistening, stretched her open, and I tried to reflect that too. I switched colors, trying to capture the slickness between them and the blood rushing to their skin. I focused on Dan as he kissed along her neck and shoulders, making her jolt.

Stella’s hair was all over the place, getting messier with every bounce of her tits, and her nipples were clearly hard and flushed now. Seeing them fuck so passionately like this was making me really horny, and when her mouth opened to another moan, something stirred deep in my cunt.

That was when Stella turned fully to face me. She noticed the way I was panting as I stared at them.

“Okay, time to put the pastels down, Celine. Get over here,” Stella breathed as she broke away from Dan’s kiss.

“Me?”

“Yes, who else? Dan and I both want you. I’d love to sketch how his cock disappears inside you, if you’re up for it.”

“I am,” I said immediately.

I set the crayons aside and stood up, a thrill rushing through me as I stripped off my clothes and walked over to the bed. My heart was racing. I couldn’t believe I was about to have sex again.

Dan’s eyes dragged over me. “Come here, Celine.”

Stella slid off his lap, taking my place on the chair.

Meanwhile, I moved to Dan, who was lying back against the pillows with his cock out, fully erect and shining in the soft lamplight. It was thick and flushed deep red with veins bulging along the shaft.

My pulse quickened as I straddled him, gripping his length and lining it up with my dripping cunt.

He pressed the swollen tip against my opening, teasing me, sliding it up and down through my slickness. I gasped at the heat of him. He didn’t rush, though, taking a few seconds to grab my tits and knead them. His thumbs rolled over my sensitive nipples, and I let out a soft moan.

Then he thrust his cock inside, hard and deep, forcing all the air from my lungs. I wailed loudly.

“Yes! Take it all, Celine,” Stella commanded.

I did, my body sinking down onto him until he was buried completely. He stretched me wide, filling me up and throbbing against the deepest parts of my pussy.

He was so different from Luca. Girthier, heavier, and much more relentless. I found myself loving every second of it, my skin prickling even as I ached from the stretch.

I started to ride him, planting my hands on his broad chest for balance. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room.

“Shit, you feel so good, Celine, your pussy’s so wet,” Dan groaned.

I threw my head back, moaning as I lost myself in the rhythm. For a moment, I glanced toward Stella. She was sketching fast, capturing every detail.

We kept going for a while, Dan slamming his cock into me, building both my orgasm and his with every thrust. I could feel the pleasure start to prickle through my body, but then, without warning, he stopped. I gasped at the sudden break, and before I could protest, he gently slapped my ass, making me twitch.

“As much as I love fucking you, Celine, I think it’s time for me to watch for a bit,” he said. “I need to see you and Stella together. Don’t worry, though. I’ll be back inside you soon enough.”

Disappointed but excited, I rolled onto my back, shifting as Dan moved to grab the paper and plant himself in the chair. Stella and I exchanged a glance. She climbed onto the bed and reached for one of my ankles, spreading my legs wide. She started kissing along my foot, up my calf, and then along my inner thigh.

“You have beautiful skin,” she breathed against me. She sucked there, creating small bruises that pulsed with pleasure, while her hands slid up to cup my tits, kneading them roughly. She continued kissing her way to my pussy lips, sending tiny shudders across my body, before finally settling there.

Finally, her tongue was on me, gliding through my folds with firm strokes that made my body start to quiver.

“Fuck, Stella,” I moaned as my hands sunk into the sheets.

She grinned against my skin but didn’t slow down. Her tongue circled my clit before dipping lower, darting into my soaked pussy. She fucked me like that for ages, sucking on all the juices leaking out and drinking me down.

I couldn’t stop the filthy sounds spilling from me. My body was completely out of my control, the heat building until it hit me like a wave. I came up off the sheets, crying out as I came, grinding against her tongue.

Once I came down, Stella climbed up, kissing over my mound, my stomach, and then latching onto my nipples. She sucked on each, and then worked her way up to my lips, giving me a deep kiss so I could taste just how wet I was for her.

From the chair, Dan cleared his throat. “Alright, enough,” he said gruffly, setting the sketchpad aside. “I can’t just sit here anymore.”

Before I could respond, he was on the bed again, moving between my legs. Stella gave him space, sliding to my side.

“You’ve been so good, Celine,” he said. He lifted my legs onto his shoulders, spreading me wide. His cock, still hard and glistening, pressed against my entrance and slid in smoothly.

I cried out, still sensitive, as he filled me. He didn’t hold back, driving into me hard and deep. The bed started creaking from the force as my body vibrated with every thrust.

Stella was still working me, kissing back down my stomach now and to the point just above where Dan’s cock was driving into me, licking around my swollen clit.

“Oh fuck,” I gasped as Stella slurped noisily.

Then she moved lower. Her tongue dragged over his cock as he pulled back on a thrust, licking down the length, before taking his balls into her mouth and sucking.

“Fuck, Stella,” Dan growled. His pace faltered for a moment as her mouth worked on him. She grinned but stayed focused, working back up to my clit and spreading my lips wide with her fingers so she could get in deeper.

“Ooh fuck!” I gasped. My body was overwhelmed, and the pressure built rapidly, spiraling out of control. I was overstimulated, and I came again easily, sobbing loudly and letting my whole body go limp as the two of them took care of me.

Dan kept fucking me. “I’m so fucking close,” he announced.

“Dan, you should do it in her mouth,” Stella said wickedly, pulling her mouth off my clit and leaning back to look at me. “What do you think, Celine, want to sample his cum?”

Still breathless and trembling from my previous orgasm, I nodded. “I’d love that, Dan.”

Dan pulled out quickly, and I got onto my knees on the floor. He positioned himself over my face.

I opened my mouth and guided him in. Then I bobbed my head, sucking him deep, and Dan grunted above me as he nudged against the back of my throat.

While I focused on him, Stella didn’t wait. She slid back down, spreading my thighs once more and burying her face between them. She sucked hard, before plunging her fingers into my soaked pussy too.

I moaned around Dan’s cock, still doing my best to milk him with my mouth.

A few pulls later, Dan started erupting. “Argh, here it comes!” he roared. My eyes stayed locked on his, my lips stretched around him as the first pulse of cum hit my tongue.

Hot ropes of it started spraying against the back of my throat. I swallowed with big gulps, but it spilled everywhere, filling my mouth and coating every surface before overflowing past my lips.

I swallowed again, managing another massive mouthful, but it kept coming. I’d never seen this much in my life, and the sheer volume left me a dripping mess. To my surprise, it wasn’t bitter though. It was sweet, almost fruity.

As Dan emptied his balls, he slid out of my mouth and collapsed back on the bed, spent. I sat there catching my breath, licking my lips and wiping the sticky mess from my chin with my fingers.

“Oh my God,” I rasped, wiping a stray streak from my neck and sliding it into my mouth. “What have you been eating? That actually tasted pretty good.”

Dan chuckled. “Pineapple juice, about a quart a day. Plus, the fruit around here is fresh. I told you you’d like it.”

I glanced down at the streaks coating my chest and collarbone. “I think I’m wearing half of it.”

“Let me get that,” Stella murmured with a mischievous smile.

She leaned over and licked a drop from my nipple. I laughed, loving the filth of it.

Eventually, we all made our way back onto the bed, tangled in each other’s arms, completely unbothered by the sweat and cum smeared between us.

As the adrenaline ebbed away, my eyelids grew heavy, and I gave in to it, sinking into the warmth of Dan and Stella, utterly satisfied.


Chapter Seven


When I woke the next morning, the first thing I noticed was the warmth of Stella tangling her limbs with mine.

She was already awake, giving me a sleepy, beautiful smile from across the pillow. Flashes of last night came rushing back, along with a deep and pulsing ache between my legs. I moved against the sheets, suddenly aware of how much I wanted her again. I didn’t want to wait.

I boldly explained my request to her, and Stella responded with instant enthusiasm. She slid down the mattress, parting my legs, and promptly gave me the exact morning greeting I was aching for.

Stella was completely focused. She wasn’t rushing at all, taking her time to savor the morning taste of my cunt and weave through my pussy with her tongue. One moment, she’d kiss me softly; the next, she’d suck at just the right spot. Everything she did sent shivers through me, pulling moans out of me with barely any effort.

“Mm, that feels so good,” I mumbled.

Stella kept sucking on my clit, too busy to even reply.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” Dan then called out from somewhere to my left.

I turned my head. He stood in the kitchen just past us, completely naked. The smell of bread and brewing coffee wafted over. He flipped an egg in the pan, completely unbothered by the fact that his wife was enjoying her own breakfast between my legs.

It felt incredibly domestic. There was no awkward shuffling or pulling up sheets to cover our nudity. This was simply how things worked here. Stella used her fingers to spread me wider, giving herself better access, and purred in satisfaction as she continued licking away.

“Celine, are you hungry?” Dan asked, plating the eggs on some toast.

“Yeah, quite a bit, actually,” I managed to say.

“Good thing you are, because we just missed the courtyard service,” she said. “Slept right through it.” Her lips lingered on the inside of my thigh, leaving a wet kiss there before she finally pulled away. “We’re lucky Dan’s cooking for us. You better go pay the chef his compliments, though. I already have.”

“Oh, of course,” I replied, feeling naughty. I sat up and stretched, relishing the delightful ache in my muscles from the marathon session the night before. I slid off the mattress and walked across the rug to the kitchen.

Dan stayed focused on the eggs as I approached. I came around to him, then dropped to my knees on the hard floor.

“Compliments to the chef,” I murmured.

I leaned in and took hold of his cock. It was already thickening up at the sight of me kneeling there. I opened my mouth and swallowed him, feeling the length of it grow harder and harder in my mouth. I worked my tongue around the head, teasing him while he tried to focus on not burning the eggs.

“Celine,” he breathed, bracing a hand on the counter. “Careful, or I’m going to drop this pan.”

I ignored the warning and started sucking him, taking him deep enough to make his abs tense up. I loved the power of it, the way I could reduce this big, capable man to a trembling mess while he tried to perform a mundane task.

I fondled his balls as I sucked, feeling them tighten, and swirled my tongue tight around the sensitive ridge of his glans.

He groaned, abandoning the cooking entirely for a moment to tangle his fingers in my hair. His grip tightened as he took hold of both sides of my head, and I let him fuck my mouth. In and out he went, pressing further with each thrust until he hit my tonsils, making me gag.

Before long, Dan groaned again, dumping a fresh load of cum straight into my mouth. I sealed my lips around him, determined not to spill a drop, and swallowed eagerly as his warm seed slid down my throat.

When he was finished, he pulled out and grabbed a towel from the kitchen to wipe off the excess saliva. I licked my own lips clean, then stood and kissed him hard on the mouth.

“Thank you, Dan,” I said. “Breakfast smells amazing.”

We ate at the small round table near the window, naked and comfortable. Between bites of crisp toast and fluffy eggs, Stella tapped her fork against the plate.

“By the way, Celine, Julian’s running a special workshop this morning,” she said casually. “Something about anatomy. Starts pretty soon, over in the main studio. You interested?”

“Oh, I guess so. What’s it about?”

“It’s basically a class in drawing people fucking,” Dan said flatly. “Julian breaks down the mechanics of sex and how to depict it. Sounds pretty simple but it’s quite fun.”

That caught my attention immediately. After the session with Luca and especially after last night, I was slowly starting to realize just how much I enjoyed combining art with the act itself. A class like this sounded like something I couldn’t pass up.

“That sounds nice. Is it open to everyone?”

“Just to anyone who can handle it,” Stella replied. “And I’m pretty sure that includes you.” She gestured toward my coffee. “Anyway, hurry up. We need to grab our supplies.”

Forty minutes later, we walked along a path to a large barn studio. Inside, easels formed a wide semicircle around a raised platform in the center, which was covered with canvas drop cloths. Near a table of supplies, Julian was sorting blocks of clay and sculpting tools.

I scanned the room. It was an intimate group. Aside from our trio, only Luca, Julian, and Noelle were present.

“Ah, the late risers arrive,” Julian said, welcoming us with open arms. “Find a spot, settle in. We are about to begin.”

I chose a bench near the front and set up my things. Noelle spotted me and wandered over. She looked fresh and bright in a loose romper that tied at the shoulders.

“Mind if I join you?” she asked.

“Not at all, please,” I said. I shuffled over to make room for her. “Where’s Liam, anyway? I thought you two were inseparable.”

Noelle laughed. “Oh, he’s busy. He went down to the river with Isabelle.”

“Oh, really?”

“Yup. She’s apparently got this thing about wanting to be taken on a river rock, and Liam was more than happy to help her out while I attended this.” Noelle grinned as she settled in. “We have an open arrangement, so I told him to go and have fun. He’s been dying to get his hands on her.”

“That sounds really hot, actually,” I admitted.

“I know, right? He’ll come back to me tonight all charged up and grateful, and he’ll tell me every dirty detail while he fucks me. It’s the best of both worlds. Besides, it gives me a chance to learn something new here without him distracting me.”

I nodded, feeling a surge of admiration for her confidence. The lack of jealousy in this place continued to astound me.

Julian clapped his hands for attention.

“Alright everyone, let’s focus,” he commanded. He walked to the center of the platform. “Today is about the truth of the body in motion. Too often, art sterilizes sex, but sex is far from sterile. It’s messy and passionate, and I want you all to see that for what it really is.”

He picked up a lump of raw clay, rolling it between his hands as he scanned the room.

“Make sure you pay attention to the details, like the tension in the neck when a lover bites, or the way the testicles retract before orgasm. We are depicting love, after all.”

His speech came off a bit pretentious, but it worked. My pussy throbbed, waking up again. The way he talked about the body made me want to grab my brush and start right away.

Julian continued. “Now, I need volunteers, perhaps a man and a woman who can demonstrate these principles for us.”

Luca raised his hand instantly. He sat on a crate near the back, looking relaxed and beautiful as always.

“I’m in,” he said.

“Excellent, Luca,” Julian replied. “But you can’t fuck yourself. Well, you can, but that’s a different class. Anyway, I need a partner for him. Anyone else?”

I felt a jolt of courage. I opened my mouth to volunteer, thinking of how good Luca had felt inside me last time, but Noelle was faster. She shot her hand up.

“I’ll do it!” she chirped. “Liam’s busy, so someone has to keep my pussy warm.”

“Perfect!” Julian beamed. “Noelle, Luca, come on up. Strip down. The rest of you, wet your brushes. We don’t have all day.”

Noelle stood up and untied the bows on her shoulders. The romper fell to the floor in a puddle, revealing her bare body underneath. She walked onto the platform with grace, her small, soft frame glowing in the studio light. Luca was already naked, with his cock thickening slowly and swinging from side to side as he stepped up to meet her.

“Alright, let’s start with a classic position,” Julian instructed. “Noelle, I want you to get on your hands and knees. Luca, move behind her, but don’t enter yet. I want them to see the anticipation.”

They moved into position. Noelle arched her back, sticking her ass out invitingly. Luca held tight by her sides and settled into place, not going in yet.

“Look at the curve of the spine,” Julian narrated, walking around them like a hawk. “See how it accentuates the ass?”

I used my brush to get it down quickly. In this light, Noelle’s ass looked gorgeous, so plump and curvy, begging to be squeezed. I moved to draw the slope of Noelle’s lower back, and just as I did, Luca leaned in and pressed a kiss to her back, then her neck. Noelle shivered, and a drop of her own cum trickled down her thigh.

“Excellent, now, Luca, enter her,” Julian ordered. “But make sure you do it slowly. I want to see the resistance.”

Luca took his cock and nudged it at her entrance, slicking it up with more of her cum, before pushing into her. Noelle gasped immediately. I watched on as his thick cock disappeared inch by inch into her pink flesh. It was a visceral sight.

“Friends, observe the legs,” Julian said, pointing at Luca’s ass and hamstrings. “See how the muscles tighten up? That is the anchor. If you don’t draw that tension, the sex looks weightless.”

Luca then started pounding into Noelle with ferocity, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, smacking hard against her ass. The sound was obscene, skin meeting skin, and her gasps turned to moans that filled the room. After a particularly sharp thrust, she cried out and her entire body jolted forward. Luca held on to her tight, groaning deep as he gave her exactly what she wanted.

I suddenly stopped painting. I couldn’t help it. The sound and sight of them fucking like that made it hard to focus on anything else.

I looked over at Dan. He was drawing with one hand, but his other hand was working quickly inside his shorts. He was jerking off, his eyes locked on Noelle’s bouncing ass.

I looked at Stella. She had her legs spread wide on her seat, one hand sketching, while the other disappeared under her dress. Her lips were parted, and she was breathing shallowly.

I abandoned my brush. I slid my hand between my legs, finding my clit already swollen and slick. I started to rub, closing my eyes and imagining Luca’s cock thrusting into me.

“Yes, good, keep that pace,” Julian encouraged them. He circled the platform, completely ignoring the fact that his students were masturbating. “Capture the intensity of it, the way her breasts swing back and forth. Ah, now, see that redness in her ass? That’s what we call passion. You need to shade that in.”

“Julian,” Dan called out. His voice was strained.

“Yes, Dan? A question?” Julian asked, pausing to look at him.

“How do you...” Dan grunted, stroking himself faster. “How do you render the... the vibrations? The way her ass shakes when he hits home?”

It was absurd. A man jerking off openly in a class, asking about rendering techniques. But Julian didn’t bat an eye.

“Excellent question,” Julian replied seriously. He pointed a sculpting tool at Noelle’s ass. “You use soft edges. If you draw a hard line, it looks static, right? So you must smudge the paint around the glutes to suggest motion. Sort of like this.”

He reached out and poked Noelle’s ass cheek while Luca pounded into her, demonstrating the ripple effect.

“Oh God!” Noelle cried out. “He’s hitting me so deep!”

“Focus on the face, friends,” Julian told us. “Look at the grimace. The pleasure here is undeniable, she loves it.”

I rubbed my clit harder, my fingers sliding through the mess I was making. Watching Luca fuck her was incredibly hot, but watching Dan and Stella get off to it was even hotter.

Noelle started to scream, a loud sound that made us all jolt. Her body seized up, and her inner thighs started trembling uncontrollably. Her orgasm had arrived.

“Perfect, an orgasm!” Julian narrated. “Friends, look at her toes, see how they’re curling? It’s truly beautiful, and if you look closely, you’ll see a bit of her own juices start to leak out. Most artists skip that detail, but it’s crucial to include it.”

My own orgasm was building, right in time with Noelle’s. She wailed some more and then eventually collapsed down onto her elbows, sobbing with pleasure and smiling wide.

But Luca wasn’t finished. He grabbed her waist, pulling her back onto him, and began hammering into her with renewed intensity.

“I’m almost there,” Luca grunted. His face was tight with concentration.

“Alright, Luca, I’ll need you to pull out,” Julian ordered. “We need to study the nature of the male orgasm too.”

“What?” Luca gasped, momentarily thrown.

“On her chest,” Julian clarified, entirely unbothered. “Noelle, flip over for him please, quickly.”

Noelle helped him ease out, and then moved onto her back. Luca, still a bit confused but going with it, knelt over her and held his swollen cock in his hand. He stroked it once, twice, and then erupted.

Thick ropes of white seed shot out, splattering across Noelle’s collarbone and breasts.

“There!” Julian called out, pointing emphatically. “Look at the viscosity. See how it catches the light and reflects it? Use your white tones to capture the texture.”

The sight of Luca coating her sent me over. I let myself cry out into the air, riding out a crashing orgasm that left me shaking on my seat. I heard Dan groan at the same time, spilling his own release into a spare rag he had nearby, while Stella kept fingering herself, chasing her own release.

As soon as Stella came down from her climax, the room fell silent, except for the heavy breathing of the models and the soft scratch of brushes on paper.

“Wow, beautiful work, everyone,” Julian said, glancing around with a satisfied smirk. “Especially Noelle and Luca. You two performed very well.”

“Thank you,” Luca replied, before collapsing onto the platform beside Noelle. He kissed her tenderly on the lips, then leaned back to catch his breath. Noelle, still on her back, idly rubbed his cum into her skin like lotion, savoring the sensation of his warm seed.

She stayed there patiently, letting the rest of the room finish sketching her, though I had already put my brush down by then.

“Take five minutes,” Julian then announced. “When we come back, we’ll explore something softer. I want to focus on the connection between two female forms. Celine, Stella? I think you two might be perfect for this next demonstration.”


Chapter Eight


Stella had other ideas, though, once we returned. “Actually, Julian, I think I’ll sit this one out,” she said from her seat. “I have a specific angle of Celine I want to capture, and I can’t do that if I’m on stage. Noelle, darling, you’re already naked and glistening. Why don’t you stay up there and join her?”

Noelle sat up. She looked entirely comfortable despite being covered in drying fluids.

“I’m happy if she is,” Noelle said, shooting me a grin. “Come on up, Celine. The lighting is fantastic.”

I moved easily. The arousal from watching Luca and Noelle was still hot under my skin, and the idea of being the subject rather than the observer felt like the natural next step. I stood up and stripped down, tossing my clothes onto my seat.

“Excellent change of cast,” Julian added. “This gives us a chance to study the unique beauty of the female form. Ladies, if you please.”

I walked up to Noelle. She reached out and took my hand, pulling me down until we were kneeling facing each other.

“What’s the lesson plan?” I whispered.

“Let’s show them something different,” she replied.

She pushed me back gently until I was on my hands and knees again, the same pose I had held for Luca, but the energy was different now. Noelle moved behind me, but instead of mounting me, she knelt close to my hips. She ran her hands down my sides, then up to my breasts, cupping them.

She leaned in and kissed my neck, working her way down. I let out a low sigh and widened my stance. She reached between my legs, parting my cheeks with her thumbs to reveal the tight puckering of my asshole.

“How about we have a little fun back here, Celine?” Noelle asked.

“Oh, yes,” I breathed. “Please.”

I thought she would start with a finger first, but Noelle went straight in with her mouth, burying her face in my crack, and pressing her tongue directly against my rim. I gasped and let my ass relax for her. She swirled her tongue around the tight ring of muscle, teasing it open, before diving in to lick me clean.

“Excellent, Noelle! Very good, spread her wider,” Julian said, admiring what Noelle was doing to me. “To those who can see it, make sure you pay attention to how her hole twitches. It’s quite a unique motion.”

I ignored his guidance to the others and focused on the feeling of getting my asshole licked. Noelle was incredibly enthusiastic. Every time she flicked her tongue against my hole, my whole body shuddered, and when she shot her tongue right in, I could feel a tingle in my pussy too. She moved her hands all around my ass, squeezing, slapping, gripping as she worked on me.

“Ooh, Noelle,” I moaned, pushing back against her face. “This feels amazing!”

Noelle licked harder, pushing her tongue deeper, tasting my excitement. Then she let one hand drift forward underneath to find my clit, flicking it in time with her rimming, before adding a finger into the mix and slipping it inside my soaking wet cunt. I cried out as the sensation bloomed through me. I had never had both of my holes stimulated like that before.

Julian seemed to love this. “Oh my, look at how Celine’s reacting! That’s what you need to capture, friends. Get as much detail as you can on all that twitching and clenching.”

By now, I was on the verge of an orgasm, and within seconds, it was gripping me hard.

It ripped through me in waves, making me cry out loud into the air. My pussy clenched around her finger, and my asshole pulsed under her tongue as wetness spilled out of me, dripping down onto her hand. Noelle loved it, slurping up everything I was giving her, and giggling into my crack as I moaned.

As I came down, Noelle pulled back, giving my asshole one last kiss and licking the cum off the finger she’d just had inside my pussy.

I looked back over my shoulder and locked eyes with Dan. He was standing near the front row now, abandoning his painting entirely. His cock was fully hard again, pointing up toward us and throbbing violently, and he looked like he was about to snap.

“He looks lonely,” Noelle said. She was looking back too, following my gaze. “Don’t you think he looks lonely, Celine?”

“He definitely looks like he needs to be part of the composition,” I agreed.

“Julian,” Noelle called out, smirking. “I think we should incorporate a hard cock into this.”

The decision came easily to Julian. “Yes! Absolutely! Dan, get up there and show them what you’ve got. Everyone else, capture added cock as best you can.”

Dan lunged toward us, vaulting onto the platform and stripping down quickly.

“Alright, girls, how do you want it?” he growled, looking between the two of us.

“Actually, we really want to taste you,” I said. “Both of us.”

“Symmetry!” Julian shouted, delighted. “Yes! A double study. Dan, stand in the center. Ladies, flank his cock.”

Noelle and I moved instantly. We crawled to either side of him. I took the left and she took the right.

I reached out and wrapped my hand around the base of his shaft, while Noelle took the head. We looked at each other and smiled, and then we descended.

I took the balls, fitting them into my mouth and swirling my tongue over the wrinkled skin, while Noelle licked the tip and then down his length. She bobbed her head, sucking loudly.

Then we traded effortlessly. I slid up to take the head, feeling the thick ridge drag against my tongue, while Noelle attacked his balls and fondled them with her tongue.

“Argh fuck,” Dan groaned. “I’ve been edging myself the whole time, fuck, you guys are going to ruin me.”

“Good, let it out, give them everything, Dan,” Julian exclaimed.

We worked him over ruthlessly. I loved the feeling of sharing him, the sight of Noelle’s lips wrapped around the same meat I was sucking, trading her spit back and forth with mine. It broke down every barrier I had left.

Dan’s hips started to snap forward, fucking our mouths in a disjointed rhythm. I looked up and saw that face start to contort.

“Okay, fuck, I can’t hold it,” Dan warned. His voice was cracking now. “I’m going to blow.”

“Don’t stop!” Julian yelled. “Let it happen! I want to see the messy release!”

“Do it, paint us, Dan,” Noelle urged, pulling off him to stroke his shaft with her hand.

I pulled back and opened my mouth, sticking my tongue out. Noelle did the same, mimicking my pose perfectly. We waited like good girls.

Dan shouted, a loud sound that shook his chest. He threw his hips forward and fired. The first rope hit Noelle on the cheek, and the second caught me right in the open mouth, splattering across my tongue. He sprayed us both, coating our chins, our lips, and our chests in plenty of hot cum.

I swallowed what landed in my mouth and licked my lips, tasting the familiar sweetness. Dan eventually finished and started sagging as his legs turned to jelly, but Noelle and I weren’t done.

She leaned across his softening cock and kissed me.

It was a messy kiss. Our tongues slid against each other, mixing Dan’s seed between our mouths. I tasted him on her and her on me. It was salty and sweet and completely depraved.

“Mm,” Noelle purred against my lips, pulling back slightly to wipe a glob of cum from my chin with her thumb and suck it off. “Dan tastes incredible, doesn’t he? It’s almost like candy.”

I laughed back. “I know! I enjoyed the appetizer course this morning in the kitchen. It was almost better than the actual breakfast I had.”

“Glad I could satisfy both courses,” Dan praised, sitting down between us. “Also helps when you’re both so damn good at sucking cock.” He draped his arms over our shoulders, pulling us into a sticky hug.

From the back of the room, Luca started clapping. It was a slow and appreciative applause that was soon joined by Stella.

“Bravo!” Luca shouted. “That was a masterpiece!”

“Truly exceptional,” Julian agreed, beaming at us proudly. He walked over and inspected the scene, looking at the way the fluids dripped down our skin. “This is real art, my friends. The raw and unfiltered human experience. Thank you, volunteers. You have given us a profound gift today.”

I leaned my head against Noelle’s shoulder. She turned to me and gave me a deep kiss.

“That was fun,” she whispered.

“Best art class I’ve ever taken,” I replied.

The applause faded, and the room settled into quiet admiration. We stayed where we were as three sticky and unashamed bodies, letting them soak in the art we had become.


Chapter Nine


The room cleared out soon after our performance. Julian said a few final words and dismissed the class, and everyone started shuffling around to clean up their stations before filing out the door.

I grabbed a damp towel and started wiping the sticky mess of Dan’s cum from my chest and neck. I didn’t feel any urge to hide it or cover myself. Standing there naked and coated in sex felt strangely natural now.

“You were captivating up there,” a voice said.

I turned to find Luca standing at the edge of the platform. He had pulled his shorts on, but he remained shirtless. He watched me with a soft but intense look that made my pulse flutter.

“I was doing my best to be a good model,” I replied, wiping a streak of white from my collarbone.

He stepped closer until he was right in front of me. “It was more than that, Celine. Watching you let go completely was so sexy. You look so much lighter, so much happier than when you arrived. And there’s a beautiful glow to you, too. Not that it wasn’t there before; it’s just different now.”

I felt a genuine blush heat my cheeks. A rush of pleasure at being seen by him.

“Thank you, Luca,” I admitted, lifting my chin a bit to meet his eyes. “I think I finally started being honest with myself.”

“I can tell,” he murmured. He reached out and stroked my cheek, admiring me. “I couldn’t take my eyes off you the whole time.”

“I noticed,” I said. My gaze dropped to his shorts. The material in front of his crotch was still tented up. “You seem to be enjoying the view.”

“I always do with you.”

I reached out and slipped my hand straight down the waistband of his shorts. His skin was hot, and his cock was incredibly hard, twitching against my palm as I wrapped my fingers around the shaft.

“Oh wow,” I said. “Yeah, you’re not lying at all. You really are throbbing.”

“You seem to have that effect on me, Celine,” he teased, giving me a soft kiss. I melted into his lips and stroked him one more time, feeling the power of his reaction.

“Luca, maybe we should cool off first,” I said, breaking the kiss. “I need to clean this mess off before I do anything else.”

“Good idea,” he agreed, though his eyes lingered on my lips. “In fact, why don’t you go and get changed. I want to take you out. There’s a village a few miles over that’s perfect for the sunset. We can get a drink and actually talk.”

“That would be lovely, let’s do it,” I said.

We headed out twenty minutes later. After the intensity of the workshop, I needed to step outside the gates and see if the electricity between Luca and me could survive in a place where people kept their clothes on.

We found a table at a small café in a village nearby. Over a bottle of wine, we spent two hours talking about everything except the workshop. It was a relief to see we actually had chemistry when we weren’t naked or covered in paint, and for a while, we were simply a man and a woman enjoying the south of France.

We paid the bill and started the walk back as the sun began to drop. We cut onto the dirt path leading toward the property, but the closer we got, the heavier my stomach felt. It mimicked that Sunday evening dread before a work week, but amplified. The reality of my flight home crept in.

“I don’t really feel like going back,” I blurted out.

Luca stopped walking and turned to me. “To the house?”

“No, back to my life back home.” I shook my head. “All of this just feels like a bubble, and soon I’m going to have to pop it and return to my boring old job and the reality of not having anyone to fuck. It really sucks, Luca.”

Luca stepped closer and took my hands. He looked me in the eye, grounding me.

“Then stay,” he said.

“It sounds simple when you say it, Luca, but I can’t just drop everything and do that.”

“But what if you did?” he countered. “Think about it, Celine. After this week ends, you could fly back with me to Milan. Bianca and I have a guest room. Stay with us for a while. See if the bubble pops or if it becomes real life.”

I paused. “You want me to meet your wife?”

“Of course I do. She already likes you from the drawing, and everything I’ve been telling her over the phone. And don’t forget about me either. I really want you there, Celine. We have plenty more to explore.”

He offered me a lifeline. A way to drag this new version of myself into the real world.

“I… I guess it might work,” I breathed out, a smile spreading across my face before I could stop it. “I’ll have to think about it, but I’m not saying no.”

“That’s good enough for me.” He squeezed my hands and started walking again, pulling me along. “Let me know if I can be of any help, but I’d really love to have you there. Milan has a great energy, especially the circles we run in.”

“I can see the appeal,” I admitted, glancing at the vineyards. “A week ago, I would have run for the hills at the suggestion, but it’s strange how quickly the freedom becomes addictive. You know, the idea of living without that jealousy hanging over everything.”

“That’s the secret,” Luca agreed. “You deserve so much more, Celine, it would be a shame to just go back to your old way of living. Sharing around keeps the desire fresh, and you never feel trapped.”

“Yeah, I can sense that now. I think I’m done feeling trapped,” I said.

We turned off the main track, taking a shortcut through the edge of the property bordering the national forest. The landscape here grew wilder, overgrown with brambles and dotted with old stone ruins. Long shadows created pockets of darkness between the trees.

Suddenly Luca stopped. He held up a hand.

“Shh,” he hissed.

“What is it?” I whispered.

He pressed a finger to his lips and pulled me off the path, guiding me behind a curtain of ivy draping over a collapsed wall. He pointed through a jagged gap in the foliage.

We were near Le Mas now, and had a direct line of sight to one of the terraces attached to the main building. It sat maybe twenty yards away, bathed in amber light.

Elise and Julian were there.

They were positioned perfectly toward the tree line, brightly lit like actors on a stage. Julian sat on a bench with his legs spread, and Elise was grinding slowly on his lap. This differed entirely from the workshop. It was much more intimate and slow.

I almost stopped breathing.

Elise’s mouth hung open in a loud moan, and she clung hard onto his bare shoulders, using them to grind down on him harder. His hands were clamped around her waist, holding her in place as he drove into her, controlling every movement.

We watched as they fucked each other. I could hear the wet sound of their bodies connecting, carried to us over the still evening air.

“Oh, Julian,” Elise moaned. It was an uninhibited sound that spoke of decades of intimacy.

“I have you, my love,” Julian rumbled. “Take it.”

I watched intently, Elise’s own words from my first day echoing in my mind. Her and Julian were true performers.

Luca moved behind me so his chest pressed firmly against my back.

“Look at how much he loves her,” he whispered into my ear.

I nodded silently, opting not to speak in case it broke the sensuality of the moment.

Heat rushed through me as I looked on, my pussy aching and drenching my panties in an instant.

Luca sensed it. He slid his other hand down my stomach, over the fabric of my dress, and pressed between my legs. He must have felt the cum soaking straight through, because he groaned low in his throat.

“You’re so wet, Celine,” he murmured. “Do you want me to touch you?”

“Yes,” I breathed, leaning back against him.

I felt his erection digging into my lower back. He brushed my hair aside and kissed the slope of my neck.

His hands found my breasts next, cupping the weight of them through my dress. He kneaded me gently, circling the nipples too until they hardened under his touch. I let my head fall back against his shoulder, letting out a shaky breath as he continued to tease me.

Luca slid his hands down further, gathering the end of my dress and slowly bringing it up to my waist. He peeled my panties down with care next, letting the breeze around us caress the swollen lips of my pussy.

He sank to his knees in the dirt behind me, taking his time to kiss the back of my thighs first, before pressing a soft kiss to each of my ass cheeks. His hands came around to grip my hips, spreading me wide.

Then I felt the wet drag of his tongue against my rim.

“Oh my God,” I moaned.

He buried his face in my ass, but with a tenderness that surprised me. He licked me delicately, swirling his tongue around the edges first before pushing inside. He worshipped me down there, treating me like something precious, while his fingers reached around to stroke my clit.

The sensation was overwhelming. I watched the tender scene on the terrace of Julian kissing Elise deeply, while Luca’s tongue worked my hole and his fingers played my clit. The pleasure built in a smooth, rolling wave.

“That feels incredible,” I gasped. I leaned forward to brace my hands against the mossy wall.

Luca kept going, happily lapping up the juices that were oozing out of me. Above, Elise was settling into a loud moan now, no doubt having her own climax. Moments later, Julian was shaking too, emptying himself inside her.

As loud as they were, I bit back my own scream when my own orgasm hit. It came fast and hard, and I barely managed to slap a hand over my mouth to muffle it as the pleasure surged through me.

My body shook uncontrollably, and Luca stayed locked in place, groaning against my skin while I came undone.

When I finally caught my breath, Luca stood up. He turned me around and kissed me passionately. Then he spun me back toward the wall.

“Fuck, Celine, I need to be inside you,” he groaned.

He fumbled with his belt and freed himself. I reached back, guiding him, and felt the fatt head of his cock press against my pussy. He slid into me gradually until he was all the way in.

I really missed Luca’s cock, and it felt good to have him fill my cunt up again. He began to move, slamming into me carefully enough not to make too much noise.

“You feel amazing,” he whispered in my ear, biting my shoulder gently. “So tight and warm.”

“Fill me up, Luca, just give me everything,” I begged.

He picked up the pace, and soon enough, I felt him tense up behind me.

“Fuck, I’m coming,” he rumbled.

He squeezed his eyes shut and leaned forward, groaning into my skin as his orgasm hit him. He pulsed inside me, throbbing hard and making an absolute mess of my insides. Luca rode the wave of his climax and continued to thrust right through it, refusing to stop.

He stayed buried inside me as his cock softened. I could feel his cum starting to drip out, sliding between my thighs and pooling on the grass beneath us, but I didn’t care. I liked the way he filled me, and I wasn’t ready for him to pull away just yet.

Eventually, though, Luca slid out. Reluctantly, we cleaned ourselves up and adjusted our clothes. Once we were dressed, he slipped his arms around me from behind, resting his chin on my shoulder as we watched Julian and Elise. They’d finished fucking and were now tangled in each other’s arms, kissing lazily, lost in their own world.

I turned in Luca’s arms and looked up at him. His hair was messy, and his lips were swollen from kissing me.

“I’m really glad I met you, Luca,” I said softly, running my hand down his chest.

He smiled. A warm expression that reached his eyes. He leaned down and kissed my forehead.

“Me too, Celine,” he replied. “I’m really starting to fall for you.”


Chapter Ten


Islept well that night. A deep and dreamless sleep that made the world outside feel far away. When I woke, Luca was gone, having told me the night before that he would be busy in town that day shopping for more supplies, but the faint scent of his skin still lingered on the pillow.

By two in the afternoon, the heat was unbearable. The cicadas were screaming loud, and the stone floor burned my feet through my sandals.

At some point I found myself sprawled out in the shade on one of the lounge chairs in the main courtyard. Stella was next to me with her arm dangling off the side of her chair. Isabelle, Dan, and Liam occupied the other loungers, all of us reduced to lifeless sweating statues. We were too drained to even talk.

Eventually, the sound of a door banging open broke the stupor.

Elise stepped out of her studio. Unlike us, she looked much fresher, holding an iced glass of water that clinked as she walked. She surveyed our group with a mischievous smirk.

“You guys look wrecked,” she said. “Why don’t you all come inside? I’ve set something up.”

Liam lifted his head off his arms. “Is it cold in there?”

“It’s freezing,” Elise promised. “Messy, too. Come on, everyone get up.”

We peeled ourselves off the furniture and followed her inside.

The studio looked different today. Elise had cleared away the usual clutter of easels and stools. Instead, the entire floor was covered in a large white canvas that stretched from wall to wall. In the center sat four buckets of thick, vibrant liquid: blue, yellow, red, and green.

“So, here’s the deal,” Elise started, standing off to the side. “Our bodies represent the brushes today. The goal is total coverage, which means those sweat-soaked clothes need to go in the basket by the door.”

We peeled the sticky layers off gratefully. The air conditioning hit my bare skin and dried the sweat instantly. We stood there as a group of naked bodies waiting for instructions.

“Okay, now time to get messy,” Elise added. She pointed to the buckets. “Use your hands and your bodies to get that color going everywhere. We’re going to have a bit of fun today. Don’t worry though, it isn’t paint. It’s colored lube. Water-based, body-safe, and totally edible.”

Stella giggled and walked straight to the bucket of blue. She plunged both hands in, bringing them up dripping with glossy gel that smelled faintly of raspberries. She turned her eyes to me.

“I know exactly where to start,” she said.

She stepped in close. “Brace yourself, Celine. It’s cold.”

She cupped my breasts with her lube-slicked palms, and the icy shock of the liquid made me gasp. Stella coated me thoroughly, using her thumbs to swirl the blue raspberry gel around my areolas until I turned a vibrant shade.

“Look at those peaks,” she teased, tweaking my pebbling nipples. She leaned in and licked a stripe of it off my chest. “Mmm. Sweet!”

Next to us, Isabelle cornered Dan. He stood with his legs apart, already thickening up at the sight of everyone getting messy. Isabelle dunked her hand into the bucket of yellow and wrapped her fingers straight around his cock.

“Let’s brighten this up,” she smirked. “Banana flavor seems appropriate.”

“Fuck, that feels weird,” Dan grunted, looking down.

“Weird good?” Isabelle asked, pumping her hand up and down his thick shaft.

“Weird great,” he corrected.

She worked the cold, banana-scented lube down his cock. The sensation of it hardened him fully within seconds, turning his erection into a yellow rod that stood up proudly.

Liam watched them for a second, then picked up a sponge soaked in red. He walked up behind Isabelle, who was bent over attending to Dan’s cock, and smacked her right ass cheek with the wet sponge. The impact cracked through the room, leaving a perfect red splatter of strawberry gel on her skin.

“Hey!” Isabelle yelped, arching her back.

“You missed a spot,” Liam said, grinning. He dropped the sponge and used his hands to smear the red lube over both her cheeks, kneading and slapping her flesh until her ass shone like a candied apple, plastered with his handprints.

The vibe turned playful after that. We moved around the circle, attacking each other with color and flavor. I grabbed a handful of green apple lube and smeared it down Liam’s broad back, enjoying the way his muscles bunched under my slippery fingers, while he got me back with the same color, rubbing it all over my ass and getting it inside my crack too.

Within minutes, we were unrecognizable, breathing hard and laughing as the foreplay turned into a sticky game of tag.

“Alright everyone, now time for the canvas,” Elise shouted over the noise.

We stepped onto the white sheet. The lube dripping from our bodies made the surface incredibly slick. I took a step and nearly lost my footing, sliding a few feet before Dan caught me.

“Careful,” he laughed, his yellow chest pressing against my blue tits.

Elise called out from the sidelines. “Alright, I want you all to press down hard. I want the imprint of thighs, not a smear. Make it aggressive.”

The laughter died down as the sliding turned urgent. The sensation of slick bodies rubbing together woke up the hunger in the room.

Isabelle and I ended up on our stomachs, side-by-side in the middle of the canvas. I pressed my chest flat against the floor, cooling my nipples against the fabric.

“Ready for me?” Dan asked as he crawled over me, while Liam took position behind Isabelle.

“Yes, do it,” I gasped, parting my legs further. I felt Dan’s knees slot between my thighs. He guided himself in without using his hands. I was so slick with lube and my own arousal that he slid effortlessly into my pussy.

“Damn, you’re slippery,” he groaned.

Liam entered Isabelle next to us. As the men started to thrust, Isabelle reached out her hand. I took it. Her fingers were green, mine blue. We squeezed hard, anchoring each other against the force of the men behind us.

Then Isabelle turned her head to look at me. She leaned across the small gap between us and captured my lips in a kiss. We made out messily, our tongues sliding against each other while the men used our bodies. I could taste the green apple gel on her lips, mixing with the raspberry on mine.

When we broke apart, I buried my face in the canvas, and let Dan pound into me.

“Okay, time to switch,” Liam grunted after a few minutes. They swapped without breaking the rhythm. I felt his hands latch onto my hips, and looked back to see red strawberry gel on my blue skin, mixing into a dark, bruised purple where he held me.

“Purple looks good on you, Celine,” he growled, driving deep.

He felt bigger than Dan, stretching me wider, and the change in pressure made my head swim. He fucked me like that for a while until Elise got our attention again. “Okay, time to flip over. Let’s see the damage.”

Liam pulled out, and I rolled onto my back. I looked at the spot I left. The floor looked like a chaotic mess of blue and yellow smears, but right in the center sat a pristine silhouette of my torso. I saw the distinct imprint of my nipples and the spread of my thighs. There was something else there, too.

“Oh my, look at that,” Stella said, crawling over to inspect what I left behind. She pointed a blue-stained finger right at the crotch of the silhouette.

“You can see the exact outline of your slit, Celine! You stamped a perfect, fat pussy print right there on the floor. How filthy!”

Seeing my naked shape recorded on the floor was hot. I almost wanted to do it again.

Meanwhile, Elise kept directing. “Alright, pile in. I want a focal point of pure chaos right in the middle. Celine, want to volunteer?”

“Yes please!” I replied.

I moved to my hands and knees in the center of the room. Dan moved behind me immediately, holding me in place and sliding his thick cock into my pussy, bottoming out with a groan.

Liam stepped up in front of me next. He was coated in red lube from head to toe, looking like the devil.

“Open up,” he said, offering his erection to my face. “Lick it off for me, Celine.”

I opened my mouth and took him in. The sensation was exhilarating, and the taste of strawberry sugar overwhelmed my tongue. Dan thrust forward, pushing my face deeper onto Liam’s cock, while Liam snapped his hips to meet me. I felt filled on both ends, beautifully stretched and stuffed.

As they started shuffling me back and forth, the girls joined in. Stella crawled over and kissed my neck, licking a stripe of yellow lube off my collarbone. Then she leaned in and latched onto my mouth, her tongue fighting for space with Liam’s cock.

I sucked on Liam while kissing her, sharing the flavor, loving how warm her tongue felt against the cooling gel.

Isabelle reached between my legs, sliding her hand underneath Dan’s thrusting hips to find my clit. She buried her face against my thigh first, lapping up the mixture of lube and pussy juice dripping down from where Dan was pounding me, cleaning us both up until her fingers were slippery with green apple lube.

“I’m going to make her shake,” Isabelle whispered. “Watch the colors vibrate.” She flicked my clit, massaging it in time with the men. The stimulation took me over. Surrounded by hands, mouths, flavors, and cocks, my brain turned to mush.

I gagged on Liam’s cock as the pleasure surged through me. I let out an extended scream, shaking hard enough to throw them off.

After a moment, the men started going rigid, close to their climax. “Shit, I’m coming!” Dan roared. He buried himself to the hilt and blew his load deep inside me.

Liam, meanwhile, pulled out of my mouth at the last second. He stroked himself once and sprayed his cum over my chest, the hot white fluid mixing with the blue and yellow lube on my skin, creating a new, creamy texture that honestly smelled like hot candy.

“Yes!” Elise shouted. “That’s it, hold that pose.”

We paused there, panting and twitching. I looked down at my chest, watching the cum run through the colors, feeling utterly used and beautiful.

Eventually we broke apart, letting our heart rates return to normal. The canvas beneath us was a masterpiece now, having recorded every one of our thrusts and slides.

“Alright,” Elise said at last, walking to the back and throwing open the double doors to the garden. The heat hit us again, but it felt distant now. “Time to go out and get clean.”

We stumbled out into the sun. Dan walked over to the faucet on the side of the building and grabbed the garden hose. He turned the handle and water sprayed out in a wide arc. “Who wants to get wet again?” he asked with a grin.

“Me!” Isabelle shouted, running into the stream.

He sprayed us down. The cold water hit my skin, washing away the mess. I watched the water run off my body in rainbow rivers, soaking into the dry grass. We laughed, rubbing the slickness off each other’s backs and asses, and sparkling proudly in the sun. It felt innocent and joyful, a perfect, filthy cleanse to end the afternoon.


Chapter Eleven


Ispent the last hour of daylight in the sunflower field past the ridge. I needed the silence to process the chaos and hedonism of the last few days. Sitting in the dirt with my sketchbook, capturing the dying light on the heavy yellow flowers, I tried to burn the image into my brain.

Tomorrow, the real world would try to claw its way back in. For now, I sat there making art, feeling more alive than ever.

I walked back as the light faded. When I arrived, the courtyard looked transformed.

Elise had strung hundreds of warm bulbs across the trees, and clotheslines crisscrossed the space, displaying all the art from the past few days. I saw the paintings from Julian’s workshop, the messy body prints, and the intimate morning sketches fluttering in the breeze.

I walked through the gate and found everyone there. Just like me, no one bothered getting dressed. Naked, we moved through the space easily, admiring the work we created.

I ended up bumping into Luca, and we walked the line with my hand clasped in his. We stopped in front of a charcoal sketch from day one. It was a stiff and hesitant self-portrait I had drawn in the mirror. The woman looked tired and closed off.

Right next to it hung an oil painting Stella did of me during the workshop. I looked wild in that one, with my tits hanging loose and my pussy dripping while Noelle ate me out.

“I hardly recognize her,” I said, pointing to the first drawing. “She looks like a stranger.”

“She spent a long time waiting for you to wake her up,” Luca added.

“Well, I’m definitely awake now,” I replied, turning to look at him. “But I hate that this is ending, Luca. I’m going to miss you so much.”

Luca brought his hands up to my cheeks. He tilted his head down, kissing me soft and slow.

“You take this version of yourself with you,” he promised against my lips. “Besides, we aren’t done yet. We still have tonight.”

Just then, a spoon tapped against a glass, cutting the conversation. Julian stood at the head of a table, raising his wine glass. Elise stood next to him with her arm wrapped around his waist.

“Welcome, everyone. There are no speeches tonight, but I thought I’d say a few words,” he started. “The work you see in front of you speaks for itself. It is a reflection of your beauty and your passion. You should all be very proud of yourselves.”

He raised his glass higher.

“To sex, to art, and to freedom.”

“To freedom,” we echoed, drinking deep.

The mood then shifted from observation to connection. We gravitated toward the table, forming a close circle around it.

“I hate leaving this place,” Noelle sighed, leaning her head on Liam’s naked shoulder. “I’m going to miss the view.”

“You don’t have to miss it yet,” Dan said, stepping close enough that his arm brushed my bare breast. “We have a few hours left.”

“He’s right,” Stella agreed, stepping in to hug me. Her skin felt warm and soft against mine. “I’m going to miss you, Celine. Watching you open up this week was incredible.”

“I’m going to miss you guys too,” I admitted.

I turned to hug Isabelle. She wrapped her arms around my neck, pressing her naked body flush against mine. I felt her nipples harden against me.

“Don’t forget how good this feels,” she whispered in my ear.

She squeezed me tight, and I felt the others closing the gap. We stood in a tight knot, unwilling to break the circle. Liam’s hand settled on my lower back, and he rubbed circles against my spine.

It started as comfort, but with all of us naked and desperate to hold on to the moment, the vibe shifted fast. I heard a sharp intake of breath from Stella as Dan pulled her flush against him. The sadness in the air quickly turned hot and electric. We all knew what had to happen next.

I pulled back from Isabelle. Liam stood right there. In the dim light, he looked beautiful, his cock long and plump against his thigh. I dropped to my knees out of instinct, almost as a thank you, and took him into my mouth.

I moaned softly against his shaft, swirling my tongue around the head to get him slick. A pair of soft hands then landed on my shoulders, and I realized it was Isabelle who was standing behind me, running her palms down my back, tracing the dip of my spine before gripping my ass and spreading the cheeks.

“I love the view from back here,” she said.

I bobbed my head, feeling Liam’s fingers tangle loosely in my hair. As I sucked, a hot pressure pushed against my lower back. Dan had moved in behind me, guided by Isabelle. He pressed himself up against my ass, grinding his throbbing erection into my cunt while I worked on Liam.

“You have such a talented mouth, Celine,” Dan groaned, reaching around to cup my breast. “Don’t stop, please.”

I was sandwiched between them, and I loved it. I kept sucking, working his cock deep into my throat, lathering him up with plenty of my spit, while Dan fucked me from behind.

Moments later, Liam pulled me up from the ground and pressed his lips against mine, swirling his tongue around inside. Dan’s cock fell out with the movement, but he quickly switched to my neck, kissing and biting lightly at my tender skin.

That was when Luca came over. “Let’s move to the table, guys,” he suggested. “There’s more room there for me to make love to you.”

Dan and Liam obeyed, lifting me up and carrying me over, spreading me out onto the table.

Luca moved to the head of the table. He stood behind me and leaned over, his face coming into my view upside down. He lowered his mouth to mine, capturing me in a deep, slow kiss.

“Let your legs fall loose, Celine,” Luca said against my lips.

I spread my legs wide, draping them over the edge of the table. Stella and Isabelle, who had been watching me this whole time, moved in instantly, kneeling between my thighs.

“They’re so pretty,” Stella breathed, running her fingers over my slick pussy lips.

“I know,” Isabelle agreed. “I really want a taste.”

Together, they dove in with their mouths, straight to my pussy. Isabelle attacked my clit, sucking it into her mouth, while Stella worked her tongue inside me, fucking my wet hole. The filthy, slurping sounds of their mouths were beautiful.

I looked to the side. Dan stood nearby, pulling Noelle into a deep kiss while his hand worked between her legs. Liam stood back for a moment, stroking his stiff cock as he watched the women eat me out.

Dan and Liam eventually turned their attention back to the table. Dan came over and started massaging my breasts, before leaning down to suck on my nipples. Meanwhile, Liam went to work kissing and sucking over the skin in all the spots that remained. My neck, my stomach, even down to my feet.

“Oh fuck, that feels incredible, don’t stop,” I gasped, breaking the kiss with Luca to suck in air.

“Enjoy it,” Luca whispered, smoothing the hair back from my forehead. “Look at how much they want you.”

I lifted my head. I saw the tops of the women’s heads bobbing between my legs and working my cunt. Liam was about to join in and help the girls, but then I stopped him.

“Liam, no, I need you inside me,” I breathed. “Please.”

Liam nodded, and stepped in. Stella and Isabelle pulled back, giggling, and helped spread my legs wider for him. While Liam lined himself up, they turned to each other and kissed, sharing the taste of my pussy between them.

Liam lifted my hips, sliding his large hands under my ass cheeks to angle me up. He pressed his cockhead right on my entrance, then pushed in.

I sobbed in pleasure as he sank inside me, stretching the walls of my cunt wide. He began to thrust, and my pussy clamped down hard in response. The pleasure was immediate and overwhelming.

“Hey, Luca, mind giving me a turn?” Dan then grunted, stepping up beside him. “I really want that mouth.”

Luca hardly protested, breaking our kiss and sliding to make room. He leaned down and latched onto my left breast instead, sucking the nipple deep into his mouth. I let my head drop back over the edge of the wood, exposing my throat for Dan.

“I missed this,” Dan said.

He stood right there and fed his cock to me, and I took him in upside down. I was stuffed on both ends, pinned to the table by two thick cocks while Luca worked my nipples. Dan fucked my throat in a steady motion while Liam pounded my pussy.

The sensation of being completely filled triggered the release I was chasing. I moaned around Dan’s cock, my eyes rolling back as the pleasure coursed through me. My body clamped down on Liam while I sucked harder on Dan, riding the wave of overstimulation.

“I can’t hold it,” Dan groaned, his hips snapping forward against my lips. “I’m going to fill your throat.”

“Me too,” Liam growled from behind, driving his cock as deep as it would go. “Take it all, Celine.”

I was still orgasming when they filled me, and the power of all that shattered any composure I had left. I arched my back off the table, screaming into Dan’s cock as the euphoria took me over.

Dan erupted instantly. He pumped hot spurts of cum straight down my throat, and unlike last time, I swallowed it cleanly, not spilling a single drop. At the exact same moment, Liam roared loud, flooding my pussy with his own hot seed.

I went limp on the table, still twitching a bit, but completely full.

Stella and Noelle moved in immediately, admiring the mess Dan and Liam had made of me.

“Look at all that,” Stella whispered.

She leaned down and kissed me deep, her tongue plunging into my mouth to taste Dan’s cum. Noelle went lower, licking the stray drops from my chin and neck, cleaning me up with slow laps.

“Delicious,” Noelle murmured against my skin.

One by one, the others settled around me, coming in close for one big embrace.

Luca moved to my head. He wiped the mess and hair away from my cheeks and kissed me softly.

“You were incredible,” he whispered.

I tilted my head back and spotted Julian and Elise on the stone bench across from us. They hadn’t joined the pile, but they were part of the moment. They sat together in each other’s arms, watching as we all caught our breath. He caught my eye, and without saying a word, raised his wine glass in the air. It was a silent toast to the masterpiece we’d just created on his table.

As the high faded, a profound sense of peace washed over me. I rested my cheek against Luca’s hand, closing my eyes, taking in the reality of this beautiful new chapter of my life.


Epilogue


Leaving Le Mas was harder than I had expected, but I knew I had to tear myself away eventually. No tears fell when I drove off, mostly because I was too sore and exhausted to cry, which, in hindsight, seemed like the best way to leave a place like that.

Luca walked me to the rental car without any dramatic speeches. He simply leaned in, kissed me hard one last time, and reminded me that his offer to join him and Bianca in Milan was real.

Twelve hours later, I was on a plane, squeezed into economy class and doing everything I could to avoid thinking about how much better it would feel to be sandwiched between Dan and Liam instead.

Re-entering my real life was brutal. My apartment sat in complete silence, and walking back into my office on Monday felt surreal. Sitting at my desk, I felt like an alien, zoning out as I replayed the scenes of all those bodies on top of and inside me, counting just how many times I had orgasmed and been filled with cum during the last week.

At first, I stayed in my job, coasting through the days on leftover memories. By Wednesday, though, I needed to act. I pulled every string I had to get time off, eventually telling my boss it was a “health-related emergency” that I had to deal with, which, in truth, wasn’t far from reality. A restless boredom was swallowing me whole, and this was my way out.

That night, I called Luca. He put me on speaker, and for the first time, I spoke to Bianca. She was cool, funny, and incredibly direct. Instead of worrying about whether I loved her husband, she cut to the chase, asking if I liked being shared and how I felt about open relationships.

That moment brought everything into focus.

Before this trip, I had believed my failed marriage meant I was broken, that I needed to find one person and keep the lights off forever. Le Mas shattered that idea completely. I realized I thrived in the chaos and finally understood the beauty and art of sharing with others.

I wanted the freedom to use my body as a living canvas and to experience every messy, vibrant shade of pleasure life could offer.

So, I booked the flight to Milan and hoped for the best. I felt no pressure to know what the finished piece would look like yet, but I was finally ready to start filling in the colors.


Filthy Fun in the Studio
Haley’s Wild New Job



Chapter One


“Come on, come on,” I muttered, repeatedly mashing the button for my floor.

The elevator, a rickety metal beast, was taking its sweet time.

Of course I was late on my first day. I never used to be late, but my recent breakup had left me a little unhinged and entirely at the mercy of the city’s notoriously unreliable subway.

The thing was, I really, really needed this job, mostly because my ex had walked away with my entire livelihood.

My ex-boyfriend was a travel influencer, and I’d spent the last four years acting as his creative director and photographer. But when he hit a million followers and decided to dump me for another creator, everything changed, starting with him keeping the brand we built and most of the expensive camera gear we paid for. Honestly, he could keep his obsession with his own reflection and our incredibly mundane sex life, too, for all I cared. I was just happy to be out.

Though unfortunately for me, starting completely over meant I hadn’t booked a proper gig in a while, leaving me desperate for a distraction from my miserable slump. The listing had read “Urgent Photographer Needed for Adult Lifestyle Magazine - Casual,” and I had jumped at it without thinking much or looking into it.

I figured “adult lifestyle” meant luxury travels, vineyard tours, and weekend getaway guides. A quick win to ease back into the industry, right? Well, as it turned out, my definition of the term was a bit too naive.

The elevator finally shuddered to life and began its slow ascent. I took a deep breath and checked my reflection in the warped metal doors to see how I was holding up.

At twenty six, I had finally ditched the stressed out look I’d carried while working with my ex, and my body was clearly thriving on the independence. My hips had filled out into a soft curve that I was actually starting to prefer, especially since the extra weight meant my boobs were looking better than ever.

But up top, my blonde hair was a frizzy mess from my panicked sprint from the station, and my eyeliner was already starting to migrate toward my temples. It wasn’t my best look, but it would have to do.

With a loud ding, the doors slid open to reveal an expansive space with concrete floors and high ceilings.

I hurried over to the front desk. “Hi, I’m Haley. I’m the new photographer. Is the managing director around?”

The receptionist barely looked up from her phone. “Wait here. Jennifer will be with you shortly,” she muttered.

I stood there awkwardly for a moment until a woman breezed around the corner. “Haley!” She extended her hand with a warm smile.

“Hi, Jennifer. I’m so sorry I’m late,” I said as I shook it firmly. “Getting here was an absolute nightmare.”

“Don’t even worry about it. We’re easy around here. Let’s get you set up right away, though. We’re on a massive crunch.” She handed me a clipboard with a pen dangling from a string. “I just need you to sign right here, please. It’s just a standard NDA and consent form.”

I glanced down at the block of text. “Oh… right.”

“Just your standard liability stuff,” she continued. “Confirms you’re comfortable working in a highly explicit environment, you consent to the nudity and sex on the premises, and you won’t sue us if you trip over a stray penis.”

I blinked at her. “Sex? A stray penis?” I let out a nervous little laugh, entirely convinced she was joking.

“Yep.” Jennifer tilted her head slightly. Her smile faltered just enough to make me realize she wasn’t kidding. “You are aware of what kind of magazine this is, right?”

The air rushed out of my lungs.

Oh.

Suddenly, the vague job description and the “urgent” need made total, hilarious sense.

“Well, if there’s been a misunderstanding, there’s no pressure to sign, Haley,” she continued.

“I… um… It’s okay…” I stuttered.

Lifestyle.

Right.

This was that kind of lifestyle.

I stared at the clipboard in my hands. A normal person probably would have handed it back and bolted for the elevator. But as the initial shock wore off, a weird, rebellious thrill kicked in. I realized I didn’t want to run.

They were just bodies.

I could handle this.

I gave Jennifer a nod, skimmed the page to make sure I wasn’t signing away my kidneys, and scribbled my name at the bottom.

“Perfect! Let’s get to it then, Haley,” Jennifer said, her bright smile returning as she took the clipboard from my hands. She pushed through a set of doors into the main bullpen, and I stayed close behind her.

The space was bathed in natural light and felt completely frantic. People were hurrying around with lighting gear, laptops, and large trays of coffee.

As we navigated the maze of desks, I couldn’t stop my head from swiveling. The reality of my new workplace was materializing in unfiltered detail, and my brain was almost struggling to catch up.

On a large monitor to my left, a graphic designer was carefully airbrushing a photo of an enormous cock sliding into a pussy, using a stylus to make the fluids look especially glistening. He zoomed all the way in to the fine details like he was editing the Mona Lisa or something.

A few desks away, a woman was intently reviewing triple monitors filled with photos of naked asses from every conceivable angle. She scrolled through the shots with focus, likely trying to decide which one looked the most plump and ripe for the release.

“So, as I mentioned on the phone,” Jennifer continued, “we’re pushing out our big anniversary issue online and in print by next Friday. It’s our biggest run of the year, and as you can probably see, it’s a bit of a madhouse in here.”

“Got it,” I squeaked. My eyes darted away from the screens and landed on a whiteboard hanging on the far wall. Written in giant red marker were the words: BUTT PLUG BUDGET - Q3: $2,000. I did a double take, certain that those words and numbers had never been paired together in the history of business.

I cleared my throat, trying to find my voice. “So… um… is it just lifestyle stuff?”

She laughed. “Well, the swinger lifestyle, mostly. And the kink community. And people who just want to discover the latest sex positions or toys on the market. It’s a very broad umbrella, Haley, but yes, we aim to keep our subscribers up to date on all things sex.”

She didn’t stop walking as she wove through the chaos. “I’ll have to give you the full rundown later, though. The deadline’s looming, so we need you shooting immediately.”

“Okay,” I replied. “I can do that. I’m ready.”

We reached a curtained off room at the very back of the loft.

“This is Studio A,” said Jennifer. “David’s inside. He’s our director for this shoot, and he’ll get you started.” She gave me a final smile before hurrying back toward her office.

I stood there for a second, took a deep breath to collect myself, and pushed the curtain aside. The room was mostly dark except for a cluster of photography umbrellas blasting light onto a white backdrop.

I stepped inside, letting my eyes adjust, and almost immediately tripped over my own feet.

Sure, I had just signed a waiver explicitly warning me about this, and yes, I had just walked past screens displaying what was essentially porn, but knowing it and physically standing ten feet away from two casually naked people were two entirely different things.

I swallowed hard, my brain struggling to process all the exposed skin right in front of me. First, there was the woman, who was undeniably gorgeous. She had long, tousled blonde hair and was perched on a high stool, casually touching up her lip gloss in a compact mirror. Her breasts were very large, tipping upward with prominent pink nipples.

Sitting right beside her on a lower stool was a guy who looked like a fitness model. He was scrolling through his phone, looking incredibly bored for someone so exposed.

Then, inevitably, I looked down.

His cock was right there, and god, the thing was huge.

I hadn’t seen a real penis in a while, and this one was significantly more intimidating than anything I was used to. It was heavily veined, resting at the base of a neat trail of dark hair that ran up his stomach and across his chest.

My body responded immediately, a spark of heat flaring in my pussy.

“Hey, you the new urgent hire?”

I jumped, nearly dropping my bag. A handsome guy wearing a headset and a lanyard stepped out from behind a desk covered in monitors.

“Uh, yeah. I’m Haley,” I replied. I moved my eyes up and away from the naked guy’s dick, praying my cheeks weren’t as red as they felt.

“I’m David,” he said. “Director for this set. Glad you made it. Here’s the deal: I’ll be directing from the monitors right here, so your job is to be my boots on the ground with the camera. We just need some background material today. Go ahead and get your gear set up, and we’ll jump right in.”

I gave him a nod as the reality of what I was about to do crashed over me all over again. “Sure… got it,” I mumbled. I dropped my bag onto a nearby table and pulled out my camera, attaching my favorite lens and hooking up a few cables to David’s monitor array. “Okay,” I called out, stepping up to the edge of the backdrop. “I’m ready.”

“Awesome,” said David. “All right, Luna, Chase. Playtime’s over. Let’s get dirty.”

Instantly, the casual atmosphere evaporated. Luna tossed her mirror aside, and Chase threw his phone onto a nearby prop box.

“Haley, let’s start with Luna,” David called out from behind his screens. “I need a tight macro shot. Luna, open up for the camera.”

Luna happily obliged. She slid down from the stool and settled on the staging mat covering the floor, spreading her legs wide and pulling her knees back.

Just like that, I was staring straight down the barrel of another woman’s bare vagina, seeing every intimate detail.

I stepped closer and brought the camera to my eye, twisting the lens until her entrance was in clear focus. Luna had a pretty cunt, completely pink and slick with moisture, and topped with a neatly trimmed strip of hair above her hood.

“Great, hold that angle there, Haley. Let the flash do the work. Luna, why don’t you spread things out a bit? Show us the pink.”

Luna hummed as she reached down, using two fingers from each hand to pry her inner labia apart and expose the textured opening of her pussy.

“Like this?” she purred.

“Excellent!” David called out. “Haley, get a good shot. Tighten in on that clit too. It’s begging for some attention. Look how ripe it is.”

He was right. It was so swollen, even in her relaxed state. I reframed my shot and focused.

“Now lower,” David directed. “Get her ass in there too.”

Luna let out a playful giggle, arching her back and lifting her hips to properly present her rear end to the lens.

I angled the camera down, capturing the smooth curve of her cheeks. She was freshly waxed, a perfectly tight and tanned little star shining back at me. My shutter clicked rapidly.

“Perfect, Haley, keep snapping,” David said. “Chase, let’s get you up next. Move in and crowd her space a little. Stroke your cock up to full mast for me, please.”

Chase stepped into the frame and stood over her. I adjusted my focus and brought him into view. Through the viewfinder, I watched his hand wrap around his flaccid cock as he started pumping his fist up and down. Within seconds, it began to grow, swelling and thickening into a hard rod with pulsing veins.

“Ooh, stop right there, Chase,” David instructed. “Haley, get right in on the tip. See that clear drop and how red the head is getting? I want a close-up on the precum. Our subscribers love that shit.”

I did as I was told, taking a step closer until my face was only a foot or so away from Chase’s cock. A clear drop of fluid was welling up right at the slit. Click. Click. Click. The flash illuminated the wetness perfectly. That was when I realized my own panties were starting to feel damp. I guess it didn’t help being within arm’s reach of a massive, leaking dick.

“Great. Now let’s get some action,” David said smoothly. “Chase, get down over her. Let’s get some sloppy kissing, and really let Haley see those tongues. Haley, make sure you get a good shot.”

Chase dropped and leaned over Luna. Their mouths smashed together. I zoomed in on their lips. It was incredibly filthy, their tongues twirling and sliding against each other as strings of saliva stretched between their mouths.

“Now grab her tits and squeeze them, Chase. Give us that dominant energy. Haley, try to get this one from the side,” David directed.

Chase went for a firm squeeze, kneading the flesh before rubbing around her areolas. He was still making a wet mess of her mouth, and from this close, I could see her nipples stiffen as he rubbed over them. Luna let out a sigh of pleasure.

“Okay, now make her moan for real,” David called out. “Two fingers, Chase. Get in there.”

Still kissing her, Chase dropped one hand down to her wet pussy. I quickly adjusted my angle, trying to frame her breasts and his hand in the same shot.

She was fully aroused now and completely soaked, with juices starting to trickle out of her. He teased around her slit for a bit and then slid his fingers in. There was a loud squelching sound, then Luna threw her head back and moaned. It was genuine enough to make my stomach twist.

Chase didn’t stop there, pumping his fingers in and out faster and building his pace while working her clit with his thumb. I was shooting automatically now, totally engrossed. Watching them go at it was getting me worked up as well. Luna looked so close to coming, and I was feeding off her energy, my breathing syncing with her gasps.

The whole setup was becoming dangerously hot.

“Okay, Luna, Chase, this is great, but let’s not get ahead of ourselves,” David directed. “Luna, I want you to flip over. Hands and knees. Chase, get behind her. I want you to tease her cunt with that cock, but don’t put it in.”

Luna obediently rolled over, planting her hands on the floor and jutting her ass high. Her plump cheeks spread naturally, giving me an open view of her pussy and that waxed asshole from behind. Chase moved up behind her, gripping his cock.

“Haley, get the profile,” David instructed.

I dropped and leveled the lens. Chase pressed the head of his cock right against Luna’s folds, slowly dragging it up and down. He smeared her juices all over his shaft, rubbing directly over her clit. A stuttering gasp escaped Luna. He wasn’t entering her yet, but it sure as hell looked like he was about to.

“Excellent, just like that,” David encouraged.

It was ridiculous. So raw and unfiltered. I simply couldn’t believe what I was seeing. My own cunt was a swollen, wet mess by now, desperate to feel something. I was basically panting behind the camera, imagining what that warm and girthy pressure would feel like inside me. But before I could lose my mind, David clapped his hands.

“All right, that’s gold. Beautiful!” he called out. “That’s a wrap on this shoot for now. Well done, everyone!”

Instantly, the sexual tension in the room evaporated. Chase stepped back, grabbing a few tissues to wipe off his dick, while Luna sat back on her heels and yawned as she stretched.

They looked far too relaxed.

“Great job, Haley,” David said, walking over from his monitors as I lowered my camera.

“Thank you,” I squeaked. I was still incredibly aroused and utterly lost on what to do with the swamp in my panties.

“Let’s do a quick cull,” David continued, pointing toward his desk. “Help me pick the best ones so we can send them over to design.”

I nodded and pulled up a chair next to him, and within seconds, a grid of hundreds of photos popped up.

He clicked the first one, blowing it up to fill the screen. It was the shot of Luna’s spread pussy in staggering detail. Seeing it on the giant monitor was somehow even more intense. You could see every drop of moisture and every tiny fold of pink flesh.

“Lighting here is perfect,” David mused, clicking the arrow key.

Next came the shot of Chase’s big cock. Then the sloppy kissing. Then the finger fucking. It wasn’t an editing session I had ever imagined myself sitting in for, but I soaked up every single detail anyway, my arousal spiking with every click. Finally, David dragged a few files into a folder and hit print. The machine beside his desk whirred, spitting out three glossy prints. He scooped them up, slid them into a blank envelope, and held it out.

“Here. For later.”

I stared at the envelope. “Uh… for later?”

“Yeah.” David gave me a knowing look. “You clearly have an eye for this. The models sign off on crew copies, so go home, lock your door, and enjoy. Up to you, that is.”

I took the envelope from him and shoved it into my bag. “Thanks… um… I’ll definitely have a look,” I said, my face burning.


Chapter Two


Back in my apartment, I flopped onto my bed with a sigh, my whole body aching. It had been a massive day filled with many more nude shoots. I wanted to decompress, but my mind wouldn’t stop racing.

I was staring at the ceiling when my phone buzzed against the mattress. I reached over and saw my friend Zoe’s goofy contact picture lighting up the screen. I swiped to answer, put her on speaker, and dropped the phone onto my chest.

“Hey.”

“Girl, sooo?” Zoe’s voice came through, full of excitement. “Tell me everything. How was the first day? Was it boring or what?”

I let out a tired laugh. “Boring is the absolute last word I’d use, Zoe.”

“Well, spill! Is the gig nice? Tell me you didn’t spend eight hours shooting furniture or something.”

“Well… about that…”

“Yeah?”

“It’s not that kind of lifestyle. It’s, um… the dirty kind. Turns out I got hired by a sex magazine.”

A stunned silence stretched over the line, followed by a delighted shriek. “Haley! Oh my god! You’re shooting porn? Please tell me you have details…”

“Yeah... lots of them.” I bit my lip, feeling my cheeks get hot all over again. “I shot a couple of nude models today. At one point I was crouched down near a woman’s vagina, snapping pictures of her clit. It was crazy.”

“Fuck…” Zoe whispered.

“I swear I couldn’t make this up,” I said with a laugh.

“And the guy?” Zoe pressed. “Please tell me there was a hot guy.”

“Sure was,” I admitted. “God, Zoe, you’d have died if you saw his cock. All thick and veiny. He stroked himself hard right in front of me, and then he started making out with the woman.”

Zoe almost moaned at that. “Haley…”

I laughed, letting her picture it for a second longer.

“Okay, wait,” Zoe continued. “Be honest with me. Were you… you know, into it?”

“Maybe a little,” I admitted softly.

“Yes!” she cheered into the phone. “Good for you, babe. It’s about time.”

“I know…”

“I’m telling you, this is exactly what you needed,” she added. “A paycheck and a cure for the dry spell.”

I let out a soft laugh. “I guess.”

“Well, talking about all this is definitely making me jealous. And incredibly horny,” Zoe said. “I think I’m gonna go track down Greg. Boyfriend perks, ya know?”

I rolled my eyes. “Are you seriously hanging up on me to go have sex?”

“I am,” she laughed. “Call me tomorrow. I want to know exactly whose dick you’re staring at next.”

“Will do. Have fun, Zoe.”

The call ended, and the bedroom fell quiet again.

I tossed the phone onto the mattress. Without Zoe’s voice, the room felt heavy with the sound of my heart thumping as my mind replayed the shoot. My body simply couldn’t calm down, and my pussy was throbbing in a way that rarely led to good decisions. The tension built until my eyes landed on my camera bag at the foot of the bed.

The envelope. My homework.

I sat up, dragged the bag over, and pulled out the photos. It felt completely surreal holding the nudes of Luna and Chase. I spread the three pictures across the blanket in front of me.

My skin was on fire just staring at them. It was almost overwhelming to feel this unapologetically turned on.

Almost on autopilot, my hand reached for the button of my jeans. I popped it open and slid the zipper down, desperate to ease the pressure against my prickling skin. I hadn’t touched myself in months, but tonight, I desperately needed this.

With Chase’s cock staring right back at me, I slid my hand past the waistband of my underwear. The fabric was already soaked through, my clit swollen and pulsing beneath.

The second my fingertip grazed it, I melted. I pressed in gently, and a soft moan slipped out of my mouth before I could stop it.

Fuck. I was really doing this.

I glanced back down at the photos as my fingers started to circle, letting my mind conjure the scenes back to life. My touch grew firmer, and I kept rubbing, pressing my finger a little harder and dragging it a little lower, feeling my own wetness coat my skin. It felt so damn good to finally let go.

Still balancing the prints with one hand, I slid the image of Luna’s cunt to the front. Her lips looked so swollen and inviting that my imagination began filling in gaps I’d never even considered before, leaving me genuinely wondering what she might taste like. The thought of pressing my tongue against those wet folds had my fingers flying. I picked up the pace, circling faster as my arousal wound higher and tighter. My breaths turned shallow.

“Ooh… fuck,” I whispered to myself.

My knees fell further apart, begging for more. With a wet sound, I slid two fingers inside and shuddered at how needy I actually was. A loud gasp echoed through the room as I filled myself in all the right ways, my eyes focused on the photo of Chase’s fingers buried deep inside Luna.

My mind instantly blurred the image with the physical sensation, making it feel like he was the one fingering me. I worked myself with deep strokes, massaging my clit as the juices started to leak out of me and trickle down my crack. I loved it. I picked up the pace, fucking myself with desperation.

Then, without warning, it hit me.

The orgasm exploded with such force that my head fell back and my thighs started to shake uncontrollably. A loud cry ripped from my throat, my eyes fluttering shut as I finally gave in to the rush.

Eventually, the world stopped spinning. My head felt light, and my legs were still quivering as I weakly pulled my slick fingers away.

Fuck.

I had just had my first real orgasm in… god, how long? Too long to even remember the last one, and way too long to keep pretending I didn’t care. The most surprising part was how easy it had been. Apparently, all I’d needed was a few shots of naked bodies to bridge the gap.

The shock hadn’t fully worn off as I mentally collected myself. I could barely process the fact that tomorrow, I’d be right back in the middle of that beautiful insanity, most likely soaking through another pair of panties by lunch.

I had no idea how I was going to survive. But I sure as hell wasn’t staying home and wonder about it.


Chapter Three


Tuesday, Wednesday, and Thursday carried on much the same way that Monday did.

I spent my shifts adjusting lights and snapping photos of dicks, more waxed pussies, and framing the perfect angle of models making out while they used their hands to pleasure each other. Nothing crazy, and I got used to seeing naked bodies fast. Though the horniness never wavered.

All three nights I’d gone straight home and spent the rest of the evening with my fingers inside my panties, rubbing my clit and reliving the filth from that day. I guessed that was what constant stimulation would do to you.

It felt strange to say, but by Friday morning I was actually excited to get to work. I arrived fifteen minutes early, but my poise slipped the second I stepped inside.

The looming deadline was clearly making everyone incredibly horny, and today, it seemed like the professional boundaries had finally given way a little. I walked past a graphic designer with his hand shoved up a copywriter’s skirt, working two fingers inside her while she pretended to read an email. Over by the printer, a lighting tech had the receptionist pinned against the wall, his knee wedged between her legs while she shamelessly rode his thigh.

Eventually pulling myself away from the scene, I headed toward Studio B. A calendar notification from Joel, my director, had popped up on my phone to say the schedule had changed. The title was “shooting something intimate,” which, after the way this week had gone, could mean literally anything.

I approached the studio door. It was slightly ajar, light spilling into the hallway. I heard it before I even stepped inside, and the sounds were beyond filthy. The slap of spit and the suction of lips sliding over something thick filled the air. A muffled gagging sound followed, then a man’s loud groan.

“Yeah, just like that,” he moaned, his voice soaked in pleasure. “Keep going. Suck on it hard.”

My pulse kicked into overdrive. Standing there, I knew exactly what I was about to walk into. There was another soft gag, then a playful, muffled hum from the woman.

“Fuck, that’s perfect,” the man groaned. “You know exactly how I like it, don’t you?”

“Mhmm,” came the wet reply.

My thighs clenched as arousal spiked. Before I could chicken out, I stepped inside.

The scene was intense. One of the models was kneeling on the floor, her curvy body leaned into the lap of a man in a chair. Her hair was disheveled, her lips wrapped tightly around his cock. Her cheeks hollowed with every upward pull before she slid back down, taking him deep into her throat.

She was drooling from the corners of her mouth and over her knuckles as she stroked the base of his shaft. The guy, who I assumed was Joel, looked lost in it. His legs twitched as she bobbed her head faster. He had one hand on the back of her head, guiding her.

“Fuck, that’s it,” he groaned. “What a perfect fucking mouth.”

The woman hummed again appreciatively, pushing further and taking him deeper, her hand twisting as she stroked the length.

I was so distracted by how filthy the scene was that I didn’t even realize she’d seen me. Her eyes flickered to the doorway before Joel noticed the way she paused. He turned to follow her line of sight.

“Oh, shit,” Joel muttered, tugging on her hair gently as his cock popped out of her mouth. His face turned slightly sheepish. “I, uh… wasn’t expecting you so soon.”

My cheeks turned bright red. “Oh my god, I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean to interrupt.”

Joel laughed, exchanging a glance with the woman still kneeling in front of him. Her lips glistened with spit as she straightened up, swiping a hand across her mouth.

“Well,” she said, “this is embarrassing and hilarious.” She grinned at me, pushing a strand of hair from her face. “Hey there. Sorry you had to walk in on that!”

I blinked, taken aback by how casually she handled it. She was curvier than the models I’d worked with so far, but no less gorgeous. Her full breasts were barely contained by a thin black bra, and her thick thighs looked incredibly soft.

“Um… hi… I’m Haley,” I mumbled with a weak smile.

The woman rose to her feet. “I’m Rachel. That was just me warming up my mouth… I like to stay practiced,” she said with a dirty wink. “Plus, Joel’s got a delicious cock. I couldn’t resist.”

“Thanks for the endorsement…” Joel chuckled, tucking himself back into his pants. He didn’t look embarrassed at all. “Alright, playtime’s over. Let’s get to work. Haley, drop your bag and get your rig set up.”

I nodded quickly, hurrying to the lighting setup and pulling out my camera.

“Today we’re shooting a big spread for the ‘Erotic Appetites’ column,” said Joel. “The theme is oral fixation, so we’re getting filthy today. We’ll start with some girl on girl, then bring in the cock.”

As if on cue, another woman walked out from the dressing area. She was petite with short, dark hair, wearing nothing but a tiny lace thong.

“Mia, perfect timing,” Joel called out. “Get Rachel on the bed there. I want your face buried in her. Haley, I want tight shots on the mouth and the clit. Really capture the mess.”

Rachel giggled, tossing her bra across the room before hopping onto the bed. She leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs, exposing a plump, hairy pussy that was already glistening.

Fuck.

I’d already seen plenty of pussies this week, but I was about to watch someone actually eat one. My heart pounded; I wasn’t sure how I was going to handle this.

Mia wasted no time, dropping between Rachel’s legs. She gripped her hips and dove into the mess, lapping at her.

I brought the camera to my eye, focusing on the way she was shoving her face deep into Rachel’s folds, her tongue weaving in and out like a snake.

“Ooh, yes, Mia!” Rachel moaned.

Her tongue then moved up to swirl around Rachel’s swollen clit. The amount of wetness was staggering, smeary and bright under the studio lights.

Mia pulled back for a split second, looking up with a filthy grin. “God, you taste so fucking good today, Rach. You’re so creamy.” Then she buried her face back in, sucking hard on Rachel’s labia and drawing a desperate cry from her.

I kept clicking, capturing every bit of the depravity. My own pussy was already throbbing, my own juices starting to trickle out of me. I adjusted my stance, trying to ignore the way my panties were starting to stick to my skin.

“Perfect, the lighting is great,” Joel directed from the monitors. “Haley, keep hitting those angles. Capture the way her tongue moves between those lips. Beautiful. Okay, ladies, that’s a great appetizer. Now, let’s bring in the cock.”

From the shadows, a tall, muscular guy stepped into the light. He was completely naked, his dick already red and jutting out from his dense pubic hair.

Rachel’s eyes lit up the second she saw him. “Ooh, yay! Get over here, handsome.”

She arched her back further and opened her mouth, sticking her tongue out. The guy stepped up and slotted himself between her teeth.

Just like that, he was in her mouth, sinking in by the inches. He kept going until Rachel gagged slightly, the head of his dick no doubt scraping against her tonsils.

I gasped behind the camera. Rachel’s lips curled into a smile around him. She was loving the way he filled her mouth.

Once settled, he started fucking her face, snapping his hips forward and driving his meat down her throat over and over again.

“Yeah, take it all,” he growled. Rachel looked pleased and happy, keeping eye contact with him.

“Haley! Tighten up on her mouth!” Joel yelled. “Look at the stretch!”

I dropped to one knee, angling the camera up perfectly. Rachel’s lips were stretched to their limit around his girth. Strings of saliva flew from the corners of her mouth with every thrust, splashing against his thighs and her own cheeks. She moaned around his dick, her eyes wide and watering as she eagerly swallowed his meat.

Down below, Mia was relentless. She buried her face in Rachel’s soaking pussy while shoving three fingers inside, pumping them hard to get a climax.

Between Mia’s furious internal work and the intense face fucking, Rachel was losing her mind. Her legs started to tremble, her toes curling hard as a deep, gurgling sound vibrated in her throat.

“She’s coming!” Joel barked. “Quick, Haley! Get the orgasm!”

Rachel’s eyes rolled back as her climax ripped through. She shivered all over, her mouth convulsing around the guy’s dick, milking him with her throat muscles. The unfiltered look of bliss on her face was breathtaking. I snapped away, capturing every drop of spit and the way her plump lips contorted around his shaft.

I was so turned on I could barely breathe. My pussy was basically begging for the same treatment from how hard it was throbbing. It was overwhelming.

“Alright, and… done!” Joel finally called out. “That was gold! Incredible work, guys. Let’s stop there. Catch your breath and clean up; we have another shoot in ten minutes.”

The models came together, sharing slow, wet kisses. Rachel ran her hand down the guy’s chest before lingering at the base of his softening dick.

“Keep this thing ready for me, mister,” Rachel said with a wink. “I’ll need it in my pussy later.”

“Of course, ma’am,” he grinned.

Joel chuckled. “Alright, ladies, let’s take five in the green room. I want to go over the next scene.” He gave Rachel and Mia a devious look. The implication was crystal clear.

He then turned to me. “Hey Haley, do me a favor. Stick around and get a few more solo shots, would you? We need some close-ups of the shaft and the head.”

“You got it.” I nodded, keeping it professional and ignoring my thumping heart.

With that, Joel, Rachel, and Mia headed out, leaving me alone in the studio with the male model. I stepped up and aimed the camera at him. He leaned back on his elbows on the bed, watching me work.

“I’m Marvin, by the way.”

“Haley,” I replied, snapping a few photos of his crotch.

“Nice to meet you, Haley.” Marvin smiled. He glanced down at his lap. “Look, I’m not one to tell you how to do your job, but the texture always pops a bit better when it’s hard, don’t you think?”

My mouth was still dry. “I… I guess so.”

“Well, how about we fix it, then,” he said. “I could stroke it back up for you, but that’s only half the fun, right?”

I paused, lowering my camera to meet his eyes. A hot wave of arousal crashed over me. I knew where this was going, and the ache inside me was already louder than any professional common sense I had left.

“Oh?” I asked.

“Mhmm,” Marvin replied. “If you want to put the camera down, it’s all yours. Just say the word.”

The suggestion had my clit tingling like crazy against my soaked panties. I looked at his girthy dick resting there, still coated in Rachel’s spit, and knew exactly what I wanted to do.

“I think I could do that,” I replied, making the decision instantly.

“Perfect,” he said.

I licked my lips and made my move, setting the camera down and dropping to my knees in front of him.

It had been over a year since I’d had a dick anywhere near my mouth, but I was overwhelmingly ready for this. I reached out, wrapping my fingers around his wet shaft. His skin felt incredibly warm. I started stroking him slowly, squeezing the base to get the blood flowing.

Then I leaned in and ran my tongue right up the underside.

He tasted salty, his skin wet with Rachel’s saliva and his own sweat. It felt exactly like a giant gummy worm against my tongue. I let out a soft hum of enjoyment, taking the swollen red head into my mouth and feeling the weight of it.

Marvin groaned, reaching down to get a grip on my head. “That’s it. Keep going.”

I took the rest of him in and sucked hard, swirling my tongue around his slit and listening to his breath falter. The response was immediate. His cock throbbed to life, inflating against my cheeks as it grew massive and hard right on my tongue and against the roof of my mouth. A tiny, satisfied gag slipped out of me when he swelled against the back of my throat, too.

I kept going, drawing him deep with every stroke and letting spit trickle from my lips. I was getting him worked up, and I couldn’t get enough. I started sliding back and forth over him while reaching down to massage his balls. He was more than hard now. Way more than he needed to be for the shot. But I didn’t care about photography anymore. Right now, all I wanted to do was suck his dick.

I couldn’t believe I was doing this. Just a few days ago, I was a fly on the wall, and now I was on my knees in a studio, cleaning another woman’s juices off a man with my tongue. It was the filthiest thing I’d ever done, and I loved it.

Marvin was starting to groan and twitch. I wrapped my hands around his back, sliding them down to his bare ass to pull him further inside and feel the power of his thrusts.

I could feel the tension building as his body primed for release. My mind raced, but I was already this far in, and I decided swallowing his load was the only way to finish this. I clamped my lips tighter around his base and sucked with everything I had, ready for what was coming.

“Fuck!” Marvin roared, his cock giving a few hard twitches in my mouth.

Then it came. A powerful spray of cum exploded over my tongue and cheeks. It was amazing. The salty fluid rushed past my teeth in such a large amount that I had to gulp just to keep it from overflowing. I relished the warm and viscous sensation as it slid down my throat.

Marvin’s cock stayed hard as I slipped off, standing tall and slick with my saliva. I sat back and licked my lips, amazed by what I’d just done. I felt thoroughly satisfied.

“Damn, Haley,” Marvin said, looking down at me with pure admiration. “Who knew you were so good at that? That was amazing.”

“Thank you,” I said with a bright laugh.

Then my eyes drifted to the table beside us. I’d almost forgotten the only reason I’d started this was to get him hard for the camera. Whoops.

I stood up and picked my camera back up.

“Right, um, the shoot… okay… how about you just stay right there,” I instructed, adjusting my lens. “Let me get these shots while you’re still hard.”


Chapter Four


Itook a few more shots of Marvin’s cock until it started to soften again.

Eventually I wrapped up in the studio and headed back to my desk to grab my lunch, then walked to the staff room to heat it up, staring blankly at the spinning microwave carousel as I tried to reflect on the filth of what I had just done.

Once it beeped, I turned around to find a seat.

Rachel was sitting at a table in the back, waving me over. Sitting next to her was a young woman with long and dark hair.

“Hi,” I said, walking over and taking a seat.

“Good to see you.” Rachel grinned. She gestured to the woman beside her. “This is Selena, by the way. She’s part of the media team.”

“Hey,” Selena said with a bright smile. “You’re the new photographer, right? Rachel was just telling me about you.”

“Oh, hi. Yeah, that’s me.”

“She’s awesome, knows how to get the perfect shots,” Rachel added, waving a hand toward me as she kept talking to Selena.

I dug into my lunch, and as they chatted, it felt like I was back in college, sitting around a dorm room with my friends, except the gossip was filthy. Instead of talking about bad dates or exes, they were giving detailed reviews of the male models.

“God, the guy in Studio C today had the thickest dick I’ve taken all month,” Selena sighed dreamily. “He stretched my throat out so well I could barely swallow my coffee this morning.”

“Please,” Rachel scoffed playfully. “Don’t act like you don’t love it. Though I will say, the stamina on the guy I had yesterday was unbelievable. He filled my mouth up so perfectly.”

They went back and forth, casually discussing how much dick they’d sucked, who tasted the best, and the craziest places they’d fucked on set. It was wildly explicit, and I sat there listening, feeling my pussy clench with every dirty word.

Then Selena turned her attention to me. “So, what about you, Haley? You’ve been here a week. Done anything filthy yet?”

I looked down at my fork, a blush creeping all the way up to my ears.

Rachel’s eyes widened. “Oh my god. Look at her face. She totally did!”

“I… well, I might have…”

Selena gasped. “No way! Who?”

“Marvin. I, um… I sucked his dick.”

“Holy shit, yes!” Rachel cheered, leaning across the table to give me a high five. “Good for you, babe! I knew there was a dirty girl hiding behind that camera.”

“Was it amazing?” Selena asked. “Did you swallow?”

“It was. And yeah, I did.”

They both shrieked in appreciation. “Yay! Welcome to the club.” Rachel laughed. “Honestly, Haley, everyone plays around here. So don’t ever feel weird about getting yours. We’re all pretty open about it, and we usually end up watching each other anyway. You cool with that?”

I felt the heat in my face, but for the first time, it didn’t feel like a bad thing. “Of course,” I said, smiling. “I’m okay with that.”

Before they could grill me for more details, a loud chirp went off in my pocket. My one o’clock alarm.

“Shit, I have to run,” I said, hastily packing up my half eaten lunch. “My next shoot is starting.”

“Have fun!” Selena called out. “Grab some dick for me while you’re at it!”

I laughed, jogging down the hallway toward Studio D. I felt a hot rush of anticipation, my blood pumping fast. I was ready for whatever depravity was waiting behind the curtain, maybe even another oral scene or some wild toy demonstration. I pushed the fabric aside, my camera already in hand.

But the studio was completely quiet. The bright strobes were off, leaving only soft ambient lighting. Standing in the center of the room, looking over a clipboard, was a man dressed in a T-shirt and jeans.

He looked up as I entered, and I felt a sharp tug in my stomach. He was easily one of the sexiest guys I had seen since I started here. He had dark hair, slightly messy, with a perfect dusting of scruff along his chin.

“You must be Haley,” he said.

“I am,” I replied. “Are you… are we shooting?”

He offered me a charming smile. “I’m Logan. And no, unfortunately. Editorial just called down. They got enough material for this section of the magazine from the morning shoots, so they canceled our slot.”

“Oh,” I said, genuinely disappointed, though staring at him was a pretty good consolation prize. “So… what happens now?”

“Go ahead and call it a day. I’ll sign you off,” said Logan. “But hey, we could always chat, too. I’d love to learn more about you.”

I paused, his casual interest keeping me anchored in place. “Oh, yeah… sure.”

“So, how’s the first week treating you?” he asked.

“It’s definitely been an adjustment. I mostly shot social media stuff before this. I ran a brand with my ex-boyfriend.”

“Oh. Sorry to hear.”

“It’s okay,” I replied. “Decided I needed a change of pace, anyway. Though I guess I overcorrected a little.”

Logan chuckled. “Well, you fit in well. You clearly have an eye for the human form. I saw some of the photos you sent over to design this morning. Stunning.”

“Thanks, I really appreciate that,” I replied, my face heating up because of how intently he was looking at me.

The conversation moved along, transitioning quickly from small talk about photography into topics that were much more personal. The more we talked, the more I noticed how hot I was getting.

The realization was sharp, and the conversation started to feel like a genuine waste of time after a while.

Talking wasn’t enough. I realized that I really, really just wanted him to fuck me.

All week, I had been safely hidden behind my camera, playing the deprived spectator to everyone else’s pleasure. Even my quick taste with Marvin had been exactly that. Just a tease.

But the eager validation from the girls had flipped a switch inside my head. The lingering shyness was rapidly fading, and with how wet my pussy was and how feverishly my skin was prickling, I knew I couldn't hold back anymore.

If I didn’t do anything now, maybe I never would.

The distance between us disappeared as I stepped closer. I let my eyes linger on his body and bit my lip, trying my best to channel the seductive energy I had witnessed behind the lens all week.

“Logan… you know… chatting to you has been great, but I don’t think I’m ready to leave just yet,” I said, meeting his eyes.

“Is that so?” Logan replied.

I looked into his eyes, making no effort to hide it. “Yes. I think I need a man to help me unwind before I officially clock off for the day,” I said.

He reached out and grabbed my ass, pulling me hard against him. “Well… I’m glad you said that, because I’ve been wanting to do this since you walked in.”

That was when he kissed me. I met his lips by opening my mouth instantly. His tongue pushed deep past my teeth, and his hands moved just as fast to squeeze my breasts through my top. I could feel the heat hitting all the right places, making me moan directly into his mouth.

“God, you taste good,” he muttered. He continued kissing me, stamping wet kisses down my neck and over my collarbone. He undid the top buttons of my blouse and pushed it off my shoulders, making quick work of the front clasp of my bra. As it fell away, he leaned down. His tongue flicked out and dragged over my erect nipple before he pulled it into his mouth and sucked hard.

I gasped as he gave the other side the same intense attention, leaving a final, lingering kiss on each swollen peak before trailing back up to my lips. “You’re so beautiful, Haley.”

I didn’t want to wait any longer. I simply jumped up and wrapped my legs around his waist. Logan caught my thighs, holding me up effortlessly.

My pussy pressed against the hard bulge in his jeans and I could easily feel how big he was, the warmth of his throbbing cock spreading through my stomach. He carried me over to the editing bench and used one arm to sweep the laptops and papers onto the floor.

He dropped me onto the surface and went straight for the button of my pants. He yanked them down my legs along with my panties and threw them aside. I spread my legs wide for him.

Logan kissed up my inner thigh until he reached the heat between my legs. A sudden spike of insecurity hit me; I hadn’t shaved in a while, and compared to the groomed models I’d been shooting all week, I felt unruly. I just hoped he wouldn’t mind.

“Perfect, Haley,” he whispered against my skin. “I love a hairy cunt.”

He licked around the perimeter before spreading my lips to find my clit. The moment he took me into his mouth, my entire body jerked. I let out a trembling moan and gripped the bench beneath me as he moved lower, dragging his tongue through the slick mess between my folds.

I was soaked by the time he shoved his fingers inside me, curling them upward and hooking deep against my G-spot until my legs quivered out of control. He kept a fast rhythm, his mouth never leaving me as he worked the nub above.

My head fell back. “Fuck, just like that,” I choked out.

The pressure peaked almost instantly, and a staggering orgasm hit me. My thighs shook and my pussy spasmed around his fingers, gushing more of my release.

When I came down from the high, Logan lifted his head from between my legs with a dirty smirk. “I’m not done with you yet.”

He stepped back and pulled his shirt over his head, revealing a lean chest covered in hard muscle. My pussy throbbed all over again as he unzipped his jeans and pulled out his cock.

It was long and girthy, with a dark red head at the end of the shaft. After spending all week taking photos of dicks, staring at one I was actually going to take was a completely different feeling. I desperately wanted it inside me.

“Fuck me, Logan,” I begged.

He stepped forward and pulled me to the edge of the bench. He rubbed his engorged head through my folds, lathering it in my own juices, before slipping inside. He pushed in slow and steady until he bottomed out.

“Ooh!” I gasped loudly.

Logan’s cock filled me perfectly, and he immediately set a hard pace. I swung my legs around his waist, locking my ankles behind his back to keep him anchored inside me.

After more than a year of nothing, the feeling of a new man’s cock stretching me out was exactly the release I needed. He leaned in to kiss me while he fucked, and I tangled my fingers in his hair, pulling him closer as our tongues fought for dominance.

The sensation of him reaming me out felt amazing. Every time he pushed in deep, he rubbed at all the sensitive spots inside me. He hit a fast rhythm, fucking me so hard my breasts bounced wildly.

“You like taking my dick?” he grunted, pulling away from my lips for a second to look down at me.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Fuck me harder, Logan.”

He did. He twisted my insides with every stroke. He fucked me fast, and the intense stretching and slapping pushed me right into a second orgasm. My cunt clamped down hard, squeezing his cock so tight it almost hurt.

Logan groaned as soon as I came down again. He slowed his thrusts. “Get up,” he said, pulling out of me and dragging more of my slick release with him. “I want to fuck you on the backdrop.”

I eagerly stepped over to the white mat and got on all fours. Logan walked over and grabbed my camera from the table.

“Your ass looks too good,” he said as he stepped up behind me. “I need some memorabilia. You happy if I take a few shots?”

My heart skipped a beat. It was incredibly hot feeling so wanted.

“Yes. Take as many as you want,” I replied.

With the camera settings adjusted, he shoved his cock back into my wet pussy from behind. I squealed as he started fucking me doggystyle.

I looked over my shoulder and saw him holding my camera in one hand. The flash fired with every hard thrust.

“Fuck, this is perfect,” he grunted.

Then he reached down with his other hand and brought it around my front, finding my swollen clit. He rubbed hard as his big dick pounded my cunt.

“Shit, Haley,” Logan then growled after a while. “I’m going to come.”

He pulled out his cock and then erupted with a loud groan. I could feel the hot mess spray out and shoot all across my lower back, splashing high up near my shoulder blades. He kept stroking his shaft, splattering more cum all over my skin until it was dripping everywhere. There was so much of it, I was almost certain he had emptied twice the volume of his balls.

I stayed where I was, panting and giggling, while Logan flashed the camera a few more times, capturing the mess he’d made on my body, and how utterly ruined I was for him.

“Damn, Haley, you look so hot covered in my cum,” he said, setting the camera down. “You have to send me these later.”

I laughed, glancing back at the sticky mess painting my skin. Then I stood up and kissed him again. It was tender and delicious.

When he pulled away, his cock was already starting to inflate back to life again.

“How about we get out of here?” he asked me, noticing his arousal. “Come home with me, Haley. We can spend the rest of the evening fucking as much as we want.”

“I’d love that, Logan,” I replied.


Chapter Five


Igrabbed some wet wipes from the studio bathroom, scrubbed off the mess, and pulled my clothes back on.

Thirty minutes later, we were riding the elevator up in his apartment building. Logan led me down the hall to a door at the very end. But instead of fishing out a set of keys, he raised his fist and knocked.

I blinked, a sudden wave of confusion cutting through my arousal.

Why was he knocking?

Doesn’t he live here?

Before I could ponder any longer, the lock clicked and the door swung open. Standing there was a stunning woman with wavy brown hair, wearing a loose robe that clung to a very generous chest.

“Hey, babe! You made it,” she chimed, her face lighting up as she threw her arms around Logan’s neck and kissed him softly on the lips.

My heart skipped a beat.

Oh.

Fuck.

He lived with someone. A wife? A girlfriend? My stomach dropped. I had just walked blind right into an ambush.

But instead of screaming at me, the woman just started laughing.

“Oh my god, Logan, look at her face!” she giggled, waving me inside. “Come in, come in. I’m Kira. I promise I’m not going to throw a lamp at you.”

I stepped inside, and Logan shut the door behind us.

“I probably should have mentioned this earlier,” he said, looking sheepish.

“A little warning would have been nice,” I replied, standing awkwardly in their living room.

“We have an open relationship.” Kira smiled. She walked over to the kitchen island and started pouring wine. “Logan texted me on the way here. I heard all about your studio session today.” She handed me a glass. “Don’t worry. You aren’t a homewrecker. We share everything.”

Logan stayed near the door. “If this is too much, Haley, I can call you a cab.”

I took a gulp of the wine. The panic was fading fast, replaced by a sudden rush of adrenaline. I definitely didn’t want a cab. I just wanted them.

“I don’t need a cab,” I told him.

Kira’s smile widened. “I was hoping you would say that. It turns me on watching him fuck someone as pretty as you.”

Logan stepped up behind me, wrapping his arms securely around my waist and pulling my back against his chest. He pressed a warm kiss to the side of my neck, sending a flutter of heat through me. “Now, how about we get you out of these clothes, Haley?” he whispered.

“Please,” I replied, leaning back against him.

Logan let me go so Kira could take my glass and set it on the counter. She helped me take off my blouse, while Logan reached for my hips, unbuttoning my pants and dragging them down my legs. I was naked in seconds.

They stepped back to look at me. The hungry way they stared made my pussy ache.

“Gorgeous,” Kira said. She dropped her robe, revealing her bare curves. She stepped close, wrapping her hands around the back of my head to pull me into a kiss.

She tasted delicious, and her lips were incredibly soft. I kissed her back hard as Logan reached around to cup my breasts. He squeezed them, kissing the side of my neck before his hand slid between my thighs. His fingers parted my folds, finding my clit and rubbing it in slow circles.

I let out a moan. Having both of them touching me at once was intense.

Logan guided me backward until my knees hit the edge of the sofa. I dropped onto the cushions and spread my legs wide. I wasn’t entirely sure whose mouth was going to land on me first, but at this point, I didn’t care.

Kira took the initiative. She crawled onto the sofa, positioning herself on the cushion beside me before diving into my heat. When she lowered her mouth onto my wet cunt, I gasped.

I had never had a woman eat me out before, and the sensation was staggering. Her tongue was skilled and perfect, lapping up my juices and swirling all over my swollen clit. She knew exactly what a woman’s body needed, attacking my folds with a greedy enthusiasm that had my toes curling in no time.

“Fuck,” I moaned, my head tossing from side to side, struggling to comprehend how I had gone my entire life without experiencing something this mind blowing.

“My turn,” Logan growled. He had already shed his clothes. He stepped over the coffee table and hovered above me, his massive erection fully rigid and pointing straight at my face. “Do you want it, Haley?”

My mouth hung open in a moan from the shock of Kira’s tongue working my clit, yet I still managed a breathless “Yes.”

Logan smirked, clearly enjoying my desperation. He came in and swiped the fat head of his cock back and forth over my parted lips. “Beg for it, Haley,” he demanded softly.

“Please,” I whimpered, staring up at him. “Please, Logan, I need it.”

Satisfied, he grabbed the back of my head and slotted himself past my teeth, thrusting deep down my throat. I swallowed his dick as deep as I could take it, moaning while he fucked my face.

Down below, Kira kept her mouth buried between my thighs, loudly slurping my wet cunt. Having a woman eat me out while a guy fucked my mouth was insane.

“Okay, enough warming up,” Logan then said after a few moments, pulling his slick dick out from between my lips.

I whined a little, chasing the tip.

Kira lifted her head and grinned between my legs. “What do you think, Haley? Want his cock in your pussy now?”

“Yes, please,” I said.

Logan dragged me down to the edge of the sofa. He grabbed my calves and hooked my legs over his shoulders, spreading me wide open. Then he lined up his dick and shoved it inside me.

“Fuck!” I gasped.

He started fucking me rough and fast. I was so wet I was definitely leaving a stain on their couch, but I didn’t care. I just wanted to feel him stretch me out. Every time he drove inside me, his hips slapped loud and wet against my thighs.

Kira watched him pound my pussy for a few seconds. Then she crawled up the cushions and straddled my head. Her wet cunt hovered just above my nose. “Mind if I take a seat here?” she said.

“Do it,” I replied.

I looked up and was greeted by the breathtaking sight of her pink slit hovering right above my mouth, a clear drop of her juices already dripping out and landing perfectly on my lips. I tilted my head up, shot my tongue out, and licked her.

Kira’s pussy tasted absolutely incredible. Musky, sweet, and warm. She finally lowered herself completely, planting herself firmly over my mouth, giving me just enough room to breathe through my nose while giving me unfiltered access to her taste. I immediately dug my face in, losing myself in the warmth of her cunt and sucking at her clit exactly the way she had just done to me.

Kira let out a moan, grinding her wet pussy directly against my mouth and nose. “Yes! Fuck her, Logan,” Kira whimpered above me, riding my face as my tongue moved in and out of her slit.

She leaned forward, bracing her hands on Logan’s shoulders as he leaned over my body. They met in the middle, Logan’s mouth meeting Kira’s in a passionate kiss right above my chest. It was incredible.

“Don’t stop… please…” Kira gasped, breaking the kiss to look down at me as she ground her slit harder against my face. “You’re doing so well, Haley. Keep sucking on that clit.”

Her praise was intoxicating. I sucked and swirled as best as I could, my hands reaching up to squeeze her plump ass cheeks while her husband’s shaft churned up my insides.

Kira then reached a hand down to my clit. The second she started rubbing me, the tension inside me shattered.

“I’m coming!” I screamed, the sound muffled by the wet heat of Kira’s pussy.

My body shook like crazy, and that was when I realized Kira was right there with me. Her thighs clamped tight around my ears, and her pussy started spasming erratically against my lips. I barely had time to ride out my own climax before a hot, sweet gush of her cum poured directly over my tongue. Of course, I slurped up every last drop of it.

Then it was Logan’s turn.

“Fuck, Haley, you’re milking me,” he roared. His grip on me tightened as he buried himself deep. “Here it comes!”

I wanted it. I wanted it so bad. I wanted his cum exploding deep inside me, filling me up so much there wouldn’t be a single pocket of air left in my cunt.

He pumped three more times before his body went rigid. Logan grunted loudly, thrusting until my insides felt full and warm with his load.

We stayed in that position until our bodies finally stopped twitching. Kira slid off my face, collapsing beside me on the couch to catch her breath, while Logan pulled his softening cock out of my hole, a thick string of his cum and my juices stretching between us before snapping.

My cunt was an absolute mess. It was stuffed tight and generously leaking. Kira noticed, looking down at my ruined pussy.

“Well, we definitely can’t let that go to waste!” She grinned. “May I?”

I nodded, and Kira dove back down between my legs. She pressed her face into my pussy and began lapping, cleaning the thick creampie out of me before trailing downward, catching whatever had spilled down my crack.

Logan, delighted to see his wife eat his cum out of my pussy, simply leaned down and kissed my forehead.

“See?” he whispered. “We really do love to share, Haley.”


Chapter Six


Monday morning eventually rolled around, and I felt completely rejuvenated. Of course, I had Logan and Kira to thank for that.

After that insane first threesome, I ended up staying over at their apartment for most of the weekend.

We spent a large part of the time fucking, lazing around the house, and fucking some more. It was incredible. They were so casual about their open relationship, sitting around naked and swapping stories about all the other staff members and models they had fucked over the years. Logan even told me about the time he brought two of the lighting guys home to run a train on Kira while he was serviced by two of the new female assistants who took turns riding his dick. It was entirely shameless, but I was really coming around to it.

That same energy carried through to Monday morning. While I was getting ready for work, I had Zoe on speaker giving her a graphic breakdown of my weekend.

Hearing exactly how I got my pussy pounded by Logan while eating out his wife had her screaming through the receiver. She obsessed over every filthy detail, thrilled to know I was finally getting properly fucked.

She was also the one who told me to ditch my boring clothes.

“You’re a dirty girl now, Haley,” she laughed. “Dress like it.”

I took her advice to heart. With my new bravery, I skipped my usual cardigan and pants. I opted for a tight black skirt that rode high on my thighs to show plenty of skin, and a blouse with three buttons undone to reveal generous cleavage.

When I finally walked through the office doors and strutted past the editing bays, I immediately noticed the difference. A few of the guys stopped talking to watch me walk by. One of the copywriters gave me a blatantly hungry look and told me I was looking gorgeous. I smiled and thanked him. I felt sexy, and being openly hit on at work was a huge confidence boost.

I turned the corner toward the studios and ran into Jennifer. She was working on her laptop and sipping coffee.

“Well, look at you!” Jennifer grinned, eyeing my exposed cleavage. “That’s quite the outfit, Haley! Did Logan pick that out for you? He’s already told me about how much of a workout you gave him on his couch.”

My face went a little hot. I was initially surprised she knew all the dirty details, but then I remembered where I worked. I leaned into it, feeling naughty. “Oh, right… Yeah, he and Kira totally ruined me.”

Jennifer laughed out loud. “That is the spirit! Nothing beats a solid weekend fucking to clear the mind. Anyway, I’m glad you’re in a good mood, because I’m anything but right now.”

“Oh, what happened?”

“Well, we just got a last minute request from one of our corporate sponsors,” she sighed. “They need us to promote their new toys. Our schedules are tight, but given how much they’re paying us, we can’t really say no.”

“Ah, that’s a bummer,” I said. “Do you need me to set up a backdrop and get the cameras ready?”

“Not yet,” Jennifer replied. “Studio C’s totally out of commission right now. I think one of the lighting rigs blew a fuse. While they get it fixed, why don’t you head down to the prep room and help the girls unpack the shipment? We have crates of toys to sort.”

“Sure thing,” I said. I grabbed my bag and headed down the hall.

I pushed the door open to the prep room and immediately paused. The space looked like a total disaster zone. Cardboard boxes were ripped open everywhere, and the floor was covered in mounds of packing peanuts. Sitting right in the middle of the mess were Rachel and Selena.

“What the fuck is all this?” I laughed, stepping over a pile of bubble wrap.

“Oh, hey, Haley!” Rachel cheered. She was tossing a plastic dick across the room into a sorting bin. “Sponsor delivery. Way bigger than we thought.”

I looked around. There were dildos, vibrators, butt plugs, and silicone pussies covering almost every surface. It was quite the sight.

“Right… aren’t you supposed to be in the studio though, Rachel?” I asked her.

“Had a break on set,” Rachel explained, “so I figured I’d help Selena unpack.”

Selena gestured to the mess. “Just grab a box and start digging. If you see something you want to try, go for it. We need to write reviews for these anyway, so consider it a free trial!”

She gave me a dirty wink. I hadn’t had much experience with sex toys, but looking at all the cocks and vibrating gadgets scattered around the room definitely had my mind wandering. I dropped my bag on a chair and crouched next to a large cardboard box. I was just ripping the tape off when Rachel gasped loudly.

“Oh my god, look at this thing!”

I turned around. Rachel was holding up a bright purple clit sucker. But instead of a normal nozzle, the silicone was molded into the shape of a creepy, cartoonish alien face with an open mouth and a tiny mechanical tongue inside.

Selena burst out laughing. “Jesus, what the hell is that? Looks like a deformed gremlin, don’t you think?”

“Right?” Rachel agreed, turning it over in her hands. She found the power button and pressed it. The toy instantly came to life with a loud buzz, the little silicone tongue spinning away inside the alien mouth.

Rachel stared at it, licking her lips. “I mean… it does look kind of dirty, though. I wonder what this little freaky tongue can do. You guys care if I take it for a spin right now?”

“Go right ahead,” Selena grinned.

I nodded back, honestly dying to watch her use the thing.

Rachel moved quickly, unbuttoning her work pants and shimmying them down her legs, taking her panties with them.

Then she kicked her shoes off and hopped backward onto one of the crates, spreading herself. Her plump pussy was on full display, the hair around her lips looking matted and damp with her juices. She brought the buzzing alien mouth between her legs and pressed it directly over her clit.

Rachel’s reaction was immediate and entirely unfiltered. I saw the way her back arched and her toes curled, her ass almost coming off the crate from the shock of it.

“Fuck!” she gasped out. “Oh my god, this feels amazing!”

I watched in awe as she ground the toy hard against herself. She was acting completely unhinged, gripping it with incredible force. The device’s tongue went wild, thrashing and flicking against her.

“It’s… it’s sucking the life out of me!” Rachel cried out in ecstasy.

Selena was captivated, watching Rachel with wide eyes and shallow breaths.

“Fuck… well… I’m definitely not sitting here dry humping the air while you get off,” Selena announced.

That was when she made her move. She reached into her open box and pulled out her own toy, a flesh toned dildo with prominent veins and a motor hidden inside. She stripped instantly, pulling her skirt and thong down and tossing them onto a pile of cardboard.

Selena’s pussy was suddenly front and center, her tight pink lips already shining with moisture. She turned the toy on and brought it to her mouth, spitting over the head for lubrication. Then she hopped onto the counter next to the boxes, parted her legs, and drove the toy straight into her cunt.

“Ooh, yes!” Selena moaned. Her eyes rolled back as the dildo disappeared inside her. She kept going, pumping it in and out until the vibration had her totally hooked.

Watching her and Rachel moan while fucking themselves silly with the toys was making me restless. My pussy was already throbbing, and it didn’t look like either of them was stopping anytime soon. There was only one way to fix this.

I reached into the box I had just opened until my fingers closed around a vibrator of my own. This one was quite girthy, with a curved head and a ribbed shaft. I tossed the packaging aside, unzipped my skirt to let it drop to the floor, and pulled my wet panties down.

I climbed onto the crate right next to Rachel. There, I leaned back and turned the vibrator on. It rumbled in my hand. I lined it up with my slit and pushed it in.

It was a glorious feeling. The toy hit all the right spots instantly. I started sliding it in and out, feeling my walls stretch, and moaning out loudly in response. It was so fucking good. I pushed it deeper still, determined to take the whole thing, panting as the vibrations radiated up into my stomach.

Next to me, Rachel was screaming with joy. She tossed her head back and came hard, her cunt throbbing against the purple toy as the ecstasy worked its way through her. She panted for a few seconds to catch her breath, but she didn’t stop there. She looked over at Selena, who was still fucking herself.

“I bet you could use this, babe,” Rachel purred.

She slid off the crate and walked over to her. Selena looked down and nodded eagerly, totally desperate for it. Rachel stepped between her thighs and pressed the buzzing end of the toy, still slick with her own juices, onto Selena’s clit.

Selena shrieked. “Yes! Right there!”

Satisfied with her reaction, Rachel took the opportunity to lean in and kiss her, pushing her tongue all the way into Selena’s mouth. They started making out passionately. Rachel then reached up and helped shimmy off Selena’s top before unclasping her black bra and tossing it aside. She dropped her mouth to Selena’s breasts, sucking hard on her nipples and leaving wet marks all over her chest.

Selena was losing her mind. Her pussy was soaking wet, and the juices were almost frothing around the base of the dildo because she was leaking so much. Rachel kept working her nipples and grinding that toy against her clit until Selena finally exploded. She sobbed into Rachel’s mouth as her body convulsed. Cum sprayed out, running down her thighs and onto the counter.

Rachel pulled back from the kiss and smirked at her. “Mmm, that was amazing. But I don’t think I’m done with you yet,” she told Selena. She reached into a nearby box and pulled out a shiny butt plug. “How about we test this out?”

“Yes!” Selena gasped out, eyeing the toy and taking her dildo out. “Put that thing in my ass.”

Rachel pulled her off the counter, sharing one more messy kiss before spinning Selena around. She helped Selena lean forward onto a pile of empty boxes on the floor and rearranged her so her ass was in the air.

“Let me taste it first,” said Rachel.

Selena nodded. “Yes, please.”

Then Rachel spread Selena’s ass cheeks and leaned in.

Oh my god. She was really going to rim her.

Rachel looked up at me and gave a dirty little wink. Then her tongue came out, and she pressed it right against her skin, swiping a big wet lick all the way up her crack from her labia to her asshole. Then came the twirling, looping in big circles all over her tight little hole.

Selena was loving it, immediately reaching back to grab Rachel’s hair and press her face in deeper, moaning shamelessly into the cardboard.

Then things changed yet again. Rachel withdrew her tongue and sucked her index finger into her mouth to get it coated in spit. She lined it up and shoved it directly into Selena’s ass, twisting it around to make Selena shriek in total delight.

Rachel then used her other hand to reach underneath and rub her clit, and Selena hit another orgasm almost instantly.

The sight made me think about my own ass. I had zero experience with anal; my ex-boyfriend never even looked back there. But seeing it happen right in front of me was quite the turn on.

“Haley,” Rachel called out over the moans. “Get over here. Grab that lube.”

She held up the plug with a devious grin, making her intentions crystal clear. I pulled my vibrator out and hopped off the table.

I grabbed the bottle of lube she was pointing to and squeezed a generous amount right over the black plug in Rachel’s hand. Rachel lined it up and popped it straight into Selena’s ass. Selena gasped loudly as the wide base settled against her hole. I stared at it, having never seen anything like it before.

Rachel caught me staring and laughed. “There’s an extra one in that box, Haley,” she said, nodding toward the pile of toys. “If you like what you’re seeing, I can help put it in for you.”

My pulse raced. The idea of letting Rachel stretch me out was way too hot to pass up. “Oh god, yes,” I panted.

I quickly went for the open box, grabbed the second plug, and handed it to her. The transition was quick, with Rachel helping me kneel on the floor, but soon enough I was positioned right next to Selena with my ass high. She knelt down and spread my cheeks, and then I felt her warm tongue lick right up my crack.

“You have a really nice asshole,” Rachel hummed against my skin. She rimmed me thoroughly, swirling her tongue around my tight hole and driving me crazy.

“Okay, here it comes,” Rachel whispered. She pulled back just enough to dollop some lube right onto my hole. “Wink that asshole for me so I know you’re ready.”

I squeezed my muscles, shamelessly clenching and unclenching my hole for her. Then she pressed the tip of the plug against me and pushed.

“Ooh, yes!” I gasped. It was an unbelievable stretch, filling a space I didn’t even know could make me feel good. Rachel pushed it all the way to the base. I moaned loudly as she brought her hand around to the front, finding my engorged clit. She started rubbing me right away, blending the sensations.

We were in a totally ridiculous position: Selena and I were on all fours next to each other, both of our asses stuffed with butt plugs, while Rachel serviced our pussies.

“Jeez, look at you two,” Rachel laughed. “Just a couple of dirty sluts. I’ve gotta say, this might just be the best Monday morning ever.”

All Selena and I could do was whine back, enjoying ourselves too much to even form words.

Rachel slapped Selena’s cheek playfully. “How does that plug feel in your tight little ass, babe?”

“So fucking full,” Selena moaned.

Rachel turned her attention back to the crate. “Well, it can be even more amazing. Let me get some dildos in here for both of you, too.”

“Fuck, yes,” Selena panted.

“Surprise us,” I added, my pussy desperate for something thick.

Rachel stepped away for a second, digging through one of the crates. A moment later, she came back. Before I could even see what she was holding, she lined something up with my entrance. Suddenly, a firm silicone dick thrust deep into my cunt. Selena yelled as an identical one slid into her, too.

I looked back over my shoulder and realized Rachel had just unveiled a small thrusting machine with dildos attached to the rods. Rachel flipped a switch, and the machine started pumping both of us simultaneously.

The thrusting was amazing, especially combined with the plug in my ass. I leaned over and smashed my lips against Selena’s, trying to maximize my pleasure.

“Faster,” I begged, breaking the kiss for a second. “Turn it up!”

“Yes, fuck, do it!” Selena screamed.

Rachel cranked the dial higher. The machine started whining loudly as the dildos blurred in and out of our cunts at lightning speed.

It wasn’t long before I was coming, spasming everywhere as my climax hit me. I moaned into Selena’s mouth as we made out, feeling the thick plug clench tightly inside my ass. Selena sobbed against my lips, her own body shuddering as she came just as hard.

Rachel finally switched the machine off. The whining motor died down, and she pulled the dildos out of our gaping cunts. Selena and I went weak and fell onto the floor together.

“Fuck,” Selena panted. “What a total mess!”

I looked at the machine and noticed how the dildos were still dripping with our juices. “That was amazing… I think that one definitely deserves the feature.”

We all giggled at that. I glanced around the room. It was still a disaster, dozens of unopened boxes sitting on the floor waiting for us. We had definitely gotten carried away.

Rachel sat up, noticing this, and stretched her arms above her head with a devious smirk. “Well, come on then, ladies. These boxes aren’t going to unpack themselves!”


Chapter Seven


The next few days of the week flew by in a similar fashion, filled with plenty of filth and excitement. I felt like I was finally making real progress, and after speaking with Jennifer and a few other members of the management team, it was clear that everyone was thrilled with my work. They loved the energy I was bringing to the shoots, and knowing I was hitting my stride made the long hours feel effortless.

I found myself in the editing bay late Thursday afternoon to drop off my latest memory cards at the station. As the files transferred, I clicked through the footage and shook my head at the sheer amount of smut I was getting paid to capture.

Tuesday’s shoot had been a shameless mess. I had spent the entire day capturing tight shots of a girl eagerly trying to suck three dicks at once, her spit and tears going everywhere.

Wednesday morning was just as intense, dedicated to a toy feature where a woman used a strap on to peg one of the new male models. She made him ejaculate not once, but three separate times. It was nonstop filth, and I was loving every second of it.

While my files copied over, I wandered toward the main editing desks. David was sitting next to Ben, one of our layout designers, and the two of them were huddled over a monitor reviewing a mockup.

“What are you guys looking at?” I asked, leaning over David’s shoulder.

“Last minute update for the double penetration spread,” Ben said. He zoomed in on a photo of a blonde girl taking two cocks at the same time, with one in her pussy and one in her ass. The bold headline at the top of the page read, “Stretching the Limits: The Ultimate Guide to Taking Two.”

“We’re trying to figure out which angles highlight the stretch best,” David explained, pointing at the screen with a pen. “Our readers love a good double penetration guide. Wanted to make sure it looked good before release.”

I stared at the screen. Seeing the way the girl’s asshole was stretched wide while her cunt was equally stuffed made my stomach flutter. David noticed me staring and chuckled.

“Looks like quite the stuffing, doesn’t it?”

“Yeah... looks fun,” I murmured. “Especially the anal stuff. I mean, the only time I’ve ever had anything back there was on Monday when Rachel shoved a butt plug in me.”

Ben’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. “Really? You’ve never taken a real dick in the ass?”

“Nope,” I admitted. “But I’m, um… curious.”

“Oh, Haley, the ass is amazing,” David chuckled. “It grips totally differently than a pussy. It’s tighter and hotter. And when a guy hits the right angle, I’ve been told his dick almost pushes against your G-spot from the other side.”

My thighs clamped together beneath the desk. “That sounds nice.”

David and Ben exchanged a look. It was that same silent, totally shameless communication I was quickly learning to recognize around this office.

“Well,” said Ben, “we’ve been staring at these layouts for quite some time now… I think it’s about time for a break.”

“Me too,” David agreed. He looked up at me with a smirk. “You know, Studio A’s completely empty right now. The prop bed is still set up from the morning shoot. If you’re genuinely curious about anal, Ben and I could give you a bit of a tutorial. What do you think, Haley?”

“I’d love that,” I replied, not hesitating for a second. “Show me the way.”

Soon the three of us were slipping into the studio. It was lit just enough to cast a warm glow over the room, and in the middle sat a large bed. I briefly wondered exactly what they had been shooting in there earlier, or how many other people had fucked on those exact sheets before us. But really, it didn’t matter. All I wanted right now was a dick in my ass, ruined sheets or not.

I stripped down, and the guys wasted no time shedding their own clothes either. They were both in great shape, and within seconds, I was staring at two very hard, very long, and very girthy cocks.

“Get on the bed,” David instructed gently.

I climbed on and fell back against the pillows. Ben crawled up beside me and immediately started kissing me, sliding his tongue into my mouth and swirling it with mine. As we made out, David settled between my spread legs.

“Let’s get you nice and wet first,” David murmured.

He leaned down and went to work on my pussy, digging his tongue inside and sucking my clit into his mouth. He made me ooze more juices as I gasped into Ben’s mouth. He kept going as Ben broke away from my lips and moved his attention to my chest, tweaking my nipples until they were stiff. He leaned in and sucked them while his fingers trailed down my stomach.

It was all getting very hot. My pussy was throbbing and leaking so much that David’s lips were completely coated. The anticipation of what they were about to do to my ass was making me wetter by the second.

Ben’s fingers kept traveling lower, dragging down my stomach and over my slit until he was teasing the sensitive skin right around my crack. David finally pulled back, licking my release off his lips.

“Alright, now for the main event,” David said. “Which cock do you want in your ass first?”

I looked at both of them. David’s dick looked great, don’t get me wrong, but Ben’s had this crazy vein structure wrapping all the way up the shaft. I genuinely wondered exactly how all those thick ridges would feel brushing up against my insides and swelling in my ass.

“I want Ben,” I said.

“Good choice,” Ben smirked. He pulled me to the edge of the mattress, lifting my legs high so my ass was totally exposed. “Normally we do this with lube, but you’re already dripping. Let’s make sure you’re slick enough, though. David, want to do the honors?”

David happily stepped in. He leaned down and ran his wet tongue right up my crack. He spat a generous amount of saliva directly onto my asshole, then reached forward to scoop up a handful of my own pussy juice. He slathered the slick mixture all over my rim, working one finger inside to properly loosen me up before stepping back.

Once I was prepped, Ben lined his dick up with my hole. He pressed the head against me and pushed forward with steady pressure. He was just loosening me up a bit, similar to how that butt plug stretched me with Rachel and Selena, but taking real flesh felt entirely different. My hole was incredibly tight, and both men gently instructed me to relax my muscles. I exhaled, took a few deep breaths, and let my body sink into the mattress.

“Ready, Haley?”

“Yes. Go all the way,” I said firmly.

A loud gasp escaped me as he breached the tight ring of muscle. The ridge of his cock popped inside, and then he slowly sank in. He kept pushing, resting for a moment halfway just to let me adjust to his girth, and then continued.

“Fuck!” I whimpered. The stretch was incredible.

Ben pulled back an inch and held his ground. “Deeper?”

“Yes!” I begged.

So he did, driving all the way until I felt his pubes brush against my ass cheeks. I was so unbelievably full.

“How does that feel, Haley?” David asked, standing right over me and stroking his own hard cock.

“It’s amazing,” I moaned, feeling Ben’s dick scrape against my insides in all the right ways.

“Glad you like it,” David grinned.

Ben finally started fucking me, setting a slow but delicious pace. My clit throbbed with every single push, and the sensation of getting my ass repeatedly filled and emptied completely took over my body.

David watched us eagerly. “Now that your ass is taken care of, that mouth is looking a little empty, don’t you think?”

I stared up at his cock. It looked so damn good, dark red and totally juicy. I had shot a spitroast for the magazine just a few days ago, and watching that model gag on a cock while getting her ass fucked had left me genuinely wondering what it felt like. Now, the opportunity was literally staring me in the face.

“I want it. Feed me your cock, David.” I told him.

David stepped closer. I opened my mouth, and he pushed the head past my lips. He fed himself into my mouth through my moans, stretching my lips wide. I bobbed my head and sucked him with desperation while Ben pounded away at my ass.

They continued fucking me hard. The sensation of getting my ass stretched out for the very first time while gagging on another cock was a uniquely delicious feeling.

Very soon, the pressure became too much to handle, and a profound orgasm ripped through me. I could feel my clit throbbing uncontrollably, my ass clenching tight around Ben, and my throat squeezing around David’s dick. I tried moaning out my release, but my mouth was entirely filled, leaving zero room to produce any real volume. Instead, the sound just rattled up through his meaty length.

Eventually, all that intense pleasure finished running its course, and I let my body go limp. The boys chuckled as they paused, still with their cocks buried in my holes, wondering what to do with me next.

“Sheesh, that was fast,” Ben laughed, keeping his dick firmly planted in my ass. “Already done, Haley?”

“Not quite,” I purred back. I really wanted to keep going. The dual fullness was highly addictive. “I want more.”

“Well then,” David said, pulling his slick cock out of my mouth. “Let’s give you the real deal. How about a proper double penetration, Haley?”

“Mm, I’d love that,” I replied, instantly ready for more. My pussy was aching, totally neglected while my ass got all the attention.

I was amazed at my own progress, going straight from losing my anal virginity to now going for double penetration.

With my enthusiasm, the boys got to work. We moved around on the bed to find the perfect angle. David lay flat on his back against the mattress, and I climbed over him, straddling his hips while Ben kneeled behind me. Once we were completely lined up, David guided his cock to my cunt and slid straight in. I welcomed the feeling of being filled with a loud gasp as his cock pressed perfectly against my deepest spots.

Then they started to fuck me together. It was mindblowing to have both holes totally stretched at the same time. It felt even better than the spitroast, and that was already perfection.

They found a rhythm, taking turns driving into me so I was constantly stuffed with meat. My pussy and ass were stretching and squeezing back around their thick cocks. I started moaning loudly, my hands grabbing David’s chest. The intensity undid me quickly yet again. I was genuinely shocked by how fast these guys were making me cum, bringing me to my release over and over with total ease.

I hit a second powerful orgasm just moments later. It felt as if every nerve in my body was completely electrified.

This time, the boys were right there with me. Ben was the first to groan loudly, and I felt his legs go completely stiff against my ass cheeks. Then it came: bursts of warm jizz spraying into my rectum, loading it up and leaving no room to spare.

A second later, David grunted and emptied his balls straight into my pussy. The dual creampie felt amazing.

They finally pulled out, leaving both my holes gaping and white with their cum. Some of it was already starting to trickle out.

“Oh my god,” I giggled as I looked down. “There’s so much of it…”

“I think that might be a record for us,” Ben chuckled. “We normally last a lot longer with the models.”

I glanced down and noticed their cocks were still quite hard, standing at full attention despite just dumping all that cum inside me. My body was starting to prickle with arousal all over again.

“Well, since you’re both still so deliciously stiff,” I said, “maybe we should go again. And this time, I can take some proper notes. How do you feel about adding a guest feature to the article? I bet the readers would love a firsthand review.”

David and Ben looked at each other and started laughing.

“You’re so fucking dirty, Haley,” said David.

“I know,” I replied. “Now, give me those cocks before I lose my mind.”


Chapter Eight


The two boys fucked me for another few rounds, taking turns hitting my deepest spots and stretching me out until I was gasping and ruined. They still had the layout design to finish off, so I didn’t want to monopolize too much of their time. I slipped off the bed once I was thoroughly ruined and made my way to the staff bathroom to clean up.

There, I grabbed a few paper towels and got to work. Wiping David and Ben’s cum from my thighs and out of my crevices felt incredibly filthy. Every time I wiped, more of their hot release kept sliding out of my overstuffed holes. But eventually I got it all.

In the mirror above the sink, I marveled at my reflection, watching my red cheeks and satisfied smile. I felt amazing. Just a few weeks ago, I was stuck in a rut, feeling totally undesirable and bored. But today, I was wiping a double creampie out of my freshly broken ass and used pussy, put there by two men who had worshiped every inch of me. I felt so unapologetically dirty and liberated.

Once I was presentable again, I put my clothes back on and headed out of the studio. The energy of the main bullpen had tempered quite a lot by now. The rushing was gone, and people were putting final touches on their monitors and chatting over coffees.

I ended up joining Rachel and Selena for a bit, laughing about our wild toy testing session from earlier in the week, and then went over to Jennifer’s desk to hand in my signed timesheets.

Late in the afternoon, I was finally free. All my tasks for the week were officially wrapped up. The edits were submitted, and the anniversary crunch was behind me. At least, my part was.

Feeling wonderfully relaxed and still riding the high of my consecutive orgasms, I decided to stroll down to the equipment lockup at the far end of the loft to return a few borrowed battery packs.

The back hallways were much quieter, lined with storage units and staging areas. As I moved closer to one of the studios, the sound of moving gear and loud voices caught my attention. I peeked through the open doors and saw three guys working to break down a large interview set.

“Thank god this crunch is almost over,” one of them groaned, tossing a sandbag onto a rolling cart. “I swear my back is permanently wrecked from hauling all these fucking prop walls around.”

“Tell me about it,” another laughed. “All this effort just so they can film people fucking on a couch.”

I watched as they dismantled the scaffolding, still hovering around the doorway. The guys were all very hot, wearing tight tank tops and cargo shorts that showcased their sweaty chests, and I felt way too proud of my new confidence to just walk away. I wanted more attention.

Watching them lift the metal rigs and tear down the sets was doing terrible things to my newly awakened libido. My pussy, still tender and swollen from the studio session, instantly started throbbing again.

I wasn’t about to let a perfectly good opportunity go to waste, so I strolled into the room. I spotted a spare camera sitting on a nearby table, scooped it up, and brought the viewfinder to my eye.

“Come on, boys, let’s see some real energy,” I teased playfully, aiming the lens at them. “Flex those arms for me. Show everyone exactly how hard the crew works around here.”

The three of them stopped and looked over, their faces breaking into filthy grins.

“Oh, so the photographer wants a private show?” the tallest one asked, dropping a coil of cables over his shoulder. He stepped into the center of my frame and struck a ridiculously exaggerated pose, puffing out his chest and squeezing his biceps. “Make sure you get my good side, honey.”

I giggled, snapping a few photos. “Perfect. Gorgeous. Give me a little more sweat, though. You guys are the real stars of the anniversary issue.”

“Hear that, Leo?” the guy with the dark hair laughed, nudging the man next to him. “She thinks we’re the stars. Move over, Troy, let a real man pose.”

Leo stepped in front of Troy, turning his back to me and flexing his lats. “Get a shot of this, sweetheart. The fans need to see the definition.”

“Oh, I see it,” I purred, zooming in on his broad shoulders. “But I think Troy had the better angle.”

I moved the lens to the guy with dark hair. “What about you? Are you going to show me something good?”

He smirked. “I’m Vince. And I prefer getting up close and personal.”

“Oh really?” I countered. “How close are we talking?”

Vince took a step forward with a devious smile. “Close enough to make you forget about taking photos.”

We kept joking around like that for a few minutes. The banter flowed easily, filled with laughter as they struck a few more goofy poses for the camera. Then Troy decided the photoshoot was over by stepping up and plucking the camera straight from my hands.

He set it on a nearby crate, clearly intending to take charge. It was a bit sudden, but I welcomed the shift.

“What’s your name, anyway, pretty girl?” Troy asked.

“Haley,” I replied, flashing a coy smile.

“Haley… well, I’m sure you’ve been behind the lens all week, having all sorts of fun with the directors and the models. But what about us? We’re part of the team, too. We could sure use some stress relief after all this gear hauling.”

I liked where this was going. The tension spiked when he took another step, closing the gap between us. Leo and Vince naturally followed his lead, flanking him until I was surrounded by three tall, sweaty, and incredibly fit guys. I could tell they were dying to get their hands on my body.

I could have pulled them aside one by one, but they looked way too good to separate. The anticipation was making me leak all over again. I wanted them to use me.

“I suppose you guys do deserve a reward for all your hard work,” I declared.

Troy reached out and traced his thumb along my jawline. “You have no idea how badly we want to fuck you, Haley.”

“Then skip taking turns,” I whispered. “I want you all at the same time.”

Troy let out a groan. “That’s my slut.”

They pounced as soon as the words left his mouth. Hands grabbed my waist and thighs, lifting me effortlessly off the floor. They carried me over to a staging table behind the lighting racks and spread me across the surface. Troy unbuttoned my blouse while Leo took care of my heels, skirt, and panties.

“Jesus, you’re a mess,” Troy muttered, staring at my wet cunt.

“So swollen and red,” Vince added, running a finger along my inner thigh.

I decided to embrace my inner director. “Stop talking and show me what those mouths can do,” I said, giggling as they began to devour me.

Troy started at my lips. “Give me your tongue,” he demanded, and I complied. He hooked onto it with his own, wrapping his lips around and sucking, pulling on the muscle as we traded tastes.

While Troy kept me occupied, Leo went to work on my tits. My nipples were already stiff, and he knew exactly what to do. He took a mouthful, biting gently and swirling his tongue. He worked both breasts, using his hands to squeeze the flesh as I let out a moan. I was so sensitive that I felt like I was already on the verge of an orgasm.

Though Vince had a different plan for his mouth. He moved to the base of the table and grabbed my foot. He kissed each of my toes before taking my big toe into his mouth to suck. The sensation sent a surprising thrill straight up my legs. He kept tasting me and stroking my ankles, kissing his way up my calf and onto my thigh before finally settling at my tender cunt.

“Damn,” Vince chuckled, inspecting between my legs. “These holes look pretty stretched out. Did someone already beat us to it today?”

I broke the kiss with Troy for a second. “I might have just taken a double penetration,” I giggled. “But I’m all yours now, Vince. Tell me how creamy I taste.”

Troy cut in with a smirk. “Forget telling. Let me show you myself.”

He bypassed Vince and reached down, stuffing two fingers into my pussy and twisting them around to collect as much of my slick as possible. Then he brought his hand up to my face. I opened my mouth and he slid them in, helping me suck them clean.

Tasting my own juices and the lingering traces of the afternoon session only made Troy’s smirk grow wider. Satisfied with how much I liked it, he leaned back in to kiss me deeply again.

That was when Vince finally went for it. He kissed my clit gently before attacking it with his lips, dragging his tongue up and down my crack to mix the fluids, then pushing his tongue deep into my ass to swirl it around.

“Ooh, fuck!” I whimpered into Troy’s mouth.

This continued for a few delicious minutes. The boys were relentless, sucking hard enough to leave faint red hickeys everywhere. It felt like no inch of my skin was left unswiped by a tongue or unkissed by a mouth.

That was when I decided I wanted the final treat.

“Fuck, just give me your cocks,” I panted, breaking my kiss with Troy. “I need you inside me. Now.”

Leo chuckled. “Who do you want first?”

“All of you,” I demanded. My mind was racing, and getting filled in all three holes at once sounded like the ultimate prize.

“As you wish,” Troy grinned. Vince nodded in agreement.

The three of them undid their shorts and freed their cocks. I admired impressive spread of meat hovering over me. Vince and Troy were uncut with their foreskins pulled back, while Leo was neatly circumcised. All three were red, throbbing, and perfectly long enough to stir up my insides.

We had to rearrange my body to make things work. I flipped over onto my knees, jutting my hips high at the edge of the table.

Vince and Leo stepped up behind me, standing shoulder to shoulder to share the space. I spread my thighs wide as Vince angled in from the left, guiding his cock into my pussy, while Leo pressed in from the right to line his cock up with my waiting asshole.

To finish the setup, I laid my chest flat against the surface, resting my chin on the table so Troy could step up next to my head. Troy brought his meat down and rested it across my mouth. I felt the hot vein along the bottom throb against my lips. I looked up at him with a hungry smile, opened wide, and let the head sink in.

My tongue swiped along the underside of his shaft, making him shiver in pleasure. Down below, the other two began to push in. I gasped around the dick in my mouth, feeling the delicious stretch as my cunt and ass parted to accommodate Vince and Leo.

They kept going, steadily burying themselves. Then they started fucking me. The feeling was staggering. Vince hammered my G-spot with every thrust while Leo rubbed perfectly against the opposite side of my vaginal wall.

I gagged beautifully on the cock in my mouth, taking Troy as deep as my throat allowed.

“Fuck, Haley’s ass is squeezing me so tight,” Leo grunted.

“Her pussy too,” Vince added. “It’s perfect.”

They fucked me hard and drove me crazy, my clit throbbing wildly the whole time, and each of my holes feeling gloriously overstuffed. The overlapping sensations built rapidly until the tension finally burst into a shattering orgasm.

“Oh my god! Fuuuuck!” I sobbed, the sound vibrating up Troy’s shaft.

“Fuck, she’s coming like crazy,” Vince groaned.

And he was right. My thighs were shuddering and spasming like no tomorrow, each of my entrances clamping tight and milking the cocks buried inside me. All that was flowing through me right now was pure ecstasy.

At some point, I started coming back down to earth, only for the men to start twitching and speeding up their pace.

Troy was the first to let go. He groaned and erupted, jets of his cum gushing down my throat and filling my stomach. Vince and Leo were still fucking my lower half hard, making it a bit awkward for me to maintain a seal on Troy’s dick, but I managed it, ensuring not a single drop went to waste.

Troy finally popped out of my mouth and took a step back, collecting himself. I admired how deliciously spent he looked after draining his balls down my throat.

Down below, the other two kept pounding away, their strokes getting faster and more desperate. A few moments later, Vince grunted and emptied himself, quickly filling my pussy with a flood of cum.

Leo followed a second later, packing my ass with his own sticky load. They both busted hard and long, pumping spurt after spurt until my insides were thoroughly filled. Then they finally slid out of me.

I let myself go limp against the table, feeling wonderfully ruined.

“Damn,” Troy laughed. “Now that’s what I call stress relief.”

“Definitely agree, man,” Leo added. “Haley… if photography ever gets boring, you should definitely join the stage crew. We could use a dedicated morale booster around the lockup.”

“I’ll think about it,” I giggled, batting my eyelashes at them. Getting paid to get filled up like this sounded like a dream come true.


Chapter Nine


The next day was Friday, and the main office was packed to the brim. All the staff had gathered, crowding around the desks and spilling into the aisles to celebrate the launch.

People were moving around, setting up tables and putting the final touches on the celebration, while Jennifer stood on a small makeshift podium at the front of the room, a giant projector screen glowing behind her, displaying a digital clock ticking down the final minutes.

“Listen up, everyone,” Jennifer called out, holding a microphone. “I’m pleased to say that we survived! We put a staggering amount of blood, sweat, and other various bodily fluids into this anniversary issue. You all worked incredibly hard… and I know for a fact some of you were working very, very hard.”

A ripple of laughter and preemptive cheers waved through the area.

“This is our biggest release of the year,” she continued. “We pushed the boundaries and stretched our limits. Be proud of what we’ve accomplished. We are about to go live online!” She turned to glance at the monitor. The timer was dipping below the one minute mark. “Grab your drinks,” Jennifer called out. “Fifty seconds!”

The room started to flutter with excitement. I grabbed a plastic cup from a passing tray and squeezed my way closer to the front. The countdown dipped to ten seconds, and the entire office started chanting in unison.

“Ten! Nine! Eight!”

My heart thumped against my ribs.

“Three! Two! One!”

The timer hit zero. The screen flashed bright green with the words: “ISSUE 50: LIVE!”

The bullpen erupted. There were cries, cheers, and applause. Confetti poppers cracked loudly, showering the room in shiny gold and silver streamers. It was glorious.

I took a long sip from my cup as I watched the celebration unfold. People were hugging, kissing, and patting each other on the back. The relief in the room was palpable, and through the celebration, it naturally began to devolve into something more. The collective horniness of the office was taking over, bubbling to the surface now that the pressure was finally off.

Jennifer raised the microphone one last time. “Drinks are flowing, the issue is out, and the studios are unlocked,” she purred. “Consider this an official invitation to blow off some steam. Enjoy yourselves, everyone!”

She dropped the mic, and two hunky guys from the staging crew flanked her immediately. They scooped her up, whispering in her ears as they whisked her away toward the back rooms.

Just then, a voice emerged from behind me.

“Congratulations on surviving your first issue, Haley.”

I turned and found Mia smiling up at me. She looked gorgeous in her tight little dress.

“Thanks, Mia.” I smiled back. “It was quite the ride.”

“I bet it was,” she giggled. “You definitely fit right in around here. Everyone’s talking about the new photographer. I hear you’ve been having just as much fun as the models.”

“I guess the rumors are true,” I hummed. I found myself stepping closer to her. “By the way, you look incredibly gorgeous, Mia. Stunning. Like… I really just want to kiss you.”

Mia bit her lower lip. “Then why don’t you?” she murmured.

She stepped in, wrapping her arms around my neck, and pressed her lips to mine. I kissed her back eagerly, parting my lips and letting her tongue slide in. We made out passionately. She tasted sweet, her tongue swirling against mine as I brought my hands to her waist.

The sounds of the party faded into the background as she pressed her body against me. Then Mia pulled back for a second, keeping my face close to hers.

“You’re such a good kisser, Haley,” she whispered. “You’ve got me so horny. Finger me?”

I almost moaned at her words alone. “I’d love to.”

I worked a few fingers under her dress and slid them up her thigh. She wasn’t wearing panties, so I found her wet folds immediately. I brushed my thumb over her clit, drawing a gasp from her lips, and then I pushed two fingers inside her entrance, pumping them slowly while I kissed her neck, feeling her twitch and moan against my hand. We kept at it for a few deliciously dirty minutes, simply enjoying each other’s warmth while I moved my fingers in and out of her, making her whimper.

Then, suddenly, a group of models cheered her name from across the room.

Mia glanced over my shoulder, a playful pout forming on her lips. “Looks like they need me for a pileup.” She giggled, stepping back and giving me one last peck on the lips. “Catch you later, Haley. Thanks for the finger fuck.”

I slid my hand out as she pulled away. My fingers were shining with her juices. I brought them up to my mouth, licking the sweet essence off my skin.

Then I turned to my left, and saw two guys standing nearby. They were in their mid twenties, dressed in casual shirts, just staring at me.

“Hey… Haley, right? “The first one said.

“That’s me,” I replied.

“I’m Mark, and this is Eric,” he continued, stepping closer. “We’re the new color graders in post production. We spent quite a bit of time working on your photos yesterday.”

“Oh, the ones I passed around the in the afternoon?” I asked with a smile. “Did you boys like what you saw?”

“Fuck yes.” Eric laughed. “Staring at those shots was brutal. We’ve basically been jerking off to your work ever since. Seeing those few shots where you got in front of the lens yourself to suck off the models made us desperate for the real thing.”

I felt a sharp spike of arousal. The idea that I had my own little fan club jerking off to me was quite hot. “Well, you don’t have to wait anymore,” I purred. “Let me help.”

I dropped to my knees. The guys looked thrilled as I reached up, unzipping their work pants and pulling both of their dicks out. They were already hard. I wrapped my hand around Eric’s shaft, giving it a firm stroke, while I leaned forward and took Mark’s cock deep into my mouth until his tip was poking at the back of my throat. I gagged a little, letting my spit gather and slide down Mark’s shaft before popping off and swapping them, taking Eric to the same depth.

“Shit, this is amazing,” Mark groaned, his hips twitching as I worked my hand up and down his meat. “Oh my god.”

I loved how responsive they were. Their bodies shivered under my touch, and they were so visibly turned on by the performance. In the middle of it, Mark reached into his back pocket and pulled out a cheap instant camera.

“Do you mind?” he panted, pointing the lens down at me.

I hummed my approval, my lips still firmly wrapped around Eric’s dick, and kept sucking enthusiastically. The flash went off, blinding me for a second. The attention was intoxicating, but I was getting impatient. I wanted to see how far I could stretch myself. So I pulled off Eric’s cock and looked up at them.

“Let’s see if I can take both of you at the same time. Try to get this one on camera.”

I guided Mark’s cock back into my mouth, shifting it to one side, and then eagerly pressed Eric’s head past my lips. My jaw stretched to its absolute limit as I forced both of their thick shafts inside.

“Fuck, she’s so dirty,” Eric hissed.

Their cocks rubbed against each other inside my mouth. It was beyond filthy. I sucked them simultaneously, drooling all over their bases. They started thrusting their hips, and it didn’t take long before their breathing turned ragged.

“I’m close,” Mark warned.

I pulled off with a wet sound, panting as I looked up at their dripping dicks. “Do it on my face. Give yourselves some real wank bank material.”

They came easily. Mark groaned and let loose, shooting a thick rope of cum straight across my cheek. Eric erupted a second later, splattering hot jizz over my forehead and nose. They kept pumping, emptying two massive loads until my face was completely painted white. Not a single inch of my skin was left free of their mess. I giggled, letting my eyes flutter shut as the warm fluid dripped down my chin.

Then the flash went off again. Mark had snapped another photo of my cum covered face. Then they tucked themselves away, thoroughly satisfied, and leaned down to press a grateful kiss to my forehead.

“Thanks for the material, Haley.” Eric laughed. “We owe you one.”

“You’re very welcome,” I replied.

I left them to admire their photos and continued wandering through the area, wiping a glob of cum away from my eye and cleaning the rest with a few tissues from a nearby desk.

The sex around me was starting to get quite wild. Over by the water cooler, five guys were running a train on one of the receptionists. Near the printing station, a guy was getting pegged by a woman while fucking another woman from behind, and a few feet away from them, a red haired lady was aggressively bouncing on a guy’s lap in an office chair, her fat ass jiggling with every hard bounce.

I drifted toward the center of the room where a cluster of large tables had been pushed together. It was a chaotic circle of naked bodies fucking, rolling around, and shamelessly swapping.

“Haley! Get over here!”

I looked up and saw Rachel and Selena waving me over. They were already naked and slick with sweat.

“You’re missing out,” Rachel grinned, grabbing my hand and pulling me up onto the tables.

I was eager to get involved. They helped me strip my clothes off, and I crawled into the middle of the tangle. Rachel guided me over a guy lying flat on his back. I didn’t even catch his name before I straddled his hips and sank down onto his hard cock. I rode him in a bouncy cowgirl, grinding my tender pussy against his base. Selena crawled over and pressed her lips against mine, making out with me while I bounced up and down.

From there, I got passed around the table. It was exactly the kind of chaos I wanted. I climbed off the first guy, and Rachel immediately flipped me over, pushing my chest flat so my ass stuck up in the air. A second later, a thick cock slid perfectly into my dripping pussy. I moaned loudly as the guy started thrusting against my ass cheeks.

Rachel knelt in front of my face, stroking my hair. “Look at this slut taking it.” She laughed, looking over my shoulder. “All right, who’s next? Her ass is empty.”

I loved the filthy encouragement. “Please, someone just fill my ass!” I added.

Sure enough, another random guy stepped up. He slicked his dick with spit and pushed straight into my rectum. I gasped as my walls stretched open, stuffed once again. They fucked me in tandem, churning my insides and pushing me straight into an intense orgasm. My thighs shook against the desk as my holes clamped down on their meat.

It didn’t stop there. The next hour turned into a sequence of taking cock after cock. Every time one guy pulled out to finish, another was ready to take his place. I took dick in my pussy, my ass, and my mouth, getting thoroughly used by the crew. I came two more times, screaming into the noise of the bullpen, my body coated in sweat and cum. I had never been fucked so well in my entire life.

Eventually, my legs simply gave out. I rolled out of the pile with shaking thighs, desperately needing a minute to catch my breath while Rachel and Selena kept the guys occupied. I wandered over to a slightly quieter corner near the supply closets.

There, David was sitting on a stool, catching his breath too, his softening dick slightly wet with someone else’s juices. His face lit up as I approached.

“Well, look at you,” David grinned, admiring the chaotic mess of cum and sweat streaked across my naked body. “You look like the perfect centerfold.”

“I feel like one,” I giggled, stepping in between his legs.

He reached out, grabbing my ass and pulling me onto his lap. We immediately started making out. I kissed him deeply, tangling my fingers in his hair. It was a surprisingly romantic, sweet moment in the middle of all the chaos.

Then I straddled his thighs and lined my pussy up with his cock. I sank down, taking him completely. We kept kissing, sharing a genuinely passionate embrace while I rode his dick hard and fast, until he groaned into my mouth. He held me tight as he dumped his seed into my cunt, filling me up yet again.

“God, your stamina is incredible.” David chuckled. “Keep up the good work, Haley.”

I smiled and gave him a quick wink before hopping off his dick and turning around. That was when I bumped into Jennifer. She was naked, her large breasts swaying beautifully as she stepped closer.

“Oh wow,” I said, staring at her tits.

I never thought I would ever be bold enough to say something like this, but in this moment, I felt completely comfortable. “Can I suck on those?”

Jennifer laughed. “Of course, honey!”

I stepped close and wrapped my lips around her stiff nipple. I sucked hard, swirling my tongue over the peak while using my hands to massage her breasts. She moaned softly, cradling my head as she leaned into the sensation. It felt so good to finally taste her.

“Mm, thank you,” I mumbled around her nipple. “For everything, actually. The job, the freedom… this place has changed everything for me, Jennifer.” It was the clean and honest truth.

I kissed my way down her stomach, dropping to my knees. I wanted to taste her. I settled between her spread legs, looking at her gorgeous pussy. I was just about to dive in when Jennifer spoke up.

“Hey, Haley,” she said softly. “Before you eat me out.”

I looked up at her. “Yes?”

“There’s really no need to thank me. You’re the one who helped save us, after all. In fact, how about you stick around? The anniversary deadline is over, but we could definitely use a permanent photographer like you.”

A rush of pure happiness washed over me. I realized exactly how good I had it. No more boring influencer stuff or rigid schedules. All that was left for me was total freedom, endless smut, and a team that knew exactly how to have fun.

I smiled.

“I’d love to, Jennifer,” I said. And then I stuck my tongue out, diving straight into her cunt.


Epilogue


Jennifer kept her word and brought me on full-time immediately. I spent my days capturing the filthiest, most incredible scenes. Massive orgasms, creative group scenes, and oceans of cum simply became my normal weekday routine.

Thinking about my old life felt like another lifetime entirely. I now walked through the office with my head held high, fully embracing my curves and feeling completely worthy of all the pleasure I received.

Even Zoe was reaping the rewards of my new job. She had absolutely no interest in joining the lifestyle herself, but she demanded weekly updates on exactly whose cock I was riding and which holes they were stretching out. She swore that all my dirty stories kept her completely soaked all week, which meant Greg was constantly getting dragged into the bedroom to fuck her brains out just so she could finally get some relief.

Eventually, Jennifer promoted me to senior director. The new title came with a huge pay bump alongside some highly enjoyable perks. I got my own private office at the back of the loft, complete with a wide sofa and a great view of the city.

Part of my new role involved conducting lessons with the incoming models, too, so my afternoons were spent making sure the new guys knew exactly how to use their cocks for the camera. I also coached the ladies on how to properly let loose before they stepped onto the main sets, and how to take thick cocks in every hole. I basically got paid to have unlimited sex. It was a brilliant setup.

My weekends were just as fulfilling. I became a regular guest at Logan and Kira’s apartment, and David came along every now and then, too. We shared everything, spending our Friday nights drinking wine and fucking for hours.

Then an older guy named Jay walked into the studio to join us as our new lead videographer. He was downright sexy, and I felt drawn to him instantly. He fit right into our office culture, happily pulling assistants into empty rooms and jumping in with the models for quick sessions before a shoot.

We spent a lot of time together on set, bouncing ideas off each other and building a genuine connection. The tension between us grew undeniable, and one night after everyone cleared out for the weekend, we stayed behind in my office, stripped down, and finally fucked.

He gave me exactly what I wanted, stretching me out and leaving me a total mess, before taking me into his arms and letting me rest my head on his chest.

“I still can’t wrap my head around that whole influencer thing. It must have been so miserable,” Jay laughed, giving me a kiss on the forehead.

“Yeah… lots of fake smiles and fake content,” I agreed. “And a boyfriend who mostly just liked staring at his own follower count.”

“Massive upgrade, then.”

“Definitely. The pay is better, and I actually get laid.”

Jay grinned, pulling me a little closer. We talked about the week for a while, gossiping about the models and figuring out our plans. He mentioned Logan and Kira had invited him over for drinks on Saturday, and we quickly agreed to show up together.

Everything just made sense. I had a job I loved, a lifestyle that kept me constantly satisfied, and now, someone handsome and caring to share it with.

It was the perfect fresh start.


Shameless Fun in Paradise
Naomi’s Filthy Awakening



Chapter One


“Sorry? Can you say that again?”

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

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

“P-poly…?” My face caught fire.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you sure, Miss Naomi?”

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

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

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

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

“Oh my god! I’m so sorry!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Naomi,” I replied, shaking it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, a little bit.”

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

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

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

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

The concierge approached after a small pause.

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

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

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

“Oh. Right.”

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

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

“Oh, um, twenty-nine?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fucking Jake,” I muttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then Cynthia’s hand reached down.

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

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

God, I couldn’t even think straight.

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

Fuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I really couldn’t take it anymore.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck.

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

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

Ugh.

I’d have to deal with the ache later.


Chapter Two


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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, yes… that’s right.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ma’am?”

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

“Of course,” he replied.

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

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

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

“Is the pressure okay?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I bet it does,” I managed.

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

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

Or rather, the state of my panties.

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I whispered.

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

I nodded, waiting for him to bridge the gap.

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

I whimpered. “Keep going, Cal…”

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck!” I exclaimed.

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

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

“Of course, ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No complaints here,” he replied easily.

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

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

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

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

“Naomi,” I told him.

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

“I... I can try.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My body jolted, the words stunning me.

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

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

I needed dick. Especially his.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How hard do you want it?” he asked.

“As hard as you can give it to me.”

He gripped me tightly and pushed forward.

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

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

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

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

“Good?” he asked.

“Fuck yes,” I gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Cynthia smiled, taking a sip of her drink.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And?” Kai prompted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Polycule?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s stunning,” I whispered back.

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

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

I didn’t.

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

“You’re sweet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Gladly.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please do,” I panted.

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

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

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

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

“Do it,” I said.

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

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

“Patience, darling. It’s coming.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I said simply.

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

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

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

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

“Ooh my God! Fuuuck!” I squealed.

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

“It’s… fucking perfect.”

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

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

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

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

But they weren’t done.

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

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

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

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

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

“Ooh, Naomi! You’re so good at this!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yum,” was all she said.


Chapter Five


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I laughed. “I slept great.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes. I’d like that,” I told him.

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

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

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

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

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

“It feels amazing.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I just…”

“Mm?”

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

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

Cal’s responding chuckle was indulgent.

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

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

And what a gorgeous cock it was.

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

“Like the look of it, ma’am?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Six


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go ahead,” said Franco.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * *


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Properly?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes! So good! Don’t stop.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How does that feel?” he asked.

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

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

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

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

Cynthia and I basically shrieked our approval.

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

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

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

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


Chapter Seven


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I can’t help it,” I replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes… put it inside me,” I begged.

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

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

“Ooh!” I gasped, gripping the sheets.

“You okay?”

“Yes. Just put it all the way in.”

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

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

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

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

“Oh fuck. Harder!” I cried out.

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

“Yes! So much!” I wailed.

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

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

“Fuuuck. I’m coming!” I gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Wait… both of you?” I asked.

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

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

“Let’s get you set up,” Cason said.

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

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

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

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

“We got you,” said Cason.

“Just… keep… going,” I gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Eight


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

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

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

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

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

“About what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I laughed. “No, definitely not.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Cynthia stepped up behind me and held my hips.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Literally everyone.” I laughed back.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I walked up and joined them at the bar.

“This is Maria and Simon,” Cynthia said.

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

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

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

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

“I’d love to,” I replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Your turn.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“More,” I mumbled around his dick.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come here,” Simon said softly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, please,” I said.

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

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

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

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


Chapter Nine


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s been a journey…”

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

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

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

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

Cal nodded. “Please do, Naomi.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re amazing, Naomi,” he gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Perfect?” I finished for her.

“Y-yeah… fuck…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck yes,” I replied excitedly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Epilogue


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

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

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

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

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

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

Cal stepped up and looked at me through the reflection.

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

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

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

“I’d love it, Naomi,” he replied, kissing my neck and wrapping me up in his arms.
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Shared for the First Time: A Couple’s Hedonistic Weekend

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

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

Swapped on the Road Trip: Two Couples Learn to Share

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

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

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