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Introductions

The excitement was almost uncontrollable. This was it! It was about to begin! Cara inhaled deeply and took the last few steps, coming out around the side of the villa and into its stylish surrounds. Two girls had already arrived. Both stunning. One a curvy blonde in a rose red bikini. The other petite and Mediterranean complexioned with a swish of long dark hair. Her strappy bikini black with golden ringed clasps. They turned at the sound of Cara’s heeled footsteps, their welcome as warm as the sunny Mallorcan sun.

“Hello, gorgeous,” said the blonde.

“Hey, sexy ladies,” Cara shot right back. Then was almost squealing, “I can’t believe I’m here.”

“Neither can we,” said the brunette, every bit as enthused.

“Sorry, Cara,” Cara introduced herself.

“Daisy,” said the busty blonde, leaning in with a loose hug.

“Selena,” said the slighter woman, adding a pec on the cheek with her hug.

“Whaddya say we get the party started?” said Daisy, lifting the cool bottle of bubbly from the ice bucket on the outdoor table.

There was no disagreement there. The cork was popped. A spray of golden liquid sent out over the wooden decking to a high-pitched squeal and background of girly giggles. As Daisy filled the narrow flute glasses, the click of heels came from behind.

“Hey, gurrrls,” called the bootylicious black babe, loud and playful and full of high-spirited fun. The fabric of her shiny purple bikini-swimsuit hybrid, was as bright as her personality.

Accompanying her was a slim, smiley, strawberry blonde in an all white bikini – any sense of purity it might have signalled, undone by the sinningly sexy litheness of the young woman’s body. Their names were Desiree and Maddie. And they completed the quintet.

“A toast,” said Daisy, passing around the champagne filled glasses. “To new friends and new experiences.”

“And having us some hunky boys,” said Desiree, causing more splutters of laughter amongst the giggly group.

As beautiful as any in her bright blue bikini with its crisscrossed straps, long straight light brown hair falling over smooth sun kissed flesh, Cara sipped her drink, taking it all in; the infinite pool that dropped away on one side, the outdoor gym, the curved seating area with its firepit, the bright coloured beanbags dotted over a perfect lawn, and the many shaded places to lounge.

“This place is amazing,” said Maddie, similarly taking in the surrounds.

“Will be,” said Daisy. “Once we have some boys to play with.”

“Maybe they’re hiding,” said Selena, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.

“Ooh, boy hunting. I like the idea of that,” smiled Cara.

“Finders keepers,” grinned Daisy right back.

“Screw that,” said Desiree in her typically blunt way. “I want boys. Some hunky, horny, buff boys. Delivered to us right now,” she called out, causing the other girls to glance at one another in amusement.

“Did someone say they want boys?”

All five girls swung to the confident voice of the glossy blonde presenter each of them recognised at once. Lauren Whitelock strode out between the lawn and the firepit area, short hot pink dress skimming upper thighs. “Well,” she said to the open-mouthed girls. “Over you come. Line on up. You’re going to enjoy this.”

The five twenty somethings put down their drinks and, with obvious excitement, wandered from the decking to the paving lining up as instructed near the smiling host. They’d all seen similar such shows. And had a good idea what was coming. Or at least thought they did.

“Not bad is it, girls?” said Lauren, gaze sweeping the sunlit setting. “You’re going to have fun, soooo much fun.”

Her smile was naughty and knowing and infectious. Cara wasn’t the only one smiling with her.

“So, you say you want boys?”

“Yess!” Desiree almost screeched.

“What sort of boys?” asked the host with a playful arch of an eyebrow.

“Sexy fun-loving boys,” smiled Daisy.

“Who know how to treat women right,” said Selena.

“Or are willing to learn,” added Cara, more than happy to teach the right boy how to behave.

“Ohh, I think they’ll be more than willing,” said the host and presenter of the show being recorded this very second by the many cameras subtly located around the grounds. “But let’s find out, shall we? Boy number one. Come on out…”

All five heads swung left as the boy – at least the upper half of him – came into view as he began down the sloping path. There was closely cropped hair, pecs and abs and muscles. And each of the girls were gawping, bodies fizzing lustily. They liked what they saw all right.

“Yes, please,” murmured Desiree, the quietest she’d been in a long time.

The boy came round the wall that had obscured the lower half of him and suddenly mouths were falling open, eyes staring incredulous. Cara’s gaze momentarily lingered on plump balls, a thick uncircumcised cock. Then a hand was automatically going up to that open mouth of hers. He’s starkers! Totally starkers! She shared a wide-eyed look with shapely Daisy, then her gaze was back on the six-foot-three naked hunk coming to a stop in front of them. And for a split second there was awkward silence. Then only the girls’ titters.

“Ladies,” said Lauren, chastising, but only playfully so. Her grin was as wide as any of them. In fact, it looked like she was struggling not to join in the giggles. “Boy number one, where are your clothes?”

The naked hunk, who’d been looking downward, cheeks blushing slightly, glanced from the corner of his eye to the blonde presenter. “I don’t have any. I kinda thought that was the deal, y’know?”

“You mean you thought the girls would be…?” Lauren of course knew exactly what he’d been expecting. And how funny it was to see those expectations turned so completely on their head. “Yeah, that’s not how this show works,” she said matter-of-factly. “Tell us boy number one, what’s your name?”

“Greg,” he said, briefly glancing at the five bikini clad lovelies still taking every inch of him in.

“And what do you think of the girls, Greg?”

“They’re gorgeous,” he said, looking like he wanted to do something with his hands. Cover himself, most likely, thought Cara, with a snicker.

“Good answer, Greg.”

Every time Lauren spoke it was with a teasing tone – like a cat playing with a mouse.

“I think the girls are going to like you very much,” she continued. “Now stay standing right there for me.”

Greg gulped, perhaps only truly realising what he’d gotten himself into for the first time. He wasn’t just showing himself off to six beautiful women. There was a whole world out there going to see him in his birthday suit.

“Okay girls, that’s boy number one, Greg here,” said Lauren. “Would you like another?”

“Yes,” came the shrieking cry leaving no one in doubt.

“All right. Boy number two. Get on out here.”

And just like that another naked hunk was approaching. Mikey was stocky and muscular, with a scrotum that appeared oversized relative to his small penis. Cara couldn’t help but think of those little sausages served as party food. It was cute and funny on such a muscly body. And the girls tried to hold their laughter. They really did. But out it came, belly achingly sore.

Mikey looked as much flummoxed as embarrassed. He too had evidently been expecting something very different. But here he was joining Greg in the buff. And the girls were loving it. After Mikey came sandy haired, pretty blue-eyed Sam, with his James Bond jaw. Then handsome, dark stubbled Liam. Finally, last but by no means least, given the whopper that dangled between his legs, came smooth headed Trey. A black man to indulge a woman’s fantasies if ever there was one. He certainly had Desiree salivating.

“What do we think of the boys, ladies?” asked a beaming Lauren.

The bikini clad beauties lined up opposite the naked hunks, let out a noise that could best be described as, “Mmm.” It could easily have been followed by the word, delicious. Lauren’s eyes flicked between the two groups. The sexual chemistry was palpable. Boy oh boy did she have a show on her hands.

“This isn’t your run of the mill dating show,” she explained, turning all ten heads towards her. “The boys don’t get to wear clothes. Zilch.” A smile. “Whereas the girls wear whatever they feel comfortable in. Fair…?” Another of those pearlescent smiles.

The boys looked a little unhappy, but nodded along nonetheless.

“You see this shows not just about dating. It’s about empowerment. Female empowerment. Of course you’ll learn that. Over the coming weeks,” said Lauren, careful not to scare the boys too much. She looked at the sexy bikini clad girls. She looked at the sexy naked hunks. Already the imbalance of power was obvious. She couldn’t wait to see how things played out.

Lauren turned to a cupboard built into the wall. She opened its doors, revealing the bright pink collars and silver leashes inside. “Time to claim your boy,” she said to the girls. “You first, Daisy.”

The buxom blonde took the leash and collar handed to her by Lauren, then stepped towards the line of boys. High heels clicking on the paving tiles, she strolled back and forth. Mikey’s pecs twitched. Liam seemed to have a semi going on. Greg too. Daisy gave a smile towards it and stepped in front of him. It was Greg she picked, securing his collar with a bright-eyed smirk, before standing beside him, leash in hand.

“Your turn, Selena,” said Lauren.

The black-haired girl almost skipped on over. Much to the others surprise, made a beeline for Mikey, quickly collaring and claiming him as her own. But then again, how were they to know the girl had a thing for beefcakes with small dicks. After Selena, came Desiree, and there were no surprises there. She had one boy – and his enormous appendage – firmly in her sights. Trey was collared. Then Cara was stepping forward.

She stood in front of the two remaining boys, dangling the pink collar and leash from her hand. Both boys were excited. Sam’s cock twitched. Liam’s almost pointed straight at her. Cara pressed a finger to her cheek, tilting her head in questioning consideration as her eyes teasingly flicked back and forth between both boys. It was Sam’s cheeky grin that made her decision. She strode over. Attached the collar and placed her slender wrist through the pink band at the end of the lead.

Finally, lithe Maddie was taking the collar and striding forward. And judging by the smile that didn’t leave her lips, there was no disappointment with Liam. She did what all the other girls had done in claiming him with the collar, then stood at his side – lips pursing (no doubt to stop the laughter erupting) as she glanced again at that semi stiff cock.

“Well chosen, ladies,” said Lauren, eyes scanning the line of newly formed pairs. “Happy?”

Did she really need to ask? No, the girls broad smiles said it all. Still, the “Yesses” sounded back, gleeful and positive. “And how about you, boys?”

“Yeah,” came the deeper, more unsure male voices, along with a few nods.

“Good,” grinned Lauren, enjoying every second of this. She paused a beat revelling in the sight of the naked hunks. How funny they looked in their pink collars. How funny it was to see them struggling to control themselves – and most certainly failing in Liam’s case.

“Now you’re all paired up, I guess there’s only one thing else to say – go enjoy yourselves. Oh, and boys, a word of advice. You want to be sticking around for any length of time you should be doing all you can to please that lady next to you. And trust me, it’s worth sticking around. The pair that win the final public vote will be splitting fifty big ones. That’s right, fifty thousand grand.”

Lauren left that thought hanging then, with one last pouty smile, gaze briefly dropping to Liam’s jutting cock, strode on past the group. “See you soon,” she sung, disappearing from sight.

Cara glanced either side of her at the other girls. Each of them was beaming brightly. Leashes drawing tight, the five bikini clad beauties tugged their buff boys on.

The interior of the luxury party pad of a villa drew gasps, more giggly excited shrieks from the girls. If there was any doubt as to who ran the show, the tasteful black and white erotica displayed on various sized canvases throughout the house made it clear; a man crawled beside a woman’s long legs, a male nipple was pinched by female fingers, in the living room a huge frieze depicted a female hand grasping a muscular male buttock.

“Now there’s an idea,” said Cara, flashing a grin at Sam. He met her gaze, eyebrows rising a tad. She pulled him on. Up the clean white marbled stairs, they went, then on into the bedroom. Here there were five comfy looking pink duvet coloured beds. On the floor alongside each, a navy gym mat with a single pillow.

“Guess we know where you boys’ll be sleeping,” said Daisy, claiming her bed by sensually laying atop it.

Cara turned just in time to see Sam’s gaze falling on one of the blue mats. His cheek bulged with his tongue as he slowly shook his head.

“I’ll let you have another pillow, if you like?” teased Cara, loving the double standard of all this.

“You will, will you?”

“Only if you’re good.”

And there was that cheeky smile of his.

“Come on you,” said Cara, once more tugging him forward. She and the rest of the girls were soon swooning over the enormous make up room-cum-walk in wardrobe. There was an array of sexy outfits, from the sparkly to the silky waiting for them. The boys were momentarily forgotten as the girls rifled through the racks of clothing.

“Anything for us?” asked Trey from the doorway.

“Uh-uh, you boys are staying bare ass nay-ked,” said Desiree, not remotely attempting to conceal the delight in her voice.

“He could try these,” said Maddie, dangling a pair of lacy panties picked from a drawer.

“You’re joking. Have you seen that anaconda between his legs?” And now there was a gaggle of laughter at Desiree’s comical description.

“Girls, you have to see the size of this tub,” came Selena’s call from the bathroom.

The others arrived to see Selena and Mikey laying in it. Daisy and Greg squeezed in joining them. In the same giggly fun spirited mood, Desiree and Trey, Maddie and Liam, tested how many could fit into the huge glass shower stall.

Cara turned to Sam. “Wanna go find somewhere more private?”

“Sure,” he said.

She took hold of the leash, and led him away. The place she found was a delightful little outside terrace overlooking the garden.

“Well,” said Cara, crossing her legs, patting the cushioned bench.

Sam stood eying her a second, then dropped to the seat. “I’m sorry,” he said, rubbing both palms over his face, back through his sandy hair. “This is just so frickin’ weird. I mean, me being naked, you being…”

“Entirely covered,” Cara finished for him.

“I wouldn’t say that,” said Sam, gaze wandering lustily over her nubile body, her smooth flesh.

Cara bit her lip, trying to stop the broad smile from bursting across her face. She knew if it appeared the laughter would soon follow. There was something just so devilishly delicious about having a sexy looking guy exposing all like this.

“So you’ve never been naked like this for a girl?”

“Once,” he said, looking at her directly.

“And?” asked Cara, intrigued.

“It was at a lake one summer. Nothing really. Just some girls messing around.”

“They stole your clothes?”

Sam shifted his weight, cleared his throat. “Yeah. They stole my clothes. I came out the lake. They’d hidden in the bushes. There were catcalls, whistles and what not.” Another shift in his position that had Cara noticing Sam’s cock was on the rise.

“It must have been humiliating for you. You showing them everything. While they showed you nothing. A bit like now really.” Cara dropped her gaze, taking in Sam’s cock pointing across his thigh towards her. When she met his eye again, he was chewing on the side of his lip, a little blush rising up his neck.

“What do you do, Sam?”

“I’m a carpenter,’ he said with the soft-spoken blankness of someone whose thoughts are entirely on other matters.

“Good with wood, then are you?” Another peek downwards.

“You’re bad.”

Cara smiled. “The worst.”

And now they were face to face. The sexual attraction between them not just palpable, but overwhelming. Sam leaned in, tilting his head as he closed the remaining gap. And…

“Oh, I’m sorry,” came Daisy’s voice as she appeared on the terrace tugging Greg by the leash behind, “I didn’t realise you were…” A smile curved her lips as her gaze dropped to Sam’s crotch. “Up here.” She gave them one last grin, then spun on her heels, hustling Greg back inside.

Cara glanced back to Sam, and was amused to see two hands trying to cover what couldn’t be fully covered. For someone who’d chosen to appear bare ass naked on a TV show, he wasn’t half shy about protecting his modesty. But then again, thought Cara, he hadn’t reckoned on us girls being clothed. And now the white toothed smile came. A few of those chuckles seeking to burst forth, too.

“What?” asked Sam.

“Are you going to sit like that all afternoon?”

“Maybe. If I have to.”

Cara placed a hand at his strong forearm, gave a gentle tug. “Come on,” she said, smiling a seductive half smile.

Sam stared her way, resisting, keeping his hands in place.

“Come on,” Cara purred. “I want to see.”

She gave his arm another gentle tug and, this time, Sam conceded, fully revealing his stiff self to her and of course the millions who watched the show.

“Good boy,” said Cara, liking what she saw. She leaned in and pecked him on the lips. That was all he was getting for now.


First Night Fun

“What do we think of the boys?” asked Daisy, puckering her lips as she applied some vibrant pink lippy.

“They’ve got some balls, I’ll give them that,” Desiree unintentionally punned.

“Smooth balls,” smiled Maddie, running curling tongues through her strawberry blonde locks.

“Grabbable balls,” half tittered Selena, checking out the body-hugging silver dress emphasising each and every one of her enticing curves, in the full-length mirror.

The girls were in the make-up room glamming themselves up for the evening ahead. And feeling pretty fantastic about how things had panned out.

“I think the boys suit being naked,” Cara added her two pennies worth. She sat smoothing some moisturiser into a tanned calf, making her smooth skin glisten. “It grounds them. Strips away any pretence. Shows them as they really are.”

“Which is?” asked Daisy, pouting those full pink lips in the face mirror.

“That they’re animals. Simple. Basic. Horny. Animals.”

“Not like us then,” said Desiree.

“Of course not,” said Cara. “We’re ladies.”

There was a smile, a splutter. And suddenly the room was filled with the girls’ guffaws.

The subtle lighting in the garden gave it a classy, atmospheric mood. The pool water shimmered. The boys tanned, buff bodies gleamed. They sat in one of the curved nooks, still partly trying to wrap their heads around the day’s events.

“We’ve been stitched right up, boys,” said Greg.

“They’re loving it, aren’t they, the girls,” said Liam.

“Can you really blame them,” said Sam, gently brushing fingertips through lightly gelled hair. He needn’t have. Not a single strand was out of place. “I mean, would it be any different if the boot was on the other foot?”

The comment brought a lull in conversation. A lull in which each of the boys were imagining the five gorgeous girls lined up naked for their scrutiny. Given their exposed states, they quickly realised this was a mistake.

“You know it wasn’t so bad till this one came in,” said Mikey, gesturing at Trey, who sat legs wide, junk displayed proudly.

“Don’t be hating the gift of mother nature,” said Trey. Out of all them he was the least bothered with the way things had played out – with obvious reason. “And listen to yourselves, boys. Sitting here moaning. Look at this place…” Trey’s eyes were wide. “This villa rocks. The girls are sexy as hell. So what if we’re showing slightly more flesh? We all knew the deal.”

Which of course wasn’t entirely true. The shows female recruiters – inevitably cute and pretty – had been mighty persuasive, not to say a little lax with the truth. Still, there’d been no lies, no laws broken. Each of the boys had signed up under their own freewill. And awareness of that fact was enough to have them overlooking any trickery at play.

“He’s right,” nodded Liam. “Who knows how many guys would kill to be in our place.”

“Yeah,” agreed Sam. “We’ve got nothing to be ashamed of.”

“Not even you, Mikey,” added Greg to chuckles.

“Ha-ha, laugh it up all you want boys,” said Mikey. “But it’s not the size of the ship, it’s all about the motion of the ocean.”

The others glanced at one another, then were spluttering into guffaws.

“All right, go ahead,” said Mikey, throwing up a hand. “I don’t give a crap. All I care is that Selena doesn’t seem to mind.”

“Fair point. I’ll give you that,” Greg managed to say, before one peek at the others had him breaking into yet more guffaws.

“Having fun without us, boys?” came the female voice with its playful, teasing lilt.

All heads swung to it. The laughter stopped at once. Because here came the girls. And what a sight they were; all glossy hair, smooth sun kissed skin, tight little dresses, bodies that should have come with a danger warning to any boy seeking to retain his cool. And there were five boys struggling to do just that. Sexy didn’t do it justice, these girls were divine.

“Damn,” murmured Trey, stretching the word out as his eyes narrowed and his jaw fell slack.

We’re in trouble, big trouble, thought Sam, pulse quickening, twitching cock suddenly making itself known.

“Good to see you dressed down for us, boys,” teased Desiree. “Oh, that’s right, I forgot. You don’t get to wear clothes here.”

“Which is just the way we like it,” grinned Cara.

The comments drew titters and snickers from the other girls. Heels clicking, they each approached their pink collared boy and, as they did, music – clubby dance music – began to pulse from speakers as hidden away as all those cameras. And the girls weren’t going to let it go to waste. The boys were pulled up, some more reluctantly than others. Soon enough they were dancing, with the girls grinding, twerking, rubbing up against them with broad grins as they got the reaction they wanted.

When the moment was later aired, it would be in slow-mo, capturing the fun party vibe, the girls sexy moves, the boys unsuccessful attempts to stop growing hard. By the time the music stopped, three had semi’s, two outright erections. Which the show would be only too happy to point out with its very own boner count (an animated erect cock appearing in the top left of the screen with a ding to the amusement of viewers). As for the girls, their laughing smiles said it all.

A couple of bottles of bubbly were popped open, then they were leading the boys to the firepit area, where two decks of cards were discovered. One set had girls marked on the back in bold pink letters. The other in blue, boys.

“Guess we pick a card,” said Daisy.

“You up for this, boys?” asked Selena.

“Oh, they’re up for it,” said Cara, glancing at Sam’s excited cock, before meeting his pretty blue eyes with a smirk. “No bushes for you to run and hide in now,” she whispered to him. And her delight at that fact, couldn’t have been clearer.

“Bring it on,” said Greg, cocky as ever, from the end of the curved seating.

“Pick a card,” smiled Daisy, holding out the deck marked boys.

Greg did so, turning it over and reading confidently, “Prove your fitness. Twenty burpees at the double. Drop.”

If there was any apprehension or sense of humiliation, Greg didn’t show it.

“Easy-peasy,” he said, slapping down the card, standing. He lowered himself into the press up position, then in one swift movement, crunched his knees forward beneath him and sprung up into a star – legs and arms outstretched. Down he went, resuming the press position, then starting all over.

The girls glanced at one another, some covering their mouths, though the titters were beginning. How funny it was to see his balls bouncing and his cock slapping every which way. It wasn’t for the easily offended. Which just about summed this show up. By nine, a count of encouragement had started – led by the girls, though the other boys had joined in. “Ten…Eleven…Twelve,” it went. And there was Greg springing up again, baring all.

Truthfully, Cara couldn’t have held her laughter even if she’d wanted to. “We should have all you boys up there doing this,” she whispered in Sam’s ear between chuckles. “I’d like to see that.”

She met his eyes with a smile then, as he turned back to the jumping jack that was Greg, noticed his still semi hard cock twitching upwards off his thigh.

“Thirteen…Fourteen…Fifteen…Sixteen…” continued the cries.

“It would be even funnier watching you do it with a big boner slapping about,” Cara whispered, letting Sam feel her breath on his cheek.

There was no glance towards her this time. But there didn’t need to be. His growing cock spoke for him. Much to Cara’s amusement.

“Seventeen…Eighteen…Nineteen…Twenty.”

Hi-fiving Mikey’s outstretched hand, Greg dropped back onto the bench, barely out of breath.

“Your turn,” he said, holding out the deck with pink lettering to Daisy. No doubt eager to see what humiliating dare or reveal she’d get. But then he was forgetting how this show worked. Daisy’s smile widened as she scanned the card.

“What?” asked Greg.

“See how funny he finds this,” read Daisy. “Test your boy’s ticklishness.”

And now Greg wasn’t looking or sounding so cocky. “That’s dumb. Pick another.”

“Uh-uh,” said Daisy. “I picked my card. I wanna see.”

And now the other girls were backing her up and Greg was left with little choice but to stand.

“Hold out your arms. And spread your legs,” said Daisy.

Greg shot a sulky look that had Cara wondering what he was so afraid of. Then she found out. Daisy’s fingertips brushed the skin beneath his armpits. And suddenly Greg was raising his head, snapping his arms protectively to his sides.

“I barely touched you,” said Daisy in amazement.

“I think we’ve got a tickle freak,” said Desiree, grinning.

“No, that’s not me,” said Greg.

“Oh no,” said Daisy. “Then raise your arms.” When Greg hesitated, she playfully slapped his ass, said again, “Raise them.”

This time Greg obeyed.

“So you’re not ticklish are you?” said Daisy, walking those fingertips back up Greg’s flanks.

Greg bit his lip, held out for as long as he could – which was all of five seconds – before his manly façade had collapsed and he was squealing girlish squeals.

“Okay, I’m a little ticklish…”

“Just a little?” teased Daisy, dancing those fingertips up and down his sides like she was playing a musical instrument. Which she might well have been given the noise she was getting.

“Stop, please stop!” Greg squealed as his hands tried to clasp onto Daisy’s and his hips bucked one way then the other, cock jumping frantically.

“Yeah, shake those hips,” teased Selena.

“We need that music again,” smiled Maddie.

“This is just too entertaining,” laughed Cara, leading the girls in their laughter, enjoying Greg’s struggle.

Finally Daisy stopped her torment, slapping him on the ass as she left him and took her seat. “That’s what you get for lying.”

A silent Greg sat down next to her. There was no hi-five with Mikey this time.

“Your pick,” said Selena, eagerly holding the deck marked boys to her stocky stud.

Mikey, understandably a little wary given what he’d just seen happen to Greg, slipped a card from the deck. There was a shutting of his eyes, a slight tilting back of his head having glanced at its underside.

“What does it say?” asked Selena.

“Reveal your freakiest fetish. No lies. We know your secret,” he recited in a less than thrilled monotone voice.

“Oooh,” Selena rubbed her palms together gleefully. “Let’s hear it then.”

Mikey’s eyes flicked briefly downwards then up again. He gulped.

“Come on, don’t be such a big baby,” taunted Selena. Mikey’s gaze dropped again, lingered, and now she was glancing down towards her shiny heels, understanding dawning. “You’ve got a thing for feet, haven’t you?”

Mikey’s eyes flashed up, grimacing, he said, “Yes.”

“Ha, I knew it,” said Selena, clapping her palms together.

“What is it, the whole of the foot, the toes, the shoe?” asked Cara, genuinely intrigued.

“All of it,” said Mikey.

Slowly circling her heeled foot out in front of her, Selena said, “Prove it.”

Mikey bit his lip, gaze falling to the body part he had such fondness for.

“You know you want to,” teased Selena.

All the group watched, wondering if he’d do it. They soon had their answer as Mikey dropped to his knees, kissed the top of Selena’s dainty foot. One kiss became two, then three, then four. Completely absorbed in his fetish, Mikey went on kissing, as the girls pursed their lips, suppressing snickers.

“How does it feel?” Maddie asked Selena.

“Pretty good actually,” she replied, glancing down at her pink collared boy worshipping her dainty foot. She sipped off her heel, wiggled her big toe. “Go ahead,” she said. “Suck it.”

Mikey looked up at her. He was breathing a little heavier now. And Cara had watched as that little cock of his had crept incrementally upwards to point pinprick straight. Those smooth pecs of his slowly rose and fell. He licked his lips.

“I’m waiting,” said Selena, wiggling that big toe again.

Down he went – once more the other girls leaned forward eager to see. He’s really going to do it, thought Cara, ever so gently stroking Sam’s thigh, feeling a tingling excitement at seeing naked Mikey, taking the toe in his mouth and sucking. She and Maddie shared a wide eyed, open mouthed look. As for Selena, elbows resting on the back of the seating behind her, she looked like a queen.

“There you go,” she said, unable to hold her titters. Her laughter like a chain reaction sparked off the other girls.

“This is so messed up bro,” said Trey.

“Shush you,” Desiree silenced him.

Meanwhile, Mikey continued to suck, not just the big toe, but all the others too. There was certainly no doubting this was a huge turn on for him. His small cock remained rigid.

“All right, enough,” said Selena, having seen enough, yanking back her foot.

Mikey looking a little disappointed his toe sucking action had been brought to an abrupt end, retook his seat, his little stiffy receiving amused smiles all round.

“My turn,” said Selena, taking the pink lettered girl card at the top of the deck. “Show us your party trick,” she read from it with grinning enthusiasm. No sooner having done so, than she was up, slipping off both heels and flicking back her dark hair.

“Okay, here we go.” She slapped her palms together, then down she went, legs spreading in either direction, sparkly dress rising to the tops of smooth thighs high enough for the boys to glimpse the very edge of sheer black panties. A teasing glimpse was all they’d be getting.

“Ta-da,” said Selena, holding out her arms in the splits position.

There was spontaneous applause from her audience. The boys particularly taken with her lithesome flexibility. A few of them sure wouldn’t have minded being that decking right now. In fact, Mikey was almost drooling. Selena bounced, once, twice, then pushed herself up. She stepped into her heels and sat back down giving gawping Mikey a smile.

“You’re up,” said Maddie, handing Liam one of the blue boy cards.

He was the first of the boys to look happy at what was printed.

“Kiss the girl you fancy most,” he read, grinning. “Hmm, I wonder who that could be?” he said, looking at the other girls teasingly, before looking squarely at Maddie.

He leaned to her, taking in the receptive flicker of a smile at her lips. Soon enough they were kissing, in fact not just kissing, but snogging each other’s faces off.

“Just think, that could have been your card,” Cara whispered in Sam’s ear, teasing her fingertips lightly at his thigh. She watched his Adam’s apple tense as he swallowed. She watched his cock flex. “Good boy,” she purred again quietly at his ear. “Stay hard for me.”

When Maddie and Liam broke for air, it was greeted with laughing cheers from the others.

“Did it suddenly just get really hot?” said Maddie, fanning a palm at her cheek.

“I’ll say,” said Liam, unable to say anything but given the erection he was sporting.

The two of them didn’t just look like they wanted seconds. They looked like they wanted thirds and fourths and fifths too.

“Maddie,” said Daisy, clearing her throat, getting her attention. “Your card.”

“Oh…yeah…of course,” she said, rather flustered as she finally took her eyes off Liam. She slid out one of the pink lettered cards, read with a widening smile, “Show us your sexiest runway walk.”

“Go on Maddie,” encouraged Selena.

Maddie put down the card, rose tugging down the hem of her short salmon pink dress. She really had nothing to be bashful about. Her legs were toned and slender and each of the boys had a good gawp. At the edge of the decking she paused a moment, then spun, striding forward, shoulders back, head straight, body relaxed. And what a walk it was; confident and sexy and alluring.

“Yeah, work it baby,” said Desiree, as Maddie spun, strawberry blonde hair flicking out behind her as she strutted back the way she’d come.

The boys, they silently stared, eyes following Maddie’s smooth legs and pert body, as heels clicking, hips wiggling, she sashayed across the decking. For those cocks not already at full mast, Maddie’s sexy strut had them straining upwards. There was one more back and forth, before she came to a giggly stop, receiving an ovation as she retook her seat.

Next up was Desiree and Trey, though forward as ever it was Desiree picking for both. “Ooh, I like this,” she said, reading one of the blue boy cards, before revealing what it said to Trey with a wicked grin. “Impress your girl – moi – with your sexiest move.”

Trey held her gaze momentarily – a twinkle in his eye, a naughtiness to his look – before he was rising in that super casual way of his. “You sure you’re ready for this?” he asked, seemingly not in the least bit bothered by his nudity, nor the five sexy beauties taking it in.

“We’re ready,” said Desiree, very much in her element at having the hottie naked before her, while she was showing nothing but her bootylicious figure. The clothed, unclothed dynamic had given the whole evening a delicious frisson. And bright-eyed Desiree was far from the only girl to feel all her Christmases had come at once.

“All right,” said Trey, flashing his white teeth – still looking not in the least perturbed as he placed his hands on his hips and began to circle them.

Cara had wondered what he could possibly do standing on the spot that was so impressive. But then his big cock began to sway, not just sway but spin, faster and faster – helicopter style. It was hypnotic! And for a moment there was nothing but stunned silence. Then came the inevitable spluttering guffaws.

“You like?” asked a grinning Trey.

“It’s hilarious,” snickered Daisy, which no doubt wasn’t the response he was going for.

“Why can’t I look away,” said Selena.

“It’s a cock trance,” chuckled Cara, though Sam, nor any of the other boys seemed to have any trouble dropping their gazes.

“Oh. My. God,” said Desiree, covering her guffaws with her hands. She looked from the spinning schlong, directly up at Trey. He stared right back still grinning. He really had no shame, did he?

“All right, you’ve impressed me,” said Desiree. “Sit your butt back down before you take off with that thing.”

The girlish giggles of the other girls were only just dying down as Desiree read from her card, “Tell us the kinkiest thing you’ve ever done.”

“Oooh, this should be interesting,” said Trey, rubbing his palms all ears.

And now it was Desiree’s turn to grin. “Well, there is one thing that springs to mind.”

“Do tell,” said Trey, leaning closer.

Looking him straight in the eye, Desiree said, “I fucked a guy right up the ass with a big black strap-on.”

The look on Trey’s face as the grin faded was priceless.

“What?” said Cara. “You really…?”

“Hm-mm,” hummed Desiree. “He was desperate for it. He was begging for it.” She said all this still looking at Trey. For the first time he didn’t look quite so sure of himself. “Trust me girls, it’s hot. I’ve never felt power like it.”

Everyone was silent for a moment. The girls grinning. More than a few of the boys shifting uncomfortably.

“Something to bear in mind,” said Cara. She watched Sam gulp. Then taking the cards passed on to her by Desiree, held one of the boy cards out to Sam.

He glanced at its underside, exhaling a short, sharp pant, his expression half amused, half taken aback. “Wow,” he said.

“Don’t leave us in suspense,” said Cara.

“Show us how you lick pussy. Peach provided. Or dot, dot, dot…” read Sam.

There was that split-second pause as everyone absorbed what he’d just said, then only the girls titters, the boys chuckles.

“Damn they got us bad,” said Greg.

Daisy swung. “Really? You think licking pussy’s bad?”

“No, I just mean…” But Greg gave up. He was in no position to argue. There was zero doubt as to which of the sexes was in charge here.

“I think we’ll go with the peach just for now,” grinned Cara, bounding over to the outdoor kitchen area, picking the juiciest peach from the fruit bowl, scoring it on one side, then bounding back.

She sat down, hitching her shiny turquoise dress up slightly. A glimpse of lacy white panties had Sam’s cock – still hard thanks to all that teasing – twitching. Cara placed the peach between her smooth thighs, in front of those panties. “Let’s see what you got,” she said, settling back.

A grinning Sam, lowered himself onto his knees before her. He looked at the slit peach. He looked at Cara. She bit her lower lip, pulse quickening.

“I’m waiting,” she said, widening her smooth thighs a little.

Sam needed no further encouragement. He scooted forward. That grin visible, till it wasn’t as his head dipped between Cara’s thighs, began licking and tasting the ripe fruit. Its juices dribbled. Its texture was soft and squishy, and not too dissimilar to the wet succulent lips pressed up right against it – separated by only the thin fabric of the white lace panties.

“Keep working that tongue,” smiled Cara, body tingling warm and excited. “That’s it, long wide strokes.”

“I think somebody’s done this before,” Maddie half snickered.

“I should think so,” said Desiree, tone playfully scolding.

“I hope you other boys are taking notes,” said Daisy, with a purposeful stare directed at Greg.

“Yes, miss,” he replied in jest.

“Yes, Miss Daisy,” Daisy corrected him holding a smirk.

Meanwhile Sam was still licking, lapping up those juices. A palm of his was pressed on Cara’s smooth thigh. She didn’t just have the tingles, she had the flutters too.

“Oh, yeah,” she said, watching Sam’s tongue swipe up and down, and his eyes flick up to meet hers. “You got it.”

And in that instant in which each held the others gaze, everything, and everyone around them may well have ceased to exist. And the others sensed it too.

“Mm-hm,” Desiree cleared her throat. “We can leave if you’d like.”

Her voice broke the spell and eye contact. Cara shifted back a little, Sam took it as his cue to stop. Lips glistening, he rose from his knees, boner there for all to see. To think how embarrassed he’d been when Daisy had caught sight of it earlier, thought Cara. And yet look at him now, showing it off to all the girls. It was a huge turn on.

Pursing her lips, holding down the giddy laughter seeking to burst forth, Cara put the peach to one side, and picked her card. The words printed on it, brought a dazzling smile. “Demonstrate your favourite sex position,” she read aloud, then, with barely a breath, was pulling Sam up by the hand. “Lie down,” she said, smoothing her long glossy hair out behind her.

She watched Sam follow her instruction, lying flat on the decking. God he looked hot. That lightly muscled body. That rigid cock. She wasted no time falling upon him – straddling his hips, grabbing his wrists, pushing them up behind his head. Face to face, hovering above him, there was zero doubt who was in the dominant position. Which was just how Cara liked it.

The other girls clapped and whooped their approval. But Cara was far from done. She put on a little show for their audience; nibbling Sam’s ear, kissing his neck, skimming his stiff cock against her panties with the lightest of touches. His lips parted, his lust filled wide eyes pleaded for more. Cara smiled down at him, whispered softly at an ear, “On top. Me in control. That’s how I fuck my boys.”

She settled back, trapping that twitching cock of his momentarily, before pushing up and off him with a smirk. Utterly exposed, his want and desire for Cara there for all to see, Sam followed her back to the seating. Cara sipped her champagne, sharing a smile with the other girls.

The frisky, fun, get to know each other games, would continue long into the evening. And one thing was undeniable; the girls had a bunch of very horny boys on their hands. Which of course they wouldn’t have wanted any other way.


Morning View

“Well isn’t this just the way to start the day,” said Cara, sipping her cool orange juice, tucking into the delicious eggs benedict Sam had made for her, all the while enjoying the five hunks getting in a morning workout in the outdoor gym.

“Pinch me,” said Maddie. “I feel like I’m dreaming.”

“It’s no dream, girl,” chuckled Desiree.

“Nope, they’re naked and they’re hot. And all ours,” smiled Selena, licking the honey that topped her toast from her fingertips.

“Every smooth square inch of them,” added Daisy, staring just as intently.

There was delight in her voice. There was delight in all their voices. Gathered around the outdoor kitchen island in their bright skimpy swimwear, positioned to take in the fine morning view, the girls ate their breakfasts ogling the unclothed boys; the bulging muscles, all the straining and tensing and flexing.

“Yeah boys, make those bodies look good for us,” Desiree shouted over.

The boys grinned towards them, those not in the middle of lifting heavyweights, self-consciously rubbing an arm or brushing at their hair, reminded of the girls stares, reminded of their complete nudity – if they could have forgotten it.

“Does Liam have a semi?” wondered Selena, tilting her head, before flashing a look to the others. “Did I just say that out loud?”

“Yes, you did,” chuckled Cara.

“Oh my God,” Daisy shook her head. “This is such a sausage fest.”

Yet she wasn’t looking away. None of the girls were.

“Whatever do you think possessed them to sign up to this?” pondered Cara.

“Er, the chance to spend time with five stunners like us,” replied Selena, like it was a no brainer.

“Plus, there’s the money. And followers,” Maddie chipped in.

“Yeah, I bet their social media’s going mad,” Daisy nodded.

“They’re certainly putting on a show,” grinned Cara, watching Sam doing bicep curls, watching his pecs twitch and his cock hang thick and plump in the sun.

“Yeah, work its boys,” Desiree shouted again.

There were those looks. Those grins. Those slightly awkward movements.

“Don’t you think it’s hilarious that they thought we were going to be naked?” said Cara.

“As if,” snorted Selena, like the very idea was flat out crazy.

“I love it,” smirked Daisy, sipping her smoothie. “Us seeing everything. Them seeing only what we want them to see. Kinda like how it should be on the outside, don’t you think?”

“Yes!” exclaimed Selena. “Hot boys go naked. No ifs, buts, about it.”

The pun had the others chuckling again.

“I’d vote for it,” said Maddie.

“Yeah, at least we’d know what we was getting,” said Desiree.

“What, like your donkey dick over there,” said Cara, eliciting louder girlish squeals.

The laughter had the boys glancing their way, a few adjusting themselves, surreptitiously tugging at their willies as they turned their attention back to their workout. Which only amused the girls even more.

“So I like big dicks,” said Desiree. “Doesn’t everyone?”

“Evidently not,” said Daisy, glancing Selena’s way.

“Hey, I’m a petite girl, that thing would destroy me,” said Selena defensively. “And besides, small cocks are so cute and funny and teasable. Especially on a musclebound hottie like Mikey.”

Desiree frowned. “I get that, sort of.” Then a shrug. “Each to their own.”

“Whatever floats your boat,” Daisy echoed the sentiment as she reached over and picked a few juicy looking grapes from the fruit bowl.

Sight of it had Cara thinking of only one thing. “No peach,” she grinned.

The other girls understood the reference at once. Indeed, how could they have forgotten Sam’s demonstration of his cunnilingus skills.

“OMG,” tittered Maddie, holding both palms over her mouth. “Did that really happen?”

“Yep,” smiled Cara. “And it was hot.”

“He definitely likes peaches,” giggled Selena.

“He can give mine a lick anytime,” said Daisy, eyes twinkling as she popped one of the grapes in her mouth.

“Hey, back of the queue,” said Cara, good naturedly, but not without expression of how she felt. If that tongue was going to be used on anyone, it was going to be her. The other girls had their boys. And she had no intention of swapping Sam for any of them. Out of all the boys it was most definitely him she liked. He wasn’t too cocky looking like Greg, too big like Trey, too small like Mikey, or slick like Liam. Sure, he was hot, but hot without looking like he really knew how hot. Which was hugely attractive to Cara.

“I can think of some funnier, not to say freakier things about last night,” said Desiree, propping her bare foot up on the counter and wiggling her toes.

It had Selena slapping her palms to her face. “Please, don’t go there.”

“Take it as a compliment, girl,” said Desiree, lowering that foot.

“Yeah, the boy wants to suckie suck those toes,” teased Daisy.

Selena shot her a bitchy stare that was both playful and a little terrifying.

“At least he doesn’t squeal like a big baby like Greg,” she responded.

“Agreed,” said Daisy. “Not a turn on. Though you’ve got to admit it was pretty funny.”

Selena and Daisy shared a smirk.

“You girls are forgetting the funniest thing of all,” said Cara. “The human windmill that is Trey.”

“The boy needs a license for that thing, for sure,” said Desiree, provoking yet more guffawing laughs.

A third time the boys couldn’t but peek over. Cara made sure to meet Sam’s eye, then drop her gaze to that handsome cock of his. She watched it flex. She watched him smile. “Mmm,” Cara purred, low and lusting without even knowing it.

Sam lowered himself to the bench press, got lifting. Mikey was spotting him. Greg was on the pull up bar. Trey and Liam were heaving heavy weights, working out different muscle groups. And for a moment the girls simply stared – nobody chewing or sipping drinks – just looking, and leering, and lusting after the toned sweat slicked male bodies.

“This feels so wrong,” said Maddie. Then after a beat, “And yet so right.”

“We’ve got nothing to be ashamed of,” said Cara. “Think about it, girls. How many times have you been ogled, leered, objectified by a boy. I think we deserve this for all the crap our sex has taken. I think they deserve it.”

“Hell yeah,’ said Selena with a taunting smirk. “So many injustices these boys have to put right.”

“Poor, poor, poor, boys,” Daisy smiled mockingly. “Such weight on those big broad shoulders.”

“Poor boys my bootylicious butt. They’re loving this, peacocking, showing off those fine, fine, fine…” Desiree’s words trailed away as she fell back into a dreamy stare.

Cara peeked a smile at the other girls. “Earth to Desiree.”

“Hm?”

“You were saying?”

But Desiree’s eyes grew wide, her look towards the boys only more lusting. “Check it out,” she said slowly.

Cara looked back to the boys, and immediately understood Desiree’s look. They were done with their workout. They were stepping under the spray of the outdoor showerheads conveniently located next to the workout space. And the girls stared transfixed, not a single one of them blinking as the water wetted the boys’ hair, streamed down over their broad shoulders and muscular buttocks. The wetness seemed to make them look even more naked somehow.

“Sweet lord,” murmured Desiree, the quietest Cara had so far heard her.

“Hot, so hot,” was all Maddie could manage.

After another ten seconds or so, Cara was sliding off her stool without taking her eyes off the sexy sight before her. “Come on,” she said.

The girls crossed the vibrant green lawn, laughing giddily, still leering as they came to a stop within spitting distance of the showering boys. And the girls colourful skimpy clothing only further accentuated the boys utter nudity. In fact, Cara had never seen a group of boys look so naked.

“Scrub those balls, boys,” snickered Selena, turning any that hadn’t noticed their rapt audience.

“Don’t forget those dicks,” smiled Daisy.

“How about you give me a hand?” said Greg, reaching out and tugging Daisy – despite her squealing protest – to him.

The others boys were soon copying. A few of the girls scampered back screaming. Others were happier to go with it. Cara felt the cool droplets overhead, Sam’s soft touch at her hips and his firm pecs beneath her palms laid flat at his chest. Grinning his cheeky grin, he made a move, going in for a kiss. Cara tilted away at the very last, beneath the watery spray saw his stare, his want and obvious desire.

How she loved teasing boys. How she loved leaving them half panting. How she loved that look he was giving her right now. She spun still in his grasp, wiggled her hips ever so gently brushing her pert bottom against what poked upwards below, all the while smiling a broad and joyous smile in the summer sunlight.


#BestAssKisser

The moment would be aired in slow-mo. And what a moment. The girls ran bouncy of step, laughing and smiling, eager and excited, hair flowing, boobs jiggling. They all wore vibrant red bikini’s and box fresh white sneakers. And with their youthful pertness, smooth sun kissed skin and sumptuous curves, looked the very definition of good health and vivacity and, for no doubt many, sex appeal.

Much the same could be applied to the pink collared boys, though not the clothing of course. They’d caught the girls giddy, fun spirit. Ran behind them, laughing and smiling, their toned tanned bodies glistening in the sun, their balls bouncing and willies swinging freely. Waiting for them against a backdrop of blue sky and green fauna was glossy host Lauren, looking picture perfect as always in her yellow minidress and pink heels with their little bows.

“Looking good, ladies. Looking naked, boys,” she chuckled. “Girls on this side, fellas on the other,” she instructed. The two lines formed with the boys opposite the girls. “So how’s it been. Fun?” she asked, glancing left to the girls.

“Yes,” came the gigglish cry of enthusiasm as one.

A smiling Lauren glanced the other way. “And what about you, boys? Gotten used to letting it all hang out yet?”

“Not quite,” said Sam, speaking for all but Trey.

“Aww, you poor, poor, things,” said Lauren in a tone of mock sympathy that had Cara smirking. Then in a flash back to that bright sunny voice, said, “Anyway. First challenge. Hashtag best ass kisser. Anyone think they got an idea what that entails?”

“Er, the boys give our bootylicious butts a kiss,” said Selena.

“That’s right, Selena. The boys are going to come up one by one and give those delicious derrieres of yours a kiss – their best kiss. And you girls are going to judge which is the most impressive. And you’re going to want to impress them, boys. Because boy deemed best ass kisser gets some alone time with their goddess.”

Lauren’s gaze lingered on the boys’ reactions, that ranged from amused to keen and competitive, to slightly disbelieving at the way this show was set up to put them on the back foot. Greg was one boy shaking his head slightly. The girls’ expressions on the other hand were simply gleeful.

“Turn around, girls,” said Lauren. “Show the boys what they’re working with.”

The five girls turned on the spot. And the five pairs of male eyes dropped immediately to the red bikini bottomed behinds that were peachy and perky and perfect each in their own way. A few of the girls gave theirs a playful wiggle, while others stuck a leg out in front, posing with one juicy butt cheek higher than the other.

Lauren smirked at the gawping hunks, then strode forward and slapped a gold sticker with a number on each of their chests. “Pucker those lips, boys,” she said, making sure they all got a good long look at that smirk of hers, before she was striding back over to the whiteboard upon which she’d tally scores. “Ready, girls?” she asked.

“We’re ready,” said Cara, amongst the merry voices replying eagerly to begin.

“Then you’re up, boy numero uno.” Which was Mikey. “Kiss those asses.”

Mikey looked eager. Mikey looked ravenous. He had no trouble getting down on one knee and pressing his puckered lips to the juicy bums in front of him. First up was Daisy’s delicious curvy behind. Then Desiree’s bubble butt. Then Selena’s petite perky rump; which he gave a little lick, jumping her forward in surprise. After that came Cara’s perfectly proportioned derriere. Which had something classy, even graceful about it. Finally, there was Maddie’s highly kissable peachy cheeks. Evidently feet weren’t Mikey’s only fetish. He returned to the line of boys, his little wiener cock jutting upwards and outwards.

It had host Lauren stifling giggles. “So what do we think, girls? Marks out of ten.”

It seemed Mikey wasn’t such a bad kisser, at least not when it came to kissing girls’ asses. He received a respectable thirty-five. The score was recorded on the board by Lauren, then she was releasing Trey from the traps. “Off you go by number two.”

Trey’s kisses were soft and sensual and full lipped. And the girls appreciative “Ooh’s,” hinted at a score hitting the high thirties. Greg followed Trey, and he couldn’t have been more different; there was a quickness to his kisses, an embarrassment that he was actually doing this. But doing it he was, and it was recorded on camera for perpetuity. His lack of passion had him receiving a low score in the twenties. Which Sam had no intention of imitating.

And so he puckered his lips, planted on each of the delectable tushes – though Cara’s especially – lingering, thick lipped kisses that came with their own smoochy sound effects. In fact, he’d have been quite happy to go again and again and again. And his semi stiff cock he’d failed to keep control of, said as much. His score hit the forties, placing him in top spot.

Last to feel the soft, juicy flesh beneath his lips was boner boy, Liam, as the girls had come to refer to him. He was already living up to that nickname as he started on Daisy. By Maddie he was at full mast. And this time Lauren couldn’t hold her giggles – immature she knew – but immature was her down to a tee. And besides, when was it you ever got see such buff boys naked and aroused. Not on any other show she knew of.

There was an intake of breath, stilling those breathless chuckles as she asked for the girls scores. Liam, despite his best efforts, or maybe because of over eagerness to please, came in third. Which meant Sam had taken it.

“Turn around girls,” said Lauren.

The five girls turned, smirks and grins and smiles showing as they saw how aroused the boys had gotten, before their eyes were looking to the board.

“Best ass kisser goes to…Sam!” announced Lauren.

There were whoops, whistles, a generous round of applause that had Sam biting his lip looking more than a little embarrassed. Which Cara couldn’t help but like him even more for.

“As reward for Sam’s ass kissing efforts,” said Lauren. “You’ll get some alone time with your gorgeous goddess Cara, on a private dinner date.”

There were more whoops and applause from the others. Thought of some alone time had Cara and Sam grinning at one another.

“All right. We’re done here,” said Lauren. “Class dismissed.”

And once more the group was running all bouncy energy; boobs jiggling, dicks swinging, skin glistening, all a picture of youth and health, vivacity and good looks.


Dinner Date

The set up was like something out of a movie; romantic and theatrical. Petals were scattered around the circular candlelit table, beyond the warm glow in which it was bathed nothing but blackness framed the scene.

“Oh, this looks so nice,” cooed Cara, her strappy black heels clicking on the tiled paving, her teensy little black dress – moulded to her fine figure – skimming smooth tanned upper thighs. Sam’s barefoot tread sounded silently next to her.

“Thank you,” she smiled, as he pulled out the chair for her and she sat. She watched him take his own seat, noticing the lightly gelled hair, the strong jaw, the smooth pecs and abs of a body that wasn’t too muscular, and of course the ripe looking cock and balls dangling below.

Sam made a throaty sound lifting her eyes to his. Then he was reaching over, uncorking the bottle of wine and pouring them drinks.

“Looks like we’re in for a treat,” said Cara, uncovering the delicious still steaming plate of paella.

“Cheers,” said Sam, passing her the glass of red wine.

“Bottoms up,” Cara toasted.

The two shared a smile and a chuckle, each had a sip.

“So what was it that brought you on a show like this?” asked Cara, starting at one end of the long dish.

Sam started at the other. “The chance to have some fun. Meet some beautiful women. Tick, tick,” he said, swiping a finger through the air.

“Naked women. No tick,” Cara teased.

Sam looked her dead straight in the eye. “I wouldn’t change a thing if it meant not meeting you.”

“Really?”

“Really,” said Sam, holding her gaze.

Cara reckoned she had a pretty good boy bullshit detector, and it was beginning to bleep in warning. But that didn’t bother her so much. Her own motives for coming on the show hadn’t been any deeper than Sam’s. Which was to toy, flirt, play with some hunky boys a little. Any connection beyond that was a bonus.

“What do you like about me so much?” she asked.

“Your pretty eyes, your smile, your boobs, your hips, your legs and beautiful ass.”

“A little superficial, don’t you think?” said Cara, more than aware of the double standard in her of all people suggesting such a thing. Still, it didn’t stop her enjoying watching the cute boy trying to dig himself out of a hole.

“It’s not only those things,” said Sam. “It’s your playfulness, your bright sunny demeanour.”

“Keep going,” said Cara, settling back, glass in hand.

“I like your spontaneity. I like the way you take charge. I like…”

“Sam, you’ve only known me like, what, less than a week.”

“You’ve left an impression,” he shrugged. “That’s all.”

A smiling Cara reached forward for her fork. “Hm, that’s sweet.” She ate a mouthful of the delicious paella, swallowed. “You said you like it when I take charge. That turns you on?”

Sam grinned his cheeky grin. “Yes, massively.”

“What aspect of it?”

“I don’t know exactly. I just think its super sexy. Going against convention and all, y’know.”

“Hm, interesting,” said Cara, settling back again. “I don’t know many guys that would admit that.”

“Well, I guess I’m not just any guy.” He held her gaze as he swallowed another forkful of the paella.

Cara dropped her own to that body of his. “You don’t mind being objectified like this?” she asked, looking through the clear glass table and letting her eye linger on that handsome cock of his. “Because that’s what this is. Millions of women will be tuning in just to see you boys baring all.”

“I only care about one woman,” said Sam.

“Good answer,” said Cara, circling her heeled foot, watching Sam’s gaze drop to it and run up her luscious legs as he sipped his wine.

Cara gave a downward flick of her eyes. “Someone’s getting turned on.”

“Can you blame me? You’re absolutely stunning.”

Cara couldn’t help but smile at that. She stared a moment, as Sam stared back at her. The frisson of sexual energy between them was undeniable.

“Do you think you can handle this stunning girl?” asked Cara.

“I think so,” said Sam, a shadow of a smile passing across his lips as his gaze flicked down to Cara’s own full lips. His look was wanting, ever so wanting. And she felt it too; that tingling flutter, that lusty ache.

“I don’t know,” she said, going against it. “I’m a demanding girl.”

“Demand away,” said Sam, cock visibly twitching.

Cara emitted an almost silent snort of amusement. And he was leaning to her now, slowly, hesitantly, not quite sure if he was about to get rebuffed again. Cara hooked a finger under that pink collar, pulled him forward the rest of the way.

“Yes,” she whispered, as their lips met and that sexual frisson sparked tingly and warm, soft and delicious.

Under the warm glow. Surrounded by darkness. They kissed. And kissed. And kissed. Forgetting the meal. Forgetting any thought of being filmed. In the moment, in the deep massaging kiss, feeling nothing but the others primitive desire.


New Arrivals

“Oh my God,” sounded Selena’s voice from the small upper floor outside terrace, then calling back inside with that same squealing excitement. “Girls! Get out here! You have got to see this!”

Cara, combing her hair, looked to Daisy and Desiree and Maddie all similarly sprucing themselves up for a new day. They broke into big smiles not yet really knowing why, then were putting down their brushes, lotions and lip glosses, and rushing from the make-up room.

They cut right through the bedroom, giddy giggles drawing the eyes of the boys lounging on their mats or checking out their mirrored reflections. Sam, just one seeing the passing blur of glossy hair, shiny smooth tanned flesh, and ever so kissable behinds.

“Look,” said Selena, pointing out to the green lawn as the girls stepped onto the sunlit terrace.

Down on the short cut grass, two boys knelt; two hunky boys, two naked boys, two pink collared boys.

“Fresh meat,” murmured Cara, biting her lower lip as she took in the pair of kneeling hunks.

“Mm-mm-mmm,” hummed Desiree. “This show just keeps on giving.”

The five girls shared gleeful smirks, then were quickly heading back inside, Daisy shouting lastly over a shoulder. “Don’t move a muscle you sexy boys. We’re on our way.”

“What’s going on?” Liam asked as the girls started back through the bedroom.

“See for yourself,” smiled Maddie.

Sam watched the girls hurry out the bedroom, then was glancing at a frowning Liam. He like the rest of the boys stepped out onto the terrace intrigued to see what had gotten the girls so excited. There was a gulp. A slight twisting at his stomach.

“Looks like we’ve got some competition, boys,” said Mikey.

“Please, those guys,” said Greg, cocky as ever.

Down below the girls appeared from the villa still giggling amongst themselves. Still looking as sexy as hell in their brightly coloured swimwear. They padded across the grass making a beeline for the naked duo. Man meet woman. Woman meet man. In all his natural glory, thought Sam, feeling a hot wispy flutter right there below his chest as he watched the girls’ approach.

“Hey, boys,” Desiree called ahead flirtatiously.

“Hi, ladies,” the deeper voices came back, delight at what they were seeing obvious in their intonation.

“I see you got the dress code,” teased Cara.

“Stand up, boys,” said Selena.

“Aww, I kinda like them on their knees,” smirked Daisy.

“What are your names?” asked Maddie, as the girls circled, taking in the muscular physiques and flexing cocks.

“I’m Brad,” said the stubbled one on the left, who Daisy particularly had already taken a fancy to.

“Navid,” said the darker complexioned one on the right, looking at the girls with a grin.

“And what do you do boys?” asked Cara, trailing a finger over one boys pec’s then the others. “Anything interesting?”

“I’m a firefighter,” said Brad, upping his sex appeal by several points in one single sentence.

“Of course you are,” said Daisy, stepping right in front of him, eyes drifting downwards. “How could you be anything but with a hose like that?”

The comment had the girls spluttering with laughter. Brad, he didn’t know what to do. Except stand there and take it. And if the increasing size of that hose of his was anything to go by, he was enjoying it immensely.

“What about you?” asked Desiree, giving Navid’s firm tush a playful slap.

“I’m a masseuse,’ he said, looking pleased with himself, looking little perturbed by the slap.

“Ooh, free massages,” said Maddie.

“You can definitely stay,” said Cara, laying a hand on Navid’s shoulder.

“What are your names, girls?” asked Brad, eyeing up one girl particularly.

Daisy introduced herself, then the other girls did so, sounding every bit as happy in having the two new boys to play with. They led them over to the bed like loungers, where they continued to tease, continued to flirt, continued to enjoy the visible effect it had on both boys. They soon had Navid giving them massages. They soon had Brad lying back looking like something from an X-rated photoshoot. All the while the boys watched on from afar.

“Let them have their little get to know you,” said Trey, lying back and relaxing in the sun.

But Sam, he couldn’t take his eyes off Cara’s touchy-feely hands, flirtatious smiles. She glanced his way several times, seeming to sense as much. Which only made him ache harder.

“This is messed up, boys,” he said, shaking his head, feeling like a cuckolded lover.

“Have some faith,” said Mikey. “She’s into you, isn’t she?”

“I think so. I thought so. I—”

“Jeez would you boys stop getting your panties in a twist,” said Greg, another to have settled back in the sun looking totally relaxed. “Those girls’ll be running back over to us in no time. We’ve nothing to worry about. Nothing at all,” he said, eyes closed to the sun’s rays.

Sam and Mikey looked at one another, heaved a sigh and settled back. Ironically, out of all of them, it should have been Greg doing the worrying.


Bye Bye Boys

The heels clicked. The hips swayed slightly. The walk was confident and eager. Host Lauren, sexy as ever in a lace fringed lilac number, sure knew how to work it. She passed beneath the pergola with its pretty flowers, came out into the garden – the chatty murmur of the group at the curved seating by the firepit, fell silence at once.

“Hello gorgeous people,” she beamed, coming to a stop on the decking before them.

“Hey,” came the mix of mingled male and female voices back at her, a little muted, a little robbed of their usual enthusiasm. They knew why she was here. They knew what tonight was all about.

Her gaze scanned across the group, taking in the glammed-up girls clutching leashes that trailed from the pink collars of the boys they’d initially picked. Then finally on to more recent arrivals, Navid and Brad, sat collared but unleashed – at least for now.

“So this is it, the end of your first week,” said Lauren. “I know it’s been a blast. I know none of you want to be going anywhere. But unfortunately, that’s not how this show works. It’s time to make some decisions girls. It’s time to state your cases boys.”

She paused noticing a few nervy twitches from the guys; an itch of an eyebrow, a fidgety knee. She noticed a few of the girls glancing contemplatively at their nails, one sweeping a palm across the top of her smooth thigh. The act couldn’t have been more symbolic; two boys were getting brushed away tonight. The question was which two.

“Up you come, boys. Time to make your possibly final pitches,” said Lauren.

The seven hunks rose, a few of those leashed muttering sweet nothings in the ear of their girl, giving her a kiss on the cheek, before they were joining the line-up, silver chained leashes dangling freely. In the glow of the firepit, naked from head to toe, their strong, smooth, muscled bodies glistened. The women stared appreciatively – Lauren included.

“You’re going to make us choose, aren’t you?” said Daisy, voice cut through with exasperation.

“’Fraid so,” replied Lauren.

“Can’t we keep them all?” asked Cara, an amused glint in her look.

Lauren shook her head. “Uh-uh. Two boys have to go. Tonight.” She turned to the boys. “This is your chance to state your case boys. So make it good. You first Mikey.”

Mikey took half a step forward, blowing out his cheeks, slapping his palms together in front of him. “Selena…I know I’m not the biggest. I know I’m not the smartest. But I’m a fun guy.”

A few snickers from the girls kicked off the chuckles. Mikey, realising his unintended pun, all too late, took the laughter in the good-humoured way he seemed to take everything.

“Like I said, I’m not the smartest,” he continued. “But out of all the guys here, I’m the right one for you Selena. And you’re the right one for me. I could look at you all day. I could suck those pretty little toes all day.”

There was another burst of laughter as a smiling Selena, cringed into her palms.

“All day long,” grinned Mikey. “But seriously, Selena. It’ll be a fun ride. A ride you’d get with no one else.”

Mikey stepped back to a general murmur of, “Awws,” from the girls. Somehow he’d come up trumps.

“Trey, you’re next,” said Lauren.

Trey took that half step forward with a smirk, looking directly towards Desiree, said, “You know I’m the only one that can handle that sweet booty of yours. You know I’ve got the equipment.” He circled his hips, windmilling his huge cock, once, twice, three times. It had all the girls spluttering into laughter – except one. Desiree regarded him inscrutably, elbows resting on the back of the curved bench behind.

“I know you like it, girl,” smiled Trey. “I know you want it.” Still smirking, he stepped back.

“Short and sweet. Well, not so sweet,” Lauren corrected herself giggling, then glancing to the next in line, “Sam, you’re up.”

Sam cleared his throat as he stepped out the line. His buff bronzed body looked polished. His cool blue eyes captivating against his tan. The glands of his plump cock poked out a little beyond the edge of his foreskin – ripe and responsive looking. Lauren wasn’t the only one to think it was hot. All the girls were still and silent. All were staring his way.

“Cara,” Sam began, eye fixed on the caramel skinned beauty in the maroon minidress. “I know we’ve got something. I know you felt it on our date the other night. We’re compatible. We fit. And God I’ve never wanted a girl more. Jesus, you make me sweat,” he said, brushing the sheen of sweat at his forehead, making the girls smile along with him, making Cara smile. “You pick me and we get to continue on this journey together. Why end it now when we’re just getting started?”

Sam stepped back, lowering his head – coming across as he always did, humble and respectful.

“Good question, me thinks,” said Lauren, sharing a smile with Cara. Then looking to the boys again. “Greg, say your piece.”

“What’s there to say,” he said, starting forward. “Daisy, you’re hot. I’m hot. Let’s get it on.” He stood a second longer eyeing up the curvy blonde, before stepping back.

“Strong. Direct. But enough to win over Daisy?” Lauren made a face that suggested she wasn’t so sure. “Liam – a visibly aroused Liam – you’re up.”

“Maddie, Maddie, Maddie,” Liam almost sighed. “What can I say. I can’t hide it. I want you. I’m hard for you. You drive me wild.” He swept two hands out either side of him, presenting his jutting erection. “Look at me, I’m out of control for you. And you pick me it’s only going to get hotter, crazier, sexier.”

Maddie was shaking her head, covering her titters with a hand. But there was no doubt the lithesome strawberry blonde was feeling it. All the girls were feeling it.

“Liam, back in line before you take someone’s eye out with that thing,” said Lauren, enjoying every second of the hunky horny boy showing off just how horny he was. She’d always been someone who thought there wasn’t enough full male nudity on our screens – certainly not proper aroused male nudity. But this show with its boner count would be correcting that. Which amused her immensely.

“All right, girls,” she continued, “you’ve heard from our original five boys. Now let’s hear what the two newer hunks have to say. Navid…”

Dark complexioned, designer stubbled Navid, took a step forward. His pecs twitched. His cock flexed. He looked little phased standing butt naked in front of the five clothed beauties. “Girls, it’s been a pleasure getting to know each and every one of you these last few days. I’m sure you agree I’m a fun-loving guy with a good sense of humour. Why me, over these others? Good guys for sure. But clueless guys. Me on other hand, it’s my very profession to please. And those massages you’ve each experienced are just a preview. Whoever picks me will be feeling like a goddess. I’ll take you to places you’ve never been. Places you don’t even know exist.”

As pitches went, it wasn’t a bad one.

“Brad…” Lauren prompted.

The handsome firefighter went down a different route to Navid, zeroing in on one girl. “Daisy, I think it’s pretty obvious we have the best connection. You took my breath away from the off. You still take my breath away.” His words had the girls swooning, Greg looking miffed. “Yeah, so if I’m your guy, then I’m your guy. Nothing would make me happier.”

“Aww,” cooed Lauren. “So sweet. But will it be enough. Two of you boys have to go, remember.” Once more she enjoyed the hunks nervy twitches, fretful glances. With a wicked grin, she looked to the girls. “Powers in your hands, ladies. Seven boys. One pick each. You ready?”

“No,” blurted out Desiree, making Trey tilt his head from side to side, perhaps a little unsure for the for first time.

“Well tough,” said Lauren, firmly. “Now who should we start wiiiith…Selena, claim your boy.”

The petite beauty, perched on the edge of the bench in her single strapped pink minidress, broke into a big smile. “There’s only one boy I can pick. Because he’s silly. And sweet. And his little cock makes me laugh.”

Selena sprung up, marching right over to her naked boy. She grabbed hold of the pink band at the end of the silver chain. Slotting her wrist through it and tugging a happy looking Mikey back over to the curved seating. There was a peck on the cheek. A peck on the lips.

“Seems size isn’t everything,” said Lauren to the still standing boys with a smirk, then was turning back to the glossy girls in their tight fitting minidresses. “Maddie. Claim your boy.”

“I choose this boy because he’s sexy and hot. And makes me feel sexy and hot. Plus I want to taste those lips again,” smiled Maddie, tugging down the hem of her sky blue dress as she rose, surprising all by striding right towards Navid, before veering at the last to her pick, Liam.

The two had a good smooch there and then. There was clapping, a wolf-whistle from Selena as Maddie tugged the stiff boy by the leash back to the bench.

“Your pick, Desiree,” said Lauren, keeping things rolling.

Desiree stared at Trey with that unreadable expression. Beneath her sequined dress, her toned legs were crossed, one foot flicking out before her. “I don’t know,” she said. “Because this boy seems to think he’s da bomb. That because he’s got a big dick, women should bow down and worship it.” A pause in which Desiree’s eyes didn’t leave Trey’s for a single second. “But he’s going to learn that’s not how it works. He’s going to get an education. After all, where would any of these boys be without us women to educate them?”

Desiree stood, walked a slow, sexy, serious walk towards a still smirking Trey. She reached out, grabbing his long cock, using it rather than the leash to pull him on behind as she strode back to the seating.

“At least it’s useful for something,” said Lauren, sparking the girls titters into outright laughter. She waited for it to die down, then glanced to the next girl. “Four left, Daisy.”

Daisy pushed up, her big breasts threatening to spill out of her low-cut silver dress. Hands on hips she stood, eyes flicking between Greg and Brad. Their pecs twitched. Their cocks flexed. “Can’t I have two?” she asked, looking to Lauren.

“Just one, Daisy,” smiled Lauren.

Daisy swung back to the naked hunks with a sigh. She stepped a little towards Brad, then a little towards Greg, then Brad, then Greg, “I choose this boy because he makes me melt a little inside.”

She reached out for Greg’s leash, and unclipped it from his collar. “Sorry Greg, that girlish laugh just didn’t do it for me,” she said, striding from him straight into Brad’s hugging embrace. Smiling and laughing like new lovers, Daisy clipped the leash onto his collar, led him by it, back to the bench.

“One girl. Three boys. Who’s it going to be, Cara?” asked Lauren.

Cara had waited patiently to get her hands on her sexy stud. Yet wasn’t averse to dragging out the tension – his tension – a little longer.

“Hmm,” she hummed, a coquettish finger pressed to her cheek as she approached the remaining boys. She walked slowly from left to right, heels clicking, fingers lightly brushing first Sam’s dangling leash, then Greg’s. She came to a stop in front of Navid, folding her arms as her gaze drifted slowly down then up. “Decisions, decisions, decisions,” she tutted, returning the other way.

Her tight maroon minidress showed off her toned legs, her fantastic figure. And each of the boys’ cocks were stirring. Cara pursed her lips – holding back a chuckle – enjoying their hopeful, horny looks. But there could of course only be one.

“I’m going to keep this boy because he makes my skin tingle and my heart beat a little faster. And I know I do the same to him. Plus, he’s not so bad to look at, and seems to enjoy me being the boss.”

Cara reached out, taking hold of the leash dangling from Sam’s collar. She grinned at him. He grinned that cheeky grin she loved so much back, before he was exhaling a silent breath of relief as she led him back to the bench.

“So there we have it,” said Lauren. “The girls have made their decisions. Mikey, Liam, Trey, Brad and Sam, will be staying – for one more week at least. Greg, Navid, you aren’t slaves to love – lust maybe – but not love. Your time at the villa is over.”

The two pink collared boys held up their hands in goodbye to the others. Then, as naked as they’d arrived, made their exit up the sloping path.

“Bye, bye, boys,” the girls called after them.

Lauren watched the cute butts disappear from sight, then looked to the remaining contestants. “Now you know what happens boys if you don’t impress your girl,” she said, pausing a beat, taking great delight in the very clear power imbalance between the two sexes. As far as she was concerned it was only beginning. There was plenty more fun ahead, for sure. “I’ll see you all very soon,” she promised, breezing past the firepit, swaying those hips with that sexy, confident stride.


Desiree’s Debrief

Mmm, this is the life, thought Cara, tilting her face to the sun’s warm rays, swirling her feet in the pools temperate water. Girlish giggles had her turning, seeing Selena and Daisy lounging on beanbags on the lawn gawping towards the workout space and Caribbean complexioned new boy Devon, holding up padded gloves for boxing gloved firefighter, Brad, punching away. The gloves were of course all they were wearing. Which perhaps explained the giggles.

And here came dinky dicked Mikey, only adding to their amusement. Selena had him serving drinks. Selena had him wrapped around her little finger. The two girls accepted the ice cool drinks with beaming smiles, before their gazes were straight back on the sparring session. Mikey left the giggling girls to it, crossing the lawn over to the shaded lounders where Maddie lay sandwiched between Liam and long-haired surfer boy, Billy, both competing for her affection. Which the white bikini clad beauty didn’t seem to mind one bit.

Mikey stopped in front of them for a moment, then was heading for the outdoor kitchen, no doubt fetching whatever drinks had been requested. Cara took all this in, turned back to the pool with a smile.

“Something funny?” asked Sam.

He’d been swimming laps and now stood at the water’s edge, muscular arms resting over the pools side. His hair was slicked back, droplets of water trickled down over his broad shoulders and bare chest. Shielding her eyes with a flat palm across her forehead, Cara felt that erotic tingle as she eyed him.

“A few things,” she said, smile far from fading.

Sam pushed off the side of the pool, came up between her smooth thighs. “Guess it’s funny having us boys to perv on all day.”

“Oh, it’s more than that,” smiled Cara.

The blue eyes were cool, but there was a hint of strain, a giveaway of the burning hot desire beneath that handsome face. Sure enough, Sam closed what gap remained, wanting her in the moment like he’d never wanted anyone before.

Cara turned her head at the last, almost skimming his lips. Good God did she enjoy teasing boys. She imagined Sam’s cock rigid beneath the water. She imagined his toes curling and his buttocks clenched in frustration. And now he was at her neck dotting light kisses, travelling down, kissing each breast, then her tummy, down still further to…

“You want anything, Cara?” came Mikey’s voice behind. “A drink or—”

“We’re good,” Sam’s frustrated growl of a voice answered in response.

“Oh, didn’t see you there, Sam.” The amusement in Mikey’s voice was clear, and now the moment was, well, past.

“I’m fine thanks, Mikey,” smiled Cara, sending him on his way. Then turning back to Sam who had his face buried in his arms poolside. “Hey, come here.”

She tugged him to her by his pink collar, gave him one quick peck on the lips, then a second and a third. Not the smoochy kiss he wanted. But then why should boys always get what they wanted?

“I’m cruel, aren’t I,” said Cara, leaning back.

“Yes,” said Sam, sounding miffed, sounding bratty and boyish. Which Cara loved – seeing that she could drive him to that.

They stared into each other’s eyes, each understanding the push and pull. His horny want. Cara’s teasing resistance. Both knowing that there was a certain kind of power girls like Cara would always have over boys like Sam. The sound came from behind. Not Mikey this time. But quarrelsome voices. Desiree and Trey had come back from their private beachside date – and evidently things hadn’t gone so well.

“Girls,” Desiree called out, marching away from Trey, marching straight to one of the cosy cushioned seating areas.

Selena and Daisy pushed up off their beanbags, cool drinks in hand. Maddie slipped out from between her boy sandwich. And Cara, she gave Sam a quick pec on the lips, and leaving him panting for more, lifted her feet out the pool and padded over to the girls.

“I take it didn’t go well,” Daisy was saying as she sat.

“Oh, yeah, I love when a guy demands I suck his cock,” said Desiree sarcastically.

“What!” exclaimed a wide-eyed Maddie.

“So the settings perfect – turquoise sea, beautiful little cove,” Desiree explained. “Things are getting a little touchy and feely. Which is good. Which is nice. But then he starts demanding, no insisting I, you know…Saying I’m a tease, saying I can’t leave him with blue balls, blah blah this, blah blah that.”

“I hope you told him to suck it himself,” said Cara.

“It’s long enough,” said Selena, struggling to withhold a smile.

“Trust me, I gave him it. Both barrels,” said Desiree.

The girls were silent a moment as they looked over to Trey talking to Liam and Billy by the loungers. Probably giving them his version of events. Probably some bullshit story, thought Cara.

“No boy should ever think they’re owed a blowjob,” said Daisy.

“No girl should ever feel pressured to think they have to give one,” added Cara.

“What a pig,” said Maddie, glaring Trey’s way disgusted.

The other girls shared similar such looks. A splash from the pool turned their heads. They watched as new boy, Devon, glided seamlessly to the surface. A few powerful strokes and he was at the far end, pushing up and out the pool. The girls took in the sight of his muscular buttocks.

“Mm-mm-mm,” Desiree hummed, liking what she saw.

“Sounds like the new boys got a shot now Trey’s revealed what a dirtbag he is,” said Cara.

“Trey who,” said Desiree, turning to her with a smile.

At that same moment, Mikey appeared ready to top up drinks or fetch refreshments. “Can I get you gir—” was as far as he got.

“What did I say about interrupting us girls when we’re talking,” said Selena. She hadn’t mentioned anything, but that didn’t stop her. “Er, er, er,” she mimicked Mikey’s stuttering attempt of a reply. “No interruptions. Take that baby dick some place else please.”

“Yes, Goddess,” said musclebound Mikey, red in the face, swiftly walking.

“You’ve got him calling you Goddess now?” tittered a disbelieving Daisy.

“Hm-mm,” smiled Selena. “Only makes sense, seeing as they’re the slaves here.”

“I love it,” laughed Cara.

“Seems you’ve gotta be a little cruel with these boys,” said Desiree.

“These boys? All boys,” corrected Selena.

All in agreement, the five bikini clad beauties smirked to that.


#SpankThatAss

The girls bounded up onto the decking platform surrounded by the glorious vista of Mallorcan countryside, full of vim and bouncy upbeat energy. They wore the same box fresh white sneakers and matching red bikinis as the last challenges, though could see straight away this one promised to be very different. There were gasps, stuttering laughter spilling into loud chuckles as they alighted on what awaited them.

Maddie, one who was doubled over clutching two hands over her mouth as she took in the several male buttocks, sight of the boys strapped down to padded leather benches, legs splayed a little, asses up.

“Here are your boys,” beamed Lauren, standing by the last of the strapped down males, looking stunning as always in a floral minidress. “Going nowhere. No matter how hard they try. You like?”

“We like,” Cara answered, relish in her tone, both amusement and delight in her look.

“They look a little vulnerable, don’t you think?” Lauren continued to tease.

“Very,” chuckled Daisy.

“You hear that, boys? The girls reckon you’re looking a little vulnerable from their end.”

There was a couple of beats of silence, then Sam’s strained voice, “Yeah, feels that way.”

Despite attempts to hold their titters, the girls couldn’t manage it. Lauren didn’t interrupt, she let the spirited laughter flow freely and the moment lengthen out. She could only imagine the boys’ embarrassment, discomfort, imaginations firing in all directions as they speculated where this was going. And that thought only made her body fizz, her nipples tingle. And she was pretty sure it was the same for the female contestants.

“Any idea what we’re going to do with them, girls?” she asked, slowly drawing the hefty looking dark wooden paddle from behind her back.

Desiree clapped her palms together gleefully. “Spanking their asses!”

“That’s right,” smiled Lauren. “You girls are going to be paddling those fine tushes. Girl that gets the loudest reaction from the boys – captured with the help of my trusty soundometre here – is the winner.”

There were grins amongst the five girls. They looked eager. They looked like they couldn’t wait to begin. The boys on the other hand.

“Is it too late to change my mind about this?” said Liam only half-jokingly.

“Way too late,” replied Lauren, then quickly moving on, “Give me a ‘Grrh’ boys.”

Together they came back at her with a manly, growling, “Grrh,” that had the girls smiling and the soundometre lighting up to level three.

“Such good sports,” said Lauren, in her sunny, slightly patronising tone.

There was no reply from the seven strapped down males. Which in itself was pretty funny given how vocal they normally were. Pursing her lips, Lauren turned to the gameshow like wheel that would determine the order of the paddlers. She gave it a firm spin. Barely had it stopped on the segment marked with Selena’s pretty face, than the dark haired girl was skipping forward. Lauren handed her the paddle, grinning a big grin.

“Go easy on us, girls,” said Mikey, not knowing which of the girls was stepping up behind him.

“Not a chance,” said Selena, delivering a hard, meaty hit to his rear, grunting him forward slightly, lighting up some of the bars on the soundometre.

The force of the hit took even the girls by surprise. There’d be no going easy on the boys. Selena set that straight from the off. She moved on to Liam, lifting back the paddle, not hesitating one second, crashed it forward. There was a mighty clap, a wailing groan. The petite girl sure had some swing. She moved along the line of bared backsides, leaving the boys gasping, their asses stinging. Saving her hardest hit of all for Trey. Which would become a recurring theme.

A smirking Selena handed the paddle back to Lauren, rejoining the girls to hi-fives and titters. Lauren, who’d recorded the soundometres response to each of the padding hits on a whiteboard, totted up the numbers, then stepped to the wheel. Next up was Maddie. And like Selena before her, she was taking no prisoners.

There were grimaces and grunts, a “Jesus!”, more than a few “Fucks,” from the helpless boys. And Lauren – who’d stepped back a pace to take in every grimacing expression – couldn’t have been having more fun. Which could have easily applied equally to the girls.

After Maddie, was Daisy. And boy oh boy did she give it some welly. Not only that, but taking great delight in pausing mid swing, watching those asses clench, then, just as they were relaxing, giving it to them hard. By the time Cara took hold of the paddle, the boys bum cheeks were like colour chart sampling different shades of red. And Cara was only too happy to intensify those colours.

Perhaps it was because you couldn’t see their faces. Perhaps Cara – like so many of the girls – associated those bare buttocks with all the toxic male behaviour she’d had to put up with in her life; the catcalls, the inappropriate touching, the boys that got what they wanted and were never seen again. In her hard swinging hits, Cara gave expression to all those frustrations. And good God it felt good. She handed the paddle back to Lauren feeling lighter, feeling stronger, feeling firmly of the opinion that every single girl should get to experience what she’d just experienced.

The last girl up was Desiree and how powerful she looked, literally grabbing the paddle, striding up to the first boy. Despite the boys burning butt cheeks, she wasn’t going to ease off. Quite the opposite in fact. She crashed the paddle against those red cheeks, making a few of the boys whimper, wail, cry out. From where she stood Lauren saw watery eyes and clenched jaws and bitten lips. One boy who’d remained stoically expressionless throughout the paddling, was asking for it.

“Let’s see what you got,” said Trey inadvisably as Desiree stepped up behind him.

Desiree scoffed, taking in the muscular reddened butt cheeks, the large scrotum and big cock pressed up against the padded leather. “You think that big dick makes you special, but it only makes you a bitch,” said Desiree.

“Please, you love it,” said Trey.

“I love this…” Double handed, with an extended swing, Desiree crashed the paddle down. The clap was thunderous. It alone lighting the bars of the soundometre all the way up to eight, before Trey’s howls of pain topped it to ten.

“Don’t ever expect a girl to suck cock. Ever,” Desiree said at his ear. She gave his ass a few gentle slaps as she passed, making Trey violently squirm against the restraints, before she was handing the paddle back to Lauren, who had her lips still in an O shape (a silent whistle had passed through them at the wincing hit).

There was no beating that. Scores were totted up. Desiree unsurprisingly declared the winner. Tonight she’d be spending some alone time with the boy of her choice. Tonight she’d be getting to know new boy Devon a lot, lot better. While Trey would be at the villa, doing nothing more than nursing that bruised backside of his.


Hot Tub Hotties

The text had come in: Cara and Daisy look your bikini best. Hot tub boys waiting.

“Ooh, new boys,” grinned Maddie, bright and excited. Which was typical of the giddy thrill each of the girls felt when two new hunks showed up.

“Don’t worry,” said Cara, giving Sam a peck on the lips. “I’ll try not to have too much fun.”

He gave a pant, a look full of frustration, but also some amusement – at her, the way she teased him. Cara beamed a sunny smile, then was in amongst the girly squeals as they rushed inside.

Ten minutes later Cara and Daisy were stepping from a path lit with fairy lights, to a secluded little spot away from prying eyes. Here was the big hot tub. Here were the two waiting pink collared boys, relaxing back, arms outstretched under a starlit sky.

“Hello,” said Daisy, said Cara, untying their silky dressing gowns, letting the fabric fall from their smooth tanned shoulders to reveal their pert, toned bodies, their sexy swimwear. The bikinis resembled lingerie more than anything a swimmer might wear. Cara’s neon blue with two thin straps crisscrossing her waist. Daisy’s the same vibrant pink as the boys’ collars, had stringy ties dangling at her full hips.

“Hello, girls,” the boys responded, sounding triumphant, sounding like they’d won the lottery as they laid eyes on the two beauties. And really, who could blame them? They came forward, keenly helping each girl into the warm bubbly waist deep water.

“What are your names?” asked Daisy, taking the champagne flute handed to her as she and Cara settled between the muscular hunks.

“Johnny,” said the bearded, shaven headed one with tat’s covering his upper body.

“Fabio,” smiled the other at Cara in an accent she took for Italian.

“And what do you boys do?” she asked, now used to getting small talk out the way with before the real fun could properly begin.

“Tattoo artist,” replied Jonny, sweeping a self-explanatory hand down his tattooed upper half.

“How low do they go?” asked Daisy with a twinkle in her eye.

Johnny gave a snort of amusement. “Take a look for yourself,” he said, rising out the water, showing the tat’s continued to his thighs, while simultaneously baring plummy balls and a healthy sized cock. Which was of course all Daisy was interested in.

“Very nice,” she smiled.

Cara couldn’t help but titter at the girl’s shamelessness. But then again, it took one to know one, didn’t it? “And you, Fabio?”

“Fitness instructor,” said the stubbled Italian stallion in his accent that was both charming and a touch amusing.

“Oh really,” said Cara, knowing the sort; womanising, narcissistic, obsessive about themselves. “Let’s have a look at that body then.”

Sure enough, Fabio needed little encouragement. There was a playful smirk, like he was on to the girls naughtiness (he had no idea) before he was standing, not just standing but doing a slow turn, holding out his arms, showing off lean muscles, another healthy looking cock and pair of balls, the firmest of tushes.

“Very, very, nice,” said Cara, purposely topping Daisy.

“Your jobs?” asked Johnny as Fabio sat back down.

“Events management,” said Cara quickly.

“Nurse,” said Daisy, equally as fast.

Then returning to that slow teasing lilt, “You do know you have to impress us, right?” said Cara.

“Yeah, we’ve got five gorgeous guys willing and waiting for us back at the villa,” said Daisy.

A challenge. Competition with other males. It worked every time.

“We’ve got strawberries,” said Johnny.

“Melted chocolate,” added Fabio, rather hilariously.

“It’s a start,” said Cara.

As the two boys reached over the side of the tub for the food, Cara whispered to Daisy. “You fancy either of them?”

“I’m only human,” she replied.

“But would you swap either with hunky Brad?”

“Not in a heartbeat.”

“Me neither with Sam. Doesn’t mean to say we can’t have some fun though.”

The two young women shared a smile.

“All good, girls?” asked Johnny, ready with a chocolate dipped strawberry.

“Oh, we’re good,” smiled Daisy. “Go ahead. Feed away.”

The two boys obediently did just that as Cara and Daisy sipped their drinks, enjoying the tubs massaging jets, savouring the delightful chocolatey strawberry mix and the two naked hunks fawning over them.

“How’s that?” asked Fabio, licking his own lower lip.

“Tasty,” replied Cara, feeling more than just his leg brush against her. She held his gaze, showing him that she knew, showing him that she’d felt it.

“How about a refill, Fabio,” she said, lifting her nearly empty glass.

Fabio looked to the champagne bottle, the empty champagne.

Which of course Cara was aware of. “Guess you’ll have to fetch a fresh one from over there,’ she said, a smile tugging the corner of her lips.

Fabio’s bright-eyed look told her that he knew what she was up to. What she wanted to see. Daisy seemed to sense it too.

“We’re waiting, Fabio,” she chipped in.

And now he really didn’t have any choice but to act. He swung, stepped out the tub, water trickling down those ever so firm buttocks as he padded over the decking, grabbed the fresh full bottle of champers, then turned, revealing the rigid erection to the girls’ eager eyes. Cara wolf whistled. Daisy merely laughed as Fabio hurried back dick swaying. If there was any embarrassment, he hid it well beneath his grin. The muscled hunk climbed back in the tub, popped the cork of the champagne bottle, and topped up the two girls’ drinks.

“Service with a smile,” said Cara.

“And a rock hard cock,” chuckled Daisy.

“Just the way we like it,” smiled Cara. She bit into another of the chocolate covered strawberries dangled to her, licked her lips.

“Guess you girls won’t mind seeing this,” said Johnny, standing, showing his own stiff self to the girls.

Both of them broke into splutters. Hot and horny. These boys had come in hot and horny.

“You boys are trouble,” grinned Cara.

“We trouble?” said Fabio, eyes flicking between the two girls.

Cara and Daisy could only titter some more at the Italian hunks wide-eyed expression.

“You know you two really have some catching up to do,” said Cara. “The challenges the other boys have been put through, well…” She exhaled a breath. “They really have stood up.” When not kneeling or being strapped down, she might well have added.

“But it wouldn’t be fair if we didn’t give them a chance,” said Daisy, playing good cop, knowing exactly where Cara was heading and how to exploit it. “You want a fair chance, don’t you boys?”

“Of course,” shrugged Johnny.

“Is all we want,” added Fabio.

“Then pucker up, boys,” said Cara. “Let’s see how you compare.”

She and Daisy exchanged a sly smile as they put down their drinks, rose from the bubbling water, turning, presenting their peachy bikini clad behinds to the gawping boys.

“First challenge – give our beautiful butts a smooch,” said Daisy.

There was a momentary silence. In it, Cara looked at Daisy, Daisy looked at Cara, each trying not to giggle. Then came the soft press of lips on their smooth fleshy skin. They were smooches all right. The two boys couldn’t get enough of the pert, shapely asses. But the noise; the squelchy kiss, was all too much for Cara who broke into titters, immediately setting Daisy off.

“Good job, boys,” said Cara, recovering herself.

“You want more, can continue,” said Fabio.

“No, that’s enough. It’s your turn now.”

“Really?”

“Really,” said Cara, turning to the two boys who looked a little perplexed that they were about to get their asses kissed by two beauties. But Daisy and Cara of course knew better.

“All right, I’m not complaining,” said Johnny as he turned.

A grinning Fabio did likewise. Cara and Daisy stepped a pace forward, holding down fitful giggles. “You ready, boys?”

“We’re ready,” said Johnny.

Cara raised her hand. A grinning, Daisy, did the same. Cara counted silently. “Three, two, one…”

The hands came down, spanking the male buttocks with a hard, meaty slap, that jolted each of the boys forward, cursing in surprise. As for Cara and Daisy, they simply collapsed back letting the laughter flow.

“Why no kiss?” asked Fabio, making them laugh even harder.

“Consider yourselves lucky, boys,” said Cara. “That’s nothing compared to what the others endured.

“Yeah,” said Daisy, reaching for her glass of champagne. “Those boys’ asses could have stopped traffic.”

The joke once again had the two girls laughing. Johnny and Fabio not so much. They shared an apprehensive look.

“Is that all the challenges over?” asked Johnny.

“One to go,” said Daisy, taking Cara by surprise. She leant to her, whispered a single word at her ear, “Feet.” And Cara knew right away what she was referencing; Mikey’s sucking of Selena’s foot. Not a challenge precisely, but something each girl wouldn’t mind experiencing.

“Imagine you two boys are the prisoners of two very beautiful and powerful empresses – not such a hard stretch, I know,” said Daisy. “And that you have one last task, one last opportunity to save your lives. If you impress those very beautiful empresses.”

“What task?” asked Fabio, staring mesmerised.

Daisy lifted a pink toenail varnished foot out the water. “Worship our feet like you’ve never worshipped anything before.”

The boys gave a grin. They both looked fine with that. Plenty fine. Cara lifted her foot. Eyes locked on hers, Fabio lowered himself to the water, was soon kissing and sucking, while the girls relaxed back and the boys worked away.

“Remember, your lives depend on it,” said Daisy.

Cara sipped her champagne with a smirk, then leaned to Daisy, still marvelling. “Where did that come from?”

“Seeing Mikey sucking away on Selena. It was sexy, hot. Got me thinking.”

“That you’d like to experience it?”

“Why not? We only live once.”

The two girls smiled at one another, then looked to the naked hunks worshipping their feet like the goddesses they most certainly felt like they’d become since entering the villa. Cara nudged Fabio back as those kisses started rising a little too far up her leg. She and Daisy could have gone on teasing the boys all evening. Would go on teasing them all evening. Only not here.

“That’s enough worshipping, at least for now,” said Daisy, relieving the boys of their foot duties.

“Come on,” said Cara as Daisy and herself started out the hot tub ahead. “Let’s show you two boys off to the other girls.”

The two stiff hunks could only follow.


Puppy Play

This is just too funny.

Leopard print dressed Lauren smiled broadly as the boys were tugged towards her across the raised decking platform. They weren’t walking. They were crawling, acting in character, being the doggies, they were supposed to be. They came to heel next to the red bikini clad lovelies that held their leashes. And Lauren had a proper look at them; the protruding doggy snout masks, the floppy ears. If it was entirely up to her they’d have had doggy tailed butt plugs sticking from their asses. Maybe something for next year.

“Aww, aren’t you a handsome lot,” she said, putting that issue aside, talking down to the boys in that patronising tone reserved for animals and young children.

“Ruff-ruff,” Liam barked back, straining at the leash, getting right into the spirit of things.

Lauren smiled at his gameness. Some of the others didn’t seem to quite share his enthusiasm. Which only made things more perfect as far as Lauren was concerned. “Go on then puppies,” she said. “Give me your best bark.”

If there was any reluctance, the boys didn’t show it. The chorus of barks were loud and enthusiastic. Brad adding a howl.

Lauren beamed. “Such good puppies. Aren’t they, girls?”

“Very good,” the girls responded in that same slightly mocking tone, patting the boys’ heads, stroking their backs.

The line-up of boys had changed over the past week; Desiree’s athletic Devon replacing Trey, who’d been sent packing along with Johnny and Fabio (despite the considerable fun the girls had had with them both). Still, on this show there was always a new pair keeping the current crop on their toes. And two new boys waited watching on from behind the bars of the boy pound. One stocky hunk with a little dinky dick, hadn’t gone unnoticed by Selena.

“I see you’ve spotted our new boys wanting an owner,” smiled Lauren, seeing Selena’s stare. “You can claim them later. It’s not like they’re going anywhere. But first let’s put these puppies through their paces, shall we?”

The assault course was designed to do just that; a loopy circuit of balanced walkways and tunnels, plus a few added additions for the boys to prove their puppy credentials. Stopwatch in hand, Lauren counted down from three, setting off the first pair, Daisy and howling Brad.

Behind his mask, Sam’s blue eyes watched unblinking as the curvy blonde led the hunk around the course. It was hot and sexy and, no matter how much you tried to convince yourself otherwise, humiliating. And Sam was well aware of the effect it was having on him. He tried glancing away, but saw nothing but Cara’s smooth tanned legs, which didn’t help one bit. And now the heavy arousal was rising – his cock along with it. The more he tried to resist, the firmer it got.

His eye returned to the busty blonde clipping off her puppy dogs lead as he scampered through one of the tunnels. Then she was clipping it back on, leading her muscular hound over to his doggy bowl. The mushy contents was munched down. There was another tunnel, a roll and a tickle, then one last walkway and Daisy was tugging her dog boy over the finish line to cheers from the rest of the gang.

Sam, he could only gulp, feeling the hard lump at his throat, feeling his stiff rigidity. He’d well and truly failed in preventing an erection; his cock pointed skyward, the tip of those protruding glands, juicy and shiny. His secret was out. He loved this puppy play. And Cara’s little titter of delight told him she knew it. She stepped from one foot to the other, briefly pulling the leash taut at his collar, reminding him who was in charge in case he could have possibly forgotten it.

Lauren finished marking Daisy and her pups time on the whiteboard, and swung back to the group ready for another. Before she’d uttered a word, she’d spotted the horny doggy. Now came the broad smile. “These puppies, can’t take them anywhere, can we Cara?”

As fully intended, her question had all heads turning Cara’s way. Instantly Sam’s stiffy had the girls laughing. All the while Sam kept his eyes downcast. He felt like he was having an out of body experience, and yet…who else was down on his knees, naked, collared, leashed, and throbbing uncontrollably? Nobody, nobody but him, he thought, zooming back into his body as the laughter subsided and Lauren called the next couple forward.

Maddie and Liam completed the circuit. Then Selena and Mikey, Desiree and Devon. Times were recorded. But of course none of this was really about times. This was all about one sex toying with the other. Depending on what side of the leash you were on, you were either owner or animal, mistress or pet, player or plaything. A still stiff Sam certainly knew what side of the leash he was on as he lined up before the starting line.

“Follow my lead, puppy dog,” smiled Cara.

“Ruff-ruff,” Sam barked, despite himself, making Cara giggle. If he was going to do this, then he was going to go the whole hog, or dog to be precise.

“Three, two, one…go!” cried Lauren, clicking the stopwatch on as she started them off.

And suddenly Sam was feeling the tug of the leash hard at his collar. Cara tugged him over the first walkway, clipped off the leash as on all fours he hurried through the first of the tunnels. The leash was quickly clipped back on as he headed for the second walkway. Then came the moment he’d been dreading most.

He came to the humping section, giving one, two, three, four, five horny humps of Cara’s leg. He heard the laughter from the side. But he was in the zone now, paying little attention as Cara dragged him on to the doggy bowl, which despite its dog food taste – couldn’t be surely – he quickly wolfed it down. There was one last tickle and roll, before he was pulled across the last walkway and over the line.

“Good boy, good, good, boy,” said Cara, giving her panting dog boy a rewarding stroke.

Sam smiled up at her as they returned to the group. He felt blissed out – despite the humiliation, or perhaps because of it – was happy and horny and glad to be at her side. A part of him wouldn’t have minded playing puppy all day long.

“Very revealing,” said Lauren, gaze sweeping across the five hunky pups.

They were all aroused to some degree. But none had stayed as hard throughout as Sam.

“Looks like we all know which boy most likes playing pup,” Lauren smirked towards him.

And once more all five female contestants were chuckling at his expense – at all the boys’ expense. This hosting gig is just too much fun, thought Lauren, spinning back to the whiteboard. She announced that Maddie and Liam, just pipping Cara and Sam to top spot, would be spending some alone time tonight. Then one last time was taking in the girls exuding nothing but authority over their hunks – which was just how she liked it.

“All right ladies, puppy trainings over. Take your mutts back to the villa – oh, and don’t forget to collect your new boys from the pound.”

“As if…” muttered Selena, eye very much on the stocky, baby dicked hunk, named Finn.

Lauren watched the five bikini clad beauties lead their crawling puppies away. Her grin wide. Her white teeth showing. This year’s show really was shaping up to be a belter.


Selena’s Beefcakes

“What do you think of the dress, boys? I wore it specially for you tonight.”

“It’s beautiful. You’re beautiful,” said Mikey.

“Stunning,” Finn said simply, gaze running over the petite brunette’s pert figure.

“It’s quite short,” said Selena, twirling the thin silky fabric of the crimson dress between her fingers, knowing exactly what she was doing.

“Shorts good,” said Finn.

“I’m fine with short,” said Mikey.

Selena smiled, eyes flicking between the two beefcakes either side of her. I bet you are, she thought.

The trio sat on the upstairs terrace. The twinkling stars were out. The night hot in every sense. Still lightly rubbing the silky fabric between her fingers, Selena marvelled at how it changed everything; giving her the power, putting the boys on the backfoot. No matter how many weights they lifted – and there’d been plenty of that as evidenced by the boys’ stocky muscularity (squat Finn even broader than Mikey if anything) – there was no hiding those teenie, tiny, dinky dicks. Which meant there could be no front, no big dick pretence. So much as a hint of it, and Selena would bring them crashing back to earth with a couple of words, a downward glance.

It struck at the heart of why she loved baby dicked musclemen. They were so easy to tease, toy with, humiliate. And there’d been plenty of that over the last few days.

Selena crossed her deeply tanned legs, letting go of the flimsy fabric as she shifted back a little on the comfortably cushioned bench, between her two hunks. She could feel the heat radiating off their bare buff bodies. She could feel their eyes on her – the heavy, lusting desire of their looks. It made her own heart beat heavy, her body thrum ever so gently.

“Mm,” she purred, conscious of that feeling, giving her upper lip a little scratch to stop herself from breaking into an enormous smile that would otherwise have lit her pretty face.

“What? What are you thinking?” asked Mikey.

That I’m loving having you two beefcakes want me so badly, Selena could have truthfully answered, or…

“Wouldn’t you like to know,” she said, giving Mikey’s cheeks a squeeze, making his lips pucker. She brushed a finger over the top of his nose. “I want three words from you boys?” She turned to Finn. “Three words that describe me. You first.”

“Sexy, obviously,” the muscled hunk smiled.

“That’s one,” said Selena.

“Naughty.”

“Hm. One more.”

A pause.

“Too slow,” said Selena, swinging to Mikey. “What about you?”

“Hot,” said Mikey, continuing the theme. “Confident.” Then with a little hesitation. “Bossy.”

“Bossy? You’re really calling me bossy?”

“Yeah,” Mikey said sheepishly.

Selena could only laugh at that. In fairness it was hard to deny given the way she’d been ordering him around these last few weeks. She glanced from Mikey to Finn, then back again. She clucked her tongue. “Boys, boys, boys, what am I going to do with you?” she said, laying a hand on each of their thick, muscular thighs. The touch was all it took for lift off.

“Look at these little baby dicks getting all excited,” Selena smirked. She lifted her hands from the boys’ thighs, grabbing hold of the small cocks.

There was a pant from Finn, and yipping noise from Mikey. Selena looked back and forth between them, feeling each growing hard in her grasp. “Do you think you could even please a woman with these chipolata cocks?”

“There’s more than one way to please a woman,” answered Finn.

“You think?” said Selena, looking him dead straight in the eye. She tilted her chin up a little, watched as his eyes flicked down to her lips. He couldn’t resist closing the gap, kissing, tasting, breathing in Selena’s perfumed scent.

It was a good kiss; slow and sensuous, with only a little tongue. A kiss heightened tenfold for Selena by the fact that she could feeling every rise and fall of his pulsing want through that little mushroom cock. And then there was Mikey, whom she still had hold of. While kissing Finn, she kept him eager, giving his nubbin cock the lightest, slowest of strokes. Up and down. Up and down.

She parted from Finn with the flicker of a smile, and turned Mikey’s way. He came to her quickly, his kiss deeper, more urgent. And now it was Finn feeling her barely there, caressing strokes. Selena did this for a good while, going back and forth between the hunks, teasing their little cocks, enjoying the way their kisses got more desperate and passionate each time.

“Boys, boys, what trouble you’re in,” she said, glancing at the almost panting hunks. They looked so primed for sex, so horny to have her, it turned the dial of her thrumming arousal up several notches. With Mikey dotting kisses at her neck on one side, Finn zeroing in on her lips from the other, Selena called time before things tipped into a free for all.

“Ah…” Selena tilted her head away. As much as she was enjoying this boy sandwich, she had other ideas for those mouths.

“On your knees,” she said, letting go of their stiffies. “I want to compare.”

Selena sensed their reluctance, their burning desire to keep kissing, to touch and feel her, nonetheless, they obeyed, settling on their knees in front of her. Selena settled back with a smile, taking in the muscular hunks. “Aww, look at you two, look at those cute little baby dicks just begging to be played with.”

The two hunks glanced at the others small cock for the merest of seconds. But Selena clocked it, and couldn’t help but titter.

“So much in common you two. That’s it, have another peek. It’s not like you don’t see it every day.”

The boys gave an awkward glance at one another, then faced Selena. Awaiting orders. Seeing them both on their knees, looking at her like that with those tiny dicks and muscled bodies, had her arousal pushing into red.

“You boys look like you’d just about do anything for me right now,” she said.

“Try us,” challenged Finn.

Selena’s eyebrows flicked up as she uncrossed her tanned legs and shifted forward. She parted her thighs just enough to let the boys see she wasn’t wearing underwear, see that her labial lips glistened full and wet and thick with arousal. The cameras wouldn’t see any of this – only the boys open mouths, twitching wiener dicks, and wide-eyed stares.

“Show me what you’ve got, boys,” said Selena. “You first, Mikey.”

The stocky hunk looked briefly up at Selena’s smiling face, before he was dropping his gaze, staring mesmerised at the silky slit ahead. Forward he crawled – like he was back playing puppy – coming between Selena’s smooth thighs, not hesitating a beat. In her heightened state, the soft touch of his tongue, made Selena shiver all over. A good shiver, a warm shiver, a deeply erotic shiver.

It swept through her from head to toe, spasming at the hips a little, pressing her pussy right up into Mikey’s face, only increasing the intensity of his broad tongued swipes. Hands on thighs, she sat straight backed, upright in posture, eyes momentarily shutting as the mounting pleasure pulsated irresistibly. Before it reached a point of no return, she pushed Mikey back with the palm of her hand.

Finn was immediately there wanting his turn. And once more Selena was tilting her head back as the second tongue swiped up her slippery slit, following on right from where the first had left off.

For the next ten minutes – gaps growing smaller each time – Selena alternated her pussy licking hunks. Oh, how lucky the two boys were! Licking up those juices, competing to be the one who tipped Selena over the edge. As it was, it was Finn in the hot seat when the dam finally broke. He who had Selena’s thighs clinching tight at his head as the smothering tremors rippled outwards.

Biting her lip, collapsing back onto the cushioned seat, Selina stayed on cloud line, letting the orgasmic high rumble through her. Only as it dissipated did she properly take in her two wet lipped, still stiff boys. She couldn’t help but laugh a joyous laugh.

“Come here you two,” she said.

Mikey fell to her on one side, Finn the other – right into a hugging embrace.


#LockItUp

“Nice day for a challenge, wouldn’t you say?”

Lauren had the ten contestants lined up on the sunny lawn in front of her. The red bikinied beauties looking keen and excited and self-assured. The five nude hunks looking a little less certain of themselves as their eyes flicked slightly warily to the silk sheet covered table next to Lauren. And who could blame those nervy looks given how things generally turned out whenever she showed up? When she wasn’t expelling them from the villa, she was overseeing some fresh humiliation. And today promised to be no different in that regard.

“But before we get to that, some news,” she said, giving off a dominatrix vibe in her dress of red leather, hair scraped back into a sleek ponytail. “From this point on, there’ll be no new arrivals. The person you are partnered with is the person you’ll be seeing the next two weeks through with.”

The boys’ faces brightened. The girls didn’t look too disheartened and why would they be when they had these five dishy creatures to play with? Sam, Brad, Liam, Devon and Finn (who’d won his battle with Mikey for Selena’s affections) were a sight to behold with the sun gleaming off their tanned muscular bodies. No, all that sunbathing, swimming, and flirting with the opposite sex, hadn’t done them any harm at all. They were hot off the scale hot. And every single one of the girls knew it. Which was why they were smiling. Which was why they were completely unfazed by Lauren’s announcement.

“So now you know where you all stand, let’s get to today’s challenge,” said the perky blonde host. “I guess you’re all wondering what’s under the sheet, hm?”

There were nods from the smiley, glossy, scantily clad girls. Bitten lips from the boys.

“Well this challenge is a little different from the others,” Lauren continued. “More an extended challenge you could say. A chance for you boys to prove your commitment. Demonstrate a little sacrifice, if you will.”

She stepped a pace to her right, clasping the silk sheet in her grasp. There was that photogenic smile aimed particularly at the boys, then with a flourish, she whipped the sheet away.

The boys mouths dropped open, the girls too, but unlike the boys disbelieving, ‘are you serious’ stares, the girls expressions teetered on the cusp of merriment. For a good ten seconds, Lauren let them take in what was on the table; the five solid looking plastic casings, each with their own mini padlock glinting in the sunlight. Presented before them, were five golden keys on elegant golden necklaces. There was no mistaking what was for who, and where it all fitted.

“Five male chastity devices. Five boys. Whatever the coincidence,” grinned Lauren.

“You seriously expect us to wear those things,” gulped Liam.

Lauren, a wrist clasped behind her back, body language open, unchallenging, saying to the boys, I’m listening, when really her mind was made up, said, “I expect if you love your Goddess you’ll wear them. I mean, what’s a little going without for love?” A pause, Half a smile. “But of course, it’s your decision. Just as it’ll be the viewers decision to decide which of you boys had best proved their love and deserves the fifty-k.”

There was no response to that but silence.

“So are you boys on board?” asked Lauren.

“Sod it, yes,” Sam blurted out, attracting nine pairs of eyes his way. But it was only Cara’s he cared about. That and her beaming smile.

After a handful more seconds, there was another “yes” from Brad. Then Finn. Then Devon. With a shake of his head, a glance down at his soon to be imprisoned cock, finally a “yes” from Liam.

“Wonderful,” said Lauren, clapping her palms together. She looked to the girls whose smiles had grown wider and wider, as each of the boys signed on. “Time to lock up some cocks, girls. You first, Cara.”

Hips wiggling ever so slightly, beautiful butt drawing every one of the boys eyes, Cara strode over to the table. She slid the necklace and key into one hand, picked up the plastic prison with the other, then was striding for Sam. There was no mucking about. Had she done this before? It sure seemed like it. Maybe she thought Sam might reconsider. Maybe she was just a natural cock locker. Either way, before he knew it, his cock was fitted nice and snugly in its new home as Cara clicked the padlock closed, and rose putting on the necklace.

“Good boy,” she said, giving him a peck on the lips, making his heart pound and his swelling penis feel its restrictive shell for the first the time.

“All right, girls, that’s one, four to go,” said a greatly amused Lauren.

There was no backing out now. Where Cara had led, the other girls followed; Daisy locking away Brad’s impressive hose, then Desiree, Devon’s long schlong, next was Selena, imprisoning Finn’s wiener dick with a smirk and lastly – with the aid of an ice cube – Maddie squeezing Liam’s irrepressible penis where it so obviously didn’t want to go. Each of the girls put on the necklaces, dangling the golden keys – the oh so important keys that unlocked a whole sexual realm of their boy’s existence – between the curves of their bikini clad breasts as they stepped back in line with huge smiles.

As for the boys, they’d looked hot before, but in Lauren’s view looked even hotter with their most prized possessions locked behind their plastic cages. Willing to suffer for their women. Sacrifice a little. But really they had no idea. Not yet.

“The powers in your hands, girls,” she said, watching them cast gleeful glances in the direction of the boys. “It’s entirely up to you when and if you let them out. I hope you’re good at begging, boys.”

There was one last sweeping glance of the muscled chastity wearing males, then she was striding away, laughing as she went. “Have fuuun,” she called back, not in any doubt the girls would be having plenty.


Cumtastic

There were no stars out tonight. It felt like thunderstorm weather. Humid and hot. The air thick and heavy with all that pent-up sexual energy – like if you flicked out your tongue you’d taste all those pheromones, musky and tangy and head spinning.

The girls all glammed up in their short, shimmery minidresses, sat in one of the curved seating areas. Opposite, in a seated nook across the garden, sat the boys, fidgety and frustrated and unable to take their eyes off the girls. Two tribes; male and female. The latter well and truly having the advantage. And didn’t they know it.

“Those boys have it bad,” said Cara, twiddling the little key dangling from the necklace between her fingers, gazing across at the five hunks staring their way.

“You know Brad made me breakfast, lunch, and dinner today,” smiled Daisy.

“Naked chef…I like it,” tittered Maddie.

“Devon’s been making the beds, again,” smirked Desiree.

“Liam’s been on naked butler duty – fetching drinks with Sam,” grinned Maddie.

“Besides looking pretty, Finn’s been taking care of everyone of my needs,” said Selena not to be outdone.

“Haven’t they all,” said Daisy.

Not one of the girls wasn’t smiling in agreement with that.

“When did these boys get so servile?” pondered Maddie.

“When their cocks were locked away,” answered Desiree.

“If I’d known chastity cages were so effective, I’d have gotten one for my ex,” said Daisy. “It’d certainly have stopped him cheating.”

The girls erupted into gales of laughter at that, dropping or turning away the watching boys’ heads. But not for long.

“So they’ve done well, but well enough for a temporary prison break…? What do we think, girls?” asked Cara.

“I say we let them out – if they agree to put on a show. Give us a little entertainment,” said Desiree.

“What sort of entertainment?” asked Maddie, rather innocently, before quickly clocking on. “Oh,” she raised her eyebrows, “that sort of entertainment.”

“I’m pretty sure they’ll agree,” said Selena. “Finn’s been drooling for days. And not from the mouth.”

More spluttering laughter had the boys trying to play it cool, and failing. They wanted those keys, were bursting for a little freedom. And the girls were about to put to the test just what they were prepared to do to have it.

“Oh, boys,” Cara called.

That was all it took. The five hunks immediately hopped up like they’d been waiting for the call, and strode across the garden bringing those ever so impressive muscular testosterone fuelled bodies over.

“What’s up?” asked Sam, so obviously trying to sound relax.

“That’s good enough,” said Cara.

He came to a stop in front of her, just as each of the boys came to stop in front of their girl.

“We’ve got a little challenge for you boys,” said Desiree.

The boys looked to the girls, imaginations of those scrambled brains no doubt whirring. You could pick up beneath their good looks, a slightly strained urgency. Cara supposed none of them had ever experienced anything quite like what they’d experienced this past week before, what they were experiencing this very second. Never having gone without so long. Felt so desperate. She dropped her gaze to their chastity devices and was amused to see their swelling cocks; all but Finn’s bulged right up against the plastic shell.

“You think we’re pretty, boys?” asked Daisy.

“Drop dead gorgeous,” said Brad, with a look that said he wanted to rip her clothes off and get jiggy with it right here and now.

“What about you, Devon?” prompted Desiree.

“You’re fine, all you girls are fine as hell,” answered the tall and athletic, dark skinned hunk, making every one of the girls smile.

“We girls were just talking about you boys,” said Selena, circling a heeled foot. “About how well behaved you’ve been this past week. Wondering if you deserve a reward.”

The boys looks were hopeful, eager, desperate even.

“Do you think you deserve a reward?” asked Cara.

“Yes,” panted Finn, very, very, softly.

“I’m sorry, did you say something, Finn?” asked Selena.

“I said yes,’ he said, voice drenched through with desperation.

“What about you, Liam?” asked Maddie. “You’re very quiet.”

“Please, please let me out,” he all but begged.

God, Cara was wet, seeing, hearing, these horny, horny, hunks.

“I don’t know,” teased Daisy, drumming her fingers on a smooth thigh. “You’d have to make it worth our while.”

“We can do that,” said Brad.

“You think?” asked Cara, twirling that key between her fingers, looking Sam directly in the eye. The five boys nodded frantically. Cara smiled at the other girls. “What do we say?”

“They have been very, very, good,” said Maddie, locking eyes with a wide-eyed, panting Liam.

“And they do look like they need it,” said Daisy, gaze on Brad’s squished cock and ripe looking balls.

Desiree took in her hunk’s chest rising and falling. “I say it’s showtime.”

“Where the popcorn?” smiled Selena at a fretful looking Finn.

“Looks like you’re in luck, boys,” said Cara. She lifted the necklace from her neck, just as all the girls did. The boys didn’t need to be told to come forward. Mini padlocks were sprung open. Chastities slid off.

“Ah, ah, not till I give you permission,” said Maddie, slapping away Liam’s eager hands.

The boys were ordered back in line. Quickly they stiffened. How remarkable boys’ bodies are, marvelled Cara, eye sweeping along the line of rigid dicks. Despite his bulky build, Finn had never looked smaller, or more embarrassed. Cara shared a smirk with Selena, loving the contrast in sizes.

“On your marks, boys,” said Desiree, licking her lips, tasting those pheromones.

“Three, two, one…” Daisy counted them off. “Go!”

At the green light, five urgent hands, snapped to five throbbing erections; the boys immediately stroking, pumping, lubing their cocks with their own precum, making them all slick and shiny and engorged. What a sight! What a show! And the girls had front row seats.

Cara locked eyes on Sam; he looked outrageously hot and naked and animalistic – like he just couldn’t help but play with that joystick of his, which of course he couldn’t. And in large part that was down to her and her teasing. And knowing it so made Cara’s own body feel like it was on fire.

“First boy to cum earns a day out of chastity,” said Daisy. She pulled her eyes from the hunks, smiling a naughty smile with the other girls, before her eyes were leaping back to the boys stroking with increasing vigour.

“Weaker hands, boys,” said Cara, happy to slow things down, happy to tease them at their very horniest.

The five hunks switched hands – and now the stroking of their slippery shafts, their bulbous glands, was slower, clumsier, just as she’d intended. The ladies watched transfixed as the boys panted and tensed, cockheads growing fuller and thicker, juicy balls bouncing beneath more energetically, till…

Finn was the first to blow; sending his seed high into the air. He might have a tiny todger, but he sure could shoot. He missed Selena’s foot by a fraction. Then went on spewing as the girls erupted into clapping laughter. And no sooner had it stopped than Liam was blowing like a geyser. To a background of whooping cheers, he emptied his balls, moaning a manly moan as he got the relief he so visibly craved. The last of his pearly cum oozed from his shiny tip and within seconds Sam was joining the party.

He held Cara’s eye to the very last, when with a panting groan, tilted his head to the dark heavens above, abs tensing, cock flexing as it ejaculated a healthy thick stream of cum. Had Cara ever seen anything so hot? She was holding a palm at her breast, still catching her breath, when all eyes turned to Devon’s schlong oozing over his thick glands, low and slow and plentiful.

Hot on his heels, last, but certainly no means least, was Brad, handling his hose like a pro, gushing and gushing, like he really could put out a fire with that thing. In that moment, it wasn’t just Daisy who’d sure have liked to try. The girls whooped and cheered till he’d drained himself dry. Only then did they glance to one another and fall back laughing like they’d never laughed before.

It was then that the first droplets of rain fell, the first flash of lightening lit up the night sky. The girls quickly clicked their boys back into chastity, then pulled them by the hand back to the villa. As the thunder rumbled, the rain fell heavy, washing away all that freshly spilled cum.


Cara on Top

“Can you see?”

“Nope. Not a thing.”

If Sam could, he’d have seen Cara hovering over him looking sensational in a skimpy silver satin negligee, hair plaited in a long ponytail.

“Bound. Blind. Feeling a little helpless?” she asked.

“Yes,” he could only admit.

“Yes what?”

“Yes, Goddess.”

“That’s better.” Cara couldn’t help but smile, not in her wildest imagination did she think she’d have a naked hunk all tied up for her like this. The secret room; a cosy love nest with a thick white carpet, a huge heart shaped bed, little accoutrements (scented candles were dotted throughout the room) had only been revealed for this last week. Each of the girls would be spending a night in it with their boy. Tonight, it was Cara’s turn.

“Struggle for me,” she said, taking half a step back, feeling that soft thick carpet underfoot.

Cuffed Sam pulled against the bed’s restraints, muscles tensing, face grimacing. He looked strong and sexy and utterly restrained. Cara smirked.

“You’re going nowhere,” she said, stepping forward, trailing a few fingers down her spread-eagled boy’s flank, watching as that cock she’d only just released from chastity, stiffened upwards, ever so stiff and shiny tipped.  “Look at you all excited. Who’d have guessed it?”

“I’m all yours Cara,” said Sam, completely acquiescent. “Do what you want with me.”

“Oh, I intend.” Her feather soft brushing fingers lifted away at his hips, leaving him panting almost imperceptibly, leaving his cock flexing, and his ass grinding back into the mattress.

A smiling Cara stepped to the big open lidded chest at the foot of the bed. She’d already had a glancing look at its contents. Now her face brightened further at the many toys, the many ways to tease and torment. Her hand passed over a large pink strap-on that had Desiree’s name written all over it as she picked up two of the less painful looking clamps.

“Cara?” said Sam, sounding nervy.

“I’m still here.”

She stepped back over to the side of the bed and reached over, pinching one of the clamps onto his right nipple. Sam gasped, body tensing.

“Breathe, just breathe,” Cara whispered soothingly, laying a palm flat on his chest.

She waited for his breathing to slow, then attached the second clamp to his other nipple. This one he took a little less histrionically.

“Good, boy,” said Cara, smiling down at her nipple clamped boy toy.

She trailed those fingers lightly along his side again as she wandered back over to her box of tricks.

“So many choses. So much fun to be had,” she spoke aloud. “I wonder…” Her fingers curled around the leather grip of one of the tasselled whips. It felt not just natural in her grasp, but powerful, and in that sense reminded her of the paddle challenge; suddenly she hadn’t just been pretty bikini clad Cara, but someone who could inflict a little pain.

“Have you ever been whipped before, Sam?”

“No,” he visibly gulped.

“New experiences,” said Cara, padding over the soft carpet towards him. “It’s what life’s all about, wouldn’t you say?”

A pause, then a wary, “Yes, Goddess.”

“Glad we’re on the page,” said a smiling Cara, drawing back the tasselled whip, observing Sam’s body tense expectantly. His cock was still resolutely stiff. His balls below it, drawn up tight and defensive.

“Cara, are you go—”

Whatever he was about to ask, Cara didn’t let him ask it. She drove the whip forward, flailing its leather ends across his abs. Sam groaned loudly, body tensing, toes curling. Cara waited a fraction of a second, then slammed the whip down hard again, then again, and again in quick succession; making him wriggle and squirm, and that stiff drooling cock of his do a little dance. It and his manly groans turned Cara on no end.

Finally, the skin of his torso reddened to her liking, she tossed the whip back in the chest, her own arousal pounding hot and heavy and unable to be ignored one second longer.

“You remember that peach, Sam?”

“Of course,” he said, forgetting to address her as Goddess, forgetting everything as the mattress shifted and Cara climbed atop it.

“Time for the real thing,” she said, back to the headboard, lowering her horny self to him.

Her silky negligee rose higher, but not enough for the cameras to capture anything. On this show only the boys bared everything. Modesty intact, only Sam saw her succulent lips, her juicy delicious wetness. That peach didn’t come close.

“Ohhh,” Cara moaned, melting into the pleasurable sensation, feeling Sam’s tongue working overtime. The boy had some skills all right, there was no doubt about that.

Palms flat on his chest, Cara felt herself top a pinnacle, then fall right off it on a rush of all-consuming pleasure. She pulled herself away from Sam’s still gently flicking tongue, tingling all over.

“You think you can hold your cum long enough for me to have some fun?” she asked, reaching into a bowl by the bed, tearing the wrapper open with her teeth as she crawled over Sam and slipped the condom onto his straining cock.

“I’ll try,” he said.

“There’ll be more whipping if you cum without permission,” Cara gently teased as she turned and took in her blindfolded boy, surely giving her the most wide-eyed horniest of looks.

With a little giggle, she eased him inside a slow inch at a time. Sam’s head remained tilted upwards in open mouthed expression until the very last inch, when his head hit the mattress with a panting groan. Ponytail swinging behind her, Cara fucked him as she liked to fuck; on top and in control.

“Keep up, Sam,” she teased, increasing the pace, making the springy mattress bounce. Sight of the blindfolded boy’s head tilting back in absolute surrender had the hot heat of her arousal corkscrewing through her body. She reached forward pulling off one nipple clamp, then the other, making Sam howl, making him push deeper inside her.

“Good boy, such a good boy,” chuckled Cara, continuing to drill down on him, slapping out a tune on those sticky balls below.

It wasn’t long before she was getting close. Approaching another of those pinnacles. She tucked a hand under her negligee, stroking an already pulsating clit; the shiver sweeping through her instantaneously, taking her to a whole other level of erotic arousal. Panting, moaning, eyes closed as she rode that cresting high, Sam fell away beneath her.

“Yes! Yes! Yesss!” she all but screamed as that state of utter orgasmic bliss enveloped her.

She was a goddess touching the divine, arcing above the earthly realm like a shooting star. Her grinding shudders, proved too much for Sam. He blew his top, grunting and tensing, all animal and earth, while she soared above him in the heavens. His orgasm was over in seconds. Cara’s continued to pulse through every pore of her being, fading on an incline while his fell straight off a cliff.

She held him inside her, eking out every last euphoric tremor. Till she was coming back to herself, opening her eyes, removing fingers from a clit now sensitive to the touch.

“Oh, Sam,” she said, sliding up and off the cum filled condom on his slowly softening cock.

She crawled up to his face, pecked him on the cheek and collapsed at his side. A handful of seconds passed, before Sam’s faint, almost strangulated voice, asked, “Cara, can you release me?”

And all she could do was laugh.

When they snuggled up together, she was still in the stratosphere, body humming contentedly, mind racing with what she’d just experienced, and at thought of when she could experience it again.


Live Finale

“On in twenty, Lauren.”

“Gotcha,” said the glossy host, finger pressing her earpiece, hair slicked stylishly back, cream dress cut high at the thigh showing off her svelte physique. She looked to the girls looking similarly flawlessly fabulous in colour coordinated shimmering tight-fitting metallic midi dresses; Desiree in bronze, Selena in black, Maddie in green, Daisy in gold, and Cara in red. Their dresses, slightly longer than normal, purposely accentuating the nakedness of the pink collared boy standing right next to each of them.

“Ten seconds,” came the call.

“This is it, ladies, boys,” Lauren smiled, watching as the leashes connected to those collars drew a little tauter as the girls struck their camera-ready poses. As for the boys, they tugged self-consciously at cocks – just released from chastity moments ago – that really needed no tugging.

“Nine…Eight…Seven…” the countdown continued.

Lauren sucked in a breath, almost hearing the shows loud, brash opening music. Ratings had been smashed. Millions would be watching. Millions. That word echoing at the back of our delectable hosts head, didn’t stress or scare her – she was born for this job – but simply amused and energised. A dearth of hot full-frontal male nudity; it seemed the public had thought so. Just as Lauren had suspected.

Five…Four…Three…

She counted down the last five seconds in her head as the camera on its zip-wire like support arced around the garden, capturing the villa, the pool, the firepit area, and numerous other spots in which so much of this year’s action had unfolded. It came to a stop above the temporary white platform positioned on the lawn upon which she and all ten contestants stood. Beaming down its lens, on her mark, as the sun set casting a pinkish light on proceedings, Lauren got the show underway.

“Six weeks ago, ten sexy contestants arrived at the Slave to Love villa. Five female stunners. Five hot hunks – five naked hunks.” A pearlescent smile. “Since then there’s been thrills and spills – plenty of spills in fact. More new hunky arrivals, and lots and lots of red-hot action to keep you viewers salivating. But tonight, it all ends. Tonight,” said Lauren, making the seamless transition from camera to contestants. “One of you couples will be declared the winner and walk away fifty-k richer.”

Cara glanced at Sam beside her, fingers tightening around the silver chain of the leash tight in her grasp. That day six weeks ago felt like both an eternity ago and only yesterday. Part of her wanted to relive all that had happened. Part of her wanted it to all to go on and on…fifty grand or otherwise. And she sensed Sam felt that way too. He caught her look, his blue eyes steady and still and desirous. Cara felt a wispy flutter, a smile edging her lips as he dropped his gaze and looked back to Lauren, cock stirring.

“You’ve got one last chance to convince the voters as to why you should be that winner,” continued the blonde host. “But it won’t be you boys doing the talking, no, we’ve heard enough from you, you just stand there and look pretty. Goddesses, time to tell us why your boy deserves to still be here. Selena…You first.”

Despite her diminutive stature, Selena couldn’t have looked more powerful clutching the leash of her muscular hunk.

“Why Finn?” she said, looking to the small dicked boy with a smirk. “Because he does what I say for one,” she chuckled. “But really, mainly, because he’s big hearted, generous, and knows how to lick pussy, really, really, well. And comes back for more no matter how many times I tease him about that little dinky dick of his.”

There was laughter from the group at that. Even Finn was shaking his head with a wry smile. Selena tugged him to her and kissed him on the lips.

“Can’t argue with that,” said Lauren. “What about you, Daisy. Why Brad?”

The buxom blonde hottie, looked to her naked stud of a firefighter. “I think anyone with eyes can see why I let Brad stick around,” smiled Daisy. “But seriously, beyond all the rugged hotness, he’s got a deep and loving soul. He’s demonstrated that to me numerous times…in the bedroom, on the lounger, in the shower.” Daisy grinned, prompting another bout of laughter. “You’re boyfriend material, Brad. And I wouldn’t have wanted to have spent my time in here paired with anyone else.”

There were “Ahhs,” as Daisy finished and the hunky firefighter gave her a smoochy kiss.

“Aww,” Lauren herself cooed, palm pressed at her heart, as she watched the lovestruck couple lock lips. With the couple parting, she spun on her heels to bootylicious black girl Desiree and athletic Devon. “Desiree…”

“All I can say about this boy right here is that he knows how to treat a woman right. There’s been no suck my big dick. He’s a gentleman, a real gentleman. He’s freaky, don’t get me wrong,” Desiree chuckled. “All of you who saw what went down in the love nest will know that. But I like a boy who can take a lot and still give a little. And this fine specimen has the balls to be that man. Which is super, duper sexy,” said Desiree, yanking him to her, backing up her words with the hungriest of kisses.

As the others clapped, whistling and whooping their approval, a grinning Lauren spun to slender strawberry blonde Maddie, and her visibly aroused stud, Liam. “Floor’s yours, Maddie.”

Six weeks ago, Maddie, the baby of the group, had stood slightly nervy and unsure looking, but all that was gone. Now she stood with an easy poise, carrying herself with a carefree confidence beyond her years.

“Liam, where to start,” she tittered. “I’ve never known someone so eager, so willing. I’ve never known such a sweetie.” Her beaming smile spoke a thousand words. “You make me laugh and smile and blush, even though you should be the one blushing standing there starkers like that.” A shake of the head. “You’re funny and stupid and crazy. And any girl would be grateful to have you in their life.”

As ever, Liam was out the blocks, initiating the kiss – the others whooping and cheering. Gold dust, this year’s pairings are gold dust, it couldn’t help but cross Lauren’s mind as she turned to the last couple – beautiful Cara, and sexy Sam. “Don’t hold back, Cara,” she prompted.

Cara smiled, looking downward before meeting Sam’s eyes. “Tender, playful, delicious, Sam,” she smiled. “Why you? Out of all the guys I could have picked from, why you? Hmm. Off the top of my head…the way your eyes crinkle when you smile. The way you bite your lip when you’re horny. The way you’ve let me push your boundaries further and further and further. You know from that first day, you told me about being caught naked on a camping trip, I knew you’d be fun. You’re not cocky, or full of yourself. None of this buff, stud stuff comes naturally to you. It’s what makes teasing you so fun. You’ve pushed your boundaries. And helped me push mine. And whatever happens tonight, I hope we can go on pushing and exploring further.”

“Me too,” whispered Sam, meeting Cara’s lips in a slow, easy, skin tingling kiss that got cheered to the rafters.

“Wow, this has been some ride, hasn’t it?” said Lauren, eye drifting across the five couples before her. “I think it’s time for a recap. Here’s your best moments,” she smiled, turning to the large screen set up in front of the villa.

A montage of all the sexy, flirty, fun filled moments of the last six weeks played. From the challenges, to the eliminations, to the touchy-feely, rumpy pumpy goings on. Sight of it all had the contestants laughing and smiling, the boys getting visibly turned on. When the clip ended and Lauren turned from the screen, she had five very stiff boys in front of her. Which is exactly what she’d been hoping for.

“You’ve put on quite a show,” she said, bright eyes lingering on those saluting cocks. “But there can only be one winning couple. Voting’s closed. The public have made their decision…”

A prolonged pause had the girls sharing smiles, the five hunks at the end of their leashes, waiting horny and hard. Which Lauren supposed they’d gotten plenty used to by now. She let the moment lengthen out. The suspense build, smiling a closed smile, giving nothing away as the names of the winning couple were fed through her earpiece.

“This years Slave to Love winners are…” Another beat of a pause, before she was swivelling their way. “Cara and Sam!”

A celebratory stream of golden confetti erupted upwards and across the garden. Fireworks lit the now dark sky. Smiling, laughing, embracing, Cara and Sam, kissed and kissed and kissed. In their clinch, the whooping cheers, the wolf-whistles, the clapping, the confetti and exploding fireworks, swirled all around them. But in that instant, each were oblivious to everything but the joyous, loving, most passionate of coming togethers. They were this year’s winners. And who could argue with that.

Five minutes later, Lauren was handing them the fifty-k cheque, and with a bittersweet smile, watching them disappear under the pergola, Sam as naked as he’d arrived, Cara as sexily glamorous as she’d looked throughout. It would be the shot that ended the series; camera floating upwards on the departing couple, the villa, the garden – fireworks still bursting above the scene in celebration.

But when all the razzmatazz, all the glitz and glam connected with the show had long faded, Cara would still be pushing Sam’s limits, taking them both to places they never thought they’d go.
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