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Chapter One


“Honestly, Maya…” Rhys sighed, in a tone that was still a bit rough around the edges from our long day. “I think my wife might officially be the most beautiful woman that has ever existed.”

It was a simple line, but it was all my body needed to hear. My pussy pulsed instantly, and I knew the clean lace panties I’d worn just for him were already a lost cause.

The hotel room we were crashing in was a perfect reflection of the day we’d just had. My wedding gown was draped over one of the armchairs, torn gift bags and tissue paper were scattered across the floor, and a couple of empty champagne bottles sat beside Rhys’s discarded cufflinks.

If you listened closely, you could still catch the muffled bassline from the reception downstairs. But up here in our penthouse suite, the only sounds that mattered were those of our heartbeats and heavy breathing, soon to be drowned out by roaring moans.

“Officially?” I asked, meeting his eyes in the mirror as I started unhooking my bra. “So, what you’re saying is that yesterday, I was just unofficially the most beautiful?”

“You’re a real smartass, you know that?” he growled playfully, pressing a warm kiss to my shoulder as he wrapped his arms around me from behind. “Fuck, I can’t believe you’re mine.”

It was the perfect end to the perfect day. Everything had gone just as we planned, right down to the vows we wrote ourselves, and as Rhys’s hands slid down my hips to cup my ass, I knew exactly what would happen next. He would tell me he loved me, I would tell him I loved him, and we would fuck with such intensity the scent of our sweat and cum would permanently stain every surface around us.

Just as the tips of his fingers slipped into my panties, Rhys’s knee bumped into a precarious stack of gift boxes beside the mirror. They tumbled to the floor, and a few cards spilled out. One in particular caught both of our eyes as it slid from the pile. It was a smooth black envelope with no markings on the front.

“Whoa, careful,” I laughed, the spell momentarily broken.

Rhys found his footing, then reached down and picked up the envelope. “Hm, something tells me this one might be important.” He flipped it over. “Ah, of course. It’s from Jason and Laura.”

A small flutter of curiosity stirred in me. Jason was Rhys’s oldest friend, and his wife, Laura, had become one of my closest. Among all the couples we knew, they were the ones we truly admired. Even after all these years of marriage, they still looked at each other with a kind of delicious hunger, and lately, that hunger seemed to have grown even more intense.

“Well, what is it?” I asked.

“Dunno, let me see,” he said, carefully tearing it open.

He pulled out a single black card. Embossed in subtle silver script at the top was a stylized ‘A’ that looked like the peak of a mountain, and beneath it were the words: “The Pleasure Haven: Alpenglow.” Tucked behind it was a voucher for a three-night, all-inclusive stay, and behind that, a handwritten note in Jason’s messy cursive.

“Maya and Rhys!” it read. “Congrats again. We’re so damn happy for you both. We spent a long time trying to figure out what to get you, but let’s be real, you don’t need another air fryer or some shit. We just got back from this place and... well, we figured it’s better to show you than tell you. It changed everything for us, and we’re pretty sure you’ll feel the same. Go ahead and enjoy. Much love, Jason and Laura.”

Rhys read it aloud with a hint of confusion in his voice. “Is that like some sort of couples’ spa?”

“I don’t know. Alpenglow… that’s referring to a mountain, right?” I took the card from him and looked at the voucher inside. “It says ‘San Juan Mountains, Colorado. An Adult Lifestyle Resort.’ No address, though.”

“Adult lifestyle? What, like a wine-tasting thing with a bunch of retirees?”

“I doubt it,” I laughed. “But whatever it is, you have to admit they’ve seemed different lately. There’s just this energy about them now, like they’re so much happier and more alive. Don’t you think?”

“Happier, or just getting laid more? Jason’s always told me he can barely keep up with her these days.”

“Is that a bad thing? I don’t know about you, but I’ve always been wondering how they got so damn energetic...”

“I just figured they were into some weird shit.” He didn’t look away from the card. I could see the idea of a weekend getaway starting to hook him.

I took a deep breath. “You know, we still have that week before our trip to Hawaii.”

Hawaii was going to be our honeymoon. Two quiet weeks of hot sun, salty skin, and plenty of Rhys’s meaty cock buried deep between my legs. This short retreat felt like the perfect prelude to it.

Rhys paused, turning the invitation over in his hand a few times. “So what I’m hearing is… you want a honeymoon for the honeymoon?”

“A detour,” I corrected. “Just to see what it’s all about. What’s the worst that could happen? It just sounds like a fancy getaway with a weird name.”

He didn’t answer right away. I could see him turning it over in his mind, weighing the detour against his instinct to keep things steady and organized. As the seconds passed, a trace of curiosity lit behind his eyes, and it only grew when I came in closer, letting my hand drift slowly up his chest.

The dependable man I married was still in front of me, but beneath that calm surface, someone slightly bolder was starting to show. The version of him that said yes before overthinking it. He leaned in and kissed me, and I kissed him back. When he pulled away again, his eyes were bright.

“Fuck it,” he grinned. “Colorado it is.”


Chapter Two


“For what this place supposedly costs, you’d think they could spring for a shuttle that doesn’t involve standing on a curb in the middle of nowhere,” Rhys said as his breath fogged in the air. He had his hands jammed into the pockets of a handsome wool overcoat, trying to keep warm.

“It’s part of the mystique, probably,” I countered. I was wearing my favorite leather boots over dark jeans and a soft cashmere sweater, but the wind still found its way through. We stood with our suitcases, two chilly bodies against a backdrop of tall trees and an empty mountain road.

Just as I was starting to think Jason’s wedding gift was an elaborate prank, a bus slid into view. It was a luxurious long black coach with heavily tinted windows. The moment it parked in front of us, the door slid open, and a stocky man stepped out. He was older, with a magnificent white beard and a smooth black jacket.

“Rhys and Maya?”

We nodded.

“I’m Silas. Welcome!” I was expecting a handshake, but he didn’t seem to have the time. Instead, Silas hefted our bags with ease. “Just a warning, it’s an open-play bus and the party has already started,” he said, gesturing to the open door. “If you aren’t comfortable with that, I can easily call you a private car. Otherwise, drinks are by your seats.”

Rhys and I shared a quick look. Curiosity won out, and we braced ourselves before stepping up.

A powerful gust of perfume hit us, followed by a musky scent that reminded me of all the clubs we went to in our earlier years. A thump of upbeat music then vibrated through the soles of my boots, and instantly, I felt a surge of nostalgia. But not without unease, too.

“Jeez, this is a bit much, don’t you think?” Rhys breathed as he led me down the aisle.

The seats were plush leather, arranged in intimate groupings, and the bus was already nearly full of people who looked strangely hot and sexy. The first couple I saw was a stunning dark-skinned man with a sharp jawline, while a woman with caramel skin, probably his wife, was draped over him in the middle of a deeply intimate embrace. Her hand was resting on his thigh, digging right into his pants, clearly grabbing at his cock. I couldn’t look away.

“Rhys… are you seeing this?” I whispered, grabbing his arm as we sank into an empty pair of seats near the back.

“You mean the woman who looks like she’s trying to jerk the guy off through his pants? Yeah, it’s a bit hard to miss.”

I laughed at that, sitting down. We could still see them from where we sat. At some point, the woman leaned into the man’s ear and whispered something. He gave her a nod, and then her hand slipped beneath his waistline. Even from this distance, it was clear she was giving him a handjob, and soon the man was groaning with pleasure.

My pussy clenched hard, a sudden rush of wetness soaking through my panties. I couldn’t believe they were going at it so openly. I tore my eyes away, only to land on another couple nearby.

They were kissing, messy and unfiltered, the man grabbing a handful of the woman’s ass as she giggled and sighed. When they finally pulled apart, she slid off her seat and onto her knees in front of him. Her head disappeared from view, but I didn’t need to see to know exactly what she was doing. The man’s head fell back against the leather, and he let out a loud gasp of pleasure.

“Fuck…” I gasped under my breath. I glanced at Rhys to see if he was as turned on as I was, and sure enough, he was already hard. He watched in fascination while the bulge in his pants grew larger.

“Alright, beautiful people,” Silas began, interrupting the tension. “That was our last pickup. We’re about an hour out from Alpenglow, so make yourselves at home. For our first-timers, a quick word. This isn’t your typical resort, so there are a few things to explain.”

Rhys and I looked at each other, the reality of Jason’s “gift” finally clicking into place.

Silas continued. “Each day, a black envelope will find its way to you. Inside is a ticket, think of it like a key which grants you access to one specific experience. It might be a space, an activity, or a challenge, and you won’t know until you get there. That’s the point.”

“A challenge? Didn’t we come here to relax?” Rhys whispered in disbelief.

“Shh,” I breathed. “Let the man explain it, at least.”

“Some of these doors will lead to a space just for the two of you. Other doors, well, let’s just say they lead to more social settings.”

“He can’t be serious,” Rhys muttered. “Is he being vague on purpose? This probably has something to do with sex, right?”

“I don’t know,” I whispered back. “But the online form said we could leave whenever we want, remember? Let’s just see where this goes.”

“Right, yeah, forgot about that,” he replied.

Silas continued. “Now, the only rule is your own comfort. You are always in control. Whether you watch, participate, or leave, the choice is yours. Your only obligation is to your own pleasure. More details will come soon, but in the meantime, enjoy the rest of the ride and the beautiful views along the way!”

The speaker clicked off, and the music swelled again to fill the silence. We kept moving, while the bus filled with the sounds of shameless moans and bodies colliding together. Rhys and I sat quietly the whole time, trying not to look too long in any one direction, and both asking ourselves the exact same question: What the hell had Jason gotten us into, and why were we both so incredibly turned on by it?

* * *


The bus finally stopped in front of a large, imposing building made of dark logs and river stone, with enormous windows wrapping around its perimeter that reflected the sunset on the horizon beautifully.

As Rhys and I stepped out, we breathed in the clean air, a deep inhale that calmed and grounded us. The other couples stepped off and drifted silently down the stone pathways, moving as if they had done this a hundred times before.

Silas unloaded our bags and handed Rhys a single key.

“You’re in cabin seven. Since you’ve already done the online paperwork and consent, you can proceed. Just follow the path and make yourselves at home.”

We took our bags and headed down the stone path, eventually reaching a cabin marked with the number “7,” before stepping inside. Rhys let out a whistle as he took in the room. “Jason really wasn’t fucking around, was he?”

The place was breathtakingly luxurious. One entire wall was glass, looking out onto a private deck and the endless dark stretch of mountains beyond. A fire roared in the stone fireplace, casting light across a lounge area of cozy chairs and tables scattered with platters of food and flickering candles. I barely had a chance to take it all in before my eyes locked on what was waiting for us outside.

It was a private deck, and built right into it was a steaming hot tub overlooking the entire valley.

“I’m getting naked in there right fucking now,” I said with urgency. Just the thought of all the filthy things Rhys and I could get up to in there while looking out into the woods had my pussy pulsing. When I turned, Rhys was already taking off his coat and pulling his sweater over his head. He caught my arm before I could reach for my bags.

“Before you do, I want you to do something for me.”

“Mm?”

“You know that tiny black string bikini I told you to pack?”

“Uh huh?”

“Why don’t you put it on for me. I want to see you in it for exactly five minutes before I rip it off you with my teeth.”

“Five minutes?” I laughed. “You really think you’ll last that long?”

“Fuck no,” he said, and the playful smack of his hand on my ass echoed in the quiet room. “Now go before I lose the last bit of patience I’ve got.”

I left him there and excitedly ran straight for one of the rooms, dropping my bag in front of the mirror. My face was flushed, deliciously so, and I quickly tore off my sweater and jeans, pausing in just my panties to take myself in. The curve of my hips, the heft of my breasts… every inch of me was glowing. I looked so fucking good for him.

Eventually, I found the bikini in my bag. Just a filthy tiny scrap of black fabric. The bottoms were a thin triangle that barely covered anything, and the top wasn’t much better. I slipped it on, already imagining the look on his face.

When I stepped back outside, he was in the hot tub, moving slowly through the water while gazing out at the mountains. But when he turned and saw me, his jaw nearly hit the ground. I didn’t need to ask. I could tell he was getting rock-hard just from looking at me.

“Fuck. Maya, you’re going to kill me in that thing.”

I smiled as I walked toward him. The heat hit me first as I slowly slipped into the water, letting it glide over my skin. I settled onto his lap, and his cock was already thick and swollen, eagerly pressing against me through his swim trunks. His hands moved to my ass next, and he gave the flesh a firm squeeze.

“Kiss me,” I whispered.

Then his mouth crashed down on mine. Our lips had barely made contact before he was pushing his tongue past my teeth in a desperate tangle. I moaned into his mouth, grinding my cunt down on him, feeling the slickness ooze out between my legs as I tasted him.

But just as his hand slid from my ass to the strings of my bikini top, a sound suddenly came through over the bubble of the water.

It was a deep groan that made us both pause.

Then it came again, much louder this time, and unmistakably the sound of a man lost in pleasure.

I twisted in Rhys’s lap as my eyes scanned the scene, curiously searching for the source. The sound was coming from the cabin next to ours, and when I looked across into the space between us and our neighbors, I could just make out their deck through the trees, lit by the same kind of soft and steaming glow as ours.

Then I saw them. It was the couple from the bus, the bronze-skinned woman and her ridiculously hot, dark-skinned husband. But this time, they were both completely naked.

He stood at the edge of his own hot tub, guiding his fully erect cock past her lips as she kneeled in front of him.

The sun had slipped well below the horizon by now, but I could still clearly make out the way her head moved over him in a slow and hypnotic rhythm.

Rhys and I watched on eagerly, mesmerized as she took him deep into her mouth. Even after the intensity of our bus ride, seeing something like this in detail was quite the scene.

“Oh my god,” I whispered against Rhys, a rush of arousal coursing through me.

His arms tightened around me, echoing that arousal. His cock, already stiff, seemed to swell even more in approval, and I could feel the thick veins starting to pulse even harder now against my pussy. He was just as captivated as I was.

I watched the woman’s mouth work harder as she moved. She pulled back for a moment, a trail of spit stretching from her mouth to the head of his cock. She licked her lips like she was savoring every bit of him before diving back down, even more aggressively than before.

The man let out another groan, this one so loud it echoed across the valley. His eyes, which were closed from the pleasure of it all, suddenly snapped open with a roar, and that was when he caught us staring.

Surprisingly, though, he didn’t look away. Instead, a filthy smirk spread across his face, offering us a silent, lingering question. We nodded on instinct, and that was when his grin widened.

He lifted one of his hands from the woman’s head and waved at us. “Well hello, neighbors. My name’s Simon, and this beautiful lady slobbering all over my cock is my wife, Hanna. You two enjoying the view?”

My mouth fell open. Suddenly, I forgot how to speak.


Chapter Three


“I… uh, sure…” I eventually managed to call back, both surprised and dripping, and certainly not from the water in our hot tub.

Rhys’s hand tightened on my hip, and then he added a note of amusement of his own into the mix. “You guys can, uh, carry on, if you need to…”

Simon chuckled. “Ah, you two must be newbies! Sorry if we disturbed you?”

Rhys and I instantly shook our heads. “Oh, no… not at all,” Rhys added.

The man smiled at that and started stroking Hanna’s hair as she continued to bob on his cock, completely unbothered. Then he reached down and gently cupped her chin, lifting her head.

With a wet sound, his cock slid out from her mouth. It was a magnificent sight. So girthy and hard, and I loved the way her saliva glistened on it. Hanna blinked up at him, then turned to face us with a smile.

“Oh, hey guys!” she called out with a bubbly voice. “Sorry, my mouth was a bit full there! It’s so nice to meet you!”

“It’s, uh, nice to meet you too. I’m Maya, and this is Rhys.”

“Wonderful! You both look great!” she replied, before turning and positioning herself at the edge of the hot tub, giving us an eyeful of her perfectly round ass and the plump lips of her pussy. “And don’t worry about being newbies, you’ll learn! This place has a way of stripping you down, if you know what I mean.”

Simon moved behind her then and settled his hands on her wide hips. I knew immediately what was coming next. “What she means is, if you thought you were coming here for a quiet weekend, then I’m afraid you’re going to be very disappointed. Sorry, guys, just how it works!”

“We’re starting to get that impression,” Rhys replied.

Hanna chimed in again, lining up Simon’s cock with her cunt from behind. “Oh, and here’s a free tip for you two. See those fluffy robes everyone has on? Nobody, and I mean nobody, wears anything underneath them. It’s a resort-wide unspoken rule of sorts, for easy access.”

“It’s for the best,” Simon added, grabbing a handful of her tits and giving them a squeeze before bending her down and easing his cock into her. “You never know when an opportunity might present itself. See a couple you like kissing by the fire? You can just walk right up and join them. No awkward fumbling with zippers. How nice is that?”

“He’s right. Pleasure is the only currency people take here. So, you know, try to keep an open mind… if you’re both happy to indulge!”

With that final bombshell, Simon started pounding away. Rhys and I watched in awe as he drove deep into Hanna’s cunt, fucking her wildly while she moaned and let her tits swing freely in the air.

Suddenly, it was her voice echoing across the mountainside, and just as Simon’s hips began to twitch, the sharp chime of a doorbell broke the moment.

“What the hell was that?” Rhys jolted, pulling me from my trance.

“Must be the door?”

It rang again, impatiently.

“Shit.” I scrambled out of the hot tub, water streaming down my body. I grabbed a towel from a heated rack beside the water, wrapped it around my body, and bolted for the door, leaving wet footprints on the floor. I arrived and pulled the door open. A man stood there, tall and dressed in a white formal uniform. He held a single black envelope between two of his gloved fingers.

“Good evening, ma’am,” he said politely, completely unbothered by the fact that I was dripping wet and very much underdressed. “Here is your invitation.”

“Oh, uh, thank you,” I said, taking it from him and watching as he turned and walked away without another word.

When I turned back around, I saw Rhys stepping out of the hot tub. He made his way over to me while I closed the front door.

“Who was that?”

“I don’t know, but he gave me this. I think this is the invitation Silas was talking about. What do you think?”

Rhys took the envelope from my hand and examined it. Unlike the one Jason and Laura had given us earlier, this one was far more ornate. Embossed on the front was an image of a man and a woman, naked and entwined in a sexual position that was unmistakably missionary. Without even opening the envelope, Rhys and I knew exactly what we were in for.

“Fuck, this is a sex resort, isn’t it?” he asked, though the question needed no answer. “Jason and Laura sent us to a fucking sex resort for our wedding gift.”

“It certainly looks that way…”

There was a part of me, albeit small, that almost wanted to pack our bags and leave right then and there. But something else, a feeling far filthier part, was pulling me in. Curiosity buzzed under my skin, and I needed Rhys to open that envelope and confirm what we both already suspected. Still a little stunned, but clearly catching the eager look in my eyes, he broke the seal and pulled out a card, reading the text aloud.

“‘Trust is not a thought, but an act. True pleasure is found not in seeing, but in surrendering. Your first act begins now. Welcome to The Valence Experience.’”

“What is it with this place and being so fucking cryptic?” I said, frustrated by yet another vague, dramatic message. “What the hell does any of this even mean?”

“I have no idea.” Rhys turned the card over, examining an embossed symbol on the back, as if pressing it might unlock some hidden key to the whole thing. When he looked back at me, his eyes were wide with curiosity.

Rhys then held both of my hands and spoke softly.

“Maya, I know this has been so unexpected, but do you think we should go? Like Silas said on the bus, whatever happens, it’s all within our control. Maybe we don’t even have to do anything we’re not comfortable with. Maybe we can just watch and see what this place is really about.”

“Hmm,” I let out. “It’s a lot to take in. But I can’t pretend that I’m not intrigued.”

“Well, you saw Simon and Hanna back there, right? How free and comfortable they were? Honestly, I think we ought to at least give it a shot.”

A delicious tension tightened in my chest as my heart rate kicked up. “Are you sure we should go out there?”

“Only if you want to, Maya. We can stay right here if you’d rather.” I looked at him for a long moment, searching his face, seeing the exact same hungry curiosity that was burning through me. Now it felt like my turn to actively say yes to the unknown, and with how hot and turned on I still was, the decision came easily. “No, I want to,” I said with a breathless smile. “Fuck it, let’s go.”

We each reached for our robes hanging by the door and shrugged them on.

“Wait,” Rhys said suddenly, pausing with his hand on the front knot. “I know this sounds crazy, but Hanna’s words are still ringing in my ears. Maybe let’s try this without clothes underneath?”

My heart gave a heavy thump. This was so far out of the ordinary, but the thrill of it completely won me over. “I thought you’d never ask.” I untied the strings of my bikini top, letting it fall to the floor, then stepped out of the bottoms before slipping my robe back on.

Rhys did the same, undressing completely. We stood there facing each other, still getting used to the word ‘newlyweds’, and now, somehow, ready to walk out into the rest of the lodge fully naked and fully exposed.

“Ready?” he asked me.

“Ready.”


Chapter Four


The walk from our cabin to the main lodge was an experience, to say the least.

For one, we were completely naked under our robes, walking along the heated stone path while the cool night air brushed against my pussy lips, and no doubt against Rhys’s cock too. The poor guy hadn’t stopped being hard since we stepped out of the hot tub, and not even the cold could do anything to change that.

Then, there was the distraction of all the other couples we passed along the way. We walked by one pair leaning against a pine tree, his robe pushed aside as she presented her ass to him and ground down on his cock without a hint of hesitation. They didn’t even glance at us. Farther down the path, near one of the outdoor fire pits, a woman lay on the ground in her robe while another woman knelt between her legs, licking her cunt and teasing the soft curls of her dark pubic hair.

We felt like voyeurs caught in a deliciously wicked secret. By the time we reached the main lodge for our first experience, I was so wet I could feel a trickle of wetness sliding down my inner thigh. I wanted to pull Rhys into the shadows and suck him off, just to prove I could be just as decadent as everyone else here. But the cryptic invitation kept us moving forward.

We arrived at the wooden building, where a hostess, also in a robe, pointed us toward a grand, spiraling staircase that descended into the mountain itself. At the bottom of the stairs, a man was waiting. He was handsome, with broad shoulders, pale blond hair, and a crimson robe that almost made him look like a magician.

“Rhys and Maya?” he asked. We nodded, and I handed him our tickets.

“Excellent. Welcome to The Valence Experience. I’m Lars. Please, follow me.”

He led us through a torch-lit cavern and stopped at a large door with a gold engraving.

“Your experience is here.”

He pushed the door open, revealing a room lit by hundreds of candles. Their light flickered across the stone walls. In the center was a cushion covered in dark velvet.

“Please, remove your robes and make yourselves comfortable on the cushion,” Lars instructed, gesturing toward it. “Be sure to face one another.”

My pulse quickened as I took in his words. This was it, the point of no return. I had never been naked in front of anyone other than my husband, Rhys, and a few past boyfriends, of course. But the thrill of the moment washed away my shyness, and I was ready to let go.

Carefully, I untied the knot at the front of my robe and slipped it off. Rhys was already shrugging his off, letting it fall to the floor as he stepped toward the cushion. His cock had softened slightly, but from the flushed color alone, I knew even the lightest touch would bring it back to full attention. I let my robe slide from my shoulders, the cool air raising goosebumps across my skin, and walked over to join him. We sat across from each other, just as Lars had instructed.

Lars settled into a chair beside us and began. “The purpose of this session is radical honesty. As you both know, a relationship is like a deeply intimate book of secrets, and it’s a book you write together. Tonight, we are going to read some of those pages aloud. There is no shame here. We will start simply. The only rule is that you must not touch each other until I give you permission. Are you happy to comply?”

We exchanged glances and nodded, following his simple instruction so far.

“First, I’ll speak to you, Maya. I’d like you to briefly describe the first time you had sex with your husband, Rhys. What did his cock feel like inside you?”

The bluntness of the question was a surprise, but somehow it felt natural in this space. I decided just to go with it.

“Um, well… it felt incredible. I love my husband’s cock. It’s so thick and warm and just the right length. When he slid it in for the first time, I felt like it belonged there. That night, we were lying in a park under the stars, and he made me moan so loud I was sure someone heard. When he finally filled me, it was like pure ecstasy rushing through every inch of my cunt. It was really, really nice.”

Rhys rumbled in his chest, and I saw the way his cock gave a hard twitch as he took in my comment.

“Good,” Lars continued. “Now, Rhys, your turn. Maya is an exceptionally beautiful woman, and I’m sure many men have admired her over the years of your relationship. Tell me about a time you saw another man looking at her, and instead of jealousy, you felt pride.”

“Pride?” he shot back, slightly confused.

“Yes. Many men have felt it at some point. I imagine you’re no different.”

“Right… well, uh, there was a time last summer, when we were at the beach. Maya was coming out of the water, and her bikini top was slightly crooked. One of her nipples was almost showing. There was this guy, in his mid-twenties, and he was just staring at her, licking his lips. My first instinct was to cover her up and go scold the scrawny prick, but then I looked at her, how the water dripped off her tits, how perfect her body was, and yeah, I got hard. I didn’t even care about the guy anymore. In fact, I liked that he was looking. I wanted him to see what I get to have every night.”

This time it was me who reacted. My nipples hardened into pebbles, and a fresh gush of my cum slipped out onto the cushion beneath me. He had never told me that before, and the idea of him getting off on someone else wanting me was so damn hot.

“I see. Now, we shall go deeper. Maya, tell me about a fantasy you’ve had about another woman.”

My breath caught. I looked at Rhys, finding a silent, urging heat in his eyes that told me to keep going. He was just as captivated as I was. This was territory we had never touched before, and I couldn’t believe how casually Lars had brought it up.

“Um…”

“It’s okay. Take your time. Remember, you are allowed to be honest. If you’ve done this for a long as I have, you learn how to read certain people,” he replied. “And Maya, something tells me my question is not so out of line. If you are comfortable, I’m sure we’d all love to listen…”

My skin was starting to prickle with heat. I looked at Rhys again, but all he had for me was encouragement.

“Well… I’m definitely curious now. Go on, Maya. Let’s see if he’s right,” said Rhys.

I paused for a moment, scanning through the memories in my mind, and then letting the truth surface. I took a deep breath and spoke.

“Okay… well… I’ve never admitted this out loud, but…” I stammered, my heart racing as the truth bubbled up.

“Radical honesty, Maya,” Lars replied. His tone was calm, offering a completely safe space. “Let go of the shame. I know your body is already embracing it. Give your desires a voice.”

Fuck, he was right. I was dripping, and my clit was a pulsing ache. There was nowhere left to hide. I looked at Rhys with a pounding heart, and just let it out.

“Okay, fine! I’ve thought about our friend Laura before.”

The moment the words left my mouth, Rhys blinked in surprise, and I flushed with embarrassment. I pushed forward anyway.

“Ugh, I hate to admit this, but you wanted honesty, so here we go. Sometimes when she hugs me, her breasts press really firmly against mine, and they’re so soft, so warm, that I just melt completely, and yeah, I’ve thought about what it would feel like to have them bare against my skin.”

The words started to tumble out faster now.

“I’ve fantasized about the three of us in bed. About me kissing her, tasting her, while you watch, Rhys. I’ve wanted to go down on her while you fuck me from behind, just so you can watch how her face twists with joy as I make her cum with my mouth.”

Rhys made a gasping sound and froze. His pupils were blown wide, and his cock was now fully hard and throbbing with blood.

“Holy fuck, Maya. You… you think about that?”

“Ugh, I was going to tell you at some point, but I just never found the right moment. Sorry if it offends you?”

“Are you kidding me? Not at all. This is so fucking hot.”

“Now you, Rhys,” Lars cut in, seizing the opportunity. “Tell me about a time you wanted another man to touch your wife.”

“That’s… a hell of a fantasy to own up to,” he admitted, his voice full of arousal.

“There is no judgment for your desires here, Rhys,” Lars said, offering the same safe space to speak.

Rhys’s composure finally broke, and a shudder ran through him.

“Argh, fuck. Okay, look… this is going to sound crazy, but there was this one time at a bar we went to last year, when we were both pretty tipsy, and there was this guy dancing with her.”

“You mean last year at Stacy’s?” I cut in. “Oh my god, I thought you totally didn’t care!”

“Well, probably not in the way you think. So, this guy was dancing with Maya, and he was pretty decent looking, nice build, looked like he played football or something. For some reason, I just let it happen, and they shared a few intimate movements. Eventually, he had his hands right over her ass, and he was handling Maya like he owned her. I knew I should have stepped in or said something, but I just watched. I actually wanted to see him grab a handful of her ass, feel how soft she is, and pull her tight against his crotch. I wanted to see his boner pressing in and watch Maya’s face to see if she liked it. It was kind of hot, to be honest, and I was so fucking hard the whole time.”

Lars gave a quiet nod, then looked at me again. “Maya, how would you have felt if he had taken you right there on the dance floor? Would you have let Rhys watch you get fucked by another man?”

I swallowed hard. “I… I don’t know. Maybe. If Rhys wanted to watch and was totally okay with it… I think I would have done it, just to see the look on his face.”

Rhys let out a low growl. “Fuck, Maya...”

Lars turned to him calmly. “Good, Rhys. Maya, you too. You’re both doing very well. If you’re both happy, I’d like to keep going.”

We nodded, and the conversation continued. With every secret we spilled after that, the room felt smaller, and the candlelight around us seemed to burn hotter. We were caught in a blaze of pure lust, and each confession only fed the fire further. My cunt was pulsing so much that by the end of it I could barely sit still, and both Rhys and Lars could see how slick I was. Even Rhys looked like he was about to lose control, his cock throbbing so hard he might have exploded right there.

“Fuck, please,” I begged toward the end of it, looking up at Lars with pleading eyes. “Lars, please let me touch him. I can’t wait anymore. I’m so fucking horny!”

Rhys was panting now. “Same. Please, just let me taste her. Lars, look at her, she’s so fucking wet right now!”

“You’re both doing very well, but if you can keep your composure, I have one final confession to ask,” Lars murmured.

With a sigh, we decided to stay put for the moment, playing along with him to see where he would go.

“Great. Now, Maya. Describe in detail the dirtiest, most shameful thought you’ve had since the moment you stepped onto that bus this afternoon.”

The words poured out of me like a flood, the thrill of finally admitting it burning away my last shred of inhibition. “Watching Simon and Hanna and seeing her mouth wrapped around his huge, dark cock. I wanted to be her so badly and feel that big cock sliding down my throat until I moaned on it, and I wanted Rhys to watch the whole time. Then I wanted Hanna to join us too; I wanted to feel her mouth on my pussy, her tongue on my clit, while Rhys held my hips and fucked me from behind.”

A breathless sound erupted from Rhys’s throat, and Lars smiled, seeing that he was completely at his breaking point.

“I see,” Lars whispered, looking briefly at Rhys. “Well, Rhys, does that turn you on? Or does that make you jealous?”

“It turns me on so fucking much,” he replied instantly. “God, I want to fuck you so bad, Maya.”

My pussy fluttered at that. I wanted him so bad, too.

“In that case, I think we’re done with the confessions. Thank you for your patience and enthusiasm, Maya and Rhys. You may now begin.”

Rhys and I launched at each other the second the words left Lars’s mouth.

Our lips collided, and we found ourselves in a tight embrace. I climbed onto his lap, wrapping my legs around his torso just so I could press my pussy down on him faster. My hands were all over his neck, his hair, guiding his head down to pull him deeper into my mouth. My whole body was on fire. With one hand, I reached down between our grinding bodies, wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock, and guided the pulsing thing straight to its home inside my cunt.

Then I ground down, pushing myself onto him, and he surged up to meet me, burying himself deep inside. I cried out the moment he did, and Rhys groaned back just as loudly. I started rocking on him, relishing the slippery, intense way my clit dragged against his pubes, all while Rhys squeezed my ass with a tight grip.

For a split second, my eyes flicked to the side. I saw Lars, and for the first time in my life, I didn’t care that someone was watching me ride my man’s cock. In fact, I wanted him to. I wanted him to see how desperate and far gone we were.

Just as I was about to come, Rhys broke the rhythm.

“Fuck. I need to taste you, Maya. There’s no way you’re going to drip like this, and I don’t get to have it on my tongue.”

Then I was on my back, with my husband’s face buried between my legs, and his tongue painting all over my swollen pussy lips. He licked, slurped, and drank me in greedily. My moans echoed off every wall as I sobbed for more, and then the orgasm hit. I writhed and shuddered under his tongue as I came, crying out loudly.

Through the tears of pleasure, I saw Lars again. He was still watching us from his chair, his eyes fixed on us as he took in the sight of me getting eaten out.

After my first orgasm passed, Rhys was back on top of me in an instant. He thrust his cock into my cunt again, and now he was fucking me in missionary. I wrapped my legs tightly around his ass, helping him drive deeper, his engorged head hitting the very back of my walls.

Rhys’s orgasm didn’t take long after that. I felt his muscles tense as he pressed his cock in even deeper and started unloading.

“Oh my god, Rhys, yes! Just fill me up!”

He flooded my pussy completely. It was an overwhelming release, splattering against every inch of my insides. It triggered another climax of my own, just as intense, and I sobbed into a messy kiss with him.

When it was over, he collapsed on top of me, his thrusts slowing into a gentle grind as he planted soft kisses along my neck, easing us both through the aftershocks. When he finally lifted his head, he was breathless and dazed. Rhys leaned in close to my ear and whispered the filthiest, most perfect thing I had ever heard.

“Maya. From now on, you tell me about every single one of your dirty thoughts, no matter how crazy. Fucking everything, okay?”

“God, yes,” I replied eagerly. “But only if the same goes for you, Rhys.”


Chapter Five


Stepping out of our experience felt like surfacing from a different reality. The cold air was a welcome shock after the confessional heat of that room. My body was gloriously sensitive, and it felt like Rhys and I had rediscovered something dirty and shameless between us.

“So that whole thing about wanting to go down on Laura and having a threesome with her… did you really mean that?” Rhys asked as we walked along another path.

“Yeah, really,” I said, squeezing his hand to reassure him. “What about you, though? With that guy at the bar grabbing my ass. Did you actually want him to?”

“Yeah, absolutely. I still don’t understand why or how, but fuck, the thought of him working you like that got me so fucking turned on.”

I smiled at him. “Rhys, I think that room just made us realize we’re both a lot dirtier than we ever admitted.”

“Yeah, tell me about it. I’m so glad it did, though.”

“I can’t get the image of Lars out of my head either. I can’t believe he was just standing there, watching.”

“Guy looked like he was about to jerk off to us. You think he feels that way every session?”

“Probably,” I said, then let out a small laugh. “Though, as hot as all this is, do you think we can save it for after we eat? I don’t know about you, but I’m starving.”

He laughed and gave my ass a light smack. “Of course, I’m starving too. Let’s get some food first, then we’ll debrief.”

We kept walking until we reached the main dining hall. It was a broad open space with a cathedral ceiling crisscrossed by enormous log beams. Two monumental stone fireplaces roared at either end of the room, heating the space perfectly. Inside were long wooden tables, filled with people eating, talking, and lively with energy as they shared food and stories.

We stepped into the space and looked around for a seat. That was when we saw them, halfway down one of the long tables. Hanna was laughing brightly, a glass of champagne in her hand, while Simon watched her with that same dirty smile he’d had back at the cabin. There were two empty spots across from them, so we made our way over.

“Well, you two look like you’ve been thoroughly fucked and interrogated,” she teased. “I love it! Get your asses over here and sit down.”

“Props to you guys for surviving your first show. How was it?” Simon asked as we slipped into our seats.

“Well, uh, it was pretty educational,” Rhys said.

“Huh? Educational?” Hanna pouted, leaning forward and giving me a generous view of her cleavage through her robe. “That sounds boring. Was it hot? Did you fuck your brains out? Tell us everything!”

I spoke up. “Well yeah, it was pretty intense. The guy had us confess and talk about things that we’ve never talked about before.”

“Oh, that’s Lars!” Hanna sighed dreamily. “He’s good at that. He loves digging up all the dirty secrets and watching what happens when you spill. Did you tell him any good ones?”

“Well… I told him that I fantasized about having a threesome with Rhys and the friend who sent us here.”

“I fucking love it! You’re not as shy as you look, are you, Maya?” She reached across with her hand and stroked my own, gently. “Welcome to the club.”

Just as she said that, two seats behind us cleared, and two new people stepped in to take their place. Hanna’s face lit up as they sat down next to us. “There you are! Gosh, we were wondering when you’d show your faces!”

The woman who approached her was a burst of energy. She had an athletic build, with a small set of breasts that I could just make out through the gap at the front of her robe. Her dark hair was tied up in a bun, and she looked at us with a playful curiosity.

The man with her was slightly taller, lean but toned, with tousled black hair. When his robe fell open slightly as he moved, I caught a glimpse of a strong, defined chest beneath it, and a juicy sliver of his girthy cock too.

“We were busy christening our cabin,” the woman finally said, her crisp Canadian accent cutting clean through the noise. She leaned down and gave Hanna a passionate, open-mouthed kiss that was sloppy and wet, then did the same to Simon. “You know how it is.”

“Zara, Max, this is Maya and Rhys,” Hanna said, gesturing to us while licking Zara’s spit off her lips. “It’s their first time.”

“Aww, virgins,” Zara replied. Her eyes raked over me, then Rhys. “Don’t worry, we’ll be gentle!”

Max dropped into the seat next to Rhys and slung an arm around his shoulder. “First time, eh? Hope you’re ready, man, this place isn’t for amateurs.”

“We’re learning that,” Rhys replied.

That was when Hanna caught my eye with a wicked smile, silently asking for permission to share what I had just told her. I bit my lip and gave a shy nod, and when Hanna spoke, Zara shot up with excitement. “Guys! Apparently our sweet Maya here has a threesome fantasy,” she announced to the table, and my entire body went hot with a sudden, thrilling rush of exposure.

Hanna giggled. “She’s a dirty one, but she and Rhys are still a bit shy. Somewhat hesitant about all the public affection, to put it plainly.”

Zara’s eyes lit up. “Shy? Oh, there’s no pressure here, but it is contagious.” She turned to Max, a naughty grin spreading across her face. “You hear that, babe? How about we give them some inspiration?”

Max’s grin was just as dirty. “That sounds great, babe.”

Then, right there at the dinner table, with plates of food and glasses of champagne still in front of them, Zara’s hands went to the front of her robe. She untied the knot, letting the fabric fall open to reveal her small, perky breasts, with browned nipples jutting out proudly. At the same time, Max loosened the belt of his own robe, and when the front fell open, his big, pale cock came into view, marbled with thick blue veins.

Zara immediately came around, took his cock in her hand, and guided the tip to her mouth. Her eyes met mine just as she started to suck. My vision tunneled to the sight of Zara’s mouth working on Max’s cock. She was sucking hard and deep, refusing to take it slow, taking him down her throat until he hit her tonsils. Then she pulled back with a pop, spat on the tip to slick it up, and took him in again until the same filthy sound filled the air.

“See?” Zara said as she pulled off his pink head. “It’s just dinner and a show. No need to be shy when everyone’s doing it.” She pointed to the many couples around us already in the middle of a good fuck.

Then she looked at Hanna and Simon, and they needed no more encouragement. Hanna immediately slid off the bench and under the table, taking Simon into her mouth. I peeked underneath just to see how fast she was going, and I could already see her head moving in quick strokes as the wet sounds carried across to Rhys and me.

Max, caught up in the chaos, threw us a wicked grin. “Don’t let us have all the fun, newbies. Maya, didn’t you want something in your mouth right now?” Zara pulled away from him again, her eyes flashing with a playful invitation.

“He’s right. You can sit and watch as long as you like, sweetheart, but wouldn’t you rather play?” She locked eyes with me. “Show us how dirty you can be.”

Fuck, it was an invitation I didn’t want to refuse. My own desire completely taking over, I slid off the bench and onto the floor with the others, eagerly reaching for Rhys’s cock through his robe.

“Good, show him who’s in charge,” Zara said approvingly, now just stroking Max’s cock and watching us like a coach from the sidelines.

Rhys was completely erect again, and the first thing I did was lick up a drop of his precum with my tongue and spread it back over his head. Once he was properly slick, I took him into my mouth and closed my eyes, letting him throb against my tongue. I copied what I’d seen Zara and Hanna do, using my lips, my tongue, and the back of my throat to pleasure him, until Rhys’s hands were gripping tightly in my hair.

“Now you, handsome,” Zara’s voice cut in. “Don’t just sit there. Look at how hard your wife is working. The least you can do is return the favor. Don’t you think?”

“Of course. This is my favorite part,” he replied.

Rhys pulled his cock from my mouth and guided me to a spot beside our table. On the other side, Hanna was still working on Simon, easily drawing out loud moans from him. Zara was on the ground now too, her legs spread wide as Max leaned down to eat her out. The idea of being completely naked in front of all of them only served to thrill me. I didn’t care who was watching anymore.

I spread my legs for Rhys, mirroring Zara. He slid his fingers between my slit, finding my clit instantly, and then his mouth was on me. Rhys licked and flicked through every inch of my swollen flesh. I let out a trembling moan that filled the space around us.

Zara started giving instructions between her own moans as Max’s tongue worked between her legs, her eyes fixed on us and on how well Rhys was licking my cunt.

“Mm, yeah, that’s it, Rhys. Get your tongue in deep!”

Hanna chimed in, sliding off Simon’s cock for a second to get her message across. “Don’t be shy, Maya! Spread wide and let him taste everything, that’s what he’s there for!”

Rhys continued eating me out passionately, until Zara’s voice came through again. “Alright, time for the main course. Everyone on your knees. Let’s get into some doggystyle!”

Eager to follow her lead, we discarded our robes completely and put our bodies on full display.

Our husbands moved in behind us, pressing their cocks against our soaked cunts, ready to take us again.

“Alright, newbies, watch and learn,” Zara commanded. “I want you to fuck her, Rhys, but I want you to do it right. Grab her hips tightly first, then angle them slightly up. Pull Maya right back against you until your balls are slapping against her. Understand?”

Rhys nodded, and I let him clamp his hands down on my hips. He tilted them upward before slamming into me. I cried out, loving the way he filled me so precisely, reaching that beautiful spot inside my pink walls that made my entire body quiver.

“Good,” Zara grunted as Max drove into her. “Now, Maya, push your ass out for him and squeeze him with your pussy.”

I followed her instructions, clenching my muscles tightly around Rhys’s cock, and he let out an intense groan. It must have felt like heaven for him, because his rhythm suddenly grew faster.

Beside us, Simon and Hanna were moving just as wildly. The energy in the room climbed higher and higher until all our moans blended together, mixing with the sounds of everyone else in the space doing exactly what we were.

“Ooh, I’m close!” Max grunted from my right.

“Me too!” Simon added from my left.

“Alright, guys,” Zara cried, her voice tight and trembling with her own release. “On their tits. Now!”

Rhys, already on the edge, suddenly pulled out of me. I quickly turned around, pressed my tits together with my hands, and watched him stroke himself furiously. Within seconds, he was releasing across my chest, hot spurts landing over my sweaty skin until I was completely coated in him. The others followed soon after, and when I looked over, both Hanna’s and Zara’s breasts were glistening, covered in generous white streaks from their partners. We were all a mess, and it was absolutely beautiful.

Surrounded by the smell of sex and the sound of our heavy breathing, my mind raced with everything that had just happened, and a strange new desire took hold of me. I looked at the cum dripping from Hanna’s perfect breasts, then at the pearly sheen covering Zara’s toned chest, and I just wanted to taste it. I wanted to know what it felt like to have another woman’s nipple in my mouth, and then, to taste the warm, wet flesh of her cunt, and to feel her shudder beneath my tongue.

Fuck. I could hardly believe how quickly this place was already unraveling me, and somehow, it was still only our first day.


Chapter Six


Iwoke up the next morning with Rhys’s cock stirring against my ass.

“Morning,” he murmured into my hair. “Looks like someone’s up early today.”

He was right. I glanced at the clock next to us, and it was barely past seven.

“I think I’m just excited to get some dick inside me,” I said shamelessly. Rhys loved it when I talked like that, and from the look on his face, he was already coming to terms with the fact that the woman lying in front of him was far dirtier than the one he had married just a few weeks ago. He slid his hand from my waist down to my stomach, already starting to explore.

“Well, did you at least sleep well? You do know a good day of fucking needs a good night of rest, right?”

I let out a deep breath and pushed my ass back against his erection. “I slept fine. In fact, I actually dreamed about you last night, and everything we got up to yesterday.”

“Yeah? What part?”

“All of it,” I said, rolling over to face him. “From Lars, to the dinner, and watching our new friends fuck right in front of us while we did the same. I think I’m still wet from it all.”

He peeked under the covers at my glossy cunt and grinned. “Mm, you’re definitely not wrong.” He ran a slow hand over my thigh, licking his lips. “Maya, yesterday was insane. I can’t stop thinking about it. It’s all I’ve been seeing in my head, over and over.”

I took his hand and guided it to my pussy. “Then maybe we should replay it some more and start the day off right.”

He groaned, already half inside me. But before we could indulge in some messy morning sex, a thought popped into my mind. “Hey, remember how we spilled all those secrets yesterday?” I asked him.

“Yeah?”

“Well, it got me thinking… what if we actually explored some of them?”

Rhys’s face flushed, but it was the good kind.

“Uh, what do you mean exactly?”

“I mean, what if we let ourselves explore things with… another couple? Kind of like what those guys did yesterday. Honestly, they looked like they had a lot of fun, and maybe that’s something we both want too.”

I felt Rhys’s cock thicken and twitch inside. “Fuck, you really mean that?”

“Completely. I think I’d even enjoy watching you with another woman. Eating her out, fucking her, maybe even giving her your cum.”

“Fuck...” Rhys was panting heavily.

“Well, what do you say? Think we could swap?”

There it was. My final proposition, spoken out loud.

“So… you’re giving me permission to have sex with another woman?”

“Well, only if you let another guy have sex with me too. It goes both ways, you know.”

“Fuck, of course I would allow that. You heard me yesterday, didn’t you? I want to see another man’s hands on you and see him stuff his cock inside you too. I really, really want to share you, Maya. Your pussy is way too good to keep to myself.”

I was already gushing onto the sheets, and a deep pulse was gradually stirring in my cunt. Rhys’s confession was stronger than any fantasy, and hearing those words come straight from his mouth only made me crave it more.

“God… this is… so hot. I can’t believe we’re actually doing this.”

“Well, you said it yourself, right? Jason and Laura look so happy all the time. Maybe this is the next step for us and our marriage.”

“I never imagined sharing each other like this, but for some reason, it just feels right.”

“It’s definitely freeing,” he said softly. “Especially because we’re actually being honest about it all.”

A silence settled between us for a moment. Then he brushed a hand down my cheek.

“I love you so much, Maya. You’re everything to me. Let’s do this right, okay?”

“I love you too, Rhys. We’ll do it right. I want this as much as you do.”

Then we leaned in for a passionate kiss, and his hand slid between my legs, stroking my clit until I was trembling. Eventually, I climbed on top of him and took his cock deeper inside me, riding him hard as the pressure built between us. When he finally filled me with his cum, a soft clatter echoed from the kitchen down the hall.

“What was that?” I panted, my heart still racing.

Rhys grinned, swiping a damp strand of hair from my forehead. “Oh, I texted the concierge this morning. They have an in-cabin chef service for breakfast and I figured it would be a nice treat. He must have just let himself in.”

I stared at him, my pulse spiking for an entirely different reason. “Right… and he’s just… out there?”

“Yep,” Rhys said, his eyes dropping to my slick, naked body. “I can go tell him to wait outside, or you can go out there right now and show him exactly what kind of weekend we’re having. What do you think?”

A thrilling rush of heat pooled in my belly. The idea of walking out there completely exposed was exactly the kind of dirty game we had just been talking about. “I’d like that…” I said shamelessly, giggling.

Just as I sat up, the doorbell rang.

“Oh, that must be the next ticket,” I announced, my voice breathless.

“Perfect timing. I’ll grab the door; you go handle the kitchen,” Rhys chuckled, getting up.

I swung my legs out of bed, and while entirely naked, walked out of our room and headed down the hall. Just as I rounded the corner, I saw him. A man was standing at the stove, his back to me, tossing something in a sizzling pan. He wore a white chef’s uniform and cooked calmly.

Even though I knew he was there, a fleeting instinct urged me to cover myself and dart back down the hall. But then I paused. Was I really going to hide, especially after the challenge Rhys had just laid down? I actively leaned into it, letting my arms relax at my sides and proudly allowing my body to be on full display. The chef must have heard me, because as soon as I moved, he turned around with a spatula in his hand.

He was a handsome man with a warm, professional smile. His eyes met mine, calmly taking in the length of my naked body with an appreciative glint.

“Good morning, ma’am. Please, make yourself comfortable,” he began, completely unfazed. “My name is Julian, and I am your chef. Can I get you some coffee while you decide on breakfast? Today’s service is in-house.”

I was completely stunned by his composure, but I still managed a “Yes.”

He turned to an espresso machine, and a moment later, the rich smell of coffee filled the air. I stood there, naked and exposed, while a stranger was making me breakfast.

“And what would you like to eat?” he asked, glancing back toward the stove.

“Scrambled eggs would be nice. With those mushrooms, please.”

Just then, Rhys appeared from around the corner, holding another black envelope in his hand. He was still naked, his cock hanging partially flaccid. Seeing me standing completely bare in front of a stranger brought a proud smirk to his face. He walked right in, stepping into the kitchen and sliding an arm around my waist.

“Smells amazing in here,” he said casually, pressing a kiss to my shoulder.

Julian turned and gave him the same professional smile. “Good morning, sir. What would you like for breakfast?”

“I’ll have whatever my sexy wife is having,” Rhys replied, pulling me closer.

Julian carried on cooking for us, completely unfazed by the two naked bodies standing in his workspace, making out and groping each other as they waited for their breakfast. He plated our scrambled eggs, studded with sautéed mushrooms and fresh herbs, and served them with crispy bacon and toast.

“Alright, let’s see what today’s adventure is,” Rhys said, turning his attention to the black envelope as we sat at the small dining table, digging into our breakfast.

He broke the seal and pulled out the card, reading the silver script aloud. “‘The body knows what the mind forbids. Trust can only be proven when sight is stolen. Today, you will not see, but only feel and taste. The Chamber awaits you.’”

My mind was already racing. “Well, am I meant to act surprised? They could have handed us a blank page for all I care. This is even more vague than yesterday.”

“Yeah, not much clearer,” Rhys said with a grin. “But I do like the sound of this whole ‘not seeing’ thing.”

I raised an eyebrow. “You want to be blindfolded while strangers touch me?”

“Sure, I guess,” he shot back, smirking. “Though, the same rules probably apply for you, too, Maya. Don’t forget.”

“Well, I’m definitely not saying no to that…” I added with a laugh.

The conversation continued through breakfast, the excitement and anticipation of our next challenge surging through our bodies.

After Julian had packed up and left, we quickly showered together and threw on our robes before heading out into the crisp air of the morning. Following the signs for The Chamber, we reached a different part of the main lodge. The entrance was a simple, unadorned wooden door, where a new guide was waiting for us. Standing there was a woman who seemed like an explosion of life. She was curvy and powerful, with smooth dark skin and a smile so bright it could have lit up the entire resort. She couldn’t have been older than her late twenties, and wore a vibrant yellow silk robe that draped over her body beautifully.

Even as we walked up to her, it was clear she radiated pure, infectious joy. She was warm and magnetic, almost the complete opposite of Lars from the day before.

“Welcome! You must be Maya and Rhys! I’m Cassie,” she beamed. “I’m so, so excited for you two today; this is one of my absolute favorite experiences!” She took our ticket and tucked it into a pocket without even looking at it.

“It’s really nice to meet you, Cassie,” I said, and her energy was so contagious that I couldn’t help but smile back. Rhys did the same.

“Alright, lovebirds, let’s get to it,” she said, pushing the door open. “Welcome to The Chamber Experience.”

The room beyond was dark, and there was a musky scent in the air that hinted at sweat and sex. As my eyes adjusted, I saw that the space was a large, circular room. The walls were made of smooth wood, and the padded floor matched the tone perfectly. In the center stood a large glass cylinder, almost looking like a display case.

“Okay, let me tell you how we’re going to play today,” Cassie started, bringing her hands together. “Today is all about taste, and a bit of dirty guesswork. We’re going to find out how well you two really know each other. Not with your eyes, but with your mouths.”

“Damn, I’m already liking the sound of this,” Rhys added.

Cassie giggled. “I thought you might! So here’s the deal. One of you is going to be the Taster. The Taster gets to be the star of the show, right inside our lovely glass stage here.” She patted the transparent cylinder. “You’ll be blindfolded and wearing noise-canceling headphones. That means you won’t be able to see or hear a thing, except for my voice giving you instructions. Your only job is to get on your knees, open your mouth, and wait. You can tap the glass twice to stop at any time.”

My stomach fluttered with a wild rush of adrenaline at her words, and my cunt instantly pulsed. I imagined myself on my knees in that glass box, eagerly waiting for whatever they were going to give me.

“Okay! Next, while our Taster is getting settled, a few volunteers will be brought into the chamber one at a time. Your job, as the Taster, is to pleasure them orally. For you, Maya, that means you’ll be providing some delicious, mind-blowing head. For you, Rhys, that means you’ll be treating a few eager sluts to some leg-trembling cunnilingus!”

She let that sink in, and her dirty smile widened even more as she saw the looks on our faces. “One of those volunteers, mixed in with the strangers, will be your actual partner. At the very end of the lineup, I will ask you to make your guess. Which one was the love of your life? Which cock, which pussy, belongs to you? If you guess correctly, you win a very special prize: an all-access pass to the final day’s party. Trust me when I say, you absolutely want to be there!”

“So, what happens if we guess wrong?” Rhys asked.

“Then you don’t get your ticket,” Cassie said with an exaggerated shrug. “But you still get to suck a bunch of strangers’ cocks or eat out a bunch of strangers’ pussies, so really, is it even losing?” She chuckled loudly. “So, who wants to be our first Taster and prove they know their partner’s junk better than anyone else in this resort?”

Rhys and I looked at each other. Even just a day ago, this would have been an insane, unthinkable proposition. But now, after everything that had happened and our very explicit discussion earlier that morning, it felt like a natural next step, and there were no words left to be shared between us anymore. We just had to go for it, plain and simple.

“Guess I’ll go first,” I finally said.

“Yes, babe! I love a brave woman who knows what she wants,” Cassie cheered. “Alright, Rhys, you go wait over there behind the curtain with the other handsome gentlemen already lining up. You’re free to watch once we get started. Maya, my love, let’s get you ready.”

She led me to the glass cylinder and helped me step inside. The door slid shut behind me, and the sounds of the room dulled immediately. Cassie opened it again for a moment, handing me a blindfold and a pair of headphones.

I slipped them both on, and immediately, all I could focus on was the rush of my own breath and the heavy beat of my heart.

“Okay, hearing me alright there?” Cassie’s voice crackled gently through the headphones.

“Yes.”

“Great. Now get on your knees, gorgeous.”

I sank to the floor.

“Alright, Maya,” Cassie said. “Here comes your first cock. Open wide!”

I felt the vibration of the door sliding open, then closing again. Someone else had entered the chamber. I straightened my back, unsure if I should speak yet, but wanting to present myself properly in case the man was studying me before feeding me his cock.

Then I felt it. A warm, solid length of flesh brushing against my lips, already wet with precum. A shiver of pure anticipation ran through me, and I eagerly opened my mouth wide, letting him ease in. This cock was huge and incredibly smooth. There wasn’t a single hair or bump, just a few thick veins running along the shaft, warming my cheeks as I took him deeper.

Holy shit, this felt so good. I sealed my lips tighter around him and started to suck, my pussy starting to drip with need. Immediately, I knew it wasn’t Rhys. But I didn’t care. I sucked harder, loving the weight of another man’s cock in my mouth and the forbidden taste of him on my tongue.

A filthy part of me wanted to keep him there forever, to explore every inch of him with my lips and tongue until I knew his cock better than my own husband’s. I really wanted to taste his cum and feel it slide down my throat, but something told me I didn’t have much time, so I doubled down. My hands wrapped around his base, stroking in time with my mouth, and I cupped his balls gently, rolling them between my fingers just to see if it would make him lose control faster.

The whole time, I couldn’t stop thinking about Rhys. Was he outside the cylinder, watching through the glass and stroking himself while his wife sucked on a stranger’s cock? Or maybe, was he groaning hard the whole time, begging Cassie to let him inside and put his cock in my mouth instead?

The thought made me even wetter. My hand drifted between my legs and my fingers started working my clit as I bobbed over him. Cassie’s voice echoed in my ears, almost like she could feel exactly what I was feeling in my mouth. “That’s it, babe. Get yourself off while you work! Show him what that talented mouth of yours can do!”

So I sucked him harder, rubbing myself with growing urgency, right on the edge of my own orgasm. But not even a few seconds later, Cassie’s voice came through again. “Alright, your time is up!”

The cock slipped from my mouth, and I felt the man exit the chamber. Almost immediately, someone else entered. I opened my mouth again, ready to take him. This one was different. Slightly thinner, but much longer. And as he fed it to me, the tip easily slid over my tongue. The moment his cock hit the back of my throat, the soft hair at the base tickled my nose in a way that felt deeply familiar. That, combined with the unique taste of his skin, gave me my answer.

It was Rhys. This cock belonged to him, and I felt a wave of happiness knowing I could recognize it so easily. This was the cock that belonged inside me. I took him in deeper than I had with the first man, letting my fingers continue working over my clit as I showed him with my mouth just how much I missed him. I wrapped my hands around his ass too and pulled him in closer, swallowing him down as far as I could and letting spit spill out over my chin. I didn’t care how messy it was getting. I wanted him to feel everything.

But it ended too quickly. Just as I found my rhythm, he was pulled away. A few more strokes, and then Cassie’s voice erupted through the headphones again.

“Okay, enough! Next cock, please!”

Rhys slipped out, and another cock replaced him, then another. Each one felt like a new maze for my mouth to explore, and I loved every second of it. One was short and thick, with a soft, uncircumcised foreskin that I peeled back with my tongue before taking him in. Another was heavily veined, the rough skin creating a delicious friction against the roof of my mouth as he thrust forward. With each new cock, my arousal grew stronger, and a shameless wave of pleasure bloomed inside me, fueled by the thought of Rhys watching and enjoying the sight of me like this. I let the feeling take over, giving myself completely and allowing each man to use my mouth freely.

Finally, Cassie’s voice came through my headphones one last time. “Alright, my beautiful cock sucker, that was the last one! You can take off the blindfold and headphones now.”

I pulled them off, blinking as my eyes adjusted to the light. I was alone in the cylinder. Outside, a small group of men, including Rhys, stood behind a row of partitions. Their bodies were completely hidden from view.

“Well? Did you find your man?” Cassie asked.

I pointed straight at the second partition without hesitation. “The second one. That was definitely Rhys.”

Cassie clapped her hands together excitedly. “Oh my god, congratulations! That’s correct. You certainly know your man’s meat very well. Rhys, you may step out now.”

Rhys came around the partition and ran over to hug me. He was still hard, and I almost felt bad that I hadn’t made him cum during the short time we’d had together.

Cassie continued. “Now, Rhys, my handsome friend, it’s your turn to prove you know your wife’s sweet pussy just as well. Ladies, line up!”

Now it was my turn to watch. I stood with a group of women on the opposite side, my pulse quickening with a combination of jealousy and pride.

I watched as Rhys was blindfolded and got down on his knees. Then the first woman, who was a tall blonde with long and curvy legs, stepped into the cylinder and positioned her slit in front of his face. All I could do was watch as she pressed her cunt against his mouth, her soft curls brushing over his nose. She grabbed the back of his head and pulled his mouth firmly against her. Another sharp throb pulsed through my clit, and a quiet moan slipped out before I could stop it. I’d never seen Rhys eat out another woman before, certainly not like this.

My husband was so fucking good at it, though. He licked and sucked her pussy lips and clit until she was trembling and moaning intensely. Her cum ran down his chin, but he didn’t waste a drop. He slurped it up hungrily, even using his fingers to scoop what he missed and bring it back to his mouth.

Watching him like this made me incredibly aroused, and I loved every second of it. His hand wrapped around his cock as he pumped himself, still licking and drinking from the woman above him.

“Get it, Rhys!” Cassie called from the side. “Make her sing for you!”

Another woman stepped in after her, then another. Each one brought a new wave of jealousy, but also a new flood of heat between my legs. I watched him taste a woman who was completely shaved, her pussy neat and beautifully pink. She moaned so hard under his tongue that she had to hold onto the glass walls for support. Then came another woman with a wild, untrimmed bush, and Rhys worked her over with both tongue and fingers, clearly relishing the way she shook on his face and drenched him in her release.

By then, I was too far gone. My hand was between my legs, two fingers buried in my cunt as I thrust along to the show my husband and those women were putting on. After a while, it was my turn. I stepped into the chamber and positioned myself in front of his face. Then his mouth was on me. As soon as he tasted the salty musk of my pussy juice, he smiled. I knew then that he had recognized me.

He went straight to my clit, sucking it between his teeth and flicking his tongue over it. His fingers slid into my cunt soon after, just like he had done with the other women, and he began massaging my G-spot. The intensity hit me all at once. I moaned and gasped into the air, my breath fogging up the glass walls around us. If only Rhys could hear how loud I was. I knew it would have made him go even harder. My legs were shaking uncontrollably, and just as the orgasm was about to take me, Cassie’s voice rang out, pulling me away too soon. I had to step out of the chamber and return behind the partition, trembling and aching.

Cassie turned to Rhys as soon as he stepped out of the cylinder. “Well, handsome, which one of those beautiful cunts belongs to you?”

There was no hesitation here. Rhys answered instantly.

“The last one. She tastes like nothing else. I would know that flavor anywhere.”

Cassie burst into cheers. “Yay! We have a winner! Congratulations! Gosh, you two know each other so well. Maya, come out here and greet your wonderful husband.”

I came around the partition and walked straight into Rhys’s arms for a kiss. Our love felt even deeper now.

“Congratulations again, guys. That was an enormous achievement. You’ve officially earned your tickets to the final night.” She pulled two golden cards from a pocket in her robe and presented them to us. But as I took mine, I noticed the fine print at the bottom.

“Wait a minute,” Rhys said, reading over my shoulder. “It says here this ticket only grants full access upon completion of our final experience. What’s that about?”

“Glad you asked!” Cassie said with a grin. “The final night party includes some of the most intense, filthy, and uninhibited acts at Alpenglow. While this ticket gives you entry, your last hurdle is still ahead. You’ll need to complete one final experience to prove you’re ready.”

Rhys and I exchanged a look of disbelief, already wondering what that final challenge might involve, but we were excited all the same. Cassie gave us one last laugh and waved us off, and we stumbled out of the chamber and back into the open air of the lodge.

As we tried to get our bearings, another door beside us opened, and a couple stepped out, blinking and laughing. They looked just as dazed and sexually wrecked as we felt. We hadn’t seen them before. They were at least a decade older than us and carried themselves with a quiet sophistication.

“Well, that was certainly a palate cleanser,” the man said in a deep voice. I could instantly pick up his French accent. He was impressively fit for his age, with a few strands of white hair peeking out at his temples, but his body was still strong and lean.

The woman beside him was striking too. Her features were sharp, with high cheekbones and deep blue eyes that sparkled with mischief. She looked at him with a smirk. “You just enjoy any excuse to taste other women, Finn.”

They noticed us at the same time, and the woman gave us a warm smile. “Hello there! Looks like we were in the same session.”

“The one with the glass chamber and all those cocks and pussies?” Rhys asked, playfully.

“Yes, precisely that one!” Finn replied, still tying up the front of his robe. As he did, the fabric opened briefly, revealing a gorgeous, pale, uncircumcised cock nestled in a patch of slightly graying hair. I couldn’t help but stare. His wife, Lily, noticed and grinned. She made no move to cover him.

“I’m Finn, and this is my lovely Lily,” he said, finally securing his robe.

“Lovely to meet you both,” I replied. “Any luck passing the test?”

They both burst into laughter.

“Pass? God, no,” Lily said. “More like fail spectacularly. Isn’t that right, my love?”

He nodded back.

“My husband, I’m afraid, has developed a rather indiscriminate palate these days. He guessed I was the woman with the rather prominent labia piercing.” She let her robe fall open, and my eyes were immediately drawn to the untamed triangle of black hair between her legs. There was no piercing. Only her puffy, darkened labia nestled beautifully between her soft thighs. Her skin looked smooth and full, even at her age, and her breasts were still unbelievably perky, with large, slightly crinkled areolas. She was a work of art.

Finn replied with a sigh. “A simple mistake, to be honest. After a few years of this lifestyle, my dears, the library of tastes in one’s memory becomes quite extensive. It can be difficult to pick out the specific vintage, if you understand.”

“Right…” I replied.

“You’re newlyweds, aren’t you?” Finn asked, looking between us.

“Yes,” I said.

“Of course. I can see it in your eyes. In the beginning, all you taste is each other. You must savor that, because once you’ve sampled a few more, it only gets harder to forget the rest.”

“Thanks, uh, we’ll keep that in mind,” I replied.

Lily chuckled softly. “You’re both so lovely. We’ll see you at the big party, I’m sure. If we get a redo at that challenge, that is. But for now, my husband has a debt to pay for his careless mistake.”

Finn’s cock began to stir. “Indeed. I believe I owe my wife several hours of proving that my mouth and cock belong only to her.”

With that, they walked off, arms wrapped around each other’s waists, clearly heading for a long afternoon of passionate sex. Watching them leave, still so full of desire and connection despite all the filth they had hinted at, left me incredibly turned on. After everything from earlier, all I wanted now was my husband.

“He’s right, you know,” Rhys growled, sensing the heat building inside me. “I need to savor how you taste before we end up with a dozen more cocks and pussies in our mouths.”

I smiled at that, and he scooped me into his arms.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard you forget the taste of every single one of those other cocks,” he muttered, planting wet kisses along my face and neck as he carried me back toward the cabin, ready to claim me all over again.


Chapter Seven


Much to my enthusiasm and desire, Rhys fucked me so thoroughly that morning I couldn’t walk straight when I got up for a glass of water. My stomach had been filled with load after load from all the blowjobs I gave him, and by the time we took a break for lunch later that afternoon, I could still feel his seed sloshing around inside my belly.

Lunch was held outdoors on a stunning wood and stone overlook that stretched to the edge of the forest. Fall had settled in fully, and the trees across the landscape had dropped most of their leaves, covering the ground in spectacular shades of orange and gold.

Instead of regular tables, the area was dotted with long wooden slabs and thick logs for seats. A giant smoker stood at the center, sending up rich clouds of smoke from roasted meat, while a live trio played downtempo tunes that matched the view perfectly. Of course, there was sex happening too, right out in the open. Cocks were in mouths, cunts were being filled, and nearly every second face seemed to glisten with fluids. Apparently, this was just a normal afternoon at Alpenglow.

As we looked for a place to sit, a familiar voice called out.

“Maya! Rhys! Over here, darlings!”

It was Lily. She and Finn were seated at a table near the band, with a few empty spaces beside them.

“Don’t hover like strangers! These ribs are too good to miss!”

We made our way over and settled onto the log across from them. A waiter appeared almost instantly to take our order, then slipped away again, while Lily was already pouring us each a light glass of wine.

“You two look positively glowing! I trust the rest of your morning was just as fruitful as the tasting game?”

“Oh yeah, definitely. I made damn sure I wouldn’t fail that particular taste test again,” Rhys said shamelessly.

“A vital skill to maintain! What about you, Maya? How does it feel to be so thoroughly known by your husband?”

“I love it! There’s something so romantic about being recognized on the taste of my pussy alone.”

Lily raised her glass in agreement. “Exactly! It’s intimate and filthy all at once, just the way it should be.”

Just then, Finn wiped his hands on a napkin and looked to Rhys. “Ah, that reminds me. Speaking of intimacy, there’s an exhibit happening inside the lodge in a few moments. An art show of sorts. They’ve gathered some of the most sensual performers here at Alpenglow to put on a little display. I went last time, and it was quite enjoyable. I was planning to head over now. Rhys, Maya, care to join me? Lily’s already told me she’ll pass today.”

Rhys glanced at me, clearly tempted. “What kind of display?”

“Living sculptures and erotic interpretations. Some of them let you touch, while others only want to be seen. There’s no pressure to engage, unless the moment takes you.”

I shook my head politely. “You two go. I think I’ll stay and keep Lily company.”

The truth was, I needed to stay. Since meeting her earlier today, Lily had struck me as something rare, a woman who seemed both liberated and yet still deeply connected to her own sexual energy, still fucking her husband like they had only just met. I wanted to understand how she managed to carve out this life for herself, especially after all these years. Now felt like the perfect chance to have that conversation with her.

“You sure?” Rhys asked me.

“Yeah, I’m sure. Just tell me everything when you get back.”

He pressed a kiss to my cheek and stood. “Alright then. I’ll see you later, Maya.”

Finn rose beside him, adjusting his robe. “Excellent. Let’s carry on, then. We mustn’t be late for the exhibit.”

We watched them disappear into the crowd. I turned back to Lily, my mind spinning with questions I didn’t even know how to phrase yet.

“Alright, Lily, I want to ask you something.”

“Yes, dear?”

“You and Finn seem like you’ve been living this life for a while now. How long has it been, exactly?”

She swirled her wine and took a slow sip before answering. “About six years. We were much like you two in the beginning. Madly in love, always touching, always finding some excuse to fuck wherever we could. But over time, things cooled down a bit, not because we stopped loving each other, but because life got busy. So we needed something to reignite it, and that’s when we tried swinging.”

“…Did it work?”

“Oh, most definitely. Once we each tasted someone else, we stopped caring about the whole monogamy thing and just started sharing ourselves freely. Somehow, it only brought us closer.”

Then she set her glass down and smiled, reaching for a memory. “Let me tell you about the first time I watched Finn with another woman. It was in Tuscany. She was older, Italian, very beautiful. At first, I felt a wave of jealousy, but then, as he was fucking her and making her scream, all he did was look at me. That was when I knew, even when he was inside someone else, that his body still belonged to me. It was one of the most erotic moments of my life. Oh, and the best part? While he was still inside her, I pulled her own husband down and rode his cock right in front of them. That was also the night I discovered how much I loved the taste of women.”

My breath caught at her words, and a hot pulse gathered between my legs. “Oh, uh, have you… been with many women?”

“I lost count years ago, my dear. At first, it was just part of the swap. Something we did to get the men excited. But then I met this gorgeous woman at one of the retreats, and I couldn’t help myself. We started kissing, and before I knew it, she had me on the floor, eating me out until I was shaking. Finn watched the whole time, stroking himself before finishing all over my chest. After that, I stopped doing it for show. I started chasing women because I craved them.”

My chest grew tight. “What’s it like? Does it feel good?”

“It’s bliss. Women know how to touch you just right. Nothing truly compares.”

It was at that moment that her fingers brushed lightly over mine, and the contact sent a flicker of heat straight to my clit.

“Tell me, Maya, are you curious?”

“…Yes,” I whispered.

“I thought so.” She stood and offered her hand. “Come with me, my dear.”

I stood and followed her eagerly. Lily led me a few steps from the table to a patch of soft grass, where others were either lounging or fucking nearby. Knowing we’d be seen only turned me on more as we both sat down. She moved over me and eased me back gently, lowering her body until her chest hovered above mine, blocking out the sun.

“I’m going to kiss you now,” she whispered. “Would you like that?”

“Yes.”

Then her mouth met mine, and the wet kiss that followed was pure ecstasy. She took her time, her tongue tracing the shape of my lips before gently slipping inside. I moaned as our tongues twisted together, and we traded our saliva back and forth. Oh my god, I was kissing another woman, and it felt fucking amazing. It was nothing like Rhys’s mouth. Hers was far softer, and much, much more deliberate.

Then Lily’s hands began their own slow exploration. One came up to cup my breast, kneading gently, while the other trailed down my belly and found its way to my soaked cunt.

“Wow, you’re so wet for me already,” she panted softly against my mouth.

“Lily, fuck, I’m so horny right now,” I murmured between her kisses, barely able to form the words.

“Patience now, dear. Let me show you what a real woman’s love feels like.”

Her fingers slipped deeper between my pussy lips, spreading them just enough to find my clit. It was throbbing under her touch. Then she pressed down gently, circling the tip of her finger with the lightest pressure, and a gasp tore out of my throat.

“Oh my god! Fuck!”

Then she slid her fingers inside, and I wanted to melt. She started fucking me harder with every sound I made, her palm slapping up into me with a wet rhythm that made my whole body tense. My breath came fast and shallow as she worked me, teasing my nipples with her other hand and pressing kisses over my mouth, my neck, and down to my collarbone.

“Mm, you’re doing so well, Maya. But before I eat you out, I need you to clean me up first.”

There it was, the cue I had been waiting for all along.

She slipped her fingers out from between my legs and raised them to my lips. I sucked them clean without hesitation. Before lying back, we both stripped completely naked. Then I crawled between her legs, taking a moment to admire the beautiful dark ridges of her labia and the wild triangle of black hair resting just above.

“Tell me what to do,” I asked, desperate to make her moan the way she had just made me.

“Find my clit first,” she said. “Suck it into your mouth. Lick it generously, then slowly work your way down.”

Following Lily’s instructions, I pressed my face into her cunt and licked around until I found her swollen nub. I took it into my mouth and sucked. Instantly, Lily moaned. I kept going, licking and sucking as her juices began to flow freely.

“Ooh, yes! Now part me with your tongue. Stick it up there as far as you can so I can gush straight into your mouth,” she instructed.

My tongue slid down and past her slick lips, tasting the salty heat of her arousal. My own pussy was weeping, desperate for attention, but I wasn’t ready to stop just yet. Without needing another word, I slid two fingers inside her and felt her tight walls clamp down around me. She cried out again with pleasure.

I drove my fingers in and out of her rapidly while my tongue stayed focused on her clit. Her moans grew louder, and then her whole body began to tremble. I felt her cunt muscles tense and spasm as a gush of her juice flooded out and filled my mouth. It was the first time a woman had come under my touch, and I was so fucking proud.

Her legs were still shaking when she gently guided my head back, eased me onto my back, and spread my legs wide open. “My turn,” she growled, and then her tongue dove straight between my slick folds. She knew exactly where to go, applying pressure and pulling back at just the right moments, teasing and circling my clit until I was nearly crying. I was coming completely undone beneath her.

“Fuck yes, ooh, that feels so good!” I sobbed.

That only spurred her on. She picked up the pace, fingers joining the game, one of them circling my asshole.

“Please,” I whimpered, and she slipped it in, wriggling it around. The orgasm built fast. I wrapped my legs tightly around her head, desperate to keep her locked in place. She moaned with me, clearly savoring the taste of my pussy. When one of her hands reached up to grab my breast and roll a nipple between her fingers, I moaned loudly, and that was it. My orgasm ripped through me. What followed was a full body collapse. I spasmed and bucked as Lily kept eating me relentlessly, licking up every drop that poured out of me. Wave after wave of pleasure kept crashing through me, and I whimpered through it all.

When the tremors finally faded, Lily lifted her head with glistening lips, and kissed her way up my stomach until she reached my mouth. Her tongue slid over mine, letting me taste myself from her mouth.

“You are an absolute delight, Maya,” she said between kisses. “I’d love for you to try my husband sometime too, if you’re ever curious. Plus, he’d definitely want to know just how sweet your pussy tastes.”


Chapter Eight


Iquickly learned that telling Rhys how Lily and I spent an entire hour eating each other out on the grass was a dangerous game.

Not because he was jealous, but because he completely lost his mind with lust. At my eager plea, he fucked me so intensely against our cabin window that I nearly lost my voice from moaning in pleasure.

Later that afternoon and well into the evening, Rhys ate me out like he was trying to worship me. He laid me down on one of the rugs in front of the fireplace and buried his face between my legs, his tongue working recklessly over my clit while he whispered things like, “Did she lick you here?” and “Did her fingers reach this deep?” Every time I nodded or gasped in response, he simply gave me more.

Then he flipped me over so my ass was in the air and spread me open, fucking me with his tongue in both my asshole and cunt, while his hands played and squeezed my ass cheeks until they were flushed. I came three times that way, and when he finally slid his cock inside me, I came again almost instantly, my whole body shaking and loving it so, so much.

Even later, in the shower, he got down on his knees and licked me clean all over again. Between breaths, he told me about all the naked women he had been allowed to touch and taste at the art exhibit he and Finn attended. To be honest, it was hard to catch every word over the deafening sound of my own moans.

He made me feel so fucking good that afternoon, I couldn’t believe I had ever held back from telling him the truth about what I wanted, including my craving for his wilder side, or how nice pussy tasted.

At dinner that night, we sat with Hanna, Simon, Zara, and Max, and tried to act normal, but the frustration of not having swapped yet was growing by the minute. We were both aching for more, and utterly desperate to take the next step. The others could sense it too.

Zara informed us at one point, “You know the final experience is a proper swap, right? Like, totally intense. They only invite you once you’ve proven you actively want to go all the way.”

Simon added with a grin, “Yeah, there’s a reason they save it for the end. It’s intense, so they make sure everyone is fully ready and absolutely craving it before taking that step.”

So you can imagine our utter exhilaration the next morning when we found out those rumors were true, and another butler had come by to hand us our invitation for the final experience: “The Sanctum.”

“Go on, read it!” I said excitedly, watching as Rhys held the ticket up in front of me. He flipped it over, revealing the elegant gold script, and read it aloud. “Today’s experience is one of full surrender. Here, you will finally discover the pleasure found in the arms of another lover. There are no judgments, only pure indulgence. The Sanctum awaits you.”

After getting ready and throwing on our robes again, we eventually worked our way up a long, narrow set of stairs, jutting out along one of the cliffs at the back edge of the resort. Now we stood at the highest point of the lodge, looking out over the endless dark forest and the shimmering silver thread of a distant river beyond.

The building we were about to enter was monumentally tall, and crafted from solid pillars of blackened cedar with a steep, shingled roof that sloped like a chapel. Of course, what waited inside for us would be anything but holy.

We pushed the doors open, and the figure waiting inside was a woman. She was elegant, and her slender frame was wrapped in a long black robe that hung loosely around her body. Through the gap, we could see the generous curve of her breasts and a neat strip of pubic hair resting just above her slightly parted, tanned pussy lips. It was a striking contrast to the rest of her skin, which was so pale it almost looked like ivory. She greeted us with a graceful bow.

“Your invitations, please,” she said.

Rhys handed her our tickets, and she took them between two long fingers.

“I am Kai,” she continued. “Your journey here has been one of discovery and desire, and you have both done exceptionally well. This is the final step. Tonight, let go of shame entirely. Follow me.”

Kai turned and led us into a private, intimate wing of the lodge. The space was warm and rich, filled with the scent of incense curling from a bronze dish in the corner. The walls were smooth stone, framed by broad wooden beams, and beneath our feet was a deep red carpet that felt luxuriously soft. Above us, the ceiling arched into a dome of mirrored panels, catching and multiplying the flickering glow of dozens of torches mounted around the room.

At the center stood a massive round bed, draped in black silk sheets. It had to be at least fifteen feet across. But what truly stole my breath were the two bodies already waiting for us on that bed: Simon and Hanna.

Fuck. Our final experience was going to be a swap with them. It was exactly the kind of surprise we’d explicitly wanted, and I couldn’t believe it.

The realization sparked a surge of excitement within me. Rhys and I stepped closer, beaming. Hanna was lounging on her side, completely naked, her delicious curves looking even more decadent against the black silk. Simon sat beside her in the same relaxed posture, slowly stroking his dark cock and letting it thicken against his thigh.

Hanna shrieked with excitement when she saw the look on our faces. “Oh my! If it isn’t our favorite couple!”

Simon grinned and ran a hand through his hair. “You two look amazing. I take it you’re enjoying yourselves?”

“Fuck yeah,” Rhys said, and I smiled along, unable to contain my excitement.

Kai then glided to the edge of the bed and turned to face us. “Alright. If you are ready, remove your robes and join these beautiful bodies. Today, you will give and receive freely. There is only room for hunger and release. Nothing else.”

We shed our robes without hesitation and climbed toward the center of the bed. Simon’s eyes devoured my body with every step, and Hanna was openly admiring Rhys, biting her lip as she watched him settle onto the sheets. Both of us were already so completely aroused.

“Now we’re talking,” Hanna said, sitting up and giving me a full view of her incredible figure. “I’ve been waiting for a chance to get a proper look at you, Maya. Your tits are absolutely fantastic.”

A hot blush crept up my neck. “Thank you. I can’t wait for you to have a taste,” I replied shamelessly.

The whole thing felt like some kind of fever dream, and then a thought flickered in my mind. “Guys, I have to ask, what are you both doing here? If this is the final challenge for the new guys, isn’t it supposed to be with couples who’ve never swapped before?”

“Great question!” said Hannah. “Well, Alpenglow likes to reward its veterans with some good old-fashioned sex from time to time, and honestly, there’s nothing quite like breaking in the newbies. Kai needed a fill-in for this shift, so we volunteered.” Then she leaned back on her elbows and spread her legs. Between her thighs was a full, unapologetic view of her sore and well used pussy. “You’re lucky you got us this late in the morning. As you can see, my cunt has already been nicely stretched out by the couple who were in here before you. I can still feel the last guy’s cum still leaking out, actually. Simon has had his cock drained by two different wives in the past hour too, so I don’t know how much he’s got left, but he’ll give it a shot.”

“Yeah, our shift is over so we’re just playing as regular guests now,” Simon added, “but we figured we’d stick around long enough to make sure you take this final step the right way. Someone’s gotta do it.”

Fuck. Simon and Hanna were true professionals. They had been fucking strangers all morning, showing up for the experience with the same heat and confidence, as if it were just another way to offer pleasure. I genuinely hoped Rhys and I would reach that level one day too.

“Alright, enough talk,” Kai said firmly, cutting through the energy in the room. “This is a ritual, after all. Let me remind you of the rules for today’s experience. You will not take or give pleasure to your regular partner. Instead, you will learn to love a different body.” She walked slowly around the bed as she spoke. “Your sole focus is on their skin, their sounds, and their release. Rhys, you will worship Hanna, and she will worship you in return. Maya, you will learn every inch of Simon’s cock, and he will fill your cunt with his cum. Their orgasms are your only goal. Do you understand?”

A wave of nods followed from all of us, and Rhys and I shared one more kiss before we swapped ourselves with our new partners, both ready to get blissfully exhausted.

“Okay. Remember to communicate openly. Do you all consent to these terms?” Kai asked.

A chorus of “Yeses” answered her.

“Then begin,” she announced.

Instantly, I moved toward Simon. I had dreamed of swallowing that dark-toned cock of his from the moment I first saw him, and now my chance had finally come to find out what he tasted like. I licked my lips as he took my hand, kissed it, and pulled me down onto the bed with him.

Across the black silk, I watched Rhys crawl toward Hanna, his cock already thickening rapidly. He looked more aroused than I had ever seen him, and I could tell he was seconds away from losing control. Hanna pulled him down and let his body sink into hers. Their mouths met instantly, and the kiss that followed was a gorgeous, messy tangle of spit and tongue that sent a ripple of jealousy through me.

“Mm, would you look at that. Your husband looks like he’s been dreaming about a new cunt for months,” Simon murmured. He was guiding me onto my back now, and his words sent a deep pulse straight through me as he settled beside me.

“Will you be a good girl, Maya, and tell me how it all looks?” he whispered. “I won’t be able to enjoy it for myself once I’m buried between your legs.”

Then Simon started kissing me. First my lips, taking time to suck my tongue into his mouth and taste my saliva, before moving lower. Then he kissed his way down my throat and across my neck until he reached my breasts.

When he latched onto one of my nipples and sucked gently, I gasped.

“Ooh fuck!”

“Easy there, Maya. Save those moans for when I start working your cunt,” he growled as he sucked on my nipples.

His words were thrilling, and of course I gushed out some more. Simon was kissing his way down to my belly now, and the way he sucked my skin into his mouth with each kiss was so fucking intoxicating. The anticipation became even harder to handle with my husband just inches away, already ahead of Simon. Rhys was kissing over Hanna’s soft, pouty mound, easily dragging his tongue straight down to her clit.

Hanna let out a squeal as he latched on. “Oh my god! Fuck, Simon, look at the suction!”

I glanced over and saw the intense focus in Rhys’s eyes. He had her clit fully in his mouth, rolling his tongue back and forth with steady pressure as he drank her in.

“Can’t, dear. I’ve got a pussy of my own to worship,” Simon called back, settling his head between my legs and spreading me wide with both hands.

“Simon, man, your wife’s cunt tastes so fucking good,” Rhys called out. He pulled his face back from between her thighs, and his lips were glistening beautifully with Hanna’s juices. “Seriously, I could stay down here all day.”

“Yeah, it’s nice, isn’t it?” Simon rumbled while his mouth stayed latched to my clit. “Don’t forget to shove your fingers in her ass while you’re at it. My sweet wife likes it when you give her backdoor some attention at the same time.”

“On it.”

Then a sudden moan erupted out of Hanna. I twisted my head and saw Rhys had shoved two fingers deep into her cunt, wiggling them to massage her inner flesh while his other finger worked her ass. Hanna was losing control, and her orgasm was right there. I could feel it building in her just as mine was.

“Ooh, yes!” I exclaimed as Simon’s tongue moved in rapid strokes over my clit. “Do the same to me too, Simon!”

“As you wish,” he said, and then he had a finger in my ass too, pulsing inside with the same hunger that Rhys used on Hanna.

The room was alive with our moans and groans bouncing off the walls. It was surreal, listening to my husband and this almost total stranger devour us both. Then Kai’s voice came again, reminding us that she was still there and watching.

“You’re all doing very well, but now it’s time to fuck. Get in position for doggystyle, please.”

Simon pulled away from me, and I quickly got on my hands and knees, ready for him to fuck me. He took his cock and pressed his throbbing head to my entrance.

“Ready?” he asked me.

“Yes,” I replied. “Just put it in.”

The overwhelming pressure that then filled my cunt was unreal, an intense and delicious sensation that made me moan loudly. In the heat of it all, I turned my head and looked at Rhys. He was behind Hanna in the same position, hands gripping her ass tightly. He was already driving into her, gliding in and out of her soaked pink lips with ease. Her moans came in ragged bursts, and each thrust made her ass jiggle in a way that was downright hypnotic.

We both just cried in pleasure as the two men spread our cunts wide with their cocks. We continued fucking until Hanna, who was shoulder to shoulder with me, then decided she needed to taste my lips. The moment she turned her head, I leaned across the gap between us, and gave her a sloppy kiss.

I was so aroused by then and so pleasantly filled with Simon’s cock that I had to reach for her tits next. I went for a nice squeeze, and she groaned harder into my mouth. “Yes! More!” she said to me.

Then her own hand reached back desperately, and found my breast, cupping it firmly before trailing down to search for my clit.

“Oh wow,” she giggled as she eventually found it. “You’re just as soaked as I am!”

I laughed back, finding hers too to see how she compared. “Mm you’re not far off either, slut. We’re a fucking mess, aren’t we?”

Then, in the middle of the fucking, Simon growled, “You like it wild, don’t you?” and at my breathless nod, his hips drove forward powerfully, making me gasp in pleasure. A moment later, another deep thrust followed, and Hanna cried out in joy from the deep thrusts of Rhys.

We kept going like that, until my orgasm eventually tore through me. My entire body clenched, and I cried out against Simon as my walls gripped his cock hard. Beside me, Hanna unraveled at the exact same time. Her body arched beneath Rhys, clamping down on his cock as she let out a shriek and reached for me. Our mouths met in a wet and breathless kiss as we came together.

“Fuck, Maya, I’m about to come,” Simon then groaned after a while, his thrusts turning deep and powerful as he chased his high.

“Me too!” Rhys called out, breath ragged.

Then Kai’s voice sliced through the haze of pleasure. “Okay, stop!”

Both men froze instantly.

“Change of plans. Both of you. Pull out, right now.”

The men, although a little confused, happily obeyed, sliding out of us.

“You will empty yourselves into their mouths,” Kai instructed, pointing at me and Hanna. “You two will receive them. Understand?”

Hanna and I nodded with approval and turned to the men. Simon’s enormous cock was right in front of my face, poised and dripping with my juices. All I wanted was to feel it in my mouth, so I lunged for it, taking the whole thing in.

I started sucking, determined to clean every drop off him. I even licked down his heavy shaft to reach his balls, lapping them up with my tongue. Hanna leaned in too and took Rhys’s cock into her mouth with a hungry sound. Both men tensed up as we slobbered and stretched our lips all over their dicks.

“Fuck, here it comes!” Simon groaned as his hands gripped tight onto my head. Then he erupted. A generous load of hot cum pumped into my mouth, flooding my cheeks, spilling over my tongue, and hitting the back of my throat.

I almost swallowed from the sheer shock of it, but as I looked over at Hanna, a wicked, filthy idea crossed my mind. She was taking Rhys’s load, a small whimper of pure, overwhelmed pleasure escaping her as she eagerly took in every drop. I caught her eye and gave a subtle shake of my head.

Don’t swallow yet.

Her eyes widened with excitement, and she held it in, her cheeks puffed full just like mine.

As the men emptied themselves, Kai stepped back, watching us with a satisfied smirk. The men slowly pulled their cocks from our mouths, and we caught the last drops on our lips.

We didn’t need Kai to tell us what came next. Hanna turned toward me, her mouth pretty much overflowing with Rhys’s cum, and leaned in. She looked desperate for a taste of what I had, and I was just as hungry for hers. I hardly held back.

We collided in a messy kiss, swapping the cum back and forth, letting the cream mix thoroughly. It was a delicious cocktail of our husbands, and we savored every bit of it.

But there was just too much to hold. As we kissed, a generous white glob slipped from the corner of my mouth and dripped onto my breasts. More of it dribbled from Hanna’s lips, painting a trail across her chest and into the dip of her cleavage.

Neither of us wanted a single drop of our husbands to go to waste. Without needing to say a word, I leaned down and eagerly lapped at the spillage on Hanna’s tits. My tongue traced the path of the warm fluid, now mixed with the salty taste of her sweat as I cleaned it from her skin. She did the same for me, slowly and carefully licking every last drop from my chin and neck.

Once the mess was gone, we locked eyes one last time. I could feel the excitement fluttering in my chest as I tilted my head back. Hanna and I swallowed in unison. It was a generous gulp that coated our throats that left our bellies satisfied. The men watched in silence, completely transfixed by the filthiness of their wives.

“Perfect!” Kai said. “The ritual is now complete. Well done to you both. You are now all welcome at the final celebration. For the rest of the day, you are all free to play as you wish.”

Hanna took the opportunity immediately, coming in close. “Can I?” she whispered.

I gave her a nod, and she pounced, pressing me back down onto the bed and plunging her tongue into my mouth.

The woman just could not get enough of me.

A moment later, her fingers slipped into my cunt, and I was moaning all over again. Eventually, her cunt found mine, and we started grinding our wet slits together. Rhys and Simon stayed seated, simply watching us with enthusiasm as their cocks began to harden again.

After a while, Rhys spoke. “I think this is our cue to let these two women have their privacy. What do you think?”

“Yeah, agreed, man. As hot as this is, I think we’re better off catching up with them once they’ve had their fun,” Simon replied.

Rhys nodded, and the two of them stood up and casually walked out of the room, leaving us alone and free to devour each other. It was honestly such a perfect way to cap off my first ever swap.


Chapter Nine


Hanna and I fucked until we were both a complete mess. Our bodies were soaked by the time we finally dragged ourselves out of the room and rejoined the guys at one of the outdoor thermal baths, nestled in a rocky alcove just beside the building.

We all slipped into the hot water together, groaning in relief as the heat sank into our tired muscles. The guys were waiting for us, and the moment quickly turned filthy again. We laughed together about everything that had just happened, and before long, our hands and tongues were exploring under the water. We fucked each other until the sun began to sink behind the trees, freely trading mouths and holes without shame.

The things I let Simon do to me, and the things I did to him while my husband watched, would have been unthinkable just a few days ago. But now, they felt like a natural part of the new life Rhys and I were throwing ourselves into with open arms.

Just before the last light of evening fully faded, Rhys and I decided we needed a change of pace. Or more accurately, a change of cock and cunt. Earlier, we had seen a sign for a guided hot yoga session in one of the studios near the front of the property, nestled between the trees, and decided to check it out. Stretching our well-used bodies in a heated room sounded like the perfect kind of recovery, especially with the chill of night settling over the valley.

We walked into a wooden building that seemed to breathe warmth from within. I could already feel my skin dampening as our noses filled with the scent of something floral and calming, while the sound of gentle, flowing water from an indoor fountain echoed around us.

We approached a counter where a woman greeted us with a welcoming smile. She was young, with warm brown skin and long black hair.

“Welcome,” she said, her voice touched with an exotic accent. “I am Yasmine. Are you here for the yoga session?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“Excellent. Follow me then.”

She led us into the yoga studio. It was a cozy room with a rubber floor, and a pair of wood-fired heaters crackled softly in the corners. Humidifiers filled the air with a gentle mist, and along one wall, there were water stations, rolled towels, and bowls of sliced fruit to keep us hydrated and refreshed. The opposite wall was mostly glass, a wide window offering a perfect view of the woods and the darkening evening sky beyond. In the center of the floor, two figures were already stretching. I squinted, trying to make them out through the mist, and realized they weren’t strangers at all. It was Max and Zara.

“Oh, hey guys, didn’t realize you were here,” I said aloud.

“Oh my god, look who it is!” Zara replied, turning to face us as she eased into another stretch. “What are you two doing here?”

“The same as you, I guess,” I said, smiling.

“Mm, perfect. Please don’t tell me you two are already fucked out.”

Max was in a deep lunge too, and of course I stared, admiring the way his coiled muscles flexed beneath his skin with every movement.

“Nice of you guys to join us,” he said, glancing up with a grin. “We’re just trying to stay limber for the party tomorrow. You should probably do the same if you plan on keeping up.”

Yasmine then stepped toward us with a serene smile. “We have mats and towels for you over here. Please get comfortable, we’ll begin in a few moments.”

By now, Rhys and I knew exactly what she meant by comfortable. Naked, we stepped into the warm room, already starting to sweat on our skin. I laid out my mat beside Zara, who gracefully flipped herself out of her pose and landed on her feet without making a sound. She was watching me carefully, appreciating how I looked all naked and flushed right next to her.

“You know, Hanna and Simon found me at the bar just before Max and I came in here. They told me all about your performance back at The Sanctum. They couldn’t stop talking about how filthy you were!”

My face went hot. Still, I decided to own it, giggling as I replied, “What can I say? I’ve never felt so stretched in my life. At first, I thought Simon couldn’t possibly fit into my cunt, but he made me open up for him anyway. It felt so good.”

“Mm, I bet it did,” Zara purred. Then she turned to Rhys. “Rhys, was it as good as you’d hoped, seeing your wife get used like that? Be honest, we’re all degenerates here after all.”

Rhys didn’t waste a second. “Better than I hoped. Watching another man take her like that while she moaned for more was fucking intoxicating.”

Max laughed. “That’s the spirit of it! A few more cocks in her and you’ll be a proper pervert, just like me. These days, my favorite birthday present is sitting back and watching Zara take a random man’s load.”

“Mhm, he always comes so much after that!” Zara added with a grin, blowing him an air kiss.

Just then, Yasmine glided to the front of the room.

“Alright, let us begin. First, we need to find our breath. Inhale through the nose, exhale through the mouth. Let your body soften.”

We followed her lead, and Yasmine took over the pacing, guiding us through a series of slow poses. The heat became intense within minutes. Sweat was already dripping from my skin, pooling on the mat beneath me. I glanced to the side and saw Zara was just as soaked. What made it hotter was the fact that the guys were right behind us, with a perfect view of our naked, glistening asses as we moved. Every time I bent forward to reach for my toes or dropped into a slutty position, I could feel the warm air sweeping over my open pussy lips and stretched-out asshole. I knew they loved it, and I loved being watched just as much.

“Like what you see, guys?” Zara teased.

“You have no idea,” Max murmured. “I’m not sure I can even pretend to care about yoga right now.”

The poses quickly grew more intimate. Yasmine eventually instructed us to move into a partnered stretch. She had me lie on my back, legs raised straight into the air. Zara moved beside me, pressing my feet gently toward my head, deepening the stretch along my thighs. Her hands were firm on my ankles, but her eyes were locked on my sweaty cunt. All I could think about was her face down there, tasting the slick mess, and licking me openly while the guys stroked themselves behind us.

Then Yasmine added another layer of heat to the session. “Now, we will switch things up. Max, go to Maya, and Rhys, you go to Zara. You will guide them into a deep pose. Hold their legs wide open.”

Max moved toward me and knelt between my legs. His hands were firm on my knees as he guided them toward my armpits, my hips opening completely for him. I was utterly exposed to him, my pussy lips engorged and glistening in the humid air. He leaned down until his face was just inches from my skin.

“Fuck, your pussy looks so juicy like this, Maya. You’re dripping so much I think I could hydrate myself just from slurping you up.”

“You might have to give it a lick,” I teased. “Any wetter and I’ll ruin this gorgeous flooring.”

Max licked his lips, letting me feel the full weight of the stretch before suddenly diving in. I took the chance to glance over at Rhys, who was doing the same to Zara, her cunt spread wide and gleaming for him. Yasmine was kneeling behind Rhys, her hands resting lightly on his hips, guiding his movements. But her eyes were fixed on the pink, slick lips of Zara’s cunt.

Things unraveled quickly after that. Max released my legs and dipped low between my thighs, flicking his tongue over my clit with firm pressure. He slurped up the mix of sweat and cum coating me and let out a groan. A sharp jolt of pleasure shot through my core, and I moaned without shame.

“Ooh my god, yes! Clean me up with that mouth!” I cried out.

Max responded by wrapping his arms tightly around my thighs, pulling me closer and anchoring himself between my legs. Across from us, Rhys had his tongue buried deep in Zara’s slit, licking and sucking with broad strokes. She was trembling under his mouth.

“Fuck! This feels so good!” Zara shrieked.

“Good,” Yasmine purred. “This is exactly what I want to see. Surrender into your partners. Let them devour you.”

I looked down at Max and felt a desperate urge to taste him too. I wanted his cock in my mouth, to feel its weight on my tongue, and to add him to the collection of dicks I’d already enjoyed today. Without hesitation, I shifted positions and looked up at him. Max noticed my enthusiasm and helped me take his cock into my mouth.

“Ooh yeah, suck on it,” he moaned.

I began working my mouth over his length, swirling my tongue around the head to savor his taste. He was already leaking a little, and it only made me hungrier for more.

As I sucked her husband off, Zara let out a playful giggle.

“Mm, my turn,” she said, glancing at Rhys, who was lying back and clearly ready to be taken care of. “I want to taste him too.”

She slid over to him and swallowed his cock, moaning softly as he thrust deeper, taking his full length into her mouth.

We kept going like that, sucking off our men with wet, eager sounds and moaning around them in sync with their groans, while they eagerly fucked our mouths. Max was filling my mouth so well that shivers of pleasure were already rushing through me. I absolutely loved it. I relaxed my throat even more, desperate to take him deeper.

While we were servicing them like devoted wives, I heard Zara mumble something around Rhys’s cock. She looked up at Yasmine, who was now naked, watching us with wide eyes and one hand slowly rubbing her clit.

“Well, you just gonna stand there?” Zara said, her voice muffled but playful. “We could use another mouth, you know.”

Yasmine smirked. “Well, if you insist…”

She stepped closer and knelt down between our two pairs, right beside Max’s hip. Her hand landed on Max’s shaft, right above my mouth. “You’re doing a great job, Maya,” she muttered, “but he looks like he needs a little help with his balls. What do you say, Max?”

“Yes. Suck on them,” he said.

Yasmine’s lips immediately closed around his balls, and I felt Max jolt beneath me, his entire body tensing as she sucked gently. A few moments later, Rhys was begging for the same treatment, and Yasmine happily obliged, moving over to Rhys and licking a long stripe up his shaft while Zara was still working the head. Rhys jolted the same way.

“Alright, guys,” Yasmine finally said after a while, pulling back and wiping her mouth. “I think the ladies need something new. You both want these cocks, don’t you?”

“God, yes,” I breathed, matching Zara’s eager nod.

The men slipped from our mouths and got into position on the mat, their cocks standing hard and ready. Zara climbed on top of Rhys first, hands braced on his chest as she angled herself down over him. I turned toward Max next, taking a second to admire the thickness of his cock, before lowering myself onto him.

Once we were both fully seated, we began to ride them. Our moans blended together, rising and falling in perfect harmony as we slapped our asses down onto their cocks. It wasn’t long before we were both yelling from intense orgasms. The men kept thrusting for a while after we finished, still yearning for their own climax, and I could tell by the way their breathing deepened that they were close.

That was when Yasmine caught my eye. She was still kneeling beside us, panting.

“Wait,” I said, catching my breath. “What about you? It doesn’t seem fair.”

Max turned to her. “Yeah, what if we both took you at once?”

Yasmine smirked back. “You think you have enough left in the tank for that?”

“Oh, fuck yes,” Max rumbled, already moving toward her.

“Yeah, I’m more than ready to go,” added Rhys, doing the same.

“Alright then. Show me,” said Yasmine.

The men were on her in seconds, stripping her down and letting the beauty of her slender body come out in full display. Rhys pulled her into a kiss and slid his hands up her body until he reached the back of her neck, while Max positioned himself between her legs and pushed his cock into her cunt in a steady thrust.

Yasmine moaned. “Rhys,” she then panted, breaking the kiss, “in my mouth, now!”

Once she was in position, Rhys grabbed his cock and lined it up with her mouth, sliding in.

Yasmine moaned hard as both men started fucking her hard and fast. Zara and I were transfixed on Yasmine getting shuffled back and forth on these two cocks, but we also needed our own stimulation.

Quickly, we moved towards each other and just started kissing, making sure to use plenty of tongue. Eventually, that turned into us groping each other’s tits, fingers teasing and pulling at each other’s nipples, while our hands moved lower to grab at sweaty ass cheeks. Then I had Zara on her back, her legs spread wide as I straddled her, pressing my cunt down against hers. We both moaned when our pussies made contact, slick against slick. Our clits caught with every movement, and the heat built fast.

We were spurred on by the sweet, filthy sounds of Yasmine moaning between us and our men groaning as they took her, one from the front and one from behind. The pressure kept rising, and soon Zara and I were both coming hard, while our mouths stayed locked in a hungry kiss as we rode it out.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come!” Max then panted.

“Me too!” Rhys growled, his face buried in Yasmine’s hair as he drove into her from behind.

Somehow, Yasmine managed to find her voice in the chaos, pulling off of the cock in her mouth. “Wait! Guys, pull out!” she panted. She looked down at us. “Ladies, let them finish on your tits. I want to lick it off.”

“Yes, cover us,” I begged, pulling Zara closer. She expressed the same enthusiasm to the men, too.

The men then pulled out of her and came over to us, standing above where Zara and I lay tangled together.

I looked up, just in time to see Max stroking himself. After a few quick pumps, his thick load spattered across my chest. Rhys followed seconds later, painting Zara’s breasts in a sticky release of his own.

Before the mess could even begin to cool, Yasmine slid between us and her mouth went straight to my chest as she sucked the cum from my skin. I moaned with delight. Then she turned, did the same to Zara, and leaned in to kiss her, sharing the taste, making her whimper happily too. I leaned in at some point, not wanting to miss out on the warm mix of seed, and soon the three of us were kissing together and moaning into each other’s mouths.

When we finally pulled apart, Yasmine looked around at the four of us with a calm, serene smile.

“This last part is just a formality,” she said softly, “but I hope you’ve enjoyed yourselves today. There are refreshments waiting in the lounge if you’re feeling lightheaded or just want to cool down for a bit.”

We all looked at one another, and all we could do was laugh.


Chapter Ten


After the yoga session, we quickly dug into dinner, which took place in the lodge’s main hall. We bumped into Simon and Hanna along the way, and the six of us found a spot together at one of the long banquet tables.

Platters of roasted meat and rich sauces were passed around. By the end of the meal, I was relaxed, happy, and pleasantly full, but my mind was completely focused on the night ahead.

That was when one of Simon’s friends came over and leaned down to whisper something in his ear. When he left, Simon turned back to us with a dirty smile.

“Well, ladies, it seems the three of you will have to entertain yourselves for a while,” he said. “A new couple back at their cabin wants to try double penetration, and the wife specifically asked for some experienced guys who know how to take it slow and read her signals. Max, Rhys, you’re with me.”

Rhys looked at me, silently asking for permission, but there was no need for words. The shameless freedom of this place had already worn away every hesitation, and there was no reason to hold him back. Besides, if I were in his position and someone offered me the chance to take multiple cocks at once, I knew I wouldn’t have turned it down either.

So I waved him off with a grin. “Go ahead, Rhys. Just make sure you stuff her well.” Just like that, the three of them were gone, leaving me, Hanna, and Zara alone in a sea of uninhibited and horny people scattered across the other tables.

“Well, what the fuck are we supposed to do now?” Hanna added. “I’m far too wound up to just go to bed.”

“I think I know a place,” Zara replied. “Follow me.”

She led us to a dimly lit, intimate bar nestled in between a few of the cabins. To one side was a bar with free-flowing drinks, and on the other, the main attraction. It was a massive, cushioned pit overflowing with sex toys and soft blankets, dotted with beanbags and cushions that made the space feel nice and cozy.

Several other women were already there, completely relaxed, moaning softly as they fucked themselves with the toys. Some were on their backs with their legs spread wide, others were bent over partners, taking their pleasure however they wanted.

We claimed a corner, ordered a round of drinks, and started talking about pretty much everything. We laughed about our husbands, our lives, and the completely insane, life-altering experiences we’d had over the past few days.

“Fuck, I’m almost embarrassed at how wet I got on the bus when I saw you two going at it,” I admitted to Hanna. “The crazy thing is, now I’ve had that same man’s cock so far up my pussy I almost felt it in my throat. Can you believe it?”

Hanna let out a delighted shriek of laughter. “I’m glad you liked him! But let me tell you, you’re nowhere near the main course yet. Tomorrow’s show will be a whole different level of intensity. You think Simon’s big? Wait until you see some of the guys who’ve been saving themselves this whole time.”

Zara nodded along. “She’s not kidding. There are guys here who don’t drain their balls for the entire three days, just so they can absolutely unload on as many cunts as possible. Some of them are hung like fucking horses.”

A thrill shot through me. “Horses?”

“Yeah,” Hanna grinned, “some of these men have cocks so thick that you’ll need both hands just to keep them up straight. They’ll drive in deep and fill you up so completely that you’ll be feeling it for a week. The question is, can you handle it?”

“That sounds incredible, but I want to work up to it. Simon stretched me so well today, but I’d need to take anything bigger at my own pace.”

Hanna put a supportive hand on my thigh. “We can absolutely help you with that, Maya. Only what you’re comfortable with.” She gestured toward the collection of dildos and toys surrounding us, where women were still moaning as they rode and stretched themselves open.

“We’ve got all the equipment we need right here. What do you say, Maya? Want us to help you get ready for the big leagues? We’ll stretch you out and make sure you’re nice and loose for tomorrow.”

I bit my lip and felt heat pool again between my legs. My heart was pounding, and my body was already saying yes.

“Yes. I’d love that. Let’s get me ready.”

“That’s the spirit!” Zara cheered, already rummaging through a pile of smaller dildos beside us. She picked out a pastel pink one with a modest girth and a gentle curve.

“Alright. Let’s start with something easy, just to see what we’re working with.”

She handed it to Hanna, who gently pushed me onto my back among the pile of cushions. Then she knelt between my legs and began rubbing my clit.

“Let me milk out a bit more of your juice first, then we’ll get started.”

The rubbing soon gave way to sucking as she brought her mouth down to work me with her tongue. The heat of it had me moaning in no time. The pleasure built fast, and just as Hanna had predicted, I gushed out all over her fingers and lips.

“Perfect, now for the dildo.” She rubbed it all over my pussy lips and lathered up a generous amount of my juice, then brought it to the entrance of my slit and pushed it in. It slid in easily and filled me up just right.

“Well, look at that,” Zara said from beside me. “You’re already taking that like a champ! I think we should try something with a bit more personality now.”

She got up and started rifling through the pile of rubber cocks on the other side of the pit, even pausing to ask one of the women in the corner if she could borrow hers once she was done fucking herself with it. Eventually, she settled on another toy with pronounced veins and a clean-cut head. It was noticeably thicker than the first one.

Zara handed it to Hanna, who pulled out the smaller one and immediately replaced it with the new toy, giving me only a split second of emptiness before I felt the next stretch.

This time, it was real. It wasn’t overwhelming, but it stretched me in the most intoxicating way.

Hanna coached me softly. “Breathe through it, Maya. How does it feel?”

“It’s great…” I whimpered. “Keep going.”

As I adjusted to the pressure of being filled, Zara’s mouth found mine. Her tongue plunged in deep, giving me a wet kiss. Then her hand moved down my stomach, and her fingers started circling my clit slowly. At the same time, Hanna began to move the dildo in and out faster, each thrust sending waves of heat through my body until I was moaning loudly.

“Mm, look at how nicely it’s filling you up,” Zara growled. “Get used to the feeling of being stretched while you’re getting your clit played with. You’re going to be doing this a lot tomorrow.”

“Mm, I can’t wait,” I said with a giggle.

They worked on me like that for a while, swapping out dildos, each one just a bit thicker and even more delicious than the last. At one point, they introduced a vibrating one that sent my entire body into chaos. Then came one with a tip that pressed directly against my G-spot in the most perfect way.

My cunt stretched wider with each new toy, and I quickly learned how to let my muscles relax and simply give in. Eventually, my lips were so perfectly swollen and open that I joked they could shove an entire log in there and I probably wouldn’t even blink.

“I think she’s ready for the next level,” Hanna said finally. Her own hand was now buried between her thighs, and soft moans kept slipping from her lips as she touched herself to the sight of me so blissfully undone. “What do you think, Zara? Should we bring out the Ravager?”

Zara’s eyes lit up with excitement. “Fuck yes. Only if Maya’s happy with it.”

“Yes. Do it,” I replied.

She disappeared for a moment, rummaging through one of the shelves behind the pit. When she returned, she was holding a machine with a metal base and a long black dildo attached to the end of a powerful motor.

She dangled it in front of my face. “This contraption right here is going to fuck you harder than any man ever has.”

They positioned the machine between my legs, and the girthy head of the dildo pressed against my entrance.

“Ready?” Hanna whispered, still circling my clit.

“Yes,” I said simply, before parting my legs. Zara flipped the switch, and the machine whirred to life. The dildo plunged into me with a powerful thrust that immediately stole my breath. They let the machine do its work, and it pounded into my cunt relentlessly. All the while, Zara was kissing my lips, and Hanna continued massaging my tight nub.

When the orgasm finally came, it felt like my body was exploding. Every muscle clenched up, and my pussy clamped down so tightly over the toy that I genuinely thought I might melt into the cushions.

“Oh my god! It’s so intense!” I gasped, overwhelmed and shaking. Zara’s hand immediately hovered over the switch.

“Too much? Do you want me to stop?” she asked, her eyes locked on mine.

“No, please don’t stop!” I begged.

Smiling, they kept going, moaning softly and running their hands all over my body while I writhed beneath them. They let me enjoy my climax completely and held me through it.

Even after the wave passed, my body kept twitching. The machine continued to pump in and out of me until Zara finally turned it off. She pulled the dildo out slowly, and I felt a gush of wetness spill from my gaping slit. We all fell into one another, exchanging a few more sloppy kisses, and laughing at the filth of it all. Finally, Zara sat back to take a better look at me. Her eyes scanned down my body, finally settling on my cunt and smiling at how swollen it was.

“Well done, Maya,” she praised. “I think you’re officially ready for the real deal now.”


Chapter Eleven


Irolled over in bed the next morning and gave Rhys a long and lazy kiss. Even with his ruffled hair and heavy eyes, he still looked so damn good. I just couldn’t stop smiling at him. He was holding the two tickets for the final party in his hands, turning them over slowly and clearly deep in thought.

“I’m not sure what I’m more excited for today. Seeing you get fucked senseless by some random man, or me taking his place right after and filling you up with my cum so you remember exactly who you belong to.”

“Who says it has to be one at a time?” I teased, dragging my fingers lightly across his stomach under the sheets. “After everything we’ve done here, I think you should hold me down while it happens. Fuck, it would be so hot to feel you pressing up inside while some stranger fills me from behind.”

Rhys groaned softly. “Damn, this place has truly transformed you, Maya. You’re nothing like the woman you were even a few days ago, and I mean that in the best possible way.”

“Transformed, yes. But maybe the better word is ‘reborn.’ Don’t you think?”

“Oh, of course. We’ve both changed so much, and I’ve never loved you more.”

I smirked, biting my lip as my fingers slowly wrapped around his morning wood. “Even if I get filled by three different cocks today?”

“Even if you’re dripping with their release. Because at the end of it all, you’re mine, Maya. I’ll still crawl back into your arms tonight, and you’ll still be the only one I want to fall asleep next to.”

I kissed him again, and cuddled with him tighter. “Then let’s make today count.”

After a few more kisses, we got up and started getting ready for the final party. The ticket instructed us to leave our clothes behind, and so we stepped out nude.

Not long after, we stood at the base of a narrow, winding path that led into a natural opening carved into one of the forested hills, hidden well away from the main lodge. A silent guide, someone unfamiliar, waited at the entrance. They took our tickets and motioned for us to follow. The walk was quiet at first, but soon the pulsing rhythm of music and soft moans replaced the stillness, drawing us toward the final experience. The closer we got, the louder it became, until laughter and loud moans filled our ears.

Past a final line of trees, the path opened onto a massive terrace built seamlessly into the slope of the hill, offering a wide view of the lodge below and the dense green treetops stretching out for miles. At the center was a fire pit that burned brightly. Next to it, dozens of naked bodies moved around. Some were dancing, others were fucking, kissing, or simply lounging in blissful abandon. At the far edge, three hot tubs steamed away as couples wrapped around each other and moaned softly in the water.

Everywhere we looked was pure hedonism. Waiters wove through the crowd, handing out cold drinks and elegant cocktails from silver trays. Dancers in glittery outfits moved on raised platforms, drawing every eye in the space. The entire scene was already a beautiful fuckfest, and Rhys and I immediately wanted to be part of it.

“Fuck, this might actually be heaven,” Rhys said.

“I’m so glad we could make it here, Rhys. What an absolute treat,” I replied, utterly exhilarated.

We had just grabbed drinks from a passing waiter when a voice came through the speakers.

Silas stood on a slightly raised platform near the fire pit, holding a microphone in one hand. He tapped it a few times to check that it was working, then began to speak.

“Welcome, everyone, to this weekend’s final celebration,” he called out. “Each of you has earned your place here today, and you’ll be happy to know there are no more guides, no more challenges. The only thing left to do now is to find willing partners, let go of your inhibitions, and fuck each other silly.”

A wild cheer erupted from the crowd.

Silas raised his hand again with a smirk. “To kick things off, we have a special performance. It is an exhibition of pure devotion and surrender. Please welcome to the stage… Zane and Naomi!”

Two robed figures emerged from the crowd and ascended the platform. The man, Zane, had a tall, lean frame with arms and torso covered in swirling black tattoos. His cock was average in size but clean-cut, swinging smoothly between his thighs as he walked. The woman, Naomi, was his perfect contrast. She was slender, with smooth golden skin and delicate features. Her dark hair was tied back in a simple knot, but her breasts were beautifully full and heavy on her frame.

“Zane and Naomi have been with us many times,” Silas announced to the crowd. “Tonight, they have graciously agreed to share the masterpiece that is their bodies with all of us. Zane will begin by honoring his wife’s body.”

With a nod from Silas, Zane turned to Naomi and began to undress her. He moved carefully, taking hold of the loose ends of her robe and unfastening the ties at her waist. The fabric slipped off her shoulders easily and slid to the floor, revealing her perfect breasts, the tiny light brown nipples already firming up.

Her body was almost entirely hairless, smooth from neck to ankles, with only the faintest shadow of dark hair on her mound. Her pussy was tight and compact too, with pale pink lips tucked neatly inside. Zane then shrugged off his own robe, revealing the full canvas of ink that ran across his back and down his thighs, along with a neatly trimmed patch of dark hair above his cock.

His performance began at her feet. The crowd slowly quieted, drawn in, as he knelt and kissed each toe softly. With just as much care, he licked a wide line from her ankle, tracing the curve of her calf, up over the back of her knee, and higher still. When he reached the top of her thigh, just a breath away from her untouched pussy, he paused. He didn’t move closer, but instead, leaned in and inhaled her scent. His eyes fluttered closed as if it was the sweetest thing he’d ever taken in.

“Fuck, he’s not going to lick her cunt, is he?” Rhys whispered beside me. “He’s just teasing her like it’s some kind of torment. Man, she’s one strong woman, holding it together like that.”

Rhys was right, because Zane was ignoring her clit entirely. Instead, he focused on the delicate inner lips of her cunt, slowly tracing them with his tongue, and lapping at the slick juices that had begun to bead along her skin. He was building her pleasure with an exquisite slowness that was almost unbearable to watch.

Naomi was trembling now, and she let out soft moans that came in time with each stroke of his tongue. He worshipped her body, sucking her nipples until they were red, biting gently at her collarbone, trailing kisses across her stomach, along her thighs, even across her ass. He kissed her mouth slowly, then returned to kissing her breasts again, keeping her on the edge without ever giving her release.

When he finally took her clit into his mouth, Naomi moaned loudly, and everyone around us even burst into applause as the gorgeous woman in front of us surrendered to the sensations.

After a while, Naomi let out a deep, ecstatic sound of release as she came in a long, shuddering wave. Her thighs clenched around Zane’s head, and she spilled her cum right into him, all while he remained suctioned on her hood. Then, without removing his mouth, he raised a hand and gave a subtle signal to Silas. Silas nodded in return, then addressed the crowd. “The ceremony now requires collaborators. Zane and Naomi, invite you to experience her beauty up close. Who will step forward?” Silas asked, waiting for Naomi to turn to him and give an eager nod of approval before continuing.

That was when I turned to see a figure suddenly detach from the crowd.

He was a man I’d never seen before. A towering slab of muscle with a tanned chest, long blond hair tied loosely behind his head, and a thick cock hanging between his legs like a weapon.

He stepped onto the platform with confidence, and locked his icy blue eyes onto Naomi’s tight cunt, which Zane quickly pulled away from. Naomi bit her lip, mouthing the word “yes,” and then the newcomer lowered himself, took his swollen head, and nudged it against Naomi’s clit. She cried out in pleasure again. Hearing how turned on she was, he dug his cock inside her. Naomi kept moaning in happily as her body welcomed him in.

The size difference was shocking. His broad cock just disappeared into her tight body. A collective gasp swept through the crowd as Naomi took every bit of him.

“Look at her take that!” Rhys breathed beside me, wrapping a hand around his cock and starting to stroke. “Fuck, you’re lucky you did all that training with the women yesterday. Imagine trying to take that hunk of meat without any prep.”

I was definitely lucky. My cunt still felt stretched and well used from the day before, and I could already feel it pulsing in arousal now as I watched on.

The dam burst quickly after that. As soon as the man started thrusting into Naomi, another woman with silver-streaked hair climbed onto the platform, and Naomi invited her to immediately bury her face between her breasts and suck hungrily on her tiny nipples. Then another curvy woman came up and knelt in front of Zane, wrapping her lips around his cock and swallowing it deep into her throat, much to his delight.

It was clear now that this was the beginning of a full-blown orgy, and we were desperate to join in. The music suddenly kicked up again, and it drove the energy of the crowd higher, people already starting to lunge at each other and fuck them raw. Suddenly, Hanna then found us in the middle of it all, and ran up with excitement.

“Isn’t this fucking incredible?” she shouted over the music.

“Yes! Gosh, so hot. That incredible show Zane and Naomi just put on was so sexy too!” I replied.

Hanna grinned. “It’s only going to get better once you and Rhys join in. You’re not just going to stand there and watch, are you?”

“Try and stop us,” we grinned back.

Taking that as the go-ahead, she grabbed my hand and tugged me toward one of the clusters of writhing bodies near the large fire pit.

Just behind me, I caught a glimpse of Rhys giving a hungry smile to two random women. He held out his hands excitedly, and they giggled as they accepted, grabbing his ass and wrapping their hands around his cock as they led him down onto one of the terrace chairs.

When I reached the orgy Hanna had pulled me into, I spotted Max and Zara in the corner. Zara was on her knees, her mouth wrapped around another woman’s dripping cunt while Max pounded into that same woman’s ass. Her flesh slapped wetly against his pelvis, and my thighs clenched together at the sound. I barely had time to take it all in before a man stepped up close behind me, his voice a low rumble near my ear.

“Hey there,” he murmured. “Sorry to interrupt, but do you think I could get a sample of your cunt? I was watching you earlier, and your body looked so goddamn perfect I just had to know what you tasted like.”

“Fuck, yes. Just put it inside me,” I begged, not even caring to ask this man his name.

Moments later, I was on my knees with the stranger behind me, his cock sliding deep into my cunt with one firm push. He started fucking me like he wanted to claim me, and each thrust quickly became harder than the last. He wanted me begging for him. There was no holding back, and that was exactly what made it so goddamn hot.

“Shit, this is nice! So wet and warm.”

“Mm, just fuck me harder,” I groaned, pressing my hips back into him.

He kept up the intense pace, fucking me hard for a few minutes, when suddenly another man approached. He was broad and muscular, and when he circled around to my face, I leaned forward so his thick cock was just a breath away from my lips.

“Suppose you wouldn’t mind a cock in your mouth while the gentleman behind you takes you?” he asked me.

“Yes, please. Feed it to me!” I moaned without hesitation.

“Great. Open wide.”

My jaw dropped, and he slid his cock into my mouth, pushing deep. I made a small gagging sound, and he paused, his hands resting on my cheeks. “Am I good to keep going?”

I nodded fervently, loving the fullness. With my permission, he started moving in and out ferociously, fucking my throat and letting my spit bubble out between my lips.

While the two men pleasured themselves in my holes, my eyes instantly searched for Rhys. I looked across the knot of bodies and saw that the two women were now all over his cock. One of them had her lips completely clamped down around his shaft, and the other was busy tonguing his balls, giggling every time he twitched under her.

Then, the first woman spat out a thick bubble of saliva right onto his meat and spread it all over. She clamped her heavy tits around the base of his cock, using the spit for lube, and just started grinding her cleavage up and down, while the second woman continued playing with his balls.

Immediately his whole body went tight, and both the women then started fighting for who was going to get to swallow him first. One of them eventually won, and Rhys roared as he dumped his load straight down her throat. The second woman immediately lunged in, smashing her mouth onto the first one, passing his cum back and forth and laughing all along as messy strings of it dripped between their lips.

I loved seeing him come undone like that, and it only made the pleasure from the two cocks stretching my own holes even more exhilarating.

The man fucking my mouth was the first to finish. He came quickly, and I felt his warm seed splash up generously against the back of my throat. I swallowed it immediately. Then the man behind me bottomed out in my cunt and started pumping hard, grunting with each deep thrust. I clenched my pussy muscles as tightly as I could, determined to squeeze every last drop from him. He roared loud as he spilled into me.

That was when Zara returned, having finished her own round of sex and still hungry to take care of me.

“You’re not done yet,” she said playfully.

She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the edge of the space, guiding me to a wooden railing that overlooked the valley. There was no time to take in the view, though, because something else was waiting for me. Two men stood nearby, both already rock hard and ready. One was broad and powerful, with dark skin and thick arms. The other had a warm olive complexion, just as muscular, and between his legs hung the thickest cock I had ever seen. Zara turned to me with a gleam in her eyes.

“Remember how I said you weren’t ready for real cock yet?”

“Yeah, I remember.”

“Well, now’s that time. Let’s see if all that training yesterday actually paid off. How about we go over to that railing over there? I’d love to let my friends here take care of you.”

“Ooh, yes, that sounds perfect!” I replied.

So I moved, stepping to the railing and bending forward, letting my tits hang over the edge. The view was breathtaking, but all I could focus on now was the sheer size of what was coming.

Zara stepped up behind me and took the olive-skinned man’s cock in her hand. She guided it to my entrance, letting the broad head press against me.

“We’ll start with this one, just to widen you up. Let me know if it becomes too much.”

He pushed into me slowly, and the invasion stretched me so wide I thought my hips would come apart. I moaned loudly as my muscles instinctively tightened. He paused, holding still.

“Tell me when,” he murmured.

“Keep going, I can take it,” I breathed, bearing down to relax my body. With a low grunt, he sank in deeper, letting me take all of it.

Then he started to piston in and out, and it felt so fucking good that I came almost instantly. I writhed and moaned against the railing as he pounded into me.

He pulled out shortly after to save me from becoming too overwhelmed, and then Zara nudged the other man forward. “Okay, this one’s going in your ass. Happy?”

“I want it… but I haven’t taken many cocks back there before,” I said.

“It’s okay, I’ll help you,” said Zara. “Trust me, this cock is perfect back there. I would know.”

“Okay. Do it,” I replied.

Zara quickly got to work. She sucked him into her mouth first, slicking his cock with spit, and then spat on my crack, lubing it all up. Then he took the man’s cock and guided it to my ass.

The man pressed in gently, stretching me open. As he got himself past my tight ring, a sharp, hot flash of pleasure tore through me and made me shriek with delight into the air.

He started fucking me just as hard as the man before, clearly determined to stretch me open. As he jackhammered into my ass, I exploded with a second wave of ecstasy that left me breathless. This time, I was the one who pulled him out, mostly because my body had gone weak with pleasure, and I fell hard forward against the railing. I felt so completely hollowed out, but I knew I could take more. I wanted more.

“How does it feel?” Zara asked, grinning down at me.

“It’s amazing,” I said. “I need more.”

“Of course!” said Zara. “Good cocks like these aren’t easy to come by, you know. You definitely need to get the full experience.”

She pointed to the olive-skinned man. “Want to go next?”

He looked elated. “Please.”

“Good. Get on the deck. Lie down flat.”

He followed happily.

Then she turned to me. “Maya, how about you plant your ass on that cock and ride him. Do it reverse so we can see your pussy.”

I moved quickly and climbed over him, straddling his hips, feeling the blunt pressure of his cockhead nudging at my asshole. I sank down a bit more, inviting him, and that was when he slipped inside.

The man groaned in relief as he began to pump, loving the way my tight ass felt around his cock. The first man, not to be outdone, then stepped up close behind me, his heat radiating against my exposed skin. “Ready for both?” he asked gruffly.

“Yes, do it!” I begged. I had never had both of my holes stuffed at the same time before, but this felt like the perfect opportunity.

So he came up and got himself arranged at my front, aligning his cock with my cunt and thrusting inside. The sudden double stretch made me cry out in pure ecstasy.

My head fell back as the pleasure flowed through me, and I freely let the two men hammer into my pelvis at the same time, their girthy cocks compressing my inner walls beautifully.

That was when Zara stepped up positioned herself at my head, her slick heat hovering just above my lips.

“Can I smother you, beautiful?” she purred. I nodded eagerly, opening wide. She dropped down over my mouth, and I happily pushed my tongue out to meet her clit as she began to ride my face.

She was completely soaking me in her slick.

They fucked me like that for ages, and then Zara was the first to go. She cried out, trembling as her whole body seized, another gush of her release flooding my throat. Her climax also triggered the others.

“Argh, fuck, I’m coming!” the man beneath me roared, pumping a thick torrent of cream so deep inside me I could feel it bubbling up in my stomach. A second later, the man behind me exploded in my ass, flooding me until I felt completely full. When they pulled out, cum spilled from both my holes, dripping down my thighs.

Zara, panting, looked down at the mess. “Ah, let me clean you up!”

She spread my thighs open and buried her face between them, her tongue eagerly working over my swollen cunt as she slurped up the mix of my cum and theirs. Then she moved lower, pushed my cheeks apart, and licked my asshole clean too. She even slipped her tongue inside, wiggling it around to get every last drop. When she finished, she crawled up to my face and kissed me, sliding her cum-soaked tongue into my mouth. “Thank you, Maya. You’re such a fucking natural!”

“I think I should be thanking you instead, Zara,” I replied with a laugh. “That was amazing! I loved every second of it.”

We kissed on the lips, and then I decided to wander off again, leaving her with the two men. After a short break and a glass of water from one of the bars, I rejoined one of the other groups that had formed near the stage.

One of the carousels there was in full swing. I lined up and began hopping from one cock to the next, moving between bodies of every shape and size.

Rhys was there too. He had moved on from the two women from earlier and was now taking part enthusiastically, lying back with his slick cock waiting in line. I climbed on top and rode him for a while, letting him fuck into the cum already spilling out of me from the others before him.

“Having fun?” he asked me.

“Look at this place, Rhys. How could I not be!”

At some point after that, riding a few more cocks and getting thoroughly stretched, I found myself face to face with Finn. He was siting on a pile of cushions nearby, and Lily was beside him, stroking his cock and her own clit too. I approached them and smiled.

“Nice to see you enjoying yourself, dear,” Lily said brightly. “Are you still curious about my husband?”

“Yes,” I replied without hesitation.

“Then he’s all yours. Try him out,” she said.

“Please,” added Finn.

I took his cock into my hand, peeled back his foreskin with my fingers, and revealed the slick pink head underneath. With Lily watching, I pushed the hair away from my face and took him into my mouth.

“Ooh yes, this is exquisite,” Finn moaned, his hand gently resting on the back of my head. I took him deep into my throat until he came. It was deliciously warm and thick down my throat, and I pulled back with a gasp, licking my lips.

“I love the way you taste,” I said softly.

“You’re incredible,” Finn muttered.

“Go ahead and enjoy yourself, dear,” Lily added with a kiss to my cheek. “I need to get stretched out again before the next round.”

After swallowing Finn’s delicious load, I made out with Lily one more time. Her mouth still tasted of him, and for a moment we lingered there, connected by the shared taste. Then I slipped away again, and that was when I found Hanna and Zara.

“There you are!” Hanna said, tugging me close. “We’ve been looking all over for you.”

“Yeah, where did you run off to after taking those two cocks before?” Zara asked.

“Oh, I just fucked a few other guys and then sucked off Finn too,” I said casually. “His cum tastes surprisingly sweet! Almost like he drinks coconut water for breakfast.”

“Ooo, that’s great!” she replied. “Finn’s quite popular around here, glad you got a sample! Though you know the blond man from the stage earlier? The huge one?”

“Oh, yeah, what about him?”

“Well, he was asking Hanna and me if we had any fresh pussies for him to stretch. That’s when we thought of you. We told him you’re new around here, so yeah, that’s why we came looking for you.”

“Fuck, have you seen his cock though?” I breathed, a thrill racing through me alongside my nerves. “It’s way bigger than the guys I was just taking. But I want to try.”

“Don’t worry,” Zara said with an encouraging smile. “We’ll be right there. And if it’s too much, you just say the word and we stop. Got it?”

“Sure, let’s do it,” I said.

Hanna then called something out across the terrace, and almost immediately, the man appeared. The same one with a massive pillar of a cock. Butterflies erupted in my stomach as I straightened up and tried to steady my breath. My thighs were already slick.

“So, you’re the new attraction, huh?” he rumbled. “Hanna said you were ready to be used.”

“Mhm. That’s me.”

He dropped onto the floor, lying flat on his back, with his enormous cock pointed straight up. “Hop on, then,” he said. “Show me what you’re made of.”

“Ride him, Maya!” Hanna yelled as they both stepped back to get a better view.

“Yeah, let him fill you!” Zara added.

I smiled eagerly, then threw myself over him, guiding that monstrous cock to my slick entrance. It felt like spearing myself on a tree trunk. I gasped in shock at first, but then he was in, stretching me wider than I thought possible. Once I adjusted to the size of him, I started to grind against his hips, working him deeper with each movement, all while Hanna and Zara cheered me on from the sidelines.

I moaned into another orgasm as he fucked me senseless, the pressure building fast and then crashing through me.

Suddenly, a chorus of excited voices erupted from behind me. Simon, Rhys, and Max had come over.

“Holy shit, this looks good!” Max shouted. “Let me get in there!”

“Yeah, move over, big man!” Simon added with a grin.

I wanted them. I wanted them so bad, but the blond man’s cock felt so good too. I was honestly torn, until he thankfully spoke for me instead.

“Well, whatever happens, I’m not moving. Her pussy feels too good,” said the blond man.

Max then stepped up behind me, tracing a finger down to my empty hole. “Well, if your pussy’s taken… Maya, can I have your ass instead?” he asked, already hard.

“God, yes. Fill it,” I panted.

Max didn’t wait a second longer. Getting in close, he spread me ass cheeks and placed the head of his cock at my back hole. He spat on it, coating it in lube, and then pushed it in slowly. I groaned, deliciously overwhelmed by the stretch and hoping my muscles could relax fast enough to take both of them. Once fully seated inside, he started fucking me, in time with the man below.

Meanwhile, Simon could only stand and watch for a moment, stroking himself as Max began to thrust. After a few minutes, Max finally pulled out with a grunt, giving Simon his turn.

From there, the men began taking turns, each one fucking me for a few minutes before swapping out again, while the blond man stayed nestled deep in my cunt. My body was passed freely between them, and I loved every second of it.

Meanwhile, Hanna and Zara had turned their attention to Rhys, who was standing there stroking himself raw. “You look like you need some help, too,” Hanna purred. The two of them then dropped to their knees in front of him and latched onto his cock together. Their mouths then moved along his shaft in a sloppy mess as they tried to deepthroat him.

Rhys and I were keeping eye contact the whole time, and I loved seeing him get his cock worshipped by the women, just as I’m sure he loved watching me getting used by the guys. It was a shared sense of bliss.

Hanna and Zara were watching too, though they weren’t as content with my state. “Fuck, she’s still got an empty hole, you guys!” Hanna shouted. “Why doesn’t one of you take her mouth?”

“Yes! I’d love that!” I said, making sure everyone knew how desperate I was.

“Well… I don’t think I can,” Max called back. “Her ass is so perfectly tight, I don’t want to put my cock anywhere else.”

“Yeah, same here,” Simon added. “Rhys, why don’t you join in instead? That’s your wife, after all,” Simon added.

Zara loved the proposition. “He’s right. Rhys, stop letting them hog your wife. Go ask her if she’s truly ready for a triple stuffing.”

Rhys quickly came over, brushing his cock against my lips. “Would you like that, Maya? All of your hole stuffed?”

I opened wide and nodded desperately.

“Please… I need it,” I said.

Without any more delay, Rhys came in close and fed his cock into my mouth, pushing deep, which only made me moan harder around him. “Fuck, Maya, you’re an absolute masterpiece… I can’t believe how well you’re taking them all.”

I was too full of cock to reply, but I appreciated his effort nonetheless. He started fucking my mouth, trying to match the pace of the other two men in my holes. I kept slurping and sucking, making sure to relax my throat to get him perfectly deep, moaning the whole time as well from the pressure below.

There was a strange kind of connection in it all. The blond man’s enormous shaft buried deep in my cunt, while Max and Simon continued eagerly trading my asshole back and forth, and now, my husband’s cock filling my mouth, pressing against my tongue, and muffling my happy sounds. It was overwhelming, but beautiful.

Off to the side, I could hear Hanna and Zara too, their moans rising as they ground their soaked cunts together, clearly feeding off the sight of me. The sensory overload built fast, and then it hit me.

I shattered, my entire body starting to quiver and spasm intensely. My ass, cunt, and mouth all clenched around the three cocks at once, and I came harder than I ever had before.

My climax set all the men off like a chain reaction. The blond man roared as he exploded inside my pussy, followed a split second later by Simon, who shot his load deep into my ass. Max, who had swapped out moments before, groaned and hosed my back with his load.

Rhys was the last to finish. I felt his cock throb against my tongue, a final, monumental roar vibrating from his chest as he flooded the back of my throat. I swallowed every single drop.

As the men recovered, pulling out of me with sucking sounds, I fell forward onto the blond man’s chest and just trembled there. Rhys pulled his softening cock from my mouth and bent down to check on me. He kissed me possessively, showing me how proud he was.

“My god, Maya,” he whispered. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen you look so fucking alive. I love you so much. You’re so damn beautiful.”

I cupped his cheek and whispered back. “I was so scared that we’d both get lost in all of this, that I’d go too far and somehow lose you, Rhys. But I’m so fucking happy that it only brought us closer together. I love you so, so much. You’re the greatest husband that anyone could have ever asked for.”

The sounds of the party then faded into the background. The music, the laughter, the distant moans all blurred into something distant and unimportant. Our bodies were sore and spent, but our hearts felt completely full.

Rhys lifted me into his arms at that moment and carried me away from the others, who were still catching their breath in the aftermath. We found a quiet patch of grass at the edge of the clearing, where we lay together and kissed deeply, tasting everything we had just given and received.

We came here to explore and push boundaries, but what we found was something far greater than we ever imagined. Lying there with him, skin to skin, I knew we would never be the same.

Together, Alpenglow had changed our lives forever.


Epilogue


It took a full week for my ass and cunt to recover. Every time I sat down on a hard chair, or went for a run that was too intense, I felt the lingering reminders. It was a delicious sensitivity that reminded me of just how perfectly I had been fucked at Alpenglow.

But I didn’t mind it at all. My body had to get used to it, right? Especially if we were going to do it again, and of course, we were absolutely going to do it again.

A few days after we got back, we were rushing to finalize the details for our honeymoon in Hawaii. Before Alpenglow, it had sounded like paradise and the perfect treat we needed to relax after the chaos of our wedding. Now, though, the thought of pristine beaches and couple’s massages just felt hollow.

Personally, I couldn’t stand the idea of spending fourteen days with only one cock inside me, and I suspected Rhys was just as eager to get his tongue inside a variety of pussies, especially after how much fun he’d had at the retreat. I wasn’t the same person anymore, and the thought of going back to something so basic felt completely inadequate.

I was still trying to figure out how to say all of this to him when, one night, Jason called his phone and ended up saving me the trouble.

“Hey, man! Thought I’d call you after the big trip!” Jason said.

“Hey, yeah, thanks for calling. Maya’s here with me. She’s still glowing from it all,” Rhys replied, putting him on speaker.

“Oh, I’m sure. I’ve heard all about it. Simon sent me a text after you two got back. Said you were the highlight of the final party. Something about making sure all of Maya’s holes were filled?”

We both burst out laughing. What we once thought had to be hidden like some kind of secret now felt more like a badge of honor.

“Hanna told me a whole bunch of details, too,” Laura chimed in. “Apparently, Maya has a real talent for eating pussy. We’re definitely going to have to test that out sometime.”

Rhys cleared his throat, trying not to grin. “Well, we’re, uh, supposed to be going to Hawaii for our honeymoon, actually, but⁠—”

“Hawaii?” Jason interrupted, and I immediately felt a wave of relief. “Fuck Hawaii. That’s for civilians. You two are officially in the major leagues of sex resorts now. Don’t you think?”

Rhys and I looked at each other across the phone, and a quiet sense of understanding passed between us. Jason’s words were the final affirmation we needed. Nothing more had to be said.

“Yeah, I guess so,” Rhys replied, chuckling.

Jason kept going. “Well, Laura and I were just talking about our next trip. There’s another resort, similar to this one, but in Puerto Rico.”

“It would be fun to have some company,” Laura added. “We could finally cash in on that threesome fantasy of yours, Maya.”

The decision was made before the call even ended. The idea of Hawaii quickly evaporated, and it was replaced with a future that I actually wanted. A filthy future that involved lots of sex with our good friends.

Rhys finally hung up after finalizing a few more details for our next trip with the others, then closed the tame Hawaii itinerary still open on his laptop. We spent the next hour browsing the website for our next retreat, scrolling through the photos Jason and Laura had sent, and taking in its blend of glamor and filth.

I tore my eyes from the screen at one point to look at him, and the love I felt was so intense it almost overwhelmed me. This was the man who had been right there with me, finding his own pleasure with other women while I took in all those cocks, and I knew we loved each other even more for the boundaries we had pushed together. He caught my gaze and leaned in.

I kissed my newly wedded husband back, and I kissed him deeply. Because no matter how many men I took, no matter whose cum ended up on my face or inside me, Rhys was my one true love, and I would always, always come back home to him.
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Swapped and Shared at the Retreat: A Couple Brings Their Fantasies to Life

Skye and Adam fly to Lanzarote, Spain, expecting a relaxing wedding anniversary in the sun. Instead, they find Obsidian, a swingers resort where intimate challenges shatter every boundary they have.

The intensity ramps up immediately. First, the couple is filmed for a shameless public screening. Next, they're locked in a competitive swap where Adam devours a stranger between her legs, while Skye races to drain a new lover dry against the clock.

It all culminates at the Full Moon Party where they surrender completely. On the volcanic black sands, Skye is shared by the crowd and stretched to her limit by three men at once, while Adam loses himself in the chaos beside her. They came to Spain to unwind, but leave with a crazy new addiction they never want to cure.

Shared for the First Time: A Couple’s Hedonistic Weekend

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

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