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Swapped and Shared at the Villa
A Couple Try Something New



Chapter One


Callum finished in my mouth, and I swallowed. It was an easy, familiar routine, a practiced habit we’d fallen into over the years. We simply rolled back into the pillows, pulling the sheets over us and tangling our legs together like always.

But this time, the moment didn’t settle. Something felt off.

“Jade, is anything wrong, honey?” Callum asked, glancing at me while the sweat of our session cooled on his face.

At his age, he should have softened, but he hadn’t. My husband, Callum, was still as handsome as ever. I knew I’d hit the lottery marrying a man with a build like his and a heavy shaft that always filled me up, but looking at him now, I just felt empty. He was a good man, and I didn’t want to sound like I was cutting him down.

I shrugged. “I don’t know. Lately, it feels like we’re out of sync. Like something’s missing.”

“Missing what, exactly?” he asked. “Can you be more specific?”

I looked down at the way our bodies fit together. I still worked out consistently to keep everything where it belonged, and I knew I hadn’t lost my appeal. Even as my breasts had begun to soften slightly, they retained their full shape, and my nipples were still quick to perk up at the slightest touch.

It was a body Callum knew as well as his own, and that was the problem. The familiarity had become a dead end.

I cleared my throat and answered his question. “I mean, our sex life is fine, but it feels predictable, don’t you think? We’ve been doing this for so long, it feels like we’re on autopilot. Sometimes I wonder if this is all it’s supposed to be now.”

He went quiet for a moment. “Yeah, I guess I’ve felt that too. It’s good, but it’s not exciting anymore. But I’ve always told myself that’s just what happens when you hit your early forties.”

“Well, do you ever feel like you’re not enough?” I asked. “Or that maybe I’m not?”

He rubbed his chin. “Sometimes, but that’s not really it. And it’s not because of you, Jade. I just think we’ve fallen into a routine, and we need to figure out how to break out of it.”

I let the words sink in, thinking about how far we’d drifted from the people we used to be. Instead of feeling defeated, though, a spark of motivation kicked in. Before it could fade, I reached over and grabbed my laptop from the nightstand.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Seeing what the internet says about midlife sex boredom, obviously,” I teased, typing exactly that into the search bar.

We sat shoulder to shoulder, scrolling through the results: “Communicate with your partner.” “Schedule intimacy.” “Try date nights.”

“Give me a fucking break.” Callum chuckled. “These sound like they’re straight out of those self-help books my aunt used to read.”

I snorted. “Here’s one for sex therapy. What do you think? Counseling, perhaps?”

He shrugged. “Might not hurt. Although it feels a little too clinical for us.”

I clicked through a few more tabs, then stopped. A website loaded with photos of a villa by the sea. The headline read: “The Pleasure Haven: For Couples Who Want More.”

We both leaned in closer. The text underneath was simple: “Join us for a weekend you won’t forget, and fix all of your problems in the bedroom.”

“This doesn’t look like therapy at all,” I said.

Callum stared at the screen. “Yeah, not even close. But it’s definitely got my attention.”

We scrolled in silence, clicking through the links. The descriptions were all frustratingly vague yet enticing. “Every day brings a new opportunity to discover what excites you the most, bringing you closer to your partner.”

The photos showcased sunlit common areas and a stunning golden beach just steps away from the edge of the villas. The bedrooms boasted wide, inviting beds and luxurious furnishings, spaces that managed to feel both cozy and decadent at the same time.

Then we found the reviews. Every single one had a five-star rating, but not a single comment.

Callum narrowed his eyes. “That’s weird. People usually love to complain. You’d think the odds of everyone having a perfect experience would be pretty low.”

I kept scrolling, searching for reviews with comments, but had no luck. Instead, there were more photos of the villa, this time lit up at night, its glow reflecting off the water and onto the stone terrace. It made me ache to be there.

“Yeah, it’s weird,” I said. “But come on, look at this place. Tell me you wouldn’t want to get lost here for a weekend.”

He leaned in closer, his skepticism softening as genuine interest crossed his face. He scanned the page for a moment before nodding. “You’re not wrong. Look, I don’t know what their angle is, but it beats the hell out of a therapy couch. It’s the first thing I’ve seen tonight that actually looks like it has some life to it. I think I might be in, Jade.”

I hovered over the “Book Now” button for a second as my pulse kicked up, but then I remembered. “Wait, let me check the flights,” I said, tapping at the keys to pull up a travel site in a separate tab. I plugged in our dates, watching the prices populate while comparing the flight times to the villa’s check-in. “Flights aren’t included, Callum. And for a last-minute trip like this, they’re definitely not cheap.”

Callum stayed quiet for a moment, his eyes still fixed on the photo carousel on the website. He seemed to be weighing the cost against the quiet, suffocating routine of our bedroom until, finally, a slow smile broke across his face. “Okay, well... so what? We’ve blown more money on long weekends that were dead before we even unpacked our bags. If we’re going to spend it, let’s spend it on something that actually feels like it might be worthwhile. At least this might give us something back. And look,” he continued, pointing toward the screen. “It says here they offer a guaranteed no-questions-asked refund until the second night if it’s not for us. What have we got to lose?”

“You really think we should pull the trigger?” I asked, studying his face.

“Yes,” he said firmly. “If it helps, it could be life-changing, Jade. And worst case, we’ve got three days of sun and cocktails with just the two of us. I’ll take those odds any day.”

I looked at him, then back at the laptop, the weight of the decision settling between us. It was impulsive, maybe even reckless, but for the first time in months, we were both moving in the same direction.

My cursor hovered over the button for a moment before I committed to the payment details. I took a deep breath, clicked, and watched as the confirmation page finally filled the screen.


Chapter Two


After two short flights and a bumpy car ride, we finally arrived at the entrance of The Pleasure Haven. My expectations had been high after seeing the photos, but the real thing made the website look like a collection of cheap ads.

A plain stone building stood framed by towering palms and lush greenery, perfectly arranged to shut out the rest of the world. Through the gaps in the leaves, the ocean shimmered, and a thin strip of golden sand stretched between the outer walls and the water.

Inside, the lobby was even more extravagant. White marble floors and walls of glass offered perfect views of the beach. Couples lounged throughout the space in armchairs and beanbags, sipping drinks like they had been waiting all year just to be here.

The artwork hanging on the walls, though, demanded a second look. What first appeared to be abstract swirls of cream and pink turned out to be something much more specific once I leaned in. The paintings were bold. Very, very bold.

One of them depicted two intertwined bodies, a man sliding his thick cock into a woman’s vagina, both of their mouths frozen in an open moan. Another, just next to it, showed two women with their tongues in each other’s mouths, their breasts pressed so tightly together that the artist had simply blurred them into a single, cohesive ball of skin.

Callum stopped right where he was, smirking as the image registered. “No fucking way,” he muttered. “This place is definitely... in your face.”

“I know, right?” I replied. I felt my face get a bit hot as I looked on. “Let’s just get checked in. I’m sure it’s nothing deep.”

We reached the desk, where a woman in a maroon blazer and cream top greeted us with a smile that felt way too eager.

“Good afternoon, and welcome to The Pleasure Haven, Puerto Rico,” she said smoothly. “Here to check in?”

“Yes, here to check in,” I replied, sliding our passports across the counter so she could confirm the reservation.

“Excellent. Please take a seat here while I get a few things ready.”

She tapped on her tablet, then leaned over to pull an envelope from the drawer beside her. Our names were embossed on the front in elegant gold lettering. Reaching to her other side, she retrieved what looked like an information pamphlet and placed both items neatly in front of us.

“This pamphlet explains how the retreat works,” she began. “The Pleasure Haven is designed to help couples reconnect but also explore. Each day, you’ll receive a new ticket in an envelope like this one. That ticket grants you entry to a different space on our property. Sometimes it will be just the two of you, and sometimes it will be more social. You will not know in advance. That’s intentional.” She tapped the black envelope lightly, drawing our attention to it. “Tonight’s ticket is already inside.”

I sensed Callum’s eyes darting toward me, but I kept mine fixed on her, acting as though I wasn’t already picking up on what she meant by the word “social.”

“The rooms are designed for discovery,” she continued. “Sometimes that means deepening your existing connection, and sometimes it involves experimenting with new dynamics. You are always in control and always decide how far you want to go. You can watch, join, or leave. There is no wrong choice. And you are more than welcome to tap out now.”

Anticipation stirred in me. Her delivery was gentle, making the implication feel thrillingly daring. Experimenting was one thing, yet it was impossible not to picture the reality of those rooms: the two of us exposed, surrounded by others, and pulled into whatever scenarios were waiting for us.

Callum and I chose to stay quiet for the moment, exchanging only a brief glance that reflected our agreement. After a few more formalities, she told us our suite was just beyond the courtyard. We thanked her, took the envelope and pamphlet, and headed out of the lobby, quietly processing everything we had just heard.

As we passed through the doors, Callum broke the silence. “Okay, please tell me you were at least a little thrown off when she said ‘new dynamics.’ I know we, uh, agreed to all of this… but what the hell does that even mean?”

“No idea, honey. Sounds like it’s something more than just couples’ sex therapy, though,” I murmured.

“So let me get this straight. We could walk into a room, and it wouldn’t be just us? Another pair could already be there?”

“Maybe,” I admitted. Heat crawled up my neck as my mind drifted back to the woman’s carefully chosen words. “But whatever this place is leading to, I’m pretty sure it’s not just about us.”

“Damn. What if we open the door and it’s some naked dude feeding us grapes or something? Fuck, that would be so wild,” he muttered, shaking his head in disbelief.

I let out an involuntary laugh, appreciating his attempt to lighten the mood. “Well, no way to find out unless we open the envelope. Let’s just keep an open mind and see where this goes.”

“Sounds good to me,” he said.

We stepped into the courtyard, unfolding the map tucked into the envelope. The space was lush and atmospheric, with a warm breeze carrying the salty scent of the ocean. As we studied the directions, we noticed another couple nearby with identical maps in hand. Both of them were squinting at the fine print, wearing the same confused expressions as us.

The woman was gorgeous. She was taller than me, with wide shoulders that made her narrow waist seem even smaller. Her breasts certainly weren’t small, though, jiggling with a hypnotic rhythm every time she moved around in place. She caught my eye the moment she looked up toward me.

Her handsome partner towered beside her, thick through the chest, with big arms that looked like they could lift me with barely any effort.

“Oh, hey there. First time for you guys too?” she asked, glancing up from the map in her hands.

“Yeah, first time,” I said quickly, relieved to hear we weren’t the only ones. “Still trying to figure out what we’ve gotten ourselves into.”

She smiled warmly. “Same here. It’s stunning, but it has a strange vibe about it, doesn’t it?”

Her husband let out a chuckle. “Yeah, feels like we just walked onto a porn set with how everything’s set up.”

We all laughed, the tension easing slightly. “Right? That’s what Jade and I were just saying,” Callum replied. “It sounds suspiciously like a sex retreat, but the way they marketed it… Makes you wonder what’s going on behind all those doors.”

“Or maybe we just paid a ridiculous amount of money to wander around lost,” I said with a grin.

The woman laughed, her gaze holding mine for a moment before she answered. “Well, if we do, I can think of worse company to get lost with.”

My cheeks warmed, and I offered her a small smile in return.

She tucked the map under her arm. “Anyway, we should find our room before we end up actually getting lost. Nice meeting you both. Sorry, didn’t catch your names?”

“This is Callum, and I’m Jade,” I said. “You two?”

“I’m Serene, and this is Damon,” she replied with a nod. “I’m sure we’ll be bumping into each other again.”

“Yeah, I’m sure we will,” Callum added. “Nice to meet you guys.”

We watched them head down the corridor, their voices fading as they walked away. I realized I’d been looking at her longer than I should have. Callum noticed, too.

It took us a couple more minutes to figure out the map before we finally began the walk to our villa. Along the way, we took in the scene around us: tall palms swaying gently, leafy plants brushing against the edges of the walkway, and small ornaments and statues scattered throughout the courtyard.

The staff seemed to be everywhere, too. Some gave polite nods as they passed, balancing trays of champagne, while others smiled warmly, carrying baskets of folded towels and asking if we needed anything.

Damon’s joke about this place feeling like a porno set came back to me as I noticed how perfectly polished and synchronized the staff seemed to be. The way they moved, measured and effortless, gave the whole place a surreal feel, like everything we saw was part of some carefully staged scene.

“Is it just me, or does everyone here look way too damn happy?” Callum muttered, glancing at a passing server with a glowing smile.

“Wouldn’t you be if this was your job?” I replied, smirking. “Smile, carry some champagne, serve horny couples on vacation. Honestly, even I could do this.”

That earned a laugh from him. We continued walking, joking about how it wouldn’t be the worst gig.

Then, out of nowhere, a loud, sharp noise pierced the air. A woman’s moan echoed across the pathway, coming from one of the wooden buildings on our right. Silence followed for barely half a second before another deep sound, this time from a man, joined hers. It started to build, back and forth between them, louder and more frenzied with every cry, until there was no mistaking what was happening.

“Holy shit, they’re fucking, aren’t they?” Callum asked, his voice strained and laced with disbelief.

“I... I guess they are,” I replied, just as stunned. “God, she’s so loud.”

We both slowed our steps, intrigued as the noises continued to spill out.

“Shit,” I muttered, turning my head to the building and realizing they had deliberately left their windows wide open for anyone walking by. “I guess this is really happening. People are just going at it.”

The noise alone was intense, but it was the rawness that actually got under my skin. Every cry was soaked in pleasure and totally unfiltered. I could feel my panties dampening as I listened, my clit throbbing in time with the sound. Fuck, I was embarrassingly turned on.

I glanced at Callum, needing to see if he was feeling it, too. My eyes dropped to his lap, and there it was: a massive bulge pressing against his pants. Just looking at it made me wetter, and I found myself licking my lips without thinking.

“Callum,” I said, my voice heavy with heat. “Is this... is this making you as horny as it’s making me?”

“Y-yes,” he replied immediately. “I don’t think I’ve ever heard someone moan like that. Really makes you want to fuck…”

The filthiness of that hit me hard, and I clenched around nothing, desperate for him already. We kept walking as the dirty noises followed us down the path.

We reached the villa and stepped inside, only to be hit with a view so stunning it briefly pulled us out of our haze. The entire far wall was open, letting the crashing waves and salt air flow straight into the room. Beyond that, the wide beach stretched pale and endless under the fading afternoon sky.

An infinity pool glimmered at the edge of the terrace, spilling into the horizon. Inside, the space felt cool and inviting. Soft cushions and chairs were scattered across the room, and the main table in the middle of it all was loaded with food, drinks, and champagne bottles chilling in a bucket of ice.

“God,” I said, dropping my bag and turning slowly in place. “This is gorgeous, isn’t it?”

Callum didn’t answer right away, his eyes scanning the villa before he walked out toward the pool and stopped at the edge. “This is absolutely amazing,” he said quietly. “I could definitely do a weekend here. Maybe even a few.”

I followed him outside, relishing the warm ocean breeze brushing over my skin.

When I reached him, I slipped my arms around his waist, pressing my chest into his back. “It’s perfect,” I whispered. “Well, almost.”

“Almost?” he asked, turning his head slightly toward me.

“It’s a bit too quiet, don’t you think?” I teased.

Callum knew where I was going, and he turned then, immediately grabbing me by the hips.

He looked at me intensely, and a fraction of a second later, his lips were on mine.

The kiss was hot and greedy, and I stretched up on my toes to kiss him back, sliding my tongue into his mouth, determined to keep things messy. Callum tasted delicious, and I wove my fingers through his hair to bring him in closer.

When I finally broke the kiss, panting, I hugged him tight. “Callum, fuck, I’m so wet I can barely think,” I admitted. “Those moans from earlier, they absolutely ruined me. I need you. Now.”

A dirty smile played at his lips, but he stayed silent. He slid his hand down into my panties, slipping past the waistband and finding my clit. He brushed it lightly, making me gasp, before plunging two fingers deep into the slippery heat.

“Shit,” he muttered, pumping his fingers in and out. “You weren’t kidding. How bad did those moans mess with your head, huh? You’re gushing, Jade.”

I bit my lip, grinding desperately against his hand. “It’s been too long,” I replied, barely able to get the words out. “Don’t stop... please.”

Callum’s fingers worked deeper, curling inside me just right, stretching me and drawing soft whines out of my mouth with every thrust. I didn’t care how desperate I looked or sounded. I was ready to come undone just from his fingers, especially when he found my clit and started massaging it with his thumb.

I was only seconds from coming when he slid his fingers out, leaving me whimpering at the loss. My juice coated his hand, glistening in the light. He held his fingers up, letting me see the wet strings dripping from them, then brought them to his mouth and sucked them clean. He groaned as he tasted me. “Sweet as ever,” he said, his tongue flicking out for the last of it.

He barely gave me time to respond, scooping me up in a single motion.

“Callum,” I breathed, melting into the sudden movement as I wrapped my legs eagerly around his waist.

“Shh,” he replied with that handsome smile of his. “Just let me take care of you. I’m going to lay you down and eat you out until you’re moaning louder than that woman from earlier.”

His words sent a rush through me, my pussy throbbing in response, heat building all over again. He carried me into the bedroom and dropped me onto the bed.

Callum wasted no time. He grabbed at my clothes, yanking everything off with urgency. The moment my thighs were bare, he spread them apart with his hands and focused on my soaked cunt.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he breathed, diving straight into it.

I wailed the second his tongue hit me, sweeping up and down with passion. My back snapped off the bed, and a cry broke out as he shoved his tongue inside, pinning my thighs wide. He worked me intensely, stroking deep before dragging back up to flick my clit again, where he latched on and sucked hard, sending sparks of ecstasy through me.

“Callum!” I sobbed, grabbing onto his hair. Callum was driving me mad. My body tightened, every nerve sparking as the heat built to an unbearable peak.

Within seconds, everything inside me snapped. My orgasm rippled through me, making my body jerk and thrash beneath him. His mouth stayed on me the whole time, lips and tongue working to swallow every drop of my release as it flooded out of me.

When he finally pulled back, I was gasping for air. His face glistened with my mess, and Callum looked more than satisfied.

“God, that was amazing, Callum,” I replied.

Still between my legs, Callum ran his tongue slowly over my clit one more time before he kissed his way up my body, moving from my stomach to my breasts and finally claiming my mouth. I kissed him back passionately, tasting my own cum on his tongue.

“I love you,” I gasped against his lips.

“I know,” he murmured, nipping at the sensitive skin of my neck until I twitched.

My head fell back, but as it did, my gaze drifted past him. There it was, the black envelope, sitting exactly where we’d left it on the table after getting here.

The sight of it made my stomach flip, a combination of curiosity and nerves prickling through me.

Callum felt the change in me. He leaned back slightly, following my stare.

“Still on your mind?”

I swallowed and nodded.

“Me too,” he continued. “I keep wondering if we’re actually brave enough for whatever’s in there.”

“Only one way to find out,” I whispered, sitting up. “Bring it here.”


Chapter Three


“Room 1: The Devotion Experience. An opportunity to exhibit your love for each other,” the ticket read.

Callum peered over my shoulder. “Uh… what does that even mean?”

I frowned. “I don’t know. Some sort of foreplay workshop? Or are we about to get graded on how well we fuck?”

“Jeez, imagine a scorecard.”

I snorted, even as my pulse quickened. “Maybe it’s more like a guided intimacy thing. Proving we actually know what we’re doing together before they move us on.”

“Yeah, except we’re paying to fuck in front of strangers,” he muttered, though the smile on his face said he wasn’t exactly complaining.

We left the villa soon enough and followed a paved path. By now, the ink of night had fully settled, and the way was lit by candles and tall bamboo torches that flickered in the seaside breeze.

We arrived at the building, which was an open structure made of wood. Beams held up a thatched roof, and beneath it, a spacious open area lay before us, with smooth timber floors scattered with rugs and cushions. Lamps hung from the beams, casting a warm glow over everything.

The space was empty, except for a woman standing near the center. She greeted us with a confident smile.

She was older than us, and her outfit was pure provocation. A sheer beige gown pressed against her, tracing the exact shape of her tits and ass. Her long legs were bare to the thigh.

“Good evening, sir, ma’am,” she greeted warmly.

“Good evening,” Callum replied. “Uh… are we in the right place?”

“You are,” she said with a small nod. “This is the Devotion Experience, an opportunity to rediscover yourselves as a couple and slow down through touch. I’ll guide you, but the work will be yours to do together.”

“So… does that mean you’ll be here the whole time?” I asked.

“Of course,” she replied smoothly. “I’ll be here to guide you and to watch you⁠—”

“Watch?” Callum blurted, his eyes going wide.

“Yes,” she said, entirely unfazed. “Part of the transformative experience here at The Pleasure Haven is learning to let go of your fears. It helps to feel at ease with another person witnessing your intimacy. If you two are happy... of course.”

Her smile stayed perfectly in place as she looked between us. A part of me felt nervous, but beneath that, something even dirtier stirred. The thought of her watching me get fucked, or seeing Callum’s mouth between my legs, had me wetter than I wanted to admit.

“Well…” Callum said, a subtle grin spreading across his face. “I’m game if you are. You good with this, Jade?”

I felt a sudden thrill at the challenge. “Actually… yeah,” I said, my pulse jumping. “Let’s do it.”

Callum handed her the ticket, and together we stepped toward the nest of cushions in the center of the room. One by one, we undressed, letting our clothes slip to the floor. The cool evening air rushed over my skin, making my nipples harden.

“You’re both very beautiful,” she said, eyeing our nude forms. “This will be a very enjoyable experience.”

We stood there silently, waiting for her direction.

“Let’s start simple,” she said at last. “Callum, I want you to go down on her. Show me how much you love her with your mouth.”

He smirked. “My pleasure. I’ve already practiced this one just before.”

I lay back, spreading my thighs to expose my pink pussy lips. Callum dropped to his knees and dragged his tongue all along my folds until he reached my clit. The touch made a loud moan tear from my lips. I shoved my soaked cunt against his mouth, but my gaze remained fixed on the guide.

“Mm, yes,” she murmured. “That’s good. But it could be better. You need to use your fingers too, Callum. Lick and stroke together. Here, look at me. You need to get the angle right.”

The woman sat gracefully on the cushion opposite us and spread her legs, nudging her robe aside to reveal her freshly shaved cunt, all smooth and wet. She slid two fingers inside herself and curled them, starting to fuck herself slowly. “Like this, see? Twist them around inside and stroke while you lick her. Do you understand?”

Callum took in the sight, then looked back at me. Without a word, he shoved two fingers inside and started curling them just like she’d shown him. It hit me instantly, a bolt of pleasure tearing through me as his mouth simultaneously latched onto my clit.

“Oh my God!” I gasped, grabbing at the cushions.

“Ah, what an excellent response!” she said to Callum. “Keep going, Callum. You’re doing great.”

Callum grunted into me, slurping noisily as his tongue worked me over. His fingers curled even deeper, stroking my G-spot harder and faster.

“That’s it. Gorge yourself on her. Let her know you can’t get enough.”

I was writhing, my thighs locking tight around his head as he pushed me higher and higher. I was wailing again in seconds, coming hard as slick gushed out of me. When it was over, I fell back onto the cushions, undone and breathless.

“Good job,” she said approvingly. “Now we move on to the next phase.”

I sat up slowly, my head spinning, and looked at Callum. His cock was standing proud, the veins along its length twitching with every pulse. The sight made me aroused all over again, and I found myself desperately wanting to taste him.

“Show me how you suck him, Jade,” she instructed.

I happily dropped to my knees between his thighs, wrapping my hand around him. Slowly, I stroked, admiring the way he throbbed under my palm. Leaning in, I opened my mouth, sliding my lips over his head, my tongue swirling to catch the salty bead of precum.

Callum let out a sigh of relief and held my head tight, encouraging me.

“Mm,” the guide murmured from behind. “That’s a good start, but I think you can take him deeper, Jade. What do you say?”

I paused, catching the guide’s eye. Of course I wanted to take him deeper.

“Relax your throat,” she suggested softly. “If you’re ready, let him in.”

I nodded, eager to see how far I could go. At her encouragement, I eased down further, opening wide as I let him push deeper. His cock filled my mouth and hit the back of my throat as I deliberately pushed myself down until my nose nearly brushed his pelvis.

I whimpered as he filled my throat, tears springing to my eyes, but the shock quickly melted into a dizzying rush of need.

“Good job,” she praised. “Breathe through your nose and let your throat settle around him. Your husband deserves this.”

I didn’t pull back. I wanted this for him. I was proud of how deep I was taking him and simply kept going, loving the feel of him buried that far inside me.

“Fuck, yes, that feels so good,” Callum groaned. “Keep going, Jade.”

The guide’s voice returned, calm and instructive. “Take it at your own pace. Find the depth that brings you the most pleasure, and keep him there. It also helps if you touch yourself, Jade. Rub your clit while you take him.”

I eagerly obliged, sliding one hand down between my legs. My fingers found my swollen clit instantly, and I started rubbing myself. The connection between my full throat and the sparks of pleasure from my clit felt exhilarating. The harder I worked myself, the louder Callum got.

Spit dripped from the corners of my mouth as he worked my throat, but I didn’t care. I wanted him to lose control, and I wanted to be the reason why.

“You’re doing so well,” the woman said. “Feel how much he’s swelling? He’s so close.”

He definitely was, and I kept my lips sealed tight over him. Soon Callum was yelling sharply as his cock twitched against my tongue. “Fuck, Jade, this is too much to hold. I’m about to come!”

The first hot spurt hit the back of my throat, and I held my throat open, feeling the delicious warmth slide down my throat, and with each gulp, Callum moaned louder, completely lost in it.

“Excellent,” she praised softly. “You’re swallowing him so well, Jade.”

With one last howl, Callum shuddered. The final pulses left him weak, his cock softening between my lips. Slowly, he slid out, and I sat back on my heels, giggling and wiping away the strings of saliva and cum stretching between my lips and his fading erection.

The woman smiled at us. “Beautiful. Just beautiful.”

Callum gave me a dazed grin, sweat dripping down his temples. “I don’t even have words, Jade. Fuck, that was insane.”

“It was. But I think we have time for one more test, if you like,” the woman interrupted.

My head snapped up.“Another?”

“Of course. We’ve had mouth; now we need cunt.”

Callum laughed, catching his breath. “Look, I’m not that young anymore. I’d love to keep going, but two rounds that close together don’t usually just happen on command.”

I nodded, smiling warmly at him. “He usually needs a little time to recover.”

Her expression remained encouraging. “Well, you might be surprised. If you’re both willing to try, just put him inside you and grind. Let the friction do the work.”

Callum let out a breath, giving me a daring smirk. “Sure. I’m open to trying,” he said.

He spread his legs wide, eager for me to test the theory.

His cock was soft, drenched in the mess I’d just made. The idea of shoving that inside me seemed impossible, but the heat in his eyes told me he was hoping I could make it work. And I sure as hell wanted to try.

“If this works, it will be a miracle,” Callum continued, getting into position.

I climbed over him, feeling adventurous, and reached down to grab his flaccid length, aligning my slit over him. With a little bit of nudging, I managed to slip the head inside.

“Great start. Now keep going,” the woman encouraged.

I sank down slowly, guiding more of him in.

“Okay, now grind on him,” she instructed.

I started moving my hips, rocking back and forth. The sensation was slippery and wet, and despite my doubts, I felt Callum start to twitch deep inside me. With every roll of my hips, he swelled even more.

Callum’s breath started to catch. “Oh shit,” he gasped, his hands flying to my hips. “She’s right. Jade, you’re making me hard again.”

“That’s it. Keep going.” Her eyes stayed fixed on where our bodies met, watching intently as he thickened, stretching me properly now.

“Now,” the woman commanded, “reach up and grab her tits. Squeeze her nipples, please. It will heighten the sensation.”

Callum followed, his hands sliding from my hips to my breasts. He took the weight of them in his palms and squeezed firmly, his thumbs rolling over my nipples with a delicious pressure. I let my head fall back and moan.

“Yes, that’s it! Now, make sure to get her ass too.”

Callum met my eyes, a silent question in them. I nodded excitedly, arching into him. His hand came down and squeezed my ass cheeks. I loved it.

I picked up the pace, circling faster and churning against him until the friction became too much to bear.

“Oh fuck, Jade,” Callum yelled, his voice breaking as he drove himself deeper. “I’m close!”

“Keep fucking! Give her everything!” the woman exclaimed.

That was when my own orgasm hit. It surged through me, monumental and unfamiliar in its intensity, making me lightheaded. I convulsed helplessly as Callum drove through the spasms. He stiffened beneath me a second later, dumping a wave of hot cum deep inside.

The pleasure left me limp, and I fell forward onto his chest, my body quivering as he kept throbbing inside me. Both of us were gasping as the last of the spasms spasms ran through us.

When we finally stilled, the woman stepped back into view. “You two are exceptional!” she said with a satisfied smile, clapping her hands. “Truly impressive, Callum and Jade. I rarely see a couple adapt this quickly. You’re more than ready for the next stage. Believe me, it only gets better from here.”


Chapter Four


Callum and I woke up in our bed the next morning with a different kind of ache. It felt like we were meeting each other for the first time again, and we had yesterday’s session to thank for that.

We had slept straight through until nearly noon. The blackout curtains helped, but mostly it was because we were completely used up. Every time I moved around in bed, I could feel how tender my cunt was from the night before.

Callum wrapped himself around me under the covers. “Yesterday was amazing, Jade, don’t you think?”

“More than amazing, Callum. I couldn’t believe how turned on and wet I was for you. Remember how much we used to fuck when we first met? It felt just like that.”

“Yeah, everything came rushing back yesterday. That’s exactly why we need to keep going, Jade. I’m starting to think this place might actually heal us.”

I smiled at him in agreement as I sat up, rubbing my eyes. Light was already pouring in through the glass wall beside us, flooding the suite with warmth.

We decided to take it slow and have something light in bed. I pressed the call button, and not long after, there was a knock at the door. A butler entered, carrying a tray laden with food. He set it down and placed another black envelope at the head of the dresser before quietly leaving. We both knew exactly what it was.

Once we finished our meal, we climbed out of bed. I headed straight to the closet I hadn’t had the chance to open yet and pulled it wide. Inside, two luxurious white robes hung neatly. I took one and wrapped it around me, tying the belt at my waist, and Callum shrugged into the other.

As he adjusted his robe, I moved toward the envelope. Sliding my thumb under the seal, I broke it open and pulled the ticket out.

“Room 2: The Thresholds Experience. Some touches will come through walls, and you may receive. Others will reach out to you, and you may provide. Focus on your senses, for you will not know who is on the other side.”

Just like yesterday, my pussy throbbed with excitement as I read the card.

“Callum, come read this.” I held it out.

He took it from me and scanned the words. “Shit. This sounds pretty intense.”

“Tell me about it. It almost makes me nervous,” I admitted, my breathing growing shallow. “But it’s exciting too. Just the thought of strangers reaching through and touching me where I can’t see them.”

“Do you think it’s just going to be hands? Or mouths too?”

“Maybe both,” I said with a shrug. “I don’t know, but I want it. Yesterday wrecked me, but I don’t want to wait around this time. I’m desperate to see what they let us do next. What do you think?”

“I think I’m just as curious. Let’s go and find out.”

Sliding my hand into his, he tugged me toward the door.

We walked out of the suite together with nothing but our robes and underwear on. The path wound through the gardens before opening into a different part of the resort. This time, it was an indoor building with glass panels set into smooth concrete. A single entrance waited ahead.

Inside, the air was cooler. A woman stood waiting for us, different from the one yesterday. She was shorter and in her mid-thirties, with black hair pulled into a bun. Like the first woman yesterday, she wore only a sheer robe that gave us a generous view of all her sexy curves.

“Welcome, Callum and Jade,” she said softly, smiling.

I glanced around the room. The floor was covered in straw mats, and a row of large cushions was stacked neatly against the far wall. But what caught my attention was the way the room was visually split into two halves, with two waist-high cutouts in the walls.

My nerves spiked as we handed her the ticket. She looked it over, nodded once, and slid it into a small wooden box by the door.

I couldn’t stop staring at the holes. Were they… glory holes? Was that really what this was?

“Callum,” I whispered. “What do you think this is? It looks like… well, you know.”

“Looks exactly like what I think it is. You’re going to be on one side, I’ll be on the other.”

“Fuck. So we won’t even know who’s there?”

He shrugged, but I could see the tension in his jaw. “That’s the point, isn’t it?”

The woman gestured to us, calm and collected, like this was completely normal. “You may undress now. Place your robes and clothing on the mats. Then go to the wall.”

I untied the belt of my robe. It slipped from my shoulders and pooled at my feet. I reached for my panties and slid them down too before stepping out. Beside me, Callum was doing the same, folding his robe and underwear onto the mat.

We walked to the wall together, completely naked, skin prickling with nervous energy.

The woman spoke again. “You will stand here. You,” she pointed at me, “will receive on this side. And you,” she turned to Callum, “are to stroke yourself until you’re fully hard and then place yourself through the other hole. On the other side, another couple will be doing the same. Do not exchange too much dialogue. Focus primarily on the sensations. I will be staying right here to guide you and to enjoy the show.”

My heart pounded so loudly I could barely hear her. How insane was this? A cock through the wall for me, while Callum slid inside someone else on the other side.

I turned to Callum. “Wait… Callum.”

He paused immediately and turned to face me.

“This is different from yesterday, like really different,” I started. “There’s no watching or being watched anymore. If we do this… I’m going to have a stranger’s cock in my mouth, and you’re going to be inside a woman you don’t know. We’ve never done anything like it. Like... it’s completely insane, but equally... I don’t know. Thrilling? Are we brave enough for this?”

He stepped closer, lowering his voice so the woman couldn’t hear. “Jade, look at me. Does the thought of this make you want to run out of here, or does it make your heart race because you want it?”

My stomach twisted into knots at the question, but deep down, I couldn’t deny the pull. “It… it almost feels reckless. Like part of me is saying it’s okay because this is a sex resort.”

“Right, but do you really want to do this?” he asked. “Because if this isn’t what you want, we turn around and walk out right now. But I need you to be honest with me, Jade, because I’m about to be honest with you.”

“Mm?”

“I think this could revitalize us,” he said. “The thought of you on your knees with some faceless guy right next to me is turning me on more than I want to admit. I mean, just look at my cock.”

I glanced down. There was that erection again.

“Tell me if you feel it too,” he went on. “I’ll love you no matter what you say.”

I swallowed hard, noticing the increase in heat between my legs. “Fuck… I… Okay, look, I’ll be honest. I do want it, Callum. I know it doesn’t make sense, but yeah, I’m curious. And feeling this intensely connected to you again just makes me want it even more.”

He exhaled slowly, nodding. “Then it’s decided. We’re doing this. All the way.”

“Together. Don’t forget that part,” I said with a small smirk.

He leaned down, kissed me hard on the lips, and then we got into position. Callum stood on his side of the wall, stroking himself slowly until he was ready. Once he was firm, he leaned forward, pressing his cock through the hole and disappearing onto the other side.

I knelt in front of my wall, pressing my hands against the smooth surface as I leaned closer to the dark opening. There wasn’t much to see initially, just vague, blurred movements, but then, suddenly, a cock slid through the hole in front of me.

It was massive. So girthy and long that I jolted back slightly, stunned by its size.

“Holy shit,” I let out. “Callum, you need to look at this!”

He glanced over, then did a double take. “Fuck, that thing’s a monster.”

“I know, right? It’s massive!” I said, staring at it like it was some kind of exhibit. “It’s actually obscene.”

“Well, don’t just sit there staring. We already gave each other permission. Enjoy, Jade,” Callum replied.

I reached out shyly and wrapped both my hands around it. Even then, I couldn’t cover the full circumference. Veins bulged beneath my fingers, while the head stared back at me, shimmering with precum.

Then a voice came through the wall. It was deep and polite, if a little clumsy. “Um… hi. It looks like this is your first time. It’s okay, I’m the same. But if you don’t mind, maybe you could start sucking instead of holding it?”

I snorted. “Oh, right, okay. Sorry.”

I leaned in and licked the head for a taste. Satisfied, I opened wider and slid it fully between my lips.

My jaw stretched with the motion, and saliva already started pooling under my tongue. I’d barely gotten halfway before I had to pull off again to reset my breath.

“Oh my god,” I breathed, the words muffled. “Sorry, it’s just… it feels so different. It’s a lot to take in.”

The man let out a soft laugh.

“It’s okay. Just do your best,” he said from behind the wall.

I went back in, taking him deeper this time until he pressed against my tonsils. The sensation sent a sharp hitch through my chest, but I didn’t pull back.

The filth of it all made my head spin. Married twenty years and here I was, sucking a stranger’s cock while Callum was right beside me, another woman’s lips wrapped around his own length. I felt high and shameless, like my body had been waiting its whole life for something this dirty.

The man behind the wall started groaning louder now. The sound vibrated along his cock and out across my tongue. I sucked harder at the noise, spit spilling from my lips as I bobbed. His hips twitched every time I sank down.

As I sucked, I glanced over at Callum. He was leaning heavily against the partition, his eyes shut as his cock disappeared into the other hole. His chest heaved, and his face was flushed red. He looked broken already.

When he opened his eyes and saw me, his jaw dropped. “Fuck. I feel like I should be jealous watching this.”

“Then why aren’t you?” I mumbled, my voice muffled by the dick inside my mouth.

“Because you look so pretty like that. I’m hard as a rock just watching you slobber on him,” Callum said. “This one over here is sucking me so well too, drawing all these hot little shapes over my head with her tongue. I love it.”

The image sent a shudder through me, and I started stroking the cock in front of me with both hands, licking his head messily before swallowing him down again. I let my throat open wider than before, my eyes locked on Callum as he moaned on the other side of the wall.

“Keep going,” he panted. “You’re doing so well.”

I let the man push deeper into my throat. Just like I’d been shown yesterday, I placed a finger over my clit. Cries spilled out of me as I rubbed, each one seeming to drive him even deeper.

Then the guide’s voice cut through. “All right, that’s enough for now. Withdraw from the walls, please.”

I pulled back slowly, taking a moment to savor the taste of him on my tongue one more time. Callum grunted as he eased himself out of his opening too, no doubt already missing the feeling of the other woman’s tongue along his shaft.

“For the next part,” the guide continued, “Jade will receive, and Callum will give. This time, you’ll be experiencing penetration.”

She instructed us to press the buttons next to the wall. My fingers found the button and pushed. There was a soft click as the bottom half of the panel folded down like a trapdoor, revealing the other couple below waist height.

Callum and I leaned forward at once and stared through the gap. On my side, I saw the man’s strong, muscular legs. His calves tensed and bulged as he took small steps to reposition himself. I couldn’t help myself.

“Fuck, your legs are solid. What’s your name, anyway?”

“Nathan,” the man replied.

I grinned, feeling naughty. “Nice to meet you, Nathan. I hope you like the feel of my cunt, because I can’t wait to get that cock inside me.”

I heard him laugh again, and from his tone, I could tell how turned on he was.

When I glanced over at Callum, I caught sight of the woman he was lined up with. She had wide, curvy legs with smooth, dark skin. I could just make out the shape of her ass from here too, and it was so round and perfect. Just like me, her pussy was clean-shaven and oozing with slick.

She introduced herself as Noelle.

Callum’s hand flexed on the wall, his cock twitching with excitement as he stared at that huge ass from an angle. “I can’t wait to spread you with my cock, Noelle.”

The warmth between my legs bloomed hotter at the sound of it. Then the guide started up again. “It’s time to begin. Position yourselves as you wish and savor the sensation. Don’t rush this part.”

I turned around, heart pounding, and braced my palms on the mat. I lifted my bare ass like an offering to Nathan, angling it perfectly so he could see how swollen my pussy lips were. Behind me, he gripped my ass and spread the cheeks apart. A moment later, I felt the warm, blunt head of his cock press against me.

I gasped as he pushed forward. The stretch felt strange at first, but that quickly turned to a satisfying fullness as he slid deeper.

“Oh shit, Nathan!” I cried out. “You’re fucking huge!”

I eagerly pushed back against him, and he answered by sinking in harder until my ass smacked against his thighs. The pressure was perfect. I yelled into the mat again, my body quivering as I tried to take all of him.

The rhythm built quickly after that, his cock sliding in and out of me with powerful strokes. I moaned loudly, my voice high and shameless as it reverberated off the walls.

Beside me, Callum was completely lost too. His grunts synced with Noelle’s own cries on the other side of the wall. His face was tight with pleasure, sweat dripping down his temples as his hips snapped forward over and over.

I yelled again, giving in fully to Nathan’s cock. “This feels so fucking incredible, Callum! God, it feels so good having another man’s cock inside me!”

Callum wasn’t paying attention. He was too busy buried deep in Noelle, oblivious to the fact that his own wife was being stretched wide by another man. It was a fair trade, considering he was currently lost in that same man’s wife.

“Her pussy’s so tight,” he panted, his voice strained. “I can’t believe how hard she’s gripping me!”

The guide’s voice rang out, broken by her own shallow breaths. “Yes, let yourselves go just like that! Unleash fully.”

I turned my head and saw her kneeling close with one hand between her legs. There was no mistaking it. She was hastily rubbing circles over her clit while Nathan’s cock split me open in front of her. Soft moans poured out of her and built until her whole body started shaking. She came then and there, gasping and writhing like she couldn’t contain the euphoria.

The sight tipped me over too.

My body seized, and the ecstasy surged through me. “Oh yes, I’m coming!” I wailed. My back buckled, and I collapsed forward onto the mat. My cunt kept pulsing around Nathan’s cock, squeezing him like I never wanted him to leave.

Beside me, Noelle’s cries spiraled into mania as she climaxed hard on Callum. Nathan’s grip on my hips tightened at the same time, signaling that he was close too.

Nathan was the first to break. I was already spent, but when that first hot rush flooded inside me, my cunt clamped down instinctively, greedy for his seed. I yelled out as he kept pumping into me, determined to empty himself completely.

A second later, Callum let out a groan and started pounding Noelle with vicious strokes. I couldn’t look away. His body seized as he began shooting deep inside her. He just kept pumping, pouring into her like he had more to give her than he’d ever given me. Watching him stuff her full like that made me ache to crawl over and lick up every leaking drop.

When Nathan finally slid out of me, I turned and took him in my hands one more time. “I’m going to miss this cock,” I murmured, pressing a final kiss to the tip.

“And I’m going to miss that tight cunt,” Nathan replied, breathless. “Fuck, that was amazing.”

Callum and I slumped against the mats to catch our breath. Moments later, the guide stepped forward and crouched in front of us with a satisfied smile.

“You two are absolute superstars,” she began. “That was insanely hot. I was touching myself the entire time, and I came so fucking quickly.”

She raised a hand to her mouth and licked her fingers clean, locking eyes with us so we could see the sheen of her fluids on her skin.

“Now, go get cleaned up. Lunch is in the dining room soon. You’ll definitely want to wipe the cum off your skin before you make an appearance.”


Chapter Five


“So, are we going to pretend like we didn’t just swap partners with a couple of strangers?” Callum asked as we walked toward the dining area.

“Uh, I’m certainly not pretending. Callum, we just fucked other people. There, I said it.”

He barked out a laugh. “Okay, but they weren’t total strangers by the end. We know their names now. Nathan and Noelle. That sort of counts.”

“Please. I had Nathan’s cock in my mouth before I even saw his face. That hardly qualifies as a formal introduction.”

He shook his head, grinning. “Still counts.”

“Sure. Keep telling yourself that.”

We continued joking as we walked. When we got closer, the distant clink of glasses and silverware and bursts of chatter carried through the air.

“All right, so now that we’ve broken that particular barrier,” Callum said, glancing at me sideways, “what else would you want to try?”

“You mean beyond glory holes and swapping fluids?”

He smirked. “Yeah. I think I want more of that. Watching you take someone else while I’m right there doing the same. It was hot.”

“You think you could handle doing that again?”

“Handle it? I loved it. Question is, would you?”

I pursed my lips, already knowing the answer. “Definitely.”

We were still grinning about it when we stepped into the hall. The space was buzzing. Long tables were set up like some decadent feast, covered in exotic platters and plenty of drinks. The scent of fresh seafood and roasted meat hovered in the air, and my stomach growled in response.

What caught my attention most, though, were the guests. They lounged in robes and gowns, most of them half-open, and plenty with nothing on underneath. A few hadn’t bothered with robes at all, sitting around in just underwear, with nipples or cocks poking through.

The doors and windows were open throughout the place, and it honestly felt like one strong gust of wind could strip anyone bare.

I looked at Callum. He looked back at me. We both erupted into laughter, realizing just how ridiculous this all was.

We scanned the room for space. Most of the tables were packed with couples pressed in close, either kissing openly or sliding hands between each other. At one table, a woman sat with her breasts bare while another couple took turns sucking her dark nipples. Nothing was being hidden here.

“Damn, seems like everyone’s just going for it right out in the open,” Callum muttered.

“Yeah, feels like the whole place runs on horny energy.”

We spotted a smaller table at the edge of the pavilion, half under the roof with a view of the beach. A couple occupied one side, but the two seats opposite them were open.

The Asian woman sitting there was beautiful. She had streaks of gold in her hair, and her breasts sat high and plump on her chest. The man beside her was solid and fit, his tanned skin broken only by the bold sleeve tattoos covering his forearms.

I cleared my throat as we approached. “Are these taken?”

The woman looked up, her smile instant and inviting. “Not at all! Please, join us.”

We slid into the chairs opposite them.

“I’m Vina,” she continued, gesturing to her partner. “And this is Earl.”

“Pleasure to meet you both,” Earl added. His voice was nice and deep.

Callum introduced us, though I barely heard a word. My eyes were locked on Vina, completely drawn in. Her lipstick was a perfect, sharp shade of red, and I found myself mesmerized by the way her golden necklace caught the light. I realized I was staring, but I couldn’t bring myself to look away.

“So, how’s the weekend been for you two?” Callum asked, settling into his seat.

“It’s been pretty good,” Vina replied. “Definitely relaxed. Which is funny, considering what goes on here.”

“Yeah, that’s one way to put it. We’re still kind of reeling, honestly. Everything feels so new and euphoric.”

“That’s normal,” she said. “It felt the same for us the first time. But it settles. The main thing is that you’re still here, which means you fit in.”

Earl jumped in with a grin. “Plus, you’ve already made it through the glory hole room. That definitely says something about you two.”

That earned a round of laughter, breaking the last of the ice. Menus appeared, and we didn’t waste time ordering. I went for some seafood, Callum chose steak, and Vina and Earl decided to split a platter.

The food arrived quickly, and we settled into conversation. But halfway through the meal, the atmosphere in the hall suddenly changed. The ambient chatter died down, replaced by the sound of chairs dragging and bodies shuffling. I looked back toward the center of the room.

I realized that people had stopped eating, and robes had been discarded all around. There was a soft chime had rung out over the speakers, which Vina had told us was there to signal the start of the daily sensual hour. Those who wished to participate discarded their robes, and lunch quickly turned into a passionate free-for-all. Everyone had just started fucking, and Callum and I eagerly watched on.

At the nearest table, a woman was bent over the white linen cloth, her partner driving into her from behind while another man knelt to suck at her breasts. At another, two women straddled each other, kissing with such wet, sloppy passion that I could hear the smack of their lips from where I sat.

Nearby, a man was buried between his partner’s thighs under the table, her hand gripping the back of his head as she moaned softly into her cocktail glass.

I blinked hard, my fork hovering halfway to my mouth. “Fuck… there’s so much open sex.”

Vina barely looked up from her plate. “Mhm. Happens every day after lunch.”

“It’s just part of the experience,” Earl added calmly.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away. Waiters moved through the chaos with indifference, refilling wine glasses and clearing plates while weaving seamlessly around couples who were fucking right in their seats.

“Don’t worry,” Vina said, noticing my expression. “There’s no pressure. You’re welcome to just watch or leave. Or… you can join in.”

Before I could reply, she leaned over and kissed Earl. It started slow but quickly turned messy, the two of them making out right in front of us.

The sight, paired with her suggestion, sparked something inside me. I glanced at Callum, finding him already watching me. Feeling a surge of boldness, I leaned in and kissed him. I pushed my tongue into his mouth, tasting him, pulling him closer until our chests brushed.

When I finally pulled back, I noticed Vina staring at me. She was studying me with a focus that made my skin go hot.

Slowly, her hand stretched across the table, her fingers hovering just an inch from the front of my robe.

“You’ve got really nice tits,” she murmured. “May I?”

The anticipation and heat made my pussy flutter, and the air stalled in my throat. I wanted this, so I leaned forward, pressing my chest eagerly into her palm. Her hand settled over my breast, boldly testing its weight through the fabric of my bra.

“I bet they feel even better without all this material, though. Don’t you think?” she whispered to me.

I nodded breathlessly, silently begging her not to stop.

Vina smirked, then looked at Callum. “And you don’t mind watching, do you?”

Callum watched the way her fingers spread over my tits. There was no doubt that he loved the sight. “Not at all.”

Vina smiled. She moved under the fabric until she located my nipple. Her thumb brushed over the peak, teasing it until it hardened.

“Mm, you’re sensitive,” she murmured. “I like that.”

My mind went blank, leaving only the thunder of my pulse pounding in my ears.

She teased my nipple for a few moments, then leaned back just enough to lock eyes with me. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “So... do you want to kiss me?”

I had never kissed a woman before, but I was so horny I couldn’t hold back.

I answered with action. My hands flew to her face, pulling her in for a hard, bruising kiss. Our mouths collided, open and messy. Her lipstick smeared against my skin as her tongue pushed into my mouth, tangling with mine. She tasted incredible, intoxicating, and sparked a desperate craving inside me for more.

“Come with me,” she breathed, breaking away just enough to speak. She took my hand and pulled me to my feet, reading the desperation in my eyes.

She led me into a secluded square courtyard just off the main hall. Earl and Callum followed close behind, taking their spots on the benches lining the edges of the space. They stripped down immediately, tossing off their robes to reveal their throbbing cocks. Sitting back, they began stroking themselves slowly, their eyes fixed on us.

Vina pushed me down onto a padded mat in the center of the courtyard and straddled me. Her lips crashed against mine, and we picked up the kiss right where we’d left off. Her hands tore at my robe and underwear, yanking them off until my breasts spilled free. She claimed them immediately, kneading the soft curves and flicking her thumb over my nipple until a gasp ripped out of me.

“You’re gorgeous,” she said again, before shifting her weight and moving up until her pussy hovered over my face. “Tell me you want to taste.”

“I do,” I gasped, eagerly shoving my face between her legs.

Her voice filled the courtyard as she settled herself on me, grinding against my mouth. I lapped eagerly at her folds, my tongue pressing into every crevice of her cunt.

Despite it being my first time with a woman, the act felt instinctive. My tongue flicked and sucked at her clit as if I had done it a thousand times. Each whimper from her lips spurred me on, and the rush of her taste made me ravenous.

I glanced to the side just once, catching Callum’s expression as he watched. He didn’t seem to mind at all, sitting there and stroking himself like it was the hottest thing he’d ever seen. Earl was just as captivated, pumping his thick shaft while staring at his wife grinding her cunt against my mouth.

Vina came quickly, fueled by her own heat and the desperation of my tongue. Her moans sharpened into cries as she convulsed against my face, jerking uncontrollably while I drained every drop she gave me.

As her tremors faded, she bent down again and crashed her lips onto mine. I kissed her back passionately.

“My turn,” she then panted. “Can I?”

“Yes… please…” I whispered.

Vina slid down my body and spread my legs wide. Her mouth claimed my pussy instantly. She sucked my clit deep into her mouth while two fingers shoved inside, twisting hard against my G-spot. I gasped, quivering at the strength of it all.

“Oh, fuck,” I howled.

She held me down with firm hands, relentless as she devoured me. Her tongue swirled and thrust in and out. The pace was perfect, overwhelming my senses and dragging me closer to orgasm.

Callum, meanwhile, was grunting with his cock slick in his hand and precum dripping onto his thigh. Earl stroked faster with his eyes locked on Vina’s mouth between my legs.

“Good girl,” Vina whispered against me.

My orgasm shattered through me soon after, and I clenched my thighs tight against Vina, locking her in place and begging her not to stop. The men seemed to love my cries of pleasure, stroking their cocks faster and faster.

Once I had come down from the peak, Vina noticed their urgency. She propped me up, and we both slid toward them. She placed a hand on my cheek, tilting my head toward Callum.

“He’s close,” she whispered. “Do you want to catch it?”

“Yes,” I breathed, opening my mouth for him.

Callum’s face twisted, and he let out a roar. His cock jerked in his hand, and generous ropes of hot cum spilled out. I leaned forward with an open mouth and caught it all on my tongue before swallowing. Beside me, Vina was just as eager, taking Earl deep into her throat and giggling around his length as he unloaded.

“You’re perfect,” said Earl as Vina finally pulled back off him, wiping the spit from her chin with the tip of his softening cock before feeding it back for her to lick clean.

“That was so hot, Jade,” Callum added, leaning down to kiss me. “You looked like a natural down there.”


Chapter Six


Afew minutes later, the intense rush finally started to bleed out of our bodies, and we all sagged back onto the floor. A roaming waiter appeared almost immediately, as if on cue, offering us glasses of ice water before disappearing again.

I grabbed a glass and drank fast, using the chill to cool my flushed skin and catch my breath.

“I honestly can’t believe I just did that,” I started. “I’ve never been with a woman before, but wow, that was something else.”

Vina grinned at me, looking thoroughly satisfied. “You certainly didn’t look like a beginner. So, what’s the verdict? How did it compare to a man?”

“It’s completely different,” I admitted, glancing at Callum before looking back at her. “Sweet and warm.”

“See? I knew you’d have a taste for it,” Vina teased, setting her glass down. “You were surprisingly good with your tongue. Most first-timers get shy, but you went straight for it.”

“I think I just got lost in the heat of it,” I said, laughing. “It definitely woke something up in me, though.”

Vina watched me for a moment, and then her expression changed slightly. She seemed to be weighing something.

“Well, since you seem to be enjoying all these firsts,” she started, “have you two done the third experience yet?”

I frowned, confused by the sudden change in topic. “Third experience? No, we’ve just done two so far. Why?”

“Oh, fuck. Okay.” She bit her lip, looking genuinely disappointed.

“What?” I pressed. “What does that mean?”

“Nothing,” she said quickly, shaking her head, though her body language said otherwise. “It’s just... a shame. It means you can’t really join in on the next part. Not properly, anyway.”

I looked at her, then at the men. “Can’t do what properly?”

Her expression was calculating, her focus shifting before settling on my face. My chest tightened as the realization hit me. She clearly wanted to fuck, maybe even engage in a foursome, and she was figuring out just how far I was willing to go.

“All right,” she said, exhaling sharply as she made up her mind. “If you haven’t done the third experience, I’ll just have to prepare you myself. But I need you to be honest and open-minded with me. Have you ever taken it in the ass before?”

Callum almost choked on his drink. “Wow. Straight to it, huh?”

Vina only shrugged, perfectly calm. “It’s going to come up eventually. Better to know where you stand.”

“Well... we have,” I added, “but that was a long time ago. Honestly, I can’t even remember what it feels like.”

Earl spoke up again. “Sometimes it’s just about who and when. Not the act itself.”

“If you’re comfortable with it,” Vina asked smoothly, “would you let me help prepare you for it? Taking a cock in your ass might make the rest of the night even better. You could practice with Callum now so you can enjoy every second of it later.”

My whole body flushed hot. The shock of her bluntness hit me first, but the throb between my legs told a different story. When I looked at Callum, he was beyond excited. I could see his cock already stirring, thickening back to life.

“Well, if you’re guiding… then yes, I’d love that. Callum?”

“I’m with you, Jade,” he said.

“Great! Okay, stay right there,” said Vina. She stood up and slipped back into the main hall, leaving us alone for a minute. When she returned, she was holding two small bottles of oil.

“Come on,” she said, tilting her head toward the iron gate that led to the beach. “Let’s head out to the sand. This is going to get messy, and we don’t want to ruin the courtyard.”

I nodded, my pulse already spiking. Callum and I followed with weak but eager legs. The four of us stepped out onto the beach as the afternoon sky softened above us.

“All right, here,” Vina said, dropping the bottles onto the ground.

Earl sat down on the sand nearby. “I’ll watch,” he said simply. “Let Vina guide you.”

Vina crouched beside me. “Okay, Jade, on your knees with your face down. Let the sand take your weight. Make sure your ass is up high for him.”

I followed and pressed my knees into the warm grit, arching my back until my ass was high in the air. I felt entirely exposed, yet just as ready for Callum to put his cock inside me.

“Great, just like that,” Vina said, running her hand down my spine. “If you want to make it easy for him, you need to stay relaxed and breathe. Take it slow at first, then you can clench as much as you want once you’ve stretched out.”

She grabbed the oil and snapped the cap open, pouring a generous stream straight down my crack. It hit cold at first but quickly turned hot as her fingers worked it in.

“Make sure to always use plenty of lube,” she said calmly. “Especially if you’re not already dripping.”

She smeared the oil over my cheeks, massaging the skin as she spread me open with both hands. Then one finger pressed firmly against my entrance.

“Ready?” she murmured.

I nodded yes before she eased it in, sinking deeper. I gasped into the sand.

“Good,” she said. “Let me in. Let me stretch you.”

She twisted her hand slightly as she pushed deeper. “You want it to feel dirty, but you also want it to feel good. That’s why you don’t rush. You need to make yourself slippery everywhere.”

Another splash of oil dribbled down, running over my ass and soaking into the sand beneath me. She spread it with broad strokes, gliding her greasy palm over both cheeks before pushing back inside with two fingers.

Vina leaned closer. “All right, you’re ready. Let’s line Callum up.”

I felt her hand guide him until the head pressed against my wet hole. My whole body went tight.

“Make sure you breathe,” Vina reminded me.

Callum groaned above me as she guided him forward. His head slipped past the tight ring, and I cried out.

“Oh, fuck. That actually feels nice.” My voice shook, but I meant it.

“See?” Vina purred, her fingers still spreading me open around his shaft. “Just keep relaxing and let it stretch you. You’ll love it.”

Callum gripped my ass tighter, inching in fast. Vina poured on more oil, letting it run over his cock and my skin as if she wanted to make everything as messy and wet as possible.

My moans quickly became steady cries as he finally bottomed out, burying his cock deep inside me.

“Okay, now you can start fucking her,” said Vina. “I’ll keep the oil coming.”

Callum began to grunt as his rhythm picked up. The slap of his hips mixed with my whines and the distant crash of waves against the shore. I could feel the mess of oil and my own arousal dripping down, soaking the sand beneath me. Every thrust jolted through my body, and I couldn’t help but sob with pleasure.

“Ooh, yes! Callum, this is amazing!”

“Jade, your ass feels so nice. We need to do this more often,” Callum replied, his breath hitching with every stroke.

Vina’s voice grew breathless in between it all as Callum starting fucking me with a steady pace. “Fuck, watching you like this is making me too horny. I need a cock in my ass as well.” She turned her head toward the sand behind us. “Earl? Is your cock ready yet, babe?”

He rose slowly and walked over. Sure enough, Earl was fully hard and ready to spread her open. Vina grabbed the bottle, poured oil into her palm, and reached behind herself. She rubbed it over her asshole with ease, spreading it until her skin gleamed in the sunlight.

Earl then stepped forward, and she bent down to the sand beside me, planting her hands flat. Her ass lifted high, just like mine, putting her hole on full display for him.

“Go on,” she urged.

He pushed into her, and she let out a deep breath that broke into a happy cry, shoving back harder, determined to take him deeper.

Now we were side by side, both bent forward in the sand, both being filled. I couldn’t stop staring at her breasts jiggling or the way her skin stretched wide around him. She met my eyes and giggled through a moan.

“Two sluts in the sand,” she gasped. “Take it with me, Jade!”

The men slammed into us so hard it almost drowned out the crash of the waves. My body shook with every thrust, and each drive made me spasm tighter around him until my orgasm hit again. This time, I leaned over to capture Vina’s mouth in a kiss, bracing myself against her as I moaned into her throat.

Vina was almost there, too. “I’m coming! Fuck, fill me up!” she sobbed.

Callum yelled loudly, slamming into me one last time as he exploded. I felt the heat of his load painting the inner walls of my ass, the sudden rush making me squeeze down even tighter.

“Oh, fuck,” I let out. “You’re filling me too much, Callum! It’s overflowing... I can feel it spilling out of me!”

As tight as I held him, the pressure of his load was too much, and it soon began leaking back out. Beside me, Earl let out a howl and started pumping Vina full, too. She cried out as he stuffed her with cum, holding her down firmly through her spasms.

The second he pulled out, Vina moved closer to me with shining eyes. “Did Callum really come that much? Let me see.”

She spread my ass with both hands and peered in close. “Holy fuck. He filled you right to the brim! Oh, look,” she giggled, licking her lips, “it’s already seeping down to your cunt.”

Vina wasn’t wrong. I felt a wet line of Callum’s release drip down my crack, but to my surprise, Vina seemed more than happy to clean it up.

“Mind if I help with the mess?” she said.

“Go for it,” I replied with a giggle.

Her tongue pressed flat between my cheeks as she began licking me clean, sucking and slurping up the mess. “Mm. Callum, your cum tastes perfect,” she added between it all.


Chapter Seven


We returned from the beach soon after, laughing with Vina and Earl about how filthy it had all been. As the sun dipped lower and the air turned soft, Callum and I wandered off to explore more of the retreat.

When we first arrived, we had stumbled through the pathways awkwardly, both literally and sexually. Now we moved with ease, as if the tension had finally loosened its grip. Our ticket for the third experience wasn’t available until tomorrow, but the heat in us was still very much present. We needed something to take it out on.

That was how we found it: a wooden spa building at the edge of the gardens. Wide stone steps led up to a curved, pale-wood roof. The walls were whitewashed and simple, open at the corners to let the breeze move through freely. From the threshold, I caught the calming scent of lavender.

Inside, it was quiet except for the bubbling of a small stone fountain. Alcoves held massage tables draped in soft sheets, where oiled bodies gleamed. Farther in, a dark glass door led to a steaming sauna. The stillness of the space felt almost meditative.

A woman with dark hair and sun-browned skin stepped toward us, her palms pressed together in greeting. “Namaste,” she said warmly. “I’m Ira. This space is for your relaxation, a complimentary part of the retreat.” She was petite and delicate, with slender arms and a curve to her hips that the thin wrap around her waist barely hid.

Beside her stood a taller man with muscular arms and bulging veins. “Robin,” he said with a nod. I caught myself admiring his physique; his stocky body looked as though it were built specifically for a job like this.

Callum chuckled as he looked at Ira. “You sure you can handle me? You’re not exactly built like him,” he said, nodding toward Robin.

Ira didn’t even flinch. “Strength isn’t everything. I can relax you in other ways.”

That shut him up quickly enough.

We were already naked under our robes, having decided to forgo underwear after our experience on the sand, so when they told us to undress, we simply let them fall. I climbed onto the table, pressing my breasts into the sheet with my ass lifted by a folded cushion beneath my hips. Callum took the table next to mine in the same position. The closeness felt intimate, our hands dangling toward each other in the narrow gap between us.

The first touch startled me. Robin’s palms slid firmly across my shoulders, pressing into knots I hadn’t realized I was carrying. Beside me, I heard the wet drag of Ira’s hands working into Callum’s back and the faint creak of the table as he exhaled.

“Mm,” he whispered. “Fuck, that feels good already.”

I closed my eyes and let the pressure sink in. Inch by inch, the tension eased, leaving me almost weightless. Every so often, Callum made a sound beside me: a sigh of relief or a heavy grunt whenever Ira worked a tight spot loose. His hand drifted close until our fingers brushed, a gentle reminder that we were in this together.

Robin worked slowly and steadily. He started at my shoulders before moving down my spine, pouring warm oil generously over my skin. By the time he reached my lower back, I was melting.

He went lower still, over the curve of my ass, squeezing and kneading the flesh.

His oiled palms slid across me. He paused, his breath warm against my lower back as he whispered, “I can give you more pleasure if you’d like.”

“Yes,” I said instantly.

With that permission, he spread my cheeks with care and worked between them. At one point, his fingers pressed so close to my hole that I nearly moaned out loud. I bit it back and stayed still, my body tight with need and my cunt twitching as I waited for him to give me more.

His hands slid lower still. Warm, oiled fingers spread over my cunt and worked my clit with perfect precision.

Despite his visible strength, he knew exactly how to be gentle with a woman. The friction of his fingers built fast. I leaned into his hand, biting the sheet beneath me to choke back an orgasm.

Beside me, Callum was also getting aroused. I turned my head just enough to see the curve of his lower back and the way his cock pressed hard against the table, even lying on his stomach. Ira noticed, too. She trailed her hand along his thigh and spoke softly. “Would you like to move on to the next part?”

“Yes,” he said, just as easily as I had. He rolled onto his back, his cock standing firm. Ira drizzled oil over him in a glistening line and spread it with both hands, stroking him gracefully until his head tipped back with a sigh. Watching Callum unwind under her expert touch made my pussy quiver. Suddenly, I was yearning for Robin’s fingers again.

Moments later, Robin flipped me gently onto my back. He rested two fingers at the entrance of my cunt. “Do you want it?”

“Yes,” I replied.

He slid them inside and twisted until I gasped. His other hand moved over my chest, rubbing oil over my nipples and pinching them lightly. Sparks shot through me, and my cries grew louder. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t suppress them against the hush of the room.

Beside me, Ira poured more oil over Callum’s stomach. With a nod from my husband, she slid her hands over his muscles before wrapping them around his cock and pumping in steady strokes. He jolted off the table, his breath turning uneven.

The pleasure was running through me wildly now. I turned my head toward Robin and began to beg. “Robin, eat me out, please. I need your mouth on me.”

He smiled back, as though he’d been waiting. “Of course, ma’am. That’s part of the experience.”

He pried me open with his oily hands and buried his face between my thighs. His tongue dragged slowly from the bottom of my soaked cunt to my clit, where he sucked the nub into his mouth and swirled.

The massage oil combined with my own arousal, turning everything into a sloppy, dripping mess that he slurped down. The moan that tore out of me was so raw it nearly lifted me off the table.

Beside me, Ira paused, watching Callum’s cock throb against her palm. “Would you like me to take you in my mouth?” she asked. Her voice remained polite despite the filth of it.

“God, yes,” he said.

She bowed forward, parting her lips and taking him all the way to the back of her throat in one go. Her cheeks hollowed deeply as she sealed her mouth over his thick shaft, the oil on her lips gleaming in the light as she moved back and forth.

Callum’s groan filled the room. It was a sound of pure relief.

Meanwhile, Robin’s tongue pushed me higher and higher until the pressure finally broke. My body snapped tight, and my cunt throbbed against his mouth as I gushed onto his tongue. My legs strained, and I clutched the edges of the table just to keep from jumping off.

Callum was tensing, too. His legs gave one last twitch before he came copiously into Ira’s throat. She took it smoothly, as if she had done this a million times before. He kept going until his cock twitched out the last of it. She pulled back and swallowed neatly.

We remained pinned to the tables, bathed in oil and fluid, just trying to let our heart rates slow as we processed the last ten minutes.

“Take your time,” Ira said softly, straightening up and smoothing her hands over a folded towel. “There are refreshments waiting in the next room when you’re ready.”

“We also recommend the sauna and steam room if you want to finish unwinding,” Robin added, giving me one last smile. “Thank you for visiting. We hope you enjoyed your session.”


Chapter Eight


When I stepped into our pool the next morning and waded toward Callum, I found him standing in the corner, staring out at the ocean, lost in thought. As the sunlight lit his shoulders, an odd thought struck me.

In all the years we’d been together, I could count on one hand the times he’d come more than three times in a day. Maybe in the first year or two, when everything was fresh and wild, we’d spend every spare second fucking like rabbits. After that, there were the occasional wild weekends when we couldn’t keep our hands off each other, and more recently, that trip to the coast when we locked ourselves away for a rainy afternoon and didn’t emerge until night.

But yesterday had shattered every record we had, and we probably had all the filth happening around us to thank for it. His cock was a faucet that wouldn’t shut off. It sprang up again the second it got the chance, spilling every time like there was no bottom to him. It was almost comical to watch him groan through orgasm after orgasm, like he’d tapped some hidden reservoir in his balls.

It was crazy, but the same went for me. I couldn’t remember ever being this wet or insatiable; I’d completely lost count of how many times I’d come. Every nerve in me was alive and begging for more. Even as I slid through the cool water toward Callum, I still felt that throbbing ache, like my body wasn’t finished yet.

This place had clearly done something to both of us, and we were beyond grateful for it.

I drifted into his corner and climbed onto his lap, skin on skin, with his cock pressed firmly against me. His arms tightened around me before his mouth found mine, and we kissed deeply.

“Any news on the ticket today, honey?” he asked after a moment. “It better be time for a full-on swap.”

I kissed his cheek, frowning. “Nothing yet. Believe me, I want it just as much as you do.”

“All right. But you remember what Vina said yesterday, right? Chances are, whatever comes next will involve anal.”

“Do you want to practice, then?” I ground against his lap. “I wouldn’t mind if you wanted to slide into me right now. I need to stay ready.”

“I’d love to practice,” replied Callum, already nudging his cock ay my ass. I leaned forward, bracing myself on the pool edge as he pushed inside. The warm water made it smooth and easy. He continued stretching me open until I moaned out loud.

“Fuck, you’re taking me so well, Jade,” he said, gripping me tighter. His hands were everywhere: one rubbing my clit, the other claiming my breasts.

Then, suddenly, the doorbell rang, a sharp sound that broke through the air and jolted us both.

“Shit!” I gasped, pulling off him in a rush. Water splashed as I stumbled out of the pool, my legs still shaking from him.

He followed after me, cock still wet, both of us dripping as we moved toward the door. We didn’t even care that we were naked. After yesterday, neither of us really did. Openness had become part of us now, and it felt better than pretending we had any dignity left.

I pulled the door open. One of the butlers stood there in his white uniform with a silver tray in hand. His face didn’t flicker at the sight of us dripping wet and naked.

“Good morning, sir and ma’am,” he began smoothly. “I trust you’ve rested well.” He bowed his head, then extended the tray toward me. A single envelope lay on it.

“Thank you,” I said, taking it quickly. Callum gave a nod of thanks as well, and the butler disappeared without another glance.

The door clicked shut behind us. I tore the seal at once, pulling out the card and reading it.

“Today, your journey deepens. You will exchange partners completely, and savor the true taste of freedom.”

“It’s happening!” I exclaimed, holding the ticket up for Callum to see.

He scanned the words. “Fuck, finally. A proper swap.”

I could hear the hunger in his voice, and I felt it too, burning hot through my veins. This was my chance to be filled by someone new, all while watching Callum lose himself in another woman.

A while later, we were headed toward the beach, ready to soak in our final experience. We arrived at a cabana and greeted a tall woman at the entrance.

“Good morning,” she said. The woman standing before us looked every bit the part of the guides who had come before her: experienced, undeniably sexy, and dressed in as little as possible without being outright naked.

We handed her the ticket. She took it and studied us with interest. “So, how are you finding the retreat so far?”

“It’s more than we expected, but a welcome change,” I replied. “Every day feels like it strips another layer off. We didn’t realize how much we’d been holding back.”

“Yeah. It feels like we’ve unlocked a whole new part of ourselves,” I added.

“I’m glad to hear it. The deeper you go, the richer it gets.”

With that, she gestured for us to step inside. The space was cozy, with wide lounge chairs scattered all over, and soft rugs layered beneath.

We slid our robes off our shoulders and set them neatly aside. Side by side and naked once again.

Then the entrance curtain stirred, and another couple walked in. Unlike us, they hadn’t bothered with robes at all, stepping in with total confidence while completely bare.

The woman came forward first. She was slim, with small breasts and pink nipples. The man beside her was taller, his jaw rough with stubble. What really caught my attention, though, was his cock. It was fat, swollen, and easily six inches long. I couldn’t help but salivate at the sight.

“Hi,” the woman said, stepping closer. “I’m Mia, and this is Sam.”

“Jade,” I replied, gesturing to my side. “And this is Callum.”

Sam’s grin was lazy. “It’s a pleasure.”

We sized each other up for a moment before Callum broke the silence with a curious look. “So, uh, where’s that accent from?”

“Argentina,” Mia said with a little shrug. “We come here a lot. This isn’t our first time, but it’s been a while. Thought we’d run through the introductory program again. Good to reset.”

“That makes sense,” I said sincerely. “We’re still kind of finding our footing here. Every step feels new.”

“That’s the fun part,” Sam added, lowering himself onto one of the cushions with a sigh. “It’s nice when everything surprises you.”

Mia sank beside him, crossing her legs neatly, completely at ease with the fact that her pussy was now spread even wider for us to see. “It’s nice, though, right? The way this place makes it easy.”

“Yeah, easy is one way of putting it,” said Callum with a laugh.

Mia caught the joke and grinned. “You’ll see. It only gets better the more you let go.”

The woman who had greeted us then looked between the four of us and spoke with calm authority. “For this session, you are all to begin with oral pleasure. Let yourselves ease into each other. The rest will come naturally.”

She stepped back and left us standing there, with me facing Sam and Callum facing Mia.

Sam’s eyes dropped to my lips. I tilted my chin up eagerly in answer, and he leaned in to claim my mouth. His tongue slid past mine like he’d been waiting for it since the moment he walked in. My hands pressed to his chest, and he hauled me tightly against him as his cock hardened against my stomach.

Beside me, I heard Callum’s muffled moan as Mia kissed him with the same urgency. The sloppy sound of lips meeting and soft whines spread across the cabana, filling the air.

I pulled back from Sam to catch my breath, and my eyes met Mia’s. The look between us made my chest tighten and my cunt throb.

She unhooked from Callum’s tongue and smirked. “Shall we?”

I grinned. “Fuck, yes.”

We dropped down together, our hair falling forward. My hand wrapped around Sam’s cock while Mia curled hers around Callum. The sight of her moving in sync with me had my whole body buzzing.

I opened my mouth and took Sam in slowly, letting the wide head spread my lips while my spit coated his shaft. Beside me, Mia did the same, her cheeks hollowing as she took Callum’s cock into her mouth, pulling a groan from him.

We started sucking, letting the two men thrust into our mouths as we slurped desperately. Every time Callum moaned, I sucked Sam harder, desperate to outdo Mia and hungry to make Sam break before Callum did.

“All right,” the woman’s voice cut through. “Now let them give back.”

I let Sam slip from my mouth, even though I was still aching to make him come. Mia pulled off Callum in the same way, and we both leaned back onto the cushions, legs spread wide without a second thought.

Sam bent down, his lips brushing my ankle first before he started kissing up the inside of my calf. Every press of his wet mouth sent shivers twitching through me. Callum was doing the same to Mia, his broad shoulders positioned between her legs as he trailed lower and lower from her feet.

By the time Sam’s mouth reached my cunt, I was already trembling. He licked with purpose, his tongue sliding deep before moving back up to circle my clit in unhurried strokes.

Mia turned her head toward me. “Kiss me,” she whispered.

I leaned across, and our lips pressed together. We moaned into each other’s mouths as the tongues between our legs pushed us closer and closer to the edge. Sam worked circles over my clit while Callum had his mouth pressed flat against Mia’s cunt, licking her sloppily.

“Mm yes!” the woman guiding us suddenly exclaimed. “This is so hot. I’m almost tempted to jump in myself.”

That thought alone sent me over. I pressed harder into Sam’s face as my climax erupted. Beside me, Mia cried out too, her thighs clamping tightly around Callum’s head.

Before I could even come down from my orgasm, the woman instructed us again. “All right, next position! It’s time for cowgirl.”

Sam was already flat on his back, his cock shiny, engorged, and waiting for my pussy to sink down on it. Callum lay back in the same way, offering himself up to Mia.

We climbed astride them together. I reached down and guided Sam’s cock inside me, whimpering at the perfect stretch as he filled me completely, while Mia lowered herself onto Callum with the same slow, desperate grind, her tits bouncing softly as she sank all the way down.

I leaned across and captured Mia’s lips again. Our tongues met in a heated kiss as our men thrust up into us. The urge to grab her tits hit me hard, and with the way Mia was leaning toward me, offering them, I didn’t hesitate. I filled my palm with one of them while my other hand worked my clit. To my delight, Mia reciprocated, grabbing a handful of my tits.

Then another instruction came from the woman. “All right, now time for the ass!”

Mia broke from my mouth with a sharp gasp and nodded instantly. I nodded back just as fiercely. My body trembled as I lifted myself, vibrating with anticipation for what I knew was coming.

Sam’s cock slid free of my cunt and positioned itself firmly at my rear hole. I had used oil yesterday, but today I didn’t need it. I was already drenched, so I simply reached down, gathered the arousal dripping from my pussy, and smeared it over my hole and his cock. With my juices lubricating everything, he pressed harder. The head nudged against me, slow at first, before finally sliding inside.

My moans quickly grew louder as Sam began slamming up into me. Moments later, Mia was coming too. Callum, groaning deeply, had buried himself in her ass completely, her tightness swallowing him to the hilt.

Each thrust sparked through me, my juices dripping freely down my thighs. Their hips hammered into our asses with loud, filthy slaps, burying themselves deeper with every thrust.

After a while, Callum’s voice was the first to cut through. “Argh, shit, I’m about to come!”

Sam shouted beside us. “Same! Fuck, your wife’s ass is so fucking tight, Callum. I can’t hold it in.”

The woman’s reply cut through the heat between us like a lash. “Hang on, not yet! I want to see you do it all over their tits.” Her breath caught as she added, “Would you ladies like that?”

“That would be perfect,” said Mia. I told the woman the same, and with the men happy as well, they pulled out and stood over us, their cocks firm and hands pumping hard.

It only took a few strokes before Callum burst, wide streaks of cum splattering across our chests. The heat of it coated my nipples and dripped down my stomach. Sam followed seconds later, bellowing as his load mixed into Callum’s, taking extra care to make sure neither Mia nor I was left untouched.

The guide simply watched as we spread the sticky mess all over our breasts with our fingers. We moaned softly, making out between touches and sharing the taste of the drops that splattered onto our lips.


Chapter Nine


Mia and Sam ended up joining us for lunch not long after the session, the four of us glowing but barely holding ourselves together after one last, intense round of sex.

We wandered down to the terrace at the far end of the beach, where rows of tables were set, white tablecloths snapping in the breeze. Platters of grilled fish and meat were laid out, and the waiters kept the cocktails flowing. We lounged back in our chairs, eating and drinking, completely naked as the sun warmed every inch of our skin.

“I know how much you guys have enjoyed this place so far,” Mia started, “but this is nothing. You should have seen the retreat we went to in Bali. Open pavilions, everyone naked, all of that stuff. It was the first time I’d ever been fucked while a waiter poured me champagne.”

Callum nearly choked on his drink. “Really?”

“Of course,” Sam rumbled. “That wasn’t even the wildest, though. In Greece, there was this steam room where you could barely see a few inches in front of you. Bodies were sliding over each other, and everywhere you turned, someone was eagerly begging to be touched. Mia spent an hour on her knees with five different cocks in her mouth, while I had three separate women come and suck me dry.”

I felt my clit start throbbing again. “That sounds insane. I don’t know if I’d be able to handle something like that.”

Mia grinned. “Trust me, you’d be surprised what you can handle once you’re in it. Besides, you two looked completely at home back there.”

Sam leaned back, cocking an eyebrow. “Yeah, it’s all about momentum. You keep saying yes, and suddenly you’re craving things you never even knew you wanted.”

We kept eating while the talk stayed filthy, most of it more stories from Mia and Sam’s sex travels.

Callum and I hung on every word, trading glances between bites of food, both of us thinking about how badly we wanted the same thing.

“Have you two been to the toy garden yet?” Mia asked as lunch wound down.

I raised my brows. “Um, no. What’s that?”

“It’s exactly what it sounds like. A whole courtyard of toys, all different shapes and sizes. It’s designed for women to get off while the men recharge.” Her smile turned sly. “It’s pretty common around here.”

“Recharge sounds good,” Callum said. “I’ve come so much in the past twenty-four hours, I’m pretty sure my balls are fully empty. Lying down for a bit doesn’t seem like such a bad idea.”

Sam grinned as he tossed back the last of his drink. “Yeah, works for me too. I saw a hot chick by the pool earlier. Might see if I can end up between her legs while you two play with your toys.”

Mia rolled her eyes at him before turning to me. “So, Jade, are you in?”

“Absolutely,” I replied. “Anything to have a little more fun.”

As we stood to leave, Callum slid his hand into mine while Mia and Sam walked ahead.

“Listen, Jade. While we’re apart, if you see someone you want to fuck, don’t hold back, all right? You’ve got my permission. More than that, I want you to. Just tell me about it later so we can fuck to the thought.”

Arousal flickered through me. “Same for you, Callum. If you find someone, take them. It’ll only make me wetter knowing you did.”

He gripped my hand tighter. “Jade, you’re perfect. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, Callum.”

We kissed quickly before splitting off. Mia tugged me one way while Callum and Sam wandered toward the pool.

When we finally reached the garden, whatever I’d pictured in my head didn’t come close to what lay in front of me.

White sand was raked into intricate patterns, and paved paths wound through vibrant flower beds. In the center of it all sat a counter that looked like a reception desk, but instead of brochures, it held trays of toys and bottles of oil, attended by staff ready to hand them out.

Around the garden, women had already claimed spots. A young woman lounged against a tree with her robe drawn up, a small vibrator buzzing against her clit. Nearby, another knelt over a thick dildo fixed upright in the ground, impaling herself with loud, frenzied strokes. Two more women sprawled together on a padded mat, strapping harnesses onto each other with giddy bursts of laughter. Against the far wall, a frame with cuffs held one woman spread wide as another teased her with a feather and a wand vibrator, her moans ringing out and echoing through the space for everyone to hear.

We descended a short flight of stone steps into the garden. The sand was soft and warm underfoot, still holding the day’s heat from the sun. Mia glanced back at me. “Sit here,” she said, patting one of the benches set against a bed of flowers. “I’ll grab us something fun.”

She turned toward the counter while I lowered myself onto the bench, my breath quickening as I watched her pick through a tray of toys.

Then I looked beside me, and saw a woman moving. She had been lying back with a small vibrator pressed between her thighs, and now that I was sitting near her, she looked at me.

Her eyes blinked slowly at first, but then a smile spread across her face as she openly studied my exposed body.

“You’re really hot,” she said plainly. “Can I eat you out?”

The bluntness hit me hard, but I managed to give her a nod. She dropped to her knees between mine, hovering just an inch away.

“Are you sure?” she asked again.

“Yes. Just do it,” I replied, excitedly parting my own legs for her.

Her mouth landed on my cunt, and I gasped as her tongue started working instantly. There was no teasing, no easing into it. She just dove straight in.

I couldn’t stop moaning, my thighs trembling as her tongue worked me over. My eyes fixed on the messy crown of her hair as it moved between my legs. I didn’t even know her name, but here she was, buried in my cunt, licking and sucking in desperation.

Mia’s voice drifted over as she approached from the counter with a few toys clutched in her hands. “Jeez,” she laughed, “couldn’t wait for me, could you? I’ll let you finish first, then I’ll join.”

She knelt a few feet away, setting the collection of toys neatly on another bench. Her eyes stayed on me, filled with lust as she watched the stranger’s mouth work me over.

Without breaking her gaze, she pulled a fat, heavy toy from the pile, big enough to make my cunt twitch even more just looking at it. She shoved it into herself without hesitation, a rough moan coming out of her as her hips began to move. One hand gripped the base, driving it in and out in heavy strokes.

Her voice climbed quickly without an ounce of shame, the sound bouncing around the garden as she spread herself wider, shoving the toy in deeper. Each push made her tits jiggle with the motion, and I couldn’t look away even as the stranger’s tongue curled and dragged me closer to my orgasm.

Mia gasped through another thrust, her face flushed and needy. “Hey,” she called out in between, “this goes two ways. Anyone want to hop on the other end?”

I looked at the toy, imagining how it would feel inside me. I decided I wanted to try, even if I was already so close to my release.

“I’ll do it,” I said to Mia.

“Come on then,” she gasped back.

The stranger, listening, pulled off me immediately. Her lips dripped with my cum as she grinned crookedly. “All right,” she said. “I want to see this. It’s going to be filthy as hell.”

I was shaking, but I still pushed myself up and slid across to Mia. I latched onto the far side of the toy and sank down until it filled my cunt completely.

“Okay, now for the fun part,” Mia said, pressing the button that made the whole thing vibrate.

Her head tipped back as the vibrations tore through both our pussies.

We started rocking together, scissoring around the toy as our clits ground in rhythm. I leaned forward, and she met me halfway, our mouths crashing together in a sloppy kiss.

The garden pulsed with noise all around us. Moans rose and faded, blending with the endless hum of buzzing toys and the sounds of them fucking in and out of dripping pussies. Everywhere I looked, other women were lost in pleasure. One was slumped back, grinding against a clit sucker; another was riding the biggest dildo I’d ever seen. The sights and sounds clung to me, pushing me closer to my release.

No wonder they called it the Pleasure Haven. The name fit perfectly with the constant flood of sound coming from every corner.

I kept grinding against Mia, our bodies locked together, until my body started spasming. A fresh climax ripped through me, fast and overwhelming.

Beside us, the stranger cried out, shoving her own toy harder against her clit. Her body jolted as she came with us, thighs quivering so visibly that I could see the tension ripple through her.

“Okay, I need a turn,” she said, panting as she slowly caught her breath.

Mia grinned. “All right, hop on. I’ll give you space.” She lifted herself off the toy on shaky legs and gestured for the woman to slide in.

I stayed where I was as the stranger climbed on, positioning herself opposite me. She sank down onto the toy, and it buzzed back to life, sending powerful vibrations through us both.

As we started grinding, I leaned forward and rubbed her clit, taking my time to work her sensitive bud. Every so often, I lifted my fingers to my mouth to taste her. Her cum was warm and tangy on my tongue, spurring me to move harder against her.

Meanwhile, Mia caught the stranger’s eye and gestured to the clit sucker she’d been using. The woman grinned and handed it over, the toy still shiny with her cum. Mia hardly hesitated, pressing it directly to herself.

Soon, her mouth fell open in another deafening moan. Her climax charged through her, leaving her shuddering as the toy milked her pleasure. Finally, she let it fall away with a breathy giggle.

“Ugh, fuck, that felt so good,” she panted. “But I think I need something different now. I’m going to the machine, Jade.”

I watched her make her way across the garden, her ass swaying as she walked. She stopped in front of a contraption bolted to the wall. A huge dildo jutted out from it, connected to a motor with a dial mounted beside it. Mia braced her hands against the wall, spread her legs, and sank down onto the shaft effortlessly. A long, ringing wail fell from her lips as the toy filled her.

At first, she fucked herself slowly, but then she reached out and twisted the dial. The machine whirred louder, and it started pumping faster.

“Fuck yes!” she exclaimed, her nails dragging down the wall. She twisted the dial again, and the machine’s rhythm grew even faster, slamming into her repeatedly. Her body started shaking uncontrollably from the relentless pounding.

Beside me, the stranger grinned and grabbed the vibrator still buzzing between us. She flicked it to the next setting. The stronger vibrations hit me instantly, and I leaned into it, scissoring her harder.

The pressure of it was intense. My body tightened, and a hot rush tore through me, soaking her as I came hard. She followed, crying out into my mouth.

Across the garden, Mia howled as the machine fucked her.

Then, not a second later, a deeper voice cut through the noise. “Well, this is a sight.”

I turned sharply. A man stepped out from behind the palms, brushing leaves off his shoulders as he emerged. He was stocky, with muscles bulging across his chest and arms, and his cock was long and wide. A sigh escaped me as I stared at him.

The woman across from me grinned. “Oh, hang on, that’s my husband.”

He smirked, stepping closer. “Just finished a threesome with Lila and Tori. Thought I’d see what’s happening over here. Want to make it a foursome?”

The woman shook her head, still flushed. “I’m good here. I think I’m going to try that wall next.” She gestured toward Mia, who was still being pounded by the machine, whimpering with each thrust. “She’s making it look too good to pass up.”

“Fine,” he said, though his gaze lingered on her hungrily. “But we’re still short a pussy. Anyone here willing to help?”

I answered immediately. “Me,” I said. “I’ll do it.”

His smile widened. “Perfect. Follow me.”

I pushed off the toy, my legs still trembling. All I could think about was his cock and how soon I’d have it in my mouth. He offered his hand, and I took it, letting him lead me toward another villa. I was about to fuck another man just because I wanted to, and the dirty thrill of it only made me feel more alive.


Chapter Ten


“Callum, you would not believe what just happened!” I said as he walked into the villa. I was at the vanity, halfway through putting on my makeup, getting ready for dinner.

He closed the door behind him and turned toward me with that sly smile I knew all too well. “I probably can, Jade, because I was just about to tell you the same thing.”

“Okay, you go first.”

He stepped closer. I spun in my seat to face him, and that was when I noticed. He was still completely naked, his cock flushed red and hard, like he’d just pulled it out of someone moments ago.

“All right,” he began, grinning. “I was heading to the pool to relax on one of the lounge chairs. Or at least I thought I was. Then I noticed these two women sunbathing nearby. Both topless, both giving me these looks like they’d been waiting for me. One of them said she liked the way my cock looked yesterday when I was walking past their villa. One of them patted the spot between them, asking if I wanted to join. So I went and sat down, and then I let one suck my cock while the other climbed on my face.”

My jaw dropped. “Two of them?”

“Yes. Two absolute hotties. They even took turns. One would ride me for a while, then swap and sit on my face. Then I was fucking one while the other licked her clit. It went on and on until I came in both of them. Twice.”

My legs squeezed together at the mental image. “Fuck, Callum, that’s so filthy.”

He smirked. “What about you, though? How was the toy garden?”

I cleared my throat, preparing to recount everything that had happened. “Well, where do I even start? As soon as I arrived, I knew something was up. It was this strange Zen garden setup, but instead of meditating, people were relaxing with toys.”

I took a breath, knowing exactly how wild it was going to sound. “I barely sat down before a woman I’d never met asked if she could eat me out. I didn’t even know her name, Callum, and I let her just do it. Then Mia came back with toys, and before I knew it, I was grinding on a vibrating dildo with her while kissing her too. That stranger swapped in at one point, and I ended up tasting her too, rubbing her clit while she came all over my fingers.”

I noticed Callum’s cock twitching as he listened closely to every word.

“That’s not all, though,” I continued, almost shocked by how hot it had been. “Mia then went to this wall machine. It was a mechanical dildo that pounds you like crazy. She kept turning the dial up and up until she was yelling. Watching her like that made me so turned on. But that wasn’t even the wildest part.”

His brows lifted with curiosity. “Go on.”

“I ended up in a foursome. A guy came over midway through and asked if anyone wanted to join him. The woman who’d been eating me out earlier said no, but I said yes. He led me to their place, where another man asked me if I could take two cocks at once. I said yes. Next thing I knew, one was easing deep into my ass while the other gripped my hair and guided his cock down my throat. It felt so raw, Callum. But I loved every second of it.”

By now, Callum’s cockhead was leaking generously with precum.

“Both of them came in my mouth, one after the other,” I continued. “And I swallowed back-to-back. I was honestly so proud of myself.”

Callum’s face lit up with a mix of pride and desire. He moved closer, cupped my face, and pressed his mouth to mine. The kiss was deep and wet. He was tasting my confession like it was better than anything he had done this weekend.

“You know I love you, right?” he said softly, pulling back just enough to meet my eyes.

“I do,” I whispered, my fingers brushing over his jaw. “And I love you too. More than anything.”

We only broke apart when our stomachs growled louder than the ache between our legs. We got ready quickly and made our way down to dinner.

The dining area had been set up outside on a wide, grassy lawn surrounding the pool. Lanterns hung from poles, and soft music played in the background. At one end, waiters carried trays of food, a spread similar to lunch but with even more variety.

The pool, however, was a completely different scene. It was a party in full swing, with people swimming and fucking at the same time. From a distance, I could see a woman perched on the pool’s edge as a man thrust into her from the water. Nearby, another couple floated lazily, the woman’s legs wrapped around the man’s waist as their bodies moved together.

Around the tables, the mix was equally obscene. Some guests sat calmly, eating as if nothing unusual was happening, while others openly groped or fondled each other between courses.

Callum nudged me lightly, and I followed his gaze. Damon and Serene were waving us over from a table near the edge of the pool. Their robes hung loosely over their bodies, barely covering anything, and both of them looked completely relaxed.

“It’s so good to see you two,” Serene said as we sat down. “How have you been settling in? Adjusting to all of this well, I presume?”

“For sure,” Callum said with a grin. “And you two?”

“Oh, it’s been wonderful,” said Damon. “Once you learn how to get rid of the shame, it becomes shockingly easy to have a good time, isn’t that right, babe?”

“Certainly it. I can’t believe we were so shy on that first day. I mean… we’re all glowing now.”

Serene was right. Looking at the four of us, all I could see was contentment. We were no longer the shy, timid couples who had met on our first day. Something had drastically changed, and it was for the better.

We kept talking after that. Laughing, sharing our experiences so far, and relaxing into the evening. At one point, I laughed at something Damon said but accidentally tipped my glass too far, knocking it against my plate. My fork slid off the table and clattered onto the grass.

“Shit,” I muttered, reaching down to grab it.

As I bent under the table, my eyes caught something unexpected. Damon’s robe had fallen completely open, and his cock was hanging there, soft but girthy, right in front of me. The sight of it stopped me cold.

I should have just grabbed my fork, come back up, and pretended I’d seen nothing. But I couldn’t. I found myself unable to resist the temptation of trying his cock. Especially now that the shamelessness had truly taken over.

With a racing heart, I sank onto my hands and knees and crawled across the grass under the table until I was between Damon’s legs. I looked up at him.

“Can I?” I whispered.

He looked down at me, amused at my request, and gave me a clear nod of approval.

I quickly wrapped my hand around the base of his dick, feeling its heat against my palm. Tracing a finger up his shaft, I leaned forward, opened my mouth, and swallowed him, swelling his cock back to life.

His musky taste spread across my tongue instantly, and I let out a groan, partially muffled by his cock, as I began to suck.

Above me, Damon let out a sharp breath. “Fuck, Jade… yes.”

“Mm,” I hummed in response.

“Fuck… keep going. This feels so good.” His voice was strained with urgency, and it only pushed me further. I took him deeper, sliding him into my throat as I worked him eagerly, feeling the wetness between my legs grow stronger with every sound he made.

Serene, suddenly flicking her eyes down, seemed more amused than anything. “Oh wow. Look at her go!”

“She’s filthy, isn’t she?” Callum said with a chuckle as he looked down as well. “Jade’s been really thirsty for cock lately.”

Serene then turned her attention to Callum. She had a playful smile on her face. “Speaking of cocks, can I be honest? I’ve been dying to taste yours for a while now, Callum. I’m honestly jealous Jade managed to marry such a gorgeous man. Can I have a taste while she’s busy?”

“Of course. I thought you’d never ask,” Callum replied smoothly.

Beside me, I heard their chairs sliding through the grass, followed by the unmistakable sound of eager kissing. The wet smacks of their lips sent a jolt of arousal straight through me. I reached down, sliding my fingers between my legs as I listened to them. The thought of Callum kissing Serene, his mouth devouring hers, was so fucking hot it made me push Damon even deeper, groaning as his enormous shaft filled my throat.

The kisses faded, replaced by wetter, muffled sounds, and I knew Serene had moved to swallow Callum’s cock down her throat.

We didn’t last long at the table. After a few more sloppy slurps over our men’s cocks, the four of us tumbled into the grass beside the table, hands clawing at each other in desperation. Around us, the party went on. Couples were still calmly eating from their plates while others fucked openly just a few feet away. None of it mattered, though, especially with Damon’s cock throbbing heavily on my tongue and the perfect view beside me of Serene doing the exact same thing to my husband.

When Serene and I finally decided to feel both their cocks inside us, Damon took charge first. He guided me onto my back and asked if I was ready for him.

“Please,” I begged.

The grass tickled my skin as he spread my legs and positioned himself above me. Then, in one swift motion, he slid inside, burying his cock so deep that his pubic hair brushed against my soaked pussy lips.

Beside us, Serene was already on top of Callum, her moans growing louder with every thrust. She sounded like he was the best cock she’d ever had, her desperate little sobs spilling out in waves. The sound punched jealousy straight into my chest. He was making her feel so fucking good.

At some point, Serene leaned over, pressing her lips to mine while Damon kissed and nipped along my neck. Her lips were wet with Callum’s precum, and I licked it off happily, tasting both of them at once.

After a few more moments of fucking, we switched again. I dropped onto Callum’s lap, his cock sliding into me with ease. Serene crouched beside us instead of climbing onto Damon. Her mouth latched onto the sensitive spot where my pussy met Callum’s shaft, sucking so hard my legs cramped.

She spat onto the spot she’d just sucked, mixing her saliva into my juices, then smeared it with her tongue. She kissed and nipped at the soft flesh of my inner thigh while her hands firmly squeezed my tits. Callum kept thrusting up into me, grinding my clit against Serene’s mouth as I sobbed uncontrollably, overwhelmed by how desperate they both seemed to make me feel good.

We kept swapping, tangling together like we couldn’t stop until we’d fucked in every hole and position. At one point, we lined up in a row, pressed together with the men at each end. Callum buried his cock deep in Serene’s ass while her tongue pushed into mine. At the same time, Damon’s cock filled my throat, fucking my face.

I came multiple times, and by the end, the men reached their climaxes too. Damon had his cock shoved deep into my throat and pumped his cum straight onto my tongue. It came in massive bursts, and I swallowed it all.

Behind me, Callum cried out as he filled Serene’s ass, fucking her so hard I could feel the vibration ricochet into my ass cheeks through her body.

When we finally pulled apart, I caught Serene for one last kiss. A sudden hush rolled over the lawn as one of the organizers climbed onto a small stage near the pool. He stood there naked, with salt-and-pepper hair, and a hefty, flaccid cock.

“My friends,” he called out, spreading his arms wide, “look around you. This is what the weekend is about. Experiencing pleasure and desire without shame. You’ve all embraced it beautifully, and I couldn’t be prouder. A round of applause for yourselves, please!”

The audience broke into a rippling ovation.

“Tomorrow afternoon,” the man continued, “we’ll gather for something special. A final orgy you won’t forget. But remember, only our experienced guests will be formally invited. You’ll know who you are soon enough. For everyone else, there’s still more time to practice before you’re ready.”

He stepped down, disappearing back into the crowd with an older blonde on his arm. It was obvious he intended to dive into her pussy the moment they got out of sight.

“Special guests? Think we’re on that list?” I asked Callum.

“No idea,” he said. “Though I certainly hope so.”

Serene flopped onto her back, grinning at the sky. “Well, if practice is the hurdle, I’ll do whatever it takes. I’ll keep spreading my legs until someone hands me an invite.”

Damon sat up, his expression sharp with curiosity. “Doesn’t matter how they decide. We should be ready. If tonight was only the warm-up…” His eyes drifted toward the pool, where a fucking frenzy churned the water into a mess. “Then we’d better dive in and start fucking our way through the crowd.”


Chapter Eleven


Our final day at the retreat came sooner than we’d expected.

We had arrived here sheepish, clutching each other’s hands like we might get separated if we let go. I remembered our awkward laughs and the way we looked around, as if everyone else already belonged, and we were impostors who had somehow slipped in unnoticed. Now it felt absurd to think of us that way. The two of us had been completely pulled apart and put back together in a way that felt better than anything we had known before.

Our flight wasn’t until tomorrow evening. We had more than a whole day left, and the man’s announcement from last night still echoed in my head: the “by invitation only” thing. He had said it so casually, like it was designed to hook us and leave us dangling. It worked, though. We hadn’t stopped thinking about it since.

For now, we stayed in. Our villa’s little bar was stocked, and we poured drinks for ourselves while the sun scorched the world outside. I sat on a stool, watching him. Callum looked relaxed, but he carried that same spark in his eyes I had been noticing all weekend.

“This whole weekend has been insane,” he said finally. “I can’t believe how much I’ve enjoyed every second of it. I didn’t even know I had this much sexual energy left in me.”

I smiled. “Me neither. I keep thinking back to that first night. If you’d told me then that we’d be fucking all these people, I wouldn’t have believed it.”

“The way you threw yourself into it, Jade, and the way you let me watch, still gets me hard. It’s made me love you even more, which sounds crazy because I didn’t think I could love you any more than I already did.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Every time you take another cock inside you, I get butterflies in my stomach. You look even more beautiful when you’re getting fucked, Jade.”

I couldn’t help but smirk, and I leaned across the bar to kiss him. His lips lingered on mine, warm and soft, and for a moment, everything felt like bliss. When I pulled back to look into his eyes, they were full of the same love I felt coursing through me.

After a pause, I sipped my drink and said softly, “You know what I want?”

“What?”

“Whatever happens today, I want us to promise each other we’ll take everything we’re given. We’ll explore it fully, all the way, and without any guilt.”

“You’ve got my promise. As long as you promise me the same.”

“I do.”

I slid off the stool and wrapped my arms around him, pulling him close. His warmth settled against me as I pressed my face into the curve of his neck, breathing him in. When I tilted my head back to look at him, I brushed a soft kiss against his lips before whispering, “I love you.”

“I love you, too,” he replied, his tone full and honest.

Just as I moved to pour us another drink, the doorbell rang.

When Callum answered, there was a butler standing at the door. Just like the ones who had come before him, he was perfectly composed, holding an envelope on a silver tray.

“Good afternoon,” he said smoothly. “Your final ticket for the day. For the beach party.”

Callum looked a bit surprised. “Beach party?”

The man simply bowed. “Everything you need to know is inside.” Without waiting for a response, he turned and disappeared down the path.

Callum shut the door and carried the envelope back to the bar. Neither of us spoke as he tore it open, as if we already knew whatever was inside would change the rest of our day.

The note read:

“Today you are invited to the culmination of your retreat. This is the height of indulgence, where every desire is welcomed and nothing is held back. You have been chosen because your guides have seen how fully you embraced each experience and were impressed by your willingness to give and receive pleasure. You belong among those who live this completely. The beach awaits you.”

I stared at the words until they blurred, my heart pounding in my chest. Finally, I looked at Callum with wide eyes and a racing pulse.

“It’s happening! They’re inviting us to the beach orgy!”

“They… actually think we’re a good fit. Can you believe that?”

“Well, they’re right. We’ve grown so much, and this is what we both wanted all along. We need to go down now and lose ourselves completely before it all dies down.”

Already naked and aroused, we could hardly keep our hands off each other as we left the villa. We passed through the gate and followed the path to the beach.

The moment we stepped onto the sand, we were struck by how stunning it looked. The beach had been transformed. Ribbons of fabric swayed in the breeze, cushions and blankets were scattered across the sand, and wooden tables overflowed with champagne and snacks. Beyond them, stations stocked with sex toys and lube were neatly displayed on shelves like a gallery.

At least fifty people were already there. Some were tangled in threesomes and foursomes, others splashed in the waves with their own toys. Near the edge of the sand, a game of volleyball was in full swing. All the players were naked, and I found myself hypnotized by their bouncing cocks and breasts.

“This is the greatest thing I’ve ever seen,” I said to Callum.

“It really is. We said we’d give ourselves to whatever today brings, right? Let’s go wild and join in the fun.”

“Where should we start?”

Callum paused, scanning the scene in front of him. “Maybe we should split up for a while. That way we’ll get the best chance to enjoy as many bodies as we can. You go left, I’ll go right, and we’ll meet up later. Sound good?”

A shiver ran through me at the thought, excitement quickly following. “Yes. Let’s get lost.”

I kissed him once more before we parted. Barefoot, I stepped into the warm sand and began walking.

Not far from me, a woman lay back on a blanket with her thighs spread wide. Two men knelt between her legs, one with his tongue buried in her cunt, the other with his mouth pressed to her ass. Their faces were so close they were pretty much kissing as they licked her together. She moaned and arched against their tongues, tugging hard at her nipples.

A few steps farther, a man knelt on the sand, stroking his cock while a woman in front of him begged for it. He suddenly came, spraying across her skin in generous white lines. She gasped in delight, and immediately, another man slid into her from behind and started fucking her hard. The first man cleaned his cock on her ass, stroking himself back to life again as he watched.

My eyes wandered everywhere, unable to settle on just one scene.

I was weaving through the chaos, my feet sinking into the warm sand, when a tap landed on my shoulder. Turning, I found myself face-to-face with a broad, muscular man, his skin glistening with sweat under the heat.

“Sorry to bother you,” he said with a devious smile, “but I couldn’t help noticing how delicious your ass looked when you walked by. May I taste you? I want to get my face between your legs. If you’d like, I’ll let you ride my cock after.”

A rush hit me hard, going straight to my pussy. His eyes told me I was already his, and my cunt fluttered like it wanted him inside that very moment. I nodded immediately.

“Yes, I want that.”

He guided me just a few feet away to a blanket spread on the sand. “Bend over,” he murmured.

I planted my palms in the sand and lifted my ass in the air. My cunt was already wet and open, and his mouth was on me instantly. His tongue dragged up my slit before sealing around my clit, and my first moan of the day spilled out. I melted under his touch as he spread me wider and drove his tongue deeper inside my pussy.

Then he moved lower, circling his tongue around my asshole, teasing, before dragging it up and down my crack.

I didn’t know his name, and I didn’t care. All that mattered was the messy pressure of his tongue and the way my body trembled under his attention.

Out of the blur of bodies, a brunette woman who looked to be in her late twenties emerged. Her eyes locked on mine as she approached, licking her lips like she’d already made up her mind. She crouched beside me.

“You’re so beautiful,” she said. “I hope I look like you when I’m older.”

Compliments from women always undid me, but hearing one now, as I was being eaten out in the open, only made me ache more.

Her fingers brushed my arm before her stare dropped to my chest. “Can I suck your tits? I’ve been looking at them this whole time. They’re so plump and juicy.”

I could barely form words through my moans, but I managed a desperate, “Yes.”

She traced a wet finger down my collarbone. “Roll over for us? I want you facing me.”

The suggestion sent a fresh thrill through my chest, and I shifted my weight, letting the man help guide me flat onto my back.

My legs fell open easily, and he buried his face back between them, sucking my clit back into his mouth.

The woman slid in beside me and went straight for my chest. She kissed my breasts tenderly at first, then opened her mouth wider and clamped around my nipple. I gasped as her tongue circled and tugged, her hands squeezing my tits.

The combination of their mouths on me was overwhelming, and the pleasure crashed into me like a wave. I bucked under them both, pushing down on the man’s head to steady myself as my orgasm surged through me.

When I came down, the woman lifted her head and grinned at me. “Fuck, your moans are making me drip. I’m absolutely soaking right now. Do you want to help clean me up?”

I had barely calmed from my own orgasm, but her words sent a fresh pulse of heat through me. “Come here,” I ordered.

She rose quickly, straddling my head and lowering her soaked pussy onto my mouth. My tongue darted out, lapping up the wetness between her thighs, making sure I got the bits running down her crack, too.

Her cry was immediate. She tangled her fingers in my hair, grinding against my face. I moved to suck on her nub firmly, nipping just enough to make her cry louder.

“Fuck, yes. Don’t stop,” she gasped, her body jerking wildly above me. When she came, she pressed down hard, pouring herself into my mouth.

She trembled as her cries softened, then slid off me slowly. I gave her one last lick before she collapsed onto the blanket beside me, catching her breath.

As she settled down, I glanced toward movement farther down the beach. A crowd had formed, with at least a dozen people packed in a loose circle. In the center, bodies moved in a wild blur. A man was on his knees with two women bent over him, their hair flying as if they were possessed. The onlookers cheered them on, some openly jerking their cocks as the frenzy built.

“Holy shit,” the woman breathed. “Let’s put this on pause. I really want to go see what’s happening over there.”

My heart was already racing at the thought of her pushing through that circle and maybe even joining whatever was going on in the middle.

She didn’t want to leave me with only one cock, though.

“Let me get you another cock for your mouth first before I go,” she said.

I grinned. “Please do.”

She stood and scanned the crowd before pointing toward a large man walking across the sand. “That cock looks good enough. I’ll let him take care of you,” she said with a wink before heading toward the circle, eager to join the chaos.

The man between my legs didn’t let up. His tongue kept circling my clit, and he groaned into me as his fingers slid lower, teasing the ring of my ass, waiting just long enough for me to push my hips back in invitation before pressing inside.

“You taste so good,” he growled, muffled between my thighs.

The intrusion made me gasp, my back arching off the sand as pleasure surged through me. “Oh god, yes,” I said, spreading my thighs wider.

His second finger pushed in, stretching me, while his tongue flicked harder over my clit. My hands clutched the blanket as my body trembled, overwhelmed by the intensity of his touch.

Through half-lidded eyes, I glanced toward the circle. Mia and Serene knelt in front of Callum, their mouths moving together along his cock, leaving it glistening with saliva. The crowd pressed tighter around them, some openly pleasuring themselves while others cheered louder.

Callum’s head tipped back as he groaned, his voice cutting through the noise. Someone near the front shouted, hoarse with excitement, “Look at them fight over his load! That cock’s fucking dripping!”

The filth of it all made my skin prickle. I wanted to join them, to fall in front of Callum and let him use me while the crowd looked on.

Before I could move, the large man the woman had pointed out dropped onto the sand next to me. As I blinked through the haze, I realized exactly who it was.

“Good to see you again, Jade,” came a familiar voice. It was Earl. “You look incredible with him between your legs. My wife’s busy in that circle, so how about you take care of me instead? Let me see how much of this cock you can handle.”

“Yes,” I breathed. “Fuck, yes. Put it in my mouth.”

He tangled his fingers in my hair, a claiming weight that I leaned right into. Tilting back, I met his cock with parted lips. I opened eagerly, whimpering as the man beneath me pushed his fingers deeper into my ass.

Earl’s cock stretched my lips as he pushed deeper, stuffing me completely. Spit leaked down my chin as he began to thrust, and my throat tightened around him with every slide.

Between my legs, the other man kept up his pace, and the sensations melded, leaving me shaking with pleasure. Earl’s grip on my hair tightened, an anchor that I happily surrendered to, letting him guide my mouth lower. My throat ached with the glorious stretch of him.

“That’s it,” he growled. “You’re taking me so fucking well, Jade. Keep going.”

The man between my legs finally pulled away. “Fuck, I’m so hard. I need to put my cock inside you right now.” As his fingers slid out, he traced his tip against my ass, smearing the creamy mess from my cunt over my back door.

“You’ll love this,” he said, waiting just a second for me to press my hips back in invitation before he pushed in. A sharp, delicious burn flared, and I moaned instantly.

As if being double-filled wasn’t enough, a voice came from the side. “Hey, looks like you’ve still got a free hole. Mind if I join?”

I turned, slobbering on Earl’s cock, and saw Nathan. He was already stroking his meaty shaft as he stepped closer. It was the same cock I’d drooled over in the glory hole, and the same cock I’d been yearning to get inside me ever since.

I pulled off Earl just long enough to answer. “Yes, please! My cunt’s aching for it.”

Nathan laughed. “That’s what I like to hear.”

The guy behind me caught my eye with a filthy grin. “You’re burning up. Let’s take this down to the water.” I gave a sound of agreement, clinging to their shoulders and giggling as they scooped me up and carried me to the breaking waves, spreading me on the wet sand.

The first man lay flat, and they lowered me onto him. He slid back into my ass, pumping before the others even got into position.

Nathan knelt over me, lining up with my dripping cunt. “Fuck, this is going to split you open,” he muttered, then shoved in deep. I trembled, relishing the stretch of being filled front and back.

Earl moved to my head. “Open wide, sweetheart. Don’t forget about me.” He slid back into my mouth, his fist tightening in my hair.

I was locked in place. One cock in my ass, Nathan slamming into my cunt, and Earl using my throat. The cool tide splashed over my thighs, but it did nothing to temper the fire coursing through me.

They moved with a passionate tempo that I loved. Nathan groaned as his balls smacked against my clit, while the man below grunted, stretching my ass wider. Earl thrust faster, spit oozing from my lips as he bottomed out in my throat.

Every one of my holes was perfectly stuffed, every hair on my body standing on end. I tried to beg for them to go even deeper, harder, but with Earl jammed so far down my throat, all that came out was a whimper.

Nathan smirked. “Fuck, you’re so dirty. Three cocks tearing you open, and you’re still begging for more.”

I could only nod. My body locked up, and then another climax slammed into me. I wailed around Earl’s cock as the others fucked me. The ecstasy streamed through all of me until my vision went white.

Though even through blurry eyes, I found Callum. Mia and Serene were still on their knees, fighting over his cock. He roared, jerking as he came. Serene swallowed him down, gulping down his cum as the crowd cheered. Mia fell back on her ass, panting and wiping saliva from her lips, her face twisted in frustration that he hadn’t chosen her mouth.

The noise was deafening. They clapped like it was a filthy show. The sight made me moan around Earl’s cock, and the men pounding me immediately picked up their pace.

“Fuck, I’m about to blow,” groaned the man buried in my ass.

Nathan gritted his teeth, sweat dripping onto my chest. “I’m close, too. This pussy is swallowing me whole. You’re going to make me cum inside you, Jade.”

Earl pulled my head tight against his groin, and I opened my throat completely, swallowing him so deep I whimpered. “Get ready. I’m about to flood your throat.”

My eyes watered. All three throbbed inside me, their shouts overlapping. I braced myself, waiting to be filled from every side at once.

“Mm yes! Do it,” I mumbled out.

The man beneath me went first. He cried out, pulling me down hard as he flooded my ass. The warmth spread instantly.

Nathan followed a second later with a gasp, ramming deep and pulsing away. He drowned my cunt until it overflowed.

Earl was the last to howl, thrusting hard as I sealed my lips around him. The first spurt hit the back of my throat and trickled down, but the rest was too much. It spilled out immediately, running past my lips in streams. I swallowed as much as I could, but it was useless. By the time he finished, my face and the sand below us were coated with his seed.

“Fuck, you drained me dry, Jade,” Earl gasped. “I don’t even know where all that cum came from.”

The man under me laughed, still inside my ass. “Isn’t she beautiful, ruined like this? Look at her, leaking from every hole.”

I pulled back from Earl, coughing. “Fuck... thank you. I’ve never been filled up like this before. I absolutely love it.”

They chuckled at my shamelessness, withdrawing and stepping aside. I stood, and one smacked my ass. “It’s not every day you see a slut so proud of herself.”

“What can I say?” I panted, their cum leaking down my thighs. “Feels good to be used. But sorry, guys, I miss my husband. Help me get cleaned up. I need to get into that circle. Now.”

They obliged, wiping me down and brushing sand from my legs. The moment they finished, I took off toward the circle.

I couldn’t wait. My body buzzed with the need to get back to Callum. I ran fast, shoving past bodies.

When I arrived at the circle, I pushed through, parting the crowd. Inside was Callum, flat on his back and servicing a carousel of women. They lined up one by one to sink onto his cock, grinding until they came, before climbing off to let the next naked woman ride him raw. Each cunt left him slicker than the last, and the strong scent of used pussy and cum drifted around us.

Callum saw me, and his face lit up. “Jade! I’ve missed you. I’ve already come twice, and now they’ve got me on rotation. Want to hop on?”

I grinned, ready to say yes, but Damon appeared at my side, already stroking his cock.

“Hm,” he said with a wicked grin. “How about you get on mine first? I’m desperate for you, Jade.”

“Sounds good to me,” I breathed, nodding happily.

He dropped onto the sand beside Callum, his cock hard and pulsing. A line of women formed immediately, giggling and rubbing themselves as they waited their turn. The crowd cheered louder, feeding off the spectacle.

I couldn’t wait. I threw myself over Damon, impaling myself on him. My pussy was still dripping from the earlier load, smearing his shaft as he sank inside. He howled as he pushed deeper.

“Fuck, Jade, did someone already cum in you?” he asked. “I can’t believe how filthy you are. Just hungry to be filled by every cock you can get, huh?”

The comment made me tighten. I cried out, rocking against him as he stretched me wide.

Beside us, another woman mounted Callum, riding him hard. Her tits jiggled as she slammed down onto his cock. The sight was too much. Watching her pleasure herself on top of my husband made my whole body quake.

I came suddenly, clutching Damon’s chest and sobbing. Every muscle quivered, blinding me with pleasure. I stayed on him, determined to ride until someone made me stop.

“Excuse me?” one of the waiting women teased, tapping my hip. “Pass him along. Let someone else get a taste.”

Laughing at my own greed, I happily lifted off, knowing there was plenty more waiting for me. Another woman in front of her slid into my place with a whimper. I barely caught my breath before Callum reached out.

“Hey, my cock’s free. Slide on quick.”

I climbed over him and sank down, both of us groaning as he filled me.

The crowd howled as I bounced. Damon was right beside us, another woman grinding on him while I fucked my husband. The pure filth of it shook another orgasm out of me instantly.

It didn’t stop there. When I climbed off Callum, another cock was waiting. Then another. And another.

Damon, Callum, strangers from the perimeter. It didn’t matter. I was past the point of caring how many times I’d been opened up.

When I wasn’t full of cock, I was kissing. I eagerly leaned into the women pressing their mouths to mine, letting them lick cum from my lips or stuff my mouth with their nipples. I welcomed hands from every direction, opening my legs for the fingers pushing inside to scoop out the mess and smear it across their own lips.

When a man was close, I’d open wide, letting him dump his cum into my mouth. Other times, they painted my tits. Either way, I made sure to taste every bit of release before grabbing the next cock.

My cunt and ass leaked nonstop, my tits were sticky with layer after layer of cum drying in the sun, and my belly felt heavy from swallowing so much that I kept burping up little tastes of salt.

Yet even as the intensity peaked and I drifted deeper into the feral haze, Callum stayed close. His eyes found mine again and again, grounding me. Regardless of how many mouths or cocks I gave myself to, he was the one I wanted to see me at my filthiest.

So whenever I opened my mouth for the next cock or tit, I made sure he was watching. Sharing myself this freely felt like a vow, cementing the truth of who we had finally become.

After all, I was doing this for us both.


Epilogue


Some experiences are so profound that you struggle to believe they actually happened. They settle deep inside you, and you know you’ll carry them for the rest of your life. That was what the retreat became for Callum and me.

I thought about it as we sat on the plane ride home, with Callum pressed against me in the narrow economy seats. I felt sated and glowing, as if my body had been taken apart and rebuilt from scratch. My whole life and our entire relationship had tilted, changing completely in the space of a few days.

We had arrived quiet and cautious with no real idea of what we were getting into, but now we were flying home with sore legs and a buzzing sexual energy. For what we paid, the whole thing felt like a total steal. I would have handed over ten times as much for what The Pleasure Haven gave us.

My mind kept flipping through everything, from being eaten out in the sand with strangers cheering me on, to sucking the cocks of men whose names I didn’t even know. I remembered women riding my face until my chest was slick with their cum, and the memories alone made me ache all over again.

Callum must have felt the same because his hand drifted onto my thigh, his fingers rubbing against my pussy through my pants as I sat there on the plane. Even something so light made me gasp. I instantly spread my legs wider, letting him slip his hand into my panties to finger me, completely hidden beneath the airline blanket.

We didn’t last long like that. I leaned in and whispered that I needed his cock right now, and his eyes lit up. We stumbled down the aisle to the tiny bathroom, locking the door behind us. It was messy and completely shameless, but neither of us cared. I came so hard bent over that sink with his cock buried in me that I had to bite my fist to hold back a cry. We left with red faces and soaked underwear, innocently squeezing back into our seats.

It struck me that here I was in my early forties, meant to be taking things easy, yet I felt completely rewound. I was reckless and horny in the same stupid way you get when you first start fucking someone you can’t get enough of. Time and limits had fallen away, leaving my body with nothing but the powerful need to feel alive.

I thought about what some of the other couples had said, too, those throwaway comments about the hedonism of overseas swinging retreats. We had nodded along innocently whenever someone mentioned it, but now Callum and I were already seriously planning our next trip. We were even willing to travel abroad just to keep up the momentum.

But that would all come later. For now, it was just Callum and me, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. Being with him like this felt like meeting him for the first time all over again. No matter how many men or women I let inside me, as long as he was there, I was happy.

Callum. My wonderful husband, and the owner of the best cock in the world.


Swapped and Shared at the Lodge
A Couple Discovers A Filthy New World



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.


Swapped and Shared at the Retreat
A Couple Brings Their Fantasies to Life



Chapter One


Iplaced my phone face down on the table and took a deep breath.

The novel I’d been reading had reached a scene so steamy it was making the back of my neck heat up, and I found myself squeezing my thighs together just to keep the sticky mess between my legs from dripping any further down and ruining my dress.

The main female character was on her knees on a beach, surrounded by three men who were waiting to see which one of them she would let take her first. It was filthy, hot, and utterly addictive.

But the bar was starting to fill up now, and people-watching felt like a much safer bet than risking someone glancing over my shoulder and seeing all the ways a woman’s holes could be filled. The story would just have to wait.

I smoothed my hand down the side of my dark red dress. It hugged me tightly, enough that if you looked closely, you could make out the outline of my panties. I didn’t mind, though. Not anymore, not in my late thirties, and especially not with this body.

While I wasn’t the same curvy young woman Adam had fallen for back in college, I worked hard to look good for him. My breasts remained perky, my ass was still nice and fat, and, judging by the way the bartender eyed me as he poured my drink, I definitely still had it.

I took a sip of my cocktail and watched the door, waiting for Adam. We’d been doing this routine since we were in our early twenties. While everyone else from our graduating class had burned out, cheated, or gotten divorced, we just kept going. We loved each other too much, plain and simple.

I rattled the ice in my empty glass, debating if I should order another, but the front door swung open, and he walked in.

Even after fifteen years, the sight of him still did something to me. Adam stepped into the bar and scanned the room. When his eyes landed on me, I saw them light up.

“Hey,” he said. He dropped his briefcase next to the chair and leaned in close, wrapping an arm around my waist. “Sorry I’m late, Skye. Got stuck on the phone with an annoying client.”

He leaned down and pressed a kiss to my lips. He deepened it for a second, and when he pulled back, I made sure to scan all the way down his chest and to his crotch. “You’re forgiven. Especially since you wore those black pants.”

He laughed, pulling out the chair opposite me. “Yeah, I know how much you like the way my ass looks in them.”

“I like the way everything looks on you,” I teased.

My husband was always the type to look after himself. While other guys from our graduating class had gone soft around the middle, Adam stayed active. His muscles were defined, and he kept his dark hair cut sharp and tight. He was objectively hot. So much so that pretty much every time we went out together, I’d catch women eyeing him across the room, wondering if he fucked as good as he looked.

He exhaled a long breath and looked down to the neckline of my dress. He lingered on my tits, and then dragged back up to my face.

“Damn, Skye,” he commented. “You look amazing. As always. I swear, sometimes I feel like we’re the only two adults left on the planet who actually have our shit together.”

“Thank you,” I said, offering him a soft smile.

But inside, I felt a faint blush of embarrassment. He was watching me with that look again. The one meant for his sweet, steady college sweetheart. Unfortunately, he completely missed the fact that, five minutes ago, I’d been on the verge of fingering myself in a bar because of a novel I was reading.

See, that was the problem. I knew I loved Adam and that he would always love me back no matter what, but this was one of those things I was still too nervous to talk about.

It all started a couple of months ago, and I blame it on my friend Krissie. She had sent me an ebook link as a joke, daring me to read the first chapter of some trashy romance that she was obsessing over. I clicked on it for fun, but then I ended up reading the whole thing in one sitting. Not only that, but afterward, I couldn’t help but download five more.

Now, my sexual fantasies appeared to have gone completely insane. I craved all the dirty and adventurous things I read about during my lunch breaks. I found myself fantasizing about being shared, watched, and having all my holes explored in ways that were completely wild.

I wanted to tell Adam at some point, knowing he probably wouldn’t even mind, but at the same time, I was mortified. I mean, how would I even start that conversation?

Adam reached across the table to take my hand. “Anyway, happy fifteenth anniversary, baby.”

“Happy anniversary, honey,” I replied, squeezing his hand back. “I’m really glad we made it out tonight.”

“Me too.” He smiled. Adam’s expression then turned a little more serious. “Look, I know you usually like to plan the big stuff, but I wanted to take care of this one. Even if money is tight.”

“Adam, honestly, this is perfect,” I promised him. “I don’t care if we’re eating hot dogs on a park bench. As long as I’m with you, I’m happy.”

Adam leaned back and reached into his inside jacket pocket. A playful look crossed his face.

“Actually, that wasn’t really what I was talking about,” he said. “It’s a little late for being sensible anyway.”

He pulled out an envelope and slid it across the table toward me.

I paused. “Uh… what’s this?”

“Open it.”

My hands started to tremble a little as I picked it up. I slid a nail under the flap and pulled out the contents. I was expecting a card, perhaps, but instead I pulled out a glossy brochure and two boarding passes.

I stared at the bold letters printed on the tickets.

“Lanzarote, Canary Islands. Spain.”

My jaw instantly dropped. “Adam? What the… what the hell is this?” I looked up at him. “Is this some sort of vacation? Oh my god, Adam, this looks so expensive!”

“It is,” he admitted, looking proud of himself. “But it’s our fifteenth, Skye. We only get one of those. I didn’t want to just do dinner and a movie. I wanted to give you something nice.”

I looked at the dates. We were leaving in three days. “But… what about work? What about the budget? We literally just talked about being tapped out.”

“I already had a word with your boss. She said she’s more than happy to approve it if you’re down. And don’t worry about the money. I’ve been putting a little aside from my bonuses this year.”

He paused, leaning in. “One of the guys at work, Dave, recommended this place. He went with his wife last year and said it was life-changing. I figured we deserved at least that.”

I looked down at the brochure behind the tickets. “The Pleasure Haven: Obsidian,” it read in big, bold letters. The photos of the retreat were beyond beautiful. It looked perfectly secluded, with lots of hidden alcoves, pools, and steam baths.

“I thought that week off was so we could go visit your parents?” I replied, still a bit speechless.

He laughed. “God no! I just said that to throw you off. Skye, we’re going to Spain.”

I looked at the tickets again. It was an incredible gift. A long weekend relaxing in the sun and Adam’s hands all over me without worrying about anything else.

“Okay,” I said, finally letting the excitement hit me. I leaned across the table and kissed him again. “You’re crazy, Adam. But I still love you. Too much.”

“I love you too.” He smiled against my lips.

“Anyway,” I asked, “did Dave tell you any other details about the place?”

“Well, he was a little vague on the specifics, kept saying how transformative and social it was. Apparently, it’s not your standard all-inclusive, more of an adults-only kind of retreat. You know, sensual couples massages, skinny-dipping, that sort of thing.” He laughed a little nervously. “Look, I’m sure it’s nothing crazy.”

I nodded slowly, keeping my face neutral, but inside, my mind was racing.

Transformative? Sensual?

Those weren’t words I would have expected to be associated with a couple’s vacation, but they were words I’d seen on the cover of about twenty different smut novels in the last six months.

I looked down at the brochure again. Now that I was really scanning it, there did seem to be a deeper vibe to it. Something that, honestly speaking, just screamed sex.

But… surely Adam wouldn’t have booked us into a sex retreat, right? He probably just thought this was some trendy European wellness getaway and happily said yes the moment Dave told him about it.

Still, as I looked at the brochure, a tiny spark of hope flared to life in my chest, mingling with the growing arousal between my legs. What if Adam wasn’t as vanilla as I thought? What if I didn’t have to hide my filthy reading habits at all, and Adam wanted this just as much as I did?

“Hmm, sounds strange, but I’m happy to give it a shot,” I murmured. Of course, I was more than just happy.

“That’s a start. But look, Skye, if it’s too weird, we don’t have to join in on those adult experiences or whatever. We can just wander off and do our own thing. You know, finally enjoy some time off together.”

“That sounds good enough, to be honest,” I replied. “Any excuse to get inside those pants of yours.”

Adam’s mouth curled as he looked at me.

“Okay, you know what,” he said, his voice starting to develop a huskier edge now. “I think I’m done talking. Sitting here discussing all of this while you’re looking at me like that is killing me.”

He leaned across the table and slid his hand up my arm.

“How about we finish up here quickly, call a cab, and then you let me take that dress off?”

I grinned, already imagining his hands on me, and gave him a naughty smile back. “That sounds perfect, Adam.”


Chapter Two


Ihad never been on a volcanic island before, but the moment we landed, it felt like a different planet entirely. Our driver greeted us at the airport, and soon we were on our way.

The drive to the coast was mesmerizing, and I spent the entire time glued to the window, watching miles of solidified lava fields glitter in the sun, peppered with striking buildings made of white stone and wood. Beside me, Adam watched my reaction with a satisfied smirk, knowing that I was just as excited as he was about the retreat.

We continued driving for quite some time until we reached a hill. As we crested it, the retreat finally revealed itself. It was built directly into the cliffside, cascading down toward the ocean in layers of white stone and glass.

The driver pulled us up beneath a shaded portico and ushered us quickly toward the glass doors. “Please, head right inside,” he said. “Your luggage will be delivered directly to your suite.”

We walked into a large atrium lined with gleaming white stone. A glass dome overhead flooded the space with sun, but strangely, the place was completely empty.

“Did he drop us at the wrong place?” I asked.

“I really hope not,” Adam replied, looking around with growing annoyance. “We paid a fortune for this. Someone should be here.”

He called out, “Hello?” but his voice only echoed off the walls.

I reached for his arm, but a loud click stopped me. Above us, blinds suddenly slid over the dome, plunging the room into darkness. Music thumped from the walls, and a screen flickered on behind the empty desk.

A white logo faded into an elegant older woman with pearly hair.

“Welcome to The Pleasure Haven: Obsidian,” she said. “If you are watching this, it means you have arrived.”

Adam crossed his arms. “Seems like an orientation video?”

“I guess so?”

“You are here to reconnect,” the woman continued. “To strip away the noise of the outside world. But you are also here to explore. Obsidian operates on a unique system designed to push your boundaries.”

The video went on, discussing more of the rules and guidelines of the retreat, until the image on the screen changed to a black envelope.

“The next part involves introducing you to the couples’ experiences, which is an integral part of Obsidian. Each day, you will receive a ticket. This ticket is your guide. You will not know the location in advance, nor what the experience or challenge entails. Some days, your ticket will lead you to a private space. Other days, it will be social. You may find yourselves watching, or participating. But we encourage you to use the ticket, open the door, and see what’s on the other side.”

My mouth went dry.

“Now, before we continue,” the woman added, “it is important to gain your consent. Obsidian is an adults-only environment. Do you consent to viewing mature content as part of your induction?”

Adam looked at me, raising an eyebrow. “Mature content? Sounds like they aren’t messing around.”

“Let’s just see what they’ve got,” I replied, my pulse picking up.

He turned to face the screen. “Yes. We consent.”

The screen changed immediately. It flipped to a shot of a large room. In the center, on a circular padded mat, a woman was on her hands and knees while a man buried himself inside her cunt from behind, fucking her. The sound of skin slapping against skin came through the speakers so clearly they could have been in the room with us.

“Fuck,” Adam whispered.

We couldn’t look away. As the camera zoomed in, I realized they weren’t alone. A dozen other people stood around them, fully naked, watching in silence. Every single one of them had a hand between their legs, stroking or fingering themselves in time with the couple on the mat.

I felt myself getting wet immediately.

“Is this… live?” Adam asked. He sounded shocked, but he didn’t look away.

On the screen, the man picked up the pace, and the woman let out a breathless moan. I glanced down at Adam’s shorts. He had his hands on his hips to try and hide it, but there was no use. He was fully hard.

The screen abruptly went black, and the blinds on the ceiling slid back open, flooding the room with sunlight.

“That’s the Calibration Room, an old one we used to have. Nice, isn’t it?”

We spun around. The woman from the video stood behind the black desk, wearing the same white dress.

“Calibration?” Adam asked.

“Yes, to calibrate the newcomers to our way of life. We believe in transparency,” she continued. She gestured for us to come closer.

We walked across the white stone floor to the desk.

“We find it’s better to show our guests the reality immediately rather than relying on brochures,” she explained as we reached her.

She tapped the stone surface and slid two black key cards toward us. “That video is our way of making sure you know exactly what Obsidian is before you check in. There are no secrets here.”

I felt my face heat up, but she didn’t make a big deal out of it.

“Anyway, we have you in Villa 4,” she continued. “As the video explained, participation is never mandatory. You are free to engage, or free to watch.”

She took a step back from the desk. “I’ll give you two a minute to talk it over. The driver is still outside. If you decide this isn’t for you, he can take you to a standard hotel down the coast. No hard feelings. But if you want to stay, take the cards and head through the doors.”

She gave us a polite nod and disappeared through a set of doors to the side, leaving us alone at the desk.

Adam stared at the key cards, then let out a long breath. “Right, well, that was definitely a lot to take in.”

“It sure was,” I replied. “Do you want to leave?”

Adam chewed on his lip, clearly torn. “I mean, it’s definitely not what we expected,” he reasoned, though the flush on his neck betrayed his intrigue. “But the villas are private. We can always just keep to ourselves.”

“Exactly,” I agreed, catching the sudden spark of curiosity in his eyes. “We have total control. And…”

“And if we stay, we can just be observers,” he offered, his shock giving way to a nervous but excited smile.

“Right. Observers,” I agreed.

“So… if it gets to be too much, we pack our bags and get the hell out of here. Deal?”

“Deal.”

He grabbed the key cards off the desk. “Alright, let’s go see this villa then.”

He took my hand and pulled me toward the doors. Above the frame, etched into the stone wall, were the words: WELCOME TO YOUR AWAKENING.

We stepped out onto the terrace, and the noise hit us first. A wall of sound crashed over us. First it was the sound of music playing from speakers, then it was the sound of water splashing, and finally, the piercing sound of more than a few dozen people moaning and groaning in pleasure.

We stood on a raised walkway looking down at the central courtyard, and I could hardly believe what was in front of me. The scene was pure chaos, and I quickly realized we had just walked in on a sex party that was in full swing.

There had to be at least thirty people down there, and not a single scrap of clothing in sight. People were drinking, swimming, lounging on white daybeds, but nobody was relaxing.

To my left, on a large circular bed, a curvy woman was taking two guys at once. One was behind her, burying his cock deep inside her ass, while the other sat in front, feeding his dick into her mouth. She bobbed her head back and forth, completely unbothered by the waiter walking past with a tray of cocktails.

In the pool, a guy with a shaved head was thrusting into a blonde woman against the wall, while another woman kissed her neck and jerked off the guy next to them.

“Holy fuck,” Adam blurted out. “This is a swingers’ retreat, isn’t it?”

“Fuck, I guess so. I didn’t think it would be anything like this, though,” I managed to say. My eyes were glued to a woman swapping seamlessly between two men’s cocks. The fucking was raw, shameless, and intoxicating. My nipples were already hardening, and I could feel the dampness between my legs getting worse.

Then a voice came beside us.

“Hey! A new couple!”

We turned to see a naked, dripping wet couple walking up the steps.

“Hi guys! I’m Hazel. This is Chris,” the woman said.

“Uh, yeah, hi,” Adam replied, trying to avert his eyes. It was a tough challenge given how sexy she looked.

Chris stood beside her, just as hot, but the only thing I could focus on was his cock. It was girthy, hanging almost halfway down his thigh, and the head was coated in a fresh layer of cum.

Hazel, however, looked even more wrecked. Her neck was covered in hickeys, her lips were swollen, and below the waist, she was an absolute mess. Her pussy was visibly puffy, and streaks of white cum were crusting on her inner thighs. She looked like she had just been thoroughly enjoyed by half the pool.

“You picked a good time to arrive,” Chris said. “The party is peaking.”

“It’s the best!” Hazel chirped. “You guys have to come down! Chris and I were just about to head back in for round three. We could use a fresh couple to play with!”

“Oh, no,” Adam said quickly. “We’re just looking to relax. Maybe watch for a bit, but yeah, we’re good.”

“Fair enough!” Chris chuckled, throwing his hands up in a playful surrender. “No pressure at all. But just so you know, we said the exact same thing when we first arrived.”

“That’s nice,” Adam replied, offering a polite but firm smile. “But really, we’re just going to head to our villa for now.”

Hazel smiled warmly, though her gaze dropped appreciatively to Adam’s shorts. His erection was enormous now and bulged right out.

“Well, enjoy the villa,” she winked, letting her eyes linger on his bulge for one last second before stepping back. “If you change your minds and want to join the fun, you know where to find us.”

“Take your time settling in,” Chris added smoothly. “We’ll be around.”

With that, they wandered back toward the pool. Before they even made it to the water, they stopped at a daybed where another couple was fucking. The couple on the bed locked eyes with them and eagerly waved them over. With a shared, devious grin, Chris leaned in to make out with the woman, while Hazel dropped to her knees and took the guy’s balls in her mouth.

“Alright, look, let’s just get to the room,” Adam said, starting to walk away.

I followed close behind, stunned, but completely aroused and desperate to do something about it.


Chapter Three


Soon we arrived at our villa, a pretty, cozy place not too far from the main lobby and courtyard. Adam swiped the black card against the lock. The light turned green. “Home sweet home,” he said before pushing the door open.

The villa was beautiful inside. Aside from the marbled white floor, it felt almost like we were inside a volcano. Jagged black lava stone was mixed into all the surfaces, creating a lovely contrast. The whole space was open and airy, flowing seamlessly into a sunken seating area.

There, a curve of white cushions waited for us, all facing large windows that looked out onto the ocean beyond.

I opened my mouth to say something about the view, but the words never made it past my lips. Adam was already reaching for me, his hands sliding around my waist to draw me urgently against him.

“Fuck, Skye,” he exhaled against my hair. “Did you see them?”

“How could I not? They were basically—” My reply turned into a soft gasp as he kissed my neck, guiding me backward until the lounge caught the backs of my knees.

He eased me down onto the cushions and settled over me, pressing his body gently to mine. “What about the others?” he asked, his voice low and desperate. “That guy in the pool... fucking her right against the wall while everyone watched?”

“I saw. Fuck... Adam. It was so hot.”

“Tell me about it,” he breathed. His fingers were already at my dress, frantic but gentle as they worked the fabric. “Seeing her take it like that was so sexy. I thought I was going to explode.”

I giggled with delight as he yanked the dress to my waist, letting him pull at my panties and slide them down my legs and over my heels. The sight of my bare and wet pussy seemed to blow the last of his composure.

“You’re so damn wet, Skye,” he said, staring at my cunt.

“Adam, I just watched porn in a hotel lobby and then saw a sex party in full swing a few minutes later,” I teased. “What did you expect?”

Adam didn’t bother replying, moving to bury his face between my legs.

The moment his tongue came out and swept through my folds, I cried out with joy, and my head instantly fell back.

He started lapping at me, drinking up my cum and weaving his way through my swollen pussy lips. He gripped my thighs tight and spread me wider, before shoving his tongue right into my slit, wiggling it in and out.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” I moaned.

He was making an absolute mess of me, but thankfully Adam was good at catching all my juices with his mouth, keeping the cushions beneath us clean. He continued slurping along my labia, and then he moved to suck my clit into his mouth. He flicked it back and forth with his tongue, sending shocks of pleasure through me and easily building up my orgasm.

I was genuinely surprised. I knew he was horny, but I had never seen him this unhinged. Adam was eating me out like my cum was the most satisfying thirst quencher he’d ever had.

He kept going for a few moments, relentless in his focus, then suddenly pulled back. I loved the way my slick glistened on his lips.

“I need to fuck you right now,” he groaned.

He rushed up to his knees and worked at his shorts, undoing the drawstring and shoving them down, along with his underwear.

When his cock came out, I reached out instinctively to help him, wrapping my hand around the shaft to guide him in.

But what I felt was unlike anything else. Adam was incredibly, shockingly hard. I’d held his cock a thousand times before, but I’d never felt it like this. It was throbbing fiercely against my palm, and the veins were so fat and engorged beneath my skin.

It felt unbelievably heavy, like every drop of blood in his body had rushed down here.

“Shit, Adam,” I said, giving him a squeeze. “You’re so fucking hard right now.”

“I know. And it’s all for you, Skye,” he groaned, pushing my hand away because he couldn’t wait another second.

He shuffled closer, lined himself up, and then buried himself inside me completely.

The pressure of it knocked the air right out of my lungs, and before I could even steady myself, Adam was already pounding.

He grabbed my hips and slammed into me hard, driving into me with everything he had, just how I liked. Adam was groaning louder and louder every time his skin slapped against mine.

It felt deliciously raw, almost like something out of one of those books I’d been devouring. Adam was unraveling me fast.

“Fuck, harder!” I suddenly begged. “Please, just give it to me!”

I loved how out of control he was. I loved the pressure, the heat, the way his cock felt throbbing inside me, and I was struggling to come to terms with how good this felt.

But Adam seemed to be even more excited. The visual of the pool party, the video, and the way I was dripping wet, all seemed to be too much for him. He’d only been inside me for maybe thirty seconds when he stiffened.

“Fuck, Skye, I can’t⁠—”

He drove his cock as deep into my cunt as it would go, and roared loud as he came.

The flood of cum that followed was obscene. He twitched intensely against my inner walls as he milked himself, jerking so hard that I could hardly focus on anything else.

I didn’t even get close to coming. It was over before I could find my rhythm. He collapsed on top of me, breathing hard as his weight pinned me down. He stayed there for a minute, panting. Then, he pulled out slowly.

As soon as he exited, I felt it. A hot rush of jizz leaking out of me. I looked down and was totally surprised by how much there was.

Adam looked down at it, then at me.

“Fuck, I’m so sorry, Skye. I barely lasted a minute.”

“It’s okay,” I said, reaching for him. I meant it. Seeing him that desperate was a turn-on in itself.

“No, it’s not,” he shot back.

Then, he did something he never usually did.

His cock, which had just been drained dry, started to stir again, waking up fast.

“I’m not done,” he growled.

“Is that so?” I replied, parting my legs further, eager to see what he had for me next.

“Yes. I’m going to fuck you again.”

He grabbed my hips, spread them even wider than before, and shoved his half-limp cock right back inside my slippery hole.

“Oh my god!” I gasped as it thickened up inside me. “Yes!”

Once Adam was fully hard, he started moving again. The sensation was completely different now. It was wet and sloppy, and the squelching noises of our colliding bodies began to intensify. He pumped into me incessantly, throbbing more with every stroke, using his own cum as lube to fuck me harder.

“Fuck, faster!” I moaned.

This time, I didn’t need to work for it. My body was already so keyed up and overstimulated by Adam’s hunger that the orgasm hit me immediately. I clamped down around him, moaning loudly as I came, my entire body shaking against the cushions while he kept up his pace.

“Ooh, Adam, don’t stop!” I called out as the orgasm hit me. It rippled through my body, sending my muscles into uncontrollable convulsions.

As I finally floated back down to earth and Adam grew still against me, all I could do was stare at the ceiling, trying to catch my breath while the trembling in my legs slowly faded.

Our bags were still sitting untouched by the door, and we hadn’t even stopped to eat. Instead, Adam and I had just fucked with more wild, desperate energy than we had in years.

Lying there, the realization washed over me.

If this was just the first hour, the rest of the weekend was going to be completely, undeniably wild.


Chapter Four


Adam and I went for a few more rounds after that. It was a personal record, and we were proud of it. I came a few times, he came a few times, and by the end of it, we were so exhausted that we just passed out on the cushions in each other’s arms and drifted into a blissful nap.

When we woke up a few hours later, the afternoon sun was beginning to dip in the sky. The day had completely gotten away from us.

But right in the middle of debating what we were going to do with ourselves next, the doorbell rang.

Adam hissed, jumping up from the cushions and darting for his discarded shorts.

“Shit, who’s knocking on our door at this time?” I whispered, reaching over for my clothes. “Do you think it’s housekeeping?”

“At six in the evening? No chance. It’s probably that ticket thing the video talked about. Remember? The black envelope.”

The doorbell rang again.

“Well, we can’t pretend we aren’t here,” I said. “Adam, be a dear and answer it for us, will you?”

He quickly threw on his shorts and walked over to the door, swinging it open. A man stood there dressed in sharp black pants and a matching vest. He held a silver tray in one hand. Resting in the middle of it was a black envelope.

“Good evening, sir. Madam,” he said with a thick Spanish accent, offering a polite nod to me in the background as I slipped on my clothes. He picked up the envelope and held it out to Adam. “Your ticket for the first experience.”

Adam took it, looking a little stunned. “Uh, thank you,” he said.

The man bowed slightly before turning around and walking away. Adam locked the door and flipped the envelope over in his hands, staring at it intently.

“Well,” I eventually said. “Are you going to open it?”

He let out a nervous laugh and walked over to me before cracking the seal of the envelope. He pulled out a card with silver edging and held it up so we could both read it. The text was embossed in bold letters, and the message didn’t waste any time with flowery language.

“EXPERIENCE ONE: THE APERTURE. To understand your desires, you must first witness them. To truly let go, you must allow yourself to be seen. Tonight, you surrender control. Your guide awaits in Studio 3. Dress Code: None.”

I read the words twice, hardly believing what I was seeing.

I knew exactly what they implied. My mind immediately flashed to the book I finished a few weeks ago, the one where the main character finally let the gardener watch her through the window. There was no mistaking it: this involved putting on a show. They wanted to watch us. Maybe even film us.

“Studio?” Adam said, reading the card again. “What does that mean? Like a photo shoot?”

“Maybe,” I replied. “Or filming. ‘To be seen,’ right?”

Adam’s eyes widened. “Skye, that’s intense,” he said, looking at the card again. His voice dropped an octave, a spark of dark curiosity lighting up his eyes. “They want to film us. Are we actually crazy enough to do this?”

“Maybe a little,” I admitted, feeling a thrill race down my spine. “But remember what that woman said yesterday? About pushing boundaries safely? This could be exactly what we need.”

I watched him closely. He hadn’t put the card down. Instead, his thumb traced the embossed lettering, and I could already see the heavy, familiar pulse of arousal building in his jaw. He was fascinated.

“We’re not obligated to do anything,” I said, stepping closer to him. “We can walk over, see for ourselves, and if either of us isn’t feeling it, we leave. Total control, remember?”

“Right,” he murmured, stepping into my space. He stared at the card a moment longer before locking his gaze on mine. “And if we go… you really want this? You want to be seen?”

“I think I do,” I said honestly, my breath catching as his hand brushed my hip. “It could be incredibly hot… having an audience.”

Adam swallowed hard, but a wicked grin broke through. I could see the responsible husband I knew eagerly surrendering to the man who had sported a raging boner watching strangers earlier that day.

“Okay,” he said, his voice decisive. “Let’s do it. But the second either of us says the word, we’re out.”

“Works for me. I’m sure it won’t be that bad. Besides, the lady at reception told us to have an open mind.”

“Yeah,” Adam said, raising an eyebrow. “Just wondering how open they really mean when they say that.”

He glanced down at the bottom of the card. “And what about the dress code? I’m not walking through the retreat naked, Skye. Privacy or not.”

“What if we wear the robes and go naked underneath?” I suggested, feeling brave. “That way, we’re following the rules, but we can stay covered if we want. If we get there and it feels wrong, the robes stay on.”

He thought for a moment, then nodded. “I guess that works. Okay, we’ll do it.”

Adam stripped down completely, walking over to the hooks on the wall and grabbing his robe. He slipped his arms into the sleeves, tying it at the waist.

I stripped down too and did the same.

He grabbed the key card and the invitation from the counter.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Ready,” I said.

* * *


Studio 3 sat hidden behind a ridge of lava rock. The circular glass building was dark and opaque, giving nothing away from the outside. Inside, the space was busy, with cameras and spotlights scattered around, and a large white futon in the center of the room.

In the corner stood a striking older woman wearing a black robe loosely tied at her waist. She was naked underneath, and through the slit in the fabric, I caught glimpses of her dark curls peeking out, as well as the curve of her breast. She smiled warmly and motioned for us to come closer.

“Welcome, Skye and Adam, to the Aperture experience,” she said. “I’m Emily, and I’ll be guiding you tonight.”

“Nice to meet you,” Adam said. He shook her hand, and I did the same.

Emily’s gaze held steady on us. “Tonight is about intimacy through the lens. Tell me, do you remember that video you watched in the lobby?”

Adam chuckled. “Oh, yeah. Definitely.”

“Well, we shot that right here,” she said, pointing toward the bed. “Mark and Lisa, a pair of newlyweds similar to you, wanted to celebrate the real way. We captured them as they really were, and that’s what I want for you guys too. I’ll direct, but mostly I’m here to immortalize you and your intimacy. Think of it like a time capsule for your sex life and something to look back on for your wedding anniversary.”

My pulse fluttered at her words. Adam glanced at me, slightly uneasy but definitely curious. “What do you think, Skye?”

A nervous smile spread across my face. “Well, we’re already here, and I guess I’ve always wondered what we’d look like from the outside. Why not? Let’s do it.”

“Alright, if you say so,” Adam replied.

“Perfect!” Emily said. She picked up a handheld camera. “Whenever you’re ready, drop your robes. No rush, just when you’re comfortable.”

A rush of wicked anticipation pushed me forward.

I reached for my robe belt, pulling the knot loose and letting it slide off my shoulders, leaving me completely naked in front of a woman I’d met thirty seconds ago. Adam followed, shrugging his robe off easily.

“You two look incredible,” Emily said. She scanned our bodies, taking in my pebbling nipples and Adam’s long cock starting to wake up between his legs. “Please step onto the mat, in the center, and face each other.”

We walked onto the futon. Emily raised the camera and pointed it toward us. “Alright, Skye. Let’s start with you. I want to capture your beauty. Spread your legs for me, please, and really wide. I want the lens to see everything. Don’t be shy.”

My stomach fluttered, but the hungry way Adam stared at me gave me the courage to be bold. I sat down and leaned back on my hands, spreading my thighs wide. Emily brought the camera in close, just inches away from my cunt, and captured every detail. I looked past Emily at the monitor and saw myself in high definition.

My pussy lips were swollen and already puffed up, and my clit took on this deep red color too. The camera was really high quality, and I could almost see the individual droplets of slick beading in between my folds. I couldn’t believe how wet I was.

But at the same time, it was undeniably hot. Something about being recorded so shamelessly here was really starting to turn me on, and judging by the look on Adam’s face, he felt the same way.

“Wow, your pussy is truly beautiful, Skye. And it’s already so nice and wet,” Emily added, zooming in a bit to capture the details of my labia, as well as my swollen clit. “Okay, now, turn around for me, Skye. I want a clear shot of your ass next. Grab your cheeks for me please and really pull them apart.”

I had already shown her my pussy, so I guess showing her my asshole wasn’t that far-fetched. So I flipped around onto my stomach, grabbed my ass cheeks, and pulled them apart to expose my crack for the camera.

“Like this?” I asked her.

“Perfect! Exactly like that. Mm, such a pretty, tight hole you have back here!” She moved the lens in tight, almost breathing on my skin as she captured it.

After that, Emily took a few close-up shots of Adam’s cock, zooming in on the way his veins throbbed with arousal, and the way his sack tightened up in anticipation of what was to come.

“Great! Now for the next part. Skye, I want you to turn around and service your husband here. Take his cock into your mouth and suck him off.”

“Sure,” I said. This part was easy.

I moved closer to Adam. He was fully hard now, his cock twitching eagerly right in front of my face.

I took him in my mouth, fueled by the filth of being recorded, and let my tongue swirl around the head to mop up the precum oozing out. Adam groaned, pulling me in closer.

I started treating him to a slow and gentle suck, but Emily quickly interjected, making it clear she wasn’t looking for the vanilla version.

“Skye, come on, take him deeper!” she said, leaning over my shoulder. “You’re doing great, but I know you can do even better. We need more passion for the video. And when he finishes, I want you to look directly at the camera and swallow. Show the audience how much you love it. Can you do that, Skye?”

“Yes, I can do that,” I mumbled back to her.

I swallowed more of Adam’s cock, just as Emily requested. She filmed me from above as I took it deeper and deeper, until the throbbing head pushed up against the back of my throat.

“Excellent!” Emily praised. “You’re doing great. If it gets too intense, just tap out, all right?”

I nodded. My eyes started to water, but instead of backing off, the adrenaline made me crave the intensity even more. I pulled off him for a split second, breathless. “I want him deeper,” I said, looking up at my husband.

“You heard her, Adam,” Emily encouraged smoothly. “Help her out. Give her exactly what she wants.”

Adam looked down at me and smiled. “Of course…”

He fastened his palms around my head, guiding his cock deeper into my throat. I whimpered and let out a wet sound of pure satisfaction.

“Yes! That’s better,” Emily cheered, proud of the scene she was building.

It was a new sensation for me, but I loved it. I bobbed my head faster, enjoying the way he groaned above me. My saliva was dripping everywhere, all over my chin and down to my tits, and Emily was getting every drop of the mess on film.

“Adam, grab those tits, would you? It will look great on camera,” Emily ordered.

Adam obeyed instantly, reaching around to knead my tits while the camera zoomed in and captured every detail. When he flicked my nipples, I moaned in pleasure.

That’s when he started to twitch on my tongue.

“Fuck, here it comes, Skye!” Adam groaned. He started twitching harder, and that was when I felt the first pulse of cum shoot to the back of my mouth. I stayed locked around him, letting him dump his seed right down my throat, and kept gulping as he fed it to me, eager to swallow every last drop.

“Wow, great job, Skye! You’ve done so well,” Emily praised, filming as Adam slid out. She zoomed in on my open mouth, checking that I’d swallowed every drop. “Excellent! We do love a clean plate around here.”

She adjusted the lens and moved on.

“Okay, Skye, now I need you on all fours. Adam, move behind her and sink your cock inside her. I want you to fuck her passionately. Give the camera something to feel.”

I got into position, my pussy dripping and ready, as Adam moved in behind me.

“Okay, now fuck her,” Emily whispered.

He grabbed my hips and drove his cock into me with a single smooth thrust. With how wet I was, it slid in easily.

Adam was hardly camera-shy, immediately starting to pound into me hard and fast. My ass rippled with every thrust, the sound reverberating off the walls around us. It was raw, desperate, and exactly what I needed.

“Yes! Harder!” I cried out, forgetting the camera for a second.

Emily circled us. She reached into her pocket and unexpectedly pulled out a small, pink vibrator.

“What do you think, Skye?” she said, showing it to me.

“Fuck, yes, I need that,” I begged.

She turned it on immediately and reached underneath, pressing the buzzing head directly against my swollen clit. The sensation was insane. I barely ever used toys, and the combination of Adam pounding me from behind and the relentless vibration on my clit had me moaning uncontrollably.

Emily filmed my face as my eyes rolled back, instructing Adam to kiss my neck and hold me tight while the sensations took me over.

“Oh, yes, I’m coming!” I cried out, my climax crashing over me like a tidal wave. It was a powerful surge of ecstasy that made me shiver and tremble uncontrollably.

Mid-orgasm, I glanced up and locked eyes with Emily. She bit her lip, silently asking for permission, and I gave a nod. She kept the camera steady in one hand, but her other disappeared beneath her robe. The fabric had slipped open just enough for me to see everything: her fingers gliding between her legs, two of them buried deep inside her, while her thumb rubbed tight over her throbbing clit in slow circles. Quiet moans escaped her lips as she pleasured herself, keeping her eyes fixed on us.

Adam was starting to tense up behind me again, groaning softly as he reached his limit.

“Oh, fuck!” he shouted, pumping yet another load into me, filling my pussy right up. He went on and on, giving me every last drop of cum he had left in his balls before releasing me from his grip and falling back onto the futon, completely spent.

A second later, Emily cried out, shuddering as she grappled with her own powerful orgasm. Equally spent, I collapsed forward onto the mattress, letting myself rest as Adam’s fluid slowly leaked from me.

Emily finally lowered the camera and retied the belt of her robe. She looked flushed and messy, with glassy eyes and strands of hair sticking to her forehead. She stopped the recording and closed the screen, shaking her head like she couldn’t believe what she’d just captured.

“Fuck,” she breathed out. “You two are absolute magic on camera. I mean, I see a lot of couples come through here, but the passion you guys have is rare. Skye, the way you moaned was so sexy. And Adam, those thrusts were incredible. You have a cock made for cinema.”

“Thanks…” Adam said back, still catching his breath.

“I have to ask you something, though,” Emily continued, looking between us. “We do a screening in the main villa a few times a week where we showcase the best films from the sessions. It’s a casual thing, usually celebratory and very social. I would love to put this on the big screen. There is absolutely no pressure to decide right now, but I think everyone would lose their minds over it. What do you guys think?”

I looked back at her, feeling something warm in stomach at the thought of the whole villa watching us. I looked over at Adam. He was grinning, his chest still heaving, and I knew the exhibitionist in him was fully awake now. But he waited, letting me make the call.

“You don’t even have to edit it,” I said, my voice steady and completely certain. The idea of strangers watching me swallow my husband’s cum wasn’t intimidating anymore; it was thrilling. “I want them to see it.”

Adam squeezed my thigh, his smile widening. “You heard my wife. We worked hard on that performance. Put us on the big screen.”

Emily beamed with joy. “Awesome, you guys are going to be absolute stars! Seriously, I can’t wait to edit this. People are going to struggle not to touch themselves.”

We walked out of the studio ten minutes later, still feeling shaky and oversensitive, and I couldn’t stop smiling. We had been on the island for less than a day, and we were already starting to transform into people I barely recognized.


Chapter Five


Iwoke up the next morning feeling strangely rejuvenated. I turned on my side, looking out the window where the sun was already bright and beautiful, and waited for the regret to take over.

I figured I would remember the camera lens zooming in on my pussy and want to curl into a ball and die. But the embarrassment never came.

“Morning, beautiful.”

I turned my head. Adam sat on the edge of the bed with a dazed look on his face. Like he didn’t know if last night was real or not.

“Morning,” I said, sitting up. “Everything okay?”

“I’m trying to figure out who I was last night,” he replied, shaking his head. “Because I don’t think I’ve ever met that guy before. Skye, I let a woman film me feeding you my cock. I let her zoom in on it while I came down your throat. I feel like I should be freaking out right now.”

“But you’re not?”

“No. I’m not. Knowing she was capturing it made it significant. I liked it, to be honest.”

“I liked it too,” I admitted. “We didn’t have to hide anything. It was kind of sexy, wasn’t it?”

“Yeah, it was.” He laughed, the tension breaking. “I think that’s why I’m not freaking out. I’m too busy replaying it.”

I crawled across the bed toward him, wanting to kiss him, but my stomach let out a loud growl.

Adam laughed. “Okay, how about we get some food first, then we think about sex.” He brought me in for a hug. “I read there’s a communal breakfast at the Main Pavilion. Want to go see if everyone else looks normal?”

“Fine,” I said, giving him a quick peck on the lips. “But once I’m stuffed, we’re coming straight back here.”

When it came time to get dressed, neither of us reached for regular clothes. Looking at the selection of sundresses in the suitcase felt ridiculous after last night.

“What’s the point?” Adam asked, grabbing his robe. “Everyone is going to see us naked eventually. Might as well be comfortable.”

“I like your logic,” I said. I pulled my own robe on, cinching the belt tight over my naked skin. Walking out the door with barely an inch of fabric between my pussy and the world felt risky, but risky was starting to feel normal.

We followed the signs toward the Main Pavilion, taking in the black rock scenery, but as we turned a corner, a sound stopped us.

“Do you hear that?” Adam asked.

Over the sound of the waves, there was a dull roar coming from up ahead. It sounded like shouting and clapping.

“It sounds like a sports game, maybe they’re watching soccer or something,” Adam said.

But as we got closer, the sounds changed. The cheering was mixed with something else: a woman moaning in pleasure and the wet slap of skin against skin.

We kept walking until the breakfast pavilion came into view.

It was a wide, open-air deck cantilevered over the beach below, filled with tables and white umbrellas. The sun turned the bay into a sheet of glitter, but nobody was looking at the view.

Every single person was facing the back wall, where a screen the size of a billboard was mounted. And on the screen, in crystal clear high definition, was my pale, fat ass.

I stopped dead in my tracks.

“Holy shit,” Adam breathed.

I stood there, mouth hanging open, while a hundred strangers watched me swallow the camera lens. Next, the shot cut to Adam drilling me from behind. The camera zoomed right in on where his cock met my pussy, capturing every drop of the slick gushing out of me.

“Look at that!” a guy at a nearby table shouted. “She’s taking him so well!”

“Fuck, wish that was my pussy up there on the screen getting stretched like that!” another woman added.

The scene was surreal. People were eating and drinking casually while cheering us on like gladiators. At the table closest to the screen, a woman had her hand down between her legs, rubbing her clit, while a guy two tables over was feeding his cock down a woman’s throat, checking his technique against Adam’s on the screen.

“I can’t believe this,” I whispered, feeling a flush of heat that was equal parts shock and arousal.

“Well, you better, because they’re loving it,” Adam said, squeezing my hand. “Come on. Let’s go take a bow.”

We walked into the pavilion, and it took about five seconds for someone to notice.

“It’s them!”

Heads turned. The cheering shifted from the screen to us, and people started clapping.

“Great work last night, babe,” a guy with curly hair said as I passed. “You have such a beautiful pussy, I’d love to try it sometime.”

“Hell of a performance, man,” another guy told Adam.

We were halfway to a table, feeling like celebrities walking a red carpet, when a couple waved us down.

“Over here, guys!”

It was Chris and Hazel from the pool. We grabbed two plates of food and hurried over to their booth.

“God, you guys are legends,” Chris said, grinning. “Seriously, who would have thought you’d get so shameless so soon?”

Hazel nodded, raking her eyes over my chest where my robe had slipped loose. “I was surprised. You have such a sweet face, Skye. I wouldn’t have guessed you had nipples that dark. They looked amazing on that huge screen.”

I felt the heat rise up my neck, but Adam’s hand landed on my leg under the table, loving every second of it.

“Give it a rest, Chris. You’re making them blush,” a woman from the other side of the booth drawled.

I looked over. She had dark skin, heavy breasts, and a bored expression. Next to her sat a softer woman with dark curls who was staring intently at my mouth, licking her lips.

“Skye, Adam, meet Violet and Sasha,” Chris introduced. “And those two wrecks are Blake and Penny.”

Blake, a pale and slender guy at the end of the table, looked terrified. Beside him, Penny’s face took on a dark flush, a sharp contrast to her otherwise light brown skin.

“We saw the whole thing,” Blake blurted out. “We sat down to eat, saw you two fucking on that screen, and I’ve spent the last ten minutes with a napkin over my lap because I have a raging boner.”

Penny chimed in. “Yeah, I’m a bit embarrassed to admit this, but watching you swallow all that cum had me soaking wet.”

“Glad we could be of service,” Adam said, leaning back and spreading his legs. “Skye knows how to put on a show.”

“Clearly,” Violet said. She picked up a strawberry and bit into it, staring at Adam. “But talking about it wastes time. We’re all sitting here ready to fuck.”

She was right. The arousal in the air was heavy. Blake fidgeted, Hazel vibrated, and I felt Adam’s hand sweating just inches from my pussy.

“Well, as much as I love to fuck at breakfast, I’d like a change of scenery,” Sasha said with a raspy voice. “Any ideas?”

“The thermal pool,” Hazel suggested immediately. “It’s quiet this time of morning. Perfect for us.” She glanced at the nervous couple with a sly grin. “Plus, if you’re shy, there’s a bit of coverage.”

“Sounds good to me,” Adam said.

“I’m in,” I added.

“Great,” Violet replied. She stood up, letting her robe swing open to give us a full view of her bush before she tied it back. “Then if we’re all happy, let’s get going.”

We walked for about fifteen minutes until we eventually arrived at the thermal pool, which sat hidden in a cave with a wide opening.

The walls were smooth black volcanic rock, reflecting under soft golden lights mounted in the cracks. The water was clear and deep, swirling faintly with mist.

Hazel and Chris had already stripped and waded in, struggling to keep their hands off each other as they continued toward the deep end. Violet followed right after, letting her robe slip off her shoulders and down her body, baring a perfect set of tits that bounced a little as she stepped in. Sasha paused at the edge, looking back at us with a teasing grin before she let hers drop too and followed.

“Well, I guess we’re doing this,” Adam muttered, taking off his robe. He stood there naked, cock dangling heavy and proud between his legs, before he walked to the edge and stepped straight in.

I shrugged mine off and stepped in after him. The water was blistering hot as I eased in, dragging at my skin as it lapped up my ankles, my thighs, and right below my nipples.

“Shit, this feels amazing,” I said, gliding my hands through the water.

Adam glanced back at me, shaking the water off his hair. “Yeah, I could get used to this.”

The two of us swam out deeper before realizing just how used to it everyone else already was. Across the pool, Hazel was straddling Chris, her arms locked around his neck, tits bobbing as she slammed down on his cock hard enough to send splashes of water everywhere.

She wasn’t holding back, her moans getting louder with every bounce of her ass.

“Fuck,” Adam muttered under his breath, watching them intently.

I barely heard him, because my attention had snapped to the side, where Violet had Sasha backed up against a smooth stretch of rock wall.

Their mouths crashed together messily, tongues tangling as spit dripped down both their chins. Violet had one hand woven through Sasha’s wet hair, pulling her head back just enough to trail her mouth down her neck.

Her other arm was underwater, moving erratically. Sasha’s trembling whimpers made it obvious what Violet was doing with her fingers, and the way Sasha’s mouth fell open, her head tilting back against the rock, pushed my imagination into overdrive.

The sight hit me between the legs hard. It was so hot, so passionate, that it genuinely made me wonder how it would feel if her fingers stretched me open instead. Watching them kiss, the way their bodies slid together, made a filthy curiosity bloom in my chest.

Adam noticed, moving closer to me. “Oh wow, they’re⁠—”

“Incredible, right?” I cut in, leaning into his chest. The thick head of his cock brushed against my ass as I did, and I reached underwater to grab him. I gave him a few slow strokes, making him start to throb against my skin.

He groaned softly. “Fuck, keep going…”

I tipped my head back to whisper in his ear. “If this doesn’t get you ready to fuck me right here, nothing will.”

That was enough for him. He pulled me back harder, pressing his cock against the crack of my ass. I ground into him, desperate to feel more of that heat, that hardness.

Adam slid his hands around to the front, finding my swollen clit, and started to rub, flicking it in between with just enough pressure to make my knees weak. The inhibition between us was falling loose, and we couldn’t care less that we were out in the open.

Off to our right, Blake and Penny were awkwardly standing in the water by a large rock. They were already naked, but they looked so stiff and out of place.

Blake kept sneaking glances at Hazel across the pool, where she was riding Chris like her life depended on it, only to awkwardly jerk his eyes away every time. Penny stood with her arms loosely crossed over her stomach, but the blush on her skin and the way her nipples pebbled up made it obvious she was anything but turned off.

“Let’s go over there,” I said softly, glancing at them.

“Why?” Adam asked, still teasing my clit.

“Because they haven’t stopped staring. I think they want company.”

He chuckled under his breath, but his hand stayed right where it was. “Alright, sure.”

We waded through the hot water, with Adam’s fingers pressing hard against my pussy. I stumbled once, gripping his arm for balance, but the motion only made his fingers slide lower, nearly slipping inside me.

“Mind if we share this spot?” I asked as we got closer, letting out a soft breath as Adam kept working me under the water.

Penny flushed but held her ground. “No, please. It’s nice over here,” she murmured.

“You guys doing okay?” Adam asked.

“Yeah, just…” Blake swallowed, pulling Penny flush against his side. “It’s intense. Being surrounded by all this.” He looked down at my chest, lingering heavily before moving back to my face.

“I get it,” I said through a shaky moan, because Adam had just slid a finger inside me. “If we’re crossing a line, tell us to move.”

“No… it’s okay,” Penny answered immediately. Her sight drifted to the rippling water for a moment, noticing the steady rhythm of Adam’s arm. “Is… is he…” she started, trailing off.

“Yeah,” I answered bluntly, letting out a small cry as Adam slid a second finger inside me. The stretch made me shudder. “Look, we’re really horny, and after making that sex tape you guys saw earlier, we kind of lost the ability to give a shit. Funny how fast shame disappears when you just let it.”

Adam twisted his fingers, curling them just right inside me, and I arched my back with a louder moan. The noise echoed off the cavern walls, mixing with those from the other couples around us.

The conversation trailed off, and Penny looked on at Adam fingering me in stunned silence. Beside her, Blake’s eyes flicked to where the water was rippling out from my body. I could see it in his expression, the moment everything seemed to click.

He stopped standing there like an awkward statue and grabbed Penny by the waist, pulling her body tightly against his. Maybe it was hearing us talk about letting go, or maybe it was the sight of all the naked, filthy bodies fucking around us. Whatever it was, Blake gave in completely, without a shred of hesitation.

“Fuck. I can’t hold back anymore,” he whispered to her. “I need you right now. What do you think, Penny?”

Penny gasped softly at the sudden move, but then her hand slid confidently underwater. Moments later, I saw Blake’s body twitch, and I realized Penny had just grabbed his cock.

“Just fuck me, Blake, there’s been enough teasing,” she said, finally giving in.

Blake moved easily after that, wrapping his arms around her and turning her around against the rock. It was as if all his nervous energy had been transformed into hunger on the spot.

Penny’s thighs parted slightly under the water, and Blake clutched her ass as he positioned her. He bumped his cock lightly against her pussy before sliding inside. Penny let out a soft gasp, holding onto his arms for balance as he stretched her. Then she moaned.

“Oh fuck, Blake!” she cried out, grinding back onto him as the pleasure bloomed.

“Yeah, you like that?” he muttered. His voice was deeper now, and his thrusts grew harder.

I moaned at the sight, unable to stop myself from grinding back harder onto Adam’s cock behind me while he kept fingering me. Seeing Penny’s soft, flushed body moving against Blake’s taller frame, the way their bodies bounced together, was intoxicating. I desperately needed exactly what she was getting.

I spread my legs wider, inviting him inside my cunt. Adam kissed my neck, then lined himself up. His cock pressed bluntly at my entrance for a moment before he shoved forward, burying himself deep.

“Oh yes!” I yelled.

Adam groaned into my ear and started pounding me immediately. He held me tight against his body, wrapping his arms around me to fondle my breasts and tug at my nipples. The intense sensation made me cry out louder.

The cavern descended into filthy chaos after that, filled with the sounds of moans, wet slaps, and splashing water.

To our left, Violet had Sasha up on a ridge just above the waterline, her head stuffed between Sasha’s thighs, lapping at her pussy loud enough that we could hear.

Nearby toward the shallow end, Hazel was kneeling in front of Chris, her lips stretched wide around his cock as she took him deeply into her mouth.

To our right, Blake had settled into his rhythm inside Penny’s cunt, gripping her tight and groaning with every deep thrust he gave her.

Adam grunted behind me, hitting all the right spots inside my pussy. I could feel him pulsing, pushing me closer to my release. With everyone else moaning, crying out, and succumbing to their own pleasure in the steamy air, I let go of every last bit of control I had, and gave myself over to Adam completely.


Chapter Six


After a few more orgasms in the water, we eventually split up and headed back to our villas for a well-earned break. It turns out, non-stop fucking in a steaming hot pool is even more exhausting than it sounds.

As soon as we stepped inside, I went straight for the fridge, grabbing a bottle of chilled water to cool down. Adam, though, stopped at the coffee table in the middle of the living room, his head tilting slightly as something caught his attention.

“Skye, look,” he said.

I turned to see what he was talking about. Sitting on the coffee table was yet another black envelope, probably dropped off while we were out. My stomach clenched slightly at the sight of it.

“Another one already?” I asked, walking over to him.

“Looks like it.”

He picked it up, and we sat on the edge of the sofa to read it together.

“EXPERIENCE TWO: THE TASTE,” Adam read aloud. “Desire is a hunger. To truly satisfy it, you must be willing to feast. Today, you will not just watch, but taste. Your challenge awaits you in the lower cavern.”

We sat in silence for a moment, letting the words sink in.

“The Taste,” I repeated.

“That’s pretty specific.”

Adam was already connecting the dots. “Okay, I’m just going to say it. That sounds like oral, doesn’t it? But I have a feeling it won’t just be about us.”

My pulse kicked up. Recording the video and all the fucking today was one thing, but performing oral on someone else felt like crossing a real line.

“So, a soft swap,” I whispered.

The term from my smutty novels floated easily to the surface of my mind.

“Yeah,” Adam replied. “I guess so.”

He placed the card on the table and sat back. “What do you think? Is that too much?”

I looked at the card, then at my husband. For fifteen years I’d only let one man touch me. But the books I’d been devouring had only made me want to be filthier for him. I wanted the thrill of the taboo, specifically so I could come back to Adam and show him just how dirty his wife could really be.

“Adam,” I started. My voice was a bit shaky. “I… I think I want to do it.”

A small silence followed. I expected him to say something right away, but his expression was unreadable, so I just pushed past the nerves.

“I know it sounds crazy. But being here and seeing everyone else be so free has done something to me. I feel like it’s the natural next step. But seriously, Adam, if you aren’t into it, just say the word. I’m not trying to pressure you⁠—”

“Stop,” he interrupted.

I panicked, thinking he was about to tell me I was crossing a line, but then I saw his face. A smile curled on his lips.

“You’re not pressuring me,” he said, taking my hand. “Skye… I’ve been thinking about it all day too. I’ve been trying to figure out how to tell you. About how much I wanted to see it happen.”

“Wait, hold on. Really?” I asked. My voice was flooded with disbelief.

“Yes. Watching everyone today and seeing how open they were has definitely got me curious. I think you’re right, Skye. Maybe this is the next natural thing for us.”

I stared at him, stunned. “Wow… I had no idea you felt the same. So, you wouldn’t be jealous?”

“Not at all. I think I’d be too turned on to be jealous. It’s like… showing you off. Does that make sense?”

“It makes total sense,” I whispered, a rush of relief and excitement flooding through me. The validation was euphoric. “Adam, I want to do this for you. So you can watch me and know without a doubt that I’m yours. But…” I hesitated for a second, holding his hand tighter, “I’d really love to see you do the same. I don’t want this to just be about me. I need to see you pleasure another woman, too.”

He stared at me as the hunger finally spread across his face.

“Okay, now that sounds fucking hot,” he breathed. “So, I’m guessing we’re good to go down there, then?”

“I’m a yes,” I said, feeling one last flutter hit my stomach. “Unless you want to back out?”

“No,” he said quickly. “No backing out.”

He pulled me into a tight hug. As I wrapped my arms around him, I kissed him deeply.

“No matter what happens, I love you, Skye,” he said. He pulled away from my lips and kissed me on the forehead.

“I love you too, Adam,” I replied. “Let’s do this.”

After walking for a while, we arrived at a staircase leading into the entrance of a cave that spiraled down to a lower cavern. Descending the steps, we stepped into a warm, open space. The basalt walls shimmered under the flickering torchlight, and water trickled through carved channels in the floor, filling the air with steam and the soothing sound of running water.

At the far end of the chamber, two large black curtains hung, blocking off private alcoves. Standing in the center of the room, waiting for us, was our guide.

“Just in time,” she grinned, stepping forward to greet us.

She had caramel skin and a wild mane of dark, curly hair. She wore the standard white retreat robe, but the belt was tied so loosely that everything underneath was on display. Her breasts were full and perfectly shaped, and below them, the dark folds of her pussy were visible.

“I’m Zaida,” she said. “I’ll be refereeing the mess down here today. And these guys are your competition.”

She gestured to the couple standing to her left.

“Skye, Adam, meet Lucas and Sylvie.”

They were a striking pair. Lucas was tall with messy blond hair, and Sylvie was petite with a ponytail and a smile that took up half her face.

“Hey!” Sylvie said, her accent thick and French. “Nice to meet you both.”

“You too,” Adam said, shaking Lucas’s hand.

“We are, uh… running a bit slow today,” Lucas admitted with a sheepish grin. His eyes were heavy, like he’d just woken up from a very good nap. “We had a small party before lunch with a couple from the villa next to us. We’re exhausted… but there’s no way we’re sitting this out.”

“Exactly,” Sylvie laughed, slapping his arm playfully. “We’re here to win, Lucas, aren’t we?”

I perked up immediately. “Prize?” I looked at Zaida. The card hadn’t mentioned a prize.

“Oh yeah,” Zaida said. “We don’t usually do this for the daily experiences, but today is a bit different. The winning couple receives a ticket to the Full Moon Party on the final night. There are only a few tickets left.”

“Wait, seriously?” Adam asked, looking at me. I could see the competitive streak waking up behind his eyes. We had read about the party in the brochure, but we thought it was exclusive to long-term members. We didn’t realize this was our opportunity to get involved.

“Yes,” Zaida confirmed. “It’s… well, let’s just say it’s the kind of debauchery you really don’t want to miss. Trust me.”

“Okay, we’re definitely interested,” I said. “So how do we win?”

Zaida smiled. “It’s pretty straightforward. The Taste is basically a race. It’s about how good you are at picking the right equipment.”

She pointed to the two curtained rooms behind her.

“In a second, you guys are going to split up. Skye and Adam, you take the left room. Lucas and Sylvie, the right. Inside each room, behind a partition, there are three men and three women waiting for you. They are exhibitionists who have explicitly agreed to let you use them however you want. I’m going to give you exactly sixty seconds to inspect the candidates. You can touch, kiss, fondle, whatever. What you need to do is find the one who is ready to blow. Because once the timer ends, you have to make your choice, and then the real clock starts.”

She paused, pointing to the clock beside her.

“Whoever makes their chosen partner orgasm the fastest, wins,” Zaida continued. “If you pick someone who takes twenty minutes to warm up, you lose. If you pick someone who is already on the edge, well, you walk away with the ticket.”

I looked at Adam. The idea was wild. We had to go in there, choose someone, and then use our mouths to drive them over the edge against the clock.

“Fuck, that sounds heated,” Adam whispered, though a grin was starting to split his face.

“It’s fun!” Zaida corrected him. “But there are rules. During the sixty-second inspection, you can do almost anything to check their arousal levels, but you must be brief and you cannot take them to completion. We have cameras in the rooms, and if I see you breaking the rules, you’re disqualified. Got it?”

“Totally,” I said.

“Great! So, above each person is a number. Just remember the number of the one you want. When the buzzer sounds, come back out here and tell me. If you run out of time and haven’t picked, you forfeit your chance to play.”

She held up a small stopwatch. “Ready?”

Adam grabbed my hand and squeezed it firmly. “We got this, Skye. We’re getting that ticket.”

“Damn right we are,” I replied.

“Alright then,” Zaida said, her thumb hovering over the button. “Sixty seconds on the clock. Go!”

She clicked the button, and quickly, Adam and I ran for the left curtain while Lucas and Sylvie sprinted for the right.

We burst past the fabric and stopped dead. The room was an erotic gallery, with a waist-high partition running down the center, blocking faces and torsos, leaving nothing but a row of hips, thighs, cocks, and pussies exposed under the light.

“Fuck,” Adam breathed. His eyes were glued to the row of women on the right. “It really is a meat market, isn’t it?”

“Less talking, more touching,” I said, eyeing the lineup of cocks. “Clock’s ticking.”

We moved down the line. Number 1, a dark-skinned man with thick thighs, spread his legs wider as I stepped up. His cock hung limp and heavy against his balls; I cupped his sack, feeling the weight in my palm, but the shaft was like soft putty in my grip.

“Too soft,” I muttered, dropping him.

Right next to me, Adam was already crouching in front of Number 4, a woman with pale skin and a neatly trimmed strip of hair.

“Check this out, Skye,” he said. The woman parted her legs for him, offering herself up. He traced her labia, spreading her wide so the pink meat glistened under the light, and her clit popped out like a swollen berry. “Fuck, look at that color.”

I watched him bury his face right in her snatch, inhaling deeply. It was so hot seeing him like that, ready to devour another woman with me watching.

“Is she ready?” I asked, feeling my own pussy throb at the sight of my husband inspecting another woman’s slit.

“Getting there,” he groaned. He slid a thumb over her opening, checking the slickness, then shook his head. “Not enough, though. I need a real gusher, I think.”

I turned to Number 2. This one was uncut, his foreskin completely bunching over the head. I gripped the base, and the guy behind the screen let out a generous groan the second my skin touched his.

“Hmm, sensitive,” I noted.

I used my thumb to slowly peel back the foreskin, revealing a bright red head that twitched eagerly. A bead of clear precum was already bubbling at the slit. I leaned in, unable to help myself, and swiped my tongue across the tip just to see. I’d never tasted another man before, but the saltiness and musk of him hit me sharply.

“Ooh, this one’s nice,” I whispered against his cock. “But I have to check the last one.”

“Oh, fuck yes,” Adam hissed from beside me.

I looked over. He was at Number 6. She had a full, dark bush, and her lips were swollen, almost pouting open. Adam didn’t even have to spread her.

“Look at that clit,” he said, pointing. “It’s throbbing so much.”

He slid his index finger right inside her, met with a sloppy squelching sound as she pushed her hips back against his hand.

“She’s soaking, Skye,” he told me, pumping his finger in and out of her once before giving her a lick over her clit. “I could probably make her cum in ten seconds flat. She’s gonna go off if I look at her wrong.”

“Lock her in,” I told him.

I moved to Number 3. As soon as I saw it, I knew.

It was massive. Thick, slightly curved, and throbbing hard. The veins wrapping around the shaft looked like buried cables, and the head was red and intensely engorged. But the best part was the mess. Precum was already streaming down the shaft, dripping off his balls.

I wrapped my hand around it, and I felt it instantly.

“Holy hell!” I gasped. “Adam, look at this one!”

Adam looked over from where he was fondling the bushy woman. His eyes went wide. “Fuck! That thing’s like a baseball bat. Think he’s the one?”

“No doubt, this guy’s dying to blow. I can feel the pressure in him,” I said, running my thumb over a bulging vein. The man wouldn’t stop twitching, and I loved it.

“Okay, guys, time!” Zaida yelled from the hallway.

We rushed back out into the main cavern, nearly colliding with a blushing Lucas and Sylvie, who looked just as excited as we were.

“Okay, time for the numbers. Give them to me, please,” Zaida demanded.

“Three and six,” Adam barked.

“Five and two,” Lucas panted.

Zaida tapped the intercom. “Bring out three, six, five, and two.”

A moment later, the candidates walked out behind a rolling screen that hid their faces. My Number 3 was on the end, that heavy meat bouncing with every step, leaking even more fluid down his thigh. Next to him, Number 6’s pussy lips were glistening in the torchlight.

“Positions!” Zaida ordered.

We dropped to our knees, and I shuffled over to Number 3 on the hard stone. The head of his cock had swollen to the size of a plum now, and it was enough to make my mouth water instantly.

Next to me, Adam was already positioning himself between Number 6’s legs, gripping her thighs and spreading her wide.

“On my count,” Zaida said, raising her hand. “Three. Two. One. Eat!”

Like a starving animal, I unhinged my jaw and engulfed him.

I swirled my tongue around the ridge, mopping up the fluids leaking from his slit, and heard a low groan come from behind the partition. It spurred me on. I thrust my head forward, taking him deeper, allowing my throat to open up and accept the girth.

I glanced to my right. Adam was an animal. He had his face buried completely in Number 6’s crotch. I could see his tongue working desperately, lapping at her clit with a speed that made my own pussy flutter with need.

I couldn’t tell if he was acting so desperate because he wanted to win or because he was enjoying it that much, but either way, I loved it.

I loved the way he looked so desperate, so hungry for a taste that wasn’t mine. It made me want to be even filthier for him. He had his nose mashed up all the way into her pubic hair, kneading her ass cheeks to keep her pressed against his mouth.

Meanwhile, I turned back to my guy and ramped up my pace. I wrapped my hand around the base of his shaft and started pumping, matching the speed of my mouth. I sucked hard, creating a vacuum that pulled his skin tight, and let my saliva spill over his cock, making it slicker so I could move back and forth faster.

The sounds in the cavern turned filthy. To my right, Sylvie was eagerly taking a cock deep, her muffled moans mixing with the wet, smacking noises of Lucas’s tongue as he worked his woman over. Their energy was wild and animalistic, but it lacked coordination. Adam and I, on the other hand, moved in perfect sync. For a moment, it felt like no one else could match our level.

“Fuck yes,” the man above me grunted. His hips snapped forward, matching my frantic pace. I welcomed the intense depth, relaxing my throat to take him all the way in, my eyes watering as he pressed deep into my mouth. I could feel him swelling, getting harder, and the veins started to throb deliciously against my tongue. He was close.

“Don’t stop,” I mumbled against his cock, my tongue tracing every shape imaginable along its length. “Explode for me.”

Adam was groaning, too, vibrating with the effort of eating Number 6 out. Her thighs were trembling, shaking so hard they were knocking against his shoulders. She was right there.

Then, Number 3 stiffened.

“Argh, shit, I’m about to—” he gasped out.

Determined to finish it, I held him steady, clamping my lips tight around the head as I sucked with everything I had.

That was when he erupted.

A firehose of hot cum followed, shooting deep into my mouth and gushing right down my throat.

It kept coming, wave after wave, even spilling out between my lips and dripping down to my chest, and I simply couldn’t believe how much volume the man had for me. He roared loudly as he emptied himself.

“Good job, Skye!” Zaida shouted as she saw me succeed.

A split second later, Number 6 cried out from behind the partition, her orgasm rippling through her body. Adam stayed between her legs, licking and fingering her as she rode it out, greedily consuming every drop of her cum as it gushed out, almost as if he were thanking her for coming so quickly.

I pulled off Number 3, gasping for air. I looked at Adam. He pulled back from Number 6 and smiled at me. His face was wet and shining, with a single strand of dark pubic hair stuck to his chin.

We stared at each other and laughed at the filth of it, hardly believing we had won.

“Okay, everyone, stop! We have a winner! Well done, Skye and Adam!”

Zaida walked over, clapping at our achievement, while Lucas and Sylvie finished up.

The couple was still on their knees, looking dazed. They hadn’t even finished yet. Lucas stood up as he withdrew his tongue and fingers from the woman, and helped Sylvie to her feet. She slowly pulled away from the cock she was sucking, clearly wishing she had more time. They looked messy and defeated.

“Okay, we surrender,” Lucas exhaled. “You guys were amazing.”

“Yeah, well done, guys, you looked like true experts,” Sylvie added with a smile.

“We got lucky with the selection,” Adam added out of courtesy, standing up and offering me a hand. He pulled me up, and he didn’t even care that I had cum smeared down my neck. He leaned in and kissed me, tasting the other man on my tongue while I tasted the woman on his. It was perfect.

“Congrats again, man. You guys deserve the ticket,” Lucas then added, extending a hand to Adam.

“Thanks,” Adam replied. “Sorry about the loss, though.”

Lucas shrugged. “Ah, don’t worry, we still got a nice taste. Not a total loss. Anyway, better go get cleaned up now.”

They wandered off toward the showers, leaving us alone with Zaida. She reached into the pocket of her robe and pulled out a card with gold detailing.

“You earned this. Be prepared, it’s going to be a fun one,” she said, handing it to me.

I took the ticket, running my hand over the text. My body was sticky, my mouth ached, and I felt a unique rush I thought I’d never get to experience.

“I’ll be ready,” I promised.

Adam wrapped an arm around my waist, pulling me into his side. “And so will I, Skye.”


Chapter Seven


Neither of us felt like going back to the villa right after the excitement of the cavern. Wanting to celebrate our win, we headed to the Crater Bar, a lounge built into the side of a volcanic formation, to get some drinks. It was shielded from the wind and lit by softly hissing gas fire pits that cast a warm glow across the space.

We found an empty spot on a stone bench facing the flames and sat down for a moment. I pulled Adam close, looping my arm through his and resting my head on his shoulder. It felt good to just be alone with my husband again.

“I think my tongue might actually be numb,” Adam said, rubbing his jaw. “I don’t think I’ve ever worked that hard for anything in my life.”

“You looked desperate,” I teased, dragging my lips up the side of his neck. “But it was hot. Seeing you go down on her made me want to suck that guy harder just to beat you.”

“Well, it worked.” He laughed, grabbing my chin to pull me in. He kissed me hard, pressing his lips heavily against mine, before pulling away briefly to speak. “Worth it for the ticket. Though I’m dying to see what this Full Moon thing is actually about.”

I put my lips back on his and slid my hand up his thigh, completely lost in the heat. I was about to reach for his cock and start stroking when the sound of sudden footsteps nearby pulled us apart.

I turned and saw Violet and Sasha. They were coming down the stairs, walking hand in hand with their bodies on full display. They looked amused at finding us halfway to second base.

“Sorry to interrupt the show,” Violet said. “Mind if we crash? The main bar is a zoo.”

“No interruption at all,” Adam said, shifting his legs to make room.

They sat down beside us. Sasha kicked off her sandals and curled her legs up, looking sleepy and content. “We heard about the Cavern. Zaida was at the bar telling anyone who would listen that you guys absolutely crushed Lucas and Sylvie. She said it wasn’t even close.”

“She might be exaggerating,” I said. “I think the timer just panicked us into performing.”

“Hey, a win is a win,” Violet said. “Anyway, did you get the prize?”

“We did.” Adam nodded. “Though we’re still a bit foggy on what the party actually is. Zaida barely gave us any details.”

Violet and Sasha exchanged a knowing, dirty smirk.

“Well, it’s certainly not like the rest of the week,” Violet explained. “The vibe here is usually pretty playful, right? Swapping around, showing off. The Full Moon Party is more group-focused and relentless. People really let go.”

“Let go how?” I asked.

“Like trying out as many bodies as they can,” Sasha added.

Adam laughed nervously, looking at me. “Okay, well, we might sit the heavy stuff out. Jumping straight into a pile of strangers sounds like a bit much for us. Our first soft swap was nice though.”

I looked at him. He was saying the polite thing, acting the part of the sensible couple, but I saw the flash of curiosity in his eyes. I didn’t nod or agree. Deep down, we both knew we weren’t ruling anything out.

“You say that now,” Violet teased. “You can participate as much or as cautiously as you want, obviously. But trust me, once you’re on that beach with the drums and the bodies, the hesitation dissolves. I have a feeling you two will come around faster than you think.”

“Exactly,” Sasha said. “And when the inhibition goes, people get greedy. That’s why there’s so much double penetration, spit-roasting, that sort of stuff.”

Adam paused. “Oh. So like, anal stuff too?”

“Of course,” Violet said casually. “Only way you can take two dicks at once.”

“Ah, well, we might be a bit out of our depth then.” Adam grimaced.

“We tried it once, years ago,” I added. “But it was a total disaster. I think we lasted about thirty seconds. It was just uncomfortable.”

“That’s because you probably went for it without prepping.” Violet rolled her eyes. “Easy mistake to make. You treat it like a pussy and think you can just use some spit and shove it in. But if you don’t spend time convincing the muscle to relax, it’s just going to clench tight.”

“I think I’m just naturally tight,” I said with a laugh.

“Everyone is tight until they train,” Sasha countered. “Violet wouldn’t let me near her back door when we met. Now she’ll take huge, girthy dildos with no issue.”

Violet nodded. “Yeah, once you get past the initial tightness, the pleasure is amazing. It hits spots that regular sex doesn’t touch.”

She looked at me, then at Adam, gauging our reaction.

“If you want to get the most out of Friday, we could always show you how,” Violet said. “We have a whole kit back at our villa. Why don’t you guys come back with us? We can hang out and stretch Skye out for real, if you’re up for it.”

I blinked. “You want to teach us how to do anal?”

“Why not?” Violet shrugged. “Consider it a crash course before the party.”

I looked at Adam. I could tell he was interested. We’d talked about trying it again over the years, usually when we were horny and reading something dirty, but the memory of that failure always stopped us. But here, with the firelight and this confident woman telling us it was possible, it felt like a challenge I wanted to take.

“We did say we wanted to push our boundaries,” I said to Adam.

“We did. And I really want to see it,” Adam replied, smiling at me.

“Then it’s sorted!” Violet beamed, standing up. “Come on, you two, let’s go.”

* * *


Inside their villa, Sasha poured us some light drinks while Violet dumped a black bag onto the coffee table.

Three silicone plugs rolled out, along with a bottle of lube. “This is the good stuff,” she said.

“Right,” I replied, eyeing the smallest one. It was the size of a fat thumb. My pulse kicked up, a rush of nerves and raw anticipation about what we were doing. “So, how do we do this?”

“On your hands and knees,” Sasha said, patting the sofa next to her. “Gravity helps open you up.”

I crawled onto the couch, sticking my ass out. Adam watched me intently from beside me, his eyes glued to my exposed hole.

“All right,” Violet said, stepping up behind me. “Let’s start with a finger first.”

I felt a cold squirt of lube hit my crack, followed by her warm hand spreading my cheeks. She worked the lube in, sliding a finger past the tight ring of muscle. It was strange at first, but she was gentle, adding more fluid until I felt completely slick.

“You’re doing great,” Sasha murmured, her hand on my back. “She’s just stretching you a bit. Breathe through it.”

“Okay, here comes the toy,” Violet announced.

The tapered tip pressed against my puckered hole. My muscles instinctively clenched tight in hesitation, but Adam helped me along.

“Push back, Skye, just like she said,” Adam added.

I pushed, and with a wet pop, the widest part of the plug slipped past the muscle.

“Oh fuck!” I gasped. It wasn’t uncomfortable, but it felt full.

“That’s it,” Violet said, tapping the base. “It’s in. How does it feel?”

“Weird, but not bad,” I admitted.

“Great. Now for the fun part.” Violet grinned, looking at Adam. “You’re up, husband. She’s got the back door occupied, which means the front door is going to feel tighter than ever. Go fill her up.”

Adam moved easily. We rearranged ourselves so he was under me, keeping my ass exposed for the women. He lined himself up and pushed inside my pussy.

“Holy fuck!” I cried out.

Violet wasn’t lying. The plug took up space, pressing against the flesh between my holes. When Adam entered, I felt stuffed, and my walls clenched tight.

“Fuck, Skye, it’s so tight,” Adam groaned, gripping my hips and starting to thrust.

Every time he pushed in, his cock rubbed against the plug on the other side, sending waves of pleasure all throughout me.

“Oh my god, fuck!” I babbled, my head falling back. “Don’t stop! This feels so good!”

I saw Sasha slide her hand down her pants, rubbing her clit fast as she watched us.

“Look at her,” Violet whispered. “She loves it.”

“I do!” I moaned.

The double fullness was overwhelming. Adam hit a deep stroke, grinding against the internal pressure of the plug until my body locked up. I came hard, crying out as my cunt clamped down on his cock and my ass squeezed the plug tight. It was an exhilarating sensation, one I became instantly addicted to.

I collapsed forward onto Adam, trembling. He stayed inside me, still throbbing and waiting for his own release, and brushed the hair away from my face.

But even with such a profound orgasm, the energy in the room hadn’t dropped at all.

I turned my head to look at Sasha, and she was right there, hovering inches from my face. She leaned in a fraction closer, offering her mouth, her lips parted just enough to show the tip of her tongue.

Riding the intense rush of endorphins from having my ass filled, my body felt completely untethered. The hesitation was entirely gone. I knew Adam was right there, I knew the deal about exploring with others, and looking at her wet, waiting mouth, I just wanted to know what she felt like.

I leaned forward and closed the gap, pressing my lips against hers.

It was a shock. I’d never kissed a woman before, and the difference was instant. Her mouth was pillowy soft and incredibly yielding, and we both opened up quickly, sliding our tongues freely against each other. It felt smoother and so much more sensual. We tangled together, swapping spit in a slow embrace.

“Fuck,” Adam breathed from under me. I could hear the roughness in his voice. “That’s so fucking hot, Skye. Kiss her deep, really taste her.”

I felt his cock start to twitch inside my cunt, getting even harder. The sight of me making out with Sasha was clearly driving him crazy.

Violet didn’t want to be left out. She moved to my other side, running her hands over my breasts, tweaking my nipples hard.

“Does that feel good?” she whispered, biting my earlobe while I made out with her girlfriend.

“Yes,” I moaned against Sasha’s mouth.

“Then let’s try the real thing. How does that sound?” Violet said.

“Yes!” I replied.

“Mm, I’d love to see this,” Adam added, supporting the cause.

Violet reached down and grabbed the base of the plug.

“Alright, time to take this out,” she teased. “It’s done its job.”

She pulled it out with a wet suction noise. My hole gaped open, stretched and soaked with lube. Violet ducked her head down, her warm breath fanning over me.

“My turn,” she whispered.

I opened up for her, letting out a sharp breath right before her tongue, hot and wet, pressed against my asshole.

I gasped with delight. She licked right inside, swirling her tongue over the rim, tasting the lube and covering the surface with her own spit. It was shockingly filthy, and felt absolutely incredible.

“Fuck yes, eat her ass,” Adam growled, watching her. “Get it ready for me, Violet.”

Violet continued, eagerly rimming me for a solid minute and working the muscle until I was begging for something bigger.

“Okay,” she said, pulling back. “He’s going in. Adam, nice and slow, okay? Sasha, make sure you keep her busy. I have a feeling she wants to know what pussy really tastes like.”

Adam released his cock from my cunt and helped rearrange me yet again. We found our new position easily: Adam was behind my ass while I was on the ground on my knees, with Violet there to help guide him in, and Sasha was on the chair with her legs spread, her slick cunt right in front of my face.

“Taste me,” she murmured, opening her legs a fraction wider for me.

I dove right in, planting my lips against her pussy and working my way up to her clit. Meanwhile, Adam was behind me, lining his cock up with my back door.

“Push back, Skye,” Violet coached, her hands on my ass cheeks, spreading them wide. “Just like with the plug.”

I felt the head of his cock press against me. It was so much bigger than the toy.

“Breathe, Skye,” Adam whispered.

He pushed. I groaned, feeling him stretch me open. It was a massive, filling pressure, but with Violet’s thumb now moving to rub my clit, and Sasha grinding her wet pussy against my mouth, my body melted around him, and it all turned into bliss.

Adam, seeing my body yield for him, slid all the way in until his pubes brushed against my ass cheeks. I felt him deep in my gut, a solid weight that made me feel claimed.

“Ooh yes, that feels so good!” I mumbled against Sasha’s clit.

“So good, just take it,” Sasha said, lifting her hips so I could lick her harder.

Adam started to move. The first few moments were slow, just gliding in and out, but the lube made it slick enough for him to start to move faster. Every thrust hit that deep spot Violet had talked about, sending jolts of pleasure up and down my spine. I was eating Sasha out, sucking on her clit, while my husband drilled his cock into my ass.

“You take it so well,” Violet praised, slapping my ass cheek as Adam picked up the pace. “Look at that hole gape for him.”

We started fucking in unison, moaning and groaning as we found our rhythm.

Adam kept fucking me like that for a few more moments, until the pleasure that was building in him was too much to hold back.

“Argh, shit, think I’m about to bust,” Adam grunted. “Skye, I’m gonna fill your ass.”

“Do it!” I begged, taking my mouth off Sasha for a second. “Cum inside me!”

He drove in even deeper, burying himself to the balls, and unloaded. I felt the hot pulses deep inside my rectum, filling me up and coating every surface. He held it there, shaking, dumping everything he had into me. It was such a unique sensation, feeling all that warmth spread out in a different hole, but I loved it. I clenched my asshole tight, eager to milk my husband for everything he had.

When he finally pulled out, my hole stayed open for a second, gaping wide, and a mix of clear lube and white cum started to leak out.

“Oh, yum,” Violet said.

I assumed she would grab a towel, but Violet just smirked at the mess. “Let’s not waste a drop,” she purred. She leaned right down and put her mouth over my asshole, slurping up Adam’s cum as it dripped out of me, much to my delight.

“Oh my god,” Adam laughed, sounding breathless and wrecked. “That’s so fucking filthy.”

Violet cleaned me up, chasing every stray drop of lube and juices running down my thigh.

While she worked on me, I continued on Sasha, eager to make her cum. When she finally broke, she moaned loudly, her juices gushing into my mouth. Inspired by Violet, I drank every bit of it, licking through her folds to make sure I got every last drop.

When Violet finally crawled up beside me, I opened my mouth and let her push the taste of my husband’s cum right onto my tongue. I stood and moved to Adam, needing to share the flavor of him and Sasha with him, pulling him in for a deep, sloppy kiss.

When we broke apart, I glanced down at his lap. His cock was still slick, and despite everything we’d just done, it was fully engorged again.

“Well, look at you, so incredibly horny, Adam,” I panted, wrapping my hands around it and stroking.

“I can’t help it,” he said. “Seeing you take that plug and then eat out Sash is like rocket fuel.”

Sasha, noticing my husband’s hardening cock, immediately slid off the sofa and crawled toward him. Violet moved instantly to join her, boxing him in.

“Let me take care of that,” Sasha said.

Sasha opened wide and slid her mouth over the head of his cock while Violet moved lower, swirling her tongue against his balls. Adam’s whole body shuddered, a groan tearing from his throat, but then his eyes snapped open and locked onto mine.

He looked at me with profound pleasure, his smile telling me he was happy we’d taken the jump with Violet and Sasha. I smiled back, letting a rush of love mix with the intense throbbing between my legs.

But underneath the sentiment was a spike of pure greed; I was still hungry for him, and I wasn’t about to let Sasha and Violet have all the fun. So I licked my lips, sucked in a deep breath, and crawled forward to claim my share.


Chapter Eight


When I looked at Adam the next morning, sleeping soundly beside me with the sheets kicked down to his waist, a rush of affection swelled in my chest. After the night we’d had getting stretched open by the women and giving ourselves to them, it was clear that something between us had undeniably changed.

We had crossed a major line last night, just one of many over the course of the weekend, and yet all it had done was strengthen the bond between us.

Dragging ourselves out of bed, we headed straight to the terrace. The morning air was cool, so we slipped into the heated pool to properly wake up.

I straddled Adam’s lap, letting my body rise and fall gently with the warm water lapping against my chest.

“You’ve got that look again,” Adam murmured, dragging his wet hands down my back to squeeze my ass. “Reliving the highlight reel?”

“I can’t help it,” I admitted, grinding back against his growing erection. “I keep picturing the look on your face when those women sucked you dry. I didn’t think I’d be that into sharing you, but seeing you with them was so hot. We’re shameless, aren’t we?”

“No, we’re just having fun,” he said. “There’s a difference.”

He held me there for a moment, his hands steady on my waist, until his eyes drifted to the side table beside the pool. Sitting next to our coffee cups was the final black envelope.

“You know what’s in there, don’t you?” Adam asked.

“I have a pretty good idea,” I replied.

“We’ve done the watching and tasting already. It’s pretty obvious we’re about to enjoy a real swap.”

His grip on me tightened, and I felt his erection suddenly slide between my cheeks. “Open it, then,” he murmured. “Let’s make it official.”

I reached out and grabbed the envelope with wet fingers.

“EXPERIENCE THREE: THE EXCHANGE,” I read aloud.

“Possession is an illusion. To truly have, you must be willing to give. You have watched, you have tasted, and now you must share. Today, you finally give yourselves to another.”

Adam let out a soft breath. “Damn… Skye, if you’d told me last week we’d be spending our anniversary agreeing to fuck another couple, I would have said you were insane. But now, I want it more than anything.”

“I guess this is what happens when you have an open mind,” I told him. “Happy anniversary, Adam.”

“Happy anniversary, baby,” he replied, cupping my jaw.

He pulled me in for a deep kiss, letting the steam wrap around us. But as always with us lately, the tender moment didn’t last long. Adam moved beneath me, his hands sliding down between my legs.

“Anyway,” he whispered against my lips, teasing my asshole with the head of his cock. “Before we go giving ourselves to anyone else… I think it would be a good idea to verify that the fun from last night stuck.”

I gasped as he pressed against the ring of muscle. I reached back, spreading wider to help him slide in. Thanks to the stretching from last night and the relaxation of the warm water, I wasn’t nearly as tight as I expected. He ventured in slowly, sinking deep.

“Fuck, Skye, you feel so good,” he groaned, holding my hips.

He picked up the pace, and soon the only sounds around us were our groans as we fucked one last time before letting someone else take their turn.

* * *


The final experience was held among a cluster of white canvas tents on the main beach’s black sand. A guide waited for us under one of the canopies. She was a woman in her sixties, entirely naked, with tanned breasts hanging low and a patch of gray pubic hair on display. She handed us each a glass of sangria and introduced herself as Marissa. We scanned the empty tent while we drank, waiting for what came next.

“Marissa, isn’t this meant to be a swap? Where are the others?” I asked after a while.

“They are coming,” she replied, nodding toward the dark path.

I turned to see two figures walking down the sand. As they stepped into view, I realized it was Blake and Penny.

“No way,” Adam laughed.

“Oh thank god!” Penny yelled.

She ran the last ten yards, her firm, perky breasts bouncing, and threw her naked body right into mine. Her hard nipples mashed against my chest, and I could feel the heat radiating off her pussy right against my thigh.

“I was worried we were going to get paired with experts,” she said, pulling back but keeping her hands on my shoulders. “I thought we’d feel totally inadequate. But it’s you guys!”

“We’re glad it’s you, too,” I told her.

“Hey,” Blake said, shaking Adam’s hand. He looked confident, standing with his shoulders back and his thick cock on full display, already starting to twitch. “Good to see you again. We’ve been talking about this all morning. We watched a threesome at the beach bar yesterday and really wanted to join in, but we figured we’d save ourselves for today.”

Marissa grabbed our attention with a loud clap.

“Alright everyone, the discussion is nice, but we are here for the Exchange,” she said. “Since you are all very experienced by now, I’ll skip the formalities.”

She pointed to the piles of cushions on the floor.

“I want you to separate. The rules are simple. From this moment, you are not husband and wife. You are to focus entirely on the new partner in front of you. You need to give yourself to them. Skye, you go to Blake. Adam, you go with Penny.”

My pussy thrilled in anticipation. I stepped away from Adam and walked up to Blake. Standing this close to him, I realized he was taller than I thought. He looked down at me, and I put a hand on his chest. I could feel his heart beating under my palm. I let my hand slide down his stomach, past his navel, and wrapped my fingers around his cock.

It was already hard.

“Wow,” Blake said, looking down at my hand. “You don’t waste time.”

“Marissa said to give myself to you, just following the rules,” I teased, leaning in closer. I stroked him, getting a feel for the shape of him. It was thicker at the base than Adam’s and curved slightly to the left.

I tilted my head to look up at him, biting my lip and putting on the kind of look I knew messed with men’s heads. I draped my other arm around his neck and pulled him down slightly.

“I have to say,” Blake added, putting his hands on my waist. “You are truly, utterly sexy, Skye. Your body, the way you carry yourself, your voice⁠—”

“Shh,” I interrupted, putting a finger to his lips and rising up on my tiptoes. “Just kiss me, Blake.”

I pressed my mouth to his. I decided not to take things slow for a change, instead pressing my lips passionately against his and letting them slide around in a sloppy, wet kiss.

He groaned into my mouth as I led, pushing his tongue in between my teeth and tangling it with mine.

As we kissed, Blake slid a hand down my sides, and brought it around front. He teased me for a second, rubbing his fingers around my slit and gently flicking at my clit. I moaned into the kiss. He teased me a bit more, before finally sliding two fingers inside.

“Damn, you’re so wet,” he said against my mouth.

“I know. And it’s all for you,” I replied, biting his lip.

He started fingering me right there as we stood up, pumping them in and out wildly, while his tongue worked my mouth. I gripped his shoulders, feeling my knees get slightly weak.

“Ooh yes, don’t stop,” I moaned.

I looked out the corner of my eye as Blake continued. Adam had Penny pressed up against one of the wooden tent poles, and he was fully lost in the moment. He had one hand cradling her head, tilting it back while he kissed her, and his other hand was gripping her ass. She arched her back to offer herself up, and he squeezed her flesh so firmly that I could see the flushed marks when he changed his grip.

Penny giggled into the kiss, grinding her hips harder against his stiff cock to encourage him.

Seeing Adam hold her like that made my stomach tighten. I watched him squeeze her ass again, leaving those flushed marks on her skin, and felt a spike of jealousy mixed with arousal. I loved that he was making her giggle and claiming her.

“Focus on me,” Blake whispered.

He started thrusting his fingers inside me.

“Fuck, yes!” I exclaimed, closing my eyes and letting him take me.

He worked me like that for a few moments, building my orgasm, until Marissa got our attention again and gestured toward the cushions with a sweep of her hand.

“Alright, now, I want to see how devoted you can be. Get on your knees, ladies, and show these men exactly how much you want them.”

I dropped onto the cushions, while Penny knelt in front of Adam. She took one look at his cock, which was standing straight up and leaking clear fluid from the tip, and she let out a low whistle.

“Holy hell, look at the size of him! Marissa, I don’t know if my jaw can handle something that thick.”

“Just do your best,” Marissa replied.

I watched Adam’s hips twitch as Penny opened her mouth and eased the wide head past her lips, her cheeks hollowing as she took him in. Seeing another woman swallow my husband sent a rush of heat straight through me, and I turned that hunger toward Blake.

He was standing right in front of me, fully hard and dripping, offering his cock to me.

I took him into my mouth, tasting the saltiness of him. I swirled my tongue around the sensitive ridge beneath his foreskin, and Blake groaned, his hands resting gently on the back of my head to help guide me.

“You need to relax your throat for me, Skye. I want to feel you take every inch of this right now.”

I happily obeyed, relaxing my jaw and opening up to let him slide deeper. He pushed forward with a steady pressure, filling my mouth until the head pressed firmly against the back of my throat. My eyes watered immediately from the size of him, but I focused on breathing through it and let him slide down. Saliva pooled in my mouth and spilled out over my lips, lubricating the glide as I sucked him. It dripped down his shaft and landed on his hairy balls. I reached down and cupped his sack, squeezing them while he used my mouth.

I glanced sideways without breaking suction. Penny was stretching to take Adam’s length and water welled in her eyes, but she gripped his thighs tight and pulled him deeper, determined to take all of him. Spit was running down her chin in long strings. Adam paused his hips to let her set the pace, mesmerized by the sight of another woman taking his meat.

“That’s it, don’t worry about being clean,” Marissa said, walking around us. “I want this to be messy.”

I pulled off Blake’s cock for a second, gathered the spit in my mouth, and let it hang in a thick string, before sucking him back in with a sloppy, squelching noise. He groaned at the contact.

“Okay, that’s enough teasing,” Marissa then interrupted. “Now, ladies, please lie back down. Men, get between their legs and show them what you can do with your tongues.”

I repositioned myself and spread my legs wide. Blake crawled over me, his eyes locked on my cunt. He grabbed my thighs and pushed them wider.

“Skye, you look absolutely incredible down here,” he said, staring right at my pussy.

When my legs were spread wide enough, he leaned down and planted his face straight onto my cunt, inhaling the scent of my arousal before latching on. I cried out as the warmth of his mouth hit me.

His tongue was a wet slab of muscle that flattened right up against my slit, dragging from bottom to top with a delicious pressure that made me squirm under him.

“Oh god, yes!” I moaned as I started to grind back up against him. “Don’t stop!”

Meanwhile, Adam had Penny’s legs hooked over his shoulders, exposing her completely. He was devouring her with a total lack of restraint, his fingers prying her pink folds apart to make it easier for his tongue to plunge deeper.

“She tastes amazing,” Adam mumbled against Penny’s skin. “Fuck, it’s so sweet. I could stay down here all day.”

Blake curled two fingers inside me next, hooking them upwards to hammer my G-spot. The sensation was overwhelming. He was stretching me open and sucking me dry at the same time.

Marissa’s voice then cut through the haze. “I want you two to connect,” she ordered. “Penny, lean over and kiss her. Share the pleasure.”

Penny leaned over from where she lay, and I reached over to meet her. We locked mouths while the men worked between our legs. Her mouth was hot and tasted of Adam’s cock. I grabbed her breasts, kneading the soft flesh, and she grabbed mine, pinching my nipples firmly. We made out, tongues clashing, while two men feasted on our pussies below.

The combination of Blake’s tongue flattening my clit and Penny’s mouth on mine made me come undone quickly.

“Oh fuck, I can’t hold it back, I’m going to come right now!” I yelled against Penny’s lips.

I clamped my thighs around Blake’s ears and shook wildly. Fluid gushed out of me, soaking Blake and the cushion below in a flood of arousal. A second later, Penny moaned loudly into my mouth, her hips spasming against Adam’s face as she came too.

“Alright, flip over onto your hands and knees,” Marissa instructed before we could even catch our breath. “I want you to take them from behind now.”

I didn’t hesitate, rolling onto my hands and knees with my pussy still throbbing. Blake was behind me instantly. He grabbed my hips, spread my cheeks, and lined himself up. The blunt head of his cock parted my wet lips before he sank into me.

“Fuck, you feel so tight,” he grunted as he filled me.

Blake started pounding immediately. He had a heavier force than Adam, driving into me with powerful thrusts that made my tits bounce erratically. He reached around to grope my breast, squeezing it firmly, while his other hand stabilized my waist, pulling me back onto his cock to ensure he hit the deepest point every time.

“You take it so well, Skye,” he growled, grasping my ass.

“Don’t stop! This feels so good!” I gasped back, loving the stretch.

Adam was next to us, driving into Penny, too. Her face was pressed into the cushion, muffling her moans, while Adam had a handful of her ass cheeks. He looked wild, sweating and grunting with every motion, completely lost in the act.

“I think I’m going to come,” Blake suddenly panted as his strokes started getting more erratic and desperate. “I seriously can’t hold this back much longer.”

“Not yet!” Marissa stepped in, putting a hand on Blake’s shoulder. “Pull out right now. I know you’re close, but we aren’t done yet.”

Blake groaned, frustrated, but he yanked his cock out, willing to play along. I felt the sudden emptiness immediately.

“We have one final position,” Marissa said. “Missionary. I want you to look them in the eye when you finish.”

I rolled onto my back, letting my legs go loose. Blake climbed on top of me. He settled between my thighs and pushed back into my churned-up warmth. This time, he lowered his full weight onto me. His chest brushed against my sensitive nipples. He looked me right in the eye.

“Hi there,” he breathed, sweat dripping from his forehead onto my nose. “You have no idea how good this feels.”

“Oh, I think I have a pretty good idea,” I panted.

He started moving again, grinding deep. He kissed me, nibbling my bottom lip, then moved to my neck, sucking a mark onto the skin. It felt incredibly intimate to be fucked this way, and I loved it. I wrapped my legs around him to pull him closer.

“Don’t stop, keep edging yourselves,” Marissa said.

Blake continued fucking me, careful not to blow too soon. Adam was kissing Penny, his hands framing her face while he thrust into her. I could see Adam’s back muscles tightening up with the effort.

“Marissa, seriously, you have to let me finish,” Blake said, his voice strained but waiting on her permission. “My balls are aching here.”

“Yeah, same, I need to come so bad,” Adam added.

“Keep going,” she told them.

Blake dropped his forehead to my shoulder, groaning as he willingly accepted the rule.

My orgasm built again, rising from my belly. I wrapped my legs tighter around Blake’s waist, squeezing his back muscles from the force of it. I desperately wanted him to break.

A few pumps later, Marissa gave the men the green light. “Okay, let go!” she shouted. “Fill them up, guys, and don’t hold a single drop back.”

Blake slid all the way in and stiffened. I felt his cock swell inside me, and then hot jets of cum flooded my insides. He collapsed on top of me, groaning into my neck, pumping load after thick load into my cunt. It felt like he was emptying his entire soul into me.

“Ooh yes,” I moaned, feeling the warmth spread inside me. “Fill me up, Blake!”

Adam let out a roar next to us, dumping his cum deep inside Penny.

Blake stayed inside me for a while, twitching as the last drops left him. When he finally pulled out, a mix of his cum and my juices leaked out onto the cushion, making a massive, white puddle between my thighs.

I lay flat against the cushions, staring up at the canvas roof. My body felt deliciously stretched and tender from Blake. Penny rolled onto her side and looked at me. Her hair was a mess, and she had a flush all over her.

“That was absolutely incredible!” Penny said proudly. “I think that might have been the best first time I’ve ever had with anyone!”

“It was the perfect first swap,” I agreed. “I can’t believe we actually did that.”

Marissa stood over us, looking pleased.

“Excellent work, everyone,” she said. “You gave everything you had. Take a moment to recover, please. I’ll be waiting outside if you need me.”

She turned and walked out of the tent.

I sat up, feeling the fullness of Blake’s load sloshing around inside. I looked across the cushions to find Adam. He was spread out on his back, slick with sweat, catching his breath. He sensed me looking and turned his head.

He glanced down at the puddle of cum leaking out of me, then back up to my eyes, smiling. He reached his hand out across the gap between us.

I took it, intertwining our sticky fingers, and squeezed.


Chapter Nine


The high from our first swap was stubborn, hardly wearing off after we left the tent, so instead we followed Blake and Penny to a secluded lagoon near the beach.

We were only in the water for a few moments before the four of us gave in. Blake took me again on the edge of the lagoon, drilling into my pussy relentlessly as the water lapped at my feet. Over his shoulder, I watched Adam lift Penny up into his arms, fucking her from the front until she moaned loudly enough to echo off the rocks. We traded partners freely for what seemed like hours, completely lost in the rush of it.

When it was time to part ways, we swung by our villa again to rinse off before heading straight to the upper lounge. We collapsed onto a secluded daybed, happy to finally lie there untouched and catch our breath.

“Can you believe all the sex we had today?” Adam asked, running his hand over my thigh. “Though honestly, seeing how you jumped on Blake surprised me. You knew exactly where to put your hands. It felt like you were following a script.”

“Are you accusing me of being an undercover sex expert?”

He laughed. “No. Just saying it makes sense, considering the emails.”

“Wait, what emails?”

“The receipts from all your books, Skye. They come to the joint account.” He smiled at my sudden panic. “I’ve been watching them roll in for months. You buy a new smutty book every couple of days.”

My face heated up and my mouth went totally dry.

I couldn’t believe he was admitting it so openly, and I couldn’t believe my own careless mistake. All those books I had been devouring, all the fun I’d had fingering myself while reading about women sharing themselves… Adam had known the whole time. I could barely wrap my head around it. My heart raced as I looked at him.

“No fucking way,” I blurted out. “So you knew the whole time?”

“I did. I thought I’d wait and see if you might bring it up one day in the bedroom or something. But what I saw today, and over the last few days, has been even better. I had no idea this place would capture those kinks so perfectly when I first booked it, but thank god we came.”

He brought me in closer. “In fact, I got a bit curious last week. I actually looked up the titles on the receipts to see exactly what kind of books they were.”

“You did?”

“Yes… and jeez, Skye… those covers are hot,” he said, staring right at me. “There was one of a woman on her knees, panting, with three faceless men crowding around her. Is that what you were picturing today? When you were sucking off Blake?”

I was stunned at his honesty. There was no point being shy about it now. “Sort of. It’s a genre, actually,” I said. “Sharing, threesomes, foursomes, that sort of stuff. I’ve been getting into it a lot recently.”

“Okay, and what about the different positions?” he asked. “There was another one I saw. The cover showed a woman taking two cocks at once, in each of her holes. Is that something you actually want to try?”

“I do, yeah,” I admitted. “Sometimes I fantasize about the idea of being completely full. A thick cock buried in my ass and another hammering my pussy at the same time. I’m really curious, especially after the plug stuff from yesterday.”

Adam held my gaze, his face lighting up as my admission clearly struck a nerve.

His hand slid down my stomach, seeking out the heat between my legs. He wove his fingers through my curls, moving lower until he reached my clit. I let out a soft moan and leaned into the pressure. Adam started rubbing slowly.

“Skye, you don’t need to be hesitant at all, especially after everything we’ve done so far,” he started. “I really think you should try it. I’d love to see you taking two guys at the same time.”

The way he said it made me throb all over. My pussy was getting slicker by the second.

“Are you sure?” I asked.

“Completely. In fact, why don’t we find someone now? I’m sure there’s a spare cock around here that can help.”

I opened my mouth to say yes, but suddenly, a soft chime echoed through the lounge speakers behind us.

A woman’s voice projected clearly overhead. “Attention, guests. The twilight screening is about to begin at the outdoor theater. Tonight’s feature: Best of the Week.”

“Shit, Adam, we have to go,” I said. “We can’t miss out on something like that.”

“Right now?” Adam asked, frowning at me like I was crazy for stopping the momentum. “But we were just getting into it.”

“Well… we can always pick this up later. I’m dying to see what the others have been filming.” I grabbed his hand, tugging him gently. “Come on, we’ve got plenty of time for everything else. Besides, it would be so hot to fuck while we watch.”

He exhaled, fighting a smile, and stood to follow me. “Okay, fine. But promise me, the first opportunity we get, we are finding you those two cocks.”

“Promise,” I said with a wink.

We headed for the stairs together.

The movie screen was set up on a grassy slope near the cliffs, overlooking the water. Rows of comfy beanbags were scattered across the lawn, facing the screen. We found a large one near the back and sank in.

The movie had already started. On screen, a woman had a guy face down on the table with his ass exposed. She was wearing a strap-on, greasing it up with her hand while he begged her to shove it in.

“Fuck, this is different. Looks like he’s going to enjoy it though,” Adam said, pulling me back against his chest.

“Would you be into that?” I asked him.

“I probably wouldn’t mind. If it’s enough to get him begging like that, it must be good.”

On the screen, she drove the dildo into his ass, and the speakers blasted his groan across the lawn. It was incredibly hot. I felt Adam’s hand move between my legs immediately, picking up where he’d left off before we arrived.

He found my clit quickly and started rubbing, and I turned to face him, capturing his lips with mine. We made out like that for a while, Adam slipping a finger inside me as I wrapped my hand around his cock.

We kept our eyes on the screen, watching the couple switch positions. She was straddling his face now, grinding over his mouth with her wet pussy, while she leaned over and took his cock into her mouth.

I was getting more aroused by the minute. My pussy was gushing, and my nipples had hardened right up. Adam noticed, tweaking them and making me moan. The pleasure made me jerk him off faster, and he groaned into my mouth.

I was on the brink of orgasm when I noticed movement to my left. A woman on the neighboring beanbag was watching us, ignoring the movie entirely to stare at us pleasuring each other. I was too preoccupied to say anything as she crawled across the gap between the beanbags.

She appeared to be in her early forties, with short blonde hair and a confident smile. Her heavy tits had only just begun to sag, and down below, she had a pussy with enlarged labia and an untamed bush. I stared as she settled between my spread legs, Adam withdrawing his hands as he anticipated the inevitable.

“May I?” she asked, nodding at my pussy.

I shuffled closer toward her.

“Please.”

In an instant, she pressed her face against my cunt. She went for my clit first, opening her lips just enough to suck it in before flicking it with her tongue once it was inside. Sparks of pleasure shot through me as she worked me, and I couldn’t help but moan. Then she moved lower, licking a long stripe all the way down my pussy and back up again, slurping the fluid that leaked from me. She kept probing with her tongue, keeping me gushing and throbbing under her.

“Fuck, yes, don’t stop,” I moaned, grabbing the back of her head to hold her there.

Adam stayed right beside me. “Don’t worry about my cock, Skye,” he said, releasing it from my grip. “Just focus on yourself.”

He went for my tits, rolling my nipples with his fingers and sucking on them while the woman ate me out. It was sensory overload. The guy moaning on the movie screen mixed with the wet sounds of her mouth on me. She knew exactly what she was doing, and once she got her fingers involved, shoving them in deep and curling them against my G-spot, I tightened up.

“Come for me, Skye,” Adam said against my neck, kissing me there.

“Ooh, it feels so good,” I moaned.

My orgasm arrived just seconds later. I clamped my thighs against the woman’s ears and let go, shuddering as the pleasure coursed through my entire body.

I was crying out loudly, but Adam kept me close the whole time, allowing the woman below to clean me off thoroughly as I came down. She pulled back eventually and licked her lips, looking at me with a wide grin.

“Thank you. You have such a delicious pussy. Hope I can find you again tomorrow at the party,” she said.

She leaned up, gave me a quick kiss on the mouth that tasted like my own pussy, and crawled back to her own beanbag without another word.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” I told Adam.

“It was,” he agreed. “But she wasn’t the only one watching.” He nodded toward someone sitting in a beanbag a few yards away. “You’ve got a hell of a view over there, don’t you?” Adam called out.

I turned my head to see a middle-aged guy with tanned skin sitting alone with a drink. He had been watching the whole thing, and he was hard as a rock.

“It was better than the movie,” the guy admitted, a thick Spanish accent coloring his voice as he stood and walked over. He was hot, the slabs of muscle across his torso gleaming in the flickering light from the screen. “I’m Jacob.”

“Adam,” my husband replied, pointing to me. “And this is Skye.”

Jacob looked down, his eyes going straight to my wet pussy. “Skye looks like she’s having a hell of a night.”

“She is,” Adam agreed. He put a hand on my knee and spread my legs wider, showing off my swollen lips. “But she was just telling me she has an itch that needs scratching. She wants to know if she can take two cocks at once. What do you think?”

Jacob’s eyebrows shot up. “Oh, is that so?”

“Yes,” Adam said. “We’ve been talking about it all afternoon, and I think she’s finally ready to actually try it.” He squeezed my knee, and I squeezed his hand back, confirming it. “We need to stretch her out for tomorrow night. You look like you could help with that.”

Jacob grinned, and his girthy cock twitched again, throbbing with a fresh surge of blood.

“I would love to help,” Jacob said, sinking down to our level. “I was sitting there wishing I could get a taste anyway.”

“Sounds good. You take the back,” Adam instructed. “I want to be in front so I can see her face when you push in.”

Jacob nodded, and we shifted into position. Jacob lay back on the beanbag, and I moved to plant my ass onto his lap. Adam stayed on his knees, moving in between my legs from the front.

My pulse quickened as we settled into place. This was it, the moment I’d been fantasizing about for months, the one I’d replayed in my mind so many times I’d lost count.

My pussy was still gushing with arousal, my own juice dripping down my thighs as they arranged me. Jacob smirked, cradling his cock in one hand and teasing the swollen tip against my skin. “Guess we’ll use this as lube,” he muttered.

He dragged the head along the inside of my thigh, scooping up the wetness and spreading it across his shaft, making it shine in the dim light.

Adam slid into position between my legs. His cock found my cunt with ease, parting my lips and sliding into the heat steadily until he bottomed out. I gasped, gripping his shoulders to steady myself.

Behind me, Jacob leaned in, spreading my ass cheeks apart as he lined himself up. My breath caught when his cock pressed against my asshole. He was teasing me, right on the edge of the entry.

“Ready?” Jacob asked.

“Yes, just do it,” I breathed, locking my arms around Adam’s shoulders as I braced myself.

Jacob pushed forward smoothly, easing himself past the tight ring. The pressure surged through me as he sank deeper, and I could feel my body slowly adapting as he fed me the inches.

“Fuck!” I grunted, clutching Adam harder.

The fullness was already intense, and I could feel the flesh inside me start to compress under the pressure of the two of them. Jacob wasn’t small, either, and my ass felt deliciously full, fuller than the plug yesterday or any finger for that matter.

Adam slid his hands around to my ass, pulling my cheeks apart to give Jacob more space to push deeper. “Push back, just let him in,” he said.

I exhaled slowly, forcing myself to open up as Jacob pushed deeper into my ass.

“Fuck yes,” Jacob grunted, pulling back just enough to start moving again.

I moaned, shaking between them as the pleasure hit like a hot wave in my gut. “Oh my god!” I gasped, locking eyes with Adam. “I’m so fucking full!”

“You’re taking us like a pro,” Adam said. He rolled his hips to help his cock drag along every sensitive inch inside me. His smirk widened as he drove harder. “Better than your book fantasies?”

“Fuck, yes,” I gasped out, clinging to him as my body shook with each thrust.

They started moving in sync. Jacob would drive in, pressing so hard he almost touched Adam’s cock through my inner walls, before pulling back just enough to push in again. Adam matched him perfectly, fucking me with deep, hard thrusts. My body shuddered with every motion, struggling to believe how good it felt to be worked like this.

“Skye, your ass is tight as hell. Fuck, this feels so good,” Jacob groaned.

I whimpered at his words. Now I was clamping down on both of them: my cunt on Adam, and my ass on Jacob, and the pressure made my head spin. I could feel my body starting to let go, turning to jelly from the pleasure of it all.

Adam, seeing this, reached up to grab my face, pulling me into a passionate kiss. His tongue shot into my mouth, sweeping against mine. His growls vibrated against my lips, helping me wind up tighter and tighter.

Jacob’s pace picked up, his thrusts becoming erratic.

“Shit,” Jacob groaned. “I’m gonna blow. I can’t hold it; your ass is just too fucking perfect.”

“Do it, fill my ass,” I begged.

“You heard her,” Adam urged. His cock twitched inside me as he kept up his pace.

Jacob thrust into me one last time and unloaded. His breathing broke as thick pulses of his seed flooded my ass. I cried out as the heat spread through me, my asshole tightening around him from the sudden hot load.

“So good, Skye,” Adam growled, bottoming out as he unloaded too, filling my pussy with a spray of his own warm cum.

I leaned forward against his chest as he wrung every last drop into me. They held me there, both men slowly sliding out as my body quivered. I couldn’t even think straight, and all I could feel now was the sticky cum trickling out of both holes.

After a few moments, Jacob helped lift me up and stepped back, looking at my gaping ass one last time. “Damn, that was absolutely amazing. Thank you so much, Skye. I hope I helped with your fantasy,” he said, before wandering back to his beanbag.

Adam and I fell back onto our own, and I snuggled up against him again. We chuckled as we watched the cum trickle down my crack and thighs, mirroring the creampie we were now seeing on the screen.

“Fuck, Skye, you’re going to kill it tomorrow night,” Adam murmured, his voice tender as he admired the sight.

“Yeah,” I whispered, letting my hand trail across his chest. “I think I am.”


Chapter Ten


After watching a few more erotic movies on the big screen, Adam and I fell asleep together on the bean bag in the warm air of the night.

When we woke up, we walked back to our villa to freshen up, deciding to spend the rest of the day recuperating before the party. We soaked in the thermal salt pools to take the weight off our joints and save our energy, but we couldn’t keep our hands to ourselves with so many naked bodies floating around.

In the pool, I ended up sucking a random guy’s cock, making out with him sloppily and deep until he groaned his release. I didn’t let him touch me below the waist, though.

Across the water, Adam had a woman against the ledge, eating her out and kissing her breathless while keeping his own cock hidden away underwater. It was just enough to scratch the itch without depleting us before the main event.

Later in the afternoon, we ran into Blake and Penny eating lunch near the grill. Penny was sitting there naked, wearing sunglasses and eating a burger, looking exhausted but happy. We gave them a nod and kept moving. They seemed to be saving their energy for the same thing.

By evening, we were back in the villa showering off the salt. Adam stood by the window looking out at the scenery while I dried my hair. He turned to me with a look of pure excitement.

“Can you believe we’re actually doing this?” he asked. “Or, that we have been doing this, I guess.”

“I know. It feels surreal.”

“It really does. I was just thinking about everything we’ve done this week. The filming, the competition, the swap. It’s been one of the best weeks of my life, Skye.”

“Mine too,” I said, walking over to wrap my arms around his waist. “We’ve changed so much. For the better, definitely.”

He nodded, pulling me tight. “I love you, Skye. I know we say that all the time, but this feels different. I love that we can come here and do this stuff, and that I can watch you get fucked by a bunch of strangers without jealousy. I feel proud. No matter who touches you down there tonight, or how many of them decide to take a shot, I know you’re coming home with me.”

“I’m only yours, Adam,” I promised him. “No one else matters.”

He kissed me, holding me there for a second before pulling back with a grin. “Perfect. Ready to go and see this party, then?”

“More than ready,” I replied.

The walk down to the south beach took about ten minutes. We heard the music before we saw anything, loud drums banging away, with an instrumental cover on top. The smell came next: alcohol, salt water, and sweaty skin.

At the entrance to the black sand, a man in a white robe was waiting. We handed him the tickets we’d won in the cavern.

“Great, thank you,” he smiled, tearing the corners and gesturing to the sand. “Welcome, Adam and Skye, to the Full Moon Party. From all of us at The Pleasure Haven, Obsidian, we hope you enjoyed your stay.”

We thanked him and walked past, finally turning to take in the view.

The beach was lit by tiki torches staked into the ground. The moon was bright enough to see the whitecaps on the waves, and the beach was packed. There were bodies everywhere.

To the left, a woman was face down over one of the bamboo bars, getting fucked from behind by a guy holding a beer, her tits pressed tightly against the wood. Further down, I saw a group of four tangled together on a blanket, and heads bobbing in the surf where people were fucking right in the waves, fighting the current and each other.

“Violet wasn’t lying,” Adam said, scanning the mass of people. “This is absolutely wild.”

“It definitely is.”

I stood still, processing the scale of it all. It was a sea of hedonism, nothing more and nothing less.

“Adam, I really want to be in the middle of that mess,” I told him.

Adam grinned, taking my hand. “Then let’s go get in the middle of it, Skye. We deserve this.”

We started walking into the crowd, but we didn’t make it more than twenty feet before we got intercepted. Two guys stepped right into my path. They were locals, tanned skin gleaming with sweat, and huge cocks swinging between their legs.

“Hi there,” the taller one started. “We were talking about that clip of your pussy a few days ago, and we’ve both been waiting for the moment we finally get to try it for ourselves. Mind if we go ahead?”

I stepped closer until my tits brushed against the taller one’s chest. “Not at all. I’d be more than happy to let you both have a taste.”

“Fuck yes!” the other guy exclaimed.

Without another word, they moved in. One of them grabbed my legs and the other hooked an arm around my waist, lifting me effortlessly off the sand and into their arms. As they hauled me up, I looked over my shoulder to check on Adam.

He was busy too, having just been boxed in by two blond women. They were all over him, running their hands over his chest and giggling.

“You have such a nice cock on you,” I heard one of them say. “We’ve been dying to find an older guy who actually knows what to do with it. Do you mind if we try it out?”

“Go right ahead,” Adam said. Instantly, they were on him, kissing his neck and shoulders. I watched as they then pulled him toward a cabana to the side, and before I lost sight of him, one of the women was already dropping to her knees and taking his dick into her mouth.

The guys carrying me didn’t stop until we reached a similar cabana just next to his. They lowered me onto the cushions without delay and got to work.

“Legs open,” the taller one urged, kneeling between my thighs. “I want to get my tongue in there immediately.”

“Flip over a bit, too,” the other one said, positioning himself behind me. “I want the other hole.”

I did as instructed, and they dove in. The man in front gripped my thighs and planted his face in my pussy, immediately latching onto my clit. Simultaneously, the one behind me pressed into the heat of my backside, spreading my cheeks with his thumbs and pressing his tongue straight against my asshole.

“Oh fuck,” I groaned, letting my eyes roll back.

The sensation was overwhelming. Having two mouths working on me at once sent my brain into overdrive. The man in front was relentless, sucking my clit into his mouth and swirling his tongue around it, while the one behind me worked my hole with a precision that told me he did this often. He pushed his tongue inside, rimming me deep, then pulled back to lick the sensitive skin around the opening.

“She tastes fucking incredible,” the guy at my pussy mumbled against my skin.

“I know,” the other one agreed. “Her ass is perfect.”

They started using their fingers too. I felt a thumb slip inside my ass while two fingers pushed into my pussy, stretching me open. I was leaking everywhere now from how aroused I was, and I could feel my juices running down my cleft, mixing with their spit.

Then I felt something that made my pussy clench up immediately.

The guy in front leaned forward, and the guy behind leaned in, and I felt their mouths meet over my perineum. They started kissing each other, tangling their tongues together in the wet mess between my legs, swapping my juices back and forth. They kissed like that for a few moments, before diving back into their respective holes. It was so filthy and hot that I felt my orgasm building instantly.

“Don’t stop, that feels so good. Please, don’t stop!” I moaned, thrusting my hips against their faces.

“Don’t worry, we aren’t going anywhere,” the man at my back mumbled, pushing a second finger into my ass. The double stimulation undid me. My clit was so swollen it felt like it was vibrating, and the incessant tongue-fucking of my asshole set every nerve alight.

My climax came quick. “Ooh fuck, I’m coming!” I cried out.

The orgasm hit me from both sides. My pussy clamped down on the tongue in front while my ass squeezed the fingers behind me. I shook uncontrollably against the cushions, soaking both of their faces as I came.

My muscles continued to convulse, and my body felt like it was turning to mush. I was still moaning in pleasure when a sudden shadow fell across my face.

I opened my eyes and saw a woman standing over me. She was an older woman with a confident, MILF energy that radiated off her. She was staring right at my open mouth while I gasped for air.

“That mouth looks empty,” she said, stepping between the guys to stand over my face. “It’s a waste of a good tongue. Mind if I sit on it?”

“Yes, fuck, please,” I gasped, still trying to grapple with the ecstasy flowing through me.

The woman came around, dropped into a squat, and lowered herself right onto my face.

She moved around a bit, finding the right angle, and once I shot my tongue out into her slit, she started grinding.

Her clit was pressed tight against my lips, making my tongue work harder. I drank her down, eager to taste her, and loving the weight of her thick thighs compressing around my head.

At some point, I reached up to grab her ass cheeks to pull her deeper, and my fingers brushed against metal.

I was surprised for a second, not knowing what I was feeling. But I continued tracing the curve, reaching her asshole. That was when I realized she was wearing a plug.

The metal was warm from her body heat, and the muscle around it twitched up against my fingertips.

She pulled her pussy off my mouth for a second, looking down at me with a smirk.

“You like that?” she asked, acknowledging my awe. “It keeps things interesting.”

“Fuck, that’s so hot. I really miss mine, actually,” I said, honestly.

“Don’t worry, dear,” she replied. “I’ll help you out.” She looked down at the two men still working on my lower half. “You guys have done good work, but she needs a change of scenery. Mind if we find her a fresh cock?”

The guys nodded, giving my holes a final departing kiss before they stood and wandered to the next pair of bodies in the neighboring cabana.

The woman, meanwhile, stood up and scanned the passing crowd. She reached out and snagged a man by the arm.

“You,” she said. “Come fuck her.”

I looked him over. He was a handsome older man of average height with a solid build. But then my eyes dropped to his cock. It was perfectly fine, average, but tonight I didn’t want average.

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “Not him, please. I want something a bit more challenging. Sorry, sir.”

“No harm done. Hope you find what you’re looking for,” the man replied easily, moving along.

The woman laughed. “Fine, let’s try again.” She looked at the guy walking behind him. “What about him?”

I followed her gaze. This guy was a giant. He was tall, with a massive torso and a giant cock hanging between his legs. Thick and veiny, it looked like it would leave me completely exhausted for days. My mouth watered instantly.

“Yes, please. I want him,” I said quickly.

The woman waved him over. “It’s your lucky night, friend. She picked you.”

The guy walked over, grinning. “I’m honored.”

“Hold on,” the woman instructed. She reached behind herself and gripped the base of her plug. With a wet pop, she slid it out of her ass and wiped the excess lube and fluids onto her thigh, using a nearby sanitary wipe to clean the rest until it was spotless. Once finished, she smeared it with fresh spit.

“Roll over,” she told me. “You need to be plugged if you’re going to take a cock that size.”

I rolled onto my side. She lined the plug up with my asshole and pushed it in. It slid in easily, warm and slick. My ass clenched around the metal, giving me that full, stretched feeling I was starting to crave.

“Perfect,” she said. “Now flip back.”

I lay on my back, watching as the big guy stepped between my legs and lined that massive head up with my pussy. Once he had his target set, he thrust in, parting my folds and stretching my walls so wide it stole the air from my lungs.

“Fuck!” I groaned.

He filled me right to my cervix. Every inch of him pushed my pussy to its absolute limit, and when he settled all the way in, I could feel him nudging up against the plug in my ass. The woman barely gave me a second to adjust before she moved, sitting back down on my face and muffling my groans with her pussy.

I was in total sensory overload, with a huge cock pounding my pussy, a plug stretching my ass, and a woman riding my face. I wrapped my legs around the giant’s waist and let go, surrendering to the weight of him.

During the heat of the fucking, I managed to turn my head to the side, peering through the gap in the woman’s thighs to find Adam. He was about ten feet away on a large cushion, lying on his back and balls deep in one of the blonde women, thrusting into her. The other woman sat on his face, riding him hard. I watched his hips rock faster, his movements becoming erratic. Suddenly, he threw his head back, dislodging the woman on his face, and let out a roar that I could hear even over the thumping drums.

He was coming.

He pulled out of the first woman, his cock jerking and spewing cum all over her stomach. But before he could even take a breath, the woman who had been riding his face scrambled down. She barely gave him a chance to recover, straddling his hips and guiding his sensitive, softening cock right back inside her. He let out a heavy breath of relief as she started grinding immediately, using his own cum as lube, waking him back up before he had a chance to go fully limp.

Seeing him get drained and fucked like that without a break triggered my own orgasm easily.

“Oh god, I’m coming again!” I cried out against the woman’s clit.

My orgasm surged through me. My ass clamped down hard on the plug, and my pussy convulsed around the giant cock inside me. The guy groaned, feeling the squeeze.

“Argh, yes, milk me harder,” he grunted.

He thrust into me three more times and unloaded. I felt the massive spurts of cum flood my pussy, spraying against all of my inner walls. The woman on my face shuddered a second later, grinding hard against my nose as she came too.

The guy finally pulled out, leaving my hole gaping. The woman hopped off my face, breathless and smiling. She leaned down and kissed me hard on the mouth, tasting the flavor of her own cum on my tongue.

“Wow, that was amazing. Thanks for the seat,” she said, winking.

The guy stood up and wiped himself off. “You have an incredible pussy,” he said. “It was so warm and tight. Most of the women down here are loose by this time of night, but you felt perfect.”

“Thank you,” I panted. “Though with a cock like that, I’m not sure how long it’s going to stay that way.”

He gave me a kiss on the lips and wandered off, ready to enjoy another cunt. The woman, meanwhile, came around and started digging between my ass cheeks. She spread them wide and reached for the plug, retrieving it from my ass with a pop.

She wiped it clean again with another wipe and spit on it, slicking it up before pushing it right back up her own ass. She shimmied her hips to settle it, winked at me, and then casually wandered off into the crowd.

I rested there in the cabana for a moment, while bodies moaned and groaned around me.

I quickly realized I needed a drink. My mouth had gone dry from all the crying out.

So I pushed myself up from the cushions and headed toward the bar. I had to step over a few bodies to get there, and I even passed Adam on the way.

He was curled toward the edge of the cabana, looking completely dazed. He must have ejaculated again since I’d last seen him, because he looked boneless, with a sloppy grin plastered on his face. The two blonde women were still with him, though they were the ones being serviced now.

A guy was between one of the women’s legs eating her out, and a woman was face-sitting the other, all while they draped their arms over Adam, kissing his chest and playing with his hair. He looked like a king who had been thoroughly conquered. I felt a spike of affection for him, seeing him so drained and happy. He was in good hands.

I reached the bar and ordered a cocktail, downing it in one go. Leaning back against the counter, I looked out over the beach. It was a carnival. To my right, two guys were running a train on an older woman, and near the water, a crowd had formed to watch a couple of guys fucking in the surf. It was variety on a scale I’d never imagined.

A voice drifted near my ear. “Thirsty work, isn’t it?”

I turned to find Chris standing there. Blake was with him, along with a man I hadn’t met yet. He was tall, Black, with short hair and a serious build.

“I saw you over there with the plug,” Chris continued, leaning in. “Impressive stretch.”

“I had help,” I replied, eyeing the new guy.

“Oh, I’m Frey, by the way,” the guy said. He had a smooth British accent. “Chris tells me you’re the star of the week.”

“I don’t know about that,” I replied.

“We think you are,” Blake shot back. He looked excited. “Look, we were talking. We have a spot dug out down near the water, and we have a bit of a crowd waiting too. They wanted to see a triple, thought you might be interested.”

My stomach churned. “A triple?”

“Oh right, we mean triple penetration,” Chris clarified. “Mouth, pussy, ass, all at once. We think you can handle it. What do you say?”

I looked at the three of them. This was the final level, something that made me equal parts anxious and absolutely exhilarated.

“Look, I’m interested, but I don’t know if I can fit all of you,” I admitted. I really wanted this, but I didn’t want to disappoint anyone.

“We’ll make you fit, don’t worry,” Frey said. He wasn’t pushy at all, genuinely wanting to take care of me. “We have lube, and we have time. All you’ll feel is pleasure, nothing else.”

I looked at the pit down by the water. I saw heads turning our way. There was no way I was saying no now. I wanted to put on a show for them.

“Okay,” I said, putting my empty glass on the bar. “Let’s do it.”

Frey, just like the men before, took me into his arms and picked me right up off the stool, carrying me down to the beach. By the time we got to the designated spot, a circle had already formed. I saw Violet and Sasha there, making out but watching us over each other’s shoulders. Penny was there too, sitting between a guy’s legs.

Frey laid me down near a pile of towels in the center of the pit.

“Alright, Skye, you’re the boss,” Chris said, kneeling at my feet. “How do you want us?”

I looked at the hardware on display. Frey’s looked the juiciest and the one throbbing the most, Chris had that curved cock I still remembered, and Blake was standing by my head, ready.

“Frey in the pussy,” I directed. “Chris, you take the ass. You know what you’re doing back there. Blake, you have my mouth.”

“Music to my ears,” Chris grinned. He spat on his cock and slathered it up, then moved to lie on the towels under me, so that I was resting back against him.

Frey moved between my legs, settling around Chris.

“Open wide,” Frey said.

I let my legs fall loose and exposed my pussy to him. He spread the lips wide with the head of his cock, and then pushed in.

The stretch was delicious, filling me up just as nice as the giant before, and I loved the way he throbbed against my inner walls.

“Oh fuck!” I hissed.

“Relax,” Chris said from behind me. “I’m coming in next. Push back against me, Skye.”

I felt the saliva-slicked head of Chris’s cock press against my asshole, teasing me.

“Okay, push that asshole out now, Skye,” Chris guided.

I pushed, and with a quick, smooth push, he slid in.

“Oh my god!” I gasped.

The sensation was blinding. This wasn’t my first time getting double-stuffed, sure, but I was still new to it, and my asshole quivered as he settled in. I was quickly becoming addicted to the feeling of having my entire pelvis packed solid with meat.

“Damn, she’s taking them both!” someone in the crowd yelled. “Look at that stretch!”

“Now me,” Blake said. He dropped to his knees above my head.

I opened my mouth, and he fed me his cock. I let my jaw go slack, accepting him fully. I wanted him as deep as possible. He pushed until he was knocking at the back of my throat, and then he began to thrust into my mouth.

I was completely filled. I couldn’t move, I could barely breathe, and I was stuffed full in every hole. Once Frey saw Blake had settled into my mouth, he began to thrust into my pussy. Chris, seeing the rhythm established, started moving in and out of my ass, fighting to match the pace.

“Oh my, look at her eyes!” Violet called from the sidelines. “She’s gone!”

She wasn’t lying, because I was floating. I moaned around Blake’s cock, drooling over him as all three men gave me exactly what I’d been craving.

“Shit, she’s even better in person than in the movie!” a guy in the crowd shouted.

“Yes! Give it to her harder!” another woman cheered.

Frey tightened his grip and picked up the pace. The muddy sounds of his balls slapping against my clit mixed with the wet squelch of Chris in my ass. I loved the filth of it, especially with the audience watching. They were cheering, getting off on the sight of me, and I was thrilled to be putting on this show for them.

A few moments later, the crowd suddenly parted.

Adam walked into the circle. He was still a mess, his hair disheveled, with the two blonde women from earlier trailing behind him.

He stopped right next to Frey and looked down at me. Seeing all these men filling my holes made his eyes go dark. He was completely mesmerized.

“Holy fucking shit!” Adam exclaimed. He reached down and gripped his own cock, which was visibly hardening again despite everything he’d already done tonight. “That’s my wife! Look at her getting stuffed like that!”

Blake pulled out of my mouth for a second to let me breathe. “Adam, you okay with this?” he asked.

“Yes, more than okay, this is so fucking hot,” Adam’s voice was eager. “Look at her, it’s like she was made for it.”

Hearing how proud he was of me while I was occupied by three other men triggered something in my brain.

“Yes! Keep fucking me!” I moaned.

Blake immediately went back to work, sliding his cock back inside my mouth. At his lead, the other two men picked up their pace, moving faster than before, now that Adam was watching. Chris plunged into my ass while Frey stretched me to my limit, pressing into the deepest reaches of my pussy.

When my orgasm eventually came, all I could see was white. My vision went offline and my throat released a loud, piercing moan that carried to the ears of everyone around us. My whole body turned to mush, convulsing, twitching, and writhing everywhere as the men fucked my holes.

My pussy clamped down on Frey’s dick, milking him, while my ass squeezed tight around Chris’s dick. Tears were streaming down my face from the intensity of it all, and yet despite all that, I begged them to keep going.

“Fuck! This feels so fucking good!”

They fucked me through the aftershocks, until finally it was too much for them, too.

“Argh, she’s clamping down!” Frey shouted. “I can’t hold it!”

“Me neither!” Chris groaned.

“Open up, Skye!” Blake yelled.

They all let go at once.

Frey erupted first, firing powerful spurts of seed deep into my pussy. At that exact moment, Chris unloaded in my ass, filling my rectum with a heat so intense it felt like it was about to overflow back into my belly. Finally, Blake peaked in my mouth, painting my tonsils with waves of jizz that streamed down my throat.

I was drowning in them. I swallowed what I could of Blake’s, but the volume was staggering, and the excess ended up bubbling past my lips and spilling out onto my tits. Below, I could feel the internal flood rising, having been filled to the limit by Frey and Chris.

The three of them held me there, secure and overflowing, as they rode out their aftershocks until they were completely drained.

When they finally pulled out, the sight was obscene.

“Oh my god,” Sasha gasped from the front row.

Cum was pouring out of me in ways I had never imagined.

“Look at that,” a guy in the crowd laughed, pointing. “Filled to the brim, just how we like it!”

The crowd blew up in appreciation, but this time, the energy changed. The sight of me lying there, exhausted and leaking, stripped away the last of the group’s hesitation. Suddenly, everyone was in motion.

“I need a taste of that,” someone shouted.

“Fuck it, I can’t wait anymore,” another guy yelled, pulling the woman next to him onto the sand.

The circle began to collapse inward. To my left, a brunette woman dropped to all fours, spreading her cheeks for a man who stepped in and plunged into her. Beside my head, two women pulled a guy onto the sand, playfully fighting for who would get a mouthful of his cock first.

I remained flat on the towel, looking up at the moon while my body recovered, watching the chaos close in. Adam knelt beside me, ignoring the madness erupting around us. He didn’t seem to mind the mess at all.

“You look beautiful, Skye,” he said, running a thumb over my tender skin.

“Thank you,” I breathed, reaching for his hand. “I can’t even feel my legs from how intense that was.”

“Don’t worry. You don’t need them right now.”

He leaned down and kissed me, pushing his tongue into my mouth to reclaim it. It was messy and perfect.

As we broke the kiss, the wave of bodies finally reached us. Two guys were standing right above me, looking down at my open legs and licking their lips. But they weren’t alone. A red-haired woman stepped up in front of Adam, while another woman knelt beside us, eyeing his cock with intent.

“You two look perfect right now,” the red-haired woman said, leaning in close. “Mind if we join the pile?”

“Yeah, we’d love to keep this going,” one of the guys added, dropping to his knees near my head.

Adam looked at the women pawing at him, the guys, then looked back at me. He gave me a soft, genuine smile that felt like it belonged in our bedroom back home, even though we were surrounded by an orgy on a volcanic beach.

“Coming here was the best decision we ever made,” he whispered. There was plenty of emotion in his voice. He truly meant it.

“It really was,” I whispered back. My heart was swelling. “I love you so much, Adam.”

“I love you too, Skye.”

He took my hand and kissed my knuckles.

“Come on then,” Adam said to the crowd, pulling me close as the bodies descended. “Let’s finish this together.”

As fresh hands grabbed my thighs and soft lips pressed against Adam’s neck, I locked eyes with my husband one last time.

“I’m ready,” I told him.

And that was all it took.


Epilogue


Isat up in our bed back home, propped against the headboard with my e-reader resting on my knees.

A few months ago, this would have been a stealth mission. I would have had the brightness turned all the way down and the screen tilted away, terrified that Adam might glance over and catch the title of the filth I was consuming. I used to think those stories were something I had to hide to protect the fragility of our sensible, suburban marriage.

“Is that the one with the hockey team?” Adam asked, walking out of the bathroom with a towel around his waist.

There was no flinching this time. I simply turned the screen toward him so he could see the cover art: a woman on her knees surrounded by four faceless jerseys, mouth open and waiting.

“It is,” I said. “Chapter seven. They just got her into the locker room.”

“Nice,” he replied, dropping onto the mattress beside me. He reached for his nightstand and picked up his own tablet. “I’m still on that sci-fi erotica you sent me. The names and positions are confusing, but the dialogue is hot.”

I laughed, leaning over to kiss his shoulder. It was our new normal, and god, it was better than any fantasy I could have written myself.

I used to worry that the flight back from Lanzarote would break the spell. That touching down would turn us back into the vanilla couple we’d always been.

But that wasn’t the case at all. Our life looked the same from the outside, still stressing about moving and where we would go out for dinner, but our priorities had completely changed.

We were shameless now. In addition to our “rainy day” savings, we had created a dedicated fund for booking our swinger vacations, and we drained it without a shred of guilt. We poured every spare dollar and every vacation day into chasing the high we’d found at Obsidian, deciding that watching a number grow in a bank account was boring compared to watching me get taken by strangers on a beach.

We were hedonists now, collecting stamps in our passports solely to find new playgrounds. Adam was already looking at a castle in France for the trip after that, not worrying about the budget, but focusing entirely on which positions we might try next, and with how many bodies.

“You know,” Adam said, catching me staring at him. He put his tablet down, his expression turning devious. “I feel like I finally have the whole version of you. And I think you finally have the whole version of me.”

“You do,” I whispered, leaning in close. “Best anniversary gift ever.”

He kissed me, then tossed his tablet onto the nightstand without a second thought.

“How about we put the books away,” he said. “I want to practice for the next trip. There was a scene in chapter twelve I think we can improve on.”

I dropped my e-reader immediately. There was barely any thrill in reading about another woman’s adventures anymore. I was too busy living my own.

“Show me,” I said, pulling him down on top of me, excited for his cock, and even more excited for where our marriage would go next.
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The Swingers Cruise: A Married Couple Shares Everything

Fiona and Dean expect a quiet anniversary in Mexico, but their plans take a wild turn when their travel agent suggests a cabin on a private lifestyle cruise. They decide to follow their curiosity, eventually ending up diving headfirst into a world of shameless swinging.

From sharing Fiona with multiple partners on the beaches of Cozumel, getting lost in themed parties on the boat, and swapping in play rooms where Dean is sucked completely dry, the couple pushes every limit they have. They soon learn to leave their old lives behind, proving that celebrating a marriage is ridiculously easy once you’re willing to spread your legs for a few strangers…

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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