
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

I was born and raised on a small farm in Colorado, surrounded by animals. As the youngest of seven children, I always had something to do or someone to bother. My dad worked the fields and tended to his livestock while my mom ran the household, keeping all of us fed, clothed, and educated.

Cash was tight and we worked hard to make ends meet but we were happy. Dance was my first love, followed shortly thereafter by figure skating. I still don’t know how my parents managed to afford all the lessons and equipment but will be forever grateful they did.

It paid off for them, too. By the time college rolled around I was able to parlay my skills into a full ride scholarship at NYU. It was a stressful time for my parents, watching their baby girl run off to the big city with big dreams. They prayed for God to watch over me and he did.

I won’t lie and tell you that everything was easy that first year. It was a struggle adapting to my new environment, the hardhearted bustle of Manhattan, the constant barrage of noises and smells that permeated every inch of the city, and I cried myself to sleep many nights. But I pressed on, eager to fulfill my dream of one day competing in the Olympics.

That was, until the summer before my senior year, when I met Ethan. We had a whirlwind romance and were married within three months. He was the scion of a wealthy New York family that owned a lot of real estate on the upper east side. While his parents were not completely thrilled with his choice to wed a small town farmgirl, they eventually warmed up to me.

In the years after we graduated, we decided to travel, to explore as much of the world as possible before settling down and starting a family. Throughout our travels, the one consistent thing that gave us the most joy and peace was staying at farm hotels.

From France to Sao Paulo and back to my home state of Colorado, these little bastions of tranquility and farm fresh food gave us an idea of how we wanted to spend the rest of our lives. We learned so much on these travels, not only about farming and ranching but also about ourselves.

We moved to Colorado and started hunting for a small farm to buy. A few months later we found it and started building our dream house while we lived on property in an Airstream trailer. After setting up a corral we bought our first cattle, a handful of special Akaushi breed known for their intense marbling and delicious flavor, and let them loose on the rolling pastures.

“What should we call the place?” I remember asking my husband. “How about Figure Skater Farms?” he replied. “I don’t know many figure skaters who decided to start a farm. Pretty unique.” And the rest is history.

Figure Skater Farms quickly became a beloved destination for travelers seeking a peaceful retreat amidst nature's embrace. The charming bed and breakfast, nestled among lush green pastures and towering trees, offered guests a chance to unwind and reconnect with themselves.

It was my dream to one day build an ice rink on the property, a place where I could practice my old skills and even teach my children, but the rest of the work kept us too occupied for that.

Our B&B soon gained popularity thanks to glowing reviews from satisfied customers. People raved about the warm hospitality, delectable farm-to-table meals, and the serene atmosphere that enveloped the entire property. Ethan and I worked tirelessly to ensure every guest felt welcome and cared for during their stay.

As the farm flourished, so did our family. After building a separate house for our kids we welcomed six beautiful children who grew up surrounded by the sights, sounds, and smells of rural life. Watching them learn to milk cows, collect eggs from the chicken coop, and tend to the vegetable garden filled my heart with immense pride.

However, balancing the demands of running a farm and raising young children while also hosting guests almost every week wasn't without its challenges. There were early mornings spent milking cows before the sun rose, late evenings cleaning stalls after a long day, and endless laundry from the constant dirt and grime that came with farm life. Crafting the kinds of meals that our farm became known for was no small task either.

Ethan and I made sure to prioritize our relationship amidst the chaos of farm life and parenthood. We would often sneak away for quiet dinners, just the two of us, sharing stories and laughter over candlelight. On weekends, we'd take turns planning surprise dates - whether it was a picnic in the pasture, a sunset hike, or a cozy movie night under the stars.

Those moments of connection were essential in maintaining the love and respect we had for each other. We knew that a strong partnership was crucial in tackling the daily hurdles and making decisions for the future of Figure Skater Farms.

Oh yes, and we certainly didn't neglect our physical intimacy either. In fact, the stress and exhaustion of farm life seemed to heighten our desire for each other. Just as the constant physical work kept us both in great physical shape, those tender moments in the bedroom provided a sanctuary from the world outside, allowing us to reconnect on a primal level.

Ethan was always attentive and passionate, knowing exactly how to touch me to ignite the flames of arousal. All of this to say, we were never predestined to become swingers. We didn't have some big gap in our sex lives, or a hole in our marriage we were trying to fill.

Our introduction to swinging happened quite organically, actually. A couple from California came to stay with us, and one thing led to the next.

Little did we know that this experience would change the dynamics of our relationship in ways we couldn't have anticipated. It opened doors to new desires, boundaries, and communication styles that strengthened our bond and allowed us to grow both individually and as a couple.

This is the story of how we joined the swinging lifestyle and never looked back.


CHAPTER 2

One crisp autumn morning, Ethan and I were bustling about the kitchen, preparing for the arrival of our latest guests. The aroma of freshly baked scones wafted through the air as we set the table, anticipating the delightful conversations that would unfold over a hearty farmhouse breakfast.

Just then, the sound of tires crunching on gravel announced the arrival of our visitors. Ethan hurried out to greet them, returning with a smile that hinted at exciting news. "They're the Smiths from California," he said, his eyes sparkling with enthusiasm. "Young couple, in their mid-20s, looking for a relaxing getaway."

As we showed them to their room, a sense of warmth and ease settled over me. The Smiths exuded a carefree spirit, their laughter carrying easily across the property.

Over the next few days, the Smiths proved to be wonderful company. They loved exploring the farm, feeding the animals, and soaking in the natural beauty surrounding us. Ethan and I enjoyed their company immensely, finding ourselves lost in conversation about everything from their jobs in Silicon Valley to their favorite hiking trails back home.

Ben was a software engineer but with his large frame, chiseled muscles, and full beard he could have easily been mistaken for a lumberjack. His wife, Lana, was a much more delicate thing. Standing around five foot nothing, she worked in HR for one of the top tech firms out there.

Despite their contrasting appearances, Ben and Lana moved with a synchronicity that spoke volumes about their deep connection. Their playful banter and affectionate gestures toward each other were infectious, causing Ethan and I to steal glances at one another with a shared understanding.

On their third night there, as the evening drew to a close, Ethan and I found ourselves lingering by the fireplace of our guest house, the Smiths having retired to their room. The crackling flames cast a warm glow on our faces as we sipped our wine, lost in thought.

"I can't remember the last time we felt so... relaxed around our guests," I remarked, breaking the comfortable silence. Ethan nodded in agreement, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he smiled.

"Maybe it's because they remind us of when we first started dating," he suggested, his voice low and thoughtful. "So carefree, so full of possibilities." His gaze met mine, and for a moment, the room fell away, leaving only the two of us suspended in time.

I felt a flutter in my chest as Ethan's words hung in the air between us. He was right; there was something undeniably alluring about the Smiths' youthful energy and adventurous spirit. It stirred within me a longing for the spontaneity and excitement of our own early days together.

Without thinking, I reached out and placed my hand on Ethan's thigh, giving it a gentle squeeze. "Should we go get in the hot tub?" I asked, my voice barely above a whisper. "It’s still warm. Might be fun to keep the evening going a bit longer." I’m still not sure what led me to suggest this. The hot tub was outside of the guest house, not far from the window of where Ben and Lana were sleeping.

Ethan's eyes widened slightly at my suggestion, but the corner of his mouth twitched upwards in a playful smirk. "Let’s go," he replied, setting down his glass and rising to his feet. It was not often that I had enough energy for this after such a long day on the farm so he knew he had to take advantage. He extended a hand to me, pulling me up and into his arms as I stood. "Lead the way, gorgeous."

With a mischievous grin, I took Ethan's hand and led him out into the cool night air. The steam from the hot tub curled invitingly as we approached, the water shimmering beneath the moonlight. I slipped out of my dress.

As Ethan watched me disrobe, his eyes darkened with desire. He quickly shed his own clothes, revealing his toned physique, now glistening with sweat from the heat of the evening. Without hesitation, he stepped into the steaming water.

I slid into the tub beside him, the warmth enveloping my skin like a lover's caress. I reached out underneath the water and found his cock.

My fingers wrapped around his hard length, stroking him slowly as I leaned in to capture his lips in a searing kiss. The taste of wine mingled with the musk of his skin, igniting a hunger within me. I broke the kiss, trailing my tongue along his jawline to nip gently at his earlobe.

"What if the Smiths see us?" he whispered. "We're right outside of their window."

A thrill ran through me at the thought of being discovered, of pushing the boundaries of what was considered proper behavior. I pulled Ethan closer, my breasts pressing against his chest as I whispered back, "Let them watch."

My words surprised even me, but I was too caught up in the moment to slow down. It had been weeks since we were last intimate, and my body was craving his touch. I guided Ethan onto his back in the hot tub. I straddled his lap, grinding my wet pussy against his throbbing cock. My hands roamed over his body, tracing every muscle, every scar, until finally I found myself gripping his hair tightly as I kissed him passionately again.

The risk of being seen only added fuel to the fire, driving us further into the depths of our desire.

Ethan groaned into the kiss, his hips bucking upwards to meet my movements. His hands gripped my waist, guiding me down onto him as he thrust up into me. The water sloshed around us, droplets clinging to our skin like glittering diamonds as his cock entered me fully.

I gasped as Ethan filled me completely, the sensation of him stretching me open sending shivers down my spine. I began to ride him, my inner walls clenching around his thick shaft as I rolled my hips in a slow, sensual rhythm.

The knowledge that our guests could potentially witness our intimate encounter only heightened the intensity of the pleasure coursing through me. I braced my hands on Ethan's shoulders, arching my back as I picked up the pace, impaling myself on his cock with increasing fervor.

Ethan matched my frenzied movements, pistoning his hips upwards to meet my downward strokes. His fingers dug into the soft flesh of my ass, urging me on as I bounced on his lap. Water splashed wildly as we fucked with abandon, the sounds of our moans and the slap of wet skin on skin filling the night air.

With a final, brutal thrust, Ethan buried himself deep within me, his cock pulsating as he spilled his seed inside my quivering cunt. The sensation of his hot cum flooding my pussy pushed me over the edge, and I came undone, my body convulsing in the throes of an intense, mind-numbing orgasm.

Ethan held me close, his heart pounding against my chest as we rode out the aftershocks of our climax. Our bodies glistened with perspiration, the water around us still churning with our frenzied lovemaking.

Ethan must have sensed my growing unease, for he pulled me closer, his strong arms encircling me in a comforting embrace. "Hey," he murmured softly, tilting my chin up to meet his gaze. "It's okay. They're only here one more night, even if they saw us, it won't be awkward for long."

He brushed his lips against mine in a tender kiss, and in that moment, all my worries melted away.

I nodded, feeling reassured by Ethan's words and touch. He was right; even if they had heard us, the Smiths would be gone soon enough, and whatever happened tonight would remain our little secret. For now, I wanted to bask in the afterglow of our passionate encounter.

As we reluctantly disentangled ourselves, we sat back in the tub, enjoying the warm water on our sizzling skin.

Suddenly I heard a noise on the porch. "Mind if we join you?" I froze, my eyes widening in shock as I turned to see Lana standing there, wearing nothing but a towel draped loosely around her slender frame. Behind her, Ben grinned sheepishly, holding up a bottle of champagne.

"We thought maybe you wouldn't mind some company?" His eyes sparkled with mischief as he glanced between Ethan and I, clearly hoping for an invitation. I swallowed hard, glancing nervously at Ethan. This was uncharted territory, and I wasn't sure how to proceed. But as I looked into Ethan's eyes, I saw no hint of alarm - only curiosity and a glimmer of excitement. Slowly, I nodded, gesturing for the couple to join us. "Of course," I said, trying to keep my voice steady.

Lana sauntered over, her hips swaying hypnotically as she dropped her towel to reveal her nude form. Her breasts were small, but perky. She had a thin waist but carried a bigger ass than I had imagined underneath the loose fitting dresses that she wore.

Ben's chest was a mess of black hair barely covering his six-pack abs. He took off his towel, revealing the biggest penis I have ever seen.

I gulped audibly, unable to tear my eyes away from Ben's massive endowment. It hung heavily between his legs, already semi-erect and easily surpassing ten inches in length. Beside me, Ethan shifted uncomfortably, his own member stirring to life once more at the sight of our guests' nudity.

I looked over at him to see if he had noticed my reaction.

Ethan gave me a reassuring smile, his hand finding mine under the water. He squeezed gently, as if to say 'it's okay, let's just go with this.' His other hand trailed lazily up my thigh, sending a shiver down my spine despite the warmth of the hot tub. I bit my lip, trying to calm my racing heart as I turned my attention back to Lana and Ben. They seemed completely at ease.

Lana climbed into the hot tub, settling herself across from us. She stretched languidly, the movement causing rivulets of water to cascade down her curves. "This is lovely," she purred, leaning back against the edge of the tub. "Isn't it, darling?"

Ben nodded, stepping into the water and moving to sit beside her. He popped the champagne, the cork flying off with a loud *pop* before he poured four glasses. He handed one each to Ethan and I before taking a sip from his own glass.

The bubbles tickled my nose as I took a drink, the alcohol immediately going to my head. I felt lightheaded, giddy even, and I couldn't help but giggle. Beside me, Ethan chuckled, pulling me closer to his side.

Lana watched us with a knowing smile. I felt a blush creeping up my cheeks as Lana's gaze lingered on Ethan and me. It was clear what she was thinking - we had been caught in the act earlier, and now here we were, sharing a hot tub with another naked couple. The situation was beyond scandalous, and yet...there was something thrilling about it too. I took another gulp of champagne, relishing the way it made me feel bold and daring.

"So," I said, turning to face Lana directly. "How did you two know where to find us?" I asked the question innocently enough, but there was an undercurrent of flirtation in my tone. I couldn't help it - the combination of the wine, the steamy water, and the charged atmosphere had me feeling playful and provocative.

Beside me, Ethan tensed slightly, but he didn't intervene.

Lana's smile grew wider, her eyes glinting with mischief. "Oh, sweetheart," she purred, her tone laced with playful intrigue. "Ben and I were just in our room, strategizing about how to approach you two downstairs." She let the implication linger for a moment, a teasing spark in her gaze. "When I hear the commotion outside and took a peek, it felt like the universe had delivered the perfect opportunity."

She reached out, trailing a finger along the rim of her champagne flute before bringing it to her lips for a delicate sip. The motion drew my eye to the fullness of her mouth, and I felt a sudden rush of heat pool low in my belly.

Across from us, Ben set his glass aside and stood up, water sluicing down his muscular frame.

I couldn't help but stare as Ben rose from the water, his impressive erection jutting proudly from a nest of dark curls. It bobbed lightly as he moved, drawing the eye like a magnet. Beside me, Ethan cleared his throat, and I quickly tore my gaze away, feeling my cheeks flush with embarrassment.

"I think..." Ethan started, his voice sounding unusually hoarse. "I think we should probably get back to the main house and check on the kids. It's getting late..."

His words trailed off uncertainly, and I could sense his reluctance to leave this charged moment behind. Part of me wanted to agree, to escape while we still could. But another part, emboldened by the champagne and the sultry atmosphere, and curious about Ben's massive size, yearned to see where this might lead.

I turned to Ethan, my eyes searching his face for guidance. In that instant, everything hinged on his response.

Ethan's eyes met mine, a mix of desire and apprehension warring within their depths. He knew exactly what I was asking without needing words. After a tense moment, he gave a slight nod, a subtle signal that he was willing to continue this path, even as uncertainty gnawed at him.

That decision sealed our fate, and the atmosphere in the hot tub shifted irrevocably. Lana's grin widened, a predatory gleam entering her eyes as she watched the interplay between us. Ben, too, seemed to sense the change, his cock twitching with interest.

Without breaking eye contact with Ethan, I slid further into the water, letting it lap at my breasts. The cool air on my heated skin sent shivers coursing through me. I wet my lips, my pulse pounding in anticipation of what might come next.

"Stay," I whispered, my voice barely audible above the bubbling of the jets. It was an invitation and a plea rolled into one, a silent acknowledgement that we were both diving headfirst into uncharted territory.

Ethan's breath hitched as he drank in the sight of me, nipples pebbled beneath the surface of the churning water. I could see the struggle playing out across his handsome features - the internal debate between caution and carnal desire.

After a beat, he nodded almost imperceptibly, giving me the green light to proceed. A thrill raced through me, equal parts fear and exhilaration. I turned to Lana and Ben, my heart hammering wildly in my chest.

Lana's eyes gleamed with triumph as she witnessed the silent exchange between Ethan and me. She leaned forward, her pert breasts rising tantalizingly above the waterline. "Excellent choice," she murmured, her voice dripping with sensual promise.

Ben wasted no time in closing the distance between them, his large hands coming to rest possessively on Lana's hips. He pulled her flush against him, grinding his thick erection against her ass as he nuzzled into her neck. Lana moaned softly, arching into his touch.

Their erotic display sent a jolt of pure lust straight to my core. I squirmed in my seat, pressing my thighs together as I tried to relieve the growing ache between them. Beside me, Ethan shifted uncomfortably, and I knew he was struggling with similar desires.

Unable to resist temptation any longer, I reached out tentatively, my fingertips grazing Lana's shoulder. Her skin was slick with moisture, warm and inviting under my touch. Emboldened by her lack of protest, I allowed my hand to wander lower, skimming over the swell of her breast.

Lana gasped softly, her nipple hardening under my ministrations. Encouraged, I cupped the soft mound fully, marveling at its weight in my palm. Behind her, Ben growled approvingly, his grip tightening on her hips as he rocked against her.

Ethan watched the scene unfold with rapt fascination, his breathing growing heavier by the second. Slowly, almost hesitantly, he reached out to trail a finger down Lana's spine, following the curve of her back until he reached the cleft of her ass.

Lana shivered at the dual touches, a soft whimper escaping her lips. She leaned back into Ben's embrace, her body undulating sinuously as she savored the attention. "Mmm, so much better than champagne," she purred, her voice husky with arousal.

Ben's hands roamed freely over Lana's curves, kneading and squeezing as he mapped every inch of her ass. He dipped lower, fingers delving between her thighs to tease at her slick folds. Lana's hips bucked eagerly, seeking more of his touch.

Meanwhile, Ethan's exploration of Lana's rear ended abruptly when his finger brushed against Ben's. For a tense moment, they simply stared at each other, the intensity of the contact sparking a palpable tension.

The air between Ethan and Ben crackled with unspoken challenge, a silent standoff that held the power to shift the dynamics of our little group entirely. I found myself holding my breath, watching the play of emotions cross their faces as they assessed each other.

Finally, Ben's gaze flickered to me, a slow, wicked smile spreading across his features. Without breaking eye contact, he reached out and caressed my breasts, lightly touching my nipple.

Ethan's attention snapped back to Lana, his own hunger rekindled by the erotic display. His hand drifted lower, finding her clit as Ben's cock pumped in and out of her.

Lana keened loudly as Ethan's fingers worked her sensitive bud, her hips grinding shamelessly against his hand. The combined stimulation of Ben's thick shaft stretching her open and Ethan's skillful touch sent her hurtling towards the edge embarrassingly fast.

"Fuck, yes!" she cried out, her inner walls clamping down around Ben's pistoning length. "Don't stop, both of you!"

Her desperate pleas only spurred them on, their movements becoming more urgent, more primal. The sounds of slick flesh meeting slick flesh echoed obscenely in the night air, mingling with Lana's escalating moans.

I watched, transfixed, as Lana came apart at the seams, her body shaking with the force of her release. The sight of her pleasure, coupled with the knowledge that my husband's fingers had brought her to such heights, ignited a fire deep within me.

Unable to hold back any longer, I surged forward, capturing Lana's lips in a searing kiss. She responded hungrily, her tongue tangling with mine as she rode out the aftershocks of her orgasm. Beneath us, Ben groaned, his rhythm faltering as Lana's fluttering walls milked him for all he was worth.

Breaking the kiss, I turned to Ethan, my eyes blazing with need. "Take me," I breathed, the words falling from my lips like a prayer. "Right here, right now."

Ethan didn't hesitate, his hands gripping my waist as he lifted me effortlessly out of the hot tub. Water cascaded off my naked form, leaving me shivering in the cool night air. He carried me to the lounge chair next to the tub, laying me down gently on the plush cushions.

With a hungry look in his eyes, he crawled onto the chair beside me, his muscular frame looming over mine. He claimed my mouth in a fierce kiss, his tongue plundering the depths as his hands roamed my body, mapping every curve and valley.

I arched into Ethan's touch, craving more of his heat, his strength. His mouth left mine to blaze a trail of kisses down my neck, his teeth scraping delicately along the sensitive skin. I tilted my head back, offering him greater access as he worshiped my body with his lips and tongue.

With a low growl of satisfaction, Ethan thrust deep, burying himself to the hilt within my welcoming heat. I wrapped my legs around his waist, drawing him impossibly closer as he began to move, his powerful strokes driving me wild with pleasure.

The sensation of being filled so completely by my husband, while still basking in the afterglow of watching Lana's explosive climax, pushed me rapidly towards the brink. My nails dug into Ethan's back, urging him on as I met each of his thrusts with eager rolls of my hips.

In the tub, Lana and Ben continued their passionate tangle, the sound of their heavy panting and slapping flesh filling the night air. The erotic symphony blended perfectly with the rhythmic pounding of Ethan's cock, threatening to send me careening over the edge at any moment.

I couldn't hold back any longer, the mounting pressure inside me reaching a fever pitch. With a sharp cry, I came undone, my inner muscles clenching rhythmically around Ethan's throbbing shaft as wave after wave of ecstasy crashed over me.

As I floated back to earth, still trembling from the force of my orgasm, I became aware of movement behind me. Glancing over my shoulder, I saw Lana and Ben emerging from the hot tub, their bodies glistening with water droplets in the moonlight.

Lana approached us slowly, her hips swaying hypnotically as she moved. She settled herself on the ground next to Ethan, kneeling next to his pistoning cock. She reached out her tongue to lick it as he went in and out, squeezing his muscled ass with one hand.

Ben took up position on the opposite end of the chair, his hands exploring every inch of my body. His fingers massaged around my sensitive clit, circling in a motion that made me see stars. At the same time, Lana's other hand cupped Ethan's balls, cradling them gently as he pounded.

I cried out, my back arching off the chair as the dual stimulation proved too much to bear. My orgasm ripped through me like a wildfire, consuming everything in its path. Waves of intense pleasure crashed over me, leaving me breathless and quaking in their wake.

As the final tremors subsided, I collapsed back onto the chair, spent and sated. Ethan followed shortly after, his own release triggered by Lana's ministrations and the tight clasp of my pulsing sex. He emptied himself deep inside me with a guttural moan, his hips jerking erratically as he rode out the waves of his climax.

Lana pulled his cock out of my enveloping warmth and licked Ethan clean, her tongue swirling around his sensitive tip until he shuddered and pulled away. Rising gracefully to her feet, she bent down to press a tender kiss to my forehead before settling herself on the chair beside me, her head resting on my shoulder. Ben joined us moments later, draping an arm possessively around Lana's waist as he nuzzled her neck.

In the warm aftermath, the four of us lay tangled together, basking in the glow of shared passion. Our bodies were entwined, limbs strewn across the lounge chair in a post-coital heap. The night air was heavy with the scent of sex and damp skin, a heady perfume that seemed to amplify the contentment washing over me.

Lana stirred against me, her eyelids fluttering open to reveal those mesmerizing blue eyes. A lazy smile played at the corners of her mouth as she took in our disheveled state. "That was incredible," she murmured, her voice husky with satisfaction.

I nodded in agreement, snuggling closer to Ethan who wrapped his arms around me protectively. "Definitely one for the memory books," I agreed, feeling a sense of deep connection with both my husband and our new friends. "We should get to bed though."

Ethan chuckled, pressing a kiss to the top of my head. "Too many chores around the farm." He winked at Lana and Ben, who grinned back at him.

"Should we pick this up tomorrow night? Maybe take things…a bit further?" Ben offered. I stole a glance at Ethan, gauging his reaction. A slow grin spread across Ethan's face, his eyes sparkling with anticipation. "I think we could accommodate you," he replied, giving my hip a squeeze.

Lana and Ben exchanged a triumphant look, clearly pleased by the acceptance of their invitation. They helped gather our scattered clothes and belongings, chatting amiably about plans for the breakfast as they did so. Once everything was accounted for, the couple bid us goodnight, disappearing into the guest house with.

As we made our way back to the farmhouse, I leaned heavily against Ethan, my legs still weak from the exertions of the night. He supported my weight, guiding me inside and up the stairs to our bedroom. We fell into bed together, exhausted but deeply satisfied, our minds already racing ahead to the possibilities of what tomorrow might bring.


CHAPTER 3

The morning sun streamed through the kitchen window, casting a warm glow over the table where Ethan and I sat, sipping our coffee. The events of the previous night still lingered in the air between us, a palpable energy that seemed to hum beneath the surface of our conversation. We had both been awake before the sun came up, tending to our various chores around the farm, and that whole time it was all I could think about.

"I can't believe that actually happened," I said, shaking my head in disbelief. "It feels like a dream."

Ethan reached across the table to take my hand, his calloused fingers intertwining with mine. "It definitely wasn't a dream," he chuckled, his eyes twinkling with mischief. "Though I wouldn't mind if it turned into a recurring one. That was just so…hot."

I laughed, feeling a flutter in my chest at the thought of repeating the intimate encounter with Lana and Ben. "Well, they certainly seem interested in making it happen again tonight," I noted, recalling their enthusiastic response to Ethan's acceptance of their invitation.

Ethan nodded, a thoughtful expression crossing his face. "They seem like great people, with very open minds, and I really enjoy having them here. But..." He paused, choosing his words carefully. "I want to make sure we're all on the same page here, Julie. If we're going to explore this further, I need to know that you're comfortable with the idea of us sleeping with other people."

My heart skipped a beat at his candid admission, a mix of emotions swirling inside me. Ethan had always been honest and communicative, but this was a whole new level of vulnerability.

I looked into Ethan's eyes, searching for any sign of uncertainty or doubt. What I found instead was a profound trust and love, a commitment to our relationship that extended beyond the boundaries of traditional monogamy. It was a trust that I, in turn, was determined to honor and nurture.

"I am comfortable with it," I said firmly, squeezing his hand. "In fact, the more I think about it, the more excited I become. Seeing you please Lana last night awakened something in me."

Ethan's face lit up with relief and joy, his grip on my hand tightening. "Really? You mean that?"

I smiled, leaning in to brush a gentle kiss across his lips. "Absolutely. But the question is...how far are you willing to go?"

Ethan's gaze locked with mine, a spark of desire igniting in the depths of his eyes. "As far as you are," he replied, his voice low and husky. "Your comfort and consent are non-negotiable. But I'm not ruling out anything, Julie. Not anymore."

His words sent a thrill through me, a rush of excitement mixed with a hint of trepidation. The possibilities were endless, and yet, there was also a certain vulnerability in embracing such a radical shift in our relationship dynamics.

"I think we should keep it to group stuff," I suggested, needing to clarify the boundaries and expectations that would guide our exploration. "I want us both to be satisfied, and together. I don't want you to be a cuckold, or to have a mistress I’ve never even met."

Ethan considered my words carefully, his brow furrowed in concentration. After a moment, he nodded slowly, a look of understanding dawning on his face.

"You're right," he said, his tone thoughtful. "That's the best way to make sure things are as equitable as possible. But now for a serious question."

He took a sip of his coffee, his eyes never leaving mine. "Do you think you can take all of Ben's cock? That thing was fucking huge."

I felt a shiver run down my spine at the vivid memory of Ben's impressive endowment. The way it hung between his legs and filled Lana so fully. While Ethan's size suited me perfectly, Ben's sheer girth was like nothing I'd ever seen.

"I think so," I replied hesitantly, trying to gauge Ethan's reaction. "But it would definitely be a challenge. I've never taken a dick that big before." Ethan's eyes widened slightly at my admission, a mix of concern and arousal flickering across his features. "I guess we'll find out tonight," he said, his voice tinged with a protective edge despite the underlying desire.


CHAPTER 4

As the day wore on, Ethan and I threw ourselves into our usual chores, the mundane tasks providing a welcome distraction from the sexual tension simmering just beneath the surface. We tended to the animals, harvested vegetables from the garden, and I prepared meals for our kids and guests.

Late in the afternoon, as the sun began its slow descent towards the horizon, Lana and Ben arrived, their presence immediately injecting a playful energy into the atmosphere. We spent the next few hours taking them on a horse ride, pointing out various sights and sharing stories about life in the country. Ben seemed particularly fascinated by the livestock, peppering Ethan with questions about farming techniques and animal husbandry.

"Just one bull for all of these heffers?" he asked. Ethan laughed at Ben's comment, nodding his head. "Yep, just the one. He keeps the ladies happy, if you catch my drift." He gave a knowing wink.

Lana giggled, leaning into Ben. "Sounds like someone else I know." She glanced at me, a mischievous glint in her eye.

I blushed, feeling a surge of heat between my thighs at the suggestion. That evening couldn't come soon enough.

As the stars began to twinkle overhead, signaling dusk's approach, we gathered around the dinner table, the tantalizing aroma of roasted fresh vegetables wafting from the oven and grilled steaks from outside. Conversation flowed easily, punctuated by laughter and the clinking of silverware against plates.

After the meal, Ethan and I cleared the dishes while Lana and Ben settled into the living room, pouring glasses of wine and engaging in easy banter. The atmosphere was relaxed and intimate, the promise of a sensual evening hanging heavy in the air.

Once the kitchen was spotless, Ethan pulled me close, his hands roaming possessively over my curves. "Ready to get this party started?" he murmured against my ear, his breath sending shivers down my spine.

I nodded, my pulse racing with anticipation. I leaned into Ethan's embrace, savoring the warmth of his touch and the familiar scent of his skin. "More than ready," I whispered back, my body already thrumming with desire.

Together, we made our way to the living room, where Lana and Ben were waiting. Lana looked stunning in a tight sundress that clung to her curves, her hair cascading over her shoulders in soft waves. Ben, too, had changed into a pair of loose-fitting lounge pants that hung low on his hips, emphasizing his broad chest and muscular arms.

"Took you two long enough," Lana teased, patting the space beside her on the couch. "We were starting to think you'd gotten lost in there."

Ethan chuckled, guiding me to sit next to Lana as he claimed the spot on her other side. Ben settled onto the floor in front of us, his eyes never leaving mine as he reached out to gently trace a finger along my inner thigh, just above the hem of my skirt. "I hope you saved some of that delicious food for later," he purred, his voice low and seductive. "Because I plan on working up an appetite."

His bold advance sent a jolt of electricity through me, and I could feel Ethan's attention sharpening, his own desires rising to the surface. Lana, meanwhile, was watching the exchange with a knowing smile, her hand resting casually on Ethan's knee under the guise of friendly contact.

The room seemed to grow warmer, the air thickening with unspoken promises and forbidden delights.

I bit my lip, my heart pounding in my chest as Ben's fingers danced closer to my panties. His touch was electric, sending sparks of pleasure coursing through my veins. I glanced over at Ethan, seeing the hunger in his eyes mirrored on my own face.

"Ben," I breathed, my voice barely audible over the crackling of the fireplace. "I think you might be getting ahead of yourself."

But even as I spoke, I couldn't deny the ache building between my thighs, the desperate need for more of his skilled touch. Ethan's hand found its way to my knee, giving it a reassuring squeeze as if to say, "It's okay, let him explore."

Lana's soft chuckle broke the tense silence. "Relax, Julie. We're all friends here. Just say the word if you want him to stop."

Ben's eyes gleamed with mischief at Lana's encouragement, his fingers inching higher until they brushed against the damp fabric of my panties. "Oh, I don't think she wants me to stop," he said, his voice dripping with confidence. "In fact, I think she's been craving this all day."

Without waiting for a response, he slipped his hand beneath the elastic, his calloused palm pressing against my slick folds. A gasp escaped my lips as he stroked through my wetness, teasing my clit with gentle circles.

Ethan's grip on my knee tightened, but instead of pulling away, he leaned in to capture my mouth in a searing kiss, his tongue delving deep to tangle with mine. The dual sensations of Ben's fingers and Ethan's lips left me breathless, my body arching into their touch.

I moaned into Ethan's kiss, my hips rocking subtly against Ben's hand as he continued to explore my most sensitive areas. The combination of Ethan's passionate embrace and Ben's skilled fingers was almost too much to bear, and yet I craved more.

Breaking free from Ethan's lips, I turned to face Ben, my eyes locked on his as I parted my thighs further, inviting him deeper. "Yes, please," I whispered, my voice trembling with need. "Touch me more."

At the same time, I reached out to trail my fingers through Ethan's hair, urging him to join in the intimacy unfolding before us. Lana watched the scene with rapt attention, her own desire palpable in the charged atmosphere of the room. She started working on Ethan's belt buckle.

Ben's eyes darkened with lust at my wanton invitation, and he wasted no time in sliding two fingers inside me, his thumb continuing to circle my clit. I cried out softly, my walls clenching around his digits as he pumped them in and out, setting a steady rhythm designed to drive me wild.

Meanwhile, Ethan obliged my silent plea, capturing my mouth once more in a deep, consuming kiss. His hands roamed my body, palming my breasts and tweaking my nipples through the thin fabric of my blouse. I could feel his hardness pressing against my hip, a potent reminder of what was to come.

Lana worked efficiently to free Ethan's cock, her nimble fingers making quick work of his zipper and the fastenings of his boxers.

Lost in a haze of pleasure, I barely registered Lana's actions, my focus entirely on the dual sensations of Ben's fingers plunging into my core and Ethan's lips claiming mine. Ethan's hands on my breasts sent jolts of electricity straight to my throbbing clit, which Ben was expertly stimulating.

My climax built rapidly, the coil of tension within me winding tighter and tighter. "Don't stop," I pleaded, my voice a ragged whisper against Ethan's lips. "I'm so close..."

With a final thrust of his fingers, Ben pushed me over the edge. I came hard, my inner muscles clamping down on his digits as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. My hips bucked uncontrollably, threatening to throw his fingers free, but he held on tight. At the same time, Ethan's tongue delved deep into my mouth, swallowing my cries of pleasure.

As the aftershocks subsided, I collapsed back against the couch, panting heavily. Ben slowly withdrew his fingers, bringing them to his lips to taste my essence. "Mmm, you taste so good, Julie," he murmured, his eyes never leaving mine as he licked them clean.

Ethan took advantage of my weakened state, slipping a hand beneath my skirt to caress my bare thigh. "You look stunning like this," he praised, his gaze raking over my flushed face and disheveled hair. "So beautiful when you're coming undone."

Lana, meanwhile, had positioned herself between Ethan's legs, her warm breath fanning over the head of his cock as she gazed up at him with a sultry smile. "Your turn now, big guy," she purred, wrapping her fingers around his shaft and giving it a slow stroke.

Ethan groaned, his head falling back against the couch as Lana's hand worked him to full mast. Sated and spent, I lay limp on the couch, my body still trembling from my intense orgasm. Ethan's hand on my thigh was the only thing keeping me grounded, anchoring me amidst the sea of pleasure that threatened to pull me under.

I watched as Lana took control of Ethan's arousal, her slender fingers gliding effortlessly over his length. He groaned, his eyes fluttering shut as he surrendered himself to her touch. "That feels amazing," he murmured, his voice husky with desire.

I shifted slightly, propping myself up on one elbow to get a better view of the erotic tableau unfolding before me. "You're both so good at this," I admitted, my gaze flickering between Ethan's face and Lana's determined expression.

Ben chuckled, sticking his head between my thighs. "Just wait until we really get started," he teased, trailing his fingertips along my wet pussy. "This is just the beginning."

Lana looked up at Ethan through her lashes, her pink tongue darting out to swipe across the swollen head of his cock. "Mmm, you also taste even better than I imagined," she purred, her words vibrating against his sensitive flesh.

She wrapped her lips around him then, taking him deep into her mouth with a slow, deliberate motion. Ethan gasped, his hands flying to her hair as he fought the urge to thrust into her welcoming heat. For such a small girl, she was really capable of taking a lot of dick in her mouth. But with her husband, I couldn't be surprised.

As I watched Lana take Ethan deep, my own desires began to stir once more. Ben's fingers were still playing with my sensitive folds, coaxing me back to the brink of another climax. I bit my lip, trying to stifle a moan lest I distract Lana from her task.

But it was no use - the sight of Ethan's face contorting in pleasure as Lana sucked him off was far too arousing. I felt my pussy clench, a fresh wave of liquid heat flooding my core. "Fuck, that's hot," I breathed, my voice thick with lust.

Glancing over at Ben, I gave him an imperceptible nod. "Do it," I mouthed silently, my eyes burning with anticipation. It was time to take things to the next level.

Ben caught the subtle signal, a wicked grin spreading across his face. Without hesitation, he buried his face in my vagina, licking at my most sensitive parts.

I let out a sharp cry as Ben's tongue invaded my depths, his skillful licks sending shockwaves of pleasure coursing through my body. His nose pressed against my clit, inhaling deeply as if savoring my scent, and I could feel the vibrations of his moans against my tender flesh.

"Oh god, yes!" I whimpered, my hips bucking involuntarily as I ground myself against his face. The dual sensations of Ben's oral attentions and Lana's continued suction on Ethan's cock were almost overwhelming, pushing me closer and closer to the edge of another explosive climax.

"Please, I can't...it's too much!" I gasped, my nails digging into the cushions as I struggled to maintain some semblance of control. But it was futile - I was completely at their mercy.

Ben redoubled his efforts, his tongue delving deeper into my core as he suckled on my clit. The sensation of his mouth on me, combined with the knowledge that Lana was pleasuring Ethan mere feet away, proved to be the final straw.

I screamed, my body convulsing as a shattering orgasm ripped through me. Wave after wave of pure bliss washed over me, leaving me gasping and twitching in the aftermath. Ben lingered, lapping gently at my spasming sex until the last tremors subsided.

As I floated back to reality, I became aware of Lana releasing Ethan's cock with a soft pop. She sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, while Ethan stared down at her with a mix of awe and adoration. "Holy shit," he breathed.

Dazed and reeling from the intensity of my orgasm, I managed to pry my eyes open, blinking up at Ben as he lifted his head from between my thighs. A smear of my juices glistened on his lips, and I felt a perverse sense of pride knowing I'd marked him so thoroughly.

"Wow," I whispered, my voice shaky from exertion. "That was incredible." I reached for Ben, tugging him up onto the couch beside me. As our bodies touched, I could feel the heat radiating off us, a testament to the passion that had just been unleashed.

Glancing over at Ethan and Lana, I saw them exchanging tender kisses, their desire for each other palpable in the air. Ethan pulled Lana into his lap, cradling her against his chest as he deepened their kiss. One hand slid down to cup her ass, squeezing the supple flesh possessively.

Ben turned to me, his eyes dark with lust as he claimed my mouth in a searing kiss. His tongue danced with mine, exploring every inch of my mouth with a hunger that left me breathless.

Meanwhile, Lana broke the kiss to trail her lips along Ethan's jawline, nipping and sucking at his skin. "I need you inside me," she urged, her voice low and sultry.

Ethan stood, lifting Lana effortlessly in his arms. "As you wish," he murmured, placing her down on the couch. As Ethan positioned Lana on the couch, I found myself craving the same intimate contact. Breaking the kiss with Ben, I gazed up at him with pleading eyes. "Take me," I whispered, my voice heavy with desire. "I want to feel you deep inside me."

Ben didn't hesitate, quickly shedding his clothes and positioning himself between my thighs. I started at his massive cock, unsure if I could actually take it. I'd had bigger than Ethan before, back in college. But not this big.

Ben grasped his thick shaft, rubbing the engorged head against my slick entrance. "Don't worry," he reassured me, his voice a low rumble. "I'll go nice and slow. Just relax and let me fill you up."

With that, he pushed forward, the bulbous tip parting my lower lips. I gasped as he breached my tight channel, the stretch intense but not painful. Slowly, incrementally, he sank deeper, his cockhead bumping against my cervix.

I let out a sharp cry as Ben pushed into me, his girth stretching my walls wide to accommodate his impressive size. Each inch he gained sent waves of pleasure rippling through my body, the sensation so intense it bordered on pain.

Despite his promise to go slow, I could feel him pressing deeper and deeper, filling me in ways I hadn't thought possible. By the time he was fully sheathed within me, I was panting and whimpering, my body wracked with pleasure.

"More," I begged, my hands clutching at his biceps for support. "Give it to me, Ben. Fuck me like you mean it." Ben grinned down at me, his eyes alight with primal hunger. "Your wish is my command," he growled, drawing back slowly before slamming home again. The force of his thrust rocked me to my core, a scream tearing from my throat as ecstasy exploded behind my eyes.

He set a brutal pace, pounding into me with wild abandon. The obscene sound of flesh slapping against flesh filled the room, mingling with our harsh pants and cries of rapture. I could feel every ridge and vein of his massive cock dragging along my inner walls, stoking the fires of my impending release.

Lost in the throes of passion, I barely registered Lana's keening moans or the rhythmic thumping of the couch cushions as Ethan took her hard and fast.

The relentless onslaught of Ben's thrusts soon had me teetering on the brink of another mind-shattering climax. His cock pistoned in and out of me with ruthless efficiency, each stroke hitting that sweet spot deep inside that made stars explode behind my eyelids.

"I'm close," I panted, my nails scoring down Ben's back as I tried to urge him faster, harder. "Don't stop, please don't stop!"

My words seemed to spur him on, his hips snapping forward with renewed vigor. The pressure built and built, coiling tighter and tighter in my core until finally, with a hoarse shriek, I came undone. My pussy clenched around Ben's cock like a vice as wave after wave of euphoria crashed over me, leaving me limp and quivering in its wake.

Ben groaned, his rhythm faltering as my fluttering walls gripped him like a silken fist. As my orgasm subsided, he kept pumping, not ready to finish yet.

Feeling Ben continue to thrust despite my spent state, I glanced over at Lana and Ethan to see how they were faring. I watched in fascination as Ethan pounded into Lana, his cock disappearing into her with each powerful thrust. Her breasts jiggled wildly with each impact, her nipples hard and erect, begging for attention.

Suddenly, Ethan stiffened above Lana, a guttural roar escaping his lips as he climaxed. His cock pulsed and twitched inside Lana, ropes of hot cum painting her insides as he emptied himself into her.

Lana's back arched sharply, her own climax cresting in tandem with Ethan's. Her pussy clamped down on his spurting cock, milking him for every drop as she rode out the aftershocks.

Ben's gaze flicked to the erotic scene unfolding across the room, his own arousal reignited by the sight of Ethan's seed flooding Lana's depths. With a grunt, he buried himself to the hilt inside me once more, his cock throbbing as he neared his peak.

"Fuck, Julie," he rasped, his voice strained with effort. "I'm gonna... Ahh!" With one final, brutal thrust, he erupted, his hot cum flooding my womb as he spilled himself deep within me.

As Ben's seed pumped into me, I felt a sense of completion wash over me. Our combined releases coated my insides, sealing our connection in a way that went beyond mere physical intimacy.

Panting heavily, Ben collapsed on top of me, his weight a comforting presence as we both struggled to catch our breath. I wrapped my arms around him, holding him close as we basked in the afterglow of our passionate encounter.

Looking over at Lana and Ethan, I saw them cuddled up together, their post-coital bliss evident in the soft smiles and contented sighs that drifted between them. It was a moment of perfect harmony.

In the warm aftermath, the four of us lay entwined, savoring the tender moments that followed such intense lovemaking. Ethan and Lana's bodies still hummed with residual pleasure, while Ben and I shared a deep, satisfying connection.

As the minutes ticked by, our breathing slowed and our hearts calmed. Gentle kisses and soothing caresses replaced the frenzied passion of earlier, nurturing the bond we now shared.

Lana stirred first, her fingers tracing idle patterns on Ethan's chest. "That was incredible," she murmured, a dreamy smile playing on her lips. "You guys might be our favorite couple ever."

Ethan chuckled, his arms tightening around her. "This didn't seem like y'all's first time." I shot a glance at Ben, curious about his response to Ethan's comment. To my surprise, a sheepish grin spread across his face.

"You caught us," Ben admitted, his cheeks flushing slightly. "Lana and I have been exploring the lifestyle for a little while now. But this... tonight? It was something special."

Lana nodded in agreement, her hand finding Ben's and giving it a squeeze. "We've played with others before, sure. But there was just something different about you two. A chemistry that can't be faked."

She turned to me, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "So, what do you say, Julie? Same time next year?"

I laughed, shaking my head in amusement. "I think we can make that work. We'll put you on the books."

Ben grinned, pulling me closer. "I second that motion. Though maybe next time, we should find a sturdier surface. That couch is going to need some serious repairs after tonight."

Ethan and Lana burst out laughing at Ben's comment, the tension in the room dissipating completely. I couldn't help but join in, giggling as I imagined the state of our poor living room furniture.

As the laughter died down, I looked around at the four of us, feeling an overwhelming sense of gratitude and contentment. Tonight had been more than just a sexual adventure - it had been a reminder of the beauty and diversity of human connection.

"Thank you all for making this such a memorable night," I said, my voice sincere. "I can't wait for next year!"


CHAPTER 5

The next morning, as we said our goodbyes to Ben and Lana, I turned to Ethan. "That was so fun. A pity we have to wait a whole year to do it again, though. Ethan smiled, wrapping an arm around my waist as we walked back to the farmhouse.

"Tell you what, sweetheart. The next time a young, attractive couple comes to stay with us," He leaned in, whispering huskily in my ear, "we'll be the ones showing them how it's done in the hot tub."

I shivered at the prospect, my pulse quickening with excitement. "Mmm, I like the way you think," I purred, pressing myself against him. "Let's make it happen."

As we entered the cozy warmth of our farmhouse, I knew that this was only the beginning of many more exciting adventures to come. And with Ethan by my side, I was ready to embrace whatever pleasures life had in store for us.

◆◆◆
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