
        
            
                
            
        

    
CHAPTER 1

I won’t sugarcoat it—finding our next couple to swing with wasn’t a walk in the park. There were times when we thought we were making progress with another couple, only for them to suddenly shut down when conversation turned sexual and call it a night early. Sometimes I was not attracted to the man and used my veto power. Ethan less often.

Work around the farm and taking care of our children took up most of our waking hours though, so there wasn’t too much time to dwell on it.

It had been months since Ben and Lana had come to stay at our farm hotel, introducing us to a world of pleasure we had barely even imagined before. Ethan and I had a great sex life before that experience. Afterwards it was phenomenal.

With a sigh, I leaned back into the worn leather couch, feeling the coolness seep into my skin. The soft glow of the lamp cast long shadows across the room as I gazed out the window at the moonlit fields.

The scent of fresh earth filled the air, mingling with the faint aroma of woodsmoke drifting from the fireplace. It was a comforting smell, one that always brought me peace.

I checked the clock, the next guests were late to check in by a few hours. I wondered if they were going to show up at all. "Any word from the Thompsons?" I asked Ethan.

Ethan looked up from his phone, a furrowed brow betraying his concern. "Nope, nothing yet," he replied, setting the device aside. He stood and crossed over to the window, peering out into the darkness. "I've tried calling, but it just rings to voicemail."

I frowned, worry gnawing at my insides. They had booked the B&B weeks ago, paid their deposit, and seemed eager to visit our little slice of paradise. But now... radio silence.

I busied myself tidying the already spotless living room, straightening throw pillows and wiping down surfaces that didn't need it. Anything to keep my mind occupied. The minutes ticked by with agonizing slowness.

Finally, just as I was about to suggest we call it a night, headlights cut through the gloom outside. A car pulled up the gravel drive, kicking up dust beneath its tires.

I hurried to the door, Ethan close behind. As the engine died and doors creaked open, I smoothed my hair and plastered on my warmest smile, ready to welcome our wayward guests.

Two figures emerged from the vehicle - a tall, broad-shouldered man and a curvy woman with cascading chestnut locks. They moved towards us with confident strides, luggage in hand.

As they drew closer, I couldn't help but notice how striking they both were. The man had chiseled features and piercing blue eyes that seemed to bore right through you. His companion was equally captivating, her blue dress hugging every curve like it was painted on. Her thighs were thick but toned, meeting up with a well toned ass at her mid-section. Her breasts heaved with each step, and I wondered how perky they would be once the bra came off.

"Welcome!" I called out, my voice carrying a hint of relief. "I'm Julie, this is my husband Ethan. You must be the Thompsons?"

The man flashed a dazzling smile. "That's right, I'm Jack. And this is my wife, Olivia." He gestured to the stunning brunette beside him.

Olivia stepped forward, extending a perfectly manicured hand.

I shook Olivia's hand firmly, noting the softness of her skin despite the firm grip. Her fingers lingered just a moment longer than necessary, sending a shiver down my spine.

"Delighted to meet you both," I said, trying to sound casual despite the flutter in my chest. "Come, let's get your bags inside."

As we led them into the house, I couldn't help but steal glances at Olivia's lush figure, imagining how she'd look draped over Ethan in bed. Jack, too, caught my eye - those intense blue orbs seemed to hold secrets and promises of pleasures untold.

We showed them to their room, chatting amiably about the local attractions and farm activities. Once they were settled, Ethan and I exchanged a knowing look. No vetoes from either of us. Could they be our next conquest?


CHAPTER 2

The next morning, I woke before dawn, as was my habit. The sky was still a deep shade of indigo, stars twinkling like diamonds scattered across the fabric of the universe. I slipped out of bed with Ethan and both of us padded silently downstairs.

Outside, the rooster crowed, signaling the start of a new day. Horses whinnied in the nearby stables, and the rumble of Ethan’s tractor echoed across the fields. Our farm was coming alive.

With the first light of dawn creeping over the horizon, I made my way down to the barn. The cool morning air nipped at my cheeks as I pushed open the heavy wooden door, releasing a cloud of steamy breath from my lungs.

Inside, the animals stirred, their sleepy eyes blinking open as I approached. I greeted each one by name, scratching behind ears and checking hooves for any signs of distress. The familiar routine helped clear my mind, preparing me for the day ahead.

Once finished with the horses, I moved onto the dairy cows, milking them one by one. Their soft moos filled the air, a soothing melody against the rustle of straw beneath my boots.

Afterwards, I headed back to the farmhouse, muscles aching pleasantly from the work. A hot cup of coffee sounded heavenly right about now...

I looked over to the guest house and saw Olivia sitting on the porch. She waved me over.

Curiosity piqued, I walked over to the guesthouse, my bare feet sinking into the dewy grass. As I climbed the steps, Olivia smiled warmly, patting the seat beside her.

"Good morning, Julie," she said, her voice husky from sleep. "I hope I'm not disturbing you. I just wanted some quiet time before facing the day."

"Not at all," I assured her, settling onto the weathered wood. "I actually prefer these early mornings. There's something peaceful about watching the world wake up."

Olivia nodded, her gaze drifting out over the rolling hills. "I know what you mean. Back home, I'm usually rushing around, getting the kids ready for school, getting myself ready for work. Here, it feels like a different pace altogether."

She turned to me, her expression thoughtful. "You have beautiful eyes," she told me.

Olivia's words hung in the air, heavy with unspoken meaning. I felt a flush rise to my cheeks as I met her gaze, my heart skipping a beat. There was an intensity in her eyes, a spark of attraction that left no room for misinterpretation.

"Thank you," I murmured, my voice barely audible over the gentle breeze rustling the leaves. "You're quite lovely yourself."

Our eyes locked, the distance between us shrinking until it felt like mere inches separated our faces. Time seemed to stand still, the world narrowing down to this singular moment of connection.

"Should I get some coffee going, for you and Jack?" I asked, feeling awkward but aroused by our impromptu staring contest.

Olivia bit her lower lip, a coy smile playing at the corners of her mouth. “Sure," she purred, brushing a stray lock of hair from her face. Her fingers lingered, tracing the delicate line of her jaw.

As I watched Olivia's slender fingers brush against her porcelain skin, I felt a jolt of electricity course through my veins. The simple gesture was somehow erotic, a preview of intimate touches to come.

"I should probably get dressed," she mused, glancing down at her silk robe. It clung to her curves like a second skin, the deep V-neckline revealing tantalizing glimpses of her ample cleavage.

Feeling bold, I reached out and touched the front of her robe. "We just got these robes," I murmured. "So soft. Do you like it?"

Olivia's breath hitched as my fingers grazed the silky fabric, her nipples visibly hardening under the thin material. She leaned into my touch, a soft sigh escaping her lips.

"It's divine," she whispered, her voice husky with desire.

Without breaking eye contact, I slowly slid my hand down, tracing the swell of her breast before continuing along the robe's seam. "My husband and I have an... arrangement," I whispered back, my tone suggestive. "Maybe the four of us could have fun later?"

Olivia's pupils dilated, her breathing growing shallow as my fingers danced along the edge of her robe. The air was electric with tension, charged with the promise of forbidden delights.

"Oh, I don't know," she breathed, her words punctuated by a tremulous exhale. "Jack can be quite...jealous."

Her hand found mine, intertwining our fingers as she pulled me closer. The heat emanating from her body was palpable, seeping into my pores and igniting a fire within me.

I squeezed her hand gently, my own pulse racing in tandem with hers. "Maybe he'll change his mind when he realizes he can have me too," I suggested, leaning in until our foreheads touched.

Olivia's eyes flashed with excitement at my brazen suggestion, her free hand sliding up to cup my cheek. "I don't know how he'd be able to refuse," she purred, her warm breath ghosting across my lips.

Our mouths hovered a hairsbreadth apart, the anticipation building until it became almost unbearable. Without warning I pulled away. "Let's have drinks after dinner, see where the night takes us." I said.

Olivia nodded, a sultry smile playing on her lips. "We’ll see you at dinner," she replied, standing up and stretching languidly, giving me a perfect view of her toned stomach and the curve of her ass beneath the robe. “In the meantime, I’ll have to take care of myself I guess.”

With a wink, she sauntered back inside, leaving me alone on the porch, my mind reeling with possibilities. The morning had taken an unexpected turn, but I couldn't wait to see what other surprises the day held in store. I began to walk back to the farmhouse, feeling a lot less in need of coffee to wake me up.


CHAPTER 3

As the sun dipped below the horizon, painting the sky in hues of orange and pink, I busied myself in the kitchen, preparing a feast fit for royalty. The aroma of roasted chicken and herbs wafted through the air, mingling with the sweet scent of freshly baked bread.

Ethan set the table, his movements precise and efficient as always. He knew better than to disturb my culinary flow, instead opting to pour us each a glass of wine to enjoy while we waited for our guests.

He was nervous, but I could tell he was excited. Olivia would be a great catch for us both. Jack was no consolation prize, either.

The sound of footsteps on the porch signaled their arrival, and I smoothed down my apron, taking a deep breath to calm my nerves. This was it - the moment of truth.

I opened the door to find Olivia and Jack standing there, looking radiant in the fading light.

"Come in, come in!" I ushered them inside, taking Olivia's hand and pulling her close for a quick hug. She smelled like vanilla and honey, a scent that would forever remind me of this moment.

As they settled into their seats, I couldn't help but admire the way Olivia's dress hugged her curves, the deep neckline teasing at the swell of her breasts. Jack, too, cut an impressive figure, his broad shoulders filling out his shirt in a way that made my mouth water.

"Everything looks delicious," Olivia purred, running her tongue along her lower lip.

"Thank you," I replied, my voice low and seductive. "I thought we might start with a little aperitif to get things going."

I poured four glasses of a rich amber liquid, handing one each to Olivia and Jack before raising my own in a toast. "To our new friends, welcome to our farm," I declared, my eyes locking with Olivia's over the rim of my glass.

We clinked glasses, the crystal singing a haunting melody in the candlelit dining room. As we sipped the smooth liquor, I felt a warmth spreading through my veins, emboldening me.

"Tell me, Olivia and Jack," I began, setting my glass aside. "What brings you two to our farm?"

I leaned forward, resting my elbows on the table.

Olivia smiled enigmatically, her eyes glinting with mischief. "Oh, just a little R&R, you know? Escaping the city grind for some peace and quiet in the country."

She glanced at Jack, who nodded in agreement. "And maybe a chance to reconnect with each other," he added, his voice tinged with a hint of longing.

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued by the subtle undercurrents in their relationship. "Well, you've certainly picked the right place for that," I said, gesturing around the cozy dining room. "There's nothing like the tranquility of nature to bring people closer together."

My gaze drifted back to Olivia, and I felt a thrill run through me at the memory of our earlier encounter on the porch. The air was thick with unspoken desires, and I wondered if Jack would let us act on them.

"Indeed," Olivia agreed, her voice dripping with innuendo. "Sometimes, all it takes is a change of scenery to reignite the spark."

Jack cleared his throat, drawing our attention back to him. "Speaking of sparks, I must say, your farm is absolutely stunning," he remarked, his eyes roaming appreciatively over the rustic decor. "You two have done an incredible job with it."

I preened under his praise, feeling a sense of pride in the home Ethan and I had built together. "Thank you, Jack," I replied, my voice warm with gratitude.

"It's been a labor of love," I admitted, a genuine smile spreading across my face. "But it's worth every bit of sweat and toil to share it with wonderful people like yourselves."

Olivia's gaze lingered on me, her expression unreadable. I sensed a challenge in those piercing green eyes, a silent dare to push boundaries and explore the depths of our attraction.

Before I could respond, Ethan arrived with the main course, saving me from having to navigate the charged atmosphere. As we dug into the savory meal, conversation flowed easily, topics ranging from our shared passion for sustainable farming practices to more lighthearted discussions about our favorite books and movies.

Despite the pleasant banter, I couldn't shake off the lingering tension between Olivia and me. Every so often, our gazes would meet, holding for a fraction of a second longer than necessary, filled with unspoken promises and desires.

As the evening wore on, the wine flowed freely, its effects amplifying the sensuality hanging in the air. Ethan excused himself to fetch dessert, leaving the four of us alone at the table.

"I must say, Julie," Olivia began, her voice low and sultry, "your cooking is exquisite. But I think what really makes this evening special is the company."

She reached across the table, her fingertips brushing against mine. A jolt of electricity shot through my body, making my heart race. I looked up to find Jack watching us intently. Did he know about earlier?

"I couldn't agree more," I murmured, allowing my fingers to linger against Olivia's for a moment longer than strictly necessary. "It's not often we get such delightful guests."

Ethan returned then, bearing a tray laden with decadent chocolate desserts. The rich aroma filled the room, but it paled in comparison to the heady scent of desire that hung heavy in the air.

As we sampled the sweets, I found myself stealing glances at Olivia, marveling at the way her lips wrapped around the spoon, savoring each bite with obvious relish. Jack, too, seemed captivated by her, his eyes never straying far from her face.

The dessert course passed in a blur of sensual anticipation. By the time we finished, the night had grown dark outside, the only illumination coming from the flickering candles and the soft glow of the fireplace.

Ethan stood, clearing the dishes with practiced ease. "Should we finish our drinks in the living room?" I offered.

Olivia rose gracefully, her movements languid and deliberate. "That sounds perfect," she purred, trailing a finger along the edge of her wineglass as she followed us into the cozy den.

As we settled onto plush couches, the fire crackled, casting dancing shadows on the walls. Olivia curled up beside Jack, her thigh pressing against his. I sidled up on the other side of her.

The intimate arrangement was impossible to ignore, the three of us sandwiched together on the narrow sofa. Olivia's perfume enveloped me, a heady mix of floral notes and something darker, more primal. I could feel the heat radiating from her skin, tempting me to lean in closer.

Across from us, Jack's eyes gleamed with a knowing look, as if he understood the unspoken dynamics at play. His hands rested casually on his knees, but I detected a slight tremble, betraying his own arousal.

Ethan busied himself pouring another round of drinks, his back to us. The silence stretched taut, heavy with expectation.

I broke the spell by reaching for my drink, my fingers brushing against Olivia's as I took the glass from Ethan's hand. Our eyes met, and I saw the same hunger reflected back at me.

Without thinking, I set my glass down on the coffee table and turned to face Olivia fully. Her lips were parted slightly, and I could see the tip of her tongue peeking out, wetting her bottom lip in anticipation.

In that moment, all rational thought fled, replaced by a primal urge to taste her. I leaned in, closing the distance between us until our mouths almost touched. Olivia's breath whispered against my skin, sending shivers down my spine.

Just as our lips were about to meet, a sudden movement caught my eye - Jack's hand had slipped beneath Olivia's skirt, his fingers grazing the smooth skin of her inner thigh. Olivia's eyes fluttered closed, a soft moan escaping her as she arched into his touch.

The sound of Olivia's pleasure snapped me back to reality. I pulled away from her, my cheeks flushed with embarrassment and desire. Across from us, Ethan had paused mid-pour, his gaze locked on the unfolding scene.

Olivia opened her eyes, a wicked grin spreading across her face as she regarded Jack with a mixture of amusement and lust. "Mmm, yes,"

She breathed, her voice husky with need. "Touch me more, both of you."

With that, Olivia shifted her weight, parting her legs wider to give him better access. Jack obliged, his hand sliding higher up her thigh until his fingers brushed against the damp fabric of her panties.

I kissed her deeply, bringing my own hand to her upper thigh.

As our tongues danced, I slid my hand further up Olivia's leg, pushing her skirt higher as I went. My fingers grazed the elastic of her underwear, teasing the sensitive skin underneath.

Meanwhile, Jack's exploration continued unabated. He hooked a finger into the crotch of Olivia's panties, pulling gently to expose her slick folds. A gasp escaped her lips as his thumb brushed against her clit, circling the swollen nub with increasing pressure.

Across from us, Ethan's breathing grew heavier, his eyes fixed on the erotic display. He set down the bottle of liquor, his hands moving to the buttons of his shirt, popping them open one by one to reveal the defined muscles of his chest.

I matched Jack's rhythm, slipping a finger inside Olivia's panties to rub firm circles around her clit. Her hips bucked against my hand, seeking more friction.

"Oh god," she panted, her nails digging into my shoulder. "Don't stop..."

I could feel the heat building within me, my own arousal growing with each passing second. Beside us, Jack worked two fingers deep inside Olivia, pumping steadily as he lapped at her nipple with his tongue.

Glancing over at Ethan, I watched as he shed his shirt completely, revealing his toned physique bathed in the flickering candlelight. His hand moved lower, palming the growing bulge in his pants.

The sight sent a fresh wave of desire coursing through me, urging me to take things further.

With a boldness fueled by lust, I reached out and grasped the hem of Olivia's top, slowly peeling it up and off her torso. Her large breasts sprang free, pert and rosy, nipples hardening under my hungry gaze.

"Beautiful," I breathed, leaning in to capture a stiff peak between my lips. I suckled gently, swirling my tongue around the sensitive bud as my fingers continued their relentless assault on her clit.

Olivia's back arched, a keening cry escaping her throat as she ground herself against my hand. Jack redoubled his efforts, fucking her with his fingers while his mouth worshipped her other breast.

Behind us, Ethan made quick work of his belt and zipper, freeing his thick cock from the confines of his pants. It stood at attention, the engorged flesh glistening with pre-cum.

My own arousal spiked at the sight of Ethan's impressive erection. I released Olivia's breast with a pop, my eyes drawn inexorably to the throbbing member.

Without breaking eye contact, I slowly peeled off my blouse, revealing the lacy bra that barely contained my full breasts. I unclasped it, letting the delicate fabric fall away to bare my chest to the warm room.

Olivia's gaze raked over me, a sultry smile playing on her lips. "Fuck, you're gorgeous," she rasped, her fingers tangling in my hair as she pulled me back into a searing kiss.

As our tongues clashed, I felt Jack's fingers curling inside Olivia, pumping faster as he chased her climax. Ethan stepped closer, his hot breath fanning over my neck as he nuzzled into the crook of my shoulder. His own hand started to explore underneath my dress.

Ethan's touch ignited a fire within me, his fingers skimming over the sensitive skin of my inner thighs before delving deeper. I gasped as he found my wet heat, his digits sliding easily through the slick folds.

Jack groaned against Olivia's breast, doubling his efforts as he sensed her impending release. "Come for us, baby," he urged, his words muffled by her supple flesh.

Olivia's body tensed, her thighs quivering as she teetered on the brink. I captured her lips once more, swallowing her cries of ecstasy as she came undone beneath our combined ministrations.

The pulsing walls of her sex clenched around Jack's fingers, spasming as she rode out her orgasm.

As Olivia's climax ebbed, I found myself lost in the sensations Ethan's skilled fingers were evoking. He stroked and teased, building my own pleasure to dizzying heights.

Breaking away from Olivia's kiss, I turned to Ethan, my eyes dark with desire. "I want you," I panted, my voice raw with need. "Please, Ethan... fuck me."

Ethan's answering growl sent shivers down my spine. In one swift motion, he lifted me onto his lap, straddling his hips. I could feel the hard length of him pressed against my core, separated only by the thin barrier of my panties.

With trembling hands, I guided him to my entrance, gasping as he filled me in one powerful thrust. Ethan's thick cock stretched me deliciously. I threw my head back, a low moan escaping my lips as I adjusted to his size.

He gripped my hips, holding me steady as he began to move. Each thrust was deep and deliberate, driving into me with a primal intensity that left me breathless. The couch creaked beneath us, the sound mingling with our ragged panting and the slap of flesh against flesh.

From my peripheral vision, I spotted Jack withdrawing his fingers from Olivia's still-quivering pussy. He quickly shed his clothes, his erection springing free to stand at attention. Olivia, still riding the high of her orgasm, eagerly wrapped her lips around the head of his cock, sucking him into the wet heat of her mouth.

Ethan's pace never faltered, his powerful strokes driving me towards the edge. I clung to his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin as I met each thrust with a roll of my hips.

Across from us, the lewd sounds of Olivia pleasuring Jack with her mouth filled the air, spurring on my own arousal. I could feel my climax building, coiling tight in my belly like a live wire ready to snap.

"Ethan..." I whimpered, my voice strained with pleasure. "I'm so close... don't stop!"

He responded by slamming into me harder, the force of his thrusts sending shockwaves through my entire being. I was teetering on the precipice, my body thrumming with anticipation.

Suddenly, Ethan captured my mouth in a bruising kiss, his tongue delving deep as he fucked me with renewed vigor.

The kiss was all-consuming, a perfect blend of passion and possession. Ethan's tongue battled mine, mirroring the fierce rhythm of his hips as they pistoned in and out of my dripping cunt.

My mind reeled, overwhelmed by the onslaught of sensation. I could feel my orgasm cresting, the pressure mounting until it became unbearable. With a choked cry, I shattered, my pussy clenching around Ethan's cock as waves of ecstasy crashed over me.

Through the haze of my climax, I dimly registered Olivia releasing Jack's dick with a wet pop. She looked up at him with glazed, lust-filled eyes, her cheeks flushed and her chest heaving. "Fuck me now," she begged, spreading her legs invitingly.

Jack needed no further encouragement. He positioned himself between her thighs, the broad head of his cock nudging her entrance.

As Ethan continued to pump into me, prolonging my intense orgasm, I watched in a daze as Jack claimed Olivia. Their bodies moved in tandem, Jack's thick shaft disappearing into Olivia's welcoming heat with a low groan.

The erotic display only added fuel to the fire raging within me. Even as my climax began to ebb, I felt another surge of desire, my inner walls fluttering around Ethan's still-hard cock.

"I can't... I need more," I panted, my voice husky with need. "Harder, Ethan... make me yours."

Ethan's response was immediate, his grip on my hips tightening as he drove into me with reckless abandon. The couch creaked ominously beneath us, but neither of us cared, lost as we were in the frenzy of our coupling.

Ethan's brutal pace had me seeing stars, his cock pounding into me with a ferocity that bordered on violence. I cried out with each savage thrust, my body jolting from the force of his possession.

Behind us, Jack and Olivia were engaged in their own frenzied dance, the slapping of skin and their guttural moans creating a lewd symphony. Olivia's nails raked down Jack's back, leaving red welts in their wake, as she urged him deeper, harder.

Ethan's balls slapped against my ass with every ruthless stroke, the sound punctuating the air along with our heavy breathing and the creaking of the couch. I could feel his climax approaching, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chased his release.

Suddenly, he pulled me off of his lap and placed me on the couch, bent over Olivia's writhing body.

I gasped as Ethan repositioned me, his strong hands gripping my hips as he lined himself up with my dripping entrance once again. With a single, powerful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, stretching me deliciously around his thick girth.

Olivia, still impaled on Jack's cock, reached out to caress my face, her touch gentle despite the depravity of our situation. Her thumb brushed over my lower lip, smearing the remnants of her essence that lingered there.

"This is so fucking hot," she purred, her voice thick with approval.

Her praise sent a fresh wave of arousal coursing through me, my inner muscles clenching around Ethan's pistoning cock. I arched my back, pressing my ass higher, silently begging for more.

My hand gripped one of Olivia's massive breasts as it heaved back and forth, squeezing hard.

Ethan's reaction to my bold move was immediate and intense. He slammed into me with renewed vigor, his hips snapping forward in a relentless rhythm that had me seeing spots.

Olivia let out a keening moan, her body undulating beneath ours as Jack's cock stirred her depths. She captured my other hand, guiding it between her thighs to where Jack's member pulsed inside her.

"Touch me," she commanded, her voice a husky whisper. "Let's all cum together."

As if choreographed, the four of us moved in perfect sync. Ethan's cock throbbed inside me, while Jack's surged within Olivia's clenching walls. Our hands worked in tandem, exploring each other's bodies with feverish intensity.

The combined sensations were almost too much to bear. Every stroke of Ethan's cock, every pulse of Jack's within Olivia, every touch of our intertwined hands sent shockwaves of pleasure racing through my veins.

I could feel my orgasm building once more, this time even more potent than before. It was as if the collective energy of our shared desires had reached critical mass, threatening to detonate at any moment.

"Yes, yes, yes!" I chanted, my voice rising to a crescendo.

Ethan's response was a primal roar, his hips hammering into me with a ferocity that bordered on madness. The couch creaked ominously beneath us, the wood straining against the force of his thrusts.

Olivia's body tensed, her nails digging into my hand as she teetered on the brink of her own climax. "Oh fuck!" she cried out, her voice a desperate plea.

With a final, brutal plunge, Jack buried himself to the hilt inside Olivia's spasming cunt. At the same instant, Ethan's cock swelled impossibly large within me, his seed erupting in a torrential flood that seemed to fill every inch of my channel.

The simultaneous orgasms sent us careening over the edge into pure, unadulterated bliss. I screamed as Ethan's hot cum coated my insides, each pulse of his cock extending the ecstasy that threatened to consume me whole.

Olivia's body convulsed beneath me, her walls milking Jack's cock for every last drop as she rode out her own shattering climax. Her cries of pleasure mingled with my own, creating a deafening symphony of sexual release.

In that moment, nothing else existed except the four of us, lost in the throes of our mutual pleasure. The world narrowed to the points where our bodies touched, the slick slide of skin against skin, the pulsing heat of cocks buried deep within willing flesh.

As the aftershocks of our climaxes subsided, the four of us collapsed onto the couch, spent and sated. Ethan's softening cock slipped free of my well-fucked cunt, a trickle of his seed leaking out to mingle with the juices already coating my thighs.

Olivia turned in Jack's arms, nuzzling into his neck as he wrapped his strong arms around her. They exchanged lazy kisses, their breaths slowing to match the steady rhythm of their hearts.

I lay there, panting heavily, feeling utterly boneless and thoroughly used. A contented smile spread across my face as I listened to the soft sounds of Olivia and Jack's post-coital cuddles.

Ethan, sensing my gaze, turned to meet my eyes. His own were warm and tender, filled with a love that knew no bounds. Reaching out, he gently stroked my hair, tucking a stray strand behind my ear.

"That was incredible," he whispered, his voice low and husky with satisfaction. "Should we try switching now?"

I raised an eyebrow, intrigued by the playful glint in his eye. "We can try."

Ethan grinned, his eyes sparkling with mischief. "Good. I'll let you get that started."

With a mischievous wink, I slid off the couch and knelt between Jack's legs, my fingers trailing teasingly over his chest and abdomen. His cock, still semi-erect, twitched in anticipation as I leaned in close, my hot breath fanning over the sensitive head.

Jack's eyes fluttered shut as I took him into my mouth, his hips jerking slightly as I began to suckle him with slow, deliberate movements. Olivia watched intently, her tongue darting out to moisten her lips as she savored the erotic display unfolding before her.

Meanwhile, Ethan stood and stretched languidly, his impressive erection bobbing with the motion. He sauntered over to Olivia, pressing his naked form against hers as he claimed her mouth in a searing kiss. Their tongues danced and twined, the passion between them palpable even amidst the sensual haze that permeated the room.

Lost in the pleasure of pleasuring Jack, I felt a surge of pride when I heard Olivia's soft moan echo through the room. Her reaction only spurred me on, and I increased the suction, taking him deeper into the warmth of my mouth.

Any reservations Jack had about watching his wife with another man had evaporated with his cock in my mouth. His hands found their way into my hair, tangling in the strands as he guided my movements.

As I sucked Jack's cock with increasing fervor, I could feel his excitement building once more. His fingers tightened in my hair, urging me onward as he pushed deeper into my throat.

Across the room, Olivia broke away from Ethan's embrace, her gaze locked on the erotic scene playing out before her. She reached down to cup her heavy breast, pinching and rolling the nipple between her fingers as she watched me work Jack's shaft with practiced ease.

The air was thick with the scent of sex, musk, and sweat, a heady perfume that only served to heighten our arousal. In this moment, we were completely lost in our desires, our inhibitions cast aside like worn garments.

Olivia knelt down between Ethan's legs, pressing her breasts around his cock, moving them slowly up and down as she licked the tip. My breasts were far too small for titty fucking, It brought me joy to see someone else provide him with what I couldn’t.

Olivia took great delight in pleasuring Ethan with her ample bosom. She squeezed her breasts tighter around his throbbing shaft, engulfing him in the soft, pillowy flesh. Her pink tongue flicked out, lapping at the weeping slit of his cockhead each time it emerged from her cleavage.

Jack's grip on my hair tightened as he neared his peak, his hips rocking faster into my eager mouth. "Fuck, just like that," he groaned, his voice strained with impending release. "Gonna... gonna cum..."

I doubled my efforts, sucking harder and faster, determined to taste his essence. With a strangled cry, Jack erupted, his hot seed flooding my mouth and spilling down my chin. I swallowed greedily, relishing the salty-sweet flavor of his spend.

After swallowing every last drop, I released Jack's softening cock from my lips and sat back on my heels, licking my lips clean. Across the room, Olivia continued to lavish attention on Ethan's member, her breasts sliding along his length with increasing speed.

Ethan's hands gripped the armrests of the couch, his knuckles turning white as he fought to maintain control. "Oh god," he panted, his hips bucking involuntarily into the welcoming valley of her cleavage. "That feels so fucking good."

Olivia glanced up at him through lowered lashes, a coquettish smile playing about her lips. "Do you want to come in my mouth?" she purred, her voice dripping with seductive promise. "Or do you want to fuck me in the ass?"

Ethan gasped, his heart pounding in his chest as he considered Olivia's tantalizing offer. His mind whirled with possibilities, each one more debauched than the last. But finally, he made his decision.

"I want to fuck you in the ass," he growled, his voice rough with lust.

Olivia's eyes gleamed with wicked delight at Ethan's choice. Rising gracefully to her feet, she bent over the arm of the couch, presenting herself to him in the most shameless manner imaginable. Her plump rear was high in the air, the puckered rosebud of her anus winking invitingly at him.

"Then take me," she challenged, glancing back over her shoulder with a sultry smirk. Her words dripped with honeyed venom, daring him to fulfill the darkest depths of his depraved fantasies.

Jack, still catching his breath, watched with rapt attention. I waited for him to stop her, to say something, but he didn't.

Ethan approached Olivia's proffered ass with a predatory grin, his cock rigid and pulsing with need. He gripped her hips firmly, spreading her cheeks apart to expose her vulnerable hole.

With a swift, forceful thrust, he buried himself to the hilt inside her, a guttural groan tearing from his throat at the exquisite sensation of her tightness enveloping him. Olivia cried out, her body tensing as she adjusted to the sudden invasion.

Ethan set a brutal pace, pounding into her with reckless abandon. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mingling with Olivia's high-pitched moans and Ethan's grunts of pleasure. Jack watched, transfixed, as Ethan ravaged his wife's ass with wild, unbridled passion.

Anal was not something we had ever experimented with as a couple, but if I had known about his enthusiasm for ass fucking I might have offered mine a lot sooner.

Olivia's cries grew louder, more desperate, as Ethan's relentless assault on her rectum showed no signs of slowing. Her nails dug into the cushions of the couch, her knuckles white with strain as she struggled to accommodate his girth.

I bit my lip, torn between shock and arousal at the raw, animalistic display before me. Jack's hand found mine, squeezing it reassuringly as if sensing my unease. But despite the intensity of the scene, I couldn't deny the thrill coursing through my veins.

I reached out to grip Jack's softening cock, trying to pump it back to life.

Olivia's screams of ecstasy echoed through the room as Ethan's relentless pounding drove her closer and closer to the edge. Her body shook and trembled beneath his, her inner walls clenching desperately around his pistoning cock.

"Harder!" she demanded, her voice raw and ragged with desire. "Fuck me harder!"

Ethan obliged with gusto, his hips snapping forward with bruising force. The obscene slap of flesh against flesh filled the air, punctuated by Olivia's escalating moans and gasps.

As I stroked Jack's cock, coaxing it back to full hardness, I couldn't help but marvel at the raw, primal energy that crackled between Ethan and Olivia. They moved together like two beasts in heat, lost in the throes of carnal bliss. I had never been more attracted to my husband.

Just as Olivia teetered on the brink of climax, Ethan pulled out abruptly, leaving her empty and aching. Before she could protest, he flipped her onto her back and positioned himself between her spread thighs, lifting her legs high above his shoulders.

With a fierce growl, he plunged back into her ass, burying himself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. Olivia screamed, her back arching off the couch as wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over her.

Ethan's hips hammered against hers, driving deep and hard, chasing his own release. Olivia's asshole clenched around him, milking his cock for all it was worth.

As Ethan pounded into Olivia's ass with single-minded determination, I felt Jack's cock swell and pulse in my grip.

Unable to resist the temptation, I straddled his lap, squatting on the couch for more control.

I guided Jack's thick shaft to my slick entrance, lowering myself onto him with a low moan. His hands gripped my hips, helping to support my weight as I began to ride him.

The sensation of being stretched and filled by his impressive size sent shivers racing up my spine. I rolled my hips, grinding against him, savoring the delicious friction.

Across from us, Ethan's rhythm grew erratic, his thrusts becoming more urgent as he chased his rapidly approaching orgasm. Olivia's cries of ecstasy filled the room, spurring him on.

With a final, brutal thrust, Ethan buried himself balls-deep in Olivia's ass and came with a roar, painting her insides with his hot seed. The sight of their mutual climax triggered my own, and I threw my head back with a silent scream as my pussy clamped down around Jack's throbbing cock.

He reached his hand around my asshole, burying a finger inside. This was a new sensation to me, but not entirely unwelcome.

Ethan collapsed on top of Olivia, his chest heaving as he tried to catch his breath. She wrapped her arms and legs around him, holding him close as they both basked in the afterglow of their intense coupling.

Meanwhile, Jack's fingers continued to explore my newly opened backdoor, slowly pumping in and out while his other hand maintained a steady rhythm on his cock inside me. The dual sensations were overwhelming, pushing me further towards another peak.

As our bodies moved in tandem, sweat beaded on our skin, mixing with the lingering scent of sex that permeated the air. The sounds of panting, moaning, and the occasional gasp filled the room, creating a symphony of pleasure and satisfaction.

Lost in the haze of lust, I found myself craving even more, yearning to experience every forbidden pleasure that these three beautiful people had to offer.

As Jack's fingers worked their magic on my ass, I felt my orgasm building once again, this time more intense than before. My inner muscles fluttered and squeezed around his cock, urging him deeper.

Suddenly, he flipped me onto my stomach, pulling me up onto my knees. With a few quick thrusts, he buried himself to the hilt in my dripping cunt, stretching me wide open.

His hand returned to my ass, adding a second finger along with the first. The intrusion was significant, but I welcomed it, eager to explore every dark, taboo pleasure.

As Jack pumped in and out of me, his fingers probing my virgin hole, I felt Olivia's lips on my neck, sucking and nipping at my sensitive skin.

Olivia's skilled mouth trailed kisses along my neck and shoulder, her teeth grazing my skin just hard enough to send jolts of electricity straight to my core. Her hands roamed over my curves, cupping and kneading my breasts, pinching my nipples until they hardened into stiff peaks.

All the while, Jack's fingers continued their relentless assault on my ass, stretching me wider with each passing moment. The burn of the initial penetration gave way to a dull ache that morphed into something far more pleasurable.

I could feel my body yielding to the foreign intrusion, my sphincter relaxing under Jack's patient ministrations. The knowledge that I was surrendering myself completely to this act of depravity only heightened my arousal.

As Jack's cock slammed into my sopping wet cunt, his fingers plunging deeper into my ass, I knew there would be no turning back.

The combined sensations of Jack's thick cock pounding into my pussy and his fingers stretching my virgin asshole pushed me past the point of no return. My body convulsed, my inner walls clamping down on him like a vice as I came harder than I ever had before.

Through the haze of my own pleasure, I heard Olivia whisper in my ear, "That's it, baby. Let go."

Her words, coupled with the relentless stimulation of my most intimate places, sent me spiraling into a mind-numbing abyss of ecstasy. I surrendered myself fully to the moment, to the depraved acts that had consumed us all.

Olivia lay on the couch before me, her legs spread invitingly in front of my face. I had never eaten pussy before but could not resist the scent of her tantalizing sex. As I approached Olivia's glistening folds, I hesitated briefly, unsure of what to expect. But the heady aroma of her arousal and the encouragement of my companions emboldened me.

Tentatively, I leaned forward and dragged my tongue along her slit, tasting her essence for the first time. The flavor was intoxicating - sweet, tangy, and uniquely feminine. Emboldened, I delved deeper, exploring every crevice and fold with increasing enthusiasm.

Olivia's moans of approval spurred me on, and I began to vary my technique, alternating between broad, flat strokes and targeted flicks against her sensitive clit. Her hips bucked against my face, seeking more of the pleasure I was giving her.

Olivia's reactions to my oral attentions only fueled my desire to please her. I could tell she was getting closer to the edge, her moans growing louder and more desperate.

I doubled my efforts, sucking her clit into my mouth and swirling my tongue around it in rapid circles. At the same time, I slipped two fingers into her tight channel, curling them to hit that magical spot inside her that made her see stars.

Olivia's back arched off the couch, her fingers twisting in my hair as she rode the crest of her impending orgasm. With a keening wail, she came undone, her pussy clenching around my invading fingers as waves of intense pleasure washed over her.

Through it all, Jack continued to fuck me relentlessly, his cock still buried deep inside my cum-soaked cunt.

Ethan's eyes remained fixed on the erotic spectacle unfolding before him, his gaze darting between Olivia's quivering form and the lewd tableau of Jack pounding into my thoroughly used pussy.

Ethan's expression was one of raw, unbridled lust, his cock visibly hardening once more. Olivia gestured him closer, taking his shaft into her hand. With a mischievous grin, Olivia guided Ethan's rigid member to her mouth.

Olivia wrapped her lips around Ethan's thick cock, her warm, wet mouth enveloping him completely. She bobbed her head, taking him deeper with each pass, her tongue swirling around his shaft.

Meanwhile, Jack's pace never faltered, his powerful thrusts driving him impossibly deeper into my sodden cunt. I could feel every ridge and vein of his massive cock as he plundered my depths, pushing me closer to yet another mind-shattering climax.

Across from us, Ethan groaned in bliss as Olivia expertly sucked him off, her cheeks hollowing with each downward motion. It was clear she was determined to bring him to the brink of orgasm, her talented mouth working wonders on his throbbing manhood.

I continued to lick her wet pussy, the juices running down my face as I lapped up every drop. Lost in the throes of passion, we four entwined figures formed an unholy quartet, each caught up in our individual pleasures even as we contributed to the others' escalating arousal.

Jack's thrusts grew more erratic as he neared his peak, his heavy balls slapping against my ass with each savage plunge. I could feel the telltale twitch of his cock as he teetered on the precipice, ready to unleash a torrent of hot seed deep within my spasming cunt.

Olivia, sensing Ethan's impending release, redoubled her efforts, taking him to the hilt and humming around his girth. Ethan's fingers tangled in her hair, his hips jerking involuntarily as he chased the edge of climax and fucked her face.

Just as Jack's cock swelled and pulsed, signaling his imminent orgasm, Olivia pulled back from Ethan's straining erection with a final, teasing lick. The sudden absence of suction proved too much for Ethan, who let out a guttural roar as his orgasm crashed over him.

Spurt after spurt of thick, creamy cum shot from his cock, painting Olivia's face and heaving breasts with his release. She moaned in delight, reveling in the taste and texture of his essence coating her skin.

The sight of Ethan's climax seemed to trigger Jack's own, his body tensing as he buried himself to the hilt inside me. With a hoarse cry, he exploded, flooding my womb with wave after wave of scorching semen.

The sensation of Jack's hot cum filling my pussy triggered my own explosive climax, my inner muscles clamping down rhythmically around his spurting cock as I screamed in ecstasy. Wave after wave of intense pleasure ripped through me, leaving me limp and trembling in the aftermath.

As Jack finally stilled, his softening member slipping free of my ravaged cunt, I collapsed onto the couch beside Olivia, both of us gasping for breath.

Our bodies were slick with sweat and other fluids, the air heavy with the musk of sex. In the aftermath of our shared debauchery, we lay entangled on the couch, limbs intertwined and hearts racing.

Jack, sated for now, withdrew from my thoroughly used pussy, his spent cock slipping free with a gush of mingled juices. He flopped down beside me, draping an arm across my chest possessively.

Olivia, still coated in Ethan's release, looked utterly debauched. Yet there was a satisfied gleam in her eye, a knowing smile playing at the corners of her well-kissed lips. She snuggled up to Ethan, nuzzling his neck affectionately.

For a few moments, there was only silence, broken occasionally by the sound of labored breathing and the distant chirping of birds outside.

Gradually, reality began to seep back in, the post-coital haze lifting as we slowly regained our senses. The room, once dimly lit and shrouded in steamy intimacy, now seemed bright and almost clinical in its normalcy.

With a contented sigh, I extricated myself from the tangle of bodies, the cool air of the living room a stark contrast to the heat of our earlier passions. I stretched languidly, feeling the pleasant ache of well-used muscles and the lingering thrum of pleasure in my core.

Glancing around at the disheveled state of our group, I couldn't help but chuckle at the sheer decadence of it all. Pillows were askew, clothes scattered haphazardly, and the very air reeked of sex. It was a testament to the uninhibited desires we'd unleashed upon each other.

"I do hope you guys will leave us five stars on Trip Advisor," I said.

Olivia laughed, her voice husky from the extensive lip service she'd paid Ethan mere minutes ago. "Oh, without a doubt. This B&B gets a solid 6/5 from me."

She winked playfully at Ethan, who grinned, his eyes still glassy with post-orgasmic bliss. "I think we can safely say this isn't your average farm stay experience," he remarked, his tone tinged with amusement and a hint of smug satisfaction.

Jack, meanwhile, had rolled onto his side, propping his head up on one hand as he surveyed the room with a lazy, satisfied smirk. "You know, if word gets out about these special packages you offer, you might have to start charging extra."

I chuckled, shaking my head in fond exasperation. My tongue was sore from pleasuring Olivia, having worked harder than it ever had before.

As we slowly gathered ourselves, the remnants of our intense coupling still evident on our flushed skin and tousled hair, a sense of camaraderie settled over us. There was an unspoken understanding that what transpired here, behind closed doors, would remain our secret - a treasured memory.

Ethan, ever the practical one, cleared his throat, breaking the spell. "I guess we'll see you in the morning at breakfast." His words were light, but beneath the surface, a hint of vulnerability lingered - a reminder that, despite the intense connection we'd forged, we were still bound by the ties of hosting and the demands of a regular bed and breakfast.

As we rose, stretching and yawning, the atmosphere shifted back to something approaching normalcy.


CHAPTER 4

The next morning, I stood in the kitchen, watching them drive off through the window. Their trip had been a short one, and I knew I would miss both dearly. As the car disappeared down the long gravel driveway, a bittersweet melancholy washed over me. The brief night we'd spent together, exploring the depths of passion and pleasure, felt like a dream already fading at the edges.

I turned to Ethan, "I had no idea you wanted to do anal so badly."

Ethan blushed deeply, avoiding my gaze as he busied himself loading the dishwasher. "Well, when you put it that way... I mean, I've always been curious, but I never thought I'd actually get the chance. I asked you about it once and you didn't seem super enthusiastic about it."

He paused, collecting his thoughts before continuing. "And then when Olivia offered it, and spread her cheeks, I couldn't resist."

Ethan finally met my eyes, a sheepish grin spreading across his face. "So yeah, I guess you could say it was a combination of curiosity, peer pressure, and plain old lust that led me to it."

I leaned against the counter, studying Ethan's flushed face with a mix of amusement and affection. "Peer pressure? Really?" I teased, reaching out to playfully ruffle his hair. "Here I thought you were a man of strong convictions, not easily swayed by a pretty face and a provocative invitation."

Ethan ducked away from my hand, his blush deepening. "Hey, don't judge. When a beautiful woman offers herself to you like that, it's hard to say no."

I chuckled, shaking my head in mock exasperation. "Fair enough. Did you enjoy it?"

Ethan hesitated, clearly torn between modesty and honesty. Finally, he shrugged, a wry smile tugging at his lips. "It was...different. Not necessarily better or worse than vaginal sex, just...distinctive. Like trying a new flavor of ice cream – you're not sure how you'll feel until you take that first bite."

He paused, considering his words carefully. "But yeah, I did enjoy it. The thrill of pushing past a new boundary, of dominating Olivia like that...it added an extra layer of intensity to the whole experience."

I nodded slowly, absorbing Ethan's candid assessment. It was refreshing to hear him speak so openly about his experiences, even if they ventured into territory I hadn't personally explored.

"Well, I'm glad you got to satisfy that curiosity," I said, my tone warm and supportive. "And in the future, I might be willing to give it a shot. She did seem like she was enjoying herself, getting her ass pounded like that."

Ethan's eyes widened slightly at my offer, a flicker of surprise and delight crossing his features. "Really? You'd be willing to let me...you know..." He trailed off, gesturing vaguely towards his rear end.

I laughed, reaching out to squeeze his shoulder reassuringly. "Sure thing. Why would I let Olivia have all the fun?"

Ethan's face split into a wide, relieved grin. He pulled me into a tight hug, pressing a grateful kiss to the top of my head. "Thanks, babe. You're the best."

As Ethan held me close, the warmth of his embrace enveloping me, I felt a surge of love and contentment. In that moment, everything else faded away - the lingering memories of our guests' antics, the mundane tasks awaiting us, even the weight of running the farm and B&B. All that mattered was the simple joy of being together, of sharing in each other's lives and desires.

We stood there for a long while, lost in the comfort of our own little world, the soft rustle of leaves outside and the gentle hum of the refrigerator providing a soothing backdrop. Eventually, though, reality intruded, and we reluctantly separated, the spell broken.

"Alright, enough sappy stuff," Ethan said with a playful smirk, wiping at the corner of his eye. "Let's get back to work. This farm won’t run itself, and we’ve got more couples to fuck."

I laughed. That’s my husband…

◆◆◆

JULIE & ETHAN WILL RETURN IN SWINGER ESTATE: FIGURE SKATER FARMS VOLUME 3


About The Author

Ashley Tudor

[image: ]

Between crafting steamy tales that ignite the imagination, I spend my days on our charming little farm, hand in hand with my beloved husband. 

While much of my writing dances in the realm of fantasy, a deliciously tantalizing portion is steeped in reality. 

You’ll never quite know where the line blurs, as I weave together the sultry allure of fiction with the passionate moments of our everyday lives—where inspiration often springs from the very heart of our rustic paradise.

cover.jpeg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcHW.jpg





