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The Woman on the Nude Beach

The idea had been germinating for months, a persistent, whispered suggestion that brushed against the edges of my consciousness in the quiet, liminal moments between sleep and waking. It started as a joke, a theoretical question posed by Priya one damp evening as we scrolled through a travel blog, the cool, white glow of the laptop screen illuminating her mischievous smile and casting long shadows across our living room. “Have you ever… You know… thought about it?”

“Thought about what?” I’d asked, my mind still tangled in the thorny thicket of spreadsheets and deadlines that defined my coming week. The scent of her chamomile tea mingled with the faint, electronic warmth of the computer, a familiar comfort I was only half-aware of.

“A nude beach,” she’d said, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial hush, her eyes flicking toward the window as if the very words might scandalize the throw pillows on our sofa or alert the quiet suburban street outside.

I’d laughed then, a short, dismissive bark of a sound that did little to hide the immediate clenching in my gut. The thought of my own very normal, very pale body, a geography of soft places and unremarkable muscle, on public display was enough to induce a minor, cold-sweat panic. I was comfortable, entirely so, with Priya. In the soft-lit sanctity of our bedroom, my body was hers to map and explore, a familiar territory of sinew and scar, a landscape she knew by touch alone. But the idea of strangers, of their casual, assessing gazes, of the silent, inevitable calculus of comparison, felt like stepping onto a barren stage under a harsh, unforgiving spotlight.

But Priya was nothing if not persistent. She didn’t nag or demand, but nurtured the idea like a delicate, exotic seed she was determined to see bloom. She’d bring it up casually, weaving it into conversations about body positivity and freedom with the skill of a master artisan. She would leave articles open on her tablet, their headlines a silent invitation: The Last Taboo: Finding Freedom in a Nudist Paradise, or Sun on Your Skin: Why Getting Naked is the Ultimate Act of Self-Love. She’d read passages aloud, her voice filled with a convert’s zeal. To her, it wasn’t about exhibitionism or even simple titillation; it was about a final, definitive shedding of inhibition, a shared adventure that would be uniquely, intimately ours.

“It’s not just about being naked, Alex,” she’d explained one night, her body a warm, comforting weight against my side as we lay in the dark. Her fingers, cool and soft, were tracing the line of my jaw, a touch that always grounded me. “It’s about being… unburdened. No clothes, no expectations. No hiding. Just us, and the sun, and the ocean. The most elemental version of ourselves.” In the low light, I could see the earnestness in her eyes, the deep-seated yearning for an experience that transcended the everyday. My own anxiety felt petty and small in the face of her profound desire.

The conversations grew more concrete, the theoretical becoming tangible. We spent an evening poring over satellite maps and niche online forums, the soft click-clack of the keyboard a tiny counterpoint to the rush of blood in my ears. We read reviews that ranged from the poetic “a sanctuary of sun and skin, where the ocean washes away all judgment” to the comically pragmatic “watch out for the over-eager guy with the binoculars and the zinc on his nose”.

We learned the unspoken etiquette, the silent nod, the careful spacing, and the respect for privacy. We charted the geography of the clandestine coves along the Pacific Coast Highway. Priya’s excitement was a palpable force, a warm, bright energy that was becoming infectious, eroding my own walls of self-consciousness. She wasn’t asking me to be a model; she was asking me to be her partner in a small, private rebellion. Finally, after weeks of her patient, loving campaign, I felt the last of my resistance crumble away like dry earth.

“Okay,” I’d conceded, the word feeling momentous as I closed the laptop with a decisive snap. The sound echoed in the quiet room. “Okay. Let’s do it.”

The look of pure, unadulterated joy that bloomed across her face was worth every single ounce of anxiety it had cost me. It was a sunrise of a smile, lighting up every corner of her, and in that moment, I knew I would have agreed to anything. We had agreed: this Saturday. The forecast promised a bubble of perfect, late-autumn warmth, a freakish gift from the California climate gods. And so, here we were.

The drive down the PCH had been its own form of foreplay. The coastline unfurled before us like a ribbon of impossible blue and shimmering gold, the convertible’s open top allowing the salty, kelp-scented air to whip through Priya’s dark hair, making it dance around her face. She had the music turned up, a playlist of dreamy, atmospheric indie rock that felt like the soundtrack to a cinematic memory we were creating in real time. Her hand rested on my thigh, a warm, solid pressure through the denim, her thumb stroking absently, a quiet promise of the intimacy to come. Every few miles, she would lean over and press a lingering kiss to my shoulder, her lips warm and soft against my skin, her eyes sparkling with an excitement that made my own heart beat a little faster, a frantic rhythm against my ribs.

The turnoff was unmarked, a mere gravel scar on the shoulder of the highway, easily missed by the uninitiated. We parked the car, and the silence that descended was suddenly profound after the rush of the wind and the thrum of the music. It was a silence filled with the low hum of cicadas and the distant cry of a gull. Below us, the bluff dropped away in a sheer, dramatic cliff of crumbling sandstone, its face pocked with the dark nests of sea birds. A path, barely wider than a single person, snaked its way down, a treacherous-looking series of crude steps carved into the earth and reinforced with weathered planks of driftwood.

“You ready?” Priya asked, her voice bright as she grabbed a faded quilt and a small cooler from the back seat. The clink of ice inside the cooler sounded unnervingly loud.

“As I’ll ever be,” I said, the words feeling thin against the vastness of the view. I was trying to project a confidence I was nowhere near feeling.

We carefully picked our way down the very narrow path, my hand steadying her on the looser sections of scree that shifted underfoot, hers gripping mine with a trusting squeeze that sent a jolt of warmth up my arm. The roar of the surf grew with every step we took, a deep, percussive bass note that vibrated up through the soles of our feet and resonated in my chest cavity. By the time we reached the bottom, the smell of salt and spray was thick and heavy in the air, coating our lips with a fine, gritty mist.

The beach was a hidden paradise, a perfect crescent of pale, fine sand bracketed by enormous, sea-scoured boulders that looked like sleeping giants. The waves were crashing in with a thunderous, relentless rhythm, their white foam hissing as it dissolved into the shore. The winds were high, a constant, rushing force that whipped around the monoliths of rock, creating a vortex of sound that made it feel as if the world beyond this cove had ceased to exist. As we’d read online, the beach was empty except for those huge boulders and what appeared to be mini-forts, primitive shelters built out of bone-white driftwood and old palettes, propped up by stacks of smaller rocks, a testament to the regulars who had carved out their private spaces here.

We found a spot nestled in the lee of a particularly large boulder, one that offered a modicum of privacy and a break from the most direct assault of the wind. With a shared look, a silent acknowledgement of the moment we’d been building toward, we spread the threadbare quilt on the sand, which was surprisingly warm from the midday sun. There was no hesitation in Priya. She simply smiled at me, a brilliant, dazzling thing, and untied the knot of her gossamer-thin top. She pulled it over her head in one fluid, unselfconscious motion. Then, her fingers went to the button of her frayed cutoff jean shorts. She shimmied out of them, kicking them aside with a flick of her ankle, and stood there, totally naked, her hands on her hips, waiting for me.

The sun gilded her skin, turning it to honey and gold, a canvas of pale cream and soft curves that I knew as well as my own, but had never seen like this, bathed in the raw, unfiltered light of day. Her small, pert breasts rose and fell with her even breaths, her stomach was a soft plane, and a delicate triangle of light, almost blondish hair guarded the juncture of her thighs. She was perfect. A Botticelli Venus, defiant and beautiful against the wild backdrop of the Pacific. A surge of love, so potent it felt like a physical ache in my chest, swelled within me. Her courage gave me mine.

I lifted my T-shirt over my head, the wind immediately prickling my skin, raising goosebumps along my arms. I slipped my swim shorts down over my hips, let them fall to my ankles, and kicked them free. The air, cool in the grip of the wind but heated by the direct sun, was a strange and intoxicating sensation on my newly exposed skin. I felt vulnerable, elemental, stripped down to my most basic self, and utterly, terrifyingly alive.

She looked at me, her eyes raking over my body not with judgment, but with a palpable, possessive approval that made me feel ten feet tall. She saw not the flaws I cataloged, the slight softness at my waist, the paleness of my legs, but the man she loved. A slow, deeply sensual smile curved her lips. Wordlessly, she lay face down on the blanket, her cheek pillowed on her folded arms, presenting the elegant curve of her spine and the perfect, heart-shaped curve of her ass to me. I lay down next to her, face up, surrendering to the moment.

The wind was howling over the top of the rocks, a physical presence that buffeted us, making speech difficult. But it had a cooling effect against the warmth of the sun, a welcome caress against my heated skin. For a few long moments, we just lay there, two naked bodies under the vast, blue sky, listening to the roar of the ocean and the shriek of the wind, the boundary between our private world and the wildness of nature completely dissolved.

The first touch was electric. From her position beside me, Priya reached up, her fingers light and exploratory, and began stroking my limp cock. The contrast of her warm hand against my cool, wind-kissed skin was a jolt to my system that traveled straight to my groin. I watched her hand, the delicate bones and the short, unpainted nails, as she idly, curiously, mapped its length. It didn’t take much to get it up. Her touch was a familiar magic, a language our bodies had spoken for years. As the blood began to pool and throb, I felt the last vestiges of my nervousness evaporate, burnt away by a pure, focused desire.

As she did this, I snuck my hand under her belly, my palm pressing against the soft, warm skin of her stomach. My fingers drifted lower, questing, until they found the nest of soft, lightly hairy curls at the apex of her thighs. It was a different texture in the open air, less a secret and more a natural, beautiful part of her landscape. I fingered her lightly, my thumb tracing the swell of her mons, feeling the delicate shift of her hips as she adjusted to my touch. I heard her moans, little gasps of pleasure that the wind couldn’t quite steal, clear and immediate next to my ear. Encouraged, she began stroking my now hard cock with more earnest, her grip tightening, her rhythm becoming more deliberate, more demanding.

I stuck my index finger between her pussy lips, parting them. A wave of intense heat and moisture met my fingertip. I felt her wetness, slick and copious, and inserted my finger into her pussy, just the tip at first, then deeper, to the second knuckle. She began squirming, a delicious, writhing motion against the rough fabric of the blanket, her breath catching in her throat. Without a word, she rolled over onto her back, the movement a single, fluid pivot. She spread her legs wide for me, an offering, an invitation, her eyes locked on mine, dark and hazy with a profound need that mirrored my own.

I rolled on top of her, my weight supported on my elbows, my body casting a shadow over hers that offered a brief reprieve from the sun. I kissed her passionately, my mouth crashing against hers, capturing her soft gasp. I sucked her tongue into my mouth, tasting the remnants of salt from the sea air and her own unique sweetness. It was a kiss of raw hunger, of possession, a confirmation of what we both already knew. She was ready for me to fuck her. I slid down the length of her body, my chest hair rasping against her smooth stomach, my lips and tongue trailing a wet, hot path over her skin. I got on my knees between her thighs, and with both hands, I kneaded her pert little tits. They were small but perfectly formed, fitting neatly into my palms. I tweaked her distended nipples, rolling them between my thumb and forefinger, watching as they pebbled and hardened even further in the cool breeze.

Then, I lowered my head to her pussy. I kissed the soft tuft of light blondish hair, inhaling her scent, a heady, intoxicating mix of female musk, salt air, and sun-warmed skin. I stuck my nose between her pussy lips, burying my face in her warmth, and then I sucked her swollen outer lips up into my mouth, my tongue flicking out to taste the slickness there. In response, she raised her ass off the blanket to meet my face, her hands coming up to cup the back of my head, her fingers tangling in my hair, holding me to her pussy, silently urging me on. I could barely hear her words, a fragmented mantra of need snatched and whipped away by the roaring wind, “yes …eat…it…suck…”

I let go of her tits, my hands finding a new purchase on her body. I grabbed her hips, my thumbs pressing into the soft flesh above her hipbones, and buried my face in her pussy. She responded instantly, her knees bent with her feet planted flat on the gritty sand, giving me total, unrestricted access to her now dripping cunt. As I shoved my face into her, pressing my mouth hard against her opening, she lifted her pelvis to meet me, a buck of pure, unadulterated need. I stuck my tongue deep into her hole, pushing past the silken, quivering folds, and tasted the juices flowing from her. I savored the taste, the feel, the incredible, alchemical flavor of her arousal. I heard more words, broken and desperate, being carried away by the wind, a litany of surrender, “now…yes that’s it …oh my…suck…”

While I devoured her succulent pussy, lost in the rhythm of tongue and teeth and suction, I was distantly aware of my own body’s betraying state. I knew my cock was hard as a rock, standing straight up from my groin, throbbing with a life of its own, beaded with pre-cum that glistened in the sun. It was a strange, disembodied sensation to be so focused on her pleasure while my own readiness was so pronounced. And then, I felt something new. A hand, not Priya’s, wrapped around my shaft. It was a firm, knowing grip, the skin impossibly smooth and warm. With my head buried between her legs, my world reduced to the taste and scent of Priya, I couldn’t figure out how she was stroking my cock. It was a physical impossibility. Was I imagining it? Was the wind playing tricks on my senses?

I lifted my head from Priya’s slick, quivering depths, a string of her wetness connecting my chin to her mound like a silver thread. I needed to see. As my eyes focused, blinking against the bright sun, I saw a beautiful, deeply tanned back, a cascade of jet-black long hair falling over it like a silken waterfall. I saw a pair of large, heavy tits dangling free, swaying with the steady, expert motion of her arm as her hand stroked my rigid cock. She was kneeling behind me, her body a stark, bronze contrast to Priya’s pale form. Priya, lost in her own orgasmic haze, with my head finally free, had no idea someone else was stroking my cock and just kept her eyes closed, her hips still rocking gently, lost in the aftershocks of pleasure, her hands fallen to her sides on the blanket.

I came up for air, taking a deep, ragged breath that was more shock than oxygen. As I did, this unknown head popped up from behind my shoulder. She was licking her lips, a slow, deliberate slide of her tongue over a full, sensuous mouth, as if tasting the air. She straightened up, a column of sun-burnished, naked confidence. And then, with her free hand, she reached over my body and deliberately tweaked Priya’s right nipple.

I was stunned, to say the very least. My brain failed to compute. I had no idea where this woman had come from. She seemed to have materialized from the wind and the rocks, a Pacific Ocean siren drawn by the scent of our passion. The sharp pinch of her fingers on Priya’s breast was the jolt that broke the spell. Priya realized that someone was tweaking her nipple, and she knew, with the solid certainty of physical positioning, that it couldn’t have been me. Her head turned, her bliss-drunk eyes fluttering open. They widened, first in confusion, then in an explosion of shock. She said loudly, the words cutting through the wind with a sharp, incredulous edge, “What the fuck?”

And there she was, this completely naked, impossibly beautiful apparition. She had big, luscious tits with huge, dark nipples and areolas, a body tanned to a uniform shade of deep honey that seemed to drink the sunlight, and that waterfall of long black hair. Below her flat, taut stomach, a thick, dark triangle of a hairy pussy was unapologetically on display. This woman, still stroking my cock with one hand and now holding Priya’s gaze with the other, said, her voice a low, husky purr that was somehow both soothing and predatory, “It’s OK. I heard the sounds and peeked around the big rock. I saw you two and got so horny, I came twice just watching. I just have to have some cock. OK?” Her question was a formality; her entire being was a statement of intent. “By the way, I’m Delilah.”

I stopped eating Priya’s pussy, my hands still frozen on her hips, my mind reeling and blank. I tried to hold onto her, to gauge her reaction, to do… something. But she sank down to the blanket, her body going lax not with fear, but with a strange, dazed acceptance. She looked from Delilah’s confident face to my hard cock in Delilah’s hand, then back to me. A slow, almost imperceptible smile touched her lips, a flicker of something wild and new. “Sure,” she said, her voice a little breathless, a little awed. “He can fuck you.”

So there I was, caught in the eye of a surreal sexual storm, on my knees between two naked women, with my cock hard as a rock in a stranger’s hand. Delilah, taking Priya’s words as the final permission she needed, fluidly lay down on the blanket next to Priya, arranging her limbs with an easy grace. She didn’t wait. She looked directly at me, her dark eyes glittering with a feral hunger, and said, her voice a raw command, “Please. Eat my cunt like you ate hers.”

I looked down and saw this tableau of startling contrasts, a living work of art laid out on our humble quilt. On one side, Priya’s almost white, small-framed, small-titted, a study in delicate lines and pale beauty. On the other hand, Delilah, a deep and uniform tan, spread out, her legs parted wide, with great, heavy, eminently suckable tits, and a large, unapologetically hairy pussy, a vision of raw, earthy power. My mind, still struggling to catch up, offered a single, simple, overwhelming thought: ‘Go for it.’

I repositioned myself, shuffling on my knees in the sand to kneel between Delilah’s legs. She was more than ready. As I leaned in, she lifted her legs, hoisting them effortlessly over my shoulders as she simultaneously raised her ass to help me, to grant me the easiest possible access. With a sense of diving into the unknown, I buried my face in her sopping wet pussy. The scent was different from Priya’s, muskier, headier, a richer, more primal aroma of earth and sex. I moved my entire face all around her hairy bush, the thick, dark curls a sensual abrasion against my cheeks and nose. I sucked her pussy lips, thick and fleshy, into my mouth. I licked a long stripe up and down her slit, my tongue parting the wet, dense hair. I tickled her clit with the tip of my tongue and tasted the most delicious pussy nectar I have ever had. It was sweeter than Priya’s, with a complex, almost savory undertone, like wild honey.

While I was completely absorbed in eating this pussy, I was peripherally aware of movement beside me. I risked a glance and saw that she and Priya were now interacting. They were playing with each other’s tits, Priya’s small, curious hands exploring the sheer volume of the stranger’s breasts, while Delilah’s larger hand cupped and squeezed Priya’s. They were kissing, tentatively at first, then with a growing, exploratory passion. I could hear their sounds, soft moans and sighs that I could barely hear in the wind, but the sight was an aphrodisiac more potent than any I had ever known.

As I was sucking on this great pussy, lost in the novel taste and texture, I felt the impossible sensation of warm, wet heat enveloping my hard cock. Priya had squirmed out from her position, crawled on her hands and knees under Delilah’s raised ass, and began to suck my cock and play with my balls. The sensory overload was staggering, a tidal wave that threatened to drown me. My face buried in one Delilah’s cunt, her taste on my tongue, her scent in my nostrils, while my own partner’s mouth worked its familiar, devastating magic on me from behind. Priya let up, a soft, wet sound as her mouth released me. She got out from under Delilah’s body, her movements agile and purposeful. Then, in a move of shocking audacity, she threw her legs over Delilah’s midsection, draping them over her stomach so her pussy was positioned directly over Delilah’s face. I heard Priya say, her voice high and commanding, full of a power I’d never heard before, “C’mon, eat my pussy. Suck it.”

I was feasting on this magnificent pussy, an endless banquet of sensation. The aroma of her sex filled my nostrils, a perfume of pure, unbridled female pheromones. The taste was like an exotic, sweet and pungent sauce, complex and addictive. Her hairy bush was a sensual curtain all over my face as I licked, sucked, twirling my tongue all around her folds and sucking hard on her very erect clit, which felt like a hard pearl nestled within her flesh. From my vantage point, I could see Priya’s back arch, her spine a perfect, strained curve. I could see her ass being hugged by Delilah’s arms, her hands holding Priya tight as her mouth and tongue worked diligently. I could hear the moans and sounds of Priya, clear and sharp now, loving every single moment. “Oh, yes! Fuck, yes, just like that!”

I had both my hands under Delilah’s ass, lifting her, burying my face ever deeper into this wonderful pussy, while she was driving her pelvis up to my face in a frantic, desperate rhythm, keeping her legs spread as far apart as she could to allow me unrestricted access to this fabulous, giving cunt. As I drove my tongue, which was getting a little tired but was spurred on by the sheer intensity of the scene, deep into her hole, a fountain erupted onto my face. A hot, gushing torrent of her come, and I reflexively drank up all that I could, the salty-sweet liquid flooding my mouth. Her legs, which had been braced on my shoulders, began to tremble, then to shake uncontrollably. At the same moment, Priya was yelling above my head, her voice a raw, primal scream of release, “Yes, eat my cunt, suck that clit, here I cum, yes, yes, oh my God, it’s so good!”

It was a symphony of orgasms, a tidal wave of female pleasure crashing over me. Priya collapsed onto Delilah’s body, a boneless, shuddering weight. I had to let Delilah’s legs down, lowering them gently to the blanket, as I came up for a breather for myself. Still on my knees, sand sticking to my damp skin, with my cock so hard I thought it would burst, I leaned back, my arms locking behind me to support my weight on the blanket. For a few minutes, the only sound was the howling wind, the crashing waves, and the sound of four lungs gasping for air.

In minutes, the energy began to shift again. Priya, with a soft sigh, slipped off Delilah’s body and curled up next to her, their skin gleaming with a mixture of sweat and sexual fluids. She reached out and stroked Delilah’s dark hair, a gesture of unexpected tenderness. Then she looked at me, her eyes glazed but fiercely bright. “Honey,” she said, her voice husky, “fuck her wet, hairy cunt now. Give it to her. Ram your cock into her hairy cunt, I know how you love a hairy cunt.”

Her words were a direct order, a permission slip to the wildest fantasy I couldn’t have even conceived of an hour ago. I leaned forward, my muscles protesting, but my body wired with adrenaline. I scooted up between the stranger’s still outspread legs, positioning myself at the entrance to her slick, waiting channel. With one hand, I bent my hard cock down and teased her hairy pussy with the tip, tracing the glistening, swollen lips. Delilah reached down, her own fingers parting her hairy pussy lips, spreading them wide open for me. “Yes,” she moaned, her voice a low growl of pure need. “Oh yeah, fuck the shit out of this hairy cunt. Ram that fucker in.”

I slipped just the head into her waiting hole, a torturously slow entry. My cock was immediately enveloped in a sheath of incredible heat and wetness. She had wrapped her powerful, tanned legs around my midsection, her heels digging into the small of my back, locking me to her. She was so wet, so ready, I could feel the radiating heat deep inside her. I looked over and saw Priya intently watching, her head propped on her hand, a rapt voyeur to her own husband’s adultery. She egged me on, her voice a throaty chant. “Oh yeah, baby, fuck this bitch. Shove that cock of yours into her hot cunt. Yeah, fuck her hard. Cum in her babe, shoot your load in her. She loves it.”

I was in no position to argue, nor did I want to. I was lost to the moment, a creature of pure instinct. I was ramming my cock in and out like a piston, my hips a blur of motion. Every thrust was met by an upward buck of her pelvis, our bodies slapping together with a wet, percussive sound that echoed in our small clearing. Delilah was screaming, her head thrown back, her black hair fanned out on the blanket like a dark halo. “Oh God, yes, fuck, oh God, fuck…fuck…feels so fucking good, oh…oh.. don’t stop….shoot it in me.”

The sweat was pouring off of me, stinging my eyes, running in rivulets down my chest and arms. I felt the inevitable, unstoppable climb toward my own release. With a final, guttural roar that was torn from my lungs, I gave one more huge shove, burying my cock as deep in her as I physically could, our pubic hair meshing together in a damp, coarse tangle as I exploded. The first spurt was huge, hot, and powerful, a release of pressure so intense it made my vision flash white. A second big spurt followed, and then a third smaller one. I was shaking from the intensity, my whole body vibrating like a plucked string. All the while, Priya had been crawling closer, her attention divided, alternately sucking on Delilah’s nipple and pressing desperate, open-mouthed kisses to her mouth and neck.

I had to rest. My energy was utterly spent. I leaned back, breaking the powerful hold her legs had on my midsection. My cock, slick with our combined fluids, slipped out of her with a wet, resonant sigh. I sank back on my arms, but they trembled and could no longer hold me up. I collapsed backwards onto the blanket, trying to catch my breath with huge, gulping intakes of air, my heart hammering against my ribs like a trapped bird.

Priya, seemingly inexhaustible, was commenting to the wind, her voice giddy and high. “Oh boy, that was a great fuck. You both came. What a great scene, so hot. She loves your cock just like I do.” She then turned her attention to me, her eyes full of a wild, possessive light. “C’mere, honey, let me suck your cock clean so I can taste the cum from both of you.”

I couldn’t move. I was a spectator in my own body. Priya, on her knees, came over and buried her face in my crotch, which was sopping wet and glistening from our collective juices. She took my now limp, spent cock in her mouth and licked, sucked, and tongued every inch of it with a reverence that was both humbling and incredibly arousing. She cleaned me with a thoroughness that bordered on worship, her tongue darting into every fold until she was satisfied that she had sucked up every last drop of me and Delilah. Finally, Priya sat back, tucking her knees under her in a neat, upright kneeling position.

Delilah had just lain there, spread-eagled and panting, allowing herself to regain her composure. Now, she also sat up, mirroring Priya’s posture, her knees under her in the upright position, facing my partner. Her dark eyes were soft, her body relaxed. “Oh God,” she said, her voice raspy but content. “I can’t thank you enough. I really, really needed to get fucked, and he has a fantastic cock.”

She leaned forward and gave Priya a long, slow, passionate kiss, which Priya returned with equal, if not greater, passion, her hands coming up to cradle Delilah’s face as if she were a precious thing.

They broke the kiss, and I was just watching, my breath finally evening out, my mind slowly beginning to process the whirlwind of the last hour. Priya said, “I’m so glad we could help.”

“Help?” Delilah said with a low, throaty laugh that rumbled in her chest. “Honey, I was so turned on just watching him eat you that I must have come twice before I even came over. I was hiding behind that rock, my hand between my legs, trying to be quiet. The sound of you two, the wind… it was too much. I wasn’t sure I could get up the nerve, but then I said to myself, ‘fuck it, why not? What’s the worst that can happen?’”

Priya was now fondling her solid, firm tits, her fingers looking small and delicate against their magnificent size. “I didn’t know where you came from,” Priya admitted, her voice soft with awe. “It was like you just appeared out of the air. But I know that my honey loves a hairy pussy, and he fucks like no man I’ve ever had before. And when you started to suck my nipples while he was eating me… I just lost my mind. I’ve never eaten another woman’s pussy before, and I must say, you taste great. And I love your hairy pussy too.”

Delilah looked directly into Priya’s eyes, a deep, knowing connection passing between them. “You love my big tits too, don’t you?” she asked, her tone teasing but direct.

Priya, hesitatingly, blushed a little, a faint pink coloring her cheeks. “Yes,” she confessed, her voice barely a whisper. “Yes, I do. And I love sucking your nipples. They get so much bigger than mine. I can’t tell you the feeling I had with my honey eating my pussy and you sucking my nipples. It was just… incredible. I’ve never come so hard in my life.”

As if on cue, Delilah offered up her tits in both hands, presenting them to Priya like a sacred offering. Priya didn’t need a second invitation. She leaned over immediately, her mouth closing over one massive, dark areola, sucking hungrily on the nipple. She worked it with her tongue and teeth, then moved to the other, lavishing it with the same fervent attention. I had recovered enough to get back on my knees, my body feeling heavy but a new wave of desire beginning to stir. As Priya was completely absorbed in sucking Delilah’s tits, I got behind her. I gently spread her legs apart a little, and with my now semi-hard cock, I began to tease her pussy, running the slick, recovering tip between her pussy lips and her pink little sphincter.

Delilah, watching me over Priya’s shoulder, her eyes glittering, said, “Oh yeah. Fuck her while she sucks my tits. Shove that cock right up her cunt. Make her cum all over your cock.”

As I started to get some rhythm and my hardening cock gained substance, I began shoving it in slowly, savoring every inch in and out of her familiar, wet pussy. She was so tight, so hot. I drove it all the way in until my pubic hair met hers. Delilah was swaying her tits to and fro, pushing them into Priya’s mouth, and Priya was moaning, a muffled, ecstatic sound, shoving her ass back at me with every deep thrust I made. After just a few more powerful strokes, the friction and the sheer unadulterated eroticism of the scene were too much. I rammed it in deep one last time and shot a fresh load of cum into Priya’s pussy. Priya raised her head from Delilah’s tits, a string of saliva connecting her lip to Delilah’s nipple. “Oh God, baby,” she panted, “I love when you fuck me so hard.”

I slowly pulled my semi-hard cock out of her pussy, and it made a wet, resonant ‘plopping’ sound. Delilah let out a sigh of deep satisfaction and said, “You have a great cock, and I want you to fuck me again. Will you?”

I had to laugh, a breathless, exhausted chuckle. “Sure,” I replied, “as soon as I can get it up again. You girls have absolutely fucked me out.”

Delilah’s eyes flashed with a new, intense energy. “OK,” she said, “You don’t have to have a stiff cock. Just shove your hand up my cunt as far as you can.” She lay back, spreading her tanned legs again as wide as she could, and held open her pink pussy lips with her fingers, creating an obscene, utterly inviting target. Priya was watching with a stunned, astonished look on her face. I’d heard of fisting before, read about it in the darkest corners of the internet, but I’d never done it. I was a little hesitant, intimidated by the sheer audacity of the request.

I put two fingers into her cunt hole, the entrance still slick and swollen. “Yeah,” she grunted, “move ‘em around. And put more in.”

I added my middle and ring fingers, sliding them into her willing heat. Priya leaned over to get a closer look, her face a mask of shocked fascination. “Oh my God,” Priya exclaimed, her voice a reverent whisper. “Look how big her hole is.”

Delilah, hearing this, really peeled her pussy lips wide apart, using both her hands to give us an unfiltered view. All I could see was pink, raw, wet flesh, surrounded by her gorgeous, thick patch of pussy hair. My entire hand, every finger except my thumb, was now inside her pussy.

“C’mon!” she yelled, her voice raw and demanding. “Put your whole hand in! Up to your wrist! C’mon, shove it in!”

I looked over at Priya. I could catch a glimpse of my own cum, mixed with hers, dribbling slowly out of her pussy and down her inner thigh. With one hand, she was reaching down to her own pussy, scooping the mixed juices onto her fingers. She brought them up to her mouth and sucked her fingers clean. Then she reached over to Delilah’s hairy, wide-open pussy, ran her fingers over the slick pink wetness, and put those in her mouth as well, tasting her. Shit. My cock, which I thought was dead for the day, was starting to rise again at this incredible, depraved scene. I took a breath, squirmed my thumb into her gaping pussy, and with a final push, my whole hand sank deeper into her cunt, my wrist at her entrance.

“Yes! Yes! Fuck! Shove your hand in and out! Make me cum! Oh shit, I love it!” she yelled, her voice echoing off the rocks.

I started to move my hand, slow, clumsy movements at first. “No, no!” she yelled, her voice frantic. “Faster! Faster!”

I gained some momentum, finding a rhythm. I started pulling my hand almost all the way out and then ramming it back in. She was panting, squirming, her whole body convulsing, and thrusting up to meet my fisting thrusts. Then she started screaming, a litany of ecstatic curses. “Oh my fucking God, I’m cumming! And cumming, and cumming! Oh my fucking God, don’t stop!”

After three or four minutes of this frantic, brutal fucking, my arm burning with the effort, I pulled my hand out. She gushed her cum juice, a clear, copious flood that poured out of her. My hand was dripping with her juices, and it was running in rivulets down between her legs and onto the stained blanket. Priya was in absolute shock, her mouth agape. I bent over, overwhelmed by a primal urge, and sucked up as much of her cum juices from her mound as I could.

Then Priya shoved my head out of the way, her usual gentleness gone, and bent her head down, beginning to drink up the juices herself, making loud, greedy, slurping noises. I leaned forward and, as Priya was cleaning her, I watched my own partner’s little tits dangling down. I moved over to suck on Delilah’s huge, still-hardened nipple. I grabbed her big tit and formed a mound of tit flesh with my hand, making the nipple even more pronounced. I sucked it deep into my mouth, ran my tongue around its circumference, and let up just enough to suck it in again. The nipple was as hard as my finger. Delilah grabbed my head with both hands and held me to her nipple, her body still trembling, and she was yelling, “Yeah, suck up my cunt juice! Oh yeah, what a fuckin’ turn on, suck it all up!”

Priya finally let up, leaning back on her heels. She wiped her mouth with the palm of her hand and then, in a final act of libidinous abandon, spread the wetness all over her face and tits, anointing herself in their shared fluids. I had let Delilah’s tit go and was sitting upright, trying to process everything.

Delilah looked up at me, then to Priya, her eyes lucid and her breathing evening out. “That’s the greatest sex I’ve ever had,” she said, her voice quiet and sincere.

I looked at her, my eyes devouring all of her features again, the dark hair, the tanned skin, the powerful body. Then I looked to Priya, who had a smile on her face like the cat who swallowed the canary, a look of pure, satisfied mischief. “Wow,” I said, the word feeling utterly, laughably inadequate. “Thank you. Can we… can we do this again, sometime?”

A small, sad smile touched her lips. “Sorry,” she said. “I’m only here for the day, visiting from out of state. But you’ve both made my year for me. I hope you two enjoyed it as much as I did.” She paused, then she flowed to her feet in one graceful motion, planted a firm, wet kiss on my lips, then turned and gave Priya an equally passionate, lingering kiss. She turned to leave and began to walk up the path that led to the top of the cliffs, her magnificent, naked body shrinking into a silhouette against the afternoon sun.

Priya and I were speechless. We watched her go until she disappeared over the rise. The sound of the wind and the waves rushed back in to fill the void. The world was just us again. Priya looked at me, that wild, triumphant smile still playing on her lips. “You didn’t know I could be that wild, did you?”

I shook my head, a slow, wondering motion. “I don’t know what to say, Sweetie,” I managed, my voice hoarse. “But I know our sex will never be the same.”

We both lay down on the messy, sandy, fluid-stained blanket. We didn’t speak. We just let the warm sun bake our spent bodies, the cool wind a gentle balm on our skin. Within minutes, wrapped in the salty air and the ocean’s rhythmic roar, we fell asleep.
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My boudoir photography business flourished, empowering clients with their sexiness. However, I never forgot my love for writing. With newfound confidence, I began crafting erotic short stories, drawing inspiration from my photography sessions. Exploring sexual dynamics, power plays, tenderness, raw physicality, and emotional connections became my focus.

My writing gained traction, and I developed longer works, creating vivid, sensual descriptions thanks to my photography background. As a successful erotic romance writer and boudoir photographer, I feel I’ve found my true calling. Through my work, I aim to continue pushing boundaries and exploring human desire.
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Circle of Temptation

https://mybook.to/CircleOfTemptation

Circle of Temptations is a sultry, emotionally resonant romance series where desire forms a circle, and every turn reveals a deeper trust and a hotter truth. With lush atmospheres and polyamorous dynamics anchored in respect and consent, these short reads explore how love can be expansive, intimate, and irresistibly tempting.
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Taboo Cravings
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A Series of Forbidden Intimacies.

Step into a realm where desire surrenders to the irresistible pull of the unspeakable. Taboo Cravings invites you to explore the intoxicating depths of familial bonds twisted into passionate, erotically charged encounters. Dare to witness the burning glances between a step-sister and her devoted step-brother, or the electrifying tension that ignites a step-mother’s carefully guarded heart. Uncover the clandestine affairs and unexpected desires that bloom within the unsuspecting confides of family gatherings, from the seductive allure of a mother-in-law’s knowing touch to the shocking, yet undeniable, passion found in the arms of a step-aunt.

This series is a decadent exploration of relationships that defy convention, where the thrill of the forbidden fuels a burning, insatiable hunger. Prepare for stories that push the boundaries of morality, delving into the raw, primal urges that arise when deeply entrenched familial ties become the ultimate catalyst for the most exquisite and scandalous of pleasures. Taboo Cravings offers an escape into a world where societal rules crumble, and the only commandment is the relentless, intoxicating pursuit of desires that have long been suppressed. Each novel is an uninhibited plunge into the delicious agony and ecstasy of connections that dare to be entirely, thrillingly taboo.
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Firebound Lovers

https://mybook.to/FireboundLovers

Firebound Lovers is a contemporary erotic romance series of short, sizzling novelettes. Each standalone entry follows a different couple as their love and lust burn brightest in a single, intimate setting. From a candlelit rooftop to a rain-slick hotel bar, a sunlit studio, or a quiet kitchen late at night, these compact reads undeniable spotlight chemistry, emotions that run deep, and a shared passion that unfolds with clarity and care.
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Lavender Seductions

https://mybook.to/LavenderSeductions

An intimate collection of standalone stories, where two women explore desire, connection, and passion. Each short vignette threads tenderness with heat, centering consent, curiosity, and mutual discovery. From whispered promises to lingering touches, the series invites sensory detail, emotional resonance, and fearless, compassionate intimacy that lingers long after the moment.
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Quiet Desires

https://mybook.to/QuietDesires

Where pleasure whispers, and solitude awakens the senses.

Step into a world where longing lingers just beneath the surface. Quiet Desires is a seductive series of short, intimate tales exploring the private awakenings of women unafraid to seek fulfillment in their own touch. Each story is a sensory journey, a soft gasp in the dark, the slow unraveling of tension, and the quiet release of deeply held cravings.

From moments stolen in the afternoon hush to midnight fantasies beneath moonlit sheets, every woman in this series embraces her body, her rhythm, and her need. Tender, raw, and unapologetically sensual, these standalone stories celebrate the power, beauty, and vulnerability of solo pleasure.

Let go of the noise. Tune in to the hush of longing. Discover the passion that waits in silence. Discover Quiet Desires.
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Frost & Flame Holidays

https://mybook.to/FrostandFlameHolidays

Frost and Flames Holidays is a collection of erotic romance short reads that turns the winter season into a fevered backdrop of yearning and surrender. In frost-kissed towns and candlelit rooms, a single glance, a whispered invitation, or a mistletoe moment can ignite a burn that lasts long after the snow melts. Each standalone tale pairs sultry chemistry with emotional warmth, placing diverse lovers in festive settings, from snowbound cabins and glittering city nights to cozy fireside evenings, where desire and trust collide in lush, intimate moments. Expect steamy encounters balanced by heart, with stories that celebrate the magic of holiday connection and the thrilling heat that summer-cold air can’t dampen. Perfect for readers craving quick, decadent escapes that feel lush, provocative, and deeply human.
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The Velvet Key Series

https://mybook.to/velvetkey

Welcome to The Velvet Key Hotel, where every locked door hides a secret… and every whispered desire finds its match.

Set against the seductive backdrop of a luxurious, hidden gem in the heart of New York City, The Velvet Key series delivers standalone but deeply intertwined erotic novellas. Linked by the hotel’s opulent suites, secret speakeasies, and an exclusive, invitation-only underworld of passion, each story follows a new couple—or tantalizing trio—exploring forbidden cravings, hidden vulnerabilities, and life-altering intimacy.

From brooding billionaires to fearless artists, from high-profile guests to the captivating hotel staff themselves, these characters collide in sensual encounters that strip them bare—body and soul. Each novella promises an unforgettable journey filled with explosive chemistry, emotional surrender, and the kind of erotic tension that burns long after the last page.

In this hotel, the room number doesn’t matter.

It’s the key you hold—and what you dare to unlock—that changes everything.
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Unpublished Desires

https://mybook.to/UnpublishedDesires

“Unpublished Desires” is a mesmerizing collection of erotic short stories penned by a shy, conservative woman on a daring journey of self-discovery. Delve into a world where inhibitions are shed and passions ignited as the author courageously explores themes of longing, intimacy, and liberation. In these tales, experience the transformative power of desire as characters navigate forbidden fantasies, unexpected encounters, and the thrill of breaking societal norms. Each story is a provocative exploration of sensuality, crafted with elegance and honesty by an author embracing her own sensual awakening.” Unpublished Desires” is a series of 12 captivating books, each named after a month of the year. Embark on a year-long journey through these intimate narratives that celebrate the beauty of embracing one’s desires. Prepare to be enthralled, enlightened, and inspired by this unique series that unveils the unspoken passions of a woman finding her voice through the art of erotic storytelling.
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