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Chapter 1: Lovers don't go to the mountains
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Léna, 25, hooked up with one of her boyfriend's best friends after a very hot game of Truth or Dare!

Three years ago, my boyfriend Timothée introduced me to a couple of friends, Aurélia and Maxence. I got along really well with them, so we became friends. Recently, Aurelia invited Timothée and me to spend a weekend in the mountains with her, as Maxence couldn't come because of work.

Erotic game that gets out of hand

As I had classes at university that weekend, I declined, but encouraged Timothée to go to take his mind off things. That evening, Maxence invited me to spend the evening at his place so that we wouldn't be left alone in our own corners. So I accepted, and after running a few errands, we met up for dinner at his place, drinking and playing board games.

After several games and a whole bottle of rum, Maxence suggested we lighten the mood a little by switching to another game, an erotic version of truth or dare. Amused and tipsy, I agreed, and we decided to alternate between action and truth cards. The questions pushed us to reveal ourselves and then confide in each other, and the challenges forced us to get closer, touch each other, kiss, and even gradually take off our clothes.

We cover ourselves, him with a blanket, me with a scarf, more out of propriety than actual embarrassment. The more the game progresses, the longer and deeper the kisses become, to the point that the atmosphere gradually becomes tense.

Finally, Maxence comes across an action that prompts him to give me a massage wherever he wants. He chooses my chest, which is simply covered with a scarf. With me sitting on his lap, my back to him, he begins his massage over the scarf and, seeing that I don't protest, slides his hands under the fabric. He delicately massages my breasts, rolling them between his fingers and gently pinching my nipples.

Too intense a pleasure

Excited, I let myself go against him, my head foggy with alcohol, with the feeling that we were doing something wrong, but that it felt too good to stop. Maxence's hands leave my chest to caress the rest of my body, and one of them slips into my panties. He caresses my wet pussy and his fingers play with my clitoris. Already very aroused by the massage and the situation, it doesn't take me long to come.

Coming down from my orgasm, I feel a violent dizziness and lie down to try to make it pass. Maxence lies down on top of me to kiss me, but seeing that I'm not feeling well, he helps me up to get ready for bed. We end up in his bed, snuggled up together under the duvet. As I gradually calm down, Maxence starts caressing and kissing me again.

I respond in kind, and after a long moment of touching and tasting each other, he asks my permission to take me. I hesitate a little before saying yes. He lies down on his side, puts on a condom, and encourages me to straddle him. I feel his glans playing at the entrance to my vagina and lower my hips so that he can penetrate me. As I feel him enter me, I lose all inhibition and immediately begin to move back and forth rapidly.

He pulls me toward him to kiss me and responds to my movements with deep thrusts. We're both dying of desire and we can feel it. Maxence ends up pushing me onto my back to get on top of me.

I spread my thighs and feel him penetrate me more violently. I moan loudly under his thrusts, almost screaming with pleasure, and have to restrain myself from biting his neck or shoulder.

My pussy is on fire

We finally calm down, get dressed, and lie down next to each other, entwined. However, just as I'm about to fall asleep, Maxence starts caressing me gently again. Still a little drunk and just as excited, I let him do it. He ends up moving down my body to take off my pajama pants and spread my legs.

I feel his tongue caressing my clitoris and sigh with pleasure. He is skilled at cunnilingus, and I feel another orgasm rising. He stops shortly before I climax to put on a new condom and return to penetrate me. The second time is just as intense as the first, to the point that our lovemaking moves the bed.

We alternate again, him on top of me, me on top of him, and our thrusts are so strong that I finally have to ask him to stop, my pussy on fire. I caress and kiss him while he touches himself to orgasm. We remain in bed, breathless and half comatose, until the sound of a phone startles us.

It's morning, and Timothée and Aurélia are getting ready to go shopping before heading home. Maxence and I get dressed and I go home while he goes into town, also to do some shopping. Neither of us regrets that evening, and since then we've met up several times discreetly.
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Chapter 2: A caring couple
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Morgane, 45, was afraid of ending her life alone... her friends reassure her by fucking her hard!

The story I'm about to tell you took place during a trip to the seaside with a couple of friends. Recently divorced, I had gone on this trip with some long-time acquaintances to find a little refreshment and comfort. Mathieu and Léa are a very close-knit couple.

An open couple at the spa!

They are both 40 years old, in great shape, have beautiful bodies that they maintain by doing a lot of sport, are very energetic and also egalitarian in their relationship, with Mathieu being very attentive to his wife's desires and needs.

I feel comfortable with them because they are welcoming, even enveloping. And, I must admit, very pleasant to look at and spend time with. In a way, their beauty and harmony rub off on my mood, without making me regret my ruined love life. 

During our vacation, we were splashing around in a spa that we had privatized in a thalassotherapy center, in a small room with a hot tub and a steam bath. We were relaxing and started talking about sexuality.

I confided in them my fear of ending up alone and that no one would ever want me again, as I am a 45-year-old single mother who has not had a single lover in 20 years of marriage. What's more, I no longer find myself as beautiful as I did at that age. Lea and Mathieu immediately reassured me by telling me that I was a gorgeous, voluptuous woman.

As I found it hard to believe them, they even went so far as to confide that they both found me very desirable. Surprised, I asked them, "But would you want to sleep with me?"

They nodded in unison. Their answer delighted me and confused me greatly. "I want to be kissed," I confided.

Getting closer in the hot tub

After exchanging a glance with his partner, Mathieu approached me in the hot tub and pressed his lips to mine. My sex instantly began to boil and I felt my pulse quicken.

His kiss became more pronounced and his tongue began to explore my mouth sensually.

Meanwhile, Lea, whom I knew was bisexual and had already hinted at her desire for me, moved closer and began caressing my hips and chest. 

Within seconds, my mouth joined hers and then flitted alternately between my two friends. Our kisses were so hot that I ended up letting them remove my bikini by gently pulling on the strings. I found myself naked in the hot bath with the water caressing my curves and four hands exploring me, between my thighs, on my breasts, on my neck, and on my buttocks.
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