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				Carrie’s Gap Year: Thailand
			

			
				An Erotic Novella by 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Lucy Xane


			
				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				My name is Carrie and let me tell you about my gap year travelling around the world at the end of the nineties. I’m sure you’ve already read all about my adventures at university, and my story continues after I graduated and decided to take a year off. If you thought my life was pretty wild before, wait until you hear about what happened next.
			

			
				My adventure began on a flight to Thailand, the first stop on my round-the-world trip. As we neared Bangkok in the early morning, I could feel the excitement buzzing in my veins. It had been a night flight, and after dinner, the cabin lights had dimmed, leaving everyone to sleep. But I could barely drift off; I was too eager, thinking about finally being out in the world on my own.
			

			
				Sitting next to me was a businessman, probably in his mid-thirties and wearing an expensive-looking jacket and a polo neck. We hadn’t exchanged more than a “hello”, and I hadn’t really paid much attention to him. Now, as the cabin lights brightened and sunlight poured in through the windows, the flight attendants came down the aisle, offering orange juice and pastries for breakfast.
			

			
				As I took a sip of orange juice, the man next to me cleared his throat and turned towards me for the first time during the flight.
			

			
				"First time in Thailand?" he asked.
			

			
				“Yeah,” I smiled, welcoming a conversation after feeling quite alone since I’d boarded. “I’m going travelling for a year before I look for a job. You?”
			

			
				"Business," he replied, with a small shrug. "Bangkok's a regular stop for me. What’s on your itinerary?"
			

			
				“I’m heading to Khao San Road first,” I said. “It’s where all the backpackers go, apparently.”
			

			
				He nodded. “Wild spot. You ready for it?"
			

			
				“I hope so!” I laughed. “I’ve heard all about it. Cheap hostels, bars open all night, and street food. I can’t wait."
			

			
				“I’m Jack, by the way,” he said with a warm smile.
			

			
				“Carrie. Pleased to meet you,” I replied.
			

			
				We chatted for a while. He was nice, and I quickly warmed to him. I wasn’t usually into men his age, but the more we talked, the more I noticed his confidence, the way he carried himself. He was definitely fit, with broad shoulders and strong arms. 
			

			
				There was something about that subtle hint of wealth, too, the watch, the clothes, the way he spoke. It was always attractive. I caught myself glancing at him a few times, realising that maybe I found him sexier than I’d expected.
			

			
				As the plane began its descent, I looked out the window in excitement at the unfamiliar city. 
			

			
				“So,” Jack said casually, “I don’t actually have any meetings until tomorrow when I fly on to Chiang Mai. If you’re not in a rush, how about I show you around a bit? I know a few good spots in Bangkok, places tourists don’t always find.”
			

			
				“That sounds… really nice, actually,” I said, surprising myself with how quickly I agreed. “I was planning to head to Khao San Road and get a hostel, but I’ve got all day.”
			

			
				I also couldn’t help suddenly feeling a flutter in my chest. Was he going to make a move on me? I decided that I hoped he would. I was suddenly feeling incredibly horny.
			

			
				He grinned, his eyes lighting up. “Perfect. We can drop your bags at my hotel, have some lunch, maybe check out a few temples, then I’ll get you a taxi to Khao San Road.”
			

			
				Leaving the airport, the hot air suddenly hit me like a wall. I couldn’t believe how hot and humid it was, I’d never experienced anything like it. When we got to his hotel, a team of porters rushed out to get our bags from the taxi and load them onto a trolley. They whisked them away, and a man in a smart uniform escorted us in the elevator to the top floor.
			

			
				The door opened to reveal a stunning luxury suite, far beyond anything I’d imagined. There were several massive rooms decorated in a colonial style, with polished wood floors, antique furniture, and floor-to-ceiling windows offering a panoramic view of the city. 
			

			
				Jack gestured towards the window. "Not a bad view, huh?"
			

			
				I went to the window and looked out, taking it all in. Below, I could see the hotel pool. It was actually several pools joined together with bridges and even a bar. “Oh my god, look at that pool,” I gasped.
			

			
				"It was a long flight, we could take a dip in the pool first if you’d like."
			

			
				I bit my lip, suddenly feeling the heat between us intensify. "A swim sounds good," I replied, my voice a little breathless. “With my budget, this is the only time I’ll get a chance to swim in a pool like that.”
			

			
				Jack’s gaze lingered on me for a moment longer, then he nodded towards a door. “Bathroom’s through there. You can change if you want.”
			

			
				I knew then that we wouldn’t be going to see any temples, and also that I was going to fuck him.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We went down to the pool wrapped in luxurious hotel dressing gowns. Jack took his off first, throwing it on a sun lounger. As I suspected, his body was perfect, with strong muscles and a tight stomach. His swimming trunks were very tight, defining his ass perfectly. I felt a familiar ache between my legs as I checked him out. When he turned slightly towards me, I could make out his large bulge, the fabric hugging his cock that went to one side and down his leg. It looked thick and long. I felt my heart race, and I was now desperate for him.
			

			
				I followed suit, slipping off my dressing gown and draping it over a lounger, feeling Jack's eyes on me as I revealed the tiny bikini I had packed for my trip. My pierced nipples with their small metal bars were obvious through the thin fabric. I could feel the tension building between us as we walked towards the water, the heat of the Bangkok sun on our skin.
			

			
				Jack dived in first, his strong body slicing through the water effortlessly. I watched for a moment, admiring the way his muscles moved as he swam. I jumped in awkwardly after him, making a big splash.
			

			
				We spent a while exploring the pool, swimming around the various parts and under the bridges. It was near midday, and the air outside was thick and hot, but the pool was pleasantly cool. I was enjoying myself immensely, splashing about and laughing with my new friend.
			

			
				We had lunch at the poolside bar, where we enjoyed a leisurely meal and cold drinks. Jack charged everything to his room. Jack’s company made the food taste even better, his conversation engaging, and his laughter infectious.
			

			
				After finishing our meal, we made our way back to the pool. The water was inviting, glistening under the early afternoon sun. We eased ourselves in, the coolness of the pool a refreshing contrast to the heat of the day. Jack swam close beside me, our bodies brushing against each other with every stroke.
			

			
				“You’re pretty good at this whole gap year thing already,” he teased. “I’ve never heard of anyone starting off in a five-star hotel.”
			

			
				I swam closer to him, my heart racing. “Guess I’m just lucky,” I replied. As I came within arm's reach, Jack pulled me towards him, his hands firm on my waist under the water. The electric tension between us snapped as our lips met, and the rest of the world seemed to disappear. 
			

			
				Jack’s kiss was commanding, his lips firm against mine, taking control in a way that made my heart pound harder. His tongue parted my lips, exploring me with slow, deliberate strokes. I pressed my body against his, feeling the bulge of his cock against my leg. My hands slid down his chest, feeling the tightness of his muscles beneath my fingers.
			

			
				I couldn’t resist any longer. I slipped my hand down between us, into his swimming trunks. His cock was hot and heavy in my hand, throbbing against my palm, and wonderfully thick. Jack inhaled sharply as my fingers wrapped around his length, giving it a slow, teasing stroke.
			

			
				"You're making it hard not to take advantage of you," he gasped.
			

			
				I smirked, giving him another squeeze. "Maybe I’m the one taking advantage of you."
			

			
				Jack's grip on me tightened as I continued stroking him under the water, his breath hot on my neck. I looked around, there was no one nearby who could see what we were doing, pressed up against the corner of the pool.
			

			
				His hands were on my ass, but I needed to be touched between my legs. With my free hand I gripped his wrist and guided him to my cunt. He quickly got the idea, moving my bikini bottoms to one side and pressing two fingers firmly against my clit. I let out a loud sigh at his touch, closing my eyes in pleasure.
			

			
				Jack started to circle my clit, with just the right amount of pressure. I kissed him again, moaning into his mouth, trying to be as quiet as I could. But it felt too good, and I felt my orgasm quickly building. His touch was confident, he knew exactly what he was doing. Soon, I was panting with ecstasy.
			

			
				“I’m going to come,” I whispered in his ear.
			

			
				And I did, gripping his cock tightly in one hand as I felt the climax rush through my entire body, making my shiver and roll my eyes back in my head. He held me tightly in the cool water, his fingers touching me more gently as I rode the orgasm, dragging it out as long as possible.
			

			
				When I finally recovered, I was out of breath. “Let’s go to your room,” I gasped, “I need you to fuck me.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I’d always had a fantasy about giving a blowjob in an elevator, maybe it was the risk of getting caught. But as soon as the doors closed, I went down to my knees, opened his dressing gown and pulled his cock out.
			

			
				The moment I took his cock into my mouth, I felt it twitch and grow, stiffening quickly as I worked him with my tongue. He was thick, so thick that I had to stretch my mouth wide to take him all in. I moved slowly at first, savouring the feeling of him, then picked up the pace, my head bobbing up and down in rhythm with my hand stroking the base. My free hand cupped his balls, massaging them gently, and I could hear his breath catch in his throat as I sucked harder, taking him as deep as I could.
			

			
				Jack kept glancing nervously at the floor indicator, clearly torn between enjoying the moment and worrying that someone might call the elevator. But it climbed to the top floor without interruption. As the doors opened, I stood up hastily and Jack struggled to tuck his hard cock into his trunks. Luckily, there was no one there and we quickly let ourselves into his suite.
			

			
				As soon as we entered, I let the dressing gown slip off my shoulders and peeled off my bikini, feeling the cool air from the air conditioning on my bare skin. Without a word, I walked straight to the floor-to-ceiling window and bent over, pressing my palms against the glass, my heart racing. I spread my legs apart, making sure he had a perfect view of my ass and cunt, knowing exactly what I was offering.
			

			
				"Fuck me," I commanded.
			

			
				Jack was naked too, holding my hips as he stood behind me and slid his unprotected cock into my willing cunt. I was wet, and his extra thick cock spread me wide as I tightly gripped him. He started to fuck me, gradually working his way deeper inside me. I needed this so badly. I thrust back against him in time to his rhythm, making him penetrate me as deeply as possible. 
			

			
				As I looked out at the sprawling city, I felt a rush of excitement. Now that we were alone, I didn't hold back. Each time Jack thrust into me, I let out a loud moan of pleasure. Jack too was groaning happily every time his cock pounded into me.
			

			
				I felt the pressure building steadily inside me, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge. Suddenly, the wave of pleasure hit, and I came hard. My hands slid down the cool glass as I braced myself, my legs shaking as the intense orgasm rippled through me. My body pulsed with each contraction, the sensation overwhelming as the release surged from deep inside, spreading through every inch of me.
			

			
				Jack pulled out, and I turned to face him, my breath fast and heavy. But he wasn’t done with me yet. Without a word, he pushed me gently against the window and lifted me up, his hands gripping my ass. Instinctively, I wrapped my legs around his waist as he held me firmly against the glass. With one smooth motion, he slid his cock back into me, deeper this time, filling me completely as I moaned softly in his ear.
			

			
				I’m quite small, thin, with small breasts. And Jack was a big, strong man. He held me easily, his hands close to my rear entrance as he fucked me standing up, gently pressed against the window. I could feel my cunt lips stretched wide around his shaft as he fucked me, his cock going right up inside me. Another orgasm was building already as we kissed passionately, our tongues entwined.
			

			
				When his fingers strayed closer to my ass, pressing against the tight ring of muscles, I came so hard my vision went black. I let out a loud scream of pleasure. My orgasm pushed Jack over the edge, and I felt his cock pulse inside me as he suddenly flooded me with cum. He groaned as load after load filled me.
			

			
				Finally, he let out a satisfied sigh and lowered me to the ground. As my feet touched the wood floor, I felt his warm cum rush out of my cunt and run down my thighs.
			

			
				“Fuck that was good,” I gasped.
			

			
				“God, yes,” he agreed, his cock semi hard now and glistening with our combined release.
			

			
				I stroked his chest and gave him a long, open-mouth kiss. “Let’s have a shower and then you can fuck me again,” I told him.
			

			
				And that’s what we did. We spent the rest of the afternoon fucking on the bed. I came so many times I lost count, and Jack came inside me twice more.
			

			
				Finally, exhausted but satisfied, we left the hotel and went for dinner in an expensive restaurant a short walk from the hotel.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				After dinner, Jack took me to an upscale bar on the rooftop of one of Bangkok’s tallest buildings. The view was breathtaking, a panoramic sweep of the city, with its endless sea of lights stretching out in all directions. The bar itself was equally impressive, with sleek modern decor, soft amber lighting, and plush velvet seating. We sipped cocktails out of elaborate glasses and smoked cigarettes.
			

			
				At the bar, a few glamorous Thai women sat in pairs or alone, their beauty striking. They were dressed in elegant, figure-hugging dresses, their makeup flawless, and they moved with elegant grace. It didn’t take long to realise they were escorts, their eyes scanning the room for wealthy clients.
			

			
				Jack ordered us cocktails, and we sat in one of the private alcoves, the hum of conversation mixing with the sound of jazz music playing softly in the background. The drinks arrived in crystal glasses, as immaculate as the bar itself. I felt a little out of place, wearing the only smartish black dress I had packed for travelling. It was nothing like the elegant gowns of the other customers.
			

			
				As we sipped our cocktails, the conversation drifted towards sex. It felt natural, like it was the most obvious thing to talk about after everything that had happened that day. Jack leaned back in his seat, swirling his drink in the glass.
			

			
				“So, what’s your deal then? Do you do this kind of thing often, or was today a one-off?” he asked with a raised eyebrow.
			

			
				I took a sip of my drink, feeling the warmth of the alcohol mixing with the buzz from earlier. "Honestly, I’ve always been pretty open about sex. At uni, I realised I was poly. It was quite wild at times. I had quite a lot of partners, threesomes, group sex... it all kind of became part of our life."
			

			
				Jack’s eyes lit up with interest. "Sounds like quite the uni experience."
			

			
				I laughed. "It was. There was this one time, at the end of our final year, where it just turned into this massive group thing where we all fucked each other. My housemates, close friends... we were all so close, it just felt like the perfect way to finish uni."
			

			
				Jack leaned in closer, clearly intrigued. "You really don’t hold back, do you?" He took a sip of his drink, then glanced around the bar, noticing the escorts nearby. "I’ve had my fair share of wild times too, especially when I’m travelling for work. You meet people, and things happen. But... sometimes, if I don’t get lucky, I’ll hire an escort. The girls here are incredible. It’s not cheap,  they charge up to a thousand for the night, but they know exactly how to make you feel good, no drama, just skill. Sometimes that’s exactly what you need."
			

			
				I nodded, a little surprised by his honesty. Admitting to hiring prostitutes still seemed like there was a stigma attached to it, but that only intrigued me more. Also, a thousand pounds was my budget for two whole months travelling.
			

			
				"I can see how that would work,” I said. I was getting a little turned on thinking about him being with a hooker.
			

			
				Jack took another sip of his drink, eyes still glancing around the bar as he leaned in closer. "You know," he said slowly, "the escorts here also cater to couples. Have you ever thought about doing something like that?"
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow, catching the hint of what he was suggesting. I felt a rush of heat between my legs at the thought. "You mean, with one of the girls here?"
			

			
				He nodded, a playful grin on his face. "It’s just an idea. You’ve done threesomes with your friends before, but this could be... different.”
			

			
				I thought about it for a moment. It wasn’t like the idea was shocking to me. After all, my boundaries had expanded so much over the years, and Jack seemed like the kind of guy who knew how to make something like this fun without it getting weird.
			

			
				"Okay," I said after a pause, feeling a little rush of excitement building in my chest. "Let’s do it. I’ve never done anything like this before, but I’m game."
			

			
				Jack’s grin widened. “See that one on the end? I’ve been with her a few times, she’s really nice. How about I call her over to the table and you can see what you think?”
			

			
				I looked over to the end of the bar where Jack had nodded. The woman he was talking about was stunning, petite but with fairly large, perky breasts. She was wearing an elegant dress that was very short. She had a natural confidence about her, sitting gracefully with a drink in hand.
			

			
				"Sure," I said, taking a long drag on my cigarette and feeling a mix of excitement and nerves. "Call her over."
			

			
				Jack raised his hand slightly, catching her eye. She gave him a warm smile and, with an effortless grace, slid off her barstool and made her way over to us. As she approached, I felt a flutter in my stomach, the reality of the situation settling in.
			

			
				“Mr Jack, nice to see you here again,” she said, with only a trace of an accent. Jack stood to greet her and kiss her on the cheek.
			

			
				"Carrie, this is Mai," Jack introduced us smoothly. "Mai, this is Carrie."
			

			
				Mai extended her hand with a smile that was both welcoming and mischievous. "Nice to meet you, Miss Carrie."
			

			
				 
			

			
				The door to the suite clicked shut. Jack walked towards the bar and uncorked a bottle, pouring three glasses. Mai and I settled on the plush sofa, sitting close enough that our knees almost touched. There was a tension in the air, the kind that hovers just before something exciting happens.
			

			
				Jack dimmed the lights, casting the room into a soft, golden glow. The view of the sprawling Bangkok skyline became clearer, the city lights twinkling against the dark sky. Far below, we could see the long queues of traffic snaking down every road. He returned, handing us our drinks and settled in the armchair nearby, watching us with a relaxed expression. "To new experiences," he said, raising his glass with a grin, clearly enjoying the moment.
			

			
				Mai placed her hand gently on my leg, and I felt a rush of warmth. She leaned in slightly, her lips just grazing my cheek. I could feel the warmth of her breath just before her lips softly met mine. The kiss was slow and delicate at first, as if testing the waters, but soon it deepened. Her lips were soft, moving gently against mine, and I instinctively tilted my head to meet her.
			

			
				Her hand moved gently up my thigh, lifting my dress. Then she broke the kiss and knelt between my legs. Reaching up, she slipped her fingers under the waistband of my knickers and pulled them off. She tossed them to Jack, who caught them with a grin.
			

			
				Genty, Mai opened my legs, revealing my trimmed bush and glistening cunt. She planted little kisses up my leg and then my inner thigh, getting closer and closer to my core. I shifted, allowing her better access. I could feel her breath on my clit as she kissed all around my pussy without touching it. It was driving me wild with desire.
			

			
				Mai teased me with her lips, her kisses lingering just enough to make my body ache for more. I could barely stay still as she worked her way closer, her deliberate movements sending waves of desire through me. Every time I thought she'd finally touch my clit, she moved away, keeping me on edge. My breath quickened, my body tense, as the teasing continued.
			

			
				Looking over at Jack, I could see that he had his hard cock sticking out of his trousers. He stroked it slowly as he enjoyed the show.
			

			
				Mai’s tongue finally grazed my clit, sending a shockwave of pleasure through my body. I gasped, my hands instinctively reaching down to run through her hair, pulling her closer. She flicked her tongue over me, alternating between soft, gentle strokes and firmer, more intense motions. 
			

			
				Each flick of her tongue sent a surge of heat through my core, and I could feel myself getting closer to the edge. Then, just as I felt my orgasm about to unleash, Mai slowed her movements, teasing me as she pulled back slightly, her tongue barely brushing my clit. I groaned in frustration, my body desperate for release. She smirked up at me, clearly enjoying the control she had over me.
			

			
				She kissed around my pussy again, her lips grazing the sensitive skin just enough to keep me on the edge. Every time I thought I’d get there, she eased off, drawing out the moment. My breaths were coming faster, and I gripped the sofa tightly, my body trembling with anticipation. My whole cunt was throbbing, so close to climax but never quite reaching it.
			

			
				"Please," I whispered.
			

			
				Mai's teasing grin widened. She brought her mouth back to my clit, this time flicking her tongue just enough to send a shiver through me. My whole body tensed, but she pulled away again, keeping me right on the edge.
			

			
				Jack watched from his chair, sipping his drink with one hand and stroking his cock with the other, his eyes fixed on us. Mai leaned in close again, her tongue lightly tracing circles around my clit, keeping me hovering just out of reach of release. I was squirming all over the sofa as she kept me suspended in that sweet, torturous state.
			

			
				But she didn’t let me come. Instead, she moved to the side, using her hands to spread my cunt as open as possible. I could feel my heartbeat in my swollen pussy, my juices running out and down my asshole. I was so close.
			

			
				“Mr Jack,” she said, “Come fuck her.”
			

			
				Jack put his drink on the table and stood up, stripping naked. Why was he taking so long? My cunt was contracting, desperate for his shaft inside me.
			

			
				Mai whispered in my ear, “When his full length is inside you, you will come.”
			

			
				Jack knelt between my legs. Mai held my lips open as Jack pressed the head of his cock against my clit. He moved it in slow, deliberate circles, teasing me as I grew closer and closer. But it wasn’t quite enough.
			

			
				Then, with a smooth, controlled motion, Jack finally entered me. Mai was holding me, her hands squeezing my breasts. As soon as his cock was all the way inside, stretching and filling me, I came. It was like a tidal wave of relief flooding through my whole body. It was like the ultimate release, finally giving me what I needed. I felt it in every part of my body, tingling and shaking. My eyes rolled up in my head, and I might even have passed out.
			

			
				When I finally recovered enough to breathe, I felt Jack’s steady rhythm inside me, pounding into me. Mai’s hands continued to caress my body, her touch both soothing and stimulating. With every thrust from Jack, I could feel the pressure rising again, bringing me closer to another wave of release. I came again. And again.
			

			
				Eventually, reluctantly, I had to stop them. I was too sensitive between my legs, and I couldn’t take any more pleasure.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I whispered to myself as Jack wrapped his strong arms around me.
			

			
				“I told you she was good,” laughed Jack.
			

			
				“I trained at special hooker school,” joked Mai, stroking my bare chest and kissing my neck.
			

			
				“That was so intense, I’ve never come like that before,” I said, my breathing finally slowing enough to talk. I turned to Jack, “Now I want to watch you fuck Mai,” I said.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jack handed the condom to Mai, who took it with a playful smile. She tore it open with ease and, to my amazement, placed it in her mouth. Kneeling in front of him, she leaned forward and, with a smooth motion, rolled the condom down his thick, hard cock using only her lips and tongue. It was a skilful move, and I watched in awe, thinking to myself that I’d definitely need to learn how to do that.
			

			
				Mai was still fully dressed, so when she was done, she pushed Jack onto the sofa next to me. Then she started to sway her hips as she stripped for the two of us. Her tight, short dress clung to every curve of her body, and she let her fingers trail along its hemline, teasing both Jack and me. She swirled, letting her hands glide up her sides as she peeled the dress higher.
			

			
				With a slow, deliberate movement, she lifted the dress over her head, revealing a black lace bra and thong underneath. Her hands trailed down her thighs as she bent over away from us, I could see the outline of her puckered ass, barely covered by the thong. Jack couldn't take his eyes off her, and neither could I.
			

			
				Mai danced some more, unhooking her bra and letting it fall to the floor, showing off the smooth, dark skin of her full breasts with almost black nipples. Then she slipped the thong to her ankles. The dark hair between her legs was perfectly trimmed into a neat triangle.
			

			
				She straddled Jack, guiding his cock into her with her hand as she sank down on top of him. I watched as she started to ride him, letting out a loud, enthusiastic moan with every movement. I watched, mesmerised, as she took Jack’s cock in deep, clearly enjoying every moment. 
			

			
				Mai’s frame was so slight, and Jack’s cock so thick, that her lips stretched tight around his shaft, making his cock seem even larger. His hands held her ass as she rode him, gradually picking up pace. I touched and stroked them both, occasionally leaning in for a kiss, enjoying every second of the energy of their fucking.
			

			
				She might have been paid to be there, but there was no faking Mai’s orgasm when it came. Her body trembled, and a deep moan escaped her as we kissed. I could feel her shudder against me while my hand squeezed her breast. She melted into me, lost in the moment, her pleasure completely genuine.
			

			
				For the rest of the evening, we took our time, taking turns with both of us, switching between different positions. We were in no hurry, experimenting and enjoying the pleasure as at times I was the focus of attention, at other times Jack or Mai. It was a wonderfully relaxed and intensely satisfying experience. Finally, we all collapsed exhausted into the bed together and slept until the morning.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				In the morning, the three of us showered together and had sex one more time. Jack took us both down to breakfast, completely unashamed that Mai was obviously an escort.
			

			
				After breakfast, we said goodbye to Mai. Jack checked out of the hotel, and he took me in a taxi to Khao San Road on his way to the airport. When it came time to say goodbye, I couldn’t leave, giving him so many long, passionate kisses in the back of the taxi that the driver began beeping the horn in annoyance to make me get out.
			

			
				As the taxi pulled away into the bustling Bangkok traffic, I shouldered my large backpack and took my first steps into Khao San Road. It was a world away from the luxurious five-star hotel where I had spent the first night, and I was immediately enveloped by its vibrant chaos. The street was a bustling tapestry of neon lights, lively music, and a dizzying array of sights and sounds. The air was thick with the scent of street food. Vendors lined the streets, their stalls brimming with everything from pancakes to clothing and handmade jewellery. It was so hot, I was instantly drenched in sweat.
			

			
				The road itself was crowded with backpackers and locals, the occasional tuk-tuk struggling to find a way through. As I navigated through the crowd, I noticed the array of hostels and guesthouses tucked between bars and shops. Some had simple, no-frills signs, while others boasted more stylish, modern entrances. The hostels varied in style, from basic dormitories to more expensive private rooms.
			

			
				I was on a tight budget, so I selected one of the cheaper options with dorms. It was a narrow door crammed between an Irish-themed pub and a cafe with plastic garden furniture. Inside, I found an old Thai lady behind a desk. She didn’t smile as she took my money and gave me a key, indicating some dirty, narrow stairs leading up to the dorm.
			

			
				I pushed open the door. The room was simple and sparse, with six single beds arranged in two parallel rows. Each bed had a small, utilitarian table beside it, but there were no other furnishings or decorations. Unlike the hotel last night, there was no air conditioning, only a ceiling fan creaking as it slowly circulated the oppressively hot air.
			

			
				There, on the bed at the far end, a sweaty, naked couple was in the midst of a passionate encounter. The guy lay on his back, eyes closed and a look of bliss on his face. The girl, straddling him, was riding him energetically, her movements rhythmic and enthusiastic. Her ample breasts bounced freely, and her hands were braced on his chest for support as she guided herself up and down, moaning loudly.
			

			
				As the door clicked behind me, the girl turned to look at me, but she didn’t slow or stop what she was doing. Instead she stared intently in my eyes as she continued to fuck the guy beneath her. Her skin glistened with sweat as beads of it ran down her chest between her breasts. I just stood there, frozen, as her moans increased in intensity. Suddenly, she let out a scream as her eyes rolled back in her head and she climaxed.
			

			
				The boy she was riding still didn’t seem to have noticed me. He had an untidy mop of ginger hair, and his body was also covered in fiery red curls. He gripped her hips as he increased his own pace, and let out a loud groan as he came inside her.
			

			
				The girl slid off him, revealing an impressively large cock that was sheathed in a full condom, slick with her essence. He seemed to notice me for the first time, giving me a welcoming grin.
			

			
				“Hello,” said the girl in a posh English accent, “Sorry about that, we haven’t had anyone else in the dorm all week. I’m Becky, by the way.”
			

			
				“Hi,” I said, still slightly in shock and now very horny, “I’m Carrie. And don’t worry, I don’t mind seeing people have sex.”
			

			
				I threw my bag on a nearby bed, and Becky went to the adjoining toilet. I could hear her having a piss just out of sight. The boy sat up and pulled off the condom. His cock was only semi-hard now, but it was still quite large. I couldn’t help glancing at it nestled in his ginger pubic hair. He didn’t seem at all embarrassed to be naked.
			

			
				“I’m Adam,” he said, “Have you just arrived in Bangkok?” He had a soft Scottish accent that sent shivers down my spine. The sound of his voice and the lingering smell of sex in the room stirred a growing ache between my legs.
			

			
				“I arrived yesterday, although I stayed somewhere else last night,” I replied, feeling a bit awkward. “Sorry to intrude on you and your girlfriend.”
			

			
				He laughed, “She’s not my girlfriend. We just met a few days ago when I checked into this hostel.”
			

			
				Becky returned, unashamedly naked, from the bathroom. Her full breasts and tidy bush were making my heart pound. “I’m going to have a quick shower, then we’re going to Wat Pho if you want to join us,” she said to me with a friendly smile.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I spent the day sightseeing with my new friends. They were both so relaxed and friendly that I soon felt like I had known them for years. When we returned to Khao San Road, they took me to the place with the garden furniture for dinner. It didn’t have a sign or even printed menus, but the Thai food they brought us was unbelievable. It was the nicest food I had ever eaten, packed with different flavours.
			

			
				We washed it down with Chang beer, and soon my head was buzzing.
			

			
				“That must have been quite a shock when you walked in on us earlier,” laughed Adam.
			

			
				“Sort of,” I admitted with a grin. “Though it was a nice shock. I shouldn’t be saying this, but I actually liked it. I’ve always… enjoyed watching my friends have sex.”
			

			
				Becky’s eyes widened with curiosity. “You’ve watched your friends before?” she asked.
			

			
				So then I opened up about some of my more voyeuristic experiences at university. There was a sexual tension in the air, and I could tell they were getting turned on by my stories.
			

			
				After a while, Becky said, “You know, if you’re into that, what about watching us tonight. Adam and I were planning to have some fun later. I have to admit, the idea of it is turning me on.”
			

			
				Adam glanced at Becky. “We’re pretty open-minded,” he said. “If you want to watch us, I’d be happy too. Sex is just a bit of fun, it shouldn’t be taken seriously.”
			

			
				I took a sip of my beer, considering the proposition. The idea of being invited to just watch them seemed a bit awkward, but was undeniably exciting. The thought of it was making the blood rush between my legs, and I felt like I was getting wet already.
			

			
				“Alright,” I said, my voice steady, trying to hide my eagerness. “I’d like that.”
			

			
				Becky smiled, clearly pleased with my response. “Great! Shall we head back to the hostel now? I suddenly can’t wait.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back at the hostel, the air felt heavier with anticipation. Becky broke the silence first. “Do you want to get comfortable?” she asked me, her voice soft, but I could hear the edge of excitement.
			

			
				I nodded and took a seat on one of the beds across from theirs. My heart was racing, but there was no turning back now.
			

			
				Becky stood up, tugging off her tank top and dropping it to the floor. Her tits looked amazing in her bra. Adam followed suit, pulling his shirt over his head and revealing his red-haired chest. Becky leaned in and kissed Adam, her hands running down his body as she unbuttoned his shorts.
			

			
				Their movements were slow at first, deliberate. As I watched, it felt like they were performing just for me, making the whole experience more intense. Becky turned to look at me for a moment, a glint of excitement in her eyes, before she climbed onto the bed and straddled Adam. I could feel a tingling between my legs.
			

			
				Becky pushed Adam back onto the bed, straddling him with confidence as she ground her hips against the growing bulge in his trousers. The passion between them was undeniable, and I couldn’t take my eyes off the way her body moved against his.
			

			
				She leaned down, kissing him deeply, her tongue in his mouth. Adam's hands gripped her ass, lifting up her skirt so I could see her knickers covering her mound.
			

			
				The passion increasing, Adam flipped her over, pushing his knee between her legs. He slipped her bra strap down, freeing one of her plump breasts. He teased the nipple between his fingers, making it hard and causing her to moan with pleasure. As he groped her, Becky's moans grew louder, her back arching slightly as she rubbed herself against his leg.
			

			
				My cunt aching, I couldn’t resist slipping a hand into my knickers. I circled my throbbing clit with two fingers, feeling the pleasure surge through my core. My cunt was soaking, and my knickers were already damp.
			

			
				Still kissing frantically, Becky’s hands went to Adam’s shorts, pulling them down just enough to get his big, hard dick out and start wanking it. In return, Adam pulled her knickers off, throwing them away. She opened her legs wide, deliberately showing me her bush and soaking wet slit. Adam pushed two fingers inside her, and she cried out in ecstasy.
			

			
				He started to finger bang her, rubbing her G-spot quickly and firmly. She was moaning even louder now. Suddenly, there was a wet, slapping noise, and seconds later, she started to squirt all over the bed. He continued to fuck her with his fingers, dragging out the wet orgasm, droplets of squirt flying up and covering his forearm. Thick, white juices poured from her cunt and down her asshole onto the bed.
			

			
				This was all too much for me, and I came hard, my legs slamming together involuntarily as I massaged my clit, my orgasm making me shake and moan.
			

			
				“Fuck me, fuck me now,” Becky begged him.
			

			
				They quickly removed their remaining clothes and Adam rolled a condom onto his cock. He moved between her legs on the bed and his dick easily found her eager opening. He thrust inside her, making her moan again and again. I had a perfect view of her lips wrapped around his thick shaft.
			

			
				I slipped off my own knickers, giving me better access to be able to finger fuck myself in time to Adam’s thrusts.
			

			
				Suddenly, Becky came hard, her legs lifting up and clamping around him. When she recovered, Adam got her on her knees, guiding his cock into her from behind. She buried her face in the pillows as he took her hard, angling his body slightly so I got the perfect view of his cock penetrating her.
			

			
				She turned her head, looking right at me as she was being fucked. I had my legs open and my fingers in my cunt and she could see everything. That made me come again, too.
			

			
				Adam had been going hard, and he couldn’t hold off much longer. “I’m going to come,” he groaned.
			

			
				“On my tits,” Becky commanded. She pulled away and jumped off the bed, kneeling down next to me and offering up her breasts with her hands.
			

			
				Adam whipped the condom off and stood over her. With a final few strokes he let out a howl of pleasure and released a huge load of cum. But instead of going on her tits, it erupted from his cock all over her face. The second load covered her face too, and it wasn’t until the third and fourth release that he finally managed to guide it onto her breasts.
			

			
				The sight of it was enough to push me over the edge again, and another intense orgasm rushed through my entire body like a tidal wave of pleasure. It left me shaking, my fingers still buried in my cunt.
			

			
				“You missed,” laughed Becky, not at all annoyed that she had to keep her eyes tightly shut.
			

			
				“Sorry,” smiled Adam, grabbing a towel and gently wiping the cum off her face.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” said Becky when she could see again, “Being watched felt so sexy. And I’ve never squirted so much before.”
			

			
				“Fuck, so hot,” agreed Adam, still breathless and slowly stroking his cock. “I don’t think my erection is going down either.”
			

			
				“I think it’s only fair that you fuck Carrie then,” said Becky, making my heart race again. “If you want to, Carrie?”
			

			
				“Yes, please,” I said hoarsely, my mouth dry.
			

			
				Adam rolled on a new condom and came over to my bed. I quickly stripped off my top and opened my legs for him. He knelt between them, his hard dick pressed against my mound as we opened our mouths for our first kiss. His tongue felt amazing in my mouth, and he took control, kissing me passionately and making me melt in his arms.
			

			
				I could feel Becky watching us from the other bed, and I sensed she was now fingering herself. “You look amazing together,” she murmured, clearly enjoying the moment as much as we were.
			

			
				Adam’s cock was rubbing against me as we kissed, and suddenly it was inside me, making me gasp as he filled me. He started to thrust into me, stretching me open as he deepened each thrust. I grabbed his ass with both hands, pulling him deeper. I could hear how wet I was as he fucked me.
			

			
				Eventually his cock was all the way in, his balls slapping against my ass. His tongue was still in my mouth as I climaxed, my cunt gripping him and my fingers digging into his ass. I could hear Becky was climaxing noisily next to us, too.
			

			
				The room was stifling, the fan doing little to help with the temperature, and we were drenched in sweat by now, our bodies slick as we rubbed against each other. Adam rolled off, laying back and taking a break from the exertion, so I rolled the condom off his cock and ran my tongue up his shaft.
			

			
				“Want to help?” I asked Becky.
			

			
				She nodded eagerly, joining me on the bed. Together, we traced our tongues along the length of his shaft, teasing the tip. We took turns pulling him into our mouths, sucking gently as we went. Adam was loving every second, watching us with pleasure in his eyes, his soft moans filling the room.
			

			
				“Oh my god, that’s so good,” he murmured. “I’ve never had two mouths on my cock at the same time before.”
			

			
				Adam’s breathing quickened as we continued working on him together with our hands and mouths. Becky glanced at me with a smile, and I knew he was close. Suddenly, his body tensed, and with a deep groan, he came, his eyes closing in bliss. 
			

			
				Suddenly, cum throbbed out of his cock in waves, running down his thick shaft. Becky and I intercepted it, taking it up on our tongues and swallowing it down. As our tongues touched each other, it evolved into a cum-filled kiss, sticky, wet, but incredibly sexy.
			

			
				“That was... amazing,” Adam said, still catching his breath.
			

			
				Becky pulled away from me and laughed. She wiped a stray drop of cum from the edge of her lip. “Glad we could help, and what a way to kiss a girl for the first time!”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next few days were a wonderful mix of sightseeing with my new friends and filthy threesomes every night. But eventually it had to come to an end. First, Becky had a flight out of the country. Her travelling was coming to an end, and she was returning to her life in England.
			

			
				Adam was in Bangkok for one more day before he continued on his travels the other way, flying to Australia. That would leave me on my own, and I booked an overnight bus to Chiang Mai. I was going to stay at a jungle camp where there were elephants. I’d become incredibly close to Adam, and we vowed to keep in touch by email and try to meet up again in the future. At least we were going around the world in the same direction.
			

			
				However, on our last morning together, we had a problem. A German guy had checked into our dorm and we no longer had the privacy to fuck. Adam had to leave for his flight at three and we were desperate to have one last shag. No amount of hints would get our new roommate to go out; he just wanted to lie on his bed and read a book.
			

			
				Finally, with an hour to go, I had an idea. I dragged Adam next door to the Irish pub. It was fairly quiet at that time of the afternoon, and I felt very self-conscious as I led Adam directly to the toilets. In the ladies', we went into a cubicle and locked the door.
			

			
				Once we were inside the tiny cubicle, the tension between us became unbearable. The cramped space didn’t give us much room to move, but that only made it more exciting. I pressed Adam against the door, our lips crashing together in a desperate, hungry kiss.
			

			
				“You sure about this?” he whispered, his breath hot against my neck.
			

			
				I grinned, already fumbling with his belt. “We don’t have time to be fussy.”
			

			
				His belt undone, I hooked my fingers in the waistband and pulled his shorts and underwear right down in one go. His hard cock sprang to attention, and I knelt on the filthy bathroom floor, hungrily sucking him. His dick was lovely and big, and so far I hadn’t been able to get it in my throat, but I was determined to try one last time.
			

			
				As I touched him, I could hear his breath quickening, and I smiled, feeling a surge of excitement run through me. His body responded eagerly, and I pressed closer, feeling the heat of the moment overwhelm us both.
			

			
				"God, this is crazy," Adam murmured.
			

			
				"Shh," I whispered back with a grin.
			

			
				Relaxing my throat muscles, I forced my head down as far as I could. It was working, my gag reflex held at bay as I pressed my lips against his body at the base of his cock.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” gasped Adam, his breathing coming even faster.
			

			
				I came up for air and then took it all in my throat again, saliva running down my chin and dripping on the floor. I looked up, his entire length deep in my mouth, my lips pressed tightly around the base of his cock. Our eyes met, and in that moment, I could see how amazing this felt for him.
			

			
				I felt a rush of satisfaction seeing how much he was enjoying it. My fingers had found my way into my knickers, and I buried two fingers deep inside my soaking cunt. I repeated it a few more times, making him groan with pleasure.
			

			
				But I needed to be fucked now. I stood up and dropped my knickers to the floor. I turned away, lifting my skirt up over my ass. “Fuck me,” I commanded him.
			

			
				“I left the condoms back at the hostel…” he began.
			

			
				“I don’t care about condoms, I want your cum in me,” I told him.
			

			
				Throwing caution to the wind, Adam pressed me up against the cramped cubicle wall, his hands gripping my hips as he guided his cock into me from behind. The tight space made it all the more intense, and I found myself up on tiptoes as he slowly thrust his thick length inside me.
			

			
				"Oh, god, yes," I moaned, my palms flat against the graffiti-covered wall, bracing myself and pushing back against him with every movement. The mix of urgency and pleasure sent waves of heat through my body, my breath coming in ragged gasps as we moved in sync, lost in the moment.
			

			
				"Fuck, I love your cunt," Adam grunted, his lips brushing against my neck as he thrust into me from behind. 
			

			
				“And I love your cock,” I replied, panting with the excursion. His hand reached around, fingers quickly finding my clit and rubbing it roughly while he continued to push deep up inside me.
			

			
				It didn’t take long before my climax hit, rushing through my body and making my legs shake, forcing Adam to hold me up against the wall.
			

			
				I spun around and pulled him into a long, messy kiss, our lips and tongues moving together hungrily. Adam lifted me up effortlessly, pinning me against the wall. My legs wrapped around his waist as he guided his cock back inside me, sliding into my swollen, aching pussy. The sensation was overwhelming, making me gasp as he thrust deeper, holding me tightly against him.
			

			
				I’d rarely kissed anyone with such raw passion and desperation before. It was like we were trying to devour each other, both lost in the intensity. Suddenly, Adam groaned into my mouth, his body tensing as I felt his cock pulsing inside me. A rush of warmth spread through me as he came, releasing in deep, steady waves.
			

			
				We slowed, and he stayed inside me as we kissed more gently. But eventually we had to break apart, and I felt the familiar feeling of cum running down my thighs.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The traffic was so slow we could see the airport bus crawling towards us from several blocks away. I realised I was going to miss Adam a lot, even though we’d only known each other for a week. I squeezed his hand tightly again as we waited.
			

			
				“You’ll definitely email me?” I asked him for the tenth time, cringing at myself. I wasn’t usually so needy.
			

			
				“Definitely,” he reassured me, with his soft Scottish accent, “And we should be in New Zealand at the same time. I’ll see you again in a month or so.”
			

			
				“I know, I’m sorry,” I replied. The bus was nearly here. “And you know I want to hear about all the Aussie girls you hook up with, right? With full and filthy details right to my inbox.”
			

			
				“I know, and same for you, okay?” he said. “It will turn me on something crazy to think about you getting fucked.”
			

			
				The bus finally pulled up with a loud hiss of brakes. Giving me one last kiss on the lips, Adam shouldered his backpack and climbed aboard. The bus pulled away, and I was on my own again in the middle of the bustling city.
			

			
				The next evening, I checked out of the hostel, still unable to coax a smile from the owner. I made my way to the main bus station. It was a busy place, filled with a mix of locals and travellers, all bustling about with their own plans and destinations. The air was thick with the smell of street food, and the sounds of vendors calling out their offers blended with the hum of the crowd.
			

			
				The overnight bus to Chiang Mai was an experience in itself. It was a large, fairly comfortable vehicle, though a loud film in Thai blared from the overhead TV. I tried to follow the plot, but it was impossible. At least the air conditioning was working. Eventually, I gave up and fell asleep.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				I nervously held out a large bundle of sugarcane. The elephants, lined up in a row, were eagerly reaching out with their trunks, each movement graceful despite their massive size. One of them grabbed the bundle from me and pulled it into its mouth.
			

			
				Nearby, a girl about my age was feeding another elephant. She held some watermelon in her flat hand, her eyes wide with delight as the elephant carefully took it from her. The look of joy on her face mirrored my own sense of wonder.
			

			
				The jungle camp was alive with activity. A small group of tourists, including myself, were engaged in this unique experience, each person captivated by the charm of these gentle giants. The elephants were calm and attentive, their trunks deftly handling the food, and their large, expressive eyes following our every movement.
			

			
				“Their trunks feel so weird,” the girl said, turning to me. Her Scandinavian accent caught my attention, and I took a moment to really look at her. She was strikingly beautiful, with long blonde hair and tanned skin. She wore a tight, white vest top which flattened her ample breasts across her chest, and long flowing hippy skirts. Her arms were adorned with a cascade of braids and bangles, giving her a well-travelled, bohemian look.
			

			
				“I know, right?” I replied with a smile, holding out another bundle of sugarcane. “It’s so cool to feel them up close like this.”
			

			
				She grinned, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “Absolutely. It’s amazing how gentle they are despite their size.”
			

			
				We chatted as we continued feeding the elephants, our conversation flowing easily. She introduced herself as Freja, and we quickly discovered we had quite a lot in common. Both of us were backpacking through Thailand and shared a love for adventure and new experiences. The elephants kept munching away happily, and I found myself enjoying Freja’s company more and more.
			

			
				After we had finished feeding the elephants, we had some free time before the communal dinner. I headed back to my room, and to my delight, discovered it was right next to Freja’s. The camp was as basic as it got, with the rooms being nothing more than rough wooden sheds elevated on stilts. The toilet was a short walk away, a seat over a simple hole in the ground. The camp also boasted a row of outdoor, cold water showers, offering barely any privacy.
			

			
				Despite the lack of luxuries, I loved it. The surrounding jungle created a lush, green backdrop that made the simplicity of the accommodations feel like part of the adventure.
			

			
				The dinner setup was simple but inviting, with long wooden benches and tables. The aroma of Thai curry and fresh rice filled the air. Freja and I found a spot on one of the benches and sat down together. As we dug into the spicy food, our conversation flowed effortlessly. Freja was fascinating, sharing stories of her travels through South America and Asia, her eyes lighting up as she recounted her adventures. It turned out she was from Denmark and had been travelling for over a year already.
			

			
				As we chatted through dinner, Freja’s stories grew increasingly spicy. She hinted at wild nights and spontaneous romances. I opened up about some of my adventures at university, and soon we were both admitting to enjoying threesomes and open relationships.
			

			
				I also couldn’t help but keep looking at Freja’s breasts. They were captivating, full, rounded, and perfectly shaped. Her tight vest top clung to them, highlighting their size and form. It was clear that the fabric was stretched to its limits, and I couldn’t help but wonder if they were even more impressive than they appeared.
			

			
				It felt like there was a sexual tension between us, and I fantasised about kissing her, but not wanting to risk ruining our new friendship, I resisted. Eventually, we called it a night, retiring to our own rooms. 
			

			
				We had to sleep under mosquito nets, and I had just arranged mine and settled down to read when I heard the sounds of soft gasps and moans. I realised it was coming from Freja’s room next door. 
			

			
				I crept close to the dividing wall and listened intently. I could hear a soft buzz and Freja’s heavy breathing. Her moans increased in frequency and volume until she let out a long groan, which sounded stifled by a pillow. The buzzing stopped. Fuck, she’d just got herself off with a vibrator. Having listened to all that, I was now overwhelmingly horny. I slipped my hand into my knickers and found I was soaking wet, my cunt was aching with desire.
			

			
				I recalled that I had packed my own vibrator, a discreet bullet one that looked like a lipstick. My heart raced as I rummaged through my bag, quickly finding it and jumping onto the bed. With trembling hands, I slipped it into my knickers and turned it on.
			

			
				The low hum of the vibrator seemed deafening in the stillness of the night, but the need for release overpowered any concern about the noise. I pressed it against my clit, feeling a wave of intense pleasure wash over me. The vibrations sent shivers through my body, each pulse echoing the arousal I had been building up.
			

			
				The vivid sounds of Freja’s pleasure played in my mind, driving me further into my own fantasy. I couldn’t help but imagine her next door, naked, and it only fuelled my growing hunger. I surrendered to the pleasure, allowing myself to get lost in the throes of my own need, letting the vibrator work its magic as I imagined being in bed with Freja.
			

			
				It didn’t take long before I was overwhelmed by an intense orgasm that surged through my body. It was like a powerful wave crashing over me. My entire body shuddered, and I let out a gasp far louder than I had planned. I clung to the vibrator, my grip tightening as I rode out the powerful waves of release, savouring every second of the blissful aftermath. It was what I had needed, and I was soon fast asleep.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I woke up with the early morning sun streaming through the curtainless windows and the sounds of elephants moving about outside. I smiled to myself contentedly; what an amazing place to stay. But I was desperate for a piss, so I headed outside. On my way to the toilet, I glanced at the line of showers and stopped in my tracks.
			

			
				Freja was under one of the showers. Due to the lack of privacy, she was wearing a bikini, but it was tiny, barely covering anything. At the back, it was just a thong, leaving her perfect ass cheeks fully exposed. When she turned around, I could see her breasts in all their glory. They were even bigger than I had imagined.
			

			
				As I watched, she rubbed soapy water over her chest, slipping her hand inside the tiny bit of material and washing her breasts. I caught a glimpse of a pink nipple and felt a rush of heat between my legs. She lifted up one arm to wash underneath, and I saw that she was unshaven, with long, thick underarm hair. I’d always shaved back in England, but since travelling, I hadn’t bothered, and I knew my own hair was starting to grow out too. I was finding it very sexy.
			

			
				Suddenly, she noticed me watching and gave me a cheerful wave. “Hallo!” she called out. I waved back and hurried to the toilet, my face flushed.
			

			
				At breakfast, Freja and I sat down at one of the long wooden tables, surrounded by other tourists. The atmosphere was relaxed, and the scent of coffee and fresh fruit filled the air. Freja, with her usual bright smile, poured herself some coffee and turned to me. “So, did you sleep well?” she asked casually.
			

			
				I nodded, “Yes, it was pretty comfortable, surprisingly. How about you?”
			

			
				Freja’s eyes twinkled. “Oh, I slept quite well too. Though I did hear some interesting noises last night.”
			

			
				My heart skipped a beat, and I looked at her, trying to keep my expression neutral. “Really? What kind of noises?”
			

			
				Freja leaned in slightly. “Well, it sounded like someone was having quite a bit of fun in their room.”
			

			
				I blushed, “Um, yeah, I guess I was louder than I thought I would be. Sorry about that.”
			

			
				She looked at me sideways. “I’d just finished with my own buzzing friend. I wonder if that inspired you?”
			

			
				I felt my face flush even deeper, but I managed a shy smile. “Maybe it did. It seems we were both having a fun night.”
			

			
				Just then, one of the members of staff stood up and interrupted us, letting everyone know the itinerary for the day. This morning we were going to wash the elephants, and then in the afternoon there was going to be a guided jungle trek. It all sounded amazing.
			

			
				 
			

			
				That afternoon, trekking through the jungle, I noticed the Thai guide, Danai, paying me extra attention. He was kind of cute, not very tall, even a bit shorter than me, but he had a friendly, handsome face and an easy-going charm. His sense of humour had us all laughing throughout the hike, but there was something about the way he interacted with me that felt different.
			

			
				I couldn’t help but feel flattered, especially with Freja there. She was stunning, with her long blonde hair and much bigger breasts, but for some reason, Danai seemed to be focusing on me. Even Freja picked up on it, giving me little winks and nudging me whenever he made a joke just for my benefit.
			

			
				That evening was our last at the camp, and after dinner, the staff let the beer flow freely, which loosened everyone up. As the night went on, I found myself getting more attracted to Danai, drawn in by his light-hearted nature and the way he made me feel special. Freja, sitting beside me, kept giving me knowing smiles.
			

			
				When it got late, most of the tourists had gone to bed. Danai, Freja and a few others were still up, drinking under the strings of lights around the makeshift restaurant. Danai eventually stood up, stretching and yawning.
			

			
				“I think I’m going to bed,” he said, “alone.”
			

			
				Was that intended for me? Freja thought so, widening her eyes and making lewd gestures. Danai started to head off to the staff quarters on the other side of the camp.
			

			
				“Quick,” hissed Freja, “follow him or it will be too late.”
			

			
				“Oh, Freja, I want to, but I’m not sure that’s what he meant,” I replied.
			

			
				She gave me a shove in his direction, “Don’t be so stupid,” she laughed.
			

			
				I followed him into the darkness. “Danai?” I called softly. He stopped and turned around. I wasn’t sure what to say now. But it turned out I didn’t need to say anything. Without even thinking, we were in each other’s arms, our lips meeting and tongues in each other’s mouths in the darkness.
			

			
				After a long, passionate kiss, we broke apart. “Do you want to come to my room?” I asked.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Five minutes later, we were in my room, and I was sucking Danai’s cock, giving him the full deep-throat treatment. He moaned with pleasure, his fingers in my hair as I bobbed my head up and down. I knew Freja was in the room next door, and part of me hoped she was listening.
			

			
				After a while, we switched around as Danai moved down between my legs. Parting my folds, he quickly showed that he knew exactly what he was doing. His skilled tongue explored me before focusing on my clit.
			

			
				As Danai’s tongue worked its magic, the waves of pleasure built quickly inside me. Sensing it too, he didn’t let up, his tongue flicking expertly over my clit, bringing me closer with every second. I gripped the sheets, gasping as the intensity grew. Finally, the pleasure hit its peak, and I came hard, my whole body trembling as the orgasm washed over me. Danai stayed between my legs, his lips and tongue still teasing me gently, letting me ride out every last wave of bliss. I’d been so loud, I was sure Freja must have heard.
			

			
				Danai stood up, retrieving a condom and rolling it on. I welcomed him between my legs, tasting myself on his lips as he entered me. Feeling him stretching me open, I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him closer. He started pounding into me, fucking me with a fast pace that made me let out a little moan with every thrust. In the hot room, we were soon both soaked in sweat, our slick bodies rubbing against each other.
			

			
				He’d been fucking me so hard, I decided he needed a break and rolled him onto his back. I straddled him, feeling his cock slide back inside as I started to ride him, sweat running down between my small breasts. I spotted my bullet vibrator, which I’d left next to my pillow. 
			

			
				Reaching for it, I flicked it on and placed it between my legs, the gentle buzz adding an extra layer of pleasure. Holding it in place with one hand, I rocked back and forth on Danai’s cock, the vibrations sending shivers through my body as I rode him harder.
			

			
				It wasn't long before an intense orgasm ripped through me, sending waves of pleasure crashing through my body. My whole body tensed, my thighs trembling as I ground down on Danai. I let out a cry as the climax took hold, feeling my muscles tighten around him as I rode out the high, trembling and breathless.
			

			
				Danai took back control, positioning me on my knees with my ass in the air. He spread me wide, admiring the sight of my glistening, gaping pussy before thrusting back inside me. As he gripped my hips and drove into me with powerful, unrelenting strokes, I pressed the vibrator firmly against my clit, the combined sensations pushing me to the edge once more. Each thrust and vibration melded into an overwhelming wave of pleasure, making me gasp and moan as he continued to take me hard from behind.
			

			
				I came again, my whole body trembling as I buried my face in the pillow to muffle the scream. The pleasure surged through me in waves, almost too much to handle. Danai pulled out quickly, yanking off the condom with a sense of urgency. With one final stroke, I felt the first hot stream of cum land on my back, followed by another, then another, as he emptied himself onto me. The warmth spread across my skin in thick lines, leaving me breathless and spent.
			

			
				As our breathing slowed and the room fell quiet, I lay there listening, the soft sounds of the night filtering in. Then, faintly, I heard it, a familiar buzzing and gentle moans coming from Freja’s room next door. A smile spread across my face. It seemed like she’d been listening as I had hoped.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				After a final morning with the elephants, we piled into Land Rovers for the trip back to Chiang Mai. Freja and I found ourselves in the back of one together, the thoughts of last night’s events still hanging silently between us. Neither of us mentioned it, but I could feel an unspoken tension in the air.
			

			
				The driver didn’t speak any English, but this didn’t stop him from putting a Best of the Spice Girls tape on full volume. Freja had to lean in to me and talk loudly.
			

			
				“What are your plans when we get back to the town?” she asked, her blue eyes shining.
			

			
				“I haven’t really thought that far ahead. I’ll need to find somewhere to stay and maybe sign up for one of the Thai cooking schools,” I said, staring out at the passing jungle.
			

			
				“Same here,” said Freja, “You know, if we got a room together, it would be cheaper and we could stay somewhere a bit nicer.”
			

			
				I felt a thrill at the idea of sharing a room with Freja. “That would be wonderful,” I said. I glanced over at her, looking at her huge tits bouncing every time the Land Rover went over a bump.
			

			
				Back in Chiang Mai, we found a cheap double room in a hotel. It even had its own bathroom. We bought food from a street stall and bottles of beer from a 7-Eleven. Then we went back to our room to eat and drink.
			

			
				After a few drinks, I felt emboldened to bring up the previous night. “I know you could hear me with Danai last night,” I said playfully.
			

			
				“Yes,” she admitted, giving me a cheeky look through her eyelashes. “And I admit that I had to use my vibrator to get myself off.”
			

			
				“I’ve always loved listening to people have sex,” I confessed. “And watching.”
			

			
				“Me too,” she said. “God, this is making me horny. I’m going to get ready for bed and have a wank.”
			

			
				She headed for the bathroom, stripping off her clothes with an air of casual confidence. I caught an enticing glimpse of her in just her knickers before she disappeared from view. I heard the shower turn on, and my imagination ran wild with images of her standing under the stream of water, the soap gliding over her perfect skin. Her large breasts, with their rosy pink nipples, were undoubtedly getting a thorough rinse. My cunt was aching, and I couldn’t resist rubbing my clit through my knickers, enjoying the feelings swelling inside me.
			

			
				Every part of me was desperate to go into the bathroom and join her in the shower. There was an unbelievable sexual chemistry between us, but I still wasn’t sure if she was teasing me or if she just wasn’t interested in being more than friends. I wasn’t normally so reticent, but I really liked her and didn’t want to mess things up.
			

			
				Shortly, the shower turned off, and Freja reappeared, wrapped in a towel. She dried herself off with slow, deliberate motions that highlighted every curve of her body. Then, to my utter delight, she let the towel fall to the floor, revealing herself completely naked for the first time.
			

			
				Freja stood before me in all her natural beauty. Her breasts were even larger than I had imagined, their heavy curves falling slightly under their own weight, topped with soft, pink nipples. But what really drew my eye was how unapologetically natural she was. A dark, untrimmed patch of hair framed her mound, thick and wild, spreading slightly onto her thighs and in stark contrast to her blonde hair. Her underarms were similarly unshaven, the dark hair there soft and untouched.
			

			
				I couldn't take my eyes off her. My whole body ached with desire. I felt this deep, desperate need to touch her, to kiss her, but I was terrified of crossing a line. My cunt throbbed, and I could feel the wetness soaking through my knickers. I was dying to reach between my legs and ease the ache, but I didn’t want to move, didn’t want to miss a single second of this. Watching her, I couldn’t tell if she knew how much she was turning me on. Was she teasing me? Did she want this, too? 
			

			
				She had to be teasing me, I decided, as she turned away and bent over to get something from her backpack, presenting her cunt and asshole to me from behind.
			

			
				“There it is,” she said, holding up a small vibrator, not unlike my own.
			

			
				“Oh, I think I have the same one,” I said, rooting through my pack until I found it.
			

			
				Freja slipped naked under the sheets of the double bed, and a second later, I heard the familiar buzz of the vibrator. She closed her eyes and moaned softly with pleasure.
			

			
				“Why don’t you get into bed and do the same thing?” she said, her breath erratic.
			

			
				I quickly stripped off my own clothes, feeling her eyes on my naked body. As I mentioned, I hadn’t shaved for a few weeks, and it made me feel both sexy and self-conscious.
			

			
				“Wow, I love your pierced nipples,” Freja purred, as I let my bra drop to the floor.
			

			
				Removing my knickers, I slipped under the sheet next to her. I turned on my vibrator, the hum joining hers. I opened my legs slightly, and pressed it against my clit, letting out a loud moan, much louder than I had expected. Being in bed with her like this had me so aroused that I was extra sensitive, and I knew I was already close to climax.
			

			
				The vibrations of our toys buzzed together. I could feel the heat radiating from Freja's body next to mine, her soft moans making my pulse race even faster. The fact that we were both so openly pleasuring ourselves, just inches apart, felt surreal and incredibly hot.
			

			
				Freja’s hand brushed against my leg as she shifted, and I could barely keep myself from reaching out and touching her. I knew it was inevitable now. That we would fuck. But there was a delicious ecstasy in prolonging the moment. My vibrator pressed harder against my swollen clit, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. Each moan that escaped my lips felt louder, almost uncontrollable.
			

			
				Freja turned her head towards me, her eyes half-lidded with desire. The sheet had slipped down, exposing her huge breasts. “You look so fucking sexy right now,” she whispered, her breath coming in shallow gasps. My body was on fire, my fingers gripping the sheets. Our eyes locked, and we both came together.
			

			
				My orgasm ripped through me like a tidal wave, every muscle in my body tensing as pleasure surged from my core. Freja’s moans turned into a cry as she climaxed at the same moment, her back arching off the bed, her body trembling violently, and her breasts shaking.
			

			
				We both threw away our vibrators and grabbed at each other. Our tongues met in a fiery embrace as our breasts squashed against each other. My hand went between her legs, running through the thick hair and plunging my fingers into her swollen, soaking cunt. She did the same to me, and we fingered each other frantically as we kissed. I came again almost immediately, and she wasn’t far behind.
			

			
				After half a dozen more orgasms, we were finally exhausted. We collapsed into each other's arms, sated and kissing gently, our breathing slowing as we held each other close.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next morning, we showered together. I washed every inch of Freja’s beautiful naked curves, and we ended up back in the bedroom fucking again. This time I took my time, exploring her entire body with my tongue, licking her from her armpits to her ass as she did the same to me.
			

			
				But eventually we made it out to look at some temples. We also enrolled in one of the cookery schools that Chiang Mai was famous for. The next few days were filled with the scents of fried spices during the day, and wild fucking every night.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				Before long, we were back on a bus to Bangkok, the vibrant chaos of the city awaiting us. We found a hotel room on Khao San Road, a step up from the cramped dorm I’d stayed in before, but still basic, with only an overhead fan. The heat was oppressive, and the sticky, humid air seemed to cling to everything. We slept naked on top of the covers, the fan barely stirring the thick warmth in the room.
			

			
				The upside of this is that I got to admire Freja’s beautiful body whenever I woke up. I couldn’t help but steal glances at her lying next to me, her huge breasts squashed slightly as she slept on her side, her long hair spilling across the pillow. 
			

			
				Even in the unbearable heat, she looked stunning, her skin glistening with a light sheen of sweat. Inevitably, I couldn’t resist reaching out and touching her. Soon we’d start kissing, and this would lead to one of us going down between the other’s legs.
			

			
				One of the first things I did was find an Internet cafe. It was cramped and dingy, above one of the bars, with old computers jammed together in long rows. I logged in and checked my email. The first one was from my uni friend Hannah. We had been partners in crime in so much debauchery during my time at university.
			

			
				With a grin, I opened her message. Unlike me, she couldn’t afford to travel as a tourist and had gone straight to New Zealand on a one-year work permit. She had made it there and found a job in a hotel and bar just outside Queenstown. She said that if I made it there, I’d be able to work there too and top up my funds. I quickly replied, telling her I should be there in about a month.
			

			
				And then my heart skipped a beat as I saw a new message from Adam. Eagerly, I clicked it open. As promised, he had written me a long, detailed account of his latest adventure. The subject line read: "Met an Aussie girl..."
			

			
				I couldn’t wait to read it, and my stomach started to flutter. As I scrolled through Adam's email, my eyes scanned the increasingly explicit details of his encounter. He'd met an Australian girl, Lana, at a beach party. They’d hit it off fast, staying up all the first night fucking.
			

			
				Before long, Lana had suggested a threesome with her friend. I read on as Adam revealed every explicit detail. His descriptions soon had me squirming in my seat. My breathing quickened, my pulse racing. Every word he wrote felt like a spark igniting a fire building inside me. By the time I finished reading, my whole body was buzzing.
			

			
				I glanced around the dark cafe. There was no one else in my row, although a couple of Thai boys were playing computer games on the other side of the room. I just couldn’t resist. With my legs slightly parted, I slid my hand between my thighs, fingers grazing the soft fabric of my knickers. 
			

			
				The aching in my cunt was almost unbearable. Biting my lip, I pushed the fabric aside, feeling the slickness of my arousal. My other hand hovered over the mouse, scrolling back through Adam’s email and reading all the juicy details again. But soon all I could focus on was the growing pressure as I circled my clit with slow, deliberate strokes.
			

			
				I paused, glancing around again. Still, no one was watching me. Emboldened, I let my fingers move faster, the forbidden thrill of touching myself in public adding fuel to the fire already burning inside me. As I got close, I went all out, frantically rubbing my clit until a sudden rush of pleasure consumed me. Gasping, I leant down over the keyboard, closing my eyes and enjoying the sensations as they burned through every part of my body.
			

			
				Breathing heavily, I looked up. My knickers were soaking wet. The Internet cafe was still deserted, the Thai boys laughing as one of them killed the other in whatever game they were playing. I had gotten away with it.
			

			
				Two of my fingers were sticky, so I quickly licked them clean, tasting my essence and almost losing control again. Then I started typing a reply to Adam, detailing everything that had happened with Danai and then Freja. But just the recounting of my story was making me insanely horny once more.
			

			
				I hit send and went to the desk to pay for my time. It was then that I noticed that there was a CCTV camera focused on the bank of computers I had been sitting at. Fuck. Hopefully, no one would watch the tape, although I have to confess it turned me on to think that they might.
			

			
				I hurried back to our room. Freja was there, relaxing on the bed, reading a book. I didn’t even say hello, I just marched in and jumped on the bed in front of her. As she looked at me in amazement, I hooked my fingers in her waistband and pulled her shorts and knickers off in one go. Then I dived down between her legs, parting her hairy folds and thrusting my tongue inside her.
			

			
				“Oh, Carrie,” she gasped as I explored her roughly with my tongue. I slid two fingers into her and started massaging her cunt. “Oh Carrie!” she moaned again.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next night, Freja and I were sitting at a small, dimly lit bar just off Khao San Road. It was about ten o'clock at night, and the place had a laid-back vibe, the low hum of conversation mixing with the clink of glasses and distant street noise. The beer was nice and cold, and after a few rounds, we were feeling the buzz of the alcohol, chain-smoking and giggling about nothing in particular.
			

			
				Freja took a sip of her drink, her eyes sparkling. “You know,” she said, leaning in slightly, “I’m in the mood for some real fun tonight. What do you think about hitting up a club? I can’t get enough of your pussy, but I’m in the mood to find a cute boy tonight to... you know.”
			

			
				I felt a spark of excitement at the thought. “Clubbing sounds good," I said, grinning. "It’s been a while since I’ve been out dancing. And been shagged senseless by some random guy.”
			

			
				I took a long draw on my cigarette. “You know, back at uni, my friend Hannah and I used to have a bit of a routine when we went out clubbing."
			

			
				Freja raised an eyebrow. “Oh yeah? What kind of routine?”
			

			
				I laughed, suddenly feeling a bit nostalgic and even more naughty. “Well, we used to pull two guys together... hook up with them in the same room.”
			

			
				“Fucking them at the same time?”
			

			
				I nodded, smirking at the memory. “Yeah, we'd fuck in the same room, and then sometimes, if we were in the mood… we'd swap boys halfway through.”
			

			
				Freja’s eyes widened, clearly a bit shocked. “You swapped? Like, mid-hookup?”
			

			
				“Exactly,” I said, laughing softly. “Just for a laugh. The guys usually didn’t mind, of course. Although most of them were pretty surprised at first."
			

			
				Freja shook her head with a grin. “That sounds wild. You two must have been the life of the party.”
			

			
				“Actually, I miss it. And I miss Hannah,” I said, glancing around the bar. The idea of swapping boys with Freja now sent a strange thrill through me.
			

			
				“That sounds fucking hot. You and Hannah must have been unstoppable.” She leaned in closer. “Maybe we should bring that tradition back tonight.”
			

			
				“I’m definitely up for it,” I said, grinning. “I mean, we’re in Bangkok. Why not?”
			

			
				Freja's grin widened, and she flicked her cigarette into the ashtray. Let’s finish these drinks and go check out the club.” She adjusted her top, pulling it down slightly so her huge breasts were even more on offer. I couldn’t help staring.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				The club was packed, bodies moving to the heavy bass, the air thick with the scent of sweat, alcohol and cigarettes. The energy was electric, as people danced wildly, lost in the music and the freedom of the moment. Freja and I squeezed through the crowd, finding a spot to dance, laughing and moving to the beat, feeling the pulse of the night around us.
			

			
				We were dressed provocatively, in short skirts and tight tops. I wasn’t wearing a bra, my small breasts didn’t need the support. But it did mean that my nipple piercings were glaringly obvious. Freja’s blond hair and ample cleavage were drawing even more looks. All night, we were attracting a lot of attention from boys. Eventually, we took a break and were lucky to find a table in a corner of the packed club.
			

			
				We were soon approached by a couple of guys who offered to buy us drinks. They introduced themselves as Finn and Brodie, and we told them our names. We exchanged kisses on the cheek, and they settled down in seats next to us. They were both similar looking, tanned and muscular with shoulder-length blond hair.
			

			
				“So,” purred Freja, giving me a quick look that said she approved. “Where are you from?”
			

			
				“We’re from Sydney,” replied Finn in a soft Australian accent. “We’re going to head to Phuket to check out some surf spots.”
			

			
				“Phuket?” I said. “We were thinking of heading there at some point. You guys surf a lot, then?”
			

			
				“Pretty much every day when we’re near the ocean,” Brodie replied with a cocky grin. “Best way to start the day, catching waves at sunrise.”
			

			
				Freja’s eyes lit up. “I’ve always wanted to learn to surf. Maybe you boys can teach us sometime?” She gave them both a playful smirk, leaning forward slightly, giving them a perfect view of her cleavage.
			

			
				Finn grinned, his eyes flicking between the two of us. “I think we could manage that.”
			

			
				Brodie nodded enthusiastically, “Yeah, we could show you the ropes. You should come to Phuket before this weekend, though, it’s the full moon party.”
			

			
				“Full moon party? I’ve heard that gets pretty wild,” I said, putting my hand on Brodie’s arm. I was getting all kinds of warm feelings between my legs from these two sexy surfers.
			

			
				“Do you girls like a bit of wild then?” asked Finn.
			

			
				Freja and I locked eyes and burst out laughing. “You could say that,” Freja said.
			

			
				Just then, the DJ started playing Right Here, Right Now. “This is one of my favourite songs,” I said, glancing at Brodie with a smile.
			

			
				Without hesitation, he took my hand and led me onto the dance floor. The place was packed, everyone moving to the music. Brodie pulled me close, and soon we were grinding against each other in sync with the music. His hands found my hips as we danced together, the intensity of the music and the atmosphere all around us.
			

			
				Brodie moved behind me, his body pressed firmly against mine. I could feel his breath on my neck as he leaned down, placing soft, lingering kisses just below my ear. A shiver ran through me, making my whole body tingle. I pushed back against him, grinding my ass into him, feeling a hardness through his jeans. Was that his cock pressing against me? The thought made my pulse quicken.
			

			
				I rolled my hips slowly, rubbing myself against him, hoping it looked as sexy as I felt in that moment. His hands gripped my hips tighter, and he kissed my neck again, this time with more urgency.
			

			
				I spun around to face him, my hands sliding up his chest as I leaned in, pressing my lips to his. Our kiss deepened quickly, tongues entwining. His hands found their way to my ass, gripping me firmly as he pulled me closer. I could tell he was hard, so I slipped my hand between us. The crowd was too thick for anyone to see as I ran my hand over his hard bulge. Fuck, he was really big. My cunt was aching now.
			

			
				Brodie copied me, moving one hand between my legs. He reached up under my skirt and pressed against my clit on top of my knickers. This sent an urgent rush of pleasure through my whole body, and I gasped into his mouth. I was so sensitive and horny that I felt my climax building already. He seemed to know what he was doing, touching me firmly in just the right way.
			

			
				I felt my knees go weak as the pressure built rapidly, the tension in my body growing unbearable. His other hand gripped my ass, pulling me closer to him as his fingers worked on me in time to the thumping music, knowing exactly how to bring me to the edge. I couldn’t do anything other than hang on to his cock.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I shouted into his ear over the loud music. “You’re going to make me come.” I could barely hold myself up, my body trembling as I ground against his hand, desperate for release.
			

			
				The pressure built to an almost unbearable point, and then suddenly, it crashed over me like a wave. My whole body shuddered as the orgasm tore through me, sending pulses of intense pleasure up my spine. I gasped, burying my face in Brodie's neck to muffle the moan that escaped my lips, my legs trembling as I held onto him for support.
			

			
				His fingers kept moving, coaxing every last bit of the orgasm out of me, and I clung to him, breathless and overwhelmed. My cunt throbbed with the aftershocks, my body buzzing from the intensity. My knickers must have been soaked through.
			

			
				Still panting, I pulled back slightly to look at him. He was so good-looking, with his tousled blond hair and blue eyes. "I can’t wait to fuck you," I told him.
			

			
				When we returned to the table, we found Freja and Finn locked in a passionate embrace, their mouths open and sloppily making out. Finn’s hand was on one of Freja’s huge tits, groping it and rubbing her nipple with his thumb through the fabric of her top.
			

			
				“Don’t let us interrupt,” laughed Brodie as we sat down next to them. They reluctantly broke apart.
			

			
				Freja was looking flushed. “Shall we go somewhere more private?” she said, sounding out of breath.
			

			
				We all agreed and went outside to flag down a tuk-tuk. Finn and Brodie told us they had a nice hotel, so we spent ten minutes dangerously weaving in and out of the traffic as the tuk tuk driver risked everything to get us there as quickly as possible, including driving the wrong way down streets and going up on the pavement.
			

			
				Their hotel wasn’t as nice as the one I’d stayed in on my first night, but it was a lot nicer than anything on Khao San Road. Finn and Brodie seemed to have more money than typical backpackers.
			

			
				We bought some beers from a 7-Eleven and then went up to their room. The room was a decent size, with two single beds, an ensuite bathroom, and even a small balcony. It felt like a slice of luxury compared to what I was used to.
			

			
				“Oh my god, air conditioning!” I exclaimed excitedly when we entered, and the unit above the window clicked on, bathing me in a cool draft of air. I’d got so used to permanently sweating I’d forgotten how nice it was to feel cold.
			

			
				We opened the beers and sparked up cigarettes. Brodie and I cuddled up on one bed, with Finn and Freja on the other one. Soon, though, our cigarettes were burning out in the ashtray, and the beer was untouched as we started making out heavily.
			

			
				Brodie’s hands roamed over my body as our lips met, the heat of his touch contrasting with the cool air conditioning. His kisses were urgent and hungry, his breath mingling with mine. Freja and Finn were similarly absorbed in each other on the other bed, their movements mirroring our own.
			

			
				“Shall we toss a coin for who gets the bathroom?” Brodie asked, breaking our kiss for a moment.
			

			
				Freja shot me a glance, confirming our plan. “No, let’s all do it here in the room,” she said.
			

			
				The boys didn’t seem to have any complaints with that idea, and we went back to kissing and touching. I slipped my hand into Brodie’s shorts, keen to feel him. He was hard and big. Really big. I wrapped my hand around it and wanked him as I kissed him. I was going to enjoy this, my cunt was already aching in anticipation.
			

			
				On the other bed, Finn was working on getting Freja out of her top. He lifted the top and bra off in one movement, letting her huge breasts drop down. Then he grabbed one in each hand and dived in, sucking on each nipple in turn.
			

			
				As I leaned back on the bed, I pulled my own top off, revealing my bare chest. Brodie’s attention shifted to my breasts as he trailed his tongue over my pierced nipples, circling them with a flick of his tongue and sending a rush of pleasure through me. Even as he was sucking my nipples, his hand was pulling my knickers off.
			

			
				When he touched me between the legs, my back arched, and I let out a loud moan of pleasure. He circled my clit, and then pushed two fingers firmly inside my soaking wet cunt. He massaged me from inside as he worked his way down my body with little kisses. When he reached my clit, his mouth and hand moved in perfect unison.
			

			
				I lay back on the bed, basking in the sensations rushing through my body. Turning my head, I could see that Freja was in a similar position. She was on her back, looking over at me, with Finn knelt between her legs, eating her pussy. As I watched, her eyes rolled back in her head, and she came, her body shaking and making her breasts bounce like crazy.
			

			
				That was enough to push me over the edge, too, and I came hard as an intense orgasm ripped through my whole body. I grabbed Brodie’s head with my hands and held him against my cunt as my legs wrapped around him, trapping him between my thighs. He continued to lick and finger me right through my orgasm, dragging out the delicious feelings as long as possible.
			

			
				Freja and I now had the same idea. We both got our men on their backs and pulled down their shorts and underwear. I stroked Brodie’s huge cock and looked over at the others. Freja was holding Finn’s dick, and I saw it was equally impressive. We were going to be in for an amazing night. We both lent down at the same time, taking the cocks in our mouths and sucking hard on them.
			

			
				It felt like Freja and I were in some sort of cock sucking competition. We both brought our best game to the table, sloppily licking and sucking the dicks in front of us. I used one hand to stroke Brodie’s shaft, while the other massaged his balls. It was just too big for me to get it properly in my throat, but I gave it my best go, gagging a few times and covering his cock in spit.
			

			
				A lot of guys would have come quickly from the attention we were lavishing on them, but I sensed that Finn and Brodie were pretty experienced and had good stamina. They must have attracted a lot of girls at the beach with their muscular bodies and blonde hair. I was dying to hear all about the numerous girls they must have fucked, but that would have to wait for later.
			

			
				After a good ten minutes of sucking their cocks, Freja and I sat up. “Fuck, that’s the best blowjob I’ve ever had,” gasped Brodie, basking in the pleasure of it.
			

			
				“Me too,” agreed Finn.
			

			
				The boys took control now. Finn grabbed some condoms from his bag and threw one to Brodie. They both rolled them on and guided us onto our backs. Almost at the same time, Finn entered Freja as Brodie pushed his thick cock inside me. He was big, stretching and filling me deliciously. I groaned in satisfaction as my wet cunt gripped his whole length.
			

			
				He started fucking me. Hard. Every thrust made me cry out with pleasure. On the other bed, the exact same thing was happening to Freja. Finn was fucking her hard. Her arms were above her head, her unshaven armpits on display as her breasts bounced crazily back and forth. Every time he thrust inside her, she let out a howl of pleasure as if we were competing for who could make the most noise.
			

			
				The room was a chaotic blend of sounds and sensations, with our moans and cries blending together as we all fucked. I kept glancing at Freja, her face flushed and eyes closed in ecstasy, and knew we were all on the same exhilarating wavelength. I came again, and then I watched Freja climaxing too.
			

			
				Freja and Finn rolled over, so Freja was on top. She looked amazing riding him, with her huge breasts that bounced and slapped together as she rode his cock. We’d been doing everything the same so far, so I pushed Brodie over and climbed on top of him, too. 
			

			
				His hands clasped my ass as I started fucking him, his fingers stretching open my rear entrance. I knew what he was silently asking for. I leant over. “Put your fingers in my ass,” I whispered in his ear. When he pushed one finger into me, I came hard again, grinding myself on him as my orgasm consumed me.
			

			
				Brodie took control again, pushing me to the bed and turning me over. I lay face down as he spread my legs and guided his cock into me. At this angle, his big cock rubbed against my g-spot. I buried my face in the pillow and let the sensations wash over me. It didn’t take long before I had a huge, squirting orgasm, soaking the sheets beneath me.
			

			
				And that was it for Brodie, too. With a series of loud groans and grunts, he filled the condom inside me. We collapsed on the bed and turned to watch the other two. They were still at it, Freja on her hands and knees, breasts swinging free as Finn fucked her from behind.
			

			
				“I’m going to…” Finn gasped.
			

			
				“On my tits!” Freja cried, scooting round and offering them up.
			

			
				Finn grabbed his cock, whipped the condom off, and seconds later spunked all over her huge breasts. He came a huge amount, fully coating her breasts with thick, white cum. The whole thing was so erotic I almost came again, my hand involuntarily going back between my legs.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				We sat around naked, smoking and finally drinking the beer we’d bought. Brodie and Finn were very relaxed. I don’t think they’d done quite this before, but they were obviously comfortable with sex and being naked. When Finn walked to the bathroom, I couldn’t take my eyes off his perfectly toned, naked ass.
			

			
				“So, how do you and Finn know each other?” I asked Brodie, taking a long draw on my cigarette.
			

			
				“Oh, we’ve been best friends since we were kids,” he replied. “We grew up together, skating, surfing, and chasing girls.”
			

			
				“And what about you two?” asked Finn, returning from the bathroom, his long cock, now soft, swaying between his legs as he walked.
			

			
				“We just met last week, at an elephant sanctuary in Chiang Mai,” said Freja, “Then we decided to share a hotel room and we’ve been fucking each other ever since.”
			

			
				Brodie and Finn both raised their eyebrows and regarded us with interest. It was the first time they knew about us being together sexually.
			

			
				“And what, tonight you decided to have a foursome with a couple of guys?” asked Brodie, taking a sip of beer.
			

			
				I leaned back, feeling the buzz of the beer and the post-sex haze. “It’s not the first time I’ve done something like this, to be honest. Back at uni, my friend Hannah and I used to pull boys together all the time, hook up in the same room. I have to confess, I love watching other people have sex. Sometimes we’d even swap halfway through.”
			

			
				Brodie’s eyes widened a little, clearly intrigued. “Swap? Like... mid-fuck?”
			

			
				“Yep,” I said, laughing at his reaction. “We figured, why not? The guys were always down for it. Added a bit of spice to the night.”
			

			
				Finn looked between me and Freja, a grin forming on his face. “That sounds... fucking hot.”
			

			
				“We actually already discussed doing it tonight,” Freja confessed, turning to the boys. “Swapping, I mean. And after all, you two even look pretty similar.”
			

			
				Brodie laughed. “Well, I’d be up for that. But, you two... you’re fucking each other too? I gotta admit, that’s even hotter.”
			

			
				Finn leaned forward, his eyes flicking between us. “You know, the thought of you two together… I wouldn’t mind watching. Can we see you kiss or something?”
			

			
				Freja smirked, blowing out a cloud of smoke before speaking. “Oh, you’d like that, would you?” 
			

			
				Finn nodded eagerly, his eyes lighting up. Brodie shifted in his seat, clearly turned on by the idea, too.
			

			
				I glanced at Freja, feelings of excitement rising within me. “Well, I’ve never been shy,” I said, stubbing out my cigarette. I walked over to Freja and sat next to her on the bed. “What do you think, babe? Want to give them a show before we switch things up?”
			

			
				Freja’s lips curved into a wicked smile. “Why not? Let’s see if they can handle it.” She leaned in closer to me, her lips brushing mine as she whispered, "Let's give them something to really watch." 
			

			
				Our mouths met in a slow, teasing kiss. I could feel Brodie and Finn’s eyes glued to us as Freja’s hand moved to the back of my neck, deepening the kiss, her tongue slipping past my lips. I slid my hands down her body, feeling the soft warmth of her skin under my fingers, her breasts pressing against me as I pulled her closer. The boys stayed silent, watching intently.
			

			
				Freja pulled back just enough to look into my eyes before moving her lips to my neck, trailing kisses down my skin. I moaned softly, running my hands over her large breasts, teasing her nipples, hearing her respond with a low sigh. She shifted slightly, pushing me back onto the bed, her body moving on top of mine. I was aware of how wet I was already, the heat between my legs almost unbearable.
			

			
				“Fuck, this is so hot,” Brodie muttered under his breath, shifting in his seat as he watched us. His hand went to his stiffening cock, his thumb starting to massage the head.
			

			
				Freja looked over her shoulder at him, her smirk returning. “Enjoying yourself?” she teased, as her fingers trailed down my body, stopping just above my cunt.
			

			
				I let out a gasp as she slipped her hand lower, teasing me through my wetness. “Jesus, Freja…” I muttered, arching my hips toward her touch. She moved her fingers expertly, making me moan louder, knowing full well that Finn and Brodie were getting worked up just watching us.
			

			
				“Don’t stop,” I whispered, my eyes flicking over to the boys. Brodie was gripping his cock now, watching intently as Freja’s fingers worked between my legs. Finn was doing the same, both of them fully hard.
			

			
				Freja put her hand on my chest and pushed me roughly back onto the bed. Then she spread my cunt open and dived in, her tongue exploring every part of my soaked opening before focusing on my clit. She sucked on it, making me cry out again and run my fingers through her hair.
			

			
				With her head between my legs, Freja’s ass was up in the air, giving the boys a great view of her cunt and asshole from behind. She turned to look over her shoulder at them. “Are you going to fuck me then, Brodie?” she asked.
			

			
				Brodie didn’t need to be asked twice; he quickly grabbed another condom and put it on. Then he knelt behind Freja, teasing her by rubbing his cock up and down her slit. She looked up from my cunt again, “Oh god, fuck me!” she ordered him desperately.
			

			
				He slid his cock all the way inside her in one smooth movement, and her hands dug into my thighs as her eyes rolled back in her head and she let out a scream of pleasure. He started fucking her hard, holding her hips and pounding into her. It was too much for her to lick me anymore, so she just looked me in the eyes as she took his big cock.
			

			
				I held her as she came, coaxing her through the orgasm. But Brodie wasn’t finished and continued to take her hard. I left them to it and went to Finn on the other bed, where he was watching and stroking his dick. I pushed him back and straddled him, rubbing my sensitive clit up and down his shaft. We kissed for the first time.
			

			
				“Can I fuck you without a condom?” I asked, as I rubbed myself up and down him. My friend, Hannah, was always on at me to use protection, but I have to admit I preferred the feeling and thrill of doing it without.
			

			
				“Fuck, yes,” he said. His hands gripped my ass, opening me up and I sank down onto his cock, swallowing him into my needy cunt.
			

			
				Finn, like Brodie, was thick and long, stretching me open in the most delicious way. I straddled him, riding his cock with purpose, lifting myself almost completely off him before slamming back down, taking him as deep as I could with each thrust. My hands were braced against his broad chest, feeling his muscles tense beneath my fingers. Each time I sank down onto him, a loud moan escaped me, my body shuddering with pleasure.
			

			
				My cries filled the room, blending with Freja’s moans. I could hear her as she climaxed again beside us, her breath coming in sharp gasps, her pleasure mixing with mine. 
			

			
				Just as I felt another wave of pleasure building inside me, Finn grabbed my hips and flipped me onto my back. His hands were firm, controlling, as he spread my legs wide. Without missing a beat, he thrust into me hard, his cock filling me completely. I let out a loud gasp as he drove into me relentlessly, each thrust harder and deeper than the last. I was lost in the intensity of it all, my fingers gripping the sheets as he fucked me harder than before.
			

			
				"Fuck, Finn," I moaned, my body arching towards him, surprised by his intensity, but desperate for more.
			

			
				Finn pounded into me with a relentless rhythm, each thrust driving me closer to the edge. My body was on fire, the pleasure overwhelming, building with every second. The pressure of his cock, stretching me open, combined with the intensity of his movements, was almost too much. I felt my legs trembling as my breath quickened, every nerve in my body alight. My cunt was throbbing, clenching around him as I felt my climax rushing towards me, unstoppable.
			

			
				"Fuck, I’m gonna come," I gasped, my voice shaky, the pleasure cresting inside me like a wave about to crash. Finn only grunted in response, thrusting harder, pushing me right over the edge.
			

			
				And then it hit me. My orgasm tore through me with a force that made my whole body tense up, my back arching off the bed as a loud, helpless moan escaped me. The sensation washed over me, my pussy pulsing around Finn’s cock as he continued to drive into me. My legs shook uncontrollably, and my hands flew to grab onto him, needing something to hold onto as the pleasure kept flooding through me, wave after wave.
			

			
				I lay there panting, my chest rising and falling rapidly as I tried to catch my breath. The room felt hazy, the afterglow of my orgasm buzzing through my limbs. Finn slowed down, pulling out of me gently, and I slumped back against the bed. My skin was slick with sweat, my heart still racing. I couldn’t remember when I had last been fucked quite that hard.
			

			
				As I blinked, slowly coming back to reality, I noticed Freja and Brodie on the other bed, watching us. They had paused what they were doing, clearly entertained by the show Finn and I had just put on.
			

			
				Freja gave me a playful smile. "Well," she said, "that looked like fun." She stood up, completely unabashed in her nakedness, her huge breasts swaying slightly as she crossed the room. “How about we swap back?”
			

			
				I went over to Brodie. “Do you want to take that off?” I asked, indicating the condom.
			

			
				“Sure,” he said with a grin, slipping it off casually. Then, without hesitation, he pushed me back onto the bed, hovering over me. “So you like it hard, huh?” he asked. He gripped his cock and positioned it at my entrance, pushing into my swollen cunt in one slow, deliberate thrust. The sensation of him filling me up so deeply made my whole body shudder with pleasure.
			

			
				His cock stretched me perfectly, and I gasped, gripping the sheets as he began to move inside me. The rhythm started slow but deep, making me moan each time he bottomed out. I glanced over at Finn and Freja, already going at it without a condom either. Freja was on her hands and knees, her huge tits bouncing with each thrust.
			

			
				Brodie leaned down, capturing my mouth in a rough kiss, his pace quickening as he fucked me harder. The friction, the heat, everything was building again inside me, pushing me closer to another climax.
			

			
				Brodie picked up the pace, his thrusts becoming harder and more urgent. Each time he slammed into me, the bed creaked beneath us, and I let out a loud moan, my nails digging into his back as I held onto him. He was hitting all the right spots, and I knew I was spiralling toward another intense orgasm. The tension in my body was building fast, every thrust sending waves of pleasure through me.
			

			
				His cock felt impossibly thick as he drove into me again and again, the pressure inside me mounting until I was on the verge of losing control. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, urging him to fuck me even harder.
			

			
				"Fuck," Brodie groaned into my ear, his breathing ragged. He was close too; I could tell by the way his movements became more frantic. 
			

			
				My cunt clenched around him, the pleasure flooding me as my orgasm hit. I cried out, my whole body trembling beneath him as the release washed over me. Brodie wasn't far behind. With a few more hard thrusts, he let out a low, guttural moan, his cock pulsing as he reached his peak, spilling himself deep inside me. I could feel the warm wetness inside me as he released over and over again.
			

			
				When he rolled off me, both of us breathless and glistening with sweat, I felt the cool air of the air conditioning hit my skin, a stark contrast to the heat of our bodies. I lay there for a moment, catching my breath, my heart still pounding. I lay there for a moment, feeling the aftershocks of pleasure still tingling through my body and the cum running out of my cunt onto the bed.
			

			
				I glanced over to the other bed where Freja and Finn were still going at it hard. Freja was on her back now, her legs wrapped tightly around Finn's waist as he pounded into her with steady, powerful thrusts. Her massive breasts bounced with every movement, her mouth slightly open, moaning in pleasure. 
			

			
				"Come in me," Freja begged. Her fingers dug into Finn's back as she pulled him even closer, her body arching beneath him. Finn let out a deep groan, his pace quickening as he thrust harder.
			

			
				Finn continued to fuck her, his breathing ragged as he drove into her, until finally, with one last powerful thrust, he let out a loud “Fuck!” and came inside her, their bodies still moving together in the aftershocks of their pleasure.
			

			
				He pulled out, his big cock covered in their combined essence. “Oh my god, I’m so full of cum,” giggled Freja, her hand going between her legs to play with it.
			

			
				“Me too,” I laughed, scooping some out and licking it off my fingers. “I can’t believe how hard you guys go and for how long. Must be all that surfing.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				We spent the next day in Bangkok with Brodie and Finn, the four of us now inseparable. There was an easy friendship between us as we roamed the bustling city streets. We hit up the street food stalls, sampling spicy noodles, laughing as Finn and Brodie tried to handle the heat while Freja and I barely found it spicy. The boys played it off, though, acting tough, which only made us laugh harder.
			

			
				Later that night, we all got on the overnight bus to Phuket. We grabbed some snacks and found our seats, Brodie and I sitting together near the back while Freja and Finn took the seats across the aisle. When the lights dimmed, we pulled thin blankets over us, and there was more than a little kissing and touching underneath.
			

			
				At Brodie and Finn’s insistence, we let them pay for a wooden cabin for the four of us, a short walk from the beach. It was rustic but beautiful, with two bedrooms, a living area and a bathroom. But the best part was an outdoor hot tub in a private area surrounded by bushes.
			

			
				Naturally, the first thing we did was all get naked and into the hot tub. “Oh my god, this is so cool,” purred Freja, putting her arms on the rim of the tub, throwing her head back and sticking out her huge tits.
			

			
				“I know, right,” I agreed, sliding nearer her and stroking her thigh under the water. All of us being naked together was getting me really horny again.
			

			
				“So, the full moon party is down on the beach tomorrow night,” said Brodie. “It goes on all night. My friend told me about a nudist beach further along, where apparently it gets even wilder than normal.”
			

			
				“I can’t wait,” I said, still stroking Freja’s thigh.
			

			
				Finn noticed what I was doing and started stroking my thigh too. He was staring at my tits. “You know, your piercings are really hot,” he said. “What made you do it?”
			

			
				“Oh, I was involved with a real rock chick at uni,” I said, “I went with her when she got hers done, and I just couldn’t resist getting it done too.”
			

			
				“Would you ever do it?” Brodie asked, turning to Freja. He was the other side of Freja to me, and I saw his hand on her inner thigh. He pulled one leg towards him, and I did the same with the other. The sensation of having her legs parted turned her on, and I heard her gasp in anticipation at what was to come.
			

			
				She reached down to her own breast, squeezing it and rubbing her nipple. Already large, her nipple stiffened. “You know what, I think I might get one done,” she said.
			

			
				“That would look so good on you,” I agreed. I leaned in, planting a little kiss on her neck and then giving it a lick. She let out another moan of pleasure.
			

			
				“I’ll tell you what,” she said, her breathing more and more laboured now. “I’ll get it done if you get your clit pierced.”
			

			
				“Maybe,” I laughed. Finn’s hand moved higher, brushing against my clit and making me moan in pleasure. Brodie’s hand was between Freja’s legs too, and soon they were circling our clits with their fingers and making us moan in unison.
			

			
				“You naughty boys,” gasped Freja, “I know what you want.” They were both hard now. 
			

			
				I wrapped my hand around Brodie’s thick shaft. “I’ve never fucked in a hot tub before,” I said. 
			

			
				Brodie pulled me on top of him, kissing me deeply as I straddled him. I felt his hard dick press against my clit and I grinded against him. “There’s a first time for everything,” he said.
			

			
				Finn positioned Freja at the edge of the hot tub, lifting her so she was perched just above the water. Her legs were spread wide, exposing her thick, wet bush and gaping cunt. He held his cock, guiding it inside her slowly and firmly.
			

			
				Meanwhile, I was riding Brodie, feeling him filling me completely as I moved up and down on him, splashing in the water. The rhythm of our bodies matched the pounding Finn was giving Freja. Her moans mingled with my gasps as Finn drove into her relentlessly.
			

			
				After a while, we decided to swap. I bent over the edge of the hot tub, standing in the warm water, while Finn slid into me from behind. Brodie took Freja in the same position, and the boys seemed to urge each other, their movements growing more urgent and competitive as they pounded us. The intensity of Finn’s thrusts was almost overwhelming, and I came hard, squeezing Freja’s hand tightly. When she came, she gripped me tightly in return. 
			

			
				Now that we weren’t using condoms, everything felt even more intense. We swapped again, the raw sensation of Brodie sliding in and out of me, skin against skin, sent a fresh wave of heat through my body. I could feel every inch of him as he thrust into me.
			

			
				Finn’s grunts turned into deep groans as his muscles tensed. With one final, deep thrust, he buried himself inside Freja, groaning loudly as his cock twitched, releasing inside her.
			

			
				Just as Finn hit his climax, I felt Brodie’s pace falter behind me. His grip on my waist tightened, and his cock throbbed deep within me, sending sharp jolts of pleasure through my body. His breathing was ragged in my ear, and I knew he was losing control, his hips driving forward with desperate need. His cock pulsed hard, spilling his release deep inside me. The sensation of his warmth filling me, combined with the intensity of his orgasm, sent a final, breathtaking wave of pleasure through me, making my entire body shudder.
			

			
				 
			

			
				That night, we went on a bar crawl along the beach. Everywhere was busy, with a lot of tourists in town for the full moon party the next day. We had quite a few drinks and a bit of dancing before we finally ended up at a place that had hundreds of bean bags out front on the beach. We dragged a few together and relaxed, looking up at the clear sky.
			

			
				I snuggled up to Freja on her bean bag and offered her a cigarette. Soon, the conversation returned to sex. And specifically anal sex.
			

			
				“I really love it,” I confessed, blowing out a cloud of smoke. “With the right partner, that is. Sometimes it makes me squirt like crazy.”
			

			
				“I know what I’ve got planned when we get back later, then,” said Brodie with a smirk.
			

			
				“I’ve actually never done it,” confessed Freja to our surprise.
			

			
				“What, never?” I asked, “No one’s ever even put a finger up there?”
			

			
				“Never,” she replied, “I’ve experimented just a couple of times myself, but never with anyone else.”
			

			
				“And did you like it? When you touched yourself that way?” I asked curiously. My arm was wrapped around her, and I could feel the warmth of her body against mine.
			

			
				Freja looked thoughtful. “Yes,” she said after a moment, “I’d really like to try it. I’m just a bit nervous.”
			

			
				“We could take it slow, if you want to try it with me,” I said.
			

			
				“Oh yes, please,” she said, turning to me and kissing me on the lips. After a moment, our mouths opened and we started making out on the bean bag.
			

			
				Brodie and Finn shifted in their bean bags, and I glanced over at them. They were both trying to hide sizable bulges in their shorts.
			

			
				“Do you think we should let them watch?” I giggled.
			

			
				“Oh, I don’t know,” teased Freja, “Maybe. Maybe you could show me how it’s done with one of them.”
			

			
				That made me laugh. “Kind of like an anal sex lesson?” I joked, “And I’m the teacher?”
			

			
				Both boys were looking flushed and horny now. “Fuck,” whispered Finn, his erect cock straining at his shorts. And it wasn’t just them, I was horny too now, a wonderful ache between my legs at the thought of what we would get up to later.
			

			
				We talked about other things for a while, but the idea of what we'd be doing later lingered in the air, sparking a strong sexual tension between us. Every time I glanced over at the boys, I could see the anticipation in their eyes, and Freja and I were just as eager, though we played it cool, smoking and sipping our drinks like nothing was out of the ordinary.
			

			
				Freja shifted next to me, her leg brushing against mine, and I felt her lean in closer. Her breath was warm against my neck as she whispered, “I can’t stop thinking about it now. You’re really going to show me?”
			

			
				I nodded, biting my lip. “If you’re up for it. We’ll take it slow, just like I said.” My hand slid down her arm, and I could feel her shiver slightly at the touch.
			

			
				“Come on, I can’t wait any longer, let’s go,” she said.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we got back, Freja took a shower, I think she wanted to make sure she was really clean. I rooted through my bag until I found some lube I had brought with me. There was an old tape player back in the living area, and Brodie put one of his tapes in. Soon, the cabin was filled with the mellow strumming of Jack Johnson. It set the perfect backdrop, calm and relaxed. 
			

			
				When Freja returned, wrapped in a towel, the two of us sat on the sofa and made out for a bit. Every kiss was deep and lingering, our tongues teasing each other.
			

			
				Brodie and Finn hovered nearby, grabbing beers from the fridge and lighting up cigarettes. They pretended to be casual, but I could feel their eyes on us, watching as Freja’s hand slid up my thigh. My heart raced in my chest, every touch igniting that ache that had been building all night.
			

			
				My fingers gently tugged at her towel, making it fall away. Her large breasts spilt free, nipples already hard. I couldn’t resist running my fingers over them, tracing the soft curve of her skin. She let out a soft sigh, her chest rising and falling faster now.
			

			
				The boys were completely silent, transfixed, their gaze locked on us as I leaned in, my mouth finding Freja’s nipple, flicking it with my tongue before gently sucking. Her body shuddered beneath me, her hand slipping to the back of my head, holding me there as I teased her with my lips.
			

			
				Freja spread her legs wide, her thick bush dark and untamed, parting to reveal her wet, glistening slit. I teased her for a moment, running my fingers lightly over her, feeling how wet she was already. Every time I grazed her clit, her hips bucked slightly, her moans growing louder. 
			

			
				I knelt between her legs, feeling the warmth of her body against mine as I lowered my head, letting my tongue run slowly from the bottom of her opening all the way up to her clit. The moment I circled it with my tongue, she let out a loud, desperate cry of pleasure, her hips rising off the sofa as she pressed herself against my mouth. I grinned to myself, loving how responsive she was, but I had something else in mind.
			

			
				“I’m not here for your pussy,” I whispered, pulling back slightly. “Lift your legs up.”
			

			
				She complied, lifting her legs and pulling her knees up toward her chest, her body open and exposed in front of me. My hands slid up her thighs, spreading her wider as I moved lower, pressing my face between her legs again. This time, though, I bypassed her pussy, my tongue travelling lower, grazing along the sensitive skin beneath her.
			

			
				Freja gasped as I gently circled the tight ring of her rear entrance, teasing it, but not quite making contact. I could feel the tension in her body as she waited for me to touch her there, every nerve in her body on edge, anticipating what was coming next.
			

			
				Brodie and Finn had their shorts and underwear around their ankles. Both of them stroked their hard cocks as they watched intently.
			

			
				I didn’t make her wait any longer. My tongue darted forward, circling the tight ring of muscles, and she let out a low moan, her whole body quivering in response. Gradually, I pressed my tongue deeper, the tightness of her entrance giving way as I worked her over. 
			

			
				Freja’s head fell back against the sofa, her moans turning into breathless cries of pleasure. I could tell she was losing herself completely in the sensations, her hands reaching down to grab her own breasts, squeezing them as her body trembled under my touch.
			

			
				"Fuck, that feels so good," she moaned, her legs trembling as I continued to lick and tease her. Every sound she made, every quiver of her body, only spurred me on, my tongue now pressing deeper as I flicked and swirled against her tight hole.
			

			
				I pulled back just slightly to look at her, her chest rising and falling rapidly, her whole body tense with pleasure. "Do you like that?" I whispered, my fingers brushing against her wet slit as I continued to tease her.
			

			
				"Yes, fuck yes," she gasped, her eyes half-lidded with lust, her lips parted in a soft moan.
			

			
				I reached for the bottle of lube, squeezing out a small amount onto my fingers. It felt cool and slick as I rubbed it between my fingertips, then gently pressed them against Freja’s tight hole. Her body tensed at the touch, and I heard her sharp intake of breath, but she didn’t pull away. Instead, she opened her legs wider, her thick bush glistening as her arousal dripped down her slit.
			

			
				I started circling her rear entrance slowly, teasing her, allowing her to adjust to the sensation. Her hips began to move in rhythm with my fingers, a soft moan escaping her lips as I gradually applied more pressure. 
			

			
				“Relax,” I whispered.
			

			
				She exhaled slowly, her muscles loosening slightly as I increased the pressure. My fingers pressed more firmly now, circling in tighter motions, and then, without much effort, one slipped inside. It was tight, but her body welcomed me, and I felt the soft warmth envelop my finger as I pushed in deeper. Freja gasped, her hips bucking toward me involuntarily, her back arching off the sofa as I filled her.
			

			
				“Okay?” I asked.
			

			
				“Yes, keep going,” she gasped, almost unable to speak.
			

			
				I paused for a moment, letting her adjust, feeling her body relax around me. Her soft moans filled the room as I began to move my finger slowly in and out. Each thrust made her tremble, her head falling back against the cushion, her chest rising and falling rapidly.
			

			
				“Fuck… that feels so good,” she whimpered, her eyes squeezed shut, completely lost in the sensation.
			

			
				I smiled, adding just a little more lube before pressing a second finger against her, circling again. This time, she was more open, her body more relaxed, and when I applied the right pressure, the second finger slid in smoothly alongside the first. Her gasp was louder this time, her whole body responding as I started to move my fingers in and out, slow but firm.
			

			
				Freja’s hand slid between her legs, her fingers urgently finding her swollen clit. She began rubbing herself roughly, her hips rocking against my hand as I fucked her ass, the pressure of my fingers deep inside her building with each thrust.
			

			
				Her moans grew louder, more desperate, as her fingers worked faster, rubbing circles around her clit. My fingers plunged deeper into her tightness, and I could feel her clenching around me, the walls of her ass squeezing as her pleasure mounted.
			

			
				Her whole body arched off the sofa, her hand working her clit furiously as the orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave. She screamed out, her voice echoing through the room, her muscles convulsing uncontrollably. The contractions rippled through her, and I could feel it all, the way her ass clenched around my fingers, tightening in rhythm with each wave of pleasure that coursed through her.
			

			
				As her breathing finally slowed, I carefully pulled my fingers out. “Wow, that was so hot,” I told her, my own heart pounding.
			

			
				“Yes, wow,” she said, “I need a moment.” Her whole face and chest were flushed red.
			

			
				Brodie and Finn were still holding their throbbing cocks, looking like they were on the edge themselves. I turned to them and pulled my top off over my head, exposing my breasts. “Who wants to help me demonstrate?” I said with a cheeky grin.
			

			
				“Yes, please,” they both said in unison.
			

			
				“Okay, you both can,” I said, “But one at a time. Finn, you first.”
			

			
				I slipped my skirt and knickers off and handed the lube to Finn. Then I knelt on one of the armchairs, facing away from him. I stuck my ass out and gave it a wiggle. “Warm me up with your fingers,” I told him.
			

			
				Finn approached, squeezing the lube onto his fingers. With one hand on my hip, he tentatively stroked my ass, copying the circling motions I’d used on Freja. I encouraged him with little gasps and pleasure, and soon he was pressing more firmly.
			

			
				Eventually, a finger slipped inside, and then another one. He fucked my ass with his fingers as I rubbed my pussy. When I felt ready, I asked him to go further. “Now put your dick in me,” I said.
			

			
				Finn didn’t need to be asked twice. He rubbed lube all over his cock, and then pressed it against me. His hands gripped my hips firmly as he slowly pressed forward, pushing the tip of his cock against my tight hole. The pressure built as he eased himself in, and I moaned, my fingers still working my clit. He was big, one of the biggest I’d tried anal with, and I could feel every inch as he stretched me open and pushed deeper inside me.
			

			
				“Fuck, you’re so tight,” Finn groaned.
			

			
				“That’s because you’re so big,” I gasped in return.
			

			
				He began moving his hips, gradually at first, as my body adjusted to him. The slow rhythm of his thrusts sent waves of pleasure through me, each one deeper than the last.
			

			
				Behind us, Brodie and Freja watched, their eyes fixed on the sight of Finn fucking me in the ass. Brodie had moved next to Freja on the sofa and she was gently stroking his cock, while her other hand idly played with her nipple, still recovering from her orgasm but clearly enjoying the show.
			

			
				Finn’s thrusts picked up speed, his grip on my hips tightening as he fucked me harder. My moans grew louder, mixing with his grunts as I pushed back against him, craving more. Every thrust sent a shockwave of pleasure through me, my body responding to every movement, every inch of him inside me.
			

			
				“God, that feels so good,” I breathed, my head dropping forward as I focused on the overwhelming sensation. I was close to the edge, my fingers moving faster against my clit, desperate to push myself over.
			

			
				Finn’s pace became more frantic, and I could tell he was nearing his limit. His cock twitched inside me, and the thought of him coming in me pushed me closer to my own peak. Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, my orgasm hit, a violent rush of pleasure crashing through me. My whole body tensed and trembled, and I let out a long, guttural moan, riding the wave as Finn thrust into me one last time.
			

			
				As I came, I squirted uncontrollably. Clear liquid ran down my inner thighs, soaking the chair beneath me and splashing about with every movement of my hand still furiously working my clit. Each wave of pleasure sent another gush, and I couldn’t stop it, my moans turning to breathless cries as the release took over my entire body.
			

			
				With a loud groan, Finn followed me over the edge, his cock pulsing as he came hard, buried deep inside me. His grip on my hips tightened for a moment before he finally pulled out, both of us panting heavily.
			

			
				I slumped forward onto the armchair, catching my breath. “Fuck, that was intense,” I said, looking back at Finn with a grin. I could feel the cum running out of my ass.
			

			
				Brodie stood up then, his cock still hard, clearly waiting for his turn. I gave him a cheeky smile, “Your turn now,” I teased, wiggling my hips again. “Don’t hold back.”
			

			
				With my ass full of cum, Brodie probably didn’t need any lube, but he applied it anyway. He positioned himself behind me, his hands gripping my hips firmly. He nudged the head of his cock against my still-gaping hole, and with a steady push, he started to slide inside. The sensation was intense; his hard length filled me completely, stretching me further and making me moan with a mixture of pleasure and relief.
			

			
				But before long, Freja's voice cut through the haze of pleasure. "Can I have a turn?" she asked shyly.
			

			
				“Of course,” I laughed.
			

			
				Brodie pulled out, and Freja took my place, kneeling on the armchair. I squeezed out more lube and circled her opening with my fingers, relaxing her and opening her up again. Then I held her cheeks open, spreading her as wide as I could for Brodie.
			

			
				“Take it slowly,” I told Brodie.
			

			
				His dick was still covered in lube and cum and he nestled the tip in her opening. He rocked his hips slowly, ever so gently applying a bit more pressure each time.
			

			
				“How does it feel?” I asked Freja.
			

			
				“Really good,” she whispered, and I could hear the pleasure in her voice.
			

			
				“Keep going then, Brodie,” I encouraged, “See if you can just get the tip in.”
			

			
				Brodie applied a little more pressure and suddenly the head of his cock slipped inside, her muscles gripping him firmly.
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” moaned Brodie.
			

			
				Freja let out a soft moan as she adjusted, her eyes fluttering closed in pleasure. Brodie's hands rested on her hips, guiding her gently as he pushed in further. As Brodie continued, I kept a close eye on Freja’s reactions, her expressions and movements. I could see her beginning to relax, her body adapting to the sensation as Brodie slowly inched deeper.
			

			
				When Brodie was about an inch or two inside Freja, she reached back, placing her hand on his body to hold him off. Her voice was strained. “No deeper,” she gasped, trying to steady her breathing.
			

			
				“Do you want me to stop?” he asked.
			

			
				Freja shook her head. “No,” she replied firmly. “Do it faster, but no deeper.”
			

			
				Brodie nodded, his hands gripping her hips as he began to move with increased speed. His thrusts were controlled, the rhythm quickening but maintaining the shallow depth. 
			

			
				Freja’s moans started to merge together until she was letting out one long tone. She started moaning something in Danish over and over again.
			

			
				Suddenly, Freja’s body tensed, and an intense wave of pleasure overwhelmed her. Her entire body shook uncontrollably, the force of her orgasm cascading through her. She gripped the arm of the sofa as if for support, her fingers digging into the fabric. Her legs quivered, her muscles contracting spasmodically with each aftershock of her climax.
			

			
				"Fuck!" said Brodie suddenly, and he groaned as he emptied himself inside her. He held himself still as his cock throbbed and pulsed out cum. Freja collapsed on the armchair, leaving his cock to spunk the last few loads onto the floor.
			

			
				“Åh min gud,” gasped Freja as her breathing gradually returned to normal, “Oh my god. That was so intense. Different to a normal orgasm, but so good.”
			

			
				I reached for a pack of cigarettes that had been sitting on the coffee table and handed them out. We lit up, the familiar sound of the lighter and the first draw of smoke filling the room with a soothing, smoky haze. We relaxed naked, chatting amiably. But we were tired, and when we had finished smoking, we went to bed.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 11
			

			
				 
			

			
				The beach was packed, a sea of people stretched out along the sand, all gathered for the full moon party. As the sun dipped below the horizon, fires started to spring up here and there, their glow flickering against the darkening sky. 
			

			
				The smell of saltwater, sunscreen, and smoke filled the air, mingling with the sound of loud music pumping from every bar. Laughter and chatter blended into the night, creating an electric atmosphere that pulsed with excitement.
			

			
				As we moved between groups of partygoers, the energy was infectious. People were friendly, almost everyone was drunk or high, and open to meeting new faces. It wasn’t long before we made a few friends. Brodie and Finn met a large group of fellow Australians, and they invited us to join them around a large bonfire they had built further down the beach. They had laid out blankets, and there were coolers full of ice and beer.
			

			
				The guys were shirtless, wearing nothing but board shorts, their tanned bodies glowing in the firelight. Girls danced barefoot in the sand, their bikinis revealing tanned skin as they moved to the beat of the music.
			

			
				The light started to fade, and the full moon became more prominent in the sky. One of the Aussie girls suddenly decided that everyone should go skinny dipping in the ocean. “Come on,” she called, “Don’t be shy.”
			

			
				She pulled off her bikini top and let her bottoms slip to the floor. She had a toned body, with a neat triangle of hair between her legs. A few other girls stripped off too, and they ran laughing into the sea, splashing the water up until they fell over giggling. A few of the boys, too, dropped their shorts and joined them. 
			

			
				“Shall we?” I said, turning to Freja.
			

			
				“Why not?” she replied, unhooking her top. We both stripped naked, letting our clothes drop in the sand, the warm night breeze brushing against our bare skin. I could feel the eyes on us, especially on Freja. Her confidence radiated as she stood there, completely unabashed, her huge breasts catching the flickering light from the nearby fire. 
			

			
				I glanced around, noticing more than a few boys’ jaws practically dropping at the sight of her, their gazes glued to her body. “Come on,” I said, giving her a playful shove toward the water.
			

			
				We jogged down to the shoreline, the sand cool beneath our feet, and joined the others who were already splashing about in the shallows. The water was warm, wrapping around our bodies like a bath. A few metres away, the Aussie girl who had started it all was floating on her back, her hair fanning out around her head in the water, her toned body glistening under the moonlight. The guys who had joined her were splashing around, their white asses glinting under the full moon as they tried to dunk each other. The mood was playful, with shouts of laughter filling the air.
			

			
				I glanced back at the beach and saw Brodie and Finn still standing by the fire, watching us. Brodie caught my eye and smirked, his hands on his hips, clearly amused by our antics. I waved for them to join us, but they just shook their heads, holding up their beers as if to say they were fine right where they were.
			

			
				"Chicken," I called out with a grin, but they just laughed, staying put.
			

			
				I was feeling so happy, I couldn’t resist pulling Freja to me in the shallow water. I sat on her lap, her breasts pressed against mine and gave her a long, deep kiss. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Eventually, we made our way back to the fire, towels wrapped loosely around our bodies, and the warmth from the flames was a welcome contrast to the cool ocean breeze. We hadn’t bothered putting our clothes back on, and most of the group hadn’t either. I noticed Brodie was lying on a blanket with an Asian looking girl, kissing passionately. From the flickering light of the fire, I could see that her hand was in his shorts.
			

			
				We settled down onto the sand near the fire, our towels barely covering us. I was feeling desperately horny now, and when a cute boy sat next to me I greeted him with a big grin. He was another surfer type, with toned muscles and messy hair. He was also naked. My eyes drifted down to his cock, which was soft but a decent size, resting casually between his legs. The sight of it sent a fresh wave of heat through me.
			

			
				We flirted for a while, the conversation flowing effortlessly. At one point, I let my fingers linger on his arm, tracing the curve of his muscles. His cock twitched slightly in response, and I could feel my own pulse quicken. We both knew where this was heading.
			

			
				"Fancy a walk?" he suggested. Freja let out a dirty laugh.
			

			
				"Yeah, let's," I replied, standing up. I glanced back at Freja, who gave me a knowing look and a playful smirk, her bare body glowing in the firelight.
			

			
				We walked away from the fire, into the darkness of the beach. On one side, the sea glistened in the moonlight, and on the other, there was a dark row of vegetation and palm trees. As we got further from the fire, we passed couples under the trees. Some were making out, but from the soft moans drifting over the beach, some were going much further.
			

			
				We found a palm tree that curved gracefully out over the sand, its trunk supporting a swing made from a rough piece of driftwood and two bits of fraying rope. It swayed gently in the breeze, creaking softly with the movement of the night air.
			

			
				I pulled him close, our bodies pressed together as I tilted my head up and kissed him. His lips were soft but urgent, and I felt his hands grip my waist, drawing me even tighter against him. My heart raced as our kiss deepened.
			

			
				His hands gripped my ass firmly as my towel slipped to the sand, leaving me completely exposed under the soft glow of the moon. I could feel his erection pressing against me, hot and throbbing against my stomach. I pulled back slightly, looking up at him with a grin before lowering myself onto the swing.
			

			
				My hands wrapped around his thick cock, feeling its weight and heat in my palms. He let out a soft groan as I slowly stroked him with both hands, teasing him with gentle movements.
			

			
				I leaned forward, letting my lips brush the tip, tasting him. Then, with a steady motion, I took him into my mouth, feeling him swell as I sucked. My tongue swirled around the head, teasing the sensitive skin, while my hands continued to work his shaft.
			

			
				His breath quickened, his fingers tangling in my hair as I moved up and down, taking more of him each time. As I got his cock fully in my throat, I realised I didn’t even know his name.
			

			
				He was on the edge now, and I quickened my pace, working him with my mouth and both hands. Suddenly, with a loud groan, his entire body tensed, and he came hard in my mouth. The warm, salty rush filled me, but I didn’t stop. I kept going, milking every last bit out of him and swallowing it down as he gasped for air. His legs trembled, and I could feel him fighting to stay standing as I finished him off, finally pulling back when he was completely spent.
			

			
				“Fuck, that was good,” he said in his soft Aussie accent, still catching his breath. “Now it’s your turn.”
			

			
				Without wasting a moment, he knelt down between my legs, his hands softly parting my thighs. The warmth of his breath tickled my skin as he leaned in, kissing a slow trail up my inner thigh. My body tensed with anticipation, heart racing, as his fingers traced lightly over my wetness.
			

			
				And then his tongue was between my folds, moving quickly and with purpose. My body jolted at the sudden rush of pleasure, his mouth working its way around my clit. I gasped, gripping the rope of the swing tighter as his tongue moved faster, flicking and swirling, sending waves of heat through me.
			

			
				His mouth was warm and wet, and each stroke of his tongue sent shivers up my spine. I arched my back slightly, pressing myself closer to his face, the pleasure building inside me. His fingers joined in, slipping inside me as his tongue kept teasing my clit. I could feel my orgasm building fast, my body trembling as I got closer and closer to the edge.
			

			
				Suddenly, I came, the wave of pleasure crashing through me, my legs trembling uncontrollably. I gasped loudly, my fingers tangling in his hair as my body shook. He didn’t stop, his tongue still flicking over my clit, drawing out every last bit of my orgasm. My body finally relaxed, sinking back into the swing, my breathing heavy as I tried to steady myself.
			

			
				We walked back to the fire, naked and hand in hand, but I still didn’t ask his name. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was late now, and the bonfire had burned low. The beach had taken on a dreamlike atmosphere under the full moon. The embers of the bonfire cast a soft glow, flickering shadows across the sand as if mirroring the passion that was now openly shared by nearly everyone. I could see couples on blankets, their bodies intertwined, hands exploring, lips meeting. The air was thick with the sounds of soft moans and the rhythmic sound of the waves crashing against the shore.
			

			
				Brodie lay stretched out on a blanket, his eyes half-closed in pleasure. The Asian girl from earlier moved slowly on top of him, her hips gently rocking as his cock disappeared into her. A sheen of wetness glistened on his shaft every time she lifted her body slightly, and I could see how tight she was around him. 
			

			
				Down by the water, I could hear the moans of Freja. Even in the darkness, I recognised her by the way her full breasts hung as she knelt in the shallow surf, her head tilted back in pleasure. The guy behind her had his hands firmly on her hips, guiding his cock inside her as the waves lapped around their bodies. 
			

			
				I found my stuff where I had left it. There were a couple of guys sitting there, and as I sat down, they passed me a joint. One of the guys was really sexy, mixed race with short dreadlocks. The other was a tall, muscular black guy. They were both American, and I instantly felt aroused sitting next to their naked bodies.
			

			
				We chatted for a little bit as the sounds of passion continued all around us, but inevitably, I was soon kissing them both. I leaned in towards the guy with the short dreadlocks first, his lips meeting mine as we kissed slowly. His hand rested on my thigh, sending a shiver up my spine. After a moment, I turned to the other guy, the tall, muscular one, and kissed him too. His lips were firm, and his hand gently cupped my face, drawing me closer. I found myself switching back and forth, each kiss more intense than the last.
			

			
				Their hands began to wander, exploring my body, and I felt a familiar ache building inside me. The weight of their naked bodies next to mine, the warmth of their skin, and the taste of their lips was driving me wild. My hands went to their cocks, both long and circumcised and I stroked them slowly as they hardened.
			

			
				Soon, I lay down, the mixed-race one behind me. He kissed my neck from behind, his hard cock pressed against my ass. I sloppily kissed the one in front of me, my hand wanking his cock as he gently circled my clit with his fingers.
			

			
				The one behind lifted my leg up. I felt him shift, adjusting so his cock was between my folds. Then he slid into me from behind, stretching me open. I moaned into the mouth of the other guy. I was in such a sensual daze, with the glow of the fire and the sounds of the waves and other people fucking. I felt like I was in heaven.
			

			
				The dreadlocked one started fucking me harder, thrusting into me. The one in front was still rubbing my clit, and I quickly climaxed, digging my fingers into his flesh as I rode the intense rush of pleasure.
			

			
				And then the tall black one I was kissing moved nearer, guiding his cock between my legs. The other one paused, his cock still inside me as the one in front used just enough pressure to open me more and slide his cock into me as well. I’d never had two cocks in my pussy at the same time before, and it was an unbelievable sensation, stretching me wider that I thought possible and making me feel completely full.
			

			
				They both started to thrust gently, slightly out of sync, their cocks rubbing against each other in my tight cunt. I think I was just repeating the word “fuck” over and over like a mantra, gripping the one in front of me tightly as the pleasure consumed my whole body.
			

			
				I hadn’t even really come down from the last climax when I came again, and soon after a third time. The one behind me groaned, and I felt the sudden rush of warmth as he came inside me. His cock slipped out, and the remaining one started fucking me harder, the sound wetter now as the other one’s cum was forced out of my cunt. He increased his pace until he let out his own groan and flooded my cunt again. I didn’t know either of their names either.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I moaned, collapsing back on the blanket, a guy on each side. “I can’t believe that just happened.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				As the first light of dawn started to appear, I headed back to the cabin. When I went in, I found Finn asleep, naked, on the sofa. There was a naked girl draped over him, also fast asleep. From one of the bedrooms I could hear the sounds of Freja fucking someone enthusiastically.
			

			
				Smiling to myself, I headed to the other bedroom and collapsed on the bed, instantly falling into a deep sleep.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Epilogue
			

			
				 
			

			
				We stayed in Phuket for a week. The boys tried to teach us to surf, but it was much harder than we’d expected, not to mention exhausting. After a few attempts, we both agreed it was better to just relax on the beach and watch them.
			

			
				Each night, we’d hit the bars for food and drinks, then head back to the cabin for some group fun. It was an incredible, orgasmic, but laid-back time.
			

			
				I found an internet café and read another explicit email from Adam, detailing a couple of one-night stands he’d had in Western Australia. I replied, sharing my own wild adventures at the full moon party. After that, I had to rush back to the cabin and finger myself frantically in the bedroom.
			

			
				I went with Freja when she got one of her nipples pierced, and it looked incredible on her. I didn’t get my clit pierced, but the idea was definitely tempting.
			

			
				Sadly, our foursome came to an end all too soon. Finn and Brodie were off to chase more surf, while I still had to travel overland through Malaysia to Singapore to catch my flight. I was going to New Zealand in just three weeks.
			

			
				And so, with heavy hearts and a few tears, I said goodbye to my friends and continued my travels alone.
			

			
				 
			

			
				TO BE CONTINUED…
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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				I stood in the small cage on the edge of the bridge, high above the ravine, trembling like a fucking idiot. This was it. The moment I realised maybe I wasn’t cut out for this. Bungee jumping? Great idea in theory, but here, standing on the ledge of the highest bridge jump in the world, I was full-on regretting signing up for this. My stomach was doing flips, and my knees felt like they could give way any second.
			

			
				Danny, the guy working there, was doing another check of the straps on my harness, making sure everything was tight. He tugged at them, pulling one across my chest and adjusting another under my arms. The harness pressed hard against me, and I couldn’t help but notice how it made even my small tits stick out. As his hand moved, it accidentally grazed my breast, just for a second, but it was enough to make me shiver, and not just because of the fear.
			

			
				I’d been lusting after him all morning. Danny was fucking gorgeous, stocky, muscular, with thick arms that made me wonder what it would feel like to be wrapped up in them. And on top of all that, he had this laid-back attitude, making the whole safety presentation enjoyable with his dumb but funny jokes. The problem was, I’d turned into a total idiot around him. I’d made some awkward jokes, stammered through questions, and now here I was, literally shaking like a coward.
			

			
				“Alright,” Danny said, stepping back and giving me one of his easy grins. “You’re all set.” I loved his soft Kiwi accent.
			

			
				I swallowed hard, staring down at the drop below me. “I don’t know if I can do this,” I muttered.
			

			
				He laughed softly. “You’ll be fine. Just keep your eyes on the horizon and jump. That’s all there is to it.”
			

			
				“Easier said than done,” I muttered, gripping the rail with white knuckles.
			

			
				Danny came closer, standing just behind me now. “You’ve got this,” he said quietly, leaning in just a little. I could feel his breath near my ear, and it sent a weird jolt of heat through me. I couldn’t tell if it was the nerves or him, probably both. Somehow the fear was also making me horny.
			

			
				I laughed awkwardly, trying to sound chill even though my legs were about to give up on me. “What if I don’t survive this?” I asked, glancing back at him. “What if I die of a heart attack halfway down?”
			

			
				His smile widened. “That’s literally never happened, eh. Trust me, everyone feels like this right before they jump. The fear makes it worth it.”
			

			
				Danny looked me over, clearly used to nervous jumpers. “Look, you’ll survive. I’ve seen all kinds of people jump, and they all make it through.”
			

			
				I glanced down at the abyss below. My stomach churned, and panic crept up my spine. But then, an idea popped into my head. Maybe it was the fear that made me bold.
			

			
				“Okay,” I said slowly, trying to calm my racing heart. “What if I need more motivation than ‘you’ll survive’?”
			

			
				He raised an eyebrow, still smiling. “What more could you need?”
			

			
				I bit my lip, feeling a wicked sense of boldness. I was probably never going to see him again after this anyway, I may as well make a move. If I was about to leap to my potential death, why not go out in style? I leaned back slightly, looking him in the eye. “How about… if I survive, you fuck me?”
			

			
				Danny blinked, clearly caught off guard, and then a surprised laugh escaped him. “Erm… what?”
			

			
				I shrugged, trying to play it cool despite my heart hammering in my chest. “You heard me. If I survive this insane jump, you owe me a fuck.”
			

			
				He stared at me for a moment, processing what I’d said, his lips twitching in amusement. “You’re serious? No one has ever said that before.”
			

			
				I smirked, finally feeling a bit more in control. Weirdly I was also insanely horny now, heat pooling between my legs, especially as I could see he was interested. “Yeah. I reckon I deserve a really hard shagging after throwing myself off a bridge, don’t you?”
			

			
				Danny shook his head, laughing again, but I could see the interest flicker in his eyes. “Alright,” he said, crossing his arms. “You survive the jump, and I’ll give you exactly what you want. But no chickening out, eh.”
			

			
				“I won’t,” I said, grinning despite the adrenaline surging through me. My heart was pounding so much it felt like it was going to burst out of my chest.
			

			
				I stepped closer to the edge, the thrill starting to overtake the fear. I looked at him one more time. “And I want you to fuck me as soon after as possible, okay? Right here at the bridge in the back of your truck. Don’t forget your end of the deal.”
			

			
				“Oh, I won’t,” he said, “I’m looking forward to it.”
			

			
				With that, I took a deep breath, closed my eyes, and leapt into the void.
			

			
				The second I left the ledge, my stomach lurched, flipping violently, and for a moment, pure fucking panic seized me. My mind screamed, What the fuck are you doing? Then the wind hit me. It howled in my ears, rushing past so fast it felt like it was slicing through me. I was falling head first, the bridge shrinking above me as I plummeted, arms flailing, desperately trying to grab hold of something that wasn’t there. 
			

			
				I started to laugh, or scream, maybe both, but whatever came out of my mouth was lost in the wind. For those few seconds, nothing else mattered except the rush of adrenaline pumping through me and the sensation of the earth rushing up to meet me.
			

			
				Just as I thought I was going to hit the rocks in the shallow river below, I felt the tug. The bungee cord snapped taut, pulling me back as my body jerked upwards. My stomach flipped again, but this time I knew I was safe. The cord bounced, pulling me back up and letting me fall again in shorter bursts, each drop a little less intense than the last. My mind was still reeling, still buzzing with the thrill of it all, but it was different now, like I’d faced the scariest fucking thing I could imagine, and I’d come out on the other side.
			

			
				As I hung there upside down, swaying gently with the cord, I let out a breathless laugh. My pulse was still racing, my skin tingling with leftover adrenaline, but a grin spread across my face. I’d fucking done it. I’d jumped.
			

			
				Now, all I could think about was getting back up there and making sure Danny kept his promise.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The other tourists all filed onto the minibus, a few of them glancing back at me, wondering why I was staying behind with Danny. His colleague got in the driver’s seat, and the minibus pulled out onto the dirt road and headed back to Queenstown.
			

			
				We were in the middle of nowhere on the South Island of New Zealand. Next to the ravine I’d jumped into, there was nothing but a dusty car park with Danny’s truck in it.
			

			
				“You’re sure about this, eh?” he asked, still quite bemused at how direct I’d been.
			

			
				“Very,” I said. My legs were still shaking, and my heart was still racing from the adrenaline. I wanted it now more than ever, while I was still high from the jump. We walked to his truck, it was a 4x4 with two rows of seats and a flatbed rear. When we got close enough, I made my move, pushing him against the side of the truck and kissing him.
			

			
				Danny barely had time to react before my lips were on his, catching him off guard. His body stiffened for a split second, then he melted into it, his hands gripping my waist as I pressed myself against him, pinning him to the side of the truck. The metal felt hot under my hands, the midday sun baking it all morning. My heart was pounding in my chest again, but this time it wasn’t fear.
			

			
				He pulled back, breathless, still grinning in disbelief. “Fuck, you weren’t joking, were you?”
			

			
				I laughed. “Did I look like I was fucking joking up there?”
			

			
				Danny’s hands slid up my sides, his fingers tracing the outline of my body through the thin material of my clothes. Then he slipped them into my shorts, his firm hands gripping my ass cheeks as he pulled me in, standing on tiptoes, for another passionate kiss.
			

			
				“You really want to do this? Out here?” he said.
			

			
				I nodded, my pulse racing. I could feel the bulge of his hard cock pressed against my leg. I reached down, fingers tugging at his belt. When I had undone it, I knelt in the dirt, pulling down his shorts and underwear. His cock sprang free. It wasn’t the longest I’d ever seen, but fuck, it was thick. The sight of it, hard and ready, sent a fresh wave of heat surging through me. 
			

			
				I glanced up at him, our eyes locking, before I gripped him at the base, my fingers not even wrapping fully around his girth. “You don’t waste time, do you?” he murmured. The dirt under my knees was rough, the gravel digging into my bare knees, but I didn’t care. I was too caught up in the moment, in the rush of having him like this.
			

			
				I smirked, then took him into my mouth, feeling the weight of him as my lips stretched around his cock. He let out a low groan, his hips instinctively pushing forward as I took him in my mouth. Starting slowly, I teased him, my mouth moving up and down his length, swirling my tongue as I went. His grip on my hair tightened, and his breathing quickened. I could feel him pulsing, hear the tension in his voice as he tried to keep control.
			

			
				“Fuck… that feels good, eh,” he muttered.
			

			
				Speeding up, I took more of him into my mouth, pushing myself further down his cock. His groans got louder, his body tensing as I worked on him, my hand stroking the base and feeling his balls. I loved how thick he felt, how hard he was, and the way his body trembled with every movement of my lips.
			

			
				A car passed by on the road. They must have seen me on my knees in the dirt, sucking Danny’s cock. They gave us a couple of cheerful beeps on the horn in encouragement.
			

			
				Finally, I had his whole cock in my mouth, pressed against the back of my throat, my lips touching his body. I’d perfected my deep throat skills over the years; the depth was no challenge, but it made my jaw ache to have my mouth open so wide to accommodate his unusual thickness.
			

			
				Keeping the urge to gag under control, I stuck my tongue out, licking the top of his balls even as his dick was all the way in my throat. I could tell he was impressed.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” he groaned in pleasure.
			

			
				Suddenly, it was too much. I pulled back quickly, almost choking, spit dripping from my mouth and running down my neck. Danny pulled me to my feet and spun me around, pressing me hard against the truck.
			

			
				He needed me now, I could feel it. His hand slipped into the front of my shorts, then inside my knickers. My cunt was soaking, my knickers already wet with the sticky mess I'd been leaking. His fingers, thick like his cock, spread me open, and when he pushed two of them deep inside me, I moaned loudly into his mouth, pleasure flooding through me.
			

			
				He was in control now, pinning me against the truck and finger-fucking me hard. His palm rubbed against my hairy mound, stimulating my clit as he stretched me open with his fingers, thrusting them into me.
			

			
				I was in ecstasy, my heart racing, the adrenaline from the jump mixing with the pure thrill of him. I could feel the pressure building fast inside me. All I could do was moan, gripping his cock tightly for support as I felt myself getting closer.
			

			
				My legs were shaking, barely able to hold me up. I tightened my grip on his cock, feeling it pulse in my hand, thick and hot, as the pressure inside me built faster and faster.
			

			
				“Fuck, you’re so wet,” he groaned in between desperate kisses. He pressed me harder against the truck as his fingers moved relentlessly inside me, his palm still grinding against my clit.
			

			
				I gasped, my back arching, as a wave of pleasure crashed over me. My cunt clenched tight around his fingers, and I cried out, unable to hold back. My whole body convulsed as I came, the orgasm hitting me like an explosion, my fingers digging into his arm as I held onto him for dear life.
			

			
				“Shit…” I managed to whisper, panting, still trembling as the aftershocks rippled through me.
			

			
				Danny pulled his fingers out slowly, leaving me feeling suddenly empty, a desperate ache where his thick fingers had just been. He raised his hand to my mouth, his fingers glistening with my wetness. Without a word, he pushed them between my lips, forcing me to taste myself.
			

			
				The sharp flavour of my own cunt filled my mouth as he roughly pushed his fingers in deeper, his eyes locked onto mine with an intensity that made my pulse race again. I moaned softly around them, my tongue sliding over his fingers, tasting the thick white liquid that coated them.
			

			
				"Good girl," he said, his voice low and rough as he watched me suck on them. His other hand gripped my jaw, holding me in place as he fucked my mouth with his fingers, making sure I took every drop of myself. He was fully in control, and the way he made me taste my own arousal was raw, filthy, and it only turned me on more.
			

			
				I could feel the heat building between my legs again, that aching need growing stronger. “Fuck me,” I whispered.
			

			
				The words barely left my lips before Danny spun me around, yanking open the truck’s back door. He forced my head down onto the seat, bending me over the edge, my ass sticking out towards him. In one swift motion, he grabbed my shorts and knickers, roughly pulling them down to my ankles, leaving my lower half completely exposed to the open air.
			

			
				Another car whizzed by on the road nearby. Fuck knows what they saw, or what they thought, but the thrill of being caught only made me wetter. My body was on fire, desperate for him, my cunt practically dripping with need as I stood there, bent over, waiting for him to take me.
			

			
				He positioned himself behind me. His hands gripped my cheeks, spreading me open and pulling me back against him. I could feel the thick head of his cock pressing against my slick folds. I gasped, the sensation sending a jolt of pleasure through me.
			

			
				He paused, his cock throbbing against my desperate opening, and then he pushed inside me, filling me completely and stretching me open in one smooth thrust. He wasn’t wearing a condom, and I didn’t want him to be. He paused for a moment, letting me adjust, and I could feel the pulse of him deep within me.
			

			
				“You’re so tight,” he murmured. Then he began to move, pulling out slightly before driving back in hard. The shock of pleasure coursed through me with each thrust, the sound of our bodies colliding filling the air.
			

			
				I gripped the edge of the seat, trying to steady myself as he took control. His rhythm was relentless, each thrust hitting deeper and harder, the pressure building inside me again. I could barely focus on anything other than the way he felt, the way he was taking me, claiming me right there in the open.
			

			
				“God, you feel amazing,” he breathed, his fingers digging into my hips as he held me in place. I moaned in response, the sensation of his cock sliding in and out of me driving me closer to the edge.
			

			
				“Don’t stop,” I gasped, lost in the moment, the world around me fading as I surrendered completely to the pleasure. The thrill of the open air, the risk of being caught, and the rawness of it all sent me spiralling higher, the pressure in my core building rapidly.
			

			
				My orgasm crashed over me, powerful and overwhelming. I cried out, the pleasure rolling through me in waves, each pulse sending shockwaves of ecstasy through my entire body. My muscles tightened around him, clenching as the pleasure enveloped me.
			

			
				“Fuck yes!” Danny shouted. I could feel him losing control, his own climax building as he thrust into me relentlessly, pushing me further over the edge as I floated in the afterglow of my own release. I felt him swell inside me, his cock pulsing as he came, filling me with warmth. I could feel him emptying himself deep within me.
			

			
				But he didn’t pause. Not for a second. He kept driving into me, the rhythm of his thrusts relentless as I realised with surprise that he wasn’t done, even though he’d come once already. He continued to fuck me, our combined release now pouring down my inner thighs.
			

			
				“Oh yes, fuck me more,” I whispered breathlessly, still craving every inch of him as he continued to fill me. I could feel the pressure building again. I gripped the seat tighter, my nails digging in as he fucked me.
			

			
				“Oh god, I’m coming!” I cried out as another orgasm surged through me, making my legs go even weaker than before. Danny finally slowed his thrusts, easing into a gentler rhythm as I rode out my climax.
			

			
				He pulled out, his thick cock glistening with cum. I stood up, and he climbed into the truck, settling onto the back seat and gesturing for me to follow. I slid in after him, straddling him and wrapping my arms around his neck as I sank onto his cock. My cunt was swollen, wet, and gaping open, and I swallowed him easily, feeling him fill me once again.
			

			
				I began to ride him, grinding my clit against his body as his thick cock stretched me open, filling me completely. The sensation was electric, sending sparks of pleasure racing through me with every movement. Danny's hands slid down to my ass, spreading my cheeks wider, exposing me even more as I moved.
			

			
				His fingers began to tease my rear entrance, massaging the sensitive skin, sending further pulses of pleasure coursing through my body. As I continued to ride him, the pressure inside me built higher, and Danny's fingers pressed firmer, teasing my ass. Just when I thought I was about to climax anyway, he pushed two fingers in. 
			

			
				I came hard, my cunt and ass contracting around him. “Oh! Fuck!” I cried out, the sound echoing in the confines of the truck as waves of ecstasy crashed over me. Each thrust of his cock combined with the movement of his fingers sent me spiralling further into the orgasm. We slowed a little as I recovered from my climax, but I continued to ride him, both of us enjoying the sensations.
			

			
				“I’m close,” he said, kissing my neck, his breath hot against my skin. “I want to come in your sweet, slutty mouth.”
			

			
				His words sent a thrill through me, igniting a fresh wave of desire. I lifted off him and knelt on the floor of the truck, my heart racing as I positioned myself in front of him.
			

			
				I took him into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the thick head of his cock, tasting our combined release. I could feel him pulse against my tongue, and I knew he was on the edge. I bobbed my head, taking him deeper, enjoying the way he filled my mouth.
			

			
				“God, yes,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hair as he guided my movements. “Just like that.”
			

			
				I could feel him getting closer, his breathing growing more erratic as I sucked him harder. I loved being on my knees for him, giving him pleasure.
			

			
				“Good girl. Don’t stop,” he urged, “I’m gonna come.”
			

			
				With renewed enthusiasm, I quickened my pace, feeling his climax building. I looked up at him, our eyes locking. 
			

			
				“Fuck, I’m coming!” he moaned, and I felt him swell in my mouth as his warm release filled me, the taste spilling over my tongue. I moaned around him, taking it all in. I tried to swallow it all, but some of it ran down my chin, slick and warm.
			

			
				As I pulled back, I gave his cock a teasing kiss before settling next to him on the seat. I could see the satisfaction in his expression, the way his chest heaved with each breath. He put his arm around me.
			

			
				“Did you like that?” he asked.
			

			
				“Like it? I loved it,” I replied, a grin spreading across my face. “It was even better than jumping off the fucking bridge.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				I’d been in Queenstown, New Zealand, for a week. After flying from Singapore to Auckland, I had immediately caught a connecting flight to the South Island. I planned to hire a campervan and explore the South Island first. My best friend, Hannah, was also working here and had invited me to join her for a month to top up my travel funds.
			

			
				So far, I had been staying at a backpacker’s hostel, ticking off all the adrenaline activities that Queenstown was famous for. Jet boat rides, bungee jumping, horseback riding; all great fun, but ridiculously expensive.
			

			
				I was also enjoying the social life of the vibrant, backpacker town. A lot of nights, I was out until 2 am, and then back to some random guy’s apartment for filthy, casual sex. But club nights weren’t cheap, so it was time to find a campervan before I spent all my money.
			

			
				I found an ad in the local paper and was soon standing in a car park, eyeing a Toyota LiteAce that had once been owned by a plumber, but had been converted into a makeshift campervan.
			

			
				“So, you pull out this piece of wood,” explained the cute English girl selling it, “and place it over the top like this. That’s the bed base. Then the mattress unrolls like this…”
			

			
				She demonstrated how to transform the rear into a bed. It was almost the size of a double and filled the entire space.
			

			
				“It’s pretty cosy,” she said with a grin. “But it’s perfect for two. My boyfriend and I had a lot of action in here.” She giggled, clearly fond of the memories.
			

			
				Then she realised what she’d said. “It’s been fully cleaned, though,” she quickly added, worried she might have put me off.
			

			
				“I love it,” I told her. “I don’t have a boyfriend, but I can’t wait to get some action in it too.”
			

			
				“Great,” she said, “the van’s name is Dave, by the way.”
			

			
				I laughed at the idea of naming a van, but she was serious. “Dave, got it,” I said, trying to hide my smile.
			

			
				Dave and I hit it off immediately. He was a dream to drive, especially as he was an automatic. I checked out of the backpacker’s, loaded my stuff into the back, and hit the road. The radio seemed to be stuck on a country and western channel, but I didn’t care. From the moment I pulled out of the car park, a wave of freedom washed over me. There was something magical about driving through rural New Zealand. It felt twenty years behind England, like it was stuck in the 1970s. Everything was so raw, untouched, and beautifully simple.
			

			
				The roads were basic, often rough and winding, with more gravel than tarmac. I bounced along in Dave, loving every bump and dip as we meandered through the countryside. Single-lane bridges crossed over rushing rivers, forcing me to stop to wait for the oncoming traffic. But it gave me a chance to take in the breathtaking views that surrounded me. Every turn seemed to reveal another stunning landscape, towering mountains, sprawling green fields, and deep valleys that stretched on forever.
			

			
				There were times when I’d drive for twenty minutes without seeing another car, just sheep and lakes. It was as if I had the whole of New Zealand to myself, like the land had been waiting just for me. The air was crisp and fresh, and with the windows down, the scent of pine trees and damp earth filled the van.
			

			
				That first night, I pulled into a lay-by and slept in the back. In the morning, I took a piss behind the van and cooked bacon on my camping stove, completely alone. It felt magical, like I was living in my own little world.
			

			
				But I had a destination in mind, and in the early afternoon on the second day, I reached it. A hotel, in the middle of nowhere. Old, large, and sprawling, it was next to a lake and the only building for miles around. This was where my best friend Hannah was working.
			

			
				As soon as I pulled into the car park, Hannah came bursting out of the main entrance, screaming with excitement. The moment I stepped out of the van, she leapt on me, wrapping me in a huge hug that nearly knocked me off my feet.
			

			
				Hannah was stunning, with a curvy figure that always turned heads. Her fiery ginger hair was a mass of tight curls, tumbling down her back. Freckles dotted her pale skin, and her bright green eyes sparkled with energy. She had the kind of personality that lit up a room, and seeing her again made my heart soar.
			

			
				The last time I’d seen her, nearly six months ago, Hannah had been a bit chubby. Now she was almost thin. The only place she hadn’t lost weight was her breasts. They were huge, filling out the front of her vest top and looking like they might spill out at any moment.
			

			
				“Oh my god, Hannah, you look amazing,” I gushed, unable to stop staring.
			

			
				“I know,” she replied, grinning with mock modesty. “I decided to lose some weight so I could fuck more gorgeous boys.”
			

			
				“Shut up,” I laughed. “You never had any trouble with that anyway.”
			

			
				Hannah smirked, flicking one of her wild curls over her shoulder. “Well, you know, a girl’s gotta stay competitive. I can’t even begin to tell you about this place. It sounds crazy, but there’s an endless supply of hot shepherds. You won’t believe how many of them there are, and they’re all fit, hung and gorgeous. There’s something in the air that just makes their dick grow.”
			

			
				I laughed, rolling my eyes. “Shepherds? Really? You’ve been hooking up with the local farm boys?”
			

			
				“Oh, don’t knock it till you’ve tried it,” she said with a laugh. “I know how it sounds, but you’ll see. Let’s just say, they know how to use their hands. And honestly, I don’t know if it’s the local gene pool or something in the water, but their cocks are something to behold!”
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow, sure she was winding me up. “Yeah? How many have you... sampled?”
			

			
				She grinned. “A few,” she said, and paused. “Okay, a lot. But trust me, it’s worth it.”
			

			
				I laughed again, shaking my head. “You haven’t changed.”
			

			
				“Never,” she replied, eyes gleaming. “Anyway, what about you? I bet you’ve had your share of hot backpackers on your travels.”
			

			
				I smiled, thinking back over my adventures so far. “Let’s just say, I’ve had some fun already.”
			

			
				“Come on then,” she said, “Let’s get you inside and you can tell me all about it.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We settled in the deserted bar and Hannah pulled me a pint. The hotel itself looked like it hadn’t changed in decades, probably since the sixties, judging by the faded wallpaper and outdated decor. The wood floors were slightly sticky as you walked across them.
			

			
				The walls were lined with dusty black-and-white photos, probably of locals long gone, and the furniture had that unmistakable vintage feel, cracked leather bar stools, scratched tables, and low, dim lighting. It felt like stepping into a time capsule, untouched by the modern world. The air was thick with the smell of cigarette smoke and stale beer.
			

			
				“Charming, isn’t it?” Hannah said, sliding the pint across to me and sparking up a cigarette. “It’s like a museum for bad taste.”
			

			
				“It’s got character,” I said with a smirk.
			

			
				Hannah laughed, taking a long draw and exhaling the smoke. “That’s one way to put it.”
			

			
				I glanced around again, looking at the peeling wallpaper and dimly flickering lights. “How do you survive working here?”
			

			
				“Oh, trust me,” she said, her eyes glinting, “It’s a lot more fun than it looks. When the bar’s busy, it’s a whole different vibe. Locals, tourists, and of course, the shepherds I was telling you about. Keeps things... interesting.”
			

			
				I still wasn’t sure if she was winding me up about the shepherds. We chatted for the next hour, and I gave her every detail of Adam and Freja and all the people I’d met since I’d left England.
			

			
				Eventually, the conversation returned to the hotel. “So do you want a job?” asked Hannah.
			

			
				“Well, I guess,” I said, momentarily surprised, “but do you have the authority to offer me one?”
			

			
				“Of course,” she replied, “I practically run the place. The owner, Elaine, is… kind of hands-off. And…” she paused, not knowing how to say it. “She’s a bit odd. But you’ll get to know her.”
			

			
				“Odd in what way?” I asked, curious.
			

			
				“You’ll see,” Hannah said, and wouldn’t be drawn on any more details. “Anyway, you can start tonight. Get your stuff from the van and I’ll show you your room.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				To my surprise, by 8 pm, the bar was packed. It didn’t seem possible, given that there weren’t any houses nearby, but as the sun set, the locals started showing up. Pickup trucks, or ‘utes’ as they called them here, rumbled into the gravel car park, and soon enough, the bar was buzzing with a mix of rugged farm workers and even a few travellers who were stopping overnight at the only hotel for miles.
			

			
				Hannah was in her element behind the bar, pouring pints and cracking jokes with the regulars. She showed me the ropes and I poured my first beers. Soon, I was also enjoying myself immensely.
			

			
				The men were exactly how she’d described, rough around the edges, but broad-shouldered and fucking gorgeous. They leaned casually against the bar, swapping stories in thick Kiwi accents, saying “eh?” at the end of every sentence, even if it was a question, and laughing loudly as they drank their beers and chain-smoked cigarettes.
			

			
				I couldn’t help but eye them up. They were the kind of men you’d picture on the cover of some cheesy romance novel; checked shirts, rough hands and wicked grins. And it didn’t take long for them to notice me either.
			

			
				One of them, tall with a messy mop of dark hair and face covered in stubble, looked me up and down and gave me a wink. There was no political correctness here, it was pure, unashamed masculinity.
			

			
				Hannah noticed, smirking as she pulled another pint. “That’s Liam,” she said, “told you the shepherds are trouble. But fuck, they’re fun. Oh my god, they’re fun,” she looked a bit dreamy. “Come on, I’ll introduce you.”
			

			
				Before I could protest, she dragged me down the bar. “Hey, Liam! This is my best friend from England, Carrie,” Hannah said playfully. “She’s going to be working here for a few weeks. Be gentle with her.”
			

			
				“Nice to meet you, Carrie,” Liam said, leaning casually against the bar. He was with a few other farm workers, all of them equally rugged and sexy. Hannah introduced me to all of them.
			

			
				“This is Blake,” she said, gesturing to a tall guy with a muscular build. “He thinks he’s funny, but no one else does.” Blake flashed a cocky grin, and there were howls of laughter from his friends.
			

			
				“And over there is Rico,” she continued, pointing to a stocky man with an Italian look. “He can drink more than anyone I’ve ever met, and trust me, that’s saying something around here.”
			

			
				She went through them all, but I was never going to remember all their names. Except Liam, that is. I was getting all kinds of feelings between my legs whenever he looked at me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The bar only got busier as the evening wore on, and soon my head was filled with orders and the clinking of glasses. I didn’t have much time to think about anything else, but I found myself slipping easily into the rhythm of the work. It was hard, but satisfying. 
			

			
				And I couldn’t deny how much fun I was having, flirting with all the sexy men. They leaned in close, joked with me and called me sweetheart. Their rough hands brushed mine as they handed over cash, and their eyes lingered a little too long when they thought no one was looking. I felt a thrill from the attention of these rugged, masculine men.
			

			
				Eventually, it got late, and people started to trickle out of the bar. The hum of conversation died down, and the place became a little quieter, the air thick with the scent of spilt beer and cigarette smoke. I was wiping down the bar when Hannah came up behind me with a sly grin.
			

			
				“So,” she said, leaning in with a conspiratorial grin, “who shall we invite upstairs?”
			

			
				I blinked, caught a little off guard. “Upstairs?” I repeated, though I knew exactly what she meant. We’d done this before.
			

			
				My eyes flicked to Liam, standing at the end of the bar, watching me. Our eyes met for a brief moment, and that familiar heat stirred between my legs again.
			

			
				“I quite like Liam,” I confessed.
			

			
				“I thought so,” Hannah laughed. “He’s a good choice. Knows what he’s doing, trust me.”
			

			
				“Have you shagged him?” I whispered.
			

			
				“Oh, definitely,” she replied with a wicked grin. “Tell you what, let’s invite Liam and Blake upstairs? We’ll give them the ‘Carrie and Hannah one-two’, just like back at uni.”
			

			
				My pulse quickened at the thought. “Let’s do it,” I said, a grin spreading across my face and a fire burning between my legs.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When the last of the other customers had left, Hannah bolted the doors, and we led Liam and Blake upstairs. Above the bar was our living quarters, an old-fashioned living area and open plan kitchen, with several bedrooms opening off of it. 
			

			
				Hannah flopped down onto one of the threadbare sofas, her legs draped lazily over the side. She motioned for Blake to join her, and he put his arm around her. Liam and I sat on the sofa opposite. We all knew why we were there, and there didn’t seem to be any point in making small talk.
			

			
				Without a word, Liam cupped my face and kissed me hard. His lips were rough, tasting faintly of beer and cigarettes. I kissed him back just as fiercely, wrapping my arms around his neck as I pressed my body against his. He was such a manly man, and I melted in his arms, feeling even more petite than usual.
			

			
				Behind me, I could hear Hannah and Blake getting more heated, the soft sound of clothes rustling and low moans filling the room, but all I could focus on was Liam. His hands slipped under my shirt, fingers grazing the bare skin of my back.
			

			
				“I’ve been wanting this all night,” he murmured against my lips, his breath hot. “You’re fucking gorgeous.”
			

			
				I smiled, biting my lip as I looked up at him. “Then what are you waiting for?”
			

			
				He slid his hand up my inner thigh, fingers grazing my skin as they slipped under my skirt. The touch sent shivers racing through me, and I felt myself tremble, my breath catching in my throat. His fingers brushed the edge of my knickers, and I parted my legs slightly, giving him easier access.
			

			
				He pressed against the fabric of my knickers, applying gentle pressure to my clit and teasing me, his eyes locked on mine. “You’ve been thinking about this all night, haven’t you?”
			

			
				I couldn’t help but moan softly, nodding as my hips involuntarily pressed towards his hand. “Yes,” I breathed, barely able to get the word out.
			

			
				He smiled and slipped his fingers under the fabric, finding my swollen, aching clit. I gasped at the sensation as he began to circle it slowly, deliberately, sending waves of pleasure through my body. Behind us, I could hear Hannah giggle between soft moans, but all I could focus on was Liam. His touch, his heat, and the way his body was pressed so tightly against mine. He pushed me back against the sofa, legs parted, skirt hitched up around my hips.
			

			
				Then he knelt in front of me, tugging my knickers down and pulling them off, leaving me exposed to him. I hadn’t trimmed my hair since leaving England, and I now sported a wilder bush than I ever had before. But Liam seemed to like what he saw. His eyes flicked up to mine, filled with pure, raw desire. “I’m gonna make you come,” he said softly, before dipping his head between my thighs.
			

			
				The moment his tongue touched me, I cried out, fingers tangling in his messy hair as he devoured me, licking and sucking at my clit, pushing me towards the edge. I gasped as he pushed two fingers deep inside me, stretching me open as he began to massage my G-spot, each movement pushing me closer to the edge.
			

			
				I could barely hold back, my hips instinctively grinding against his mouth as the pressure built inside me. “Fuck, Liam… don’t stop,” I panted, feeling my body tense and coil with the mounting pleasure. His fingers curled inside me just right, hitting that perfect spot over and over, while his tongue continued its relentless assault on my clit.
			

			
				My breath came faster, my body tightening as the orgasm built, unstoppable. With one final, deep thrust of his fingers and a firm swirl of his tongue, I exploded, crying out loudly as the pleasure tore through me. My legs shook, my thighs clamped around his head as the waves of my climax rolled over me.
			

			
				Liam didn’t let up, riding out my orgasm as I quivered beneath him, his fingers still inside me, coaxing every last drop of pleasure from my body. I collapsed back into the sofa, my chest rising and falling rapidly, breathless.
			

			
				I glanced over at the other two, and it was clear they hadn’t wasted any time. Hannah’s head was thrown back in pure pleasure, her ginger curls spilling over the back of the sofa. Her top was pulled down, her huge tits fully exposed. Her knickers had been discarded somewhere on the floor, and Blake’s cock was already buried deep in her cunt.
			

			
				All of his body was tanned from working in the sun, except his pale, muscular ass. That was pumping up and down as he fucked Hannah hard, his broad shoulders flexing with every movement. Hannah’s legs were wrapped tightly around his waist, pulling him deeper into her, her moans filling the room. The look on her face was pure bliss, eyes half-closed, mouth open. I caught a glimpse of his thick shaft, wrapped in a condom, her lips stretched tight around it as he thrust into her ginger bush.
			

			
				Liam stood up, casually pulling his shirt off over his head, revealing the toned, muscular body of a man who worked outdoors every day. His chest and shoulders were broad, his arms were thick and strong.
			

			
				With a grin, he dropped his trousers and underwear in one swift motion, and my eyes immediately locked onto what Hannah had hinted at. She wasn’t wrong, these shepherds were very well-endowed. Liam's cock was as thick as Blake's had looked. It was also exceptionally long, standing proudly between his muscular, hairy thighs. My eyes lit up when I saw it, my mouth watering at the sight.
			

			
				Liam grabbed a condom and rolled it onto his cock. To be honest, I would’ve fucked him raw, but I knew how passionate Hannah was about safe sex, and I didn’t want another lecture from her, so I just went with it. While he was getting ready, I quickly stripped off the rest of my clothes and lay back, spreading my legs wide for him.
			

			
				Liam knelt between my legs, positioning himself at my entrance, and for a moment, he just teased me with the tip of his cock, sliding it up and down against my wetness. The anticipation was driving me crazy.
			

			
				"Come on," I moaned, lifting my hips, desperate to feel him inside me.
			

			
				He obliged, pushing into me slowly at first, letting me feel every inch as he stretched me open. I gasped, my fingers gripping his strong arms. He filled me completely, his thick cock sliding deep, hitting all the right spots.
			

			
				“Fuck,” he muttered under his breath, leaning forward to support himself on his arms as he started to thrust, each movement a little harder, a little faster. The room was filled with the sound of skin slapping against skin, our moans mingling with Hannah and Blake’s.
			

			
				Liam was fucking me hard, rough and fast, just the way I needed it. It wasn’t long before I wrapped my legs tightly around him, my thighs squeezing as I rode out an intense orgasm, my whole body shuddering from the release. As I came down from the high, he pulled out and told me to turn over.
			

			
				I didn’t hesitate, getting on my knees on the sofa, arching my back for him. He thrust deep into me from behind, filling me again with that same relentless intensity. From this angle, I had the perfect view of the others. Blake was pounding Hannah from behind too, her massive tits bouncing wildly with each thrust. She had her face buried in the cushions, muffling her screams as Blake grunted, slamming into her.
			

			
				The sight of them, the sounds of their pleasure, only pushed me closer to the edge again as Liam kept fucking me, driving me toward another orgasm. With each thrust, Liam hit deeper, his hands gripping my hips as he drove into me harder and faster.
			

			
				I felt the pressure mounting. My fingers dug into the sofa cushions, my breath catching as that familiar wave surged through me.
			

			
				“Fuck, I’m going to come,” I gasped, my voice trembling with the intensity.
			

			
				I came hard, my body convulsing, legs shaking as another powerful orgasm ripped through me. My pussy clenched around him, and I cried out, the pleasure overwhelming, waves crashing over me again and again.
			

			
				Liam pulled out of me, leaving me panting and trembling from the intensity of my release. I collapsed forward onto the sofa, trying to catch my breath. He tugged off the condom, tossing it aside before gripping my hair gently, guiding me down to his cock. I wrapped my lips around him, his hand resting on the back of my head. He moaned softly, thrusting into my mouth for a moment before pulling away.
			

			
				With a fresh condom in hand, Liam moved over to Hannah, who was still catching her breath, but her eyes lit up when she saw him. Meanwhile, Blake positioned himself behind me, his cock newly sheathed, and I felt him tease my entrance with the tip. I gasped, gripping the cushions in front of me as his thick cock filled me again.
			

			
				Across the room, I could hear Hannah’s breathless whimpers as Liam entered her. She was on her back now, legs spread wide as he thrust into her ginger bush. Her huge breasts bounced with every movement, and Liam leaned down to suck hard on one of her nipples.
			

			
				The guys fucked us for what felt like forever, their stamina seemingly endless. Blake’s grip on my hips never loosened as he pounded into me, his pace shifting between fast, deep thrusts and slow, teasing strokes. Every now and then, he’d lean over, grabbing a fistful of my hair, pulling my head back as he kissed the side of my neck, making me shudder with pleasure.
			

			
				Across the room, Liam was fucking Hannah with equal intensity. Her moans were growing louder, more desperate with each thrust. I lost track of how many times I’d come. My body was so sensitive, the pleasure so overwhelming, that even the slightest touch made me shudder.
			

			
				Finally, after what felt like an eternity of pleasure, I could sense the guys were nearing their limits. Blake’s breathing was becoming more ragged, his thrusts harder and more urgent. Liam’s groans had turned into deep, guttural sounds, and I could tell he was close too.
			

			
				"Can I come on your face?" Blake breathed.
			

			
				"Okay," I said, stumbling to my knees. I looked up at him as he quickly pulled off the condom. He gave his cock a couple of hard strokes, and then I saw his cum explode out. I shut my eyes tight, feeling the warm splashes hit my cheek. Load after load pulsed onto me, pooling in my eye sockets and dripping into my open mouth.
			

			
				After a few moments, I felt Blake hand me a tissue, and I cleaned myself up. Finally able to open my eyes, I was just in time to see Hannah also receive a huge load of cum to her face from Liam.
			

			
				We all felt euphoric after that, laughing and smoking together for another hour. Finally, Liam and Blake headed home, and I collapsed into bed, sore and exhausted.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				I woke up to the smell of pancakes being cooked and stumbled bleary-eyed into the kitchen. There, I was surprised to find a naked woman in her late fifties wearing just an apron and cooking pancakes. She was quite thin, but had huge, sagging breasts that hung down to her stomach, barely covered by the apron.
			

			
				“Hello dear,” she said, “You must be the new barmaid? Hannah’s friend?”
			

			
				“Er, that’s right,” I replied, a little bit in shock at finding her cooking naked. “Carrie.”
			

			
				“Lovely to meet you, Carrie, I’m Elaine, the hotel owner,” she said, turning back to the pancakes, her slightly wrinkled bottom on full display.
			

			
				Just then, Hannah came in and gave me a smirk. She started laying the table for breakfast. “Elaine came back from Queenstown in the night,” explained Hannah.
			

			
				“Yes, I’ve been visiting my husband,” she said, flipping one of the pancakes over and then adding it to the stack of cooked ones on a plate. “He lives in Queenstown, and I live here.”
			

			
				“Oh, right,” I said, sitting down at the table, “That must be difficult.”
			

			
				“Oh, not at all dear,” she replied, “It gives me the freedom to fuck all the big-dick farm boys I want, and he gets to do the same with the backpackers. The female ones, not the big-dick ones that is.”
			

			
				“I see,” I said, exchanging another look with Hannah.
			

			
				“And then once a month we meet up and the old spark is always there,” she continued, “We’ve just spent the last two days fucking each other like horny rabbits.”
			

			
				She took the apron off, revealing her enormous droopy breasts and an almost fully grey bush. She brought the pancakes over, and the three of us tucked in. Elaine was friendly and quite a character, with lots of dirty jokes. I warmed to her immediately, despite her being quite eccentric and unashamedly naked.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hannah and I headed down to the bar to tidy up and prepare for opening. A cleaner was already hoovering the floor while listening to a Walkman, so there wasn’t much for us to do. We hadn’t even had a customer yet when Liam walked in. I had a sudden flashback to last night, and I felt myself getting wet at the thought.
			

			
				“Hi, babe,” he greeted me, striding over and giving me a long kiss on the lips. “I thought I could show you the farm this morning, if you’d like.”
			

			
				I glanced at Hannah. “I can’t, I’m supposed to be working,” I said reluctantly.
			

			
				“Don’t worry about it,” Hannah chimed in. “It’s going to be dead until the evening. You’re welcome to take a few hours off.”
			

			
				“Okay, if you’re sure,” I replied, giving her a grateful grin.
			

			
				Liam led me out to the car park, and to my surprise, he walked over to a quad bike. He climbed onto the front and said, “Jump on.”
			

			
				“Don’t we need helmets?” I asked, climbing awkwardly onto the back and wrapping my arms around his waist.
			

			
				“Don’t worry,” he replied, starting the quad bike, which roared to life. He revved it a few times before we shot out of the car park and down the road. After a short distance, we took a sharp turn onto a gravel track and headed up the hill.
			

			
				As we sped along the gravel track, the landscape unfolded around us. The sun was bright in the clear blue sky, casting a golden hue over the expansive fields. At one point, we had to swerve past a flock of sheep that scattered at our approach, their woolly bodies bleating in protest.
			

			
				It was my first time on a quad bike, and I couldn’t help but feel a rush of excitement as I clung to Liam, the heat of his body radiating against mine. Every bump in the rough terrain sent jolts of adrenaline coursing through me, and the throb of the engine reverberated between my legs. I admired the strength in his arms as he manoeuvred the bike, my heart racing not just from the ride, but from being so close to him. 
			

			
				We passed by open pastures dotted with more grazing sheep. Liam pointed out various spots on the farm, sharing bits of his life as a shepherd. He told me about the different breeds of sheep and how to shear them. There was something undeniably sexy about the way he spoke, his passion for the countryside evident in his tone.
			

			
				After a while, we started climbing a long, winding track that led to the top of a hill. The further we went, the more breathtaking the scenery became. When we finally reached the summit, Liam brought the quad bike to a halt.
			

			
				I was mesmerised by the breathtaking view stretching out before us, rolling green fields dotted with grazing sheep and the distant mountains standing tall against the sky. Liam cut the engine, and we sat in silence for a moment, taking it all in. There wasn’t anyone else in sight, and no other signs of human life except for a cottage far away in the valley with a single trail of smoke coming from the chimney.
			

			
				Liam turned towards me on the bike, and without thinking, I leaned in and kissed him. He responded instantly, deepening the kiss, our tongues exploring each other. The vibrations from the quad bike still lingered in my body and I was suddenly desperately horny.
			

			
				The kiss quickly grew heated. My heart raced as I felt his strong hands gripping my waist, pulling me closer. My hand found its way between his legs, and I groped his bulge, feeling it stiffen. His fingers grazed my nipple, rubbing it firmly through my top.
			

			
				I unbuckled his belt and slipped my hand inside, pulling out his cock. I loved the way it felt in my hand; thick and long. I wrapped my fingers around him, stroking slowly at first, feeling him swell under my touch until he was fully hard.
			

			
				I leaned over, my heart pounding with excitement, and took him in my mouth. I felt a thrill run through me as I worked my lips around him, sucking gently at first before increasing the depth. His hands tangled in my hair, urging me on as I took him deeper. I could feel him throb against my tongue. I bobbed my head up and down, while my hands gripped his thighs, feeling the strength of his muscles beneath me.
			

			
				The thrill of being out in the open, the wind whipping around us, made the moment all the more exciting. I forced myself down, taking him deeper and deeper until I had his cock fully in my throat. I could hear his groans of pleasure.
			

			
				When I came up for air, he kissed me deeply again, my mouth hot and wet. He was sitting backwards on the quad bike, facing me, and I shifted to straddle him, settling onto his lap. His hands moved to my ass, and I ground my pussy against his hard dick, the thin fabric of my knickers the only barrier preventing him from penetrating me.
			

			
				I needed him now, and this time I wasn’t about to wait for him to find a condom. I reached down, pulling my knickers to the side, and guided his thick cock to my soaking opening. As I slid him inside me, a wave of pleasure washed over me. He filled me perfectly, stretching me as I took him deeper.
			

			
				We were completely exposed, the vast sky above us and fields stretching out all around. I rocked my hips, driving his cock deep inside me as I rode him on the quad bike. After a few minutes, an overwhelming rush of pleasure surged through my entire body, and I came hard, my fingers digging into his back as I lost all control. I stopped moving, his cock fully inside me, and surrendered to my orgasm. My cunt clenched around him, and moans of ecstasy echoed across the open fields.
			

			
				When I came to my senses, I climbed off and bent over the quad bike. “Take me from behind,” I instructed him.
			

			
				He positioned himself behind me, his hard cock glistening with my wetness. He guided it between my folds and thrust roughly inside me, making me cry with pleasure. He began to take me hard, his hands gripping my hips, fingers spreading me open.
			

			
				It was rough and raw, and I could feel his strength. I suddenly decided that I wanted him in my ass. There was something wonderfully submissive about being fucked hard in the ass, and I wanted to feel that from this big strong farm boy.
			

			
				I reached back and slipped two fingers into my ass, gradually thrusting them deeper in time with his cock in my cunt. I felt myself opening up and relaxing as I prepared myself.
			

			
				“Oh, baby,” Liam sighed, still driving into me from behind. “You’re a dirty little slut, aren’t you?”
			

			
				“Yes, I am,” I gasped between moans. “Now fuck me in the ass.”
			

			
				He withdrew his cock and pressed it against my tight hole. With gentle thrusts, he applied pressure until it suddenly slipped inside. His thick cock stretched me, and it took a moment to adjust, especially with only my own wetness as lubrication. He spat on my ass, adding more slickness, which made it gradually easier.
			

			
				He worked his way deeper, thrusting harder until he was taking me quite forcefully, bent over the quad bike. I couldn’t speak now, all I could do was moan loudly with every thrust. When my orgasm hit, it was intense, making me black out for a second before wave after wave of pleasure flooded through me, and I felt myself squirt all down my inner thighs.
			

			
				Liam couldn’t hold off any longer either, and a second later I heard him groan and felt the warm wetness of him flooding my ass with cum. He held himself deep inside me as he released, making long, happy groaning sounds. We both stood there, panting heavily, our hearts racing. When he finally withdrew, his cum ran out and down my legs.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Liam dropped me back at the hotel, and I gave him a long, passionate kiss before heading inside. As I walked into the bar, I spotted Hannah perched on one of the stools, casually smoking a cigarette. There was just one customer, an old bloke in the corner nursing a pint of Guinness.
			

			
				"Hey, how was the farm?" she asked, giving me a dirty grin.
			

			
				I sparked up my own cigarette and took a deep drag. Leaning in so the old guy couldn’t overhear, I whispered, "Holy fuck. We parked at the top of a hill, and he fucked me in the ass over his quad bike."
			

			
				Hannah grinned widely. “You’re such a slut,” she teased.
			

			
				I laughed, knowing full well she was no better. "I know, but my knickers are soaked through with cum. I need to go and shower."
			

			
				"Okay," she said, exhaling smoke, "But be warned, Elaine’s up there with a couple of our farm boys."
			

			
				I climbed the stairs, and as I entered the living room, I could hear Elaine’s moans of pleasure. The door to her room was slightly open, and I couldn’t help glancing inside. Elaine was riding a young man, his strong arms holding her hips as his cock buried itself in her cunt. Behind her, another man, equally ripped with muscles was penetrating her ass at the same time.
			

			
				Fair play to her, I thought. I could only hope I’d still be getting up to things like that when I was in my fifties.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				Behind the bar, there was a dingy office with no windows and stacks of paper on all the surfaces. It was here that Elaine had an old computer. Hannah told me that I could use it to connect to the Internet if I put a dollar in the jar to cover the cost of the phone call.
			

			
				I was keen to check my email to see if I’d heard from Adam. I waited while the modem played its weird little tune and connected. I opened up Netscape and logged into my webmail. I was excited to see I had three emails from him. Feeling a tingling between my legs, I checked no one was about and closed the door.
			

			
				The first email told me about an excursion he’d been on into the outback, camping for several nights under the stars. He’d met a girl on the trip and they’d ended up sharing a tent. As I read his detailed description of the filthy sex they got up to, I slipped my hand inside my knickers. I was already soaking wet, and I circled my finger around the entrance to my vagina, collecting the wetness on the tip of my finger.
			

			
				I carried on, reading about her waking him in the night by rubbing her ass against him. When I read that she guided his hard cock into her asshole, I slipped two fingers inside myself, squirming on the seat as I scrolled down with one hand while fingering myself with the other.
			

			
				The second email, sent a week later, told me all about a night out at a nightclub. I was finger fucking myself hard now. He’d met a girl who offered to do coke with him in the bathroom. After they did a line, he fucked her up against the toilet door. As I read his description of sliding up inside her tight cunt, I felt my climax building. When I read that he came in her and then fed her cum out of her own cunt, forcing his fingers into her mouth, I felt myself release, slumping over the keyboard as I rode out my orgasm.
			

			
				I pulled my fingers out and licked the sticky essence off of them, imagining it was Adam’s fingers feeding me cum. I was panting, breathing deeply as I slowly recovered.
			

			
				The first two emails had me coming, but the third was even more exciting. Adam was flying into New Zealand in one month’s time! I couldn’t wait to see him, but what’s more, he wrote a long paragraph about how much he’d missed me.
			

			
				I replied excitedly, telling him I’d meet him in Auckland. But then I knew that I had to return the favour with the update on my own sex life. I wasn’t as good at writing as Adam, but I typed out my experiences at the bungee jumping, the nightclubs in Queenstown and my hookup with Liam. Writing it all out was really turning me on. By the end I was squeezing my thighs together and squirming in my seat, my cunt wet and aching.
			

			
				I clicked send, then slipped my knickers off and put my feet up on the desk, spreading my legs wide. My cunt gaped open, and I finger fucked myself with renewed vigour, alternating between rubbing my clit and fingering myself. It wasn’t long before I came, involuntarily letting out a loud moan as my climax washed over me.
			

			
				It was then that I realised there was a webcam on top of the monitor. I had an idea. I clicked around a bit until I found the webcam software and opened it up. Suddenly, I could see myself on the screen. I leaned back in the seat, putting my feet on the desk again. My cunt was pink and swollen, the long hair around my opening clumped together with my wetness.
			

			
				I clicked on a button to take a photo. There it was, a perfect photo of me showing off my open cunt. I quickly worked out how to attach it to an email and sent it to Adam, my heart pounding in my chest.
			

			
				I spent the next thirty minutes taking photos of myself with the webcam and sending them to Adam. I worked out that I could set a 5 second timer, so I tried various poses, kneeling on the seat, my ass towards the camera and my knickers round my thighs, lifting up my top to reveal my tits, even my fingers deep in my cunt.
			

			
				Adam was going to love this. I smirked to myself as I finished up, deleting all the photos from the computer and then putting a dollar in the jar.
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was another busy evening in the bar, although at one point Elaine disappeared upstairs, leaving Hannah and me to finish up. I was getting a lot of attention from the shepherds, but I was feeling pretty exhausted, so I didn’t do anything other than flirt with them.
			

			
				However, at the end of the night, Hannah went home with one of them, so I headed up the stairs to bed alone. Outside Elaine’s door, I could hear giggles and soft moans. It sounded like she was getting some action again already. I stumbled to my room and fell asleep.
			

			
				The next morning, I went out to the kitchen to see if anyone was awake. To my surprise, there was a completely naked man there, making coffee. He was one of the farm boys. I was still learning all their names, but I thought this one was called Henry.
			

			
				“Er, hello,” I said, taking a quick glance at his dick. Fuck, he was massive too, his soft cock long and hanging down from his dark pubic hair. As he turned, it swung from side to side. 
			

			
				“Good morning,” he said, without any obvious embarrassment that he was naked. “Just making some coffee, would you like some?”
			

			
				“Yes, please,” I replied, “Is Elaine about?”
			

			
				“No, she had to go to the wholesalers,” he said, getting another mug out of the cupboard for me. God, his ass was perfect. I felt my cunt stir between my legs. It also seemed like Hannah hadn’t come back yet.
			

			
				Just then, two more men came out of Elaine’s room. They were almost naked, both wearing just their underwear. It seemed like the favoured underwear type for farm workers was what they called ‘budgie smugglers’; basically, very tight briefs that showed off their full package. I could easily tell that they both also had massive cocks. Hannah hadn’t been lying about them all being well hung.
			

			
				I felt the heat pooling between my legs at the thought of Elaine having not one, but three of those massive cocks at the same time. 
			

			
				“Morning, Carrie,” they both said. I’d served them in the bar before; they were called James and Rich, and I remembered flirting with them rather heavily.
			

			
				I suddenly realised that I wasn’t exactly dressed modestly either. I was wearing just a t-shirt, no bra and a cute little pair of white knickers that were just transparent enough that you could make out my dark bush. In fact, as I’d given up shaving since I’d been travelling, I was uncomfortably aware that my bush was peeking out the sides. My nipple piercings were also rather obvious through my t-shirt. I felt my face flush, but also my cunt started to ache with desire.
			

			
				“So,” I said, not entirely sure what to say, “you three are friends with Elaine?”
			

			
				James laughed, “You could say that. We spent all night fucking her, it that’s what you mean, eh.”
			

			
				“Mate, that woman is insatiable,” said Rich.
			

			
				Henry was quite clearly looking at my knickers. I was turned on now, I could feel my breathing coming thick and fast. “I was talking to my mate Liam,” he said. 
			

			
				I felt my stomach flip. “Oh?” I said.
			

			
				Henry stepped very close to me, his hand touching my ass through my thin knickers. “Yeah, do you know what he said?”
			

			
				“No,” I replied.
			

			
				“That you’re a filthy, desperate slut like your friend Hannah,” he announced with a grin, pulling me closer and kissing me. My hungry mouth opened up, our tongues meeting in a sloppy kiss.
			

			
				I lifted myself back up onto the kitchen table, perched on the edge and opened my legs. Henry knelt between them, moving my knickers to the side. He leaned in, his hot breath on my clit making me gasp at the sensation. His tongue buried itself in my wet cunt, hungrily exploring my depths.
			

			
				James and Rich just watched, their cocks swelling in their tight underpants and straining against the fabric. Henry continued to taste me, and when he moved up to my clit, his tongue roughly licking it, I let out a loud moan and thrust my head back in pleasure.
			

			
				Henry set to work on my clit, licking it enthusiastically. He pushed two fingers inside my, now gaping, cunt, curling them up and massaging my insides. I felt my climax arriving with unstoppable force, and when I came, it was intense. I squirted, soaking his face, letting out a loud howl of ecstasy. I could hear my liquid dripping onto the tiled floor.
			

			
				Henry stood up, wiping his face with his hand. His beard was soaking wet with my release. Between his legs, his huge cock was fully hard, pointing straight up. It was so long and thick. I looked at it longingly, I couldn’t wait to feel him inside me.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I panted, “Fuck me.”
			

			
				He moved closer. His cock was so hard he had to move it down with his hand, pointing it at my cunt. Then, with my knickers still pulled to the side, he thrust hard into me, all the way to his balls in one go. I felt him stretching me, opening me up and filling me with his thick cock. God, he was so big, and so deep inside me. It made me cry out with pleasure.
			

			
				Then he started fucking me, hard thrusts starting almost all the way out and finishing so deep inside me I knew I couldn’t take another centimetre. “Fuck. Yes,” I growled at him, our eyes locked together as he aggressively took me.
			

			
				Rich moved to one side of me, his hand going up my t-shirt and firmly groping my small breast. His fingers brushed my sensitive nipple, adding to the sensations. James was on the other side, his hand held my face, pulling me towards him and forcing his tongue into my eager mouth. Henry continued to fuck me, hard.
			

			
				Having all three of them touching, kissing, groping and fucking me was driving me wild, and I came again. Henry suddenly pulled out, leaving me open and aching for his cock. He held it, and unloaded line after line of sticky, white cum onto my knickers and the thick, curly hairy of my mound.
			

			
				Henry backed away, “You want a go, mate?” he asked Rich.
			

			
				Rich nodded and took his place. He dropped his pants down to his ankles, his equally large cock springing free. I knew they were all going to take me one after the other. They didn’t ask. They didn’t need my permission, they knew I was desperate for them.
			

			
				Rich thrust his cock into my swollen cunt, and quickly began fucking me hard, his hands on my hips as I sat on the edge of the table. I was moaning incoherently in absolute bliss, and I came again, my cunt contracting around his cock. But he didn’t slow down one bit, just continued to pound into me.
			

			
				Suddenly, he stopped, holding his cock all the way inside me, and I felt him twitch as he released, filling me with his cum. He held it there for a full minute, throbbing as he unloaded inside me. When he pulled out, cum streamed out in a waterfall onto the table and dripped onto the floor.
			

			
				“Sloppy seconds, eh, mate,” grinned James. Then to me, “Turn around.”
			

			
				I stood on the floor and leaned over the table. I couldn’t speak, I just wanted them to use me. James moved behind me and, in one motion, pulled my knickers to the floor. He spread me open with his hands. “Look at that cunt,” he exclaimed. I could still feel cum dripping out.
			

			
				Then his big, thick cock was inside me, stretching me again. He held my hips and fucked me hard from behind. Henry walked over and put his semi-hard cock in my mouth. He held the back of my head, and started to fuck my mouth. I could feel his cock stiffen again.
			

			
				James kept fucking me right through the next orgasm and out the other side. Then he started grunting and groaning as he approached his own release. He carried on fucking me through his climax, filling me with his warm cum.
			

			
				When he withdrew, I felt the cum flood out of me again. I lay face down on the table, panting and gasping for breath. I’d never had three guys together like this, and they had really gone hard and fast on me. I’d fucking loved it.
			

			
				“You going another round, mate?” Rich asked Henry, who was still standing there with an erect cock.
			

			
				“Nah,” he replied, “Elaine has fucking drained me. Have to call it a day. But fuck, look at her, she’s so fucking hot.”
			

			
				I glowed at the compliment, even as cum ran down my inner thigh. Just then, Hannah walked in. She looked at me, knickers round my ankles, bent over the table. 
			

			
				“You little slut,” she laughed. “I hope you used condoms.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				I spent another two weeks working in the hotel bar. It was a great time, working with my best friend and constantly flirting with the customers. I hooked up with a few of the farm boys, but mostly I spent my spare time fucking Liam.
			

			
				But eventually, it was time to move on. I had to drive up to Auckland to meet Adam, and I wanted to take my time and see a few sights along the way. As I loaded the last of my things into the van, Hannah and Elaine came out to say goodbye. Hannah hugged me tight, tears in her eyes as she whispered her farewell.
			

			
				Then Elaine stepped forward, pulling me into a hug as well. She might have been eccentric, walking around the flat naked half the time, but I was going to miss her too. She handed me a box wrapped in plain brown paper. “I got you a going-away present,” she said with a grin.
			

			
				“Aww, you didn’t have to do that!” I said, genuinely touched. “Thank you!”
			

			
				“Go on, open it,” she urged.
			

			
				I tore off the wrapping, revealing a box with a huge, realistic-looking dildo inside. It was massive, boasting a length of nine inches. "Oh wow," I said, genuinely surprised. "That's... big!"
			

			
				"It's to remind you of our shepherds," Elaine said with a smirk, making all of us burst into laughter.
			

			
				I set off not long after, driving up the West Coast of the South Island. That evening, I found a quiet spot by a lake, with a towering mountain on the far side. The scenery was perfect. I parked the van, set up my bed in the back, and opened the doors wide to let in the cool evening air. The view was breathtaking, but I had other things on my mind.
			

			
				Lying on the bed, legs spread open, I reached for the dildo. I couldn’t help but think of the wild adventures and steamy encounters I’d had. As I slid it inside me, I relived each memory, my body responding to every thought. I fucked myself slowly at first, then faster and deeper, my moans filling the empty space around the lake.
			

			
				I came again and again, my cries echoing off the still water and the distant mountain, lost in my own pleasure, with only the stars to witness it.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next day, I continued driving, winding through the stunning landscapes with just me and Dave, my trusty van. The scenery was breathtaking: green hills, jagged peaks, and endless blue skies. It was the kind of beauty that made you feel tiny and far from home, but in the best way.
			

			
				As much as I loved wild camping, I knew I couldn’t do it every night. A proper shower and some basic facilities were a must from time to time. So, when I spotted a little campsite near Fox Glacier, I pulled in. It was a small, quiet spot, with a few spaces for campervans like mine and a handful of tents dotted around. There were also eight little huts lined up for hire, cosy-looking things. I parked Dave in a decent spot and started setting up my bed for the night, enjoying the peacefulness.
			

			
				As I was getting sorted, a couple staying in one of the huts strolled over towards me.
			

			
				“Hey, I love your van,” the girl said with a smile. Her accent was definitely English. She was thin and pretty, with very short, dark hair and a stud in her nose.
			

			
				“Thanks,” I replied, “His name’s Dave.” That got a laugh from both of them.
			

			
				“I’m Clair,” she introduced herself, offering her hand. I shook it, and then she nodded to the guy beside her. “This is my boyfriend, Andy.”
			

			
				Andy was tall, with dark hair and a sexy close-shaved beard. He had that laid-back charm that instantly put you at ease. We all started chatting easily, swapping stories about our travels across New Zealand.
			

			
				“We’ve been on the road for about a month now,” Clair said. “We’re planning to do the Fox Glacier tour tomorrow. You should come with us.”
			

			
				“That sounds great, thanks!” I said, genuinely excited that I’d have some friends to go with. “I was hoping to check out the glacier. Do you know where I can book it?”
			

			
				“Yeah, just at the campsite reception,” she replied, pointing towards the little office by the entrance. After chatting a bit more, I headed over to reception and booked myself onto the tour. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next morning, a minibus swung by and picked us all up. We drove towards the glacier, and our guide gave a sobering talk about how much it had receded since the 1970s thanks to global warming.
			

			
				Once we reached the glacier, they gave us these special shoes with spikes on the bottom for grip, and then we set off on a hike across the ice. The glacier was otherworldly, jagged and white. The crunch of ice underfoot and the vastness around us made it feel like we were walking on another planet.
			

			
				It was fascinating. We spent hours hiking across the glacier, sometimes scrambling over jagged rocks, carefully skirting around deep fissures in the ice. Every step felt like an adventure, and it was all the more fun with Clair and Andy. They were both easy-going and full of energy, cracking jokes and keeping the mood light, making the whole experience even better.
			

			
				When we finally got back to the campsite, exhausted but happy, we decided to keep the chill vibe going. We grabbed some pot noodles from the little shop on-site and headed back to their hut. Sitting on the bed in their cosy room, we ate together.
			

			
				After eating our noodles, we decided the night wasn’t quite done. “Shall we grab some booze?” Andy suggested with a grin, and Clair immediately agreed. So, we made a quick trip to the bottle shop nearby and picked up a couple of bottles of wine and some beers.
			

			
				Back in their hut, we popped open the drinks and settled in. Clair and Andy shared tales of their travels, recounting wild nights out in different cities and the quirky people they'd met along the way.
			

			
				“Okay, you have to tell us the most ridiculous thing you’ve done while travelling,” Clair said, her eyes sparkling.
			

			
				I leaned back, thinking. “Okay, so I’m not sure I should be admitting this,” I began, a slight blush creeping up my cheeks. “It was during a full moon party in Thailand.”
			

			
				Clair leaned in closer, her eyes wide with interest. “Oh, I’ve heard about those! They’re wild, right? What happened?”
			

			
				“Well, for a start, I was there with my friend Freja, and these two guys. They were sort of our boyfriends at the time, except we shared them both.”
			

			
				Clair and Andy exchanged looks, their eyes shining. I could feel the sexual tension start to rise in the cosy cabin. 
			

			
				“But then, as the night went on, I got caught up in the atmosphere. There was a bonfire, music, an incredible vibe. I ended up losing track of my friends and, well... I ended up having a threesome with a couple of guys without ever knowing their names.”
			

			
				“Seriously?” Clair exclaimed, her chest looked flushed, and I wondered if the idea turned her on. “That sounds so sexy! Were they hot?”
			

			
				“Uh, I mean, yeah, they were pretty good-looking,” I admitted, feeling a mix of embarrassment and thrill. “I think. To be honest, I can’t remember what they even looked like now. But I don’t regret it. I’ve done a lot of similar things before.”
			

			
				Clair leaned in with a conspiratorial whisper. “Okay, well, along the same lines, I have to admit something,” she said, looking between Andy and me. “We’ve been known to hunt unicorns.”
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow. “Unicorns? Like the mythical creatures?”
			

			
				“Not exactly,” she said, giggling. “You know, unicorns are what we call girls who are down for a night with a couple. You know, like a threesome.”
			

			
				I couldn’t help but laugh, my cheeks flushed from the wine. “Oh, right, yeah, I have heard that term before. Have you had any luck?”
			

			
				Clair smirked, glancing at Andy. “Let’s just say we’ve had some interesting adventures. You’d be surprised at how many ‘unicorns’ are out there, and some of them are quite adventurous.”
			

			
				Andy chimed in, grinning. “Yeah, it’s all about finding the right vibes. We never pressure anyone; it’s all about mutual fun. Right, babe?”
			

			
				“Exactly,” Clair agreed, taking a sip of her wine. “But it’s definitely not for everyone. We like to keep it light and fun, and only if the chemistry is right.”
			

			
				“Sounds like you two have it all figured out,” I said, amused. “So, are you looking for a unicorn while you’re here?”
			

			
				Clair shrugged, a playful smile on her face. “We might be open to it… if the right girl comes along.”
			

			
				I was feeling quite hot between my legs now. I could see where this was going, and I was more than up for it. Clair and Andy were both really hot, and I hadn’t even dared to hope that something could happen between us up until now.
			

			
				“Well, I have something to admit, too,” I said quietly. “I’ve been a unicorn on more than one occasion.”
			

			
				Clair was grinning from ear to ear. “I was hoping you were going to say that. What has it been like?”
			

			
				“Well, every time is a bit different, but I love the dynamic of being with an established couple. I’ve always loved watching others have sex, so seeing how they fuck each other is so hot, and then having both of them fuck me while their partner watches is just as exciting,” I said, feeling at ease opening up to them.
			

			
				“So you’re bisexual?” Clair asked.
			

			
				“Oh, yes, very,” I said.
			

			
				“Me too,” she smiled. “I think you’re very pretty.”
			

			
				“Thank you. You are, too.”
			

			
				Clair’s eyes sparkled. “So, are you saying you’d be open to being our unicorn?”
			

			
				I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks again, and my heart racing. “I’d like that a lot,” I said. “Do you want to kiss me?”
			

			
				Clair moved closer, her playful smile widening. “Absolutely,” she said. She leaned in, her lips brushing softly against mine. The kiss was gentle at first, teasing, but quickly escalated as we deepened it, desire sparking between us.
			

			
				Andy watched, his gaze intense and approving. I could feel his energy alongside Clair’s, and it only heightened the moment. As Clair’s hands slid into my hair, pulling me closer, I felt a thrill run down my spine.
			

			
				Breaking the kiss, Clair looked into my eyes, her breath quickening. “You taste amazing,” she said.
			

			
				“Thanks,” I replied, my pulse racing. “So do you.”
			

			
				“Do you want to kiss Andy?” she asked.
			

			
				I nodded, my eyes shining. He moved next to me on the bed, his hand going to my face and pulling me in. He was really sexy. I could feel the roughness of his beard against my face as he opened his mouth and kissed me slowly and deeply.
			

			
				Clair joined our kiss, all three of our tongues meeting in the middle, slipping in and out of each other’s mouths. Clair put her hand on my leg, sliding it up and under my skirt, brushing against my knickers. I was so turned on, they were both so hot.
			

			
				Clair moved behind me and pulled my t-shirt off over my head. Then she unhooked my bra. When it fell away, she ran her hands up my body and over my breasts, brushing my nipples.
			

			
				“I love your piercings,” she whispered in my ear as her fingers circled my nipples slowly, making them stiffen.
			

			
				As I leaned back against her, feeling the warmth of her body, Andy hooked his fingers in the waistband of my skirt and slipped it off. I was wearing just my white knickers, my dark bush clearly visible through the fabric and escaping from the sides.
			

			
				“I love your bush,” murmured Andy.
			

			
				“I haven’t shaved or trimmed it since I started travelling,” I giggled. I lifted up my arms above my head, “Or under my arms.”
			

			
				Clair’s hands went to my armpits, and she stroked the long hair there. “Wow, I love it,” she purred. “It’s so sexy, I might stop shaving mine.”
			

			
				Andy leaned down, kissing my leg. I expected him to move up towards my core, but instead, he started planting a line of kisses the other way, towards my foot. My legs were wide open, and I wondered if I was making my knickers visibly wet. All of us were breathing heavily.
			

			
				Clair had gone back to massaging my breasts from behind, occasionally pulling on my nipples and making me moan. Andy reached my toes, and his tongue flicked out. I’m not sure if it tickled or pleasured me, but I felt a bolt of sensation through my whole body at the unfamiliar touch. Then he took my big toe in his wet mouth and sucked, his tongue swirling around it.
			

			
				The sensation took me by surprise, but it felt amazing, and I arched my back, crying out with pleasure. Andy continued to so suck my toes, sending wave after wave of bliss through me as Clair squeezed my breasts. I’d never known until that moment that I liked having my toes sucked.
			

			
				Andy switched to the other foot, and it’s like the sensations all started anew. “Oh my god,” I whispered. He sucked my toes and stroked my leg as Clair held me, the feeling of their hands on my body was wonderful.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I gasped, “No-one has ever done that to me, that was so nice.”
			

			
				Andy’s eyes were shining. “I can tell you enjoyed it,” he said, his eyes flickering to the wet patch in the middle of my knickers.
			

			
				I reached forward, pulling him closer to me by his belt. His cock was hard, I could see it straining at the fabric of his shorts. I undid his belt and slipped down his shorts and underwear to his thighs. His cock popped out, hard and straight. I ran my hand all the way up his shaft, making him groan.
			

			
				“Put your hand in your knickers,” he told me, “I want to watch you wank.”
			

			
				I did as I was told, slipping my hand into my panties. They were soaking, I could feel my sticky release pooled in the crotch. I teased myself, running my finger up and down my wet slit. It was making me moan, and Clair resumed her massaging of my breasts.
			

			
				Andy took his cock in his hand and started wanking as he watched me closely, making long, hard strokes up and down his shaft. Watching him masturbate, while he watched me, was so hot, and it was even better that his girlfriend was behind me, pulling on my nipples.
			

			
				I quickly slipped my knickers off and opened my legs again, letting him see my soaking wet and gaping cunt. I spread my lips with my fingers, wanting him to see deep inside me. Then I looked him right in the eye and plunged two fingers into my cunt. I let out a long moan of pleasure as I finally got the penetration I was craving. Andy quickened his pace on his cock and I finger-fucked myself to the same rhythm.
			

			
				I pulled my soaking fingers out my cunt. They were covered in sticky white juices. I put them in my mouth, licking it off as I maintained eye contact with Andy. I could tell that turned him on, his breathing was coming faster as if he was about to come himself.
			

			
				“Make yourself come,” whispered Clair, giving me little kisses and licks down my neck.
			

			
				I put my fingers back between my legs, using them all to circle my swollen clit. The pleasure rushed through my body like a bolt of lightning. I knew I was close, it was so hot having Andy wanking over me, I felt so sexy.
			

			
				Suddenly, I went over the edge. I let out a long moan of ecstasy as the pleasure consumed my entire body. I shook uncontrollably, Clair holding me tightly from behind. Andy let out a loud groan and stopped stroking his cock, just holding it at the base. A huge stream of cum exploded from it, landing on my body from my cunt to my tits.
			

			
				He let out another groan, and I got another load up my body. Again and again he came all over me until he finally relaxed, letting go of his cock as the last drops of cum dripped out onto the bed.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” panted Clair, as if she had come herself, “Look at all that cum all over you. That was so fucking hot.” She scooped up some of the cum off my breasts with her fingers and pushed them into my mouth, making me lick them clean.
			

			
				Then she moved around, letting me lie back on the bed. She bent over me, gradually licking up the cum and swallowing it. She moved down my body, cleaning me. When she reached my cunt, she gently parted my lips with her fingers and tasted me. The licking down my body had been sensual, but now this sent another bolt of pleasure through me.
			

			
				Clair delved deep inside me with her tongue, and then focused on my clit, licking and giving me gentle sucks. She moved her leg over my head, and I found myself face to face with her crotch, covered by a pair of light-blue knickers. The middle part was dark with wetness.
			

			
				I grabbed her ass cheeks and stretched them apart, admiring her panty-covered cunt. Then I pulled them to the side. She had neatly trimmed hair that ran up the sides of her slit. Her lips were long and swollen, hanging down much more than mine did. And above, her beautiful, tight asshole, surrounded by a ring of hair.
			

			
				I reached up with my mouth, sucking on her hanging lips and feeling the heat from her cunt. Her tongue on my clit pushed me over the edge, and I came hard, moaning into her pussy and sucking hard on her labia.
			

			
				Clair carried on licking me through my orgasm and out the other side. I moved on to her clit. It was a large, swollen nub and I took it in my mouth, sucking on it. I could feel her moaning around my clit, the vibrations adding to the blissful feeling. 
			

			
				Soon, Clair sounded like she was ready to come. I spread her cunt with my fingers, looking right into her gaping hole as I sucked harder on her clit. Suddenly, she came hard, an intense orgasm making her shake and groan.
			

			
				I felt Andy moving on the bed, and then his hard cock came into view. I watched, inches away from his balls as he slid his cock deep into Clair’s cunt with one powerful thrust. I could hear her moaning with pleasure from between my legs.  When he pulled it out again, it was wet and glistening with her essence. 
			

			
				He started to fuck her hard, inches from my face. I watched in fascination at how her inner lips stretched tightly around his shaft, and how her white juices started to build up at the base of his shaft. I reached up with my tongue, running it over his balls as he thrust back and forth inside her, making her cry out with every deep thrust.
			

			
				Her juices were actually running down his balls now, and I licked it off, loving the taste of her. Andy increased his pace, fucking her hard until she screamed as her orgasm overtook her. He pulled out, leaving her gaping and dripping juices onto me. His cock hung down slightly, and I took it in my mouth, sucking all her wetness off of him.
			

			
				Andy started fucking my mouth. I tilted my head back and opened my throat, letting him thrust deeper and deeper until he was all the way in my throat, his balls filling my vision. Now Clair had recovered from her orgasm, she went to work on my clit again. The feeling of her licking me and his cock deep in my throat quickly had me over the edge again, moaning on his cock.
			

			
				But suddenly it was too intense. I pushed him away, gasping for breath and shaking all over. Clair climbed off me, and they both watched me, sweaty and shaking on the bed.
			

			
				“Oh my god, that deep throat!” said Andy, obviously impressed.
			

			
				“Did you fuck her throat all the way?” asked Clair.
			

			
				“Yep, all the way.”
			

			
				“Fuck, wish I had seen that,” she said.
			

			
				“You can do it again if you want,” I said, tilting my head back and opening my mouth.
			

			
				Andy didn’t need to be asked twice, he slid his cock back inside my mouth, and in a few thrusts was all the way in.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” said Clair, her hand going between her legs, “That’s amazing.”
			

			
				“It feels so good,” groaned Andy.
			

			
				“Okay, but now I want to watch you fucking her,” said Clair, her fingers touching herself.
			

			
				Andy pulled out of my mouth and moved around until he was between my legs. He slipped easily inside me, stretching and filling me. 
			

			
				“Oh yes, your cock feels good,” I purred.
			

			
				“I’m not going to last long,” gasped Andy, as he thrust in and out of my cunt.
			

			
				“Come in her,” breathed Clair, sounding like she was going to make herself come.
			

			
				Andy fucked me harder, the sound of his body slapping against mine merging with the moans from me and Clair. We all built up to a crescendo, higher and higher, until Andy let out a huge groan of pleasure as he released inside me. I started coming hard, and Clair went over the edge, too. The three of us moaned and shook in an incredible three-way orgasm.
			

			
				Finally, we collapsed in a sweaty heap on the bed, kissing and stroking each other.
			

			
				“Best unicorn ever?” asked Andy with a grin.
			

			
				“Oh my god, definitely,” agreed Clair.
			

			
				“How many unicorns have you had?” I asked, curious.
			

			
				They exchanged looks. “Um, not sure,” said Clair, her brow furrowed. “Quite a lot.”
			

			
				“You’re the thirty-first,” said Andy.
			

			
				“Fuck, that’s a lot,” I said, immediately turned on by the thought. “Well, it’s a privilege to be number one, although I bet you say that to all the girls.”
			

			
				Clair laughed, “We don’t actually, you’re honestly the sexiest, dirtiest unicorn we’ve fucked.” Her fingers gently traced a circle around my nipple, playing with the metal bar through the middle.
			

			
				Andy reached for his packet of cigarettes on the side. He offered one to me and then to Clair. “Shall we have a smoke, another drink and then do it again?” asked Andy.
			

			
				“Yes,” Clair and I said at the same time.
			

			
				We all fucked again, for even longer this time. I ended up falling asleep in their bed with them. When the light of the sun woke us in the morning, we had another long sex session. 
			

			
				But finally, we had to leave and go our separate ways. We said goodbye, and I promised to look them up when I got back to England.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				I continued my adventure driving up the South Island, taking in the breathtaking views along the way. After a few days on the road, I took the ferry to Wellington. It was still a long drive to Auckland, so I planned to take my time. I made a stop at Mt Ruapehu, an actual snow-capped volcano that loomed majestically out of the plains.
			

			
				But my mind wasn’t quite on the sights. I couldn’t wait to see Adam again. The final morning I got up early and drove Dave all the way to the airport.
			

			
				Arriving at the airport, I parked and took a deep breath, trying to steady the fluttering in my stomach. The moment I stepped inside, the buzz of travellers and the faint scent of coffee enveloped me. I headed towards the arrivals area, my heart pounding. I don’t know why it was affecting me so much. We hadn’t even been together in Thailand for more than a few weeks. Although I had to admit, the extremely explicit emails we had been exchanging might have had something to do with it.
			

			
				I could hardly contain my excitement, pacing up and down as I kept glancing at the arrival board. Finally, it listed Adam’s flight number as landed, and my heart soared. When the doors slid open and passengers began to filter out, I felt my breath catch. 
			

			
				Then I saw him, spotting his ginger hair first. He stepped through the crowd, looking just as handsome as I remembered, his expression lighting up when our eyes met. I rushed forward, throwing my arms around him as I buried my face in his neck.
			

			
				"Adam!" I exclaimed, pulling back to look into his eyes, which sparkled with joy.
			

			
				"Carrie!" he grinned, his hands resting on my hips. "I can’t believe you’re here!"
			

			
				"I missed you so much," I said, slightly breathless. I’d forgotten how nice his soft Scottish accent was.
			

			
				"Me too," he replied, pulling me close again. "I even changed my flight just to see you sooner."
			

			
				I held him tight in the busy airport. "You have no idea how horny your emails made me," I murmured.
			

			
				"And you’ve no idea how hot those photos were," he replied, grinning. "Filthy photos by email. What a great idea. I’m hooked."
			

			
				We walked out to my van in the multi-storey car park. “I guess we should find a hostel,” I said. “But I want a private room. I need you to make me scream.”
			

			
				“Good idea,” Adam replied, eyes twinkling. “Wow, is this your van?”
			

			
				“Yep. Meet Dave.” That always got a laugh.
			

			
				We strapped in and I started the engine, but I couldn’t stop looking at him. He was just so fucking sexy. “I don’t think I can wait until the hostel,” I said.
			

			
				“What do you mean?” he asked.
			

			
				Without answering, I slammed the van into drive, the tyres squealing as I shot forward. Instead of heading for the exit, I took the spiral ramp upwards.
			

			
				“Where are we going?” Adam asked, intrigued.
			

			
				We wound our way higher and higher until we emerged into the sunlight on the top level, completely deserted. I parked in a quiet corner, killed the engine, and turned to him, heart pounding.
			

			
				“I need you to fuck me right here,” I said, realising how needy I sounded.
			

			
				We clambered into the back, already tearing at our clothes in the tight space. Adam fumbled with his belt, laughing breathlessly as he fought to get his shorts off. There wasn’t time to set up the bed, so we slid down to the floor between the seats. I slipped my knickers off and hiked up my skirt, heart racing with anticipation.
			

			
				Adam positioned himself between my legs, and then his hard cock was inside me. It wasn’t the biggest I’d had recently, but fuck, it didn’t matter, every thrust felt incredible. The raw passion between us, fuelled by months of filthy emails and teasing, was overwhelming. I wrapped my legs tightly around him, our bodies moving together in perfect rhythm, my lips crashing into his as we kissed hungrily.
			

			
				The pleasure built fast, like a tidal wave I couldn’t hold back. I came hard, my entire body shaking as I moaned against his mouth, overwhelmed by how quickly he’d pushed me over the edge.
			

			
				I could feel my sticky essence running down my ass as Adam kept thrusting, each movement making the van’s suspension bounce beneath us. “I missed your cock,” I panted into his ear, breathless with need.
			

			
				“I missed your tight cunt,” he growled back, pounding me even harder, driving me wild.
			

			
				“I loved… hearing about you… fucking other sluts,” I gasped, barely able to get the words out as he filled me over and over again.
			

			
				“I was thinking about you while I fucked them,” he murmured in a low, dirty voice. The thought of him picturing me while he was with someone else sent me over the edge again. My cunt tightened around his cock, my whole body shaking as another intense orgasm ripped through me.
			

			
				Adam’s body tensed as he let out a deep groan, his cock buried as deep inside me as it could go. I could feel every pulse as his warm cum filled me, wave after wave, and I clung to him, my legs still wrapped tightly around his waist. “Yes, baby,” I whispered, my lips brushing his ear, “give me your cum.”
			

			
				He stayed like that for a moment, his breath ragged against my neck, his body trembling as he came down from the high. The van was still, except for our heavy breathing, the air thick with the smell of sex and sweat. I could feel his cum leaking out, sticky and warm between my thighs, and I smiled, satisfied and spent.
			

			
				Finally, Adam lifted his head, his lips brushing mine in a softer, slower kiss. “Fuck, I missed you,” he whispered.
			

			
				I smiled against his lips, feeling more connected to him than ever. “I missed you, too,” I replied, running my fingers through his hair.
			

			
				We lay on the floor of the van for a while, sweaty and exhausted, even though we’d only been fucking for a few minutes. I stroked his hair and he kissed me. I realised I felt something with Adam that I had never felt with anyone else.
			

			
				As we drove into central Auckland, I placed my hand on Adam’s leg. “I meant what I said,” I told him.
			

			
				“Which bit?” he asked.
			

			
				“Well, all of it, obviously. But I mean about wanting to watch you fuck someone else,” I confessed. “It’s been running through my head ever since I read the emails. Can we try to find someone?”
			

			
				“I’m game if you are,” Adam replied with a big grin.
			

			
				I then went on to tell him about my experience with Clair and Andy, and how I’d been their unicorn. I wanted to feel what it was like from the other side, where Adam played the part of my boyfriend, and I got to watch him with someone else.
			

			
				He wasn’t my boyfriend, of course, but I suddenly started thinking, what if he was?
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				We checked into a backpackers' hostel in the centre of town, nestled between an Internet café and a nightclub. Our double room was sparse but clean, providing just what we needed. 
			

			
				Over the next few days, we caught up and indulged in a ridiculous amount of sex, as if we were trying to make up for all the time we had been apart. We got on brilliantly, both in and out of bed, sharing laughter and intimacy that felt effortless and exhilarating.
			

			
				I wasn’t quite sure how to go about finding a girl to join us; it felt a bit strange to hit on one of the other backpackers as a couple. I wished I’d asked Clair and Andy how they’d been so successful at it. I’d had plenty of threesomes before, but they had happened organically rather than planned.
			

			
				 
			

			
				But we didn’t have to wait long for someone to find us. That Friday, we decided to go clubbing. It was Indie night, and we were soon getting drunk to the sounds of Oasis and Blur. The atmosphere was electric, with a wide mix of people in the club, everyone from backpackers and students to office workers letting loose after a week spent in the nearby office blocks.
			

			
				The lights flashed across the dance floor, illuminating drunk, smiling faces. We danced and laughed, pressing our bodies close as we danced. As the night wore on, we decided to take a break and find a table. We found a spot near the back and settled down with our beers, taking a moment to catch our breath. 
			

			
				“I’m going for a piss,” I said to Adam, leaning in to kiss him on the cheek. I put my hand on his face, stroking his sexy ginger stubble. Suddenly, I felt a wave of horniness wash over me. Maybe it was time to head home soon and take Adam to bed, even though we’d already had sex twice today.
			

			
				When I returned from the toilet, I found a woman sitting in my seat, chatting with Adam. She was stunning, with a South American look, long dark hair pulled back in a ponytail and dressed in a smart business suit that hugged her slender frame and ample chest.
			

			
				“Hi,” I said, sliding into a seat next to her.
			

			
				“Oh, hi! Sorry, was this your seat?” she asked guiltily, looking a bit like I’d caught her doing something she shouldn’t have. She had a nice Kiwi accent.
			

			
				“It was, but I don’t mind,” I replied, giving her a friendly smile.
			

			
				“I… didn’t realise he had a girlfriend,” she said.
			

			
				My heart fluttered at being called Adam’s girlfriend, and he didn’t correct her either. “That’s fine,” I said. “Why don’t you stay and chat?”
			

			
				“Oh, can I? That would be great,” she said. “I’m here with my work colleagues, and they’re so boring.” She rolled her eyes. “I’m Lucia, by the way.”
			

			
				“I’m Adam, and this is Carrie,” said Adam. “Where do you work?”
			

			
				“At the bank across the street, doing foreign exchange trading,” she said, taking a sip of her cocktail.
			

			
				“Wow, that sounds exciting,” I replied. That explained the expensive suit.
			

			
				“Sometimes,” she said, “but mostly it’s boring, creating presentations and spreadsheets, that sort of thing. It’s well-paid, though, or at least it will be when I move up from graduate level.”
			

			
				We chatted for a bit. She was lovely, very friendly and easy to talk to. She was also quite tactile, constantly touching my shoulder or resting her hand on my arm.
			

			
				“Have you ever done coke?” she asked suddenly.
			

			
				“Yeah, a few times at uni,” I replied, but Adam shook his head.
			

			
				“Follow me, both of you,” she said, leading us to the toilets. She marched us straight into the busy ladies' room and into a stall, locking the door behind her.
			

			
				It was a very tight squeeze with the three of us in the small cubicle together. She pulled a small bag from her purse, filled with white powder. “I always keep some on me for nights like this,” she said with a cheeky grin.
			

			
				The close quarters heightened the excitement, and I could feel the heat of the others’ bodies. We were so close that I could see down Lucia’s top and her ample cleavage.
			

			
				She poured a line on the top of the toilet roll container, and I watched, my heart racing. She rolled up a ten-dollar note and leaned down first, inhaling sharply, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment as she savoured the high.
			

			
				“Your turn,” she said, looking at me.
			

			
				I leaned down and snorted the powder, feeling it burn slightly in my nose. A rush surged through me, and I stood up quickly, grinning.
			

			
				“Wow, that hits fast!” I exclaimed, looking at Adam, who was now eyeing the line with a mix of curiosity and eagerness.
			

			
				“Go for it!” Lucia encouraged him as I handed him the rolled-up note.
			

			
				With a grin, Adam leaned down to take his hit. I watched as he straightened up, observing his face as the high started to wash over him. “Okay, now I see what the fuss is about,” he said, clearly enjoying the rush.
			

			
				The atmosphere in the cramped cubicle was electric, the thrill of the moment wrapping around us like a warm blanket. I could feel the adrenaline coursing through my veins, and I could see the same excitement reflected in Adam’s eyes. Lucia leaned back against the door, her body brushing against mine, and I felt a tingle run down my spine.
			

			
				“God, this stuff makes me feel so good,” she said. “It’s like an instant rush, and it gets me all kinds of horny.”
			

			
				I smirked. “Is that so? It always used to make me horny too.”
			

			
				She turned to me, her dark eyes sparkling. “Oh, absolutely. Nothing like a little coke to loosen things up, you know? Especially in a tight spot like this.” Her fingers lightly brushed against my arm, sending a shiver through me.
			

			
				“I have to admit, being squished in here with two such beautiful ladies is quite a thrill,” Adam said, his face flushed.
			

			
				“Isn’t it?” Lucia leaned in closer, her breath warm against my cheek. “I mean, who doesn’t love a bit of naughty fun in a public restroom?”
			

			
				I could feel my heart racing as I glanced between Adam and Lucia, the tension thick in the air. Lucia smiled, her fingers now tracing the outline of my jaw. “You’re really cute, you know that?” she said softly, her gaze locking onto mine.
			

			
				Before I knew it, she leaned in and pressed her lips against mine, and the kiss was electric. It started softly but quickly grew more passionate as I responded, feeling her warmth and the rush of adrenaline.
			

			
				“Whoa,” Adam breathed, clearly turned on.
			

			
				I pulled back slightly, my cheeks flushed. “I didn’t expect that,” I said, laughing nervously.
			

			
				Lucia smirked. “Neither did I, but this feels so right. You’re both so sexy.” She turned to Adam. “Do you mind me kissing your girlfriend?”
			

			
				I looked at Adam, he again failed to tell her that I wasn’t his girlfriend. I felt a warmth in my chest.
			

			
				“I’m all for it,” he said, a grin spreading across his face.
			

			
				Lucia leaned in again, cupping my face in her hand as our lips met once more. The kiss deepened, igniting a spark between us. I felt her hand straying between my thighs, her fingertips gently brushing my leg as she ran them upwards and under my skirt.
			

			
				Her hand continued higher, grazing my knickers, until her fingers finally touched my clit through the thin fabric. A rush of intense pleasure surged through my body, heightened by the drugs. I let out a soft moan.
			

			
				Adam was breathing heavily beside us. I glanced down to see Lucia’s other hand had moved to his bulge, his hard cock straining against his jeans. She broke the kiss with me and turned to Adam, pressing her lips against his and opening her mouth. I watched as her tongue flicked out, teasingly touching his. My cunt ached with desire.
			

			
				Lucia pulled away from Adam and grinned at me. “I hope you don’t mind sharing either,” she said playfully, her fingers still teasing me through my knickers.
			

			
				I bit my lip, my pulse racing. “Not at all,” I replied, feeling exhilarated. “I’m definitely up for sharing.”
			

			
				I leaned in to kiss Adam, feeling the familiar warmth of his mouth on mine. Lucia's fingers pressed harder, rubbing my clit with purpose. "You two are so hot together," she said with a smirk, clearly enjoying herself. "I can't help myself. This is just too good."
			

			
				With trembling hands, I reached out and undid the buttons on her jacket. Once it was open, I did the same with her blouse, revealing her large breasts encased in a see-through, white lace bra. Her nipples were dark and prominent, clearly visible through the fabric. I rubbed them gently, making her close her eyes and let out a soft sigh of pleasure.
			

			
				I glanced down and saw that she had Adam's cock out, stroking it firmly with her hand. The sight sent a fresh wave of heat through me.
			

			
				Leaning closer, I kissed her neck, my breath hot against her skin. "Do you want to fuck my boyfriend?" I whispered, feeling a thrill run through me as I said it. Calling him my boyfriend made the moment feel even more intense.
			

			
				"Yes, please," she whispered with a wicked grin, then turned around, pressing her body against the cubicle wall. I watched as she reached under her skirt, slipping off her knickers, letting them fall to her ankles.
			

			
				Adam moved in behind her, his eyes wild with desire. My heart raced so fast I could hear it pounding in my ears, and I knew my own knickers were drenched. He slid his hand up her skirt, finding her wetness. She pushed her ass back toward him, eager for what was coming. With his other hand, Adam guided his cock to her entrance.
			

			
				"Oh yes," she moaned, her face twisting into pure bliss as she felt him push inside. The sight of them sent a shockwave through me.
			

			
				Adam let out a deep groan as he thrust hard into her, his hips slamming against her, driving her into the wall. Her breath caught, moaning with each thrust. The sound of their bodies colliding filled the tiny space.
			

			
				Unable to resist, I slid my own knickers off and began fingering myself, my fingers working desperately as I watched him fuck her, the intensity of the moment making my whole body pulse with pleasure.
			

			
				I moved to her side, sliding my hand between her body and the wall, grabbing her breast roughly. She turned to me, eyes closed in pure ecstasy, and kissed me hard. I squeezed her breast, my tongue exploring her mouth, while Adam continued pounding her from behind. I could feel her body tremble as she reached her climax, a long moan escaping her mouth.
			

			
				It pushed Adam over the edge, too. With one last, hard thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, groaning as he came, releasing everything he had. They stayed like that, joined together, breathing heavily. I kissed them both as we came down from the high, hyper-aware that his cock was still inside her.
			

			
				Slowly, our breathing returned to normal, and they finally untangled. Adam's cock slipped out of her with a wet sound, and I noticed his cum dripping down her thighs. She grabbed some tissue, wiping herself with a giggle.
			

			
				"Oh my god," she said, laughing softly. "You two are fucking wild."
			

			
				We all struggled to fix our clothes in the cramped space. “Do you want to come back to mine?” Lucia asked, buttoning up her blouse.
			

			
				“Our hostel’s right next door,” I said.
			

			
				“Not to sound snobby, but I’m not sleeping in a backpacker hostel,” she laughed.
			

			
				“Fair enough,” I grinned. “I’m sure your place is much nicer.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				That was an understatement. One quick taxi ride later, we found ourselves on the tenth floor of a luxury apartment block overlooking the harbour. Floor-to-ceiling windows stretched across the entire living room, offering an incredible view of the harbour, its water shimmering with reflections of city lights and boats below. The decor was minimalist and stylish, everything looked expensive.
			

			
				I wandered over to the glass, mesmerised by the view. "This is unreal," I murmured, glancing back at Adam and Lucia.
			

			
				"Just wait till you see it in the morning. The sunrise is incredible," she said.
			

			
				She glided across the sleek floor to the kitchen, pulling a bottle of champagne from the fridge. With a practised twist, she popped the cork and poured three glasses. We moved over to the plush leather sofa, sinking into its comfort as the coolness of the champagne tickled our lips.
			

			
				Lucia reached into her designer handbag, pulling out the bag of coke. She laid three neat lines on the glass coffee table, carefully dividing the powder with a credit card. 
			

			
				“You first,” she said to me.
			

			
				Taking a deep breath, I picked up a rolled-up note and leaned down, inhaling sharply. The familiar burn filled my nostrils, and a rush of excitement surged through me as I straightened up, grinning widely.
			

			
				“Wow,” I exclaimed, my heart racing.
			

			
				I passed the note to Adam, who leaned down to take his hit. He leaned back into the sofa, closing his eyes as he let the drugs rush through his body.
			

			
				Lucia took the final line, letting out a happy moan as she relaxed back against the sofa too. “I think we should all get naked,” she said, giggling.
			

			
				“Sounds good to me,” I replied, feeling a rush of excitement at the thought.
			

			
				Adam grinned, clearly on board. “Let’s do it.”
			

			
				We all began shedding our clothes, tossing them aside as the atmosphere in the room became even more sexually charged. I could feel the adrenaline pumping through my veins, enhanced by the coke, and I couldn’t help but smile at the thrill of the moment.
			

			
				Lucia was the first to completely strip down, revealing her toned body and the swell of her large breasts. They were stunning; heavy and full, with large, almost black nipples. Surprisingly, she was completely shaved between her legs.
			

			
				“What do you think?” she asked playfully, striking a pose.
			

			
				“Wow,” Adam said, his eyes wide. “You look amazing.”
			

			
				“Alright, my turn,” I said, letting my bra drop to the floor before slipping off my knickers.
			

			
				“Beautiful,” Lucia said, giving me an approving nod. “I love your pierced nipples and your bush. Wow. Did I see hair under your arms?”
			

			
				“You did,” I giggled, lifting my arms above my head so she could see and spinning around.
			

			
				“I love it,” she said. “Now, Adam, your turn.”
			

			
				Adam dropped his underwear to the floor, his semi-hard cock hanging down from his ginger pubes. His body was fit and toned, covered in curly ginger hair. I felt a thrill of desire coursing through me as I admired him through Lucia’s eyes.
			

			
				“I’ve never been with a ginger before,” she said. “You’re so sexy.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” he replied. “Now that we’re all naked, what’s next?”
			

			
				“Let’s have some fun,” Lucia suggested, sitting back on the sofa and opening her legs. Her pussy was flushed and pink, framed by darker labia. “Who wants to go down on me first?”
			

			
				I beat Adam to it, kneeling down between her legs before he could make a move. She shifted to the edge of the sofa, giving me better access. Adam sat beside her, his lips trailing along her neck while his hands roamed her breasts, teasing her nipples.
			

			
				I kissed each of her inner thighs, feeling the heat radiating from her body. Then, with a firm lick, I ran my tongue over her clit.
			

			
				“Oh yes, baby,” she moaned, her hand tangling in my hair, holding my face against her. I didn’t hold back, eagerly working my tongue over her clit, alternating between gentle flicks and harder, deeper strokes.
			

			
				Adam continued to kiss her neck, his fingers pinching her nipples as her moans grew louder. It didn’t take me long. Her body started to tremble, and I could feel her getting closer. With a few more licks, she came hard, moaning deeply as her body spasmed. She grabbed Adam’s face, kissing him as she climaxed.
			

			
				“Fuck, you’re good,” she gasped, catching her breath. “Now your turn.”
			

			
				We switched places, and Adam immediately leaned in to kiss me, his hands on my breasts as Lucia knelt between my legs. She spread me open with her fingers, pausing for a moment to admire my hairy cunt before diving in.
			

			
				The drugs heightened everything, making me even more sensitive. I let go completely, moaning loudly as Lucia’s tongue worked magic on me. I held onto Adam, my hand wrapping around his hard cock, stroking him as we kissed passionately. When I came, it hit me so hard that my mind went blank for a moment, the intensity overwhelming.
			

			
				“Now help me with Adam,” Lucia said with a sly smile.
			

			
				The two of us positioned ourselves on either side of him, leaning over to run our tongues slowly up his shaft. When we reached the tip, we kissed, his head caught between our lips. He let out a deep moan, clearly enjoying the sight and sensation. Then, we took turns, one of us focusing on his shaft and balls while the other took him fully into our mouth.
			

			
				“Oh god, ladies,” murmured Adam, “This isn’t my first double blowjob, but it’s definitely the best.”
			

			
				His breathing grew heavier, and just as we picked up the pace, he suddenly sat up, pulling away. “Stop!” he gasped. “Fuck. I almost came.”
			

			
				Lucia grinned. “Let’s have a break and do some more coke,” she suggested. “But it wouldn’t be a party if we didn’t do it off someone’s body.”
			

			
				She retrieved her packet from the table and gestured for me to lie back. Carefully, she made two neat lines on my breasts, one along each side of my nipple. Rolling up the note again, she leaned down, inhaling deeply as she snorted the line, then pressed her lips to my nipple, sucking it gently.
			

			
				“Fuck,” she whispered, eyes half-closed with the rush. “Okay, Adam, your turn.”
			

			
				I’d never had anyone do coke off my tits before, but I loved it. Adam took the rolled-up note from Lucia and snorted his line too, leaning back with a satisfied, glazed smile on his face.
			

			
				Lucia settled next to me, a playful glint in her eyes as she handed me the packet and her credit card. She lay back on the sofa, legs spread. “The advantage of being fully shaved,” she said with a cheeky grin, “is that you can do it off my pussy.”
			

			
				I couldn’t help but smile back, loving the craziness of it all. Carefully, I tipped a small amount of powder onto her smooth mound, just above her clit. With the card, I shaped it into a line, and Adam passed me the note. Bending down, I snorted it all up, grinning widely as the rush hit me. The mix of sensations, the situation, it was all so surreal and exciting. We were so comfortable with each other, totally lost in the moment.
			

			
				“I have a confession,” I said, pausing as the coke sent another wave of pleasure through me.
			

			
				Lucia raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Oh?”
			

			
				“We planned to find a girl to share tonight,” I giggled, feeling giddy. “I’ve been wanting to watch Adam fuck someone, and you just… appeared.”
			

			
				“Serendipity,” she giggled, her eyes gleaming. “Well, I’m glad I did. Honestly, I only wanted to fuck the sexy ginger at first, but now I’m in for both of you. How about you show me how you two fuck?”
			

			
				“That sounds perfect,” I grinned, crawling onto Adam’s lap, ready to show her exactly what she wanted.
			

			
				I wrapped my arms around his neck and grinded my pussy against his throbbing cock. I rocked my hips back and forth, rubbing my clit up and down his shaft. The sensation was amazing, sending pulses of pleasure through my body. I arched my back and put my tits in Adam’s face, feeling so sexy with Lucia watching.
			

			
				Lucia reached between my legs, holding Adam’s cock and guiding it into my cunt. I slid down onto him, letting out a happy moan as I felt him penetrate me all the way. I started to ride him, pleasure flowing through my whole body.
			

			
				Behind me, Lucia watched intently as my cunt stretched around his shaft. Then, with a playful giggle, she spanked my ass hard enough to make me gasp. “Ride that big cock, slut,” she teased, slapping the other cheek. I glanced over my shoulder to see her fingering herself, two fingers deep in her wet cunt, enjoying it as much as we were.
			

			
				I kept riding Adam, taking him deep inside me, the pressure building with every thrust. It grew more intense until, all at once, it released in a powerful wave, leaving me light-headed. The orgasm hit me like a flood, the pleasure rushing through my body, making me gasp as I clung to Adam, trembling from the intensity of it.
			

			
				When I could breathe again, I climbed off Adam. His cock was glistening with my wetness. “Your turn,” I said to Lucia.
			

			
				She straddled him, and I returned the favour, guiding his cock to her opening. She sank down on him. “Fuuuck,” she moaned, her eyes closed. She paused, savouring the sensation before she started to move, her hips rolling as she began to fuck him.
			

			
				She looked absolutely stunning, her perfect body arching slightly, her long black ponytail hanging down almost all the way to her perfect little ass. I could see her darker asshole, and below, her lips wrapped tight around Adam’s shaft. But even better were her large, full breasts. They hung down low, bouncing as she rode him. Her dark, erect nipples right in his face.
			

			
				Adam reached up, his hand squeezing one of Lucia's full breasts before pulling the nipple into his mouth. "Yes!" she moaned, her voice trembling with pleasure.
			

			
				I moved in closer on the sofa, pressing my body against Adam’s, feeling the heat of them both. I reached for her other breast, tugging her hard nipple between my lips. Together, we sucked on her nipples, Adam and I in perfect rhythm as she rode his cock. Lucia’s moans grew louder, her body trembling from the dual sensation of our mouths and Adam deep inside her.
			

			
				“Fuck, I’m coming,” she panted, and then threw her head back, letting out what can only be described as a scream. She collapsed onto Adam, her heart pounding, gasping for breath. "Oh my god," she whispered into his neck.
			

			
				She rolled off him onto the floor, still recovering from her climax, but clearly wanting more. Kneeling on the thick white rug, she rested her face against it and stuck her ass up in the air.
			

			
				"Fuck me hard," she purred, "Fill me with cum."
			

			
				Adam certainly wasn’t going to turn that down. He knelt behind her, sliding his cock into her wet, open cunt. Gripping her hips, he thrust hard, the sound of their bodies slapping together filling the room.
			

			
				“Fuck me,” she moaned.
			

			
				He pounded her, going deeper and harder. She stretched her arms out along the floor, her face pressed into the rug. "Harder!" she begged. He grabbed her ponytail, pulling it roughly, forcing her head back.
			

			
				Adam’s ass was now pumping back and forth as he fucked her as hard and deep as he could. I loved watching him like this, fucking someone else; he was so sexy. Suddenly, he closed his eyes and let out a loud groan of pleasure as he released inside her. He held himself there, his tight bum clenched, and I could imagine load after load filling her.
			

			
				When he pulled his cock out, all his cum followed, pouring out of her onto the expensive rug. Lucia didn’t move for a few minutes, savouring the feeling and letting it all drip out of her.
			

			
				Adam came back to me, his lips meeting mine in a deep, tender kiss. Without thinking, I whispered, "I love you." Fuck. The words slipped out before I could stop them.
			

			
				He pulled back slightly, looking into my eyes. Then, with a soft smile, he said, "I love you too," before his mouth found mine again.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We stayed up the rest of the night, the three of us lounging around naked in Lucia’s stunning apartment, talking, smoking, and laughing as the hours slipped by. The coke kept us buzzing, our conversations flowing from deep thoughts to silly jokes, and everything in between. 
			

			
				When the first light of dawn crept in through the tall glass windows, we all turned to watch the sun rise over the harbour. It was breathtaking, just as beautiful as Lucia had said it would be.
			

			
				By the time the sun was fully up, the drugs were wearing off, leaving us pleasantly tired. We grabbed a taxi back to the backpackers, the streets still quiet as the city slowly woke up around us. Once inside, we collapsed into bed, the adrenaline of the night fully drained from our bodies. Wrapped in each other’s arms, we slept deeply, not waking up until late in the afternoon. The words “I love you” kept replaying in my head.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				We spent the next few weeks driving around the North Island, sleeping and fucking in the van while visiting all the tourist sites. It was December, summer in New Zealand, and everything felt blissful. Adam and I were officially boyfriend and girlfriend, which was unusual for both of us. In fact, I’d never felt this way about anyone else before.
			

			
				One day, we found ourselves on a winding country lane, heading to a secluded beach for the day. Adam was behind the wheel of Dave, the van.
			

			
				“What do you think we should do for Christmas?” I asked, propping my bare feet up on the dashboard. I was only wearing a t-shirt and some little white knickers. I played with the long curly hair poking out the side.
			

			
				Adam navigated another tight turn in the road. “How about we head back to Auckland? We know a few people there, and it could be fun.”
			

			
				“That’s a great idea,” I replied. “When we stop, I’ll find a payphone and see if Lucia will be around too.”
			

			
				“You want to watch me fuck her again, don’t you?” Adam said, grinning at me.
			

			
				I smirked. “Of course! Just because you’re my official boyfriend now doesn’t mean I want us to stop having fun.”
			

			
				The thought stirred something in me, and I felt a rush of arousal. I slipped my hand into my knickers, then I leaned over, unzipping his shorts and reaching inside for his cock. It stiffened quickly in my hand, and I bent over further, taking him into my mouth as he drove around another tight bend.
			

			
				When we stopped for petrol, I called Lucia on her BlackBerry. It turned out her parents would be back in Argentina for Christmas, and she didn’t have any other family in Auckland. She insisted not only that we spend Christmas with her but also that we stay in her flat. Adam and I couldn’t have been more excited.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We arrived back in Auckland a week later. Although it was summer, the streets and shops were adorned with snowflakes and sparkling Christmas trees, creating a festive atmosphere that felt almost surreal in the warm weather. The bright decorations illuminated the streets, and I couldn't help but smile at the contrast with England, where I knew it would be cold, dark, and wet.
			

			
				Pulling into the underground parking garage beneath Lucia’s luxury apartment building, we parked Dave next to a row of BMWs and Porsches. It was amusing to see our battered old van among such expensive cars.
			

			
				Lucia greeted us with big hugs and showed us to the guest bedroom. Later, she took us out to an expensive restaurant, way beyond anything we could afford, but she insisted on paying for everything. Apparently, she’d received a huge end-of-year bonus from the bank.
			

			
				After dinner, we relaxed in the bar, sipping wine and enjoying the soft music as someone played the piano. The place was tastefully decorated for Christmas, with a laid-back, classy vibe. Lucia, as always, looked stunning in a tight dress that showed off her ample cleavage. Her long, dark hair was tied in a ponytail that almost reached her perfect ass.
			

			
				As we sat in the bar, Lucia swirled her glass of wine, glancing around at the other patrons. “You know,” she said, leaning in a bit, “most of my friends here are from the bank. All they’re interested in is doing coke and talking about money.” She rolled her eyes playfully.
			

			
				Adam smirked, taking a sip of his drink. “You mean boring?”
			

			
				Lucia laughed. “Exactly! It’s always the same, gossiping about who is fucking whom, planning another trip to the Maldives, and comparing designer watches.” She paused, smiling warmly at us. “That’s why you two are such a breath of fresh air. It’s so nice hanging out with people who are real, not just obsessed with cash.”
			

			
				“I never thought being poor could be so interesting,” I joked. “Isn’t there a song about that?”
			

			
				Lucia giggled and pulled a packet of Camel cigarettes from her bag, offering them around. “So, you two are a proper couple now?” she asked. “I didn’t even realise you weren’t properly together last time.”
			

			
				“I know,” I said, taking a cigarette. “I think we both wanted it, just hadn’t made it official yet.”
			

			
				“And what does this mean for… extracurricular activities?” Lucia asked, lighting my cigarette for me with a mischievous grin.
			

			
				I glanced at Adam and then back at her. “Nothing changes,” I said, exhaling smoke. “Threesomes are fun. And there’s nothing I want more than to watch my sexy boyfriend bang some hot chick.”
			

			
				Lucia laughed, “And, am I that hot chick?”
			

			
				“Fucking hot, now that you mention it,” I replied, taking a slow drag. “You know what I’d find even hotter?”
			

			
				“No, tell me,” she asked, leaning in with a sly smile.
			

			
				“How about, when we get back to the flat, you two pretend like I’m not there. You make out, you fuck. And I’m just… watching, like some voyeur… lurking around the flat while you think you’re alone.”
			

			
				Lucia’s eyes lit up with interest. She leaned back on the sofa, puffing on her cigarette thoughtfully before turning to Adam. “Your girlfriend is absolute filth. What do you think of that idea?”
			

			
				“Sounds like fun,” he said, grinning wickedly.
			

			
				Without a second thought, Lucia stubbed out her cigarette, even though she’d barely smoked it. “Let’s go,” she said, her voice filled with excitement.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back at the apartment, Lucia came up with a plan. "Why don’t you head up first? Adam and I will follow in five minutes, playing the role of a couple returning home from a night out." The thrill of it sent a rush through me, my heart thumping as I rode the elevator alone. I’d never done anything like this before, and the anticipation was making me dizzy.
			

			
				When I let myself into the flat, I left the lights off. The soft glow from the harbour’s twinkling lights filtered through the windows, providing just enough light to see. I crouched behind the sofa, feeling hidden, like a voyeur in the shadows.
			

			
				The excitement of it all was overwhelming. My hand instinctively slid up my thigh under my skirt. I didn’t touch my pussy, not yet, just teased myself by stroking my inner thigh, my body already tingling with anticipation.
			

			
				It didn’t take long before I heard the key in the lock. Lucia opened the door, and Adam was right behind her. As the lights flicked on, I crouched lower, my heart pounding in my chest.
			

			
				“What a lovely dinner,” Lucia said, her voice a little too loud, acting badly. “But I’m tired, darling. Are you ready for bed?”
			

			
				“I’m ready for bed,” said Adam, his acting a bit better than Lucia’s, “But not for sleeping.”
			

			
				As soon as the door clicked shut behind them, Adam pressed Lucia forcefully against the wall, his mouth crashing into hers with a deep, passionate kiss. She gasped, kissing him back hungrily, her hands sliding down to grab his ass. 
			

			
				My pulse was racing so fast, it felt like my heart might burst. The thrill of watching them, of being so close yet hidden, made me tremble with excitement. My fingers moved higher up my thigh, slipping inside my knickers, testing the wetness around my opening.
			

			
				I peeked over the edge of the sofa again, just in time to see Adam take control. He grabbed Lucia’s wrists, lifting them above her head and pinning them to the wall with one hand. She moaned, clearly loving his roughness, her lips devouring his. With his free hand, he yanked down the top of her dress, revealing her large, full breasts barely contained in a transparent bra. Her dark nipples were clearly visible, and as I watched them, I couldn't help but slide my fingers inside myself.
			

			
				Still holding her wrists above her head, Adam grabbed one of her breasts roughly, squeezing it hard, making her moan even louder. As I watched, it hit me, I realised that ever since Adam and I had become a couple, we’d been making love, not fucking. It had been tender and wonderful, but in that moment, I craved something different. I wanted to be treated roughly again, to feel that raw, primal intensity.
			

			
				But first, I was going to enjoy watching Adam doing it to Lucia. My fingers were soaked, deep in my cunt as I crouched there. I could feel my juices running down them and pooling in my knickers.
			

			
				Adam finished groping Lucia’s breasts, still pinning her against the wall. He reached down, lifting her dress and with a hard tug, yanked her knickers down. They fell to her ankles, and he locked eyes with her as he slid his hand back up under her dress, roughly shoving two fingers into her wet cunt and curling them up inside her.
			

			
				"Fuck!" she gasped, closing her eyes. He began finger-banging her hard, keeping her pressed against the wall. Her loud moans filled the room, lost in the pleasure he was giving her. 
			

			
				It didn’t take long before Lucia came completely undone, an intense orgasm washing over her. She squirted, the wet sound filling the flat, clear liquid running down her legs and pooling on the wooden floor. She let out a long, low moan, her eyes closed, looking like she’d collapse if Adam wasn’t pinning her to the wall.
			

			
				When he finally pulled his fingers out, they were slick with her release. Without hesitation, even as she was still trembling from the aftershocks, he pushed them into her mouth, making her taste herself, sucking her juices off his fingers.
			

			
				Lucia was eager to get to Adam’s cock now. She hastily fumbled with his belt, dropping his jeans to the floor. Kneeling in front of him, she pulled his hard cock out of his briefs. Maintaining eye contact, she licked slowly up his shaft before taking him into her mouth, bobbing her head up and down, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him.
			

			
				It was too much for me. An intense orgasm surged through my body, making me light-headed. I bit down on my hand to keep from screaming. Of course, they knew I was there, but in that moment, I was desperately trying not to give myself away.
			

			
				Peeking over the sofa again, I saw Lucia leading Adam down the corridor to her bedroom by his cock. As she walked away, I was shocked to see that Lucia was wearing a butt plug, the sparkly jewel on the end visible between her cheeks. When had she put that in? They disappeared from view, but I could hear them moving onto the bed. After a few moments, I stood on shaky legs and quietly followed them.
			

			
				The corridor was dark, the only light spilling out from the open bedroom door. They were both completely naked on the bed. I stood just outside, watching as Adam moved between Lucia’s legs, spreading her wide. He guided his cock to her glistening entrance and thrust in deeply. Lucia let out a loud cry, arching her back, her huge breasts lifting with the movement.
			

			
				In the shadows, I quietly slipped my knickers to the floor, pressing my fingers to my swollen clit. Watching Adam’s cock slide in and out of Lucia's wet cunt, her lips gripping him tightly, was unbelievably hot.
			

			
				He fucked her hard, occasionally lowering his mouth to suck on one of her large, dark nipples. Each thrust made her moan louder, until she screamed, digging her nails into his back as her orgasm tore through her. Her climax triggered my own, the intensity leaving me trembling. I slumped against the wall, struggling to stay upright as ecstasy took over, leaving me breathless.
			

			
				They rolled over so that Lucia was on top. Arching her back, she rocked her hips, giving me an even better view of her lips gripping him. Her sticky, white cum was building up at the base of his shaft, running down around his balls. Adam's hands clutched her ass cheeks, holding her open. I could see her ass tightly gripping the butt plug.
			

			
				I ached to join in, to go to her and lick up the cum pooling around Adam’s balls. But I was too captivated by my role as a voyeur. My fingers continued to rub my clit, which had become even more sensitive, and I felt another wave of pleasure crash over me, causing me to fall to my knees.
			

			
				Lucia kept riding Adam, her huge breasts slapping together as they bounced with every movement. She came again, this time her fingers digging into his hairy chest as she cried out. He leaned up, taking one of her swollen nipples into his mouth and sucking hard.
			

			
				They switched positions once more. Lucia knelt on the bed, her face buried in the cushions and her ass in the air. Adam entered her from behind, and I watched in awe as her labia hung down, perfectly framing his shaft. I saw her hand slide between her legs, franticly rubbing her clit as he fucked her, the intensity of the moment sending shivers down my spine.
			

			
				When she came again, her cries were muffled by the pillows. Adam withdrew, his cock glistening with her essence. My heart raced as I watched him carefully remove the butt plug from her ass. Fuck, was he going to screw her in the ass? 
			

			
				He held her open with his fingers, gazing at her gaping hole for a moment. Then he guided his cock to her entrance. With a gentle thrust, he penetrated her, his head slipping inside. “Oh god,” she moaned into the pillow, but I could tell it was a cry of pleasure.
			

			
				Adam began to thrust into her ass, gradually pushing deeper and deeper until he was fully inside her. She kept moaning “Oh god” with every thrust, the sound reverberating in the room.
			

			
				“Fuck, your ass is so tight,” Adam groaned, “I’m going to come.”
			

			
				“Come in my ass,” she panted.
			

			
				And he did. He halted his thrusts, letting out a loud groan as his balls tightened and his cock throbbed, releasing deep within her. The sight of my boyfriend coming inside Lucia sent me over the edge, and I came too.
			

			
				A couple of minutes later, once I had recovered enough to stand, I revealed myself, moving into the bedroom.
			

			
				“What are you doing here?” Lucia giggled, now lying back on the bed, leaking cum from her ass.
			

			
				“Reclaiming my boyfriend’s cum,” I replied, kneeling between her legs. I stuck out my tongue and licked up the cum dripping from her ass.
			

			
				“Fuck, you naughty bitch,” laughed Lucia. “You two are too much fun. This is going to be a Christmas to remember.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was New Year’s Eve. And not just any New Year’s Eve, it was the eve of the new millennium. The city had been buzzing with anticipation, and Lucia had managed to get us tickets to one of the most exclusive parties in Auckland, held at the rooftop bar of a luxurious hotel overlooking the city. The summer night was warm, the breeze gentle, and the atmosphere festive. We only had a couple more weeks left in New Zealand, and we were determined to end our trip with a bang.
			

			
				Lucia, of course, looked incredible. She was wearing a sleek, figure-hugging black dress that shimmered under the lights, the deep neckline drawing eyes to her full cleavage. Her long black hair was straightened, flowing down her back. She oozed class and confidence, gliding through the crowd like she owned the place.
			

			
				Adam looked amazing in a smart, blue suit that perfectly contrasted with his fiery red hair and beard. I was wearing a tight, short dress that hugged my petite figure, making me feel sexy and confident. Underneath, I had on black stockings and suspenders, a secret that gave me an extra thrill. Our outfits had been hired and paid for by Lucia, of course, ensuring we looked the part for the party.
			

			
				The rooftop bar was open-air, with views of the glittering harbour below. There were strings of fairy lights draped between potted palm trees and sleek, modern furniture scattered about for guests to relax on. We drifted from group to group, making small talk with strangers as we all waited for the midnight fireworks.
			

			
				A lot of Lucia’s colleagues from the bank were here. You could tell immediately who worked with her; they all had that polished, uptight look about them, the men in designer suits, the women in glamorous dresses that probably cost more than our flights to New Zealand. Even though they were friendly enough, it felt like they were constantly sizing us up, as if to figure out why Lucia, one of their own, was hanging around with a couple of backpackers. But we didn’t care, we were determined to have fun.
			

			
				“Oh, look, there’s Tim,” Lucia suddenly exclaimed, clutching my arm. Her eyes were locked on a tall man across the bar. “He’s a trader at my bank. He’s so fucking posh, but he’s also kind of sexy. I let him fuck me sometimes.”
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Really? He is kind of sexy now that you mention it.” I looked around for Adam, but I couldn’t see him.
			

			
				Lucia grinned her naughty smile. “Come on, I’ll introduce you. And I bet you ten dollars he’ll tell you he went to Eton within the first five minutes.”
			

			
				“Deal,” I laughed, letting her lead me across the bar.
			

			
				Tim spotted Lucia approaching and flashed a charming smile, the kind that screamed private school confidence. He was tall, wearing a perfectly tailored grey suit, no tie, with the top button of his crisp white shirt undone. His hair was sandy blonde and combed back. As we got closer, I couldn’t help but notice the expensive watch on his wrist and the shiny leather shoes.
			

			
				“Lucia,” Tim said in his unmistakably posh English accent, giving her a quick kiss on the cheek. “Lovely to see you.” He turned to me, “And who is your beautiful friend?”
			

			
				“This is Carrie,” Lucia introduced me, “She’s from England too.”
			

			
				Tim leaned in, kissing me on both cheeks. “Lovely to meet you,” he said warmly. “What school did you go to? I was at Eton myself.”
			

			
				I caught Lucia smirking out of the corner of my eye and couldn’t help but grin. “Er... I just went to a comprehensive,” I replied, suddenly feeling a bit out of place.
			

			
				Tim didn’t seem fazed. “Ah, well, not everyone can endure the torture of the private school system,” he joked with a wink.
			

			
				“So, what do you do, Tim?” I asked, sipping my cocktail.
			

			
				“Oh, I’m in trading,” he said casually. “I work at the same bank as Lucia. She’s an absolute star, by the way, only a year out of university and already making a name for herself.”
			

			
				Lucia blushed at the praise. “And how’s your girlfriend? Emily, wasn’t it?” she asked him.
			

			
				“Ah, sadly, Emily is no more,” Tim replied, clearly not too bothered. “She caught me in a rather... compromising situation with two of the admin girls.”
			

			
				Lucia burst out laughing, playfully slapping his arm. “Two at the same time? You’re such a bad boy, Tim!”
			

			
				He grinned, not in the least embarrassed. “We all have our weaknesses,” he said with a shrug, “And one of mine is naughty admin girls.” He tapped the top pocket of his suit. “Speaking of weaknesses, I’ve got some of Colombia’s finest. Shall we find somewhere quieter?”
			

			
				Lucia didn’t hesitate. “Lead the way.”
			

			
				We followed Tim through the bustling bar, weaving between people. Lucia leaned in close, whispering in my ear, “What do you think of him?”
			

			
				“He seems nice,” I whispered back, “Very posh.”
			

			
				She gave me a cheeky grin. “I mean, do you think he’s hot?”
			

			
				I was about to reply when we reached a quieter part of the hotel, the noise from the bar fading behind us. Tim glanced back with a smirk. “Not far now, I know a perfect little spot.”
			

			
				We slipped through a set of double doors, and I realised we’d entered the hotel gym. The space was dimly lit, with most of the lights switched off. The city lights outside twinkled through the large windows at the far end, casting a soft glow over the rows of empty exercise machines.
			

			
				Tim sat down on one of the benches and motioned for us to join him. He reached into his suit pocket and pulled out a small, sleek silver container. He popped the lid open, revealing a tiny spoon attached to the cap. He carefully scooped out a neat little pile of white powder, holding it up with a grin.
			

			
				“Ladies first,” he said smoothly, offering the spoon to Lucia.
			

			
				Without hesitation, she pressed one nostril shut and snorted the coke through the other. Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment, and she let out a satisfied hum, savouring the rush as it hit her system.
			

			
				Tim turned to me, offering the spoon with a raised eyebrow. I hesitated for a split second, but then mimicked Lucia, feeling the familiar burn in my nose as I inhaled. A wave of sharp energy coursed through me almost instantly.
			

			
				Tim scooped some for himself and snorted it with practised ease. “Ah, that’s the stuff,” he said, leaning back with a satisfied grin. 
			

			
				Lucia leaned back on the bench, her eyes a little glazed, but I recognised the look on her face. She was feeling horny, and now I was too. She slid her hand along Tim’s thigh, tracing slow circles. “So, Tim,” she purred, “what else have you got for us tonight?”
			

			
				He looked between the two of us with a knowing smile. “Well, that depends,” he said, “what are you ladies in the mood for?”
			

			
				Lucia’s hand slid over the bulge in Tim’s trousers, her fingers gently rubbing and squeezing his cock through the fabric. The sight of her touch ignited something in me, and I decided I was definitely up for this too. I placed my hand on his chest, feeling the firmness beneath his shirt, and leaned in to kiss his neck. He smelled of expensive aftershave, a scent that somehow made me even hornier.
			

			
				Tim let out a low groan, clearly enjoying the attention. His hands found their way to my waist, pulling me closer, while Lucia continued to tease him, unzipping his trousers slowly. The mix of coke and lust was electric, buzzing through my veins
			

			
				With his flies open, Lucia reached in and pulled out his hard cock, stroking it slowly as she looked up at him. Tim groaned, his head tipping back against the wall, clearly enjoying her touch. Then she leaned over, taking his cock into her mouth. Tim let out a low moan of pleasure as I grabbed his face, kissing him deeply, my tongue sliding into his mouth. His groan vibrated against my lips, making me even more turned on.
			

			
				Lucia resurfaced, her lips wet. She pulled his face from mine to kiss him herself. I took that opportunity to bend down, taking his dick in my mouth. He was rock hard, pulsing as I slid him into my throat, my tongue running along the underside. His groans grew louder, clearly lost in the pleasure.
			

			
				Tim’s fingers tangled in my hair, urging me to take him deeper, and I obliged, relaxing my throat as I pressed down harder. The sound of his breathing became more ragged, punctuated by soft gasps that spurred me on.
			

			
				Lucia sank to her knees beside me. We shared a knowing look, and without missing a beat, we both licked his shaft all the way up. Our mouths moved together, teasing and stroking, as we took turns sucking him, a frantic blend of lips and tongues swirling around him.
			

			
				Tim was clearly enjoying himself, his grin widening as his moans grew louder. "You two are unbelievable," he gasped, looking down at us, eyes alight with lust.
			

			
				“Do you have any condoms?” Lucia asked, glancing up at him with a teasing smile.
			

			
				Tim pulled out his wallet and fished out a couple of condoms. “Enough for everyone,” he said with a cocky grin.
			

			
				Lucia giggled as she stood up. “You only need one. Carrie and I share everything.”
			

			
				With a quick motion, she reached up under her dress and slipped her knickers down, letting them fall to the floor. Then she knelt on the bench, arching her back and presenting her ass to Tim. “Fuck me, then,” she said impatiently.
			

			
				Tim stood behind her. He dropped his trousers and underwear to his ankles and rolled on a condom. Then he lifted her skirt until I could see her smooth, shaved pussy. He spread her with his hands, and I held his cock, guiding it into Lucia’s wet cunt. “Fuuuck,” she moaned, as he thrust deep inside her.
			

			
				He started to fuck her hard, the slap of skin on skin echoing around the deserted gym. Lucia was moaning quite loudly, saying “fuck” over and over. I was a bit worried that someone might hear. I glanced nervously at the door, but there was no one there. I relaxed, watching closely how her pink lips gripped his shaft as he pounded her.
			

			
				Suddenly, Lucia came, putting her hand over her own mouth to try to muffle her cries of pleasure. Tim slowed, still thrusting gently and letting her ride the orgasm.
			

			
				When she had finished, he pulled out. The condom was covered in her white release. “Are you sure you don’t want me to put a new condom on?” he asked me.
			

			
				“It’s fine,” I said, “My boyfriend fucks us both without one.”
			

			
				He raised his eyebrows, slightly surprised. “Okay then.”
			

			
				I reached up under my own dress, pulling off my knickers. Then I lay back on the bench, opening my legs. I touched myself, feeling how soaking wet my thick, curly hair was. Tim looked at me, spreading my lips with his fingers.
			

			
				“Wow, I love your bush,” he said, guiding his cock between my folds..
			

			
				I gasped as he penetrated me. He was quite thick, and he pushed deep inside me in one motion. I felt him stretching me deliciously, filling my cunt as my walls gripped him tightly. He started to fuck me hard, thrusting deep inside me and then pulling nearly all the way out.
			

			
				As he fucked me, Lucia moved next to him, putting her arm around him and kissing him on the mouth. When they broke apart, she put her hand to her mouth and spat on her fingers. Then to my surprise, she put her hand behind him, ramming two fingers up his ass.
			

			
				“Fuck!” he said in surprise, his eyes going wide. But he didn’t miss a stroke, just continued to pound me with her fingers inside him.
			

			
				“Don’t act all surprised,” Lucia said, fucking his ass with her fingers. “I know you like it up the ass. Nigel from accounts told me.” She kissed his neck, purring as she spoke and talking dirty to him, “He told me how he fucks you in the ass with his big cock.”
			

			
				“Oh god… fuck…” Tim gasped, his thrusts getting erratic as he neared his release. With a final, long groan, he buried himself all the way inside me, Lucia’s fingers deep in his ass. I felt his cock swell and throb as he released into the condom.
			

			
				He withdrew, standing up and pulling off the condom. “Wow, that was… unexpected, but fantastic,” he said, still grinning. “Let’s do another round of Charlie and head back to the party.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we got back to the rooftop bar, I still couldn’t see Adam. Then I spotted him, coming back up the steps with a woman on his arm. She was stunning, Asian-looking with black hair in a shoulder-length bob. He gave her a kiss on the cheek, and she headed for the bar, while he walked towards me.
			

			
				“Hey,” he said, a big smirk on his face.
			

			
				“You didn’t just fuck that hot woman did you?” I asked.
			

			
				“I fucking did,” he said, looking very pleased with himself. “You know she’s on the board of Lucia’s bank?” I felt a stirring again between my legs. I loved the thought of him fucking other people, especially someone rich and powerful.
			

			
				“Well, Lucia and I had our own adventure,” I said.
			

			
				“Oh?”
			

			
				“See that guy at the bar?” I said, pointing out Tim. He was leaning on the bar, chatting up an older woman. “He went to Eton, you know,” I added in a posh accent.
			

			
				“No way,” laughed Adam. I put my arm around him, giving him a big hug. “I love you,” I said, nuzzling my face into his neck.
			

			
				“I love you, too,” he said, his hand touching my face as we kissed.
			

			
				Just then, everyone started counting down from ten towards the new year. When they got to zero, Auld Lang Syne burst out over the speakers, and an incredible amount of fireworks exploded overhead. As more and more fireworks went off over the harbour, I leaned up to Adam for a long, sloppy kiss. 
			

			
				Everyone around us was kissing. I saw Lucia in the arms of a much older guy, his hand on her ass as they kissed passionately. After several hundreds of thousands of Kiwi dollars had gone up in smoke in the sky above us, quiet descended again on Auckland. A cloud of smoke drifted over the harbour.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Adam leaned down to whisper in my ear. “You know how New Zealand is the first major country to see in the New Year?”
			

			
				“Yes?” I replied.
			

			
				“Do you want to be one of the first people this millennium to fuck in the toilets of a bar?”
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				As Adam and I stepped into the hostel lobby, I spotted the couple we’d met yesterday. They were standing by the noticeboard. We were only in LA for a week before heading to Mexico, and I hadn’t stopped thinking about them since we arrived.
			

			
				The girl was short, with dark skin, an afro and absolutely enormous tits, barely contained in a low-cut summer dress that clung to her curves. Her face lit up when she saw us, her infectious energy shining in her dark eyes.
			

			
				Next to her, her boyfriend was the opposite; tall, ripped, like he could lift me above his head without breaking a sweat. His muscles practically bulged out of his tight t-shirt, but he had this calm, easy-going vibe that somehow balanced out her loudness.
			

			
				“Hey!” she called, waving us over. Her name was Aisha, and she had a cute New York accent. “You guys just get back from Venice Beach?”
			

			
				“Yeah,” I said, smiling. “It was a bit chilly, but nice.”
			

			
				“Just lookin’ at this crazy stuff on the board,” she said, pointing at a flyer. “Check this one out. ‘Couples wanted. Be an extra in a porn film,’” she laughed, reading it out loud. “Casting’s tomorrow!”
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow and moved closer to the board. “Seriously?” I laughed. “An actual porn shoot?”
			

			
				“Yup,” the guy chimed in, flashing us a friendly smile. He was called Corey. “Figures. It’s LA, right? They probably do this shit all the time.” He glanced at the flyer. “Fifty dollars plus expenses. Not bad for a few hours of work.”
			

			
				I felt a rush of excitement run through me, the idea of it turning me on way more than I’d expected. “Are you thinking of going?” I asked, glancing between them.
			

			
				Aisha raised an eyebrow. “I dunno, it’s tempting though, right? I mean… it’s not like we’d be starring or anything, just in the background. But who knows what we’d get to see…”
			

			
				Adam, my boyfriend, laughed beside me. “That’s wild. What kind of extras do they even need?” He had such a nice, soft Scottish accent, I could listen to him talk all day.
			

			
				“Probably just people standing around,” Corey said, shrugging. “Or maybe sitting in the corner pretending they’re not watching.”
			

			
				I couldn’t stop the ideas flashing through my head. Watching a real Hollywood porn film being made… being close enough to see the whole thing play out... I could already feel the heat between my legs. The whole thing sounded like the kind of ridiculous, dirty adventure I loved.
			

			
				“Fuck, that’s… really hot,” I said, glancing at Adam. He caught the look in my eyes and smirked, knowing exactly where my mind was going.
			

			
				“You into the idea, Carrie?” Aisha teased, noticing how my cheeks had flushed.
			

			
				“I mean… I wouldn’t mind seeing how it all goes down,” I said, biting my lip. “What about you guys?”
			

			
				Aisha laughed, looking at Corey. “Well, it would be one hell of a story to tell.” She glanced back at me, her eyes sparkling. “Shall we all go tomorrow and find out more? We don’t have to commit to anything.”
			

			
				When we got upstairs to our room, I was so horny I couldn’t wait even one minute. I pulled Adam onto me on the bed, running my hand through his ginger hair and kissing him passionately. Then I reached down and grabbed his cock. Within two minutes he was inside me, fucking me hard into the sheets.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next day, we got a taxi to the address from the flyer. We found ourselves outside an ordinary-looking office in a strip mall. It was between a Chinese restaurant and a pawn shop. It didn’t look like the kind of place where you’d expect anything remotely exciting to happen, let alone anything to do with movies. A few cars were parked outside, and the faded sign above the door just said "LX Productions" in generic block letters.
			

			
				“This is it?” Aisha said, glancing around and sounding amused. It didn’t look very Hollywood.
			

			
				“Doesn’t look like much,” agreed Adam. “But it’s definitely the right place. Shall we go in?”
			

			
				We walked in, the bell on the door jingling as it swung shut behind us. The reception area was small and nondescript, with a couple of old chairs against the wall, a fake plant in the corner, and a woman sitting at a desk, lazily chewing gum. She didn’t look up right away, giving us a second to exchange nervous grins with each other.
			

			
				Adam cleared his throat. “Uh, hi… We’re here about the, um, film? Extras?”
			

			
				The woman finally looked up from her computer, her eyes scanning over the four of us. She gave a slow, lazy nod, still chewing her gum.
			

			
				“Yeah, you’ll do,” she said, her voice flat. She reached under her desk and pulled out a clipboard with a thick stack of papers attached. “Sign these,” she said, sliding them across the desk toward us. “Waivers and all that.”
			

			
				I took the clipboard first, glancing at the small print. Legal stuff about liability and consent. It didn’t say what we were expected to do.
			

			
				Aisha leaned in closer to the desk. “So, uh… what exactly do we have to do?” she asked.
			

			
				“Y’all just have sex with your own partner,” she said. “It’s an orgy scene. You’ll be in the background. Don’t worry, the cameras will be focused on the main characters.”
			

			
				My stomach did a little flip at her words. Sex. On camera. Even if it was just in the background, the thought of it made my skin tingle. Aisha’s eyes went wide for a second before she quickly glanced over at Corey.
			

			
				“Give us one sec,” Aisha said, pulling the rest of us over to the potted plant to confer. “What do we think?” she asked in hushed tones.
			

			
				“Well,” said Adam, “It sounds kind of crazy, but also something you only get the chance to do once. It would be quite an experience.”
			

			
				I was so happy that Adam sounded keen. There was a fire burning between my legs. I’d already decided that I wanted to do it. I felt a rush of pleasure at the thought of how much I loved him. I put my hand in his. “I think I want to do it,” I said.
			

			
				“I mean... it’s just background stuff,” Aisha said, keeping her voice casual. “No big deal, right? We just fuck. We’ve all done that before.” She winked at me. I suddenly realised that I would probably get to see her massive tits. That made me even more horny.
			

			
				“Yeah, but... on camera, though,” Corey added, looking thoughtful. “It’s one thing in private, but... are we sure we’re cool with this? I mean, we’ll be going at it in a room full of other people.”
			

			
				Aisha shrugged. “It’s not like we’re the main focus or anything,” she said. “Plus, no one’s gonna recognise us. It’s just us doing our thing in the background.”
			

			
				My heart was pounding in my chest as we talked. The idea of having sex in the background of an orgy, knowing the cameras would be on us, felt exciting. I was already wet at the thought of it.
			

			
				“Well, I’m definitely in,” I said firmly. “I mean, we’re in LA, right? Might as well get the full experience.” I shot Adam a grin, and he squeezed my hand in return.
			

			
				Aisha glanced at Corey. “Corey?” she said.
			

			
				“Fuck it, let’s do it,” he nodded.
			

			
				The woman behind the desk had been watching us with an almost bored expression, chewing her gum as she waited. “Y’all good now?” she asked in her Southern drawl, not even waiting for us to answer before sliding the clipboard back over.
			

			
				Once we’d all signed the paperwork, she reached into the drawer again and pulled out a small white card. “Be here,” she said, passing the card to Adam, “9 am sharp. Monday mornin’.”
			

			
				I looked at the card and saw an address printed in basic, no-nonsense font. No mention of what kind of set it was, just an address. My stomach did another flip.
			

			
				“We’ll be there,” Adam said, pocketing the card.
			

			
				“Great,” the woman said without a smile, barely looking at us as she returned to her computer. “Don’t be late.”
			

			
				As we stepped out of the office into the LA sun, I could feel the excitement bubbling up inside me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Early on Monday morning, we gave the taxi driver the address and settled into the back seat. The streets of LA blurred by as we headed out of the city, gradually winding our way up into the hills. With each turn, the houses grew larger and more extravagant, the kind of places you’d see in movies. Eventually, we passed through some massive wrought-iron gates and pulled up in front of a sprawling Art Deco mansion.
			

			
				“Fuck, look at this place,” Aisha said, her eyes wide as she stepped out of the taxi. The house was massive, with gleaming white walls and wide glass windows. It looked like something out of an old Hollywood film. Corey was busy paying the taxi driver, making sure to get a receipt for expenses, while Adam and I just stood there, taking it all in.
			

			
				The huge, sweeping driveway was buzzing with activity. Four vans were parked in a neat line off to the side, and a few guys were busy unloading camera equipment from one of them. The lawn had been taken over by a food truck and a couple of tents, where people seemed to be gathering. It was chaos, but organised chaos. There were crew members rushing around, giving orders, and others wheeling in huge lights and sound gear through the grand front entrance.
			

			
				“Looks like the real deal,” Adam muttered, nudging me with his elbow as we started walking up the drive. I was too busy soaking in the scene to say much, the butterflies in my stomach returning as I thought about what we were here for.
			

			
				On the wide marble steps leading up to the entrance, a handful of other couples stood around, looking just as out of place as we felt. They were mostly our age, some of them leaning against the railing, others chatting in hushed voices. I figured they must be the other extras.
			

			
				Inside the impressive entrance hall, we found a woman with a tight ponytail, glasses and a clipboard. “Extras?” she asked us in a business-like tone.
			

			
				“Yep, reporting for duty,” joked Aisha, but the woman didn’t even smile.
			

			
				“Names?” she said. Two sentences, two words, she wasn’t exactly a talker.
			

			
				We told her our names, and she ticked us off on the clipboard. “Wait outside until you’re called,” she instructed.
			

			
				We stepped back outside and sat on the steps, exchanging friendly glances with the other couples waiting there and trying to find a spot where we wouldn’t be in the way.
			

			
				Aisha pulled out a packet of cigarettes and passed them around. “So, have you guys ever done anything like this before?” she asked, lighting mine. “I mean, not a porn shoot obviously, but have you ever… messed around with other people or anything?”
			

			
				I exchanged glances with Adam and took a long draw on the cigarette. “Actually, we’ve had a few threesomes,” I admitted, feeling a thrill at the thought. Aisha raised her eyebrows. “And we’re both pretty relaxed about the other one hooking up with whoever they want.”
			

			
				“Really?” she said, excitedly. “That’s awesome. So are you bisexual?”
			

			
				I nodded, wondering if there was more to this line of questioning than simple curiosity. “And what about you guys?” I asked
			

			
				“Oh, yeah, we’ve had a few threesomes in the past, too,” she grinned playfully. “And we’ve… swapped with other couples a bit while we’ve been travelling.”
			

			
				I was feeling all kinds of heat between my legs now. Aisha leaned back, crossing her legs as she exhaled a plume of smoke into the air. “You guys seem like you’d be fun to have around; we should all go out for a drink after this.” Fuck, was she suggesting what I thought she was? I really hoped she was.
			

			
				We chatted and smoked for the next hour, swapping stories about some of the wild things we’d done. It was making me hornier by the minute, but there was still no sign of when we’d be needed for the shoot.
			

			
				Eventually, the woman with the clipboard emerged. “Extras,” she called. “Follow me.”
			

			
				We all trailed behind her through the entrance and into the main living area. It was incredible; large and open, with plate-glass windows offering a stunning view across the hills. On one side, a whole array of cameras and lights were set up, all pointed toward the other side of the room, where sofas and cushions were scattered across the floor.
			

			
				“This is where we’re shooting the scene,” she said. “Follow me.”
			

			
				She led us through the room and into a spacious kitchen behind it. “Take off your clothes here,” she instructed, “Leave everything and then find a place on the set with your partner.”
			

			
				We stood there, surrounded by at least ten other couples exchanging nervous glances. No one wanted to be the first to get undressed. I took a deep breath and led the way, stripping off. I loved getting naked and people seeing me; it always made me feel liberated. I peeled off my top, letting it drop to the floor, followed by my skirt.
			

			
				Aisha followed suit, pulling her tank top over her head. As she revealed her figure, I couldn’t help but admire her. She was short, with a curvy frame and those huge tits. They were stunning, practically spilling out of her black lace bra as she tossed her top aside, exposing her smooth, dark skin. Her afro framed her face beautifully as she laughed and playfully swayed her hips.
			

			
				As we stripped off further, I sneaked a glance at Corey. His body was muscular and toned, he obviously worked out. But what truly caught my eye was when he slipped his tight briefs down over his thighs. His cock hung between his legs, impressively long even in its soft state. I felt a rush of heat at the sight; I could only imagine how it would look fully erect.
			

			
				I continued to scan the room as I dropped my knickers to the floor. I noticed a few other extras were fully naked now, too. One couple were particularly striking, both heavily tattooed, and the girl even had tattoos on her ample breasts. Nearby, another girl with a petite frame had her hair dyed a vibrant pink and was completely shaved between her legs.
			

			
				Although most of the women were fully shaved, a few sported neatly trimmed bushes. But I noticed that both Aisha and I had thicker patches of hair. It didn’t look like she trimmed either, her hair jet black, standing out even on her darker skin. And just like me, she had patches of dark hair under her arms.
			

			
				As the last of the clothes hit the floor, I felt exhilaration wash over me. I was in a room with at least twenty completely naked people, and I was about to have sex. I grinned at Adam, thinking again about how hot he was with his body covered in ginger hair.
			

			
				“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” he grinned at me.
			

			
				“Loving every second,” I giggled, my eyes wide.
			

			
				We all filed through to the living room. Nervously finding places to sit, Aisha and Corey settled on some cushions in the middle, and Adam and I joined them. I couldn’t take my eyes off Aisha’s breasts.
			

			
				“Alright, everyone!” the director called out, clapping his hands to get our attention. “Welcome to the set! I hope you’re all feeling good because today is about having fun.” He flashed us a confident smile. “Let’s keep the vibes positive, and remember, you’re here to enjoy yourselves, and we want that to show on film.”
			

			
				I exchanged excited glances with Aisha and Corey. The director continued, “For this scene, we want you to interact naturally with your partners. It’s all about intimacy, connection, and, of course, some good old-fashioned pleasure.” He winked at us, and I felt my cheeks flush with excitement.
			

			
				“Most importantly,” he said, “this is an orgy scene. You’ll be background players, which means you won’t be the main focus, but we still want you to let loose and really get into it. I want to hear moans and groans and all that good stuff, be as loud as you like.”
			

			
				He then gestured toward a group of crew members bustling around, adjusting cameras and lights. “You’ll have a bit of time to warm up, but once we start rolling, just follow the flow, we’re going to shoot it all in one go. We’ll start with touching and oral only, when I let you know we’re ready for the second part you can start fucking. We’re aiming for about ten minutes of footage once the sex starts. Okay?”
			

			
				Everyone nodded, and I felt a thrill course through me. This was really happening! I was in a room full of naked bodies, and the thought of what was to come sent shivers down my spine. 
			

			
				“Alright, take a moment to get comfortable,” the director instructed. “Start with kissing and off we go.”
			

			
				We settled into a comfortable silence as the director checked with the crew. Aisha leaned in closer to Corey, her fingers tracing his muscular arm. “You ready for this?” she asked playfully.
			

			
				“More than ready,” Corey replied with a grin, glancing at me and Adam.
			

			
				“Action!” the director called, and just like that, the room shifted. 
			

			
				My heart raced as I leaned up to kiss Adam. The moment our lips met, a spark ran through me, the thrill of the scene and the intimacy building. Adam’s hand slid to the small of my back, pulling me closer as the kiss deepened. I felt his warmth and strength against me, our bodies responding to the electric atmosphere surrounding us.
			

			
				Around us, other couples were already lost in each other, soft gasps and muffled laughter filling the space. I glanced over to see Aisha and Corey getting lost in their own world, Aisha’s huge breasts pressing against Corey’s chest as they kissed. It was all incredibly hot, watching everyone getting into the moment.
			

			
				Adam’s hands began to explore my body, his fingers grazing my breasts and teasing my pierced nipples, making me gasp softly. I felt a rush of heat between my legs as his touch sent waves of pleasure through me. I let my hand drift down his stomach, tracing the line of his muscles before I found his cock. He was already semi-hard, and I wrapped my hand around him, feeling him grow harder with each stroke.
			

			
				The air was thick with desire, and I could hear Aisha’s soft moans as Corey’s hands slipped between her legs. I leaned in closer to Adam, whispering, “I love this.”
			

			
				“Me too,” he breathed, moving down and taking my nipple into his mouth..
			

			
				I caught sight of Corey’s now fully erect cock; he was huge. Bigger than I’d even imagined from before, thick and long, and Aisha was clearly enjoying it. Her hand was wrapped around him, slowly stroking his length as she leaned into him, her soft moans mingling with the sounds in the room.
			

			
				Aisha caught my eye, a playful grin on her face as she noticed me looking. She leaned back slightly, giving me a better view of Corey’s impressive size. “He’s a big one, isn’t he?” she whispered, teasing me with a wink.
			

			
				I couldn’t help but bite my lip, feeling a surge of heat run through me. Everything about this scene was turning me on; the openness, the raw sexuality in the air, the fact that the cameras on the other side of the room were recording us.
			

			
				Adam kissed me deeply, his hand sliding between my legs, fingers teasing my entrance, and then he pushed two fingers inside me, penetrating my soaking pussy. I gasped at the sensation, the way he filled me, his fingers curling just right as they moved in and out of me. I could feel myself tightening around him, desperate for more.
			

			
				Behind me on the sofa, I caught sight of the tattooed couple we’d noticed earlier. The girl, her inked skin shining under the harsh lights, had already dropped to her knees in front of her partner. Her hands gripped his muscular thighs as she leaned in, taking his cock deep into her mouth with slow, deliberate movements. Her mouth stretched wide around him, her tongue swirling around the head before she slid him further down her throat. He let out a low groan, his fingers tangling in her short hair, guiding her as she moved. As she bent over, I could see her pink cunt, slightly open and glistening with wetness.
			

			
				All around me, the room had transformed into a scene of raw, uninhibited pleasure. Everywhere I looked, hard cocks were being sucked, hands moving in rhythmic strokes as they were wanked or gripped tight. Girls knelt in front of their partners, lips wrapped around throbbing shafts, their cheeks hollowing with each suck. Wet pussies were being rubbed and fingered, slick sounds mixing with the growing chorus of moans. The sight was incredible, so many bodies moving together, lost in the heat of the moment. The air was thick with sex, a pulse of pure desire filling the room.
			

			
				Down the front, by the cameras, I was vaguely aware of the main focus of the scene. The director was telling the four main actors what to do. It looked like the two men were standing up, while the female actors sucked their cocks.
			

			
				Aisha bent over slowly, her tongue teasing the base of Corey’s massive dick before sliding up the entire length, all while keeping her eyes locked on mine. The intensity of her gaze sent a shiver through my body. Her tongue moved deliberately, flicking at the tip before running back down, but her eyes never left mine, daring me, inviting me.
			

			
				I leaned down to Adam’s cock, running my tongue along his shaft, mirroring Aisha’s movements. My eyes stayed on hers as I licked up and down, both of us sharing this unspoken thrill as we pleasured our men. It was wild, intimate, and impossibly hot.
			

			
				But soon it was our turn to be pleasured. We leaned back on the cushions next to each other, our bodies so close I could feel the warmth radiating from her skin. In unison, we spread our legs wide, exposing ourselves to the men before us.
			

			
				Adam wasted no time, lowering himself between my legs, his breath hot against my soaked pussy. The first touch of his tongue sent a jolt through me, his strokes gentle at first, teasing, before he began exploring me with more intensity, finding every sensitive spot. My hips instinctively lifted toward him, craving more.
			

			
				Next to me, I heard Aisha's soft moans as Corey mirrored Adam's movements, his mouth devouring her. I could feel the energy between us, the shared pleasure of being touched, licked, and worshipped. The sound of our breathing and moans mixed with the moans and groans from the others in the room.
			

			
				I glanced over at Aisha, her body arching as Corey’s mouth brought her higher. Our eyes met, and her hand reached for mine, gripping it tightly. She began panting, her moans higher-pitched. Corey had her on the verge of losing it, his mouth working her in a way that had her body trembling.
			

			
				Her eyes met mine, wild with pleasure. Suddenly, she gripped my hand tightly, her fingers digging into my skin as she came undone. Her eyes locked onto mine, and she cried out, her face twisting in ecstasy as she came hard, her legs shaking, her breath catching in her throat. The connection between us in that moment, the raw intensity of watching her come apart, was intense.
			

			
				Seeing Aisha come like that sent me over the edge. My own climax surged through me, intense and overwhelming. I squeezed her hand back as I came, the pleasure erupting inside me, my moans blending with hers.
			

			
				As the aftershocks of our climaxes rushed through our bodies, something sparked between Aisha and me, and our lips met. The kiss was fiery, full of raw passion, our mouths moving hungrily together. I grabbed one of her breasts, bigger than I could fit in my hand, squeezing and groping it.
			

			
				All around us, the room pulsed with raw energy. The sounds of moans, heavy breathing, and the slap of skin filled the space. Adam and Corey joined us on the cushions, and we seamlessly switched from kissing each other to kissing our boyfriends.
			

			
				I felt Aisha’s hand on my wrist. Without a word, she guided my hand to Corey’s hard cock. I wrapped my fingers around it; so thick I couldn’t fully encircle it. As I started to stroke him, I continued kissing Adam, lost in the thrill of the moment. Aisha reached for Adam, eagerly working her hand up and down his shaft.
			

			
				All around us, other couples lost themselves in their own passionate explorations. To my left, a couple was sprawled on a plush rug. He had two fingers deep in her open cunt, finger-banging her hard. Her head was thrown back in ecstasy as she came. From the wet sounds between her legs, she was squirting hard. She bit her lip to stifle her cries, her face flushed with arousal.
			

			
				On the other side, a girl with long, flowing hair was kneeling before her partner, who leaned back against the arm of the couch, his head tilted back in pleasure. She took him deep into her mouth, so that none of his shaft was visible.
			

			
				In the corner, a pair was engaged in a 69 position, their bodies writhing and shaking as they pleasured each other. The sound of wetness and muffled moans filled the air, and the sight of their bodies locked together made my heart race.
			

			
				 
			

			
				“Cut!” yelled the director suddenly. The moans gradually died down as everyone looked up.
			

			
				“Two-minute break, and then we’ll go to the sex,” he said. Crew members quickly circulated around the room, giving us plastic cups of water. We downed the welcome, cold liquid, and they collected the cups as quickly as they had dispensed them.
			

			
				Looking around the room, I could see all the naked bodies flushed with pleasure. Small breasts and large, hard cocks stood to attention, and every skin colour was represented. It was a beautiful sight.
			

			
				“Action!” shouted the director. “Let’s get fucking, people.”
			

			
				The tattooed couple went first, as if they couldn’t wait any longer. The man roughly bent his partner over the edge of the sofa and rammed his hard cock deep inside her. All around us, the sexual tension skyrocketed, and everyone started to do it.
			

			
				Aisha and I relaxed back on our cushions, holding each other. Adam moved between my legs, his eager cock nestling between my wet folds. He slid slowly into me, and I gasped into Aisha’s mouth. He started to fuck me, the familiar feeling of his hardness filling me, but in such a different setting to usual.
			

			
				Corey held his own cock, slowly pushing it inside Aisha and opening her up. She clung to me tightly as he stretched her with his thick shaft. “He’s so fucking big,” she whispered, her eyes rolling back in ecstasy. She spread her legs wider, moaning with pleasure as he penetrated her inch by inch.
			

			
				The sight of Corey’s muscular body moving over Aisha’s small frame gave me a thrill. I could see her breath quickening as he filled her. As Corey and Adam began to thrust into us harder, our moans grew louder, and we held each other tighter.
			

			
				Corey picked up the pace, fucking Aisha, and the room around us buzzed with the sounds of other couples, all lost in their own ecstasy. The sound of twenty people fucking was such a turn on, I felt the pressure inside me, my orgasm building quickly.
			

			
				Aisha came hard; the feeling of her body climaxing in my arms sent waves of pleasure coursing through me as I shared in her release. I leaned in closer, kissing her deeply, her huge breasts squashed against me. And then my own orgasm overtook me, making me light-headed as I felt it in every part of my body. The pleasure washed over me in waves as I let out a long, low moan.
			

			
				Adam and Corey withdrew, their hard cocks throbbing and soaked in our release. Corey’s black cock was covered in Aisha’s sticky white juices all the way to the base. How had he got the whole thing inside her tiny body? They looked at us, and I knew what they were asking. Should they swap?
			

			
				Aisha looked across at Adam, “Fuck me,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper. I nodded at Corey, giving him permission, too. The men swapped places. Adam quickly slipped inside Aisha, leaning over her and pressing his body against her breasts as he thrust into her.
			

			
				Corey, however, lay back on the cushions. “Do you want to go on top?” he asked me.
			

			
				I straddled him, holding his immense shaft in my hand. It was soaked with Aisha’s essence, and felt so thick and long. I pressed the head inside my folds and very slowly let myself sink down onto it. I felt the head stretch my inner lips and penetrate me. I sank deeper, feeling him stretch me all the way down.
			

			
				Halfway, I lifted up and then tried again, sinking further this time. He was so big. I started riding him, up and down, gradually working him deeper inside myself and letting out a loud moan with every thrust. From this position I get a great view of the room, everyone fucking like crazy, caught up in the atmosphere of the place. Over by the cameras, the two female pornstars were on their hands and knees being pounded hard from behind by the men.
			

			
				I continued to lift up and down on Corey, bracing my hands on his firm chest. I realised he was almost fully inside me now, filling me so much more than I was used to. I rocked my hips, fucking myself on him, the pressure quickly building inside once again.
			

			
				Adam was really giving it to Aisha, and I heard her climax, her long fingernails gripping his back and leaving marks on him. Fuck, that turned me on, seeing her mark my boyfriend with her lust. I came hard, sinking all the way down onto Corey’s cock and staying there, feeling my cunt clenching and massaging his cock as the waves of ecstasy pulsed through me.
			

			
				The tattooed guy suddenly let out an almighty groan, pulled his cock out of his partner, and sprayed cum all over her back. I noticed a few of the other guys were getting their release too, with women also climaxing all around me. The room was filled with the smell and sounds of sex, an intense mix of moans and heavy breathing.
			

			
				In one swift movement, Corey placed his hand on my ass and flipped me over. Now on top, he started fucking me hard. God, he was so big. It felt like I was being stretched to my limit. I wrapped my legs around him and kissed him for the first time, our tongues aggressively intertwining.
			

			
				I glanced up at Adam, who was still fucking Aisha. He met my gaze, and I could tell he was about to come. His mouth opened, and he let out a long groan as he filled her with cum, his thrusts becoming erratic as he released inside her.
			

			
				I came again, but Corey kept going. It seemed like we were one of the last couples still fucking. “Come inside me,” I panted in his ear.
			

			
				Corey nodded, too breathless to speak, and picked up the pace. I grabbed his ass with both hands, and he let out a loud cry as his cock swelled and throbbed inside me. I felt his muscles tense as he stopped thrusting, his cock pulsing as his warm release filled me deep inside.
			

			
				“Cut!” yelled the director. “Great job, everyone! That’s a wrap. You can get dressed and see Claudia to get paid. Thank you!”
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				After our experience on the porn shoot, we were feeling euphoric. The four of us headed out to a bar near the hostel to celebrate and get drunk. The atmosphere was buzzing, the neon lights glowing in the dimly lit space as music thumped around us. We found a booth at the back, ordered a round of drinks, and settled in.
			

			
				Given what had happened earlier that day, it didn’t take long for the conversation to turn to sex.
			

			
				“I can’t believe we actually did that,” Aisha laughed, sipping her beer. “I mean, seriously, what the fuck just happened?”
			

			
				Corey grinned, shaking his head. “Definitely not how I expected to spend my Monday morning.”
			

			
				I raised my glass, still feeling the high from the shoot. “Well, here’s to new experiences.”
			

			
				We clinked our glasses together. “So, what’s something you’ve always wanted to do but haven’t?” Adam asked after a while.
			

			
				Aisha looked thoughtful for a moment. “I’ve always wanted to try anal,” she said.
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow, a little surprised. Considering how wild she and Corey seemed, I figured they’d have done everything. “You’ve never tried it?” I asked.
			

			
				She shook her head, resting her hand on Corey’s arm. “I’m kind of scared of his huge dick,” she giggled, making us all laugh. “He’s put a finger up there before, but we haven’t gone further.”
			

			
				The image of Aisha’s tight little ass and Corey’s thick cock flashed in my mind, and I could feel a familiar heat stirring inside me again.
			

			
				I leaned forward, grinning as an idea formed. “Well,” I said, glancing at Adam before turning back to Aisha and Corey, “maybe Adam and I can help you with that. If you wanted to?”
			

			
				Aisha’s eyes widened slightly, a flush of excitement crossing her face. “Fuck,” she whispered, clearly turned on by the idea. “Like a hands-on sex education class, right?”
			

			
				I laughed, enjoying how eager she seemed. “Yeah, you could call it that,” I replied with a playful air kiss.
			

			
				I knew we were all dying to get back to the hostel. Still, we made ourselves linger in the pub for another hour, pretending to carry on normal conversation, even though our minds were clearly on what was coming next. The atmosphere was thick with sexual tension.
			

			
				 At one point, I found myself sitting next to Aisha, our bodies close. My hand naturally drifted onto her thigh. Before I even realised what was happening, our lips met in a passionate kiss right there in the bar. I could feel Corey and Adam watching.
			

			
				My hand slid slowly up Aisha’s thigh, under the soft fabric of her short summer dress. I could feel her muscles tense in anticipation, her breath coming quicker in my mouth. I kept my movements slow, teasing her, inching my hand higher while we continued kissing.
			

			
				Her lips parted with a soft moan as my hand grazed the edge of her panties, and she shifted slightly, spreading her legs just a little more to give me access. I glanced up, locking eyes with Adam and Corey, both watching us, their faces filled with lust as everyone else in the bar bustled around unaware.
			

			
				Aisha’s hand slid up my back, pulling me closer as I stroked her pussy, feeling the dampness of her through the thin fabric on her panties. Her breathing was shallow now, her huge chest rising and falling quickly. 
			

			
				“Fuck. You two!” said Adam, “I can’t take this any more, shall we go back to our room?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we got back to our room, I could tell the boys were eager to watch us after what had happened at the bar. Aisha and I climbed onto the bed, while Adam and Corey perched on the side, their eyes glued to us.
			

			
				I slowly lifted Aisha’s dress over her head, revealing her black lacy underwear. Her bra was so sheer I could see her almost-black nipples through the fabric. Her huge breasts hung low, even in the bra. Her matching knickers were also see-through, giving us a glimpse of her thick, black pubic hair. The thong at the back revealed her curvy ass perfectly.
			

			
				Aisha undressed me in return, removing my vest top and sliding my shorts down my thighs. My plain white underwear wasn’t nearly as sexy as hers, but I knew it wouldn’t be on for long. Aisha removed my knickers and dived in, her tongue finding my aching slit and exploring me. Her hands gripped my thighs firmly as she went deeper.
			

			
				I stretched back on the bed, arching my back as waves of pleasure coursed through me. It didn’t take long for Aisha to make me come, my body squirming with the intensity.
			

			
				I removed her underwear, freeing those incredible tits and sucking hard on each nipple. Then I slid her panties down, revealing her thick, dark pubic hair. I went down on her, loving the taste of her as I sucked on her long, dark labia.
			

			
				My fingers opened her up, exposing her pink, glistening cunt. I wrapped my mouth around her clit, sucking gently at first, then harder. Her moans filled the room as she grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulling me even closer. It wasn’t long before she came, her pussy swollen and dripping wet.
			

			
				Only now did I glance up at the boys. They had both stripped off and were stroking their hard cocks as they watched us, their eyes filled with lust.
			

			
				I lay back on the bed, and Aisha quickly straddled me, her thighs pinning me down. She leaned forward, her heavy breasts squashed against my stomach, creating a delicious warmth between us. In this position, we could both easily reach each other’s pussies with our mouths.
			

			
				As her tongue flicked across my clit, I gasped. At the same time, I reached up to tease her, my fingers sliding between her wet folds and finding her cunt soaking wet. Above, I could see the darker skin around her tight little asshole. I collected some of her essence on my fingertips and began to rub the tight muscles around her rear entrance with my fingers. Aisha moaned into my cunt with pleasure.
			

			
				I could feel her start to relax and open up as I rubbed her in a circular motion. “Adam, can you get the lube?” I said, sounding out of breath.
			

			
				I heard him moving to his backpack and then felt him getting back on the bed next to me. “Squeeze some on her ass,” I ordered.
			

			
				He squeezed a few drops of the lube onto her asshole above me, and I worked it in. As I applied a bit more pressure with my finger, suddenly one slipped in. “Oh, fuck,” Aisha panted.
			

			
				“Is it okay?” I asked.
			

			
				“Yes, I love it,” she breathed.
			

			
				I penetrated her a bit deeper and then added another finger, stretching her open even more. Adam was still next to me; I could see his cock out of the corner of my eye.
			

			
				“Adam, try fucking her in the ass,” I told him.
			

			
				He moved closer until his big, ginger balls were hanging above my face. I watched as he guided his cock to her rear entrance and applied a little bit of pressure.
			

			
				“Is it still okay?” I asked.
			

			
				“Yes. Fuck. I think it’s going to go in,” she gasped.
			

			
				Adam applied a tiny bit more pressure, and her muscles opened up just enough for the head of his cock to be swallowed.
			

			
				“Fuck!” she said. “Keep going!”
			

			
				Adam pressed harder, sinking deeper into her ass, then pulled out slightly and thrust in again. As he settled into a rhythm, she started letting out a breathless “Fuck” with each thrust.
			

			
				Soon, his cock was quite deep inside her, and he picked up the pace, fucking her in the ass. I watched closely, my face just inches away. She was too overwhelmed by the sensations to focus on licking me anymore.
			

			
				“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” she suddenly gasped. Seconds later, I saw her open cunt clench and spasm. The muscles around her ass gripped Adam’s shaft in waves as a powerful orgasm washed over her.
			

			
				She pulled away, rolling off me and lying on the bed, shaking with ecstasy. “Fuuuck,” she moaned, “that felt different from normal. But amazing.”
			

			
				We all waited, catching our breath. Then Aisha looked over at Corey. “Do you want to try?” she asked.
			

			
				“You sure?” he replied, surprised.
			

			
				“Yeah, just take it slow.”
			

			
				Corey squeezed a generous amount of lube onto his cock, massaging it over the thick shaft until it glistened. Aisha got on her knees, sticking her ass in the air, her face pressed into the sheets.
			

			
				Her ass looked tiny in comparison to his huge cock. Corey positioned himself behind her, pressing the slick tip against her tight opening. Aisha closed her eyes, biting her lip in anticipation, and Corey began to push forward, gently easing his way inside.
			

			
				A soft gasp escaped her lips as the head of his cock disappeared inside her. Corey moved slowly, letting her adjust to his size as, inch by inch, he penetrated deeper. Aisha’s breathing quickened, her fingers gripping the sheets. He paused for a moment, letting her body relax before pushing a little more, filling her completely.
			

			
				"Are you okay?" Corey asked, his hand resting on her lower back.
			

			
				“Yeah... keep going,” she whispered.
			

			
				Corey began to thrust slowly, his huge cock stretching her open with each careful movement. Aisha moaned into the sheets, her body trembling under the intense sensation. He grabbed her hips for better control, gently picking up the pace. Each thrust sent shivers through her body, and soon she was rocking back against him, taking him deeper.
			

			
				Suddenly, Aisha's whole body tensed as she came hard again, her fingers clawing at the sheets. A deep moan escaped her lips, and in the next instant, a clear stream of liquid shot out from her cunt, spraying across the bed and running down her thighs.
			

			
				Corey withdrew, watching in awe as she squirted, her body trembling from the intense release. She collapsed on the bed, her thighs glistening with the evidence of her powerful orgasm. I reached out, wrapping my arms around her and holding her until she stopped shaking.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” she said eventually, “Thank you, that was amazing.”
			

			
				“You’re welcome,” I laughed.
			

			
				After that, we reconnected with our boyfriends. Aisha and I lay on the bed, and Adam fucked me, while Corey fucked Aisha. It was wonderful having sex next to the other couple, and finally, I felt Adam’s warm release inside me.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				We spent another wonderful couple of days with Aisha and Corey in LA, taking in all the sights, like the Hollywood sign and the Walk of Fame. We had sex with them several times. But eventually it was time for Adam and me to get a bus to the border and continue our travels in Mexico. Aisha and Corey were travelling around the US and were heading in the other direction up the west coast.
			

			
				The last morning, we went out for breakfast with them at a small diner. The place had that old-school, retro vibe, with red leather booths and chrome accents. We ordered stacks of fluffy pancakes topped with fresh berries and maple syrup. The smell of coffee filled the air as we sat there, enjoying one last meal together.
			

			
				“We’re really going to miss you,” Aisha said when we had finished eating, lighting up her cigarette and leaning back in her chair.
			

			
				“So are we,” Adam agreed.
			

			
				“Definitely,” I said, “I love meeting people when travelling, but then it’s so hard when you have to go different ways. I feel like we connected with you two so well.”
			

			
				“We definitely connected,” laughed Corey with a smirk. “Over and over.”
			

			
				“Can I ask you something?” asked Aisha.
			

			
				“Of course,” I replied.
			

			
				“There’s one thing I’ve always wanted to do. And well, now you introduced us to ass stuff, well…” she said.
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				“I want to try both guys at the same time. The old Double Penetration,” she said dramatically, then laughed.
			

			
				“But our bus is in, like two hours,” said Adam, looking at his watch.
			

			
				“Then what are we waiting for?” I said, signalling for the bill.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back at the hostel, we didn’t waste any time getting naked. We were all very comfortable with each other now. Aisha and I exchanged a cheeky grin before we both got down on our knees on the floor, side by side. The boys stood in front of us, their belts and flies already undone.
			

			
				With teasing hands, we tugged their trousers down further, reaching into their underwear to free their hardening cocks. Aisha wrapped her fingers around Corey’s length, stroking him slowly, while I did the same with Adam. Aisha met my eyes and without another word, we both leaned in, tongues flicking out to taste them. 
			

			
				The boys groaned in unison, the sound filling the room. I wrapped my lips around Adam’s cock, taking him deeper into my mouth, feeling him throb against my tongue. Beside me, Aisha was doing the same with Corey, her lips sliding up and down his shaft as she sucked him.
			

			
				But I think we were all keen to get on with what we’d spoken about in the diner. We moved on to the bed, and Aisha climbed on top of Corey. She guided him between her folds. I loved seeing her tight lips stretch so wide and tight around his thick shaft. I couldn’t tear my eyes away as his cock slowly began to disappear inside her, her small frame making him look even bigger.
			

			
				Aisha let out a low moan, her head falling back as she settled on top of him, savouring the fullness of his cock buried deep inside her. I couldn’t resist moving to her and kissing her deeply, my hand reaching up to squeeze her large breasts as she moaned into my mouth.
			

			
				I could hear Adam behind us, already applying lube to his cock. He moved behind Aisha, his hands spreading her ass cheeks as he positioned himself.
			

			
				"Take it slow," she whispered, as Adam pressed the tip of his cock against her rear entrance.
			

			
				Adam nodded, easing forward with careful pressure. Aisha gasped as the head of his cock began to slip inside, her body tensing for a moment before relaxing.
			

			
				“Fuck,” he said, “I can feel Corey’s cock inside you.”
			

			
				“Oh my god,” she breathed, her fingers digging into Corey’s chest. “I’ve never been filled like this, god, fuck.”
			

			
				Adam pushed deeper, inch by inch, her moans growing louder with every slow thrust. I stayed close, kissing Aisha’s neck, my fingers still teasing her nipples, heightening her pleasure as she was taken by both men. Her breaths came in quick, shallow gasps as she was stretched to her limits, her body a perfect picture.
			

			
				Once Adam was fully inside her, both of them paused for a moment, letting Aisha adjust, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she tried to catch her breath. Then, slowly, they started to move together. Corey thrust up from underneath her while Adam eased back, and as Corey pulled out, Adam pushed deeper into her tight ass. Aisha’s body rocked between them, her moans growing louder with every movement, each thrust sending shudders of pleasure through her.
			

			
				“Fuck, that feels so good,” she gasped.
			

			
				Adam’s hands gripped her hips firmly, guiding her as he quickened his pace, thrusting deeper and harder. Corey matched his rhythm, pushing up into her soaked cunt, stretching her wide. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixing with Aisha’s breathless gasps and moans.
			

			
				Her body was completely caught between them, overwhelmed by the sensations of being fucked by both men. I watched her closely, loving the way she responded to every thrust, her face a mix of pleasure and need. I leaned in, kissing her again.
			

			
				Aisha’s moans grew louder, her nails raking across Corey’s chest as she was taken deeper and faster, completely lost in the moment.
			

			
				"Jesus Christ, I'm going to come so hard," Aisha gasped. Her body was shaking, on the edge of release as both men picked up the pace, their thrusts growing more urgent. I pulled one of her breasts to my mouth, sucking hard on her dark nipple.
			

			
				Aisha was completely overwhelmed, her body shaking between them as her moans grew louder, almost frantic. “Fuuuuck,” she screamed. Her eyes squeezed shut, and her whole body tensed. She let out a long cry as the orgasm hit her, waves of pleasure crashing through her. Her cunt clenched around Corey’s cock, her ass tightening around Adam as she came, her cries filling the room.
			

			
				It was too intense for her, and she lifted off Corey’s cock, squirting all over him before collapsing onto the bed, shaking uncontrollably. “Oh my god,” she panted, laughing breathlessly. “I’m going to take that orgasm to my grave.”
			

			
				“My go,” I said, desperate to be fucked like that too.
			

			
				I spread my lips open with my fingers and crouched over Corey, slowly sinking down onto his thick cock, taking him all the way to the base, feeling my cunt stretch and grip him tightly.
			

			
				Adam moved behind me, pressing his cock against my ass before thrusting inside. “Fuck, you’re so much tighter with his dick in you,” he gasped.
			

			
				Then they both started fucking me, Adam from behind and Corey from below. Waves of pleasure crashed through me with every thrust, and I closed my eyes, savouring the overwhelming sensation. I felt the pressure mounting, the intensity becoming almost unbearable.
			

			
				Aisha grabbed my face with both hands, holding me, and looking me deep in the eyes. I squeezed her breasts, holding on for dear life.
			

			
				“Oh fuck, I’m going to come,” I gasped, barely able to form the words. Actually, I’m not sure I uttered them aloud. My whole body tensed, the sensation so overwhelming that I thought I might break apart. And then, all at once, the orgasm tore through me.
			

			
				My muscles clenched around their cocks, and I screamed out, my body shaking violently as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. Both men kept thrusting, heightening the intensity until I was completely lost in it, my mind blank with pure, raw ecstasy.
			

			
				I barely noticed them picking up their pace, each of their thrusts becoming more desperate, more frantic. Corey was the first to come. With one final, deep thrust, he groaned loudly, his cock pulsing inside me as he released, filling me with his warmth.
			

			
				Adam wasn’t far behind. He gave a few more rough thrusts before he let out a long, low moan. I felt him tense behind me, his cock throbbing as he came, spilling deep inside my ass as the last waves of my climax washed over me.
			

			
				The room was filled with heavy breathing and the scent of sex. We collapsed together in a sweaty, tangled heap. 
			

			
				The emotion of having to leave Aisha and Corey, and the aftermath of the intense orgasm, overwhelmed me. I also suddenly remembered all the other friends I had made along the way and had to leave. I burst into tears. “I don’t want to leave you guys,” I sobbed.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				We took a series of buses over the next few days, travelling across Mexico and visiting some temples along the way. We fucked each other as often as possible, but didn’t have any adventures with other people.
			

			
				When we arrived in Mexico City, I wasn’t prepared for just how enormous the city was. We arrived at one of the four long-distance bus stations on the outskirts, and it took over an hour on another bus just to get anywhere near the centre. I’d always thought London was big and crowded, but this was something else entirely.
			

			
				I also hadn’t realised that every taxi here was a green and white Volkswagen Beetle. They were everywhere, zipping through the narrow streets and adding their unique charm to the colonial architecture of the city centre.
			

			
				We found a hotel that was hardly any more expensive than a hostel, mainly aimed at business people. From the outside, it was tall and narrow, but inside, the rooms opened up onto a charming courtyard cafe.
			

			
				It didn’t take long for us to make friends with a businessman named Mateo. In his mid-thirties, he was half Mexican, half American, taller than most locals, with a thick black moustache. He often hung around the cafe reading the newspaper, and before long, we were chatting regularly, occasionally practising our Spanish with him.
			

			
				Mateo had been staying at the hotel for quite some time, though I wasn’t exactly sure why or what his business involved. He had a suite that occupied the entire top floor, while ours was just one tiny room a floor below. After a few days, I started noticing young women heading upstairs to his suite, only to leave about an hour later. I was intrigued, they didn’t seem like prostitutes; they looked like a mix of businesswomen, housewives, and students.
			

			
				One morning, while we were having breakfast in the courtyard café, I noticed a woman in a smart business suit walk straight into the hotel and head upstairs. I watched her all the way to the top floor until she disappeared.
			

			
				“Did you see that?” I asked Adam.
			

			
				“What?”
			

			
				“Another woman just went to see Mateo. Let’s hang around and see if she comes back out,” I suggested.
			

			
				Adam laughed. “Why are you so interested? It’s none of our business. Maybe he teaches piano or something.”
			

			
				“Hmm,” I replied, sceptical.
			

			
				About forty minutes later, I spotted the woman coming down the staircase.
			

			
				"Look!" I said, poking Adam.
			

			
				She walked across the courtyard, her high heels tapping sharply on the tiles, and headed out the door to the street. “Did you see that?” I asked Adam, excited. “Her hair wasn’t as neat as before, almost messy, and her face looked flushed.”
			

			
				Adam grinned. "You've got sex on the brain," he teased. "Speaking of which, fancy a quick trip to the room before we go check out that church?" He slid his hand onto my leg.
			

			
				A familiar heat stirred between my legs. "Come on," I said, grabbing his hand and pulling him towards our room.
			

			
				 
			

			
				In the evenings, the café transformed into the hotel bar. Mateo often joined us for a few drinks, and after a few rounds, I finally worked up the courage to ask him something about the women.
			

			
				"So, Mateo," I began, lighting a cigarette, "I couldn’t help but notice you had a visitor this morning."
			

			
				Mateo nodded casually, patting his jacket pocket in search of his own cigarettes. When he came up empty, I slid my pack across the table.
			

			
				"Gracias," he said, taking one and lighting it.
			

			
				“Actually," I continued, "it seems like you’ve had quite a few young women stopping by."
			

			
				“Carrie!" Adam interjected, laughing. "You sound like you’ve been spying on him."
			

			
				Mateo chuckled, exhaling a cloud of smoke. "No worries," he said with a grin. "I’ll let you in on my little hobby." He leaned back in his chair, his eyes glinting mischievously. "There’s this website… like a message board… where women in Mexico City can go when they’re not getting... what they need from their husbands. Maybe they’re craving a bit of… discipline. And there, they can meet men like me… men who can give it to them. No questions asked."
			

			
				He paused, glancing between Adam and me, gauging our reaction. I could feel my cheeks heat up, but it wasn’t from embarrassment. The word discipline had sparked something inside me, and I realised, with a jolt, that I was suddenly very wet.
			

			
				“That sounds amazing,” I said, my throat dry.
			

			
				“It’s kind of like a public service,” he said with a smile.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Later, when Mateo was in the restroom, I decided to ask Adam what he would think about me sleeping with Mateo. Although we’d both been with other people, I hadn’t actually just gone off with another man on my own since we’d been properly together. I was a bit nervous that Adam would be jealous.
			

			
				“Adam…” I began.
			

			
				“Yes?”
			

			
				“Can I ask you something?” I said.
			

			
				“You want to fuck Mateo?” he guessed.
			

			
				I laughed, “How did you know?”
			

			
				“You’re so transparent when you fancy someone, Carrie,” he said, grinning.
			

			
				“So what do you think?” I said, biting my lip.
			

			
				“Go for it,” he said, putting his hand on my leg and leaning over to kiss me on the forehead.
			

			
				When Mateo came back, I didn’t know how to broach the subject right away, so we continued chatting about other things.
			

			
				“Well, I’m going to my room,” Mateo said after a while, finishing the last of his beer. “I’m expecting an overnight guest tonight,” he said with a wink.
			

			
				“So, how does someone make an appointment?” I said suddenly.
			

			
				He looked at me, not quite understanding. “Usually I meet them through the website,” he said.
			

			
				I took a deep breath. “And if I wanted to make an appointment?” I felt myself turning red.
			

			
				Mateo looked between Adam and me. “Aren’t you two…” Mateo began.
			

			
				“Yes,” I replied, “But we have a very open relationship.”
			

			
				“I see,” said Mateo with a grin, “Well, in that case, would you like to come and see me tomorrow, say at 11 am?”
			

			
				“Yes, please,” I said, my heart racing.
			

			
				“And how much… discipline, do you need?” he asked, looking at me thoughtfully.
			

			
				“A little,” I said, with a cheeky grin, “I always try to be a good girl, but sometimes it’s hard.”
			

			
				Mateo nodded and stood up. He kissed my hand and shook Adam’s, then headed for the stairs.
			

			
				Adam leaned over to me, “You’ve made my cock hard, let’s go to the room,” he said quietly.
			

			
				In the room, Adam fucked me extra hard that night. I could tell he was turned on by the thought of what I was going to get up to the next day.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next morning, I stood nervously outside Mateo’s suite, my heart racing. I had on the sexy lace underwear Lucia had bought me back in Auckland, complete with matching suspenders. Over it, I wore a tight, black dress that barely skimmed over the tops of the suspenders, only just long enough to keep them hidden.
			

			
				Mateo greeted me with a kiss on each cheek, his smile warm and his eyes lingering on me. His suite was stunning, a mix of colonial charm with antique furniture. The sunlight streamed through the large windows, casting a golden glow over the room. From where I stood, I could see the rooftops of Mexico City stretching out below. It felt so sexy, standing there in my lingerie beneath the dress, I felt like I was in a movie. My pulse quickened.
			

			
				"You look beautiful, Carrie," he said, his eyes roaming over me, lingering on the hem of my dress. I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks.
			

			
				"Gracias," I replied, my voice sounding more confident than I felt.
			

			
				He closed the door behind me with a soft click, and I felt a flutter of nervous excitement in my stomach. 
			

			
				"Have you thought about why you came here?" he asked, his eyes locked on mine.
			

			
				I swallowed hard. "I think I have," I said, feeling a rush of arousal. ”I want you to take control. To teach me a lesson.”
			

			
				Mateo stepped closer to me. "Good. I want you to follow my lead. Trust me. This is about your pleasure, not mine. If you feel at all uncomfortable, I want you to say your safe word."
			

			
				I nodded, my heart racing. We discussed it a bit more. He asked me if I wanted him to wear condoms, and I decided I did not.
			

			
				He gently ran his fingers along the neckline of my dress, sending a shiver down my spine. His touch was light, teasing, as he slowly traced a path down the fabric, stopping just above where my suspenders began.
			

			
				"Take off your dress," he instructed softly.
			

			
				I reached for the zipper, my fingers trembling slightly as I slid it down. The dress fell to the floor in a soft pool around my feet, leaving me standing in the lace lingerie, suspenders, and heels. I felt completely exposed under his gaze.
			

			
				His hand reached up to my face, and he held me gently. “You’ve been a very bad girl,” he said sternly. “You’ve been spying on me, watching the comings and goings from my apartment.”
			

			
				I knew it was just a game, but it still made my stomach flip. “I… I’m sorry,” I stammered, “I didn’t mean…”
			

			
				“Do you know what happens to girls who have been bad?” he asked.
			

			
				“No… what?” I asked, my voice trembling. I don’t think my knickers had ever been so wet.
			

			
				“Turn around,” he ordered.
			

			
				I spun round. I was facing the simple wooden breakfast table by the windows. He placed his hand on my back, pushing me gently so I bent over the table. My face touched the cold wood.
			

			
				“You’ve been a naughty girl, and naughty girls need to be taught a lesson,” he said.
			

			
				I felt my breath quicken at his words. My heart raced, my body completely at his mercy. His hands slid down my sides, taking in the curve of my waist, lingering at the suspenders that barely covered my exposed thighs.
			

			
				He ran his fingers along the back of my thighs, teasingly slow, before slipping them under my knickers and pulling them down to my ankles. The air hit my bare skin, and I felt my pulse quicken even more. I felt exposed, knowing he could see my pussy and asshole.
			

			
				"Stay still," he commanded. I gripped the edge of the table, my body tensing in anticipation. Then, with a sharp sting, his hand came down on my bare ass, not too hard, but enough to make me gasp.
			

			
				"Bad girls get punished," he whispered, delivering another quick slap. The heat from his hand radiated through me, and I let out a moan that I couldn’t hold back.
			

			
				Mateo continued, alternating between sharp, sudden slaps and soft, lingering caresses. Each touch sent electric pulses through my body, making me ache for more. Soon, my ass felt like it was on fire, burning red on both cheeks.
			

			
				“Spying isn’t nice. How are you going to make it up to me?” he asked, amusement evident in his voice.
			

			
				“Um,” I breathed, struggling to find my words as the heat between my legs intensified. “I could… suck your cock?”
			

			
				He yanked me up by my hair. “Get on your knees,” he ordered.
			

			
				I sank to my knees in front of him. Slowly, he unbuckled his belt and then, even slower, unzipped his fly. Reaching inside his trousers, he pulled out his cock. It was hard and thick.
			

			
				Twisting his fingers back into my hair, he pulled me closer. I opened my mouth, eager and ready, feeling the softness of his skin against the hardness beneath. His cock was warm in my mouth as he guided me, moving me back and forth, forcing me to take him deeper with each thrust.
			

			
				I relaxed my throat, opening up to take him all the way in. “Good girl,” he said, sounding pleased. The praise sent a shiver of excitement down my spine, intensifying the throbbing heat between my legs.
			

			
				He tightened his grip on my hair, controlling my movements as he thrust deeper. I felt his cock push against the back of my throat. Saliva was running out of my mouth onto my cleavage.
			

			
				“Well, you’re a perfect little cock sucker,” he murmured. I could hear the satisfaction in his tone, and it drove me wild. “You must have sucked a lot of cocks?”
			

			
				I couldn’t answer as his cock filled my mouth. I managed a little nod, looking up at him.
			

			
				He began to pick up the pace, moving my head back and forth. I could feel the pressure building in my cunt, the need to touch myself growing stronger with every moment. Each time I took him deeper, he groaned softly, the sound vibrating through his chest, encouraging me to keep going.
			

			
				“Just like that, slut. You’re doing so well,” he whispered. I could feel him getting even harder, his cock throbbing and his balls tightening.
			

			
				Suddenly, he pulled me up by my hair, making me stop just before he came in my mouth. He turned around and went to sit on the sofa, leaving me standing there.
			

			
				“Sit up on the table,” he said. “Your cock sucking was good; I’m going to let you make yourself come.”
			

			
				My heart racing, I did as I was told. My cunt was soaking, the curly hair wet and matted. I eagerly plunged four fingers inside myself, moaning softly at the feeling of fullness as I began to fuck myself. The familiar pressure built quickly, and I pulled my fingers out, dripping with my own arousal, before I began to circle my clit with my wetness. 
			

			
				“Look at you,” he said, watching intently from the sofa with his hand on his cock. “You’re such a dirty girl. Just like that, keep going.”
			

			
				I lost myself in the moment, my fingers moving faster, matching the urgency of the need building within me. Each stroke sent jolts of ecstasy coursing through my body, my breath quickening as I approached the edge. I could feel my wetness leaking out my cunt and running down over my asshole.
			

			
				I glanced over at him, his eyes dark with lust as he took in the sight of me. I bit my lip, trying to suppress the moans that threatened to escape, but it was impossible. The tension in my body coiled tighter, and I felt my orgasm drawing nearer.
			

			
				“Don’t stop now,” he urged. “I want to see you come all over that table.”
			

			
				I let go, the wave of pleasure crashing over me like a tidal wave. I cried out, unable to contain the sounds of ecstasy as my body shuddered with the force of my orgasm. My fingers worked furiously against my clit as I rode out the waves of pleasure, the world around me blurring.
			

			
				As I collapsed against the table, breathless and spent, I looked over at him, a satisfied grin on his face. “Good girl,” he said, his eyes glinting with approval.
			

			
				He stood. Very slowly, he dropped his trousers and underwear to the floor. Then, with deliberate slowness, he unbuttoned his shirt, taking his time to reveal his chest, which was covered in thick, black hair. My desperation for him intensified, and I felt a fire burning deep within me.
			

			
				Finally, he approached, moving between my legs, his hard cock nestled teasingly between my wet folds. “If I fuck you,” he said quietly, “you must promise not to spy on me anymore.”
			

			
				“Yes, I promise,” I gasped, my cunt clenching with need, desperate to feel him fill me. The urgency of my desire made it hard to think straight.
			

			
				He pressed against me, almost breaching me but not quite. I could feel the heat radiating off his body as he hovered so close, and the teasing sensation made my heart race. “Please…” I begged.
			

			
				He smirked at my desperation, enjoying the control he had over the situation. “How much do you want it?” he teased.
			

			
				With a surge of determination, I arched my back, pushing my hips toward him, trying to force him inside me. “I want you, Mateo,” I said breathlessly. “I need you inside me. Fuck me.”
			

			
				“Good girl,” he said. He finally pressed against me, slowly pushing the head of his cock into my wet entrance. A jolt of pleasure coursed through me as I felt his thick cock stretch me, my body craving more. I moaned, lost in the sensation of him filling me inch by inch.
			

			
				He paused for a moment, his cock throbbing halfway inside me. “You feel so good,” he murmured. “But I need to hear you say it again.”
			

			
				“I want you, Mateo,” I cried, urgently. “Please, fuck me.”
			

			
				With that, he plunged into me, filling me completely. I gasped at the intensity, my body arching as waves of pleasure washed over me. He began to move, thrusting hard and deep. I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him in closer, wanting more of him.
			

			
				“Good girl,” he grunted, his pace quickening. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed in the room as he drove into me. I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my mind spinning as he filled me completely, pushing me closer and closer to the edge. I closed my eyes as the sensations rushed through me.
			

			
				“Look at me,” he commanded, pulling my chin up so our eyes locked. “I want to see your face when you come.”
			

			
				With a final thrust, I was sent spiralling into ecstasy. I cried out as the waves of my orgasm crashed over me, my body shaking as pleasure coursed through every nerve ending. Mateo thrust into me, riding out my high as our eyes remained locked. Finally, I felt myself collapsing back against the cool table, breathless and spent.
			

			
				But Mateo wasn’t finished with me. He made me stand on the floor, bent over the table. “Open yourself with your hands,” he told me.
			

			
				I reached back, spreading my cheeks with my hands, knowing he could see deep inside my swollen cunt.
			

			
				“Good whore,” he said, guiding his cock into my hole. He fucked me hard like that, his thumb pressed against my rear entrance until I came again.
			

			
				Then he took me to the sofa. He fucked me on top, then from behind, kneeling on the sofa. Then he made me ride him while he sucked my tits and put his finger in my ass. I came so many times I lost count.
			

			
				But eventually, he couldn’t last any longer. “Get on your knees,” he ordered. I knelt before him. “Finish me off onto your face. It’s all you deserve,” he said.
			

			
				Using both hands, I stroked his cock, running them up and down the shaft and over the head, faster and faster. He watched me impassively until finally, I felt his cock swelling, and he groaned. He came, a huge amount of cum spurting from his cock all over my face and hair. Load after load pulsed out, and I closed my eyes as I felt the warm liquid coat me.
			

			
				“Good girl,” he said, passing me a towel.
			

			
				I cleaned up and dressed. Then we cuddled up on the sofa, smoking.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I got back to our room, Adam was reading a book. “How was it?” he asked, looking up.
			

			
				“Wonderful,” I said, “I came so many times. I’ll tell you all about it later, but I’m starving, can we go and get some food?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				I followed the dive instructor's spotlight, the only sound coming from the bubbles of my regulator. It was darker here, with nothing but the cave above us. Gradually, though, the water brightened to a brilliant blue. When we surfaced, we found ourselves in an underground cave, completely filled with the lake and only accessible through the flooded passage we’d just swum through. Sunlight poured in through small holes in the cave walls, casting bright beams onto the dark water. It was an incredible, secret sight.
			

			
				Sophia, the dive instructor, took out her regulator as we all treaded water. "This is the cave of San Sebastian," she told us, slightly out of breath. "It was only discovered last year. It's so beautiful."
			

			
				We were diving in a cenote in Yucatan, Mexico. Cave diving is usually quite dangerous, but Adam and I had both completed our PADI certification in Thailand. This cenote had been roped and lit, so Sophia had assured us there was no risk of getting lost.
			

			
				After giving us a few minutes to take it all in, Sophia led us back through the tunnel to the main cave entrance, and we climbed out of the water-filled hole in the ground.
			

			
				"Wow, that was the best dive yet," Adam said as we slipped off our tanks and hauled them to the truck. It was our third dive in the fresh waters of the cenotes.
			

			
				"Oh look," I said with a smirk, "Your fan club's coming."
			

			
				It was Sophia. She’d been flirting with Adam all week, right in front of me. She was Mexican, petite, with long black hair, currently trying to dry it as she walked over. "Hola, Adam," she said, standing a little too close to him.
			

			
				Now she’d taken the BCD off, she was only wearing shorts and the tiniest bikini top. She hardly had any breasts at all, though, even smaller than mine. But she was very pretty. 
			

			
				She also kept touching Adam; this time her hand was on his arm. “Adam, what did you think of the secret cave?”
			

			
				“Beautiful,” he grinned. He’d been encouraging her all week, too. I bit my lip, watching the two of them. I’d kept hoping something would happen between them, the sexual tension had been building for days. I think it was turning me on even more than Adam. But how best to make it happen?
			

			
				I decided to push things along. "Sophia, can I have a quick word?" I asked.
			

			
				"Er, claro," she replied, looking a bit uneasy.
			

			
				Adam walked off to help with the others' tanks, leaving just the two of us.
			

			
				"I couldn’t help but notice you’ve been coming onto my boyfriend," I said, trying to hide a smirk.
			

			
				Her face went pale. "¿Qué? No, I would never... it's against the rules with clients... and I know he's your boyfriend."
			

			
				"But you’d like to, wouldn’t you?" I teased.
			

			
				She hesitated before admitting, “Claro. I mean, that ginger hair, those eyes… you’re really lucky, Carrie.”
			

			
				"What if I told you I’m not the only one who gets lucky with him?" I said, raising an eyebrow.
			

			
				Her cheeks flushed deeper. "What do you mean?"
			

			
				"Adam and I are pretty open-minded," I said, keeping my voice low. "Let’s just say, if you ever wanted to… explore things further with him, it wouldn’t be a problem with me."
			

			
				Her eyes widened in shock. "Really? You wouldn’t be jealous?"
			

			
				I shook my head, grinning. "Not at all. In fact, it turns me on."
			

			
				She glanced over at Adam, watching him carry a couple of tanks with ease, his muscles straining against his t-shirt. "Oh my god," she whispered, clearly taken aback, but I could tell how turned on she was just thinking about it.
			

			
				When we got back to the dive shop, Adam offered to help unload the truck as usual. “I’m going to head back to the hostel,” I told him.
			

			
				“Oh, okay,” he said, raising an eyebrow. “Everything okay?”
			

			
				I leaned in close, whispering in his ear, “I think Sophia wants to fuck you.”
			

			
				Adam grinned, his eyes lighting up. “I thought you were looking horny,” he teased, giving me a kiss on the cheek before grabbing a crate of equipment to carry inside.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back at the hostel, I couldn’t wait to indulge in my thoughts of Sophia and Adam together. I quickly found the massive dildo I’d been given in New Zealand and my small bullet vibrator.
			

			
				I jumped on the bed, sliding my fingers into the waistband of my shorts and pulling them off along with my knickers in one swift motion. Spreading my legs wide, I felt the cool breeze from the overhead fan hit my exposed parts, making my body tingle.
			

			
				Lying back on the bed, I turned on the vibrator. I teased myself with it, running it gently over my clit as I imagined Adam and Sophia together. The thought of her small, tight body pressed against his muscular frame sent a wave of heat through me. I pictured Adam pushing her up against the wall of the dive shop, their bodies grinding against each other.
			

			
				I pressed the vibrator onto my clit more firmly, the buzz intensifying the pleasure. I could almost hear her gasping as Adam took control, his hands gripping her waist, her eyes wide with lust. I slid the huge dildo inside me, filling myself completely as my mind wandered further into the fantasy.
			

			
				I imagined Sophia moaning Adam’s name, her back arching as he thrust into her. I started fucking myself with the huge dildo, the vibrator still on my clit. I bit my lip, my orgasm was coming full steam ahead and I tried to hold back, savouring the thought of them fucking hard, her small breasts pressed against his chest, their skin slick with sweat.
			

			
				I forced the dildo deeper inside me, stretching me wide open with its large girth. It was slick with my wetness and I picked up the pace, fucking myself with it as hard and deep as I could.
			

			
				Suddenly, I came hard, my legs trembling uncontrollably as the orgasm ripped through me. My cunt tightened and pushed the dildo out with the force of the contractions. My breath was ragged, my body overwhelmed by the throbbing pleasure coursing through me.
			

			
				But I wasn’t finished yet. Desperate for more, I quickly reached for the dildo again, positioning myself on my knees. I pushed it beneath me, lowering myself onto it, savouring the fullness as it slid inside me once more. My hips moved instinctively, grinding down on the thick toy, the pleasure building up again almost immediately.
			

			
				The images of Adam and Sophia filled my mind once more, driving me wild. What positions were they fucking in? What were they doing? I wondered what Sophia was into. Was she on her knees, begging for his cock? Or had she taken control, riding him on the floor of the dive shop?
			

			
				I came again, my head spinning so intensely I collapsed onto the bed, gasping for breath. Lying on my back, I pressed the vibrator firmly against my clit, my cunt now aching and gaping without the dildo. The steady vibrations sent waves of pleasure rushing through me, radiating from between my legs into every inch of my body. My thighs clenched tight around my hand, each movement building me closer to another peak. This time, a loud scream escaped my lips as I came again, the intensity of it making me briefly panic that someone might hear and come to check on me.
			

			
				But I wasn’t stopping. I repeated the same frantic cycle; fucking myself with the dildo, pushing it deep, then stimulating my clit with the buzzing vibrator. Over and over again, my body shook with orgasm after orgasm, pleasure pulsing through my veins like a drug. My mind stayed fixed on one thing: the thought of Adam’s thick cock pumping relentlessly into Sophia’s petite frame, her body giving in to him completely.
			

			
				I was vaguely aware that the sheets beneath me were soaked, a large, damp patch spreading wider with each intense release. My body was trembling, spent but still craving more as each wave hit me. But eventually, the pleasure was so overwhelming that I couldn't take it anymore. My limbs felt heavy, my muscles aching from the relentless orgasms.
			

			
				I collapsed back onto the bed, completely drained, my legs still twitching slightly with the aftershocks. My breath came in shallow gasps as I tried to regain some sense of control over my body. 
			

			
				My skin was warm, the air cool against my sweat-soaked body. I was sated, utterly spent, my mind and body completely satisfied. I’d never had so many orgasms in such a short space of time. I closed my eyes and was instantly asleep.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I woke to the sound of the door opening and Adam stepping inside. A chill ran through me; the sweat had dried on my body, and the damp sheets beneath me felt clammy against my skin. I could still feel remnants of my release, dried on my thighs.
			

			
				“What have you been up to?” he asked, laughing as he took in the scene. I must have looked quite the sight: naked, with my legs still splayed and the oversized dildo lying next to me on the bed.
			

			
				“Come and warm me,” I replied, reaching out to him with a playful grin.
			

			
				He stripped off his clothes and joined me under the sheets, wrapping his arms around me. The warmth of his body felt incredible against my skin, and I snuggled closer, inhaling his familiar scent.
			

			
				“Tell me everything,” I whispered in his ear, planting soft kisses along his neck.
			

			
				“Well, when we’d finished unloading the truck, she locked the shop door and made a move on me.”
			

			
				My heart raced at the thought. “What happened?”
			

			
				“She ended up on the counter, with me standing between her legs,” he said, grinning as he spoke. “One moment we were chatting, and the next, we were kissing, and she was pulling down my shorts.”
			

			
				I was breathing heavily at the thought. My hand went to his cock, feeling it harden in my grasp. I kissed him on the neck again, “Tell me more,” I panted.
			

			
				Adam described going down on her and fingering her, and then how she swapped around and sucked his cock. When he mentioned that, I slipped down under the covers and took him into my mouth, sucking on him even as he recounted his blowjob from Sophia. My hand went between my legs, stimulating my aching clit again.
			

			
				I crawled up Adam’s body, grinding myself against his erection as our lips met in a passionate kiss. “Tell me you fucked her,” I whispered.
			

			
				“I fucked her,” he confirmed, a sly grin spreading across his face. “She sat on the counter and opened her legs wide for me. She was soaking wet. I put a condom on and slid my cock into her. She was so fucking tight that I could barely get it all in.”
			

			
				“Mmm, my big-dicked boyfriend,” I giggled, my excitement bubbling over as I continued rubbing my clit against his shaft. “Did you stretch her open?”
			

			
				“Yeah, I did,” he replied, his sexy Scottish accent driving me wild with desire. “She was moaning and clinging to me, and I could feel her cunt gripping every inch of me. She was so fucking wet.”
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I whispered. I couldn’t wait any longer and slipped his cock inside me, sinking down and feeling him fill me.
			

			
				“And how did she look?” I asked, biting my lip as I imagined the scene.
			

			
				“Her eyes were closed, and she had a blissful expression on her face,” he said, gasping now as I rode him. “Her hair was all messy, and she looked so beautiful.”
			

			
				I pressed myself down harder against him, lost in the image he was painting. “What else?” I urged, wanting to hear every detail.
			

			
				“I started off slow, but then I couldn’t help myself. I picked up the pace, and her legs wrapped around my waist, pulling me deeper inside her,” he continued. “She was gasping and moaning my name, telling me how good it felt.”
			

			
				My body responded to his words, the heat between us building as I ground against him. “Oh god, Adam,” I panted, “you must have loved every second of it, fucking that little slut in her tight cunt.”
			

			
				“I did,” he admitted, his hands finding my hips, guiding my movements. “But the best part was seeing her come on my cock. She was so close, and I could feel her body start to tremble. I wanted to make her scream.”
			

			
				The thought sent a wave of excitement through me. “Did you?” I asked breathlessly, craving more.
			

			
				He nodded, a smirk on his lips. “Yeah, I pushed deeper and faster until she finally let go. It was incredible, she was moaning and shaking, and I was right there deep inside her, feeling everything.”
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” I moaned, pressing all the way down and feeling my own release on Adam’s cock, massaging and soaking him. I leaned down, kissing him fiercely as our bodies moved together in perfect rhythm, lost in each other once more.
			

			
				“Tell me what happened next,” I begged, still grinding on him.
			

			
				He smirked and gently pushed me off of him. “Get on your knees,” he said.
			

			
				I quickly obeyed, kneeling in front of him and offering my ass up. I spread my legs slightly, knowing he could see how wet and ready I was. “Tell me what you did,” I gasped.
			

			
				He guided his cock to my entrance. “She wanted it from behind,” he said.
			

			
				“Oh, yeah?” I teased.
			

			
				“Yeah,” he replied, sliding his cock all the way inside me. “Just like this. She was begging for it harder, telling me to give it to her.” He thrust deeper. “I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.”
			

			
				“Oh yes, fuck me hard, just like you fucked Sophia,” I panted, as he started pounding into me, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the room.
			

			
				His hand reached around to rub my clit as he kept thrusting from behind. I came hard, grabbing the sheets and moaning into them.
			

			
				Adam slowed down, his thrusts gentler as I came down from my high. “Do you know where she wanted me to come?” he whispered in my ear.
			

			
				“No. Where?” I asked, still breathless.
			

			
				“In her mouth,” he murmured, kissing my neck.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I said, feeling another surge of arousal. “The slut.” I turned around and bent over, taking his cock deep into my mouth.
			

			
				“Fuuuck, just like that,” Adam moaned. “I filled her mouth with cum.”
			

			
				I bobbed my head, sucking him as hard as I could, one hand fondling his balls. Adam let out a long groan, his balls tightening in my hand. His whole body tensed, and with a final sigh of relief, I felt his warm cum flood into my mouth.
			

			
				I tried to swallow as much as possible, but there was so much of it, some escaped and ran down my chin. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, grinning up at Adam. He smiled back, looking happy, gently brushing a hand through my hair.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next morning, we prepped for our last dive, this time in the sea. The sun was already high in the sky as we boarded the small boat. The water sparkled, reflecting the light in a thousand directions as we headed out to the dive site.
			

			
				"The rock formation’s about twenty metres down," Sophia said, standing at the edge of the boat. “And you should see a lot of turtles.”
			

			
				So far, apart from some intimate glances between her and Adam, Sophia had been pretending nothing had happened. But just being near her was making me feel horny, I couldn’t stop thinking about her small, flat-chested body and dark hair, and how she must have looked being destroyed by Adam’s cock.
			

			
				I adjusted my mask, heart pounding with excitement. Adam gave me a grin as he finished checking his gear. “Ready?” he asked.
			

			
				“Born ready,” I replied with a smirk.
			

			
				We hit the water at the same time, going backwards off the side of the boat. The coolness of the water wrapped around us instantly. After a quick signal check, we deflated our BCDs and started descending slowly into the blue. The deeper we went, the more the world above us seemed to fade away, replaced by the quiet, dreamlike world of the ocean.
			

			
				Then I spotted one, a turtle, as big as a human, moving silently through the water just a few metres away. I grabbed Adam’s arm in excitement and pointed, but he’d already seen it. His eyes lit up behind his mask.
			

			
				We continued descending towards the rock formation on the seafloor, and as we got closer, more and more turtles swam gracefully past us. It was breathtaking, unlike anything I’d ever experienced. Being underwater with these enormous, ancient creatures was surreal. The way the turtles moved was so calm, so effortless.
			

			
				I wanted to get closer, to see more of the turtles gliding by the rocks below. I reached for the controls on my BCD, trying to release some air to sink down further. But instead of descending, I felt myself start to rise.
			

			
				At first, I didn’t think much of it, just a little adjustment, I thought. But as I kept pressing the button, I realised something was wrong. Instead of going down, I was going up... fast. I panicked, pressing the button harder, convinced I was deflating, but it only made things worse. More air rushed into my BCD, and I shot upwards, faster and faster.
			

			
				By the time I realised I was pressing the wrong button, I was already on the surface, bobbing up and down next to the boat. The boat driver looked at me, clearly surprised. My stomach dropped as the reality of my mistake hit me. I’d surfaced way too quickly. We were supposed to ascend slowly, giving the nitrogen in our blood time to equalise.
			

			
				The driver helped me into the boat. He was from the dive shop and knew exactly what to do. Even though I felt fine, he explained that precautions were necessary and immediately gave me oxygen.
			

			
				About ten minutes later, the rest of the group surfaced, having carefully ascended with safety stops along the way. I still felt fine, just very foolish about my mistake. Sophia quickly came to my side, and we headed back to the mainland.
			

			
				She explained that the dive insurance we’d paid for covered everything and that I would need to go into the hyperbaric chamber to decompress slowly. Someone with first aid training would have to accompany me, and Sophia offered to be that person. She was so kind and understanding about the whole situation, and for the moment, I forgot all about her and Adam.
			

			
				Once we arrived at the medical centre, they wasted no time getting me into the hyperbaric chamber. It was a small, metal cylinder, not quite big enough to stand up in, but comfortable enough with a bed and cushions. The pressure would start high and gradually decrease over the next six hours to safely decompress my body.
			

			
				Sophia joined me inside, her calm presence a relief. She gave me a reassuring smile as the door sealed shut, the sound of air hissing in as the pressure began to build. “It’s going to be fine,” she said gently.
			

			
				We could see Adam through the thick glass window, his worried face peering in, but they soon sent him away, leaving just Sophia and me. We’d brought snacks, books, and games to pass the time, but we hardly needed them. We were getting on so well, the hours passing quickly as we chatted.
			

			
				Eventually, the conversation drifted toward Adam. “You know,” Sophia said hesitantly, “it’s really nice to share your boyfriend with other people. I’m not sure I would do that.”
			

			
				I shook my head. “It probably sounds odd, but honestly... I’ve never really had a proper boyfriend before Adam. I’ve always been with more than one person at a time. It just felt... normal to me. So when we got together, staying open didn’t seem strange.”
			

			
				Sophia raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Really? So, you’ve never been… monogamous?” She stumbled over the unfamiliar last word.
			

			
				I shrugged. “Not really. And the funny thing is, I’ve got this huge kink for watching people have sex. It drives me wild. Seeing Adam with someone else doesn’t make me jealous, it turns me on.”
			

			
				Sophia blinked, trying to process. “Eso es... muy interesante,” she said slowly. “So, you’ve actually watched Adam with someone else?”
			

			
				“Oh yes,” I replied with a laugh. “That’s kind of how we met. I walked in on him having sex with someone in a backpacker dorm.”
			

			
				Sophia burst out laughing. “Did you stay and watch, really?”
			

			
				“Yep, and later, we arranged for me to watch them again. Eventually, I joined in. I’ve seen Adam with quite a few others since then.”
			

			
				“Wow,” Sophia said, still absorbing everything. “That’s wild. I’ve slept with a lot of people, but always one at a time. And it really turns you on, sí?”
			

			
				“Yeah, even just hearing about it does,” I said, blushing as I admitted more. “Like when he told me about you two, it drove me crazy with desire, and we ended up... well, you know.”
			

			
				Now it was Sophia’s turn to blush. “Oh, wow.”
			

			
				“Sorry,” I said, wondering if I’d gone too far. “Is that weird? Maybe we shouldn’t have done that.”
			

			
				“No, I don’t mind,” she said, a little flustered but smiling. “It’s kind of hot, actually, thinking that he slept with me and then went back to you right after.”
			

			
				“And have you ever been with a woman?” I asked.
			

			
				Sophia hesitated for a moment, her cheeks still slightly flushed. “Once or twice,” she admitted, “but it was never anything serious. Just, you know... messing around after a party or something. Nothing like what you’re describing.”
			

			
				I smiled, sensing her nervousness. “Did you enjoy it?”
			

			
				She nodded slowly. “Sí, I did. I just never really explored it more.” Sophia looked at me thoughtfully. “I don’t think I’ve ever met anyone like you before. You seem so cómoda... comfortable with everything.”
			

			
				I shrugged, smiling. “I’ve just had a lot of time to figure out what I like and what makes me happy.”
			

			
				Sophia seemed to relax a little, her expression softening. “Maybe I’ve been too scared to explore that side of myself,” she admitted. Sophia moved closer, her face flushed. “Can I kiss you?” she whispered, her eyes searching mine.
			

			
				I nodded, feeling a nervous excitement build in my chest. “Yeah,” I said softly, my heart racing. “I’d like that.”
			

			
				Sophia leaned in, her lips brushing mine gently at first. The kiss was tentative, exploring, but quickly deepened as she became more confident. Her hand found its way to my cheek, and I let myself melt into it, my pulse quickening.
			

			
				When we finally pulled back, our faces were still close, eyes locked, both of us slightly breathless.
			

			
				“I… can’t believe how turned on I am right now,” she said quietly.
			

			
				I smiled, feeling the heat between us. “Yeah... me too.” I could feel the rush of excitement between my legs.
			

			
				I leaned in, kissing softly down Sophia's neck, feeling her shiver under my lips. She tilted her head back, settling more comfortably against the wall of the chamber, her breathing growing heavier. I could tell she was nervous, but the way her body responded to every touch told me she wanted this just as much as I did.
			

			
				As I reached her bikini top, I paused, looking into her eyes for any sign of hesitation. She gave me a small nod, biting her lip, so I gently tugged the fabric aside. Her chest was almost flat, but her nipples were dark and already hard.
			

			
				"You're beautiful," I whispered.
			

			
				Sophia smiled shyly, her hand coming up to touch my hair. "I've always been insecure about my small breasts," she admitted.
			

			
				I shook my head. "You shouldn’t be."
			

			
				I lowered my mouth to her chest, taking one of her nipples between my lips. I sucked gently, feeling it harden even more under my tongue. Sophia let out a soft moan, her back arching slightly, pushing herself closer to me.
			

			
				"Oh... Carrie," she whispered.
			

			
				I swirled my tongue around her nipple, feeling her fingers grip my hair tighter. Every suck made her moan out loud.
			

			
				"Tell me about Adam going down on you," I whispered, as I started kissing lower, moving from her chest to her stomach.
			

			
				Sophia looked at me in surprise, but soon leaned into it. "He slipped my bikini bottoms down to my ankles, then lifted me onto the counter," she said, her breath quickening.
			

			
				My own breath grew faster, and I felt wetness in my knickers as I imagined it. I kissed over her mound, the touch on her clit making her gasp.
			

			
				"¡Ay, Dios mío!" she whispered. "He opened my legs and knelt between them. I was so wet, and his tongue was so firme y fuerte." She was panting now.
			

			
				I slid her bikini bottoms aside, exposing her. She had a strip of dark hair framing her slit, already glistening with wetness. I gently opened her with my fingers. "He licked me over and over again, it felt so good," she went on. I leaned in, running my tongue up her opening, tasting her.
			

			
				I licked her slowly, thinking about Adam doing the same. Then I focused on her clit, her body tensing as her thighs gripped my head, her fingers pulling on my hair. "Fuck, like that," she gasped.
			

			
				I paused and looked up at her. "Did he make you come?" I asked, before diving back in, sucking hard on her clit.
			

			
				"Oh fuck!" she exclaimed. "Sí, he made me come… it was so intense, I came so... hard." As she gasped out the last word, her body bucked with a powerful orgasm, my tongue still pressed firmly against her swollen clit.
			

			
				As she relaxed, I moved back up, meeting her lips in a passionate kiss. "Now both of you have made me come," she giggled.
			

			
				I took her wrist and guided it between my legs. She quickly understood, slipping her hand inside my shorts and knickers, her fingers finding my clit.
			

			
				"Tell me what happened next," I whispered in her ear.
			

			
				She began rubbing my clit in slow circles as she continued her story. "He stood up, and I knelt in front of him, taking out his cock," she said, her fingers keeping me moaning.
			

			
				"Then I suck his dick," she breathed, slipping two fingers into my soaking wet pussy.
			

			
				"Oh god," I moaned, "I wish I could have watched you sucking his cock."
			

			
				“Maybe you can later,” she said, sending a bolt of lightning through my body as my cunt clenched around her fingers. Fuck, I was desperate to have a threesome with her and Adam now. She started to finger-fuck me, and I was so wet I could hear the sounds echoing around the small chamber. I glanced at the little window to check if anyone was outside, but the outer room was empty.
			

			
				“Tell me how my boyfriend fucked you,” I gasped, barely managing to get the words out.
			

			
				Sophia continued to finger me. “On the counter. I opened my legs, and he slid his cock into me. He’s so thick; I felt so tight around him.”
			

			
				“Did he fuck you hard?” I asked, feeling the pressure building inside me. I was so close, but I fought against it, wanting the release to be even sweeter when it finally came.
			

			
				“Sí, he fucked me so hard,” she panted. “Then I came on his cock.”
			

			
				That pushed me over the edge, and I felt my cunt gripping her fingers as I came so hard that I squirted in my knickers, soaking them through. I gripped Sophia tightly, pulling her face to mine for an intense kiss.
			

			
				“¿Está todo bien?” came a voice from the little speaker in the chamber. Someone was outside, peering in through the window, checking we were okay. I shifted my body slightly so they couldn’t see that Sophia’s hand was still in my knickers.
			

			
				“Yes, everything’s fine, está bien,” I replied, my heart racing. Fuck, had they seen something?
			

			
				We heard the person leave the outer room, and we burst into laughter at our close call. But that didn’t stop us. We had six hours to kill and a lot of exploring to do.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				When the time was finally up and the pressure had equalised, they let us out of the hyperbaric chamber. We must have both looked quite flushed and sweaty, because the technician asked us about the temperature before checking all the dials. That just made us giggle more.
			

			
				Adam was there to pick me up. “Sophia’s coming back to ours to fuck,” I told him, laughing at the look of surprise on his face.
			

			
				Back at the hostel, as if by silent agreement, Adam and I laid Sophia on the bed. We gently undressed her, kissing her body as we did so. When she was completely naked, Adam took one of her hard nipples in his mouth, and I began to suck on the other.
			

			
				I swirled my tongue around it, feeling it get harder in my mouth. Every little suck made her gasp or moan. Gradually, we became a bit rougher, sucking harder on her nipples. Her moans grew louder, filled with pleasure. 
			

			
				Sophia’s hand slipped between her legs. She rubbed her clit from side to side while we continued our teasing. The combination of our mouths on her breasts and her own hand exploring sent waves of pleasure coursing through her body, and she arched her back.
			

			
				Sophia’s breathing quickened, and I could see the pleasure etched on her face, her eyes fluttering closed as she lost herself in the sensations. The rhythm of her fingers quickened as the tension built within her. I could feel her body tightening, her moans transforming into soft gasps of ecstasy. "Oh god, I’m so close," she breathed, her voice trembling with desire.
			

			
				Adam and I intensified our efforts, completely focused on her pleasure. I circled my tongue around her nipple while he gently tugged at the other, each pull making more desperate sounds come from her lips. Her back arched off the bed as the waves of pleasure crashed over her, and she let out a cry that echoed through the room as she came hard, shaking and squirming on the bed.
			

			
				Even before she had fully recovered, Adam and I moved down her body, kissing our way along her stomach and thighs. We gently opened her legs, revealing her clit, a deep pink, swollen from her orgasm and slick with her release that leaked from her cunt.
			

			
				As we leaned in closer, Adam and I touched our tongues right on her sensitive nub, causing her to grip the sheets tightly and cry out in pleasure. We flicked our tongues over her clit in unison, and I slid two fingers into her. Her cunt was tight but soaking wet, inviting me deeper.
			

			
				With each thrust of my fingers, I could feel her body responding, and about a minute later, she came again with an even louder scream, her climax washing over her in intense waves.
			

			
				I moved back up to kiss her cheek. "Now, I want to watch my boyfriend fuck you," I whispered, the words alone sending a rush of heat straight to my cunt.
			

			
				Adam and I were still dressed, so we quickly stripped off. His cock was already rock hard, standing to attention. Without wasting any time, he rolled on a condom and knelt between her legs.
			

			
				“Let me help,” I giggled, moving behind them. Wrapping my hand around Adam’s thick shaft, I guided it to her wet, waiting entrance. As I held him, he pushed forward slowly, penetrating her inch by inch. I let go, watching him sink all the way inside her. I knew exactly how tight she was, imagining how much he must be stretching her.
			

			
				“Oh god, sí,” she moaned. Adam started to thrust, fucking her deeply into the mattress. Her legs wrapped around his waist, and her nails dug into his back, spurring him on. As he pounded her, Adam leaned over to kiss me, his lips rough and desperate, full of the heat of the moment.
			

			
				I couldn’t help but touch myself. My fingers found their way between my legs, gathering my own wetness and rubbing it over my clit, the sensation heightening as I watched Adam's cock sliding in and out of her.
			

			
				Then an idea struck me. Sophia was lying on her back, her mouth open wide with pleasure as Adam fucked her. I swung my leg over her face, lowering myself down until my cunt was pressed against her lips. Her tongue began to explore me, licking and lapping at my swollen clit, sending electric shivers through me as I rode her mouth. Watching Adam’s thick cock driving into her while she ate me out was almost too much to bear.
			

			
				I leaned over to kiss Adam and came hard on Sophia’s face, my legs shaking as I felt myself go lightheaded and pleasure rush through my body. Gasping, I grabbed onto Adam for support, my fingers tangling in his hair as I rode out the intense orgasm, my cunt still grinding against Sophia's face, her tongue never stopping.
			

			
				With a few more hard thrusts, Adam pushed Sophia over the edge, her muffled cries vibrating against me from between my legs as she came.
			

			
				We all paused, catching our breath, bodies slick with sweat. My cunt was a wet mess, and when I reached down, I realised I could easily slip four fingers inside. “Can you fuck me now, please?” I asked Adam sweetly.
			

			
				Grinning, Adam moved between my legs, pulling off the condom. In one smooth motion, he slid deep inside me, filling me completely. Sophia leaned in, kissing me softly and teasing my nipples as Adam took me hard, thrusting with an intensity that made me gasp.
			

			
				It didn’t take long before the familiar heat began building deep inside me, growing stronger with each of Adam’s powerful thrusts. My breath came in gasps as the pressure intensified, and suddenly, I was lost to the orgasm. My entire body tensed, pleasure crashing over me in waves as I clung to Sophia, burying my face in her neck. My legs trembled uncontrollably as I moaned loudly, overwhelmed by the intensity of it all. Adam kept driving into me, drawing out every last second of the release until I was shaking beneath him.
			

			
				Adam looked exhausted from the hard pounding he’d given both of us, so Sophia and I shared a glance and decided to let him rest. "Lie back," I told him softly, and he gladly obliged, collapsing onto the bed.
			

			
				Sophia and I leaned in, licking my release off his still-hard cock, our tongues gliding over his shaft as we cleaned him together. Then we started taking turns, one of us sucking him deep while the other licked or kissed along the base.
			

			
				I wanted to watch Sophia fuck him again, so I grabbed a condom and tore it open. I’d never put one on a guy before, so I concentrated hard, pinching the tip as I placed it on the head of his throbbing cock. I awkwardly started to roll it down his shaft but got stuck about a third of the way. Adam laughed and took over, finishing the job.
			

			
				"Hey, not bad for a first try," I giggled.
			

			
				Sophia climbed over Adam, positioning herself above him. I knelt beside them, guiding Adam's cock to her slick entrance. Slowly, she lowered herself onto him, her wet folds parting as she took him in. A soft moan escaped her lips as she sank all the way down, her lips stretching tight around his girth.
			

			
				She planted her hands on his chest for support and began to move, rolling her hips as she rode him. Each thrust drew deeper sounds of pleasure from both of them, and I couldn't take my eyes off the way her body moved on top of him. 
			

			
				“Oh god, that’s going to make me come,” Adam groaned.
			

			
				Sophia slowed her movements, her hips grinding gently as she glanced at me, then back at him. “I really want to feel you come inside me,” she said wistfully.
			

			
				I felt a thrill of excitement run through me. “I’d like to see that.”
			

			
				“Sounds good to me,” Adam replied with a grin.
			

			
				Sophia lifted off him, and Adam quickly removed the condom. She sank back down onto his bare cock, and he let out a low moan of satisfaction. “That feels so good,” he murmured.
			

			
				Sophia began riding him again, her movements slow and deliberate at first, grinding against him, building the tension. I moved behind them, watching the way his thick shaft stretched her open. It was a hypnotic sight, and I couldn’t resist sliding my fingers back into my own soaking cunt, matching their rhythm as they moved together.
			

			
				She picked up the pace, riding Adam faster and harder, her body moving fluidly. I reached out, gently cupping his balls in my hand, feeling them tighten. Suddenly, Adam groaned loudly, his whole body tensing beneath her. I felt the pulses as he started coming inside her, his cock throbbing.
			

			
				Sophia didn’t stop, riding him through his climax. Beads of cum leaked out, running down his shaft as she ground against him. Then, with a loud howl, her body shuddered, and she collapsed on top of him, an intense orgasm washing over her.
			

			
				When Sophia finally lifted off Adam, a stream of his cum poured out, running down her thighs. She lay back on the bed, her legs still spread. I bent down between her legs, my tongue darting out to lick up the warm mix of their release. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				We finished our diving adventure and reluctantly said goodbye to Sophia. A bus took us north along the coast to Cancún, just in time for the infamous US Spring Break. We expected it to be packed with Americans ready to party, and Cancún didn’t disappoint.
			

			
				When we arrived, the place was exactly what we’d pictured, and then some. Near the beach, music thumped from every direction, and laughter filled the air. Crowds of American college students were everywhere, soaking up the sunshine in revealing swimwear.
			

			
				We made our way to the hostel, which was buzzing with a similar vibe. It was a lively spot full of students. In the lobby, people were already clustered around the bar, taking shots and hyping each other up for the night. With it being peak season, a private room was well out of our budget, so we checked into a mixed dorm with six others.
			

			
				There, we met our roommates: three guys and three girls, all US college students who’d come down together for the break. They introduced themselves and immediately welcomed us into their group. Kairo and Joanne were the only couple; the rest were single, and from their stories, all were primed to make the most of the Cancún nightlife.
			

			
				After we stowed our bags, they invited us to join them on the beach for a drink. We grabbed our towels and headed down together, chatting easily. As we reached the sand, one of the guys pulled out a bottle of tequila, and soon, we were passing it round and talking about sex. They were clearly my kind of people.
			

			
				“Right, I’m ready to find some sexy men,” said Harper, a curvy blonde girl, as she finished her shot and passed the bottle on. She was wearing a tiny bikini that barely covered the nipples on her ample breasts.
			

			
				“Oh my god, me too,” agreed Kaylee, taking the bottle. “I want to have my first threesome.” She was a pretty blonde girl, too, although more petite than Harper.
			

			
				“With a boy and a girl, or two boys?” asked Brad. He was wearing very tight shorts and I was pretty sure I could make out the outline of his sizable cock.
			

			
				“Two boys of course,” said Kaylee with a grin, “I’m not a fucking dyke.”
			

			
				“Shut up,” said Harper, “Don’t be rude about us lesbians.”
			

			
				“You’re not a lesbian,” replied Kaylee, “You kissed Michelle Stone once. And you fucked how many guys? A hundred?”
			

			
				“Fuck off, I haven’t fucked anything like a hundred,” objected Harper. “You’re a bigger slut than I am.”
			

			
				Joanne, who had been quiet up until now, suddenly stood up, brushing sand off her legs. “I think I left something in my room. Back in a minute.”
			

			
				“I’ll come with you,” Kairo offered, standing up. He was a tall and athletic black guy, his toned body glistening under the sun. I couldn’t help but admire his firm backside in his snug swim shorts as he followed Joanne back toward the hostel.
			

			
				“Those two are definitely going off for a fuck,” Harper snickered, watching them go. Everyone laughed and nodded knowingly.
			

			
				“They even did it in the plane restroom on the flight over,” Kaylee told me, rolling her eyes.
			

			
				"Really?" I said, suddenly wishing I'd thought to fuck Adam in the plane toilet on the flight to LA.
			

			
				“Chicas at ten o’clock,” interrupted Peter, nodding toward a trio of girls strolling along the shoreline. He was as fit as the others, peering over his sunglasses with a smirk.
			

			
				“They’re way out of your league, mate,” said Brad, grinning. They looked a bit older than us, all dark-haired Latinas with full breasts and round asses.
			

			
				“We’ll see about that,” Peter replied, standing and brushing the sand off himself. “Coming?”
			

			
				“Sure, I’ll come watch you make a dick of yourself,” laughed Brad.
			

			
				“I’m in,” said Adam, getting up too.
			

			
				The three of them wandered over, and soon we could see them laughing and chatting with the girls.
			

			
				“Don’t you mind Adam doing that?” Kaylee asked me, looking genuinely curious.
			

			
				“Not at all,” I replied. “We’re in an open relationship. He can sleep with whoever he wants, and so can I.”
			

			
				Kaylee’s eyebrows shot up. “Niiice,” she said with a nod. “I tried that once, but the guy got way too jealous.”
			

			
				“Yeah, it can be tricky if one person isn’t totally on board,” I replied. “But with Adam, it’s different. We both just get it.”
			

			
				“I think it sounds amazing,” Harper chimed in, glancing over at the boys still laughing with the girls by the water. “Imagine the freedom of knowing you can have fun and still come back to each other without drama.”
			

			
				I nodded, smiling. “That’s exactly it. It actually makes us closer. It really turns me on when he tells me about fucking someone. Like a lot.”
			

			
				Kaylee tilted her head. “So, do you guys ever… bring other people back for a threesome?”
			

			
				I laughed, feeling a bit of a thrill at the question. “Sometimes. It just depends on who we meet. But yes, we’ve had a few threesomes. I can be a bit of a dyke,” I said, teasing her.
			

			
				“Oh my god, I’m sorry,” said Kaylee. “I didn’t mean it.”
			

			
				“Don’t worry,” I said, laughing.
			

			
				Kaylee and Harper began grilling me about the threesomes and couple swapping that Adam and I had done. I got the feeling that talking about it was turning them on. It was definitely turning me on.
			

			
				After a while, the boys returned. “They’ve invited us to a pool party,” said Brad. “You guys can come too.”
			

			
				“I’ll go and see what’s keeping Joanne and Kairo,” I said, jumping up. “I need to get another pack of cigarettes, too.” If truth be told, I was hoping I might catch them at it.
			

			
				I quickly walked over to the hostel and went up to our dorm on the second floor. Very quietly, I put the key in the lock and turned it, easing the door open.
			

			
				On one of the beds, Joanne lay naked, face down away from me, her legs slightly spread. Kairo was on top of her, his thick cock sliding in and out of her ass. Every thrust made her moan loudly, the sound mingling with the slap of skin on skin.
			

			
				I watched for a few minutes, feeling a heat building in my pussy. My hand slipped between my legs, touching myself over the top of my bikini, sending a shiver of pleasure through my body.
			

			
				Kairo’s pace quickened, until suddenly he stopped, his cock buried in her ass. He let out an almighty groan, his balls tightening and his ass clenching. I watched as his cock throbbed, pumping her full of cum.
			

			
				Carefully, he pulled out, his cock popping out with a loud, wet sound. Cum poured out of her ass after it. I quickly closed the door, turning the key as I did so to stop the latch from making a noise.
			

			
				I counted to ten, and then noisily unlocked the door, bursting into the room. Kairo stood there naked, his long cock softer now but dripping cum onto the floor. Joanne quickly grabbed the covers, pulling them over her naked body. 
			

			
				“Oh, it’s only you,” Joanne said, relaxing and letting the covers drop so they only covered her lower half. She had lovely, pert breasts that stuck straight out, hardly sagging down at all.
			

			
				“Sorry,” I said with a grin. “Just getting some cigarettes. And to let you know that we’re going to a pool party.”
			

			
				Kairo didn’t seem to be at all embarrassed by being naked. He walked over to his bed on the other side of the room and slowly began to pull on his shorts and t-shirt. His ass was incredible, so toned and tight. Joanne got up too and hurried to the bathroom. I could see cum running down her leg.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ten minutes later, we were at the pool party. It was being held at a hotel right on the beach, just down from our hostel. The place was packed, the DJ blasting out music, drinks flowing, and the massive pool crowded shoulder-to-shoulder with college students.
			

			
				I was feeling light-headed from the tequila, and horny from seeing Kairo fucking Joanna in the ass. We all jumped in the pool, and we were soon dancing along with the others, waist deep in the water. Quite a few of the girls were topless, and I couldn’t take my eyes off their tits. I felt like I was in heaven.
			

			
				“Fuck it,” Harper said, yanking her halter top over her head, freeing her large breasts. She threw her arms up and shook her tits, grinning as everyone watched.
			

			
				Not one to miss out on getting naked, I slipped my top off too, revealing my small, pierced breasts.
			

			
				“I love your piercings!” Harper shouted over the music.
			

			
				“And I love your big tits!” I shouted back, laughing.
			

			
				Harper grinned and leaned in. “You can touch them if you want.”
			

			
				I moved closer, reaching up to cup her breasts in both hands, feeling their warmth and softness. My thumbs brushed over her nipples, which hardened instantly. Then, out of nowhere, her warm mouth was on mine, her tongue teasing against mine. Cheers erupted around us as the nearby guys noticed, whooping and whistling.
			

			
				We made out right there in the pool, our bare breasts pressing together, skin-to-skin. I slid my hands down to her perfect, curvy ass, squeezing it, and she did the same, pulling us even closer. The water sloshed around us as we moved, caught up in each other, completely ignoring the crowd cheering us on.
			

			
				“Do you want to… fuck me?” Harper shouted in my ear when we finally broke apart.
			

			
				“Yes!” I replied.
			

			
				“Let’s go somewhere quiet,” she yelled.
			

			
				We waded to the edge and climbed out, still topless. I looked around for the others. Adam, Peter and Brad were still chatting with the three Latina girls. It looked like it was going well; one of them had her arm around Adam. I smiled to myself, hoping he got some action too.
			

			
				Harper and I made our way to a row of shower cubicles down one side of the pool. There was a short queue of people waiting for them, mainly couples. The door to one opened, and a flushed-looking boy and girl came out. The girl was adjusting her bikini top. They’d obviously just fucked.
			

			
				The couple in front of us went into the next free cubicle, leaving us first in line. The music was a bit quieter here. "You know, this will be my first time with a girl," Harper said, a bit of nervous laughter in her voice. "I… I hope I don’t mess it up."
			

			
				I squeezed her ass and leaned in close. "There’s no wrong way," I reassured her, "just relax."
			

			
				The end cubicle opened, and two guys stepped out looking sheepish. Harper and I slipped in, quickly locking the door behind us.
			

			
				I pushed Harper up against the wall, grabbed her perfect breasts again and squeezed them hard. Our mouths locked together, tongues exploring each other. But there was only one place I wanted my mouth. Breaking the kiss, I licked her neck and then moved down, taking one of her pink, hard nipples in my mouth. Her nipples were so perfect that they even tasted good. I sucked hard, making her moan with pleasure. Then I moved to the other one, squeezing her breast and sucking on it, feeling it stiffen in my mouth.
			

			
				“Fuck… Carrie,” gasped Harper.
			

			
				I moved lower, kissing her belly as she leaned back against the wall. Then I was kneeling in front of her, my eyes level with her bikini bottoms. They were very small, I could already tell that she was completely shaved.
			

			
				Slowly, teasingly, I hooked my fingers in her bikini and pulled it down. Just below her thighs, I let it drop to the floor. Her pussy was right in front of me, perfectly bare, large labia hanging down between her legs. I stretched out my tongue, licking her everywhere except her clit, teasing and making her squirm as I held her hips firmly.
			

			
				I finally let my tongue slip up to her clit, flicking it gently, and she gasped, her knees nearly giving way. I held her steady, savouring the way she moaned softly and pressed herself into my mouth, her hands sliding down to grip my hair. I circled her clit slowly at first, then quickened the pace, enjoying every reaction I drew out of her.
			

			
				“Oh god… Carrie, don’t stop,” she begged.
			

			
				I slipped a finger inside her, feeling how wet and tight she was, pushing it deep as my mouth worked her clit. Her breath was coming in gasps as I moved faster, pressing my tongue harder against her.
			

			
				"I'm... I'm close," she panted.
			

			
				Finally, she let out a low, shuddering moan. Her whole body tensed and then shook, her hips grinding into me as she came, her moans echoing softly in the cramped cubicle.
			

			
				She slumped back against the wall, chest rising and falling as she caught her breath, a blissful smile spreading across her flushed face. I stood up, brushing a hand over her cheek, and she pulled me into a deep kiss, tasting herself on my lips.
			

			
				“Wow,” she said breathlessly, grinning. “It’s true what they say about girls giving better head.”
			

			
				I laughed, feeling her hands slide up my waist as she pulled me close, her lips brushing mine again. “Your turn,” she whispered as she slowly guided me to lean back against the wall.
			

			
				Harper knelt down in front of me and pulled down my bikini. She gasped in delight at the sight of my full bush. I got the impression that none of her friends went unshaven. 
			

			
				She ran her hand through my curls. “I love that you don’t shave,” she whispered.
			

			
				She leaned in, her mouth pressing gentle, lingering kisses along my inner thighs, teasing her way closer. The sensation sent shivers down my spine. Her tongue slipped out to taste me. I gasped, clutching at her shoulders as her mouth moved lower, her tongue parting me and licking slowly, exploring every bit of me.
			

			
				“You taste so good,” she said softly. “Just like I imagined.”
			

			
				Her hands gripped my thighs, pulling me closer as she settled into a steady rhythm on my clit.
			

			
				“Oh… Harper,” I gasped, my hips pressing forward, unable to resist the pull of her mouth. She flicked her tongue over my clit, making me shudder. “Put your fingers in me,” I begged.
			

			
				She reached up, sliding one finger inside, and then another. “You’re so wet,” she said, looking up and meeting my gaze.
			

			
				“You’re making me wet,” I replied.
			

			
				She moved faster, her fingers deep inside me, her tongue working over my clit until I was right on the edge, every nerve on fire. I clutched her shoulders, feeling myself fall over that edge as my body shook with release, gasping her name as she held me steady, savouring every second.
			

			
				When I finally came down, she stood up, and I pulled her into a deep kiss, tasting myself on her mouth. We held each other close for a moment, catching our breath.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				We left the changing room and rejoined the chaos of the party. It was getting dark, the lights from the disco booth moving back and forth over the pool, and the music louder than ever.
			

			
				Harper and I sat on the edge of the pool, our legs in the water and shared a cigarette. I could see Adam on the far side of the pool, kissing one of the dark-haired women. Although under the water, her hand was clearly in his shorts. I smiled to myself, I was going to enjoy hearing about this in the morning.
			

			
				Over by the DJ, I spied Kaylee. A random guy was sitting on the side of the pool with his shorts down, and she was sucking his cock, right there in the open, to the cheers of the onlookers.
			

			
				“What we just did was amazing,” said Harper, passing me back the cigarette, “But for some reason I just really want to get railed by a guy now.”
			

			
				“I know what you mean,” I said, grinning, “Let’s find ourselves some guys and do it together. I bet you look amazing being railed.”
			

			
				“You’re on,” she replied, “Let’s find us some cocky frat boys.”
			

			
				It was fully dark by the time we found a couple of guys we liked. Jake and Kyle, both muscled, confident, and clearly out for a good time. They’d managed to get their hands on some weed and suggested we take a walk along the beach, away from the thumping bass and bright lights of the bars.
			

			
				As we moved away from the bright lights and music, we passed the rows and rows of sun loungers that could be hired during the day. Scattered around were couples making out or full on fucking, the soft moans mingling with the sounds of the surf.
			

			
				I slipped my hand into Kyle’s as we walked. We passed one couple; the guy was lying on the sun lounger and the girl was riding him topless. She had the biggest breasts I’d ever seen. Further along, another guy was drinking a bottle of beer while a girl knelt in the sand in front of him, sucking him off.
			

			
				We finally found a quiet spot at the end of the row and passed the joint around. Between drags, we took turns making out, shifting effortlessly from one to the other, Harper and I kissing both Jake and Kyle, and each other.
			

			
				Jake grinned, getting more cocky by the moment. "So… when are you two gonna suck our dicks, then?"
			

			
				Harper laughed, tilting her head at him. "And what makes you think we’d do that?” she teased, giving him a cheeky smile as she leaned back on her hands, her bikini straps slipping a little from her shoulders.
			

			
				Kyle raised an eyebrow. “Oh, come on, don’t pretend you’re not thinking about it.”
			

			
				I shot Harper a smirk, exchanging a look with her that said, Let’s have some fun with this. I leaned in close to Jake, dragging a finger down his chest slowly. "Maybe we just need a little more… motivation."
			

			
				Jake smiled, pulling me onto his lap as Kyle put his arm around Harper. Jake’s hand drifted down my thigh, inching higher until his fingers brushed just against the edge of my bikini, sending a shock of excitement through me as I caught my breath.
			

			
				He leaned in, pressing a warm, lingering kiss on my neck. “How about…” he said softly, his lips grazing my skin, “if I make you come right here, then you’ll suck my cock?” His voice was soft, almost a dare. His hand moved up, fingertips grazing dangerously close to where I wanted him most.
			

			
				“If you think you’re up for the challenge,” I purred. Jake’s fingers slid confidently against me, pressing against my throbbing clit. His touch was firm, moving in slow, circular motions over my bikini, sending warm waves of pleasure radiating up through my body. My breath caught, and I let out a soft moan, parting my lips as his mouth met mine.
			

			
				The kiss deepened as he pressed harder, his movements making my pulse quicken. The fabric between us only seemed to heighten the pleasure. He was calm, confident. I got the impression he had done this a lot. As I sat on his lap, I could also feel his erection against my ass, and it was making me even more turned on.
			

			
				Across from us, I caught a glimpse of Harper and Kyle; he’d pulled her closer, his hands exploring her breasts as their mouths moved together.
			

			
				Jake’s fingers shifted, slipping just under the edge of my bikini to run through my thick hair and find my wetness. The shock of direct contact made me shudder. I bit my lip, trying to hold back a moan, but he seemed to know exactly what he was doing, his fingers finding my clit and circling, applying the perfect amount of pressure, slow and unhurried.
			

			
				He was clearly enjoying himself as he teased me, his fingers keeping up their maddeningly gentle rhythm, never quite giving me the release I needed but edging me closer and closer.
			

			
				“Please,” I breathed, almost desperate. “Please… make me come.”
			

			
				“You’re quite a little slut aren’t you,” he smirked. “How many boys have you fucked?”
			

			
				“I don’t... I don’t know,” I gasped, a thrill rushing through me at the way he was talking to me. I was getting closer and closer. He watched me, a smug smile on his face, clearly revelling in the control he held over me.
			

			
				I was aware that Kyle and Harper were watching us with amusement. Harper’s hand was in Kyle’s shorts, moving slowly up and down, and he was playing with her nipple, but otherwise their attention was on us. This only made me even more horny.
			

			
				“Please,” I whispered. “Please... just make me come.”
			

			
				He increased the pressure and pace of his fingers. For a moment, I felt relief, the pleasure surging, but just as I started to shake and I thought I’d get my release, he slowed again.
			

			
				“Nooo,” I gasped, my chest rising and falling rapidly.
			

			
				“I’ve got a better idea,” he said.
			

			
				“Mmm?” I panted.
			

			
				He pulled my bikini bottoms off, sliding them over my thighs and casting them aside. With his hands firm on my thighs, he parted my legs, exposing me fully to the cool night air and the gaze of the other two. I could feel a drip of wetness leaking out and running down my asshole.
			

			
				“Do you like her hairy pussy?” Jake asked Kyle. I was gaping open.
			

			
				“I love it,” he replied, “Do all British girls have hairy pussies like yours?”
			

			
				“Most of them,” I said, laughing.
			

			
				“I want to watch Harper make you come, with her mouth,” Jake said.
			

			
				Harper’s eyes lit up. “You know, I’ve already done that tonight,” she said with a giggle.
			

			
				“Oh, have you?” laughed Jake. “Well, you sluts are going to do it again while we watch.”
			

			
				Harper knelt down in the sand between my thighs, her fingers parting my folds as she leaned in, her mouth pressing hotly against me. The first touch of her tongue on my clit sent a wave of pleasure through me, and I gasped, throwing my head back and leaning heavily against Jake. He wrapped his arms around me from behind, one hand sliding up to my breasts, his fingers finding my nipples and tugging them with gentle pressure.
			

			
				I knew I was going to come, and come quickly. Harper licked me firmly with her tongue and slipped two fingers up inside me. In less than a minute, I came completely undone, screaming with relief, my whole body shaking, as my long-awaited orgasm finally crashed over me.
			

			
				When it finally passed, leaving me breathless, Harper sat up. Her face was wet with my release, and she wiped some of it away with the back of her hand.
			

			
				Jake slid me off his lap, grinning as he rose to his feet. “Now,” he said, a cocky edge to his voice, “you get to suck our dicks.”
			

			
				Kyle stepped up beside him, flashing me a dirty smile. They pulled down their shorts, letting them drop in the sand. Their cocks stood upright, rock hard, and Jake’s had a pronounced upward curve. They were both circumcised, something I wasn’t that used to.
			

			
				Harper and I exchanged a quick look before moving towards them on our knees. I wrapped my fingers around Jake’s length, feeling its warmth and weight as Harper mirrored me with Kyle.
			

			
				Slowly, I ran my tongue along Jake's shaft, taking my time to tease him. I circled the tip with my tongue, barely taking him in. Jake moaned softly, his fingers tangling in my hair, trying to coax me to go deeper and faster.
			

			
				Beside me, Harper was doing the same, her hands roaming over Kyle’s thighs as she pleasured him with slow, deliberate strokes of her tongue.
			

			
				"Yeah, baby," Jake muttered, watching me intently. "Suck that cock."
			

			
				I started to use my hands, one massaged his balls while the other stroked the shaft. I was holding back my best moves though, not taking him too deep and barely sucking him.
			

			
				“Who can take it deeper?” grinned Kyle, challenging us.
			

			
				I glanced over at Harper, confident I could win this one. Relaxing my throat, I pressed forward, taking Jake in deeper and deeper until my lips touched his body. I held it there, looking up at him with my eyes slightly watering.
			

			
				"Holy fuck," Jake whispered, completely breathless.
			

			
				I pulled back slowly, saliva trailing down my chin as I panted, catching my breath.
			

			
				"Come on, babe," Kyle urged Harper, grinning. "Think you can beat that?"
			

			
				Harper smirked at me, accepting the challenge. Without hesitation, she took Kyle’s cock right to the base. He grabbed the back of her head, pressing her firmly against him as she swallowed him fully. She held her position, then opened her mouth slightly wider and slipped her tongue out, teasing his balls as she kept him buried deep.
			

			
				"Alright, you win, Harper," I laughed, shaking my head in playful defeat.
			

			
				We both started sucking them in tandem, going deep, but also stroking them with our hands and using all our tricks. Then we swapped over; I took Kyle in my mouth and Harper sucked Jake. The guys had huge grins on their faces, really enjoying our attention.
			

			
				But after a while, I was getting desperate for more. I held Kyle’s cock in my hand and looked up at him, giving him a smile. “Can you fuck me now please?” I asked sweetly.
			

			
				Kyle lifted me up, laying me back on the sun lounger, then kissed me, more forcefully than before. Positioned between my legs, I felt the shaft of his cock pressing insistently against my pussy, making me crave more. Soft moans from Harper and Jake drifted over, but all I could focus on was Kyle’s erection pressing against me, his movements intensifying my need. He felt strong and so in control; I melted underneath him.
			

			
				“Fuck me,” I whispered, breathless in his ear.
			

			
				He reached between us, guiding himself inside me in one firm, deep thrust. He filled me completely, and I cried out in ecstasy. He held still a moment, his balls pressing firmly against my ass, before pulling out almost entirely, then driving himself in again. 
			

			
				He fucked me, slow and deep. His big hands found my wrists, pinning them above my head against the sun lounger. I felt his tongue under my arm, licking at the hair there, and then moving to my breast.
			

			
				He took my hard nipple into his mouth and sucked on it, sending bolts of electricity through my body even as his cock filled me. I lifted my legs up, gripping him with my thighs and allowing him to go even deeper. He fucked me like that for a while. I managed to look over at Harper. She was riding Jake, his hands on her ass, guiding her as she grinded on him.
			

			
				I slipped my hand between my legs, rubbing my clit as I felt the pressure building. And then I came. Hard. My body clamped around his as I screwed my eyes up tight and the intense pleasure consumed me. He slowed, still thrusting, guiding me through the orgasm and out the other side, leaving me shaking and weak.
			

			
				Then we swapped, and I straddled Jake, sliding down his hard cock as Kyle started fucking Harper as hard as he had fucked me. I could see his ass pumping up and down, her tight, shaved pussy gripping his thick cock.
			

			
				We fucked like that for a while, under the moonlight with the sound of the waves crashing on the shore. A few people walked past, but we ignored them, and we were hardly the only people fucking on the beach.
			

			
				Eventually, the boys started reaching their limits. Harper and I were kneeling on the sun lounger, with Kyle pounding into me from behind and Jake doing the same to Harper.
			

			
				“Fuck, I’m going to come soon,” gasped Kyle, spreading my ass wider with his hands.
			

			
				“Yes, come inside me,” I urged.
			

			
				“Not me!” Harper cried out. “I’m not on birth control!”
			

			
				Kyle started pounding me faster and harder, until he let out a long groan and I felt his warmth flood me, deep in my cunt.
			

			
				Jake looked on the edge, too, his thrusts erratic. He left it to the very last moment, pulling out and spraying a long line of cum all the way up Harper’s back in the same movement.
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” I gasped, watching Jake’s cock still pulsing cum on her ass. Harper’s risky behaviour was a turn-on, but I resolved to make sure she got some plan B tomorrow.
			

			
				Kyle pulled out of me, and I felt his warmth running down my thighs. We relaxed back on the loungers and sparked up cigarettes. “Mission accomplished,” laughed Harper.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				Harper and I returned to the party, but we couldn’t find Adam or any of her friends. We stuck together, meeting new people and dancing until the night grew late.
			

			
				Eventually, we staggered back to the dorm. Kairo and Joanne were already asleep, spooning on one of the single beds, but there was no sign of the others. I hoped Adam was off somewhere getting some action, ready to share all the explicit details in the morning.
			

			
				Harper and I climbed into our beds, and soon I could hear her soft snores. I was on the verge of drifting off myself when muffled giggling broke the silence in the hallway. The door creaked open, and Kaylee stumbled in, flanked by two boys.
			

			
				“Shhh,” she whispered, pressing a finger to her lips before tripping over the bin with a loud clatter, sending the three of them into fits of giggles.
			

			
				They tumbled into Kaylee’s bed, and I watched as she pulled each boy close, kissing them in turn, their hands roaming over her body. I was thrilled that she was finally getting the threesome she’d wanted, and even more thrilled that I’d get to witness it. Harper had stopped snoring, and I wondered if the noise had woken her too, but if so, she stayed silent.
			

			
				Kaylee raised her arms as one of the boys pulled her vest top over her head, then he untied her bikini top, throwing it to the floor. In the dim light, I could make out her full, round breasts. Both boys started groping her, then leaned down to suck on her nipples, each taking one in their mouth.
			

			
				"Mmm," Kaylee moaned softly, clearly loving the attention.
			

			
				She lay back on the bed, slipping off her shorts and bikini bottoms, fully exposed. One of the boys moved up to the head of the bed, dropping his shorts and offering his hard cock to her. She took him eagerly into her mouth, and I could hear the wet, rhythmic sounds as she sucked him.
			

			
				The other boy positioned himself between her legs, spreading her folds with his fingers before diving in with his tongue. Kaylee arched her back, her moans muffled as she worked on the first guy's cock, clearly lost in the pleasure of it all.
			

			
				As Kaylee’s breathing picked up, I couldn’t help but mirror her rhythm, my fingers moving in sync with her sounds. My hand slipped deeper inside my underwear, feeling the warmth of my own wetness as I stroked and circled, building my own quiet pleasure. Glancing over, I noticed Harper’s silhouette shifting in the darkness; she was clearly doing the same..
			

			
				Kaylee's moans turned desperate, her back arching higher as the guy working between her legs brought her to the brink. She clenched her thighs around his head, and even with the cock muffling her cries, her pleasure was loud enough to make my heart pound. Her whole body trembled in release, and she let out a high-pitched whimper as she came, her fingers digging into the sheets.
			

			
				The guy between her legs stood up. I heard the sound of a condom wrapper being ripped open and then saw him roll it onto his hard cock. He positioned himself between her legs and, with one smooth thrust, entered her, earning a loud gasp from Kaylee as he filled her. He started to move, his pale ass glowing in the moonlight as he pumped steadily, the sound of skin meeting skin filling the room.
			

			
				My fingers were soaked and sticky now, I pulled them out of my cunt and started rubbing my clit back and forth in my knickers. I tried to keep quiet, biting down on my lip as waves of pleasure built higher and higher, bringing me right to the edge. I was close to climaxing, but I just edged myself for now, keeping myself on the brink, but not going over it.
			

			
				There was some whispered discussion between the two guys. The one fucking her pulled out and removed the condom. He moved up to her head, brushing his cock against her lips. Kaylee welcomed him eagerly, parting her lips and taking him deep into her mouth, her hands reaching up to grip his hips, guiding him as he began to thrust gently against her tongue. 
			

			
				Meanwhile, the second guy rolled on a condom and slid between her thighs, positioning himself. With a slow push, he filled her, and she let out a deep, muffled moan around the cock in her mouth, her whole body reacting to the new sensation. He started to move, building a steady rhythm, his ass clenching as he thrust into her. Kaylee’s body writhed between them, her moans turning into little gasps.
			

			
				After a while, they paused, and there was another whispered discussion. Kaylee looked like she was directing them to do something. The one between her legs lay on the bed and Kaylee straddled him, guiding his cock inside her with her hand and sinking down. She ground her hips back and forth, making happy noises. Her huge breasts bounced around freely.
			

			
				The second guy grabbed another condom, rolling it on as he moved behind her. It took me a moment to realise what they were about to do, and the realisation sent a fresh wave of arousal through me. I was so close to coming that I had to stop rubbing my swollen clit for a moment just to keep myself under control.
			

			
				He pressed himself against her, positioning his cock carefully as she reached back, guiding him in. It looked like he was going to join the other guy in her cunt, rather than take her in the ass. With a steady push, he entered her, and she let out a loud cry. If anyone in the room had still been asleep, they surely weren’t now.
			

			
				Kaylee’s head tilted back as she gasped. I imagined how her cunt must feel, being stretched open by two dicks at the same time. They both began to move slowly at first, until they found a rhythm, one thrusting in as the other pulled back. This was sending Kaylee wild, moaning continuously and throwing her head back.
			

			
				“Fuck, I’m coming,” she gasped, not even trying to whisper now. Her whole body started shaking, and she collapsed on top of the guy beneath her as she rode wave after wave of pleasure. I let myself go over the edge too, my fingers working hard in my knickers as I was consumed by my orgasm. I buried my face in the pillow to muffle the noise, but I doubt Kaylee could hear me over her own loud moans.
			

			
				After a while, there was more whispered conversation, and I heard Kaylee say “On my tits.”
			

			
				The guys pulled off their condoms and knelt over her, wanking their cocks in sync. Then one of them came; a fat load of cum splattered over her large breasts. The other guy followed soon after, laying trails all across her body. Kaylee giggled softly, rubbing the cum into her breasts and scooping some up to push into her mouth.
			

			
				“I think we might have woken the others,” giggled Kaylee.
			

			
				Calm descended on the dorm room. The boys soon dressed and left. Kaylee went to the bathroom, and I heard the shower running. I pulled my hand out of my knickers, they were soaked through, and I was going to have to change them before sleeping.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I think I must have dozed off. When I woke, Kaylee was in bed asleep, and Adam was climbing into bed with me. I shifted over, making room for him in the single bed.
			

			
				“Hi babe,” I whispered, giving him a long kiss, tasting his warm mouth.
			

			
				“Have a good evening?” he whispered back when I finally let him talk.
			

			
				“Amazing,” I said, “What did you get up to?”
			

			
				“Fucked all three of those Costa Rican women I was talking to,” he said, and I could hear him smirking in the darkness.
			

			
				Fuck, that made me wet all over again. “My poor baby,” I said, jokingly, my hand slipping in his underwear and stroking his cock. I felt it getting hard. “Did they take advantage of your good nature?”
			

			
				He giggled quietly, “Something like that.” He held me tightly as I continued to stroke his cock, but soon I felt his muscles relax and heard his breathing change, and I knew he’d fallen asleep.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I woke up again, daylight was shining through the gap in the curtains. Adam was behind me, his hard cock pressed up against my ass. I was desperate to fuck him, but aware that the others were starting to stir too. 
			

			
				“Adam, wake up,” I whispered.
			

			
				“What?” he said sleepily.
			

			
				“Let’s go and have a shower together.”
			

			
				I led him to the bathroom and we fucked in the shower under the hot water. He came in me, pinned against the shower wall, my legs wrapped around his hips. As I felt his warm cum fill me and then run down my thighs I gave him a long, passionate kiss.
			

			
				He set me gently down on the tiled floor. “I fucking love Spring Break,” I told him.
			

			
				 
			

			
				TO BE CONTINUED…
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