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Chapter One




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 was 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 was 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 tightly. 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 from 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 gotten 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 whispered. 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 Two




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. 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 a 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 of her panties. Her breathing was shallow now, her huge chest rising and falling quickly.

“Fuck. You two!” said Adam, “I can’t take this anymore. 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 Three




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 opposite 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. 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 Four




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 of 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 Five




Ifollowed 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 that 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 Six




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 Seven




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.

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 Eight




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, and soon, we were passing it around 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, with 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 Nine




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 suggested we take a walk along the beach for a smoke, 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 roll-up 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 Ten




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, so 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 into 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.

THE END
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