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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				I sat nervously, hands clasped in my lap, looking around the solicitor’s office. I had dressed in a smart, black suit for the occasion, out of respect for my late husband, but I needn’t have bothered. It was only me attending the reading of the will. We had only been married for a year, and we didn’t really have any other family, especially on my husband’s side.
			

			
				The door creaked open, and the solicitor entered.
			

			
				“So sorry to keep you, Mrs. James,” he muttered, without looking at me. He was an old guy, surely near retirement, and wearing a suit that looked like it was older than he was.
			

			
				“Oh, no problem,” I replied. “I don’t have any other engagements.”
			

			
				It was true. I had nothing else to do, and nobody to do it with. Since I’d met my husband, I had left my friends and family behind and moved to London, putting all my time and energy into setting up our home. I was in my late twenties, and he had just turned sixty, so I hadn’t really clicked with any of his friends.
			

			
				“I just had to double-check with my partners,” the solicitor said, taking a seat behind his huge desk. “Given the excessive nature of the estate.”
			

			
				“I’m sorry, I don’t really follow, Mr…” I suddenly realised I couldn’t remember his name. My late husband had looked after all the finances. I knew we were quite well-off, but we hadn’t really spent a lot of money. We’d had a wonderful summer holiday, a brand new car, and bought a house in Surrey. But nothing too ostentatious.
			

			
				“I have to tell you, Mrs. James, that I’ve never personally dealt with an estate of this size before.” He peered at me over the top of his glasses.
			

			
				My heart started pounding in my chest. Maybe we had been wealthier than I realised. Numbers started flashing through my mind. How much had my husband been worth? The house was surely worth a million, but what else was there? I started daydreaming that I might have five or even ten million. Get a grip, it won’t be that much, Katie.
			

			
				The solicitor seemed inclined to make me wait even longer to find out. He shuffled papers on his desk before finally opening a black leather folder.
			

			
				“You’re the sole beneficiary of the estate,” he said, finally, “so I’ll make this brief.” He then proceeded to waffle on for ten minutes about the legal aspects of inheritance. “... impossible to value all the businesses accurately at this stage, but the total estate is certainly in excess of…”
			

			
				I held my breath. Imagine if it were over ten million?
			

			
				He cleared his throat. “In excess of three point seven billion pounds.”
			

			
				I suddenly couldn’t breathe. I felt my vision getting dark, and the room began to swim around my head. I was slipping to the floor…
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next thing I knew, the receptionist was helping me lean against the wall and put my head between my knees. When I eventually recovered, she helped me back to the chair.
			

			
				“I’m so sorry, Mr… er… It’s just a bit of a shock.” My voice was still shaky. I’m a fucking billionaire.
			

			
				“I can imagine, Mrs James.” He paused, as if considering his options. “I’ve got a suggestion. Let me call one of my other clients. She’s also a wealthy, single woman, around your age. I believe she’s in town at the moment, and I’ll see if she’s available to take you out to lunch. It might help to have someone in your situation to talk to.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” I said gratefully. “That’s a kind offer. I could do with someone to talk to.”
			

			
				He picked up his desk phone and started dialing a number. I was amused to see it was one of the old-fashioned rotary ones. After a brief conversation, of which I only heard half, he arranged for his client to come to the office to take me out to lunch.
			

			
				“You’ll like her,” he assured me when he’d hung up the phone. “She’s called Arabella.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				An hour later, the office door swung open with a gust of designer perfume.
			

			
				“Darling!” came a musical voice. Arabella swept in like she’d been born on a catwalk. Long, flaming ginger hair tumbled around her bare shoulders, her curves hugged by a hot-pink velour mini dress that probably cost more than my entire wardrobe. A pair of diamanté sunglasses perched on her head like a crown, and strappy stilettos clicked dramatically with every step.
			

			
				“You must be Katie!” she cooed, crossing the room in three powerful strides and gathering me into an embrace. Her cleavage was impressive, and she unashamedly pressed her large breasts firmly against me.
			

			
				She pulled back, holding me at arm’s length, her glossy lips parting in a grin. “You must be both devastated and delighted. Come on. Let’s go get pissed to commiserate and celebrate, shall we?”
			

			
				Before I could reply, she had linked her arm through mine and was steering me out of the solicitor’s office and into the back of a waiting Bentley.
			

			
				The restaurant she took me to was inside one of those hotels that didn’t even have a sign. It was the kind of place I’d only ever seen in films, where the waiters inexplicably wore white gloves and were always on hand to get you anything you needed, even before you knew you needed it. The walls were covered in white silk panels with expensive-looking modern art. The chandeliers looked like glass clouds. Everything was so… clean.
			

			
				“Table for two,” Arabella purred, winking at the host.
			

			
				We were seated at a private booth near the window. I opened the menu, and nearly fainted again.
			

			
				“Fifty quid for a starter,” I whispered, blinking. The waiter placed a glass of water next to me, and I took a nervous sip.
			

			
				Arabella giggled, tossing her hair. “Darling, relax. You’re rich now, you may as well enjoy it. And life’s two great enjoyments are food and fucking.”
			

			
				I almost choked on the water. The waiter must have heard, but showed no sign of it. I glanced at him. He was young, tall, with pouty lips and sharp cheekbones. Even the waiters here look like film stars.
			

			
				“We’ll have a bottle of the Bollinger,” Arabella said, not even glancing at the wine list. “And whatever the chef recommends for lunch, I can’t be bothered with the menu.”
			

			
				She winked at him as he took the menus away. “Is it wrong I want to eat him more than the food?”
			

			
				I stared, wide-eyed. She was absolutely outrageous, I had no idea what she was going to do or say next.
			

			
				“So,” she said, fixing me with her bright green eyes as she draped herself lazily across the seat. “You married the old boy for love or money?”
			

			
				I flushed. “I… well, love. I didn’t know he had money. Not that sort of money, anyway.”
			

			
				“Of course it was,” she said with a wave. “I dated an older man once. He was a filthy bastard. Used to make me wear pearls and nothing else when his business partners came to visit. Called it ‘entertaining.’” She laughed.
			

			
				I didn’t know what to say, so I sipped my water again.
			

			
				“So, if it wasn’t the money, he must have had a big dick?”
			

			
				I nearly choked again. “The sex was good,” I admitted, turning red. It was impossible not to open up a bit with Arabella. “I guess it was his quiet confidence I fell in love with. I didn’t have to think, he just… told me what to do.”
			

			
				“Oh, I’ve got your number,” she smirked, looking at me through her eyelashes. “I like a dominant man myself sometimes.”
			

			
				“That’s not quite…” I began, worried I’d given her the wrong idea.
			

			
				Arabella leaned in. “You’re sweet, Katie. But let me give you some advice. You’re filthy rich now. That means the world is your fuckboy buffet. Don’t waste a single lunchtime on guilt or grief. Have the champagne. Wear the diamonds to Tesco. And shag anyone who makes your thighs twitch.”
			

			
				The champagne arrived, and the waiter poured us a glass each with a minimum of fuss. 
			

			
				“To new money,” she said, raising her glass. “May it corrupt us completely.”
			

			
				I clinked my glass against hers and took a sip.
			

			
				By the time dessert arrived, I was slightly tipsy and utterly hypnotised. Arabella had a way of making the whole world seem shinier. And yet, I still hadn’t come to terms with my newfound wealth. I didn’t feel like I fit into this world of expensive restaurants.
			

			
				Our desserts looked like they’d been sculpted by angels with Michelin stars. Mine was a delicate pistachio soufflé with rose crème anglaise, hers was a chocolate dome that melted under a trickle of hot salted caramel the waiter poured with theatrical precision.
			

			
				Arabella moaned as she took the first bite.
			

			
				“I swear to god,” she said, licking her spoon in a way that looked straight out of a porn film, “this is better than half the sex I’ve had.”
			

			
				I laughed, a little too loudly, and felt my face flush again.
			

			
				She tilted her head, peering at me with sudden curiosity. “Speaking of which… have you been fucking anyone lately, darling?”
			

			
				“Oh. Um. No. Not since…” I gestured vaguely toward the ceiling, as if my late husband were floating somewhere above us, taking notes.
			

			
				Arabella blinked. “Months?” She looked utterly horrified.
			

			
				I nodded sheepishly.
			

			
				Arabella leaned across the table, her expression half scandalised, half delighted. “You are sitting on a golden pussy, Katie James, and you’re letting it gather cobwebs?”
			

			
				I coughed out a laugh. “That’s one way to put it.”
			

			
				“I mean it,” she said, eyes sparkling. “You’re rich, beautiful, and free. There are entire clubs in Mayfair full of gorgeous men who would lick your knees just to get a peek under your skirt.”
			

			
				“Er…”
			

			
				She signalled to the waiter for the bill. 
			

			
				“Which is why, darling, we are going shopping. Immediately after this. And then…”
			

			
				She paused dramatically, dabbing the corner of her mouth with a linen napkin. “I’m going to get you laid.”
			

			
				I blinked. “You make it sound like a team sport.”
			

			
				“Oh, honey,” she said, tossing her ginger curls like a shampoo ad. “Everything’s a team sport if you do it right.”
			

			
				On the way out, she handed a business card to the waiter with the pouty lips. “Call me,” she whispered, and floated out the door on her high heels.
			

			
				“Did you just give him your number?” I asked, struggling to keep up with her, even though she was in heels and I was in flats.
			

			
				“Oh yes,” she breathed, heading down the steps towards her waiting car. “Trust me, he’s well known around here. He’s been servicing every bored, middle-aged, married woman in Kensington with his enormous cock. It’s half the reason that restaurant is so popular.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				It wasn’t long before I found myself in a high-end boutique somewhere in Knightsbridge. I squinted at the label for a handbag on a glass stand.
			

			
				“Twenty-eight thousand pounds?” I gasped.
			

			
				“Oh yes, a bargain. It’s last season's, so it’s half price,” said Arabella, rifling through some hangers behind me. “Stop looking at the prices of everything. It’s irrelevant to you now.”
			

			
				She finished selecting her load of clothes, draping them over her arm and stalking towards the changing room. 
			

			
				“Come on then,” she said over her shoulder. I followed dutifully.
			

			
				There was only one changing room, and it was huge and brightly lit. Arabella locked the door behind us.
			

			
				“You can’t meet my friends dressed for a funeral, so try these on,” she said, handing me some denim shorts, a white tube top, and a fur cardigan.
			

			
				I looked at the label on the shorts. “A thousand pounds for a pair of shorts?” I said, horrified.
			

			
				“They’re Versace, darling. Stop looking at the prices, remember. I’ve found a lovely Louis Vuitton cocktail dress to try on.”
			

			
				Without hesitation, Arabella reached down to the hem of her dress and pulled it off over her head. I stood there, gobsmacked. As I’d suspected, she wasn’t wearing a bra, and her huge, perfectly weighted breasts bounced free. She stood there naked, apart from a pair of tiny, black knickers that were practically see-through, and her high heels. As she tossed the dress onto a nearby wooden bench, I caught a glimpse of patches of ginger hair under her arms.
			

			
				I was already finding Arabella wildly sexual, in a way that was awakening all kinds of unexpected feelings inside me. But seeing those bold patches of hair under her arms sent a wave of heat between my legs. It wasn’t just that Arabella was beautiful; she was, obscenely so, the kind of woman who made people turn their heads and forget their own names. It was that the underarm hair wasn’t an oversight. It was a statement. A fuck-you to the male gaze and every guilt-laden razor ad. There was something brave about it. She wasn’t ashamed of anything - a tiny rebellion made sexy.
			

			
				I realised, to my embarrassment, that I was staring.
			

			
				She noticed, of course. Arabella noticed everything.
			

			
				“Like it?” she said, lifting an arm and showing off her hair.
			

			
				I scrambled to pretend I hadn’t been hypnotised. “I… I mean, I just don’t usually see…”
			

			
				“Hair on women?” she said, grinning. “I swear, men get even more obsessed. It’s the confidence. They don’t know what to do with it.”
			

			
				I swallowed. My mouth had gone dry.
			

			
				Arabella stepped into the Louis Vuitton dress and began pulling it up, but she moved slowly, as though she enjoyed the process of being watched. I couldn’t tell if she was performing for me or just always like this. Probably both.
			

			
				“Go on then,” she said, tucking her huge tits into the bodice. “Get undressed. I want to see how those shorts look on you.”
			

			
				I hesitated, clutching the designer garments to my chest. “I don’t… usually change in front of people.”
			

			
				“Katie,” she said gently, “you’ve just inherited billions of pounds. You can have any dress, any house, any man, or woman you want. You don’t have to be embarrassed anymore. Not about your body. Not about anything.”
			

			
				You know what, she’s fucking right.
			

			
				My blouse came off first, then my sensible black skirt.
			

			
				“Oh,” said Arabella, sounding disappointed. “Are those Marks and Spencer knickers?”
			

			
				“Er… yes, actually,” I said, looking down at them. They were sensible. Comfortable. And not at all sexy. “Didn’t you say that I could wear what I want now?”
			

			
				“Not when it comes to wearing department store underwear, darling,” she said, aghast. She sighed, shaking her head. “Well, we don’t have time to sort that now, just try on the clothes.” She turned back to the mirror, regarding herself critically in the dress and adjusting the cleavage.
			

			
				I stepped into the tiny denim shorts, tugging them over my hips. They hugged me indecently, and I had to admit, they made my ass look amazing. The tube top was next, tight and white and clingy in a way I wasn’t used to. My breasts could normally be described as perky rather than big, but the top seemed to make them seem more impressive. The fur cardigan softened it slightly, but I still felt wildly exposed.
			

			
				I looked in the mirror, barely recognising myself.
			

			
				“You’re fucking hot,” Arabella said bluntly. “You just don’t know it yet.”
			

			
				I turned to face her. She was smoothing her dress down now, her breasts settling perfectly into place. Her eyes met mine, and I felt that surge of heat between my legs again.
			

			
				“Now,” she said, putting her hands on her hips, “we’re going to find you a pair of heels, a clutch bag, and then, darling… we’re getting you laid.”
			

			
				I laughed, breathless. A strange, dangerous joy was bubbling in my chest.
			

			
				“Are you serious?”
			

			
				“I never joke about orgasms,” she said, unlocking the door.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Bentley bumped gently over a speed bump and came to a smooth stop outside an Edwardian townhouse. I was starting to get used to this new way of navigating London; being driven around, the car parking illegally wherever it liked, rules be damned. It was a strange kind of freedom, where the world bent itself around you instead of the other way round.
			

			
				Arabella didn’t wait. She swung her legs out of the car and clicked up the short flight of stone steps like she’d lived there all her life. I climbed out a little more cautiously, adjusting the fur cardigan that barely covered my shoulders. I still felt underdressed, but in a way that was thrilling now. My thighs were bare, my top was tight, and Arabella had bought me some heels that were at least an inch higher than I’d ever worn before.
			

			
				She rang the bell. It wasn’t one of those tinny buzzers. It was a deep, elegant chime that echoed inside the house.
			

			
				After a few moments, the door opened. A man stood there, tall, sandy-haired, with boyish features and an easy smile. He wore a navy turtleneck, perfectly tailored trousers, and looked like someone who had opinions about wine.
			

			
				“Bella,” he said warmly, kissing both her cheeks and admiring her breasts bulging out of the top of her cocktail dress. “You look outrageously inappropriate for a Wednesday afternoon. As always.”
			

			
				“That’s the idea, darling,” she purred. “This is Katie.”
			

			
				He looked at me with interest, not the sleazy kind, but the sort that made you feel seen. “Welcome,” he said. “I’m Tristan. Come in.”
			

			
				The inside of the house was ridiculous. Huge ceilings, all whitewashed exposed brick and steel beams. The floor was polished concrete, the light golden from vintage pendant lamps strung high above. The kitchen at the far end looked like something out of a design magazine; marble countertops, a whole wall of sleek black cabinets, and an espresso machine I wouldn’t dare touch without supervision.
			

			
				“This place is incredible,” I murmured.
			

			
				Arabella grinned. “Wait until you see the sex dungeon.”
			

			
				I assumed she was joking. Actually, maybe she wasn’t.
			

			
				The living room opened up in a way that made me gasp. Floor-to-ceiling windows at the back looked out onto a large courtyard garden. Along one wall were rows of vintage video game consoles, Ataris, old PlayStations, even a pinball machine. A worn-in, camel-coloured leather sofa curled around a massive TV. There was a glossy pool table in the centre of the room, and leaning casually against it was another man.
			

			
				This one was darker, broader, with sharp cheekbones and a slow, amused smile. His hair was thick and black, pushed back like he didn’t care, but obviously did. He wore a black V-neck and dark jeans, barefoot.
			

			
				Arabella waved a hand between us. “Katie, this is Tristan’s equally gorgeous friend, Sebastian.”
			

			
				Sebastian approached and offered his hand. His grip was warm and firm. “Nice to meet you,” he said, his voice posh but playful. “How do you know Bella? Are you one of her rescue projects?”
			

			
				“Don’t be rude,” Arabella cut in, giving him a friendly push on the chest. “Katie’s just been very… well-behaved... I’m fixing it.”
			

			
				“She’s doing a good job,” Sebastian said, eyeing my outfit. He was so ridiculously handsome that every time he looked at me like that, it made my stomach flip.
			

			
				“Drinks?” Tristan asked, already moving toward a bar at the side of the room. “We’ve got most things. Cocktails? Wine? You know how I feel about Pinot Noir, but I’ve got a delightful Cabernet…”
			

			
				“Champagne, of course,” Arabella said without missing a beat.
			

			
				He opened a bottle with a loud pop and poured out four flutes before handing them out.
			

			
				“How do you all know each other?” I asked, taking a small sip and feeling the rush of bubbles.
			

			
				“Oh, we all went to Cambridge together,” said Tristan. “Bella and I used to go out, you know.”
			

			
				“Most of the time we stayed in,” smirked Arabella, running her tongue over her lips in a seductive way.
			

			
				Sebastian rolled his eyes. “Don’t get them started. They get off on telling stories about all the places they’ve shagged.”
			

			
				Arabella gave me a wicked smile, eyes glittering. “You know, Katie here hasn’t had sex in months. Since her husband. I think it’s time we ended that little dry spell, don’t you?”
			

			
				Sebastian raised an eyebrow, clearly amused.
			

			
				“Arabella!” I hissed, face burning.
			

			
				“What?” she said, all faux-innocence. “It’s not a secret. You admitted it at lunch. You need a good seeing to, darling. And look,” she gestured elegantly to Sebastian, “here’s a beautiful man, charming, discreet, hung…”
			

			
				“Jesus Christ,” I muttered into my glass, but I was laughing too, even as I tried to disappear. I couldn’t help but glance at Sebastian to gauge his reaction. He wasn’t looking horrified. If anything, he was looking interested.
			

			
				Sebastian chuckled, sitting down lazily on the edge of the pool table. “You do realise you’re talking about me like I’m a very expensive vibrator.”
			

			
				“You are,” Arabella said breezily, draining the last of her champagne. “But warmer and much bigger.”
			

			
				“I’m sure you only come and see us when you want something sexual,” smirked Tristan.
			

			
				“Well,” said Arabella. “How about you and I have a little… catch-up. In the kitchen.” She sashayed toward the enormous double doors at the back of the living room. “Try not to be shy, Katie.”
			

			
				She grabbed Tristan’s hand without even looking back. He followed, grinning, and pulled the doors shut behind them with a heavy clunk, though they didn’t quite latch. A narrow gap remained.
			

			
				Sebastian looked at me. Fuck he was gorgeous. 
			

			
				“You don’t have to do anything, just because Arabella tells you,” he said.
			

			
				I considered my options. It had been a crazy day already. But I was feeling… free? I really did want him.
			

			
				“Can you kiss me?” I said, my heart pounding so hard in my chest, he must surely hear it.
			

			
				He closed the distance between us, gently pushing me up against the pinball machine behind me. He leaned in, his lips brushing against mine, just the ghost of a kiss. But even that made my knees weaken. Sebastian’s hand slid to my side, his warm hand on the exposed skin between my shorts and top. The kiss deepened slowly, deliciously, until I parted my lips and let him in. His tongue teased mine, and I tasted the champagne on his breath.
			

			
				He pulled back slightly. “You’re shaking,” he said quietly.
			

			
				“I know,” I whispered. “I haven’t… in a while.”
			

			
				“That’s okay,” he said, thumb stroking just under my jaw. “We don’t need to do anything you don’t want to.”
			

			
				I smiled, breathless, and kissed him again, more confidently this time. He made a low, appreciative sound and pulled me closer, hands sliding down to rest on my hips. That’s when the first sound came from the kitchen. A muffled gasp. We both stilled for a second, eyes flicking to the half-shut double doors.
			

			
				Then came a louder moan, Arabella’s voice, unmistakable and utterly unbothered by who might hear.
			

			
				Sebastian laughed. “Bella never hangs around.”
			

			
				Another moan, this time longer, filthier. I felt it like a pulse between my legs.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I murmured, pressing my thighs together reflexively. I could barely believe what I was hearing. The slap of skin on skin, the wet sounds, the moans. They were fucking.
			

			
				Arabella’s breathy voice carried clearly now: “Yes… fuck… just like that…”
			

			
				I bit my lip, arousal blooming even hotter between my legs. I was not in the habit of having sex with men I’d just met. But right then, there was nothing I wanted more. I popped open the button on my jeans, and then, gently, I took Sebastian’s hand and guided it inside my shorts.
			

			
				He quickly understood what I wanted. He pressed me more firmly back against the pinball machine, and slid his hand inside my knickers, over the soft hair on my mound and…
			

			
				The second his fingers brushed across my aroused clit, I gasped and arched my back. A wave of heat spread out from my pussy through my whole body. I grabbed his head in my hands, kissing him ferociously as he started to rub my clit in circles. He touched me in time to Arabella’s moans from the other room, and it almost felt like it was the four of us having sex together.
			

			
				Faster and faster he rubbed me, occasionally dipping his fingers into my soaked and gaping cunt, before using the arousal to stroke my clit. The pressure inside me was building quickly, and I knew I was going to come. Suddenly, I was clenching around his fingers as an intense orgasm washed over me. My legs would have given out if I hadn’t been pressed up against the machine. Wave after wave of pleasure rushed through my body, making every nerve tingle.
			

			
				He took his hand out of my shorts. His middle two fingers were wet, coated with my sticky, white arousal. To my shock, he pushed them into my open mouth.
			

			
				“Taste yourself,” he said, a filthy smirk on his face.
			

			
				I licked and sucked on his fingers. That simple action made me hornier than I ever remembered being before. My pussy was literally throbbing. I could hear Arabella coming, loudly, in the next room.
			

			
				“What do you want?” he asked, taking his fingers out of my mouth. He knew the answer already, though.  
			

			
				“Do you have any condoms?” I whispered, looking him in the eyes.
			

			
				He nodded. Then he took my hand, leading me to the plush, white sofa and sitting me down. I glanced through the crack in the door, and what I saw made my heart miss a beat. Arabella was standing with her legs wide apart, bent over slightly, bracing her hands on the kitchen island unit. She was completely naked. Tristan stood behind her, his white ass thrusting back and forth as he screwed her hard from behind.
			

			
				While Sebastian got a condom from his wallet, I lifted my ass and slipped my shorts and knickers off. I felt exposed, half-naked in a stranger's house, about to have sex with a man I barely knew. I could feel my cheeks burning with both arousal and embarrassment. I kept my legs together, curled up on the sofa.
			

			
				Sebastian took his trousers off. I stared at the huge bulge in his tight, white briefs.               He slipped them down over his thighs and his cock sprang free. It was fucking big, and rock hard. Thick and meaty, with veins running down the side. He ripped open the condom packet, size XXL, of course, and rolled it confidently over his shaft.
			

			
				In the next room, the sounds of Arabella and Tristan only seemed to grow louder. Arabella sounded like she was either climaxing again or being murdered.
			

			
				Sebastian knelt next to me, gently opening my legs. I could see him looking between my thighs at my wet and gaping cunt. His body covered mine as we lay back on the couch, sinking into the cushions like we were being pulled down together.
			

			
				He held his cock and slid it right up inside me. The sensations were instantly amazing, stretching me open and touching all the right spots. I could feel my walls gripping him tightly as he thrust deeper and deeper. I closed my eyes, wrapping my legs around him, opening myself to the moment completely.
			

			
				I held him tightly as he moved inside me, slow at first, his mouth claiming mine. He kissed me deeply, thrusting into me with long, firm strokes. My hands ran up his back, fingers digging into the muscles of his shoulders as I arched to meet him, silently urging him on.
			

			
				Sebastian broke the kiss just long enough to look down at me. “You feel so good,” he murmured.
			

			
				I bit my lip, smiling, and then moaned as he thrust again, a little harder, a little deeper. My body welcomed him eagerly, pulsing with each movement. I could hear myself now, soft moans escaping my lips, mingling with the distant sounds of Arabella’s passion. He picked up the pace, still in control, but with more urgency now, hips rocking back and forth, driving me closer and closer toward the edge.
			

			
				When my second climax came, it hit like a wave crashing over me. I cried out, body shaking around him as every muscle tightened and released in a rush of pleasure. He held me close, groaning with his own pleasure.
			

			
				As the last waves of my orgasm pulsed through me, Sebastian pulled back slightly. “Turn around for me,” he said, guiding me gently.
			

			
				I obeyed, still trembling, placing my hands on the back of the sofa, my body open and pliant. He stepped in close behind me, his hands firm on my hips, and I gasped as he entered me again, his thick shaft stretching me tight around him.
			

			
				The new angle sent fresh sparks of sensation rippling through my body. I clutched the soft fabric of the sofa as he moved inside me, steady and strong. He leaned forward, his chest pressing to my back, one hand slipping around to my front, teasing and rubbing my clit.
			

			
				And then, through the still-open crack in the kitchen doors, my eyes caught movement. Arabella was down on her knees now, laughing and flushed. Tristan stood above her, shirt open, hand in her hair, hips rocking gently forward, her mouth wrapped around his thick cock. Her expression was one of wild delight.
			

			
				With a final stroke of his cock, Tristan pulled out and ejaculated all over her pretty face. She didn’t flinch, just looked up at him, licking her lips as load after load of thick cum splattered over her. I’d never seen anything so shocking in my life, and it almost made me come again right then. 
			

			
				Sebastian noticed where I was looking, and he laughed as he thrust into me. “You like watching her, don’t you?”
			

			
				I couldn’t speak. I just nodded, biting my lip, my body pushing back into him. He groaned, thrusting harder. I was close to another orgasm, so close. Tristan increased his pace, still rubbing my clit. And then I went over the edge, coming so hard that my whole body shook. I buried my face in the sofa cushion, moaning loudly. He fucked me through it, his thrusts becoming erratic. With a final groan, he reached his climax too, bucking wildly into me as he filled the condom.
			

			
				When I finally looked up, I saw Arabella standing naked in the doorway, watching us, her cute, ginger bush on full display. She was wiping her face with a tea towel.
			

			
				“Feeling better now?” she smirked at me.
			

			
				“So much better,” I purred, feeling drunk on the orgasms.
			

			
				Tristan pulled out of me and took the condom off with a rubber sound. He didn’t seem at all embarrassed to be standing there with a hard, dripping cock and a used condom. He looked around for his underwear. I was still bent over the back of the sofa, breathless and half-dressed, my hair wild, my thighs trembling.
			

			
				Arabella stepped fully into the room, completely nude except for her heels and a casual, cocky confidence that made her glow like she owned the world. 
			

			
				“Oh, darling,” she said. “You’ve got the best post-sex flush. It really suits you.”
			

			
				I straightened up with a shaky laugh, pulling down my top to cover my tits where they had bounced free.
			

			
				She looked at Sebastian and gave him an approving nod. “Well done, darling. I knew you’d get her going.”
			

			
				Tristan reappeared behind her, shirt open and naked from the waist down. His cock, although soft, was long and swinging as he walked.
			

			
				“Who wants more champagne?” he asked.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				I had to admit, I was beginning to fall for Seb just a little bit. We cuddled on the sofa in our underwear, chatting and drinking champagne. At dinner time, we ordered Korean food to be delivered from an exclusive place that Tristan knew. It was absolutely divine.
			

			
				After the food, Sebastian took me upstairs and fucked me good and proper in his bed. Arabella and Tristan were in the next room, making a lot of noise too. By the time we’d finished, sweaty and satisfied, it was getting late. We met up with the others in the kitchen.
			

			
				“Everyone, it’s been wonderful,” I said reluctantly, “But I have to get home. I only intended to go out for an hour this morning, and I need to feed my cat.”
			

			
				Sebastian slipped his hand into mine. “It’s been so nice meeting you, Katie,” he said, giving me a warm smile.
			

			
				“Oh, it’s been wonderful,” I gushed, feeling a rush of warmth, “You’ve all been so kind to me, and welcomed me into your friendship group. Especially you, Arabella, I can’t thank you enough.”
			

			
				Arabella looked at me over the mug of tea she was drinking.
			

			
				“You know what, Katie, I’m going to Monaco tomorrow afternoon for a short holiday. You simply must come with me.”
			

			
				I looked at her in shock. “I can’t just fly off on holiday at a moment's notice.”
			

			
				“Whyever not?” she replied, sounding amused. “You’re still not thinking like a billionairess. You can do anything, the fuck you want.”
			

			
				“What about my cat?” I said.
			

			
				“My PA will arrange for someone to feed it.”
			

			
				“I’m not even sure where my passport is,” I protested, trying to think about it rationally.
			

			
				“You don’t need one,” Arabella replied breezily. “We’re taking my private plane. And before you tell me you’ve got nothing to wear, I’ll text my PA now, and she’ll have everything you need ready by the time we take off. You don’t even need to pack. Bikinis, evening wear, skincare, she’ll take care of everything.”
			

			
				I opened my mouth to argue, but nothing came out. Everything about this life still felt surreal, like I was playing dress-up in someone else’s fantasy.
			

			
				“Tristan and I are flying out there for a party in a few days, too,” said Sebastian.
			

			
				That made up my mind for me. I realised that I really wanted to see him again.
			

			
				“Okay,” I said quietly. “Let’s go to Monaco.”
			

			
				Maybe it was the champagne. Or the sex. Or Arabella’s irrepressible energy. But right then, it didn’t feel crazy at all. It felt like the most natural thing in the world.
			

			
				Arabella let out a delighted squeal and clapped her hands together. “Darling, you won’t regret it. Monaco is divine. I’ll get my car to pick you up tomorrow at lunchtime.”
			

			
				She picked up her phone and started tapping away. “Now, tell me your measurements.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				I’d never been on a private plane before. No check-in, no security - the car just drove right up to the steps like we were royalty. It was surreal. Arabella stepped out first in enormous sunglasses and a vintage Chanel scarf tied around her hair like some kind of old-school film star.
			

			
				“Come on, darling,” she said, tossing me a grin over her shoulder. “Monaco awaits.”
			

			
				As we climbed the steps, a man appeared at the top of them. Tall, dark, and Italian-looking, he was dressed in a navy-blue flight uniform that clung just a little too perfectly to his broad chest. His name tag read “Luca.”
			

			
				“Welcome aboard, again, Miss Langford. And, Miss James, a pleasure to meet you,” he said with a slight trace of an Italian accent and a devastating smile that made my stomach flip. “Champagne?”
			

			
				“Yes, please,” Arabella purred, taking a flute from his silver tray without missing a step. “Katie, don’t you just love being greeted by a hot man with bubbles?”
			

			
				I nodded, my throat suddenly dry. “It’s definitely… new.”
			

			
				Inside, the jet was like a flying five-star hotel. Cream leather seats the size of armchairs. Polished wood accents. A long bar at the back, mirrored and glowing. Gold hardware. There were two separate lounge areas, a small dining nook, and at the very back, behind a sliding door, a private bedroom with a king-size bed covered in perfect white linens.
			

			
				I dropped into one of the oversized seats, sinking back as Arabella flopped down opposite me and kicked off her Louboutins.
			

			
				“Don’t get used to commercial flying again,” she said, sipping her champagne with a wink. “This is the only way I travel now. Commercial airports are for normal people.”
			

			
				Luca returned with a fresh tray of delicate canapés, placing them on the table between us. His eyes flicked over me, like he could tell it was my first time, and he found it adorable.
			

			
				“God, I love this plane,” Arabella sighed, stretching her arms overhead in a way that showed off her tufts of ginger hair. “Especially the cabin crew. It’s the best money I've ever spent. Monaco’s going to adore you, by the way.”
			

			
				The engines roared to life outside, a deep, vibrating hum. I felt the plane begin to taxi, smoothly rolling forward as the pilot’s voice came over the intercom.
			

			
				“Cabin crew to positions for takeoff. Please relax and enjoy the flight.”
			

			
				Arabella leaned forward, her eyes glittering. “Ready for your next adventure?”
			

			
				I looked out the window as we began to rise, champagne fizzing on my tongue, London shrinking beneath us. I didn’t know exactly what awaited me in Monaco, but with Arabella in charge, I was certain it was going to be wild.
			

			
				The seat belt sign dinged and disappeared above us as we reached cruising altitude. Outside, clouds stretched like cotton wool over a pale blue sky, but inside the jet, everything was calm and immaculate.
			

			
				Luca, the devastatingly handsome flight attendant, appeared again at our seats, smiling like he’d stepped out of a fashion magazine.
			

			
				“Is there anything else I can get you, ladies?” he asked.
			

			
				Arabella tilted her head, lips curling wickedly. “Yes. An orgasm, please.”
			

			
				I let out a shocked laugh, half choking on my drink. I assumed it was a bawdy joke.
			

			
				It wasn’t.
			

			
				She leaned back in her seat, slowly lifting one leg over the other, revealing just a hint of lace beneath her designer skirt. Luca knelt in front of her without blinking, and the look they exchanged said this wasn’t their first time. He reached up under her skirt and pulled her knickers down her long, smooth legs and off over her feet.
			

			
				I stared, dumbfounded, as Arabella gave me a wink and murmured, “Well, darling… I hired Luca for his special skills, it’s rude not to utilise them.”
			

			
				She slid to the edge of the seat and reclined further, eyes fluttering shut. I caught a glimpse of her ginger bush before her fingers tangled in Luca’s thick, dark hair and pulled him down between her thighs.
			

			
				The next few minutes were a blur of soft moans, muffled gasps, and the rising heat in my cheeks. I turned to look out the window, unsure where to put my eyes. Or my hands. My pussy was aching with desire, but I didn’t dare touch myself. Arabella, however, had no such conflict. Her breathing quickened, eyes fluttering as Luca worked his magic between her legs.
			

			
				Then, with a moan that turned into a scream, she came hard, her whole body shaking and shuddering. Her fingers tightened in his hair as she bucked and rode the orgasm out. It seemed to go on forever, but finally she was done.
			

			
				Luca stood, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. There was a satisfied glint in his eye, like a man proud of a job well done.
			

			
				“That was delightful,” she sighed, taking another sip of champagne and licking her lips. “Do you want a turn?”
			

			
				My stomach flipped again. I mean, I did want a turn. Of course I did. He was gorgeous, and I’d already seen how skilled he was, but…
			

			
				“It’s up to you,” she purred. “But it would be a shame to waste that tongue.”
			

			
				I hesitated. “Okay,” I squeaked.
			

			
				Luca’s eyes locked with mine, a slow, wicked smile spreading across his face. “May I?” he asked, already kneeling in front of me.
			

			
				My heart thudded so loudly I was sure they could both hear it. Champagne still fizzing in my veins, I gave a tiny nod and let him guide my legs apart, the soft leather of the seat beneath me cool against my thighs.
			

			
				Arabella leaned back, swirling her glass lazily, watching with the amused air of someone deeply entertained. “Relax, darling,” she purred.
			

			
				I tilted my head back against the headrest, breath catching in my throat as Luca’s hands slid along my legs. He peeled down my knickers, achingly slow. I could feel the cool cabin air on my soaking wet folds. He pulled me to the edge of the seat, spreading my thighs. I felt completely exposed.
			

			
				And then his mouth… oh god. I gasped aloud, every nerve in my body lighting up like fireworks. His tongue explored me, sinking into my depths and then licking a firm stripe all the way up my pussy. His mouth encircled my clit, wet lips pressing against me as his tongue did… something indescribable. When he started sucking, the pleasure flooded every part of my body.
			

			
				He was expert, attentive, teasing, every flick of his tongue, every lick and suck, coaxing loud moans from my lips. My hands gripped the armrests, my thighs trembling.
			

			
				Arabella giggled, sipping her drink. “Told you he was good.”
			

			
				I could only moan in response.
			

			
				Everything else melted away: the plane, the sky, even Arabella’s smug commentary. There was only the building heat inside me, the dizzying pleasure. The pressure built and built inside me until suddenly I crashed over the edge and screamed. My body squirmed and twisted in the seat, his mouth still latched onto me, guiding me through the intense pleasure.
			

			
				Eventually, I collapsed back into the seat, panting heavily, unable to speak. My pussy was a wet, swollen mess between my legs, throbbing with ecstasy.
			

			
				“Now,” smirked Arabella, her eyes flicking between my legs and back to my face. “Why don’t you take him back to the bedroom and join the mile high club?”
			

			
				My stomach flipped again. “What?”
			

			
				“You know, sex in a plane, the mile high club.”
			

			
				“I… I know what it is, but…” I stammered.
			

			
				“Do you know what Luca’s job is when he isn’t working as my cabin crew?” Arabella smirked.
			

			
				I shook my head.
			

			
				“Have you seen Big Tits Italian MILFs 3?”
			

			
				“What, no! Of course not,” I said, still confused.
			

			
				“Darling, he’s an Italian porn star. Trust me, this is going to be the fuck of your life.”
			

			
				I looked at Luca, standing there impassively in his smart uniform, waiting for my answer. It felt like some kind of fantasy.
			

			
				“Okay,” I whispered. “But only if he wants to…”
			

			
				Luca stepped forward, scooping me up in his strong arms. I started giggling as he carried me easily to the back of the plane and into the bedroom. 
			

			
				He laid me gently on the bed, carefully undressing me until I was completely naked. I could feel my cheeks burning from the orgasm and arousal at the anticipation of more. Luca slipped out of his jacket and unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his chiseled body. His chest was sculpted, abs tight, and a trail of dark hair leading down beneath his waistband. I bit my lip, nerves and lust tangling in my chest.
			

			
				He dropped his trousers, stepping out of them. In just his underwear, I could see his cock straining at the fabric. It looked fucking huge. He climbed onto the bed, moving between my legs, leaning down to kiss me gently on the lips. I moaned with desire, opening my mouth and tangling my tongue with his. I touched his face, it was rough with stubble. His hard cock, stretching the material of his underwear, was pressed against my soaking pussy. 
			

			
				I reached down between us, desperate to feel him. I slipped my hand into his briefs and grasped his erection. It was thick, long, and very hard. I gasped. That thing had no business fitting inside anyone, and yet I wanted nothing more than to try.
			

			
				I caught a glimpse of Arabella, standing in the doorway, watching. That sent another wave of arousal through me.
			

			
				“Do you want me to go slow… or do you want me to ruin you?” Luca growled in my ear.
			

			
				The filth of that line made my whole body twitch. I whimpered.
			

			
				“Ruin me,” I whispered, voice hoarse.
			

			
				He tugged his briefs down enough that his cock was free of them. I spread my legs as wide as possible, my wet cunt gaping open for him. He pushed in just the head, and already I was stretching wide around him, moaning at the delicious pressure. He paused, watching my face. I realised that we weren’t using protection, but I didn’t care.
			

			
				“Okay?” he asked.
			

			
				I nodded furiously. “Fuck me.”
			

			
				He slid in inch by inch, exhaling sharply as I took him deeper. I could feel every ridge, every twitch of his cock as he finally bottomed out, filling me completely. I arched against him, clutching his back, nails digging into his shoulders.
			

			
				“Fuck, you feel good,” he groaned, starting to move, dragging almost all the way out before sinking back in. Every deep thrust made me moan loudly as he stretched me. The bed rocked beneath us as he found a rhythm, deep and hard. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the cabin, along with my increasingly desperate moans. His hands gripped my thighs, tilting my legs back to hit that spot inside that made me see stars.
			

			
				I came again fast, body convulsing under him and my cunt clenching around his thick shaft. But he didn’t stop, he kept thrusting, driving into me like he needed to fuck me into the mattress. I was writhing, overwhelmed, and overstimulated, and I loved it. And adding to my arousal, Arabella watched it all from the doorway, her fingers working furiously between her legs.
			

			
				Luca flipped me onto my hands and knees without missing a beat, sliding back into me from behind, one hand tangled in my hair, the other gripping my hip hard. I cried out as he pounded into me, fast and relentlessly, pulling my head back by my hair.
			

			
				The second orgasm hit harder than the first. I screamed, body shaking uncontrollably, thighs trembling. Still, he didn’t stop. Letting go of my hair, he pushed me forward onto the bed, so I was lying face down. His cock still filled me from behind, his body slamming against my ass. With this new angle, he was pressing hard against my G-spot, sending all kinds of new feelings of pleasure through me.
			

			
				I felt the pressure building inside me again, but different this time. When I came, I felt a release and squirted. Clear liquid gushed out of me, all over my thighs and soaking the bed. Every time he pounded into me, more came out, with obscene wet sounds.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I heard Arabella groaning from behind me.
			

			
				But Luca still wasn’t finished. He rolled off me, pulling me onto my side. Now he started to fuck me from behind, but on my side. With one hand, he roughly groped my breast. With the other, he lifted my leg up, spreading me wide, and showing everything off to Arabella. She must have been able to see my tight cunt lips stretched wide around his thick cock, in explicit detail. I looked over at her; she was on her knees in the doorway, flushed with her own orgasm and still fingering herself as she watched.
			

			
				Finally, with a low groan, he came deep inside me, hips jerking against my ass as he spilled into me, holding me tight as he pulsed and gasped through it. We collapsed together onto the bed, sweaty and breathless, tangled in each other. His thick, warm cum leaked out of me, running down my thigh onto the wet sheets.
			

			
				After a long silence, I heard Arabella’s amused voice, thick with her own climax.
			

			
				“I trust you’re enjoying our in-flight entertainment?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				I followed up my first fuck on a plane with my first shower on a plane. The bathroom was all sleek marble tiles and gold fixtures. I stood beneath the rainfall showerhead, letting the hot water rinse away the sticky evidence of my very satisfying encounter, my legs still trembling a little from the aftershocks. I’ve just fucked a porn star. On an airplane.
			

			
				By the time I rejoined Arabella in the main cabin, the plane had begun its descent towards Nice airport. Through the wide oval window, I caught my first glimpse of the French Riviera: the brilliant, impossible blue of the Mediterranean stretching out beneath us, scattered with white yachts like confetti on the water. The coastline gleamed, dotted with terracotta rooftops and swaying palms.
			

			
				I slid into the seat across from Arabella, who was now applying a fresh coat of lip gloss.
			

			
				“Where are we going to stay?” I asked, suddenly realizing I hadn’t actually thought about it. “Have you booked us a hotel?”
			

			
				Arabella gave me one of her feline smiles, eyes sparkling behind oversized Dior sunglasses.
			

			
				“Oh no, darling,” she purred. “We’re staying with a dear friend.”
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow. “A dear friend?”
			

			
				She smirked. “On his boat.”
			

			
				Of course we were.
			

			
				 
			

			
				To my surprise, instead of heading for a car as I’d expected, we were ushered toward a glossy helicopter, its blades already spinning lazily in the afternoon sun. It sat poised on its helipad like a mechanical dragonfly, gleaming silver and red, the words Monaco Air stenciled along the side.
			

			
				I blinked at Arabella. “Wait… we’re flying again?”
			

			
				She slid her sunglasses up onto her head, her red curls gleaming in the afternoon sunlight.
			

			
				“Of course. The traffic through Nice is a nightmare,” she said breezily, as though taking a helicopter to avoid congestion was the most natural thing in the world. “Besides, it’s only seven minutes by air. Everyone does it this way. You’ll love the view.”
			

			
				Before I could protest, a ground crewman opened the door for us. Arabella climbed in first with the ease of someone who’d done this a thousand times, while I scrambled awkwardly in behind her, clutching my bag and trying not to flash my knickers at the man behind me.
			

			
				The cabin was surprisingly spacious and plush, the seats upholstered in cream leather, headsets already waiting for us. I buckled in as the door thudded shut behind us and the pilot gave a brief nod through the glass partition.
			

			
				The blades picked up speed, the thrum vibrating through my chest, and within seconds we lifted clean off the ground, up and away, the tarmac shrinking below. I gasped as the sparkling coastline came into view, the sea stretching out to our right, blue and endless. To our left, the city of Nice sprawled towards the hills behind, palm-lined boulevards and clusters of old stone buildings blurring into one beautiful patchwork.
			

			
				Arabella leaned in, her voice crackling slightly through the headset. “Much better than a sweaty taxi, right?”
			

			
				She put her hand on my bare thigh, and I felt a rush of arousal. She’d just watched me get absolutely ruined and filled with cum, and I was suddenly overcome by how beautiful and sexual she was. I felt my heart start to race, and my breathing deepen.
			

			
				“Don’t you find the vibration of the helicopter turns you on?” she said, her voice surprisingly low and sexy.
			

			
				I swallowed and nodded. I was incredibly turned on, but it wasn’t just the helicopter. Her hand slid higher, under my skirt, brushing against my knickers. I turned to look at her, and her mouth was on mine, our headphones colliding together. Her kiss was urgent and insistent, forcing my mouth open. It was my first time kissing a woman, and I could taste her lip gloss.
			

			
				Her finger pressed firmly against my aching clit, moving in large circles. My hand went instinctively between her legs, and she opened them to give me better access. She wasn’t wearing any knickers. I felt the soft texture of her hair, already wet and matted around her opening. She groaned into my mouth as I slipped one finger inside her, then another, and she clenched tight around me.
			

			
				The hum of the rotor blades was constant, a deep, pulsing rhythm that seemed to echo the throb between my legs. Arabella's mouth was on mine, greedy and demanding. Her own fingers pushed my knickers aside and found my clit again, stroking, teasing, until I was squirming in my seat, my moans swallowed into the headset mic. The rush of altitude, the sway of the helicopter, it all blurred into pleasure as we finger-fucked each other in mid-air.
			

			
				When she came, I could feel it in the way her body convulsed around my fingers, the way she threw her head back and shuddered, clenching me in tight waves. The moan she made pushed me over the edge. I came with a gasp, my legs tightening around her wrist, my hips bucking helplessly into her hand. It was messy and glorious. 
			

			
				For a moment, we just held each other, panting, flushed, the Mediterranean glowing below us. The helicopter began its descent toward the glittering harbour.
			

			
				 
			

			
				On the short transfer from the helipad to the marina, I caught glimpses of the famous streets I’d only ever seen on the Formula One coverage. Then we reached the jetty. And there, moored at the very end like it ruled the dock, was the biggest yacht in the marina. Sleek and massive, all gleaming white and polished teak, with at least three visible decks.
			

			
				Arabella, of course, didn’t pause for a second. She strutted right up the gangway, her hair catching the breeze like she was in an ad for champagne.
			

			
				“Arabella!” a deep voice called from the upper deck.
			

			
				I looked up and froze. A man was coming down the stairs toward us, barefoot, tanned, and shirtless. His chest was covered with thick, grey hair, and though he had to be pushing sixty, his body was lean, strong, and weathered in the sexiest possible way. The kind of body that wasn’t built in a gym but sculpted over a lifetime of adventure, cigars, and sex in warm climates.
			

			
				There was something familiar about him. As he reached the bottom of the gangway and pulled Arabella into a hug, it clicked. Oh my god. Jack Carlton. The bad boy star of half a dozen cult classics from the ’80s and ’90s. Somehow, he was always shirtless by the second scene, always with a cigarette between his lips and a woman under his arm. Rumours abound of him sleeping with all the stars of Hollywood. A fucking legend.
			

			
				And here he was. Bare-chested, tanned to the color of expensive leather, his grey-streaked hair pushed back. Still dangerous-looking in a way that made my thighs clench.
			

			
				“Arabella, baby,” he said, pulling back to look at her. Then he glanced at me. “You always bring me the nicest surprises.” Was he talking about me?
			

			
				Arabella laughed and kissed both of his cheeks. “This is Katie.”
			

			
				He stepped forward, taking my hand in his large, calloused one, and bent slightly to kiss the back of it like an old-fashioned gentleman.
			

			
				“Jack,” he said, holding my gaze. “And you are very welcome aboard.”
			

			
				A steward in a crisp white polo stood discreetly near the steps, holding a bottle of champagne in a silver bucket.
			

			
				“Come on,” Jack said, finally letting go of my hand. “Let’s get you girls a drink. Your luggage has already arrived and has been put in your rooms.”
			

			
				As we followed him aboard, Arabella leaned in and whispered against my ear, “He might be old, but he still fucks like a god.” I felt my knees almost give out, and a rush of heat between my legs.
			

			
				Arabella and I were shown to our rooms below deck by a silent steward with a man-bun and a well-pressed uniform. My room was absurdly beautiful, polished teak, plush cream bedding, gold-trimmed light fixtures, and a wall of glass that opened onto a private balcony barely above the waterline.
			

			
				An open suitcase had been placed on a stand by the bed. It was my first time seeing the clothes that Arabella’s PA had bought for me. They looked expensive. There were a couple of Fendi bikinis, still with the price tag on. I choked when I saw they were five hundred pounds each. I selected the brown one and tried it on. It was perfect, hardly any material, but it showed off my curves, and just about covered the important bits. It was far more daring than I would normally wear, but for some reason, I was feeling a lot braver now.
			

			
				I met back up with Arabella, and we went back on deck, barefoot. Her bikini was a white linen two-piece, soft and breezy, somehow both casual and devastatingly sexy. The top was a halter style, tied loosely behind her neck and enhancing her impressive cleavage. The fabric was slightly sheer in the sunlight, and beneath it, her nipples were faintly visible. Her unshaven armpits made her feel even more European, even more sensual.
			

			
				Jack was already there, shirtless and barefoot, a pair of aviators shielding his eyes. He looked over and gave an approving nod as we emerged.
			

			
				“Now that’s what a summer afternoon should look like.”
			

			
				The yacht had already begun to edge away from the marina, a gentle hum beneath our feet as the engines purred to life. The city slowly receded behind us, rooftops, hotels, and casinos shrinking as we cut a smooth arc along the coastline.
			

			
				Arabella leaned against the railing beside me, sipping rosé from her glass and letting the breeze whip her hair around her face. “He’s taking us somewhere special,” she said. “A little cove west of Cap d’Ail. Very private.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				After maybe twenty minutes, we began to slow, the engine idling and then stopping.
			

			
				The cove opened up before us like a hidden stage: pale cliffs rising around a crescent of sapphire water, dotted with other yachts, all moored lazily at anchor. On one yacht nearby, a group of young women were sunbathing topless, their glistening bodies stretched out across white cushions like offerings to the sun. Another boat had music playing softly, and someone dove elegantly off the stern into the glittering sea. Laughter drifted across the water.
			

			
				We dropped anchor a little distance from the other boats, just enough to be discreet.
			

			
				“Come on, let's go for a swim,” said Jack. We followed him down the steps.
			

			
				Down on the swim platform, lounging in the shade of the upper deck, was a man. He was tall, maybe forty, with dark, glistening skin and tight black curls. His broad chest was impossibly toned and adorned with a gold cross on a chain. He wore only a pair of tight navy swim shorts, and I couldn’t help notice the outline of his large, thick cock.
			

			
				“This is Rafael,” Jack said with a clap on the man’s back. “Old friend of mine. Ex-footballer. He comes over from Brazil and sails with me every summer.”
			

			
				Rafael stood and offered his hand with a warm, open smile, his eyes flicking from Arabella to me and back again.
			

			
				“Bom te ver,” she said, surprising me by switching to Portuguese with an almost fluent accent. Rafael's smile widened in surprise and delight, and the two of them began a brief, flirtatious exchange I couldn’t follow. All I could do was watch the way his dark eyes lingered on her, then flicked back to me with curiosity.
			

			
				“You speak Portuguese?” I whispered to her when they paused.
			

			
				“Enough to tell a man what I want,” she whispered back with a grin. Then she turned and dived gracefully into the water. With a laugh, the two men followed. I climbed down the ladder after them. 
			

			
				We spent the next thirty minutes in the water, swimming lazily in the calm, turquoise cove. As we splashed around and flirted, I could feel the sexual tension in the air.
			

			
				Eventually, when our fingers were wrinkled and our bodies tingled from the salt and sun, we swam back toward the yacht. Jack boosted Arabella up onto the swim platform with both hands on her hips, clearly enjoying the view of her ass. Rafael climbed out and helped me next, his hands firmly around mine, his gaze locked with my eyes the entire time.
			

			
				Another steward was already waiting with thick, plush towels. He handed them out with a polite nod. I couldn’t help notice that Arabella’s bikini was practically transparent now, her nipples clearly visible through the thin material.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				We made our way up to the upper deck, warm wood under our bare feet, and collapsed onto sun loungers. The steward brought over a tray of ice-cold drinks, fresh watermelon juice with something alcoholic, and then quietly retreated.
			

			
				The sun was hot and golden overhead. I stretched out on a lounger, towel under me, drink in hand, skin still tingling from the sea and Rafael’s hands. Arabella stretched like a cat in the sun, letting out a low, satisfied sigh. Then, she lifted the halter-neck strap over her head, sliding it off and throwing it aside. Her breasts were heavy, the pink nipples still slightly puckered from the chill of the water.
			

			
				“God, that’s better,” she murmured, eyes closed behind her sunglasses. “I hate tan lines.”
			

			
				I swallowed. My skin was still buzzing, not just from the swim, but from the idea of following her lead. I could feel Rafael’s gaze flicking toward me again, just behind his lenses.
			

			
				I hesitated only a moment longer before slipping the straps off my shoulders. The top came away, and I felt a strange rush, part exposure, but also liberation.
			

			
				Arabella smiled at me lazily, her breasts rising and falling with each breath.
			

			
				“Isn’t Katie beautiful?” she purred.
			

			
				I blushed as the men murmured their agreement.
			

			
				“So,” Jack said casually, “have you two ever kissed each other?”
			

			
				I laughed, startled. “Um… actually, yes. Once. In the helicopter.”
			

			
				Arabella turned to him with a grin. “It was her first kiss with a girl,” she said, nudging my arm.
			

			
				“It was,” I admitted. “But hopefully not the last.”
			

			
				Jack sat forward slightly, interest sparking in his eyes. “Well. I feel like that would have been a wonderful thing to see.”
			

			
				Arabella gave him a mock-stern look. “Oh, you want a show now, do you?”
			

			
				Jack raised both hands in mock surrender. “I’m just saying. I’m a visual learner.”
			

			
				Arabella smirked and took a long sip of her drink. “Alright. But only if I get something in return.”
			

			
				Jack tilted his head. “What’s that?”
			

			
				She turned her gaze toward Rafael, who lay watching us with a small, knowing smile. “I want to see you two kiss first. You and Rafael.”
			

			
				There was a pause. Rafael looked over at Jack, a smirk on his face. 
			

			
				Arabella took another sip of her drink. “Equal trade. Girl-on-girl, guy-on-guy. Fair’s fair.”
			

			
				Jack looked at Rafael again, and something passed between them. A history, maybe. Or just the kind of silent confidence that came from being older, secure, and wildly attractive.
			

			
				Their kiss wasn’t shy or hesitant. It was confident, smooth, and filled with a kind of deliberate sexual energy that made my stomach flip. Rafael’s hand cupped the back of Jack’s neck, and their mouths met firmly, lips sliding together, tongues entwining.
			

			
				Arabella gave a little gasp. “Oh god… that’s fucking sexy.”
			

			
				I could only nod, staring, my thighs instinctively squeezing together.
			

			
				When they pulled apart, Rafael lay back again with a small, smug smile. Jack licked his lips.
			

			
				“Your turn,” he said, eyes on us now.
			

			
				Arabella turned toward me slowly, her hair wild and sunlit, her large, bare breasts glowing. “Shall we give the gentlemen what they want?”
			

			
				I nodded. She leaned in, brushing her lips against mine with teasing softness. Her breath was warm, her mouth tasting faintly of watermelon. My heart thundered in my chest as I melted into her, our bare breasts brushing together, her hand sliding behind my neck to deepen the kiss.
			

			
				She pulled me closer, and this time our mouths met fully, wet, open, and hungry. My skin felt electric. I barely noticed that I’d leaned across the lounger until I was half on top of her, breasts pressing together. I gasped softly into her mouth as she shifted, her thigh sliding between mine. The pressure of her leg against my mound sent a rush of electricity through me.
			

			
				Her fingers grazed the underside of my breast, then slowly circled my nipple. My nipples hardened under the touch and the gaze of the two men watching from just feet away. Arabella's mouth moved from mine to my collarbone, then down. She kissed across the slope of my breast before taking my nipple into her mouth. My back arched, a soft moan escaping me. The warmth of her tongue, the gentle pull of her lips, was dizzying. She sucked gently, then circled her tongue again, all while keeping her eyes up on mine, challenging me to let go.
			

			
				Jack exhaled. I glanced over and saw that both men had large bulges in their swim trunks. Rafael, in particular, was wearing very tight ones, and they left little to the imagination.
			

			
				Arabella finally lifted her head, lips glistening, her eyes shining. She blew a warm breath across my wet nipple, grinning at my gasp of pleasure. I let out a shaky laugh, my chest rising and falling quickly. I wasn’t sure if I was trembling from arousal or from the fact that I’d just been half-naked and devoured under the afternoon sun, with two very attractive men watching like it was the most beautiful show they'd ever seen.
			

			
				Jack leaned forward, his voice low. “Katie… have you ever gone down on a woman before?”
			

			
				My mouth opened before I could think. “No,” I said, breathlessly. “But… I want to.”
			

			
				I hadn’t meant to sound so eager, but it was the truth. Every part of me ached to taste Arabella, to give her pleasure the way I had seen Luca do on the plane.
			

			
				Arabella’s eyes sparkled with mischief. She sat up, still topless, her freckles kissed by the sun, her red curls wild and damp from the sea. She looked from me to Jack and Rafael, who were both watching with restrained hunger.
			

			
				“Well,” she said slowly, tracing a finger down my arm, “before we let the innocent little lamb dive into the deep end…” Her gaze flicked to the men. “I want to see something first.”
			

			
				Jack raised an eyebrow. “What?”
			

			
				Her voice was as smooth as silk. “I think it’s only fair we get to see the two of you do the same. Each other.”
			

			
				There was a pause. Jack’s eyebrows rose. “You want us to… suck each other?”
			

			
				Arabella leaned back lazily in the lounger, hands behind her head, still gloriously topless, hairy armpits on display, and nipples hard. “Reciprocate,” she said with a coy smile. “I think it would be… educational.”
			

			
				Rafael sank to his knees in front of Jack without a word. Jack let out a slow exhale, his abs tightening subtly, and glanced at Arabella and me on the lounger. His eyes locked with mine, daring me to look away. I didn’t. Rafael pulled down Jack’s trunks, his hard cock springing free. It was beautiful, thick and veiny, although not especially long.
			

			
				Rafael moved slowly at first, one hand cupping Jack’s balls as he took the head into his mouth, swirling it with his tongue. Jack’s body tensed, the way his breath caught told the story of how good it felt.
			

			
				Arabella bit her lip, eyes glued to the scene. “God, that’s hot.”
			

			
				I nodded, unable to speak. My thighs pressed together instinctively. I was so wet. Rafael bobbed his head, taking more and more into his mouth. One hand worked Jack’s balls, the other the base of his shaft.
			

			
				Jack let out a groan. “Jesus…”
			

			
				It was strange and wildly erotic, watching a man I’d grown up seeing in films being sucked off by another man. His silver hair messy, his chest heaving, his hand gripping Rafael’s head as if he couldn’t bear to let go. The two of them shifted on the sun lounger, getting lower. Jack’s head was now in front of Rafael’s enormous bulge.
			

			
				Rafael’s head dipped again, his mouth taking Jack deep, while Jack reached out and tugged down Rafael’s trunks. What emerged made my breath catch - he was huge. Jack didn’t hesitate. He wrapped his hand around the base and leaned in.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” Arabella whispered beside me, her hand suddenly on my thigh again.
			

			
				The rhythm they found was unhurried but intense, two men lost in shared pleasure. Jack moaned around Rafael, and Rafael did the same. Beautiful, in a way I hadn’t expected. And insanely erotic. I was panting. My nipples ached in the open air, hard and tight.
			

			
				And then they stopped, sitting back up and wiping their mouths. Their hard cocks both stood straight up between their thighs, wet and throbbing.
			

			
				“Now it’s your turn,” grinned Jack.
			

			
				The hum of the yacht, the occasional splash from the water, even the soft breathing from the men a few feet away - it all faded into the background. Now it was just her. She slipped off her bikini bottoms, exposing her ginger bush that glowed in the sunlight. I caught a glimpse of her wet, pink lips.
			

			
				She leaned back on the lounger, spreading her legs for me, her body open and warm from the sun. My hands trembled slightly as I moved to kneel between her thighs, the lounger cushion beneath my knees. She smelled like salt and sun cream. 
			

			
				I leaned in, mouth parting, heart hammering in my chest. I kissed her inner thigh first, soft and warm against my lips, and she let out the tiniest sigh. My hands slid up to rest on her hips, holding her steady. She was already soaking wet, I could see, her opening leaking as I brought my mouth closer.
			

			
				My tongue darted out, tentative at first, tasting her slowly. She gasped, fuck, what a sound, and her thighs twitched around my shoulders. That spurred me on. I licked again, deeper now, tracing her folds, revelling in the wetness and the way her body responded to me, how she tilted her hips, guiding me without a word.
			

			
				“Christ, Katie,” she breathed, one hand slipping into my hair. “Yes, just like that…”
			

			
				I sucked gently on her clit, feeling her jolt underneath me, her thighs tightening. She tasted so good, so raw, and I wanted more. My fingers dug into her hips as I found a rhythm, licking and sucking, tongue flicking in slow, lazy circles that made her moan. She rolled her hips up to meet me, fucking my mouth with gentle urgency. I slipped a finger inside her, then another, and her back arched off the lounger.
			

			
				“Fuck… yes,” she gasped, her grip in my hair tightening. I glanced up, saw her head thrown back, hair wild against the cushion, tits rising and falling with every breath.
			

			
				I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. I wanted to make her come. My mouth was soaked, my jaw aching, but I didn’t care. The sounds she made, the moans, the little whimpers, drove me wild. Her thighs clamped tighter, her whole body tensing.
			

			
				Then she let out a deep, shuddering moan and came against my mouth, grinding against my tongue, legs trembling around me. I could feel her clenching around my fingers. I kept licking until she flinched from the sensitivity, and I pulled back slowly, face flushed, mouth wet with her release.
			

			
				She looked down at me, eyes glassy and soft, and smiled. “Fucking hell, Katie,” she whispered, stroking my cheek with shaking fingers.
			

			
				Behind us, the loungers creaked, Jack and Rafael were stroking themselves, cocks still rock hard, both of them watching intently. Arabella reached down, curling her fingers under my chin and pulling me up into a kiss. She tasted herself on my lips and moaned softly into my mouth.
			

			
				She pushed me back onto the lounger and tugged down my bikini bottoms. Then her mouth was on me, sending waves of pleasure through my body as her tongue explored my aching pussy.
			

			
				Jack stood, his cock stiff and glistening, and walked over behind Arabella. She was bent low between my thighs, her naked ass high in the air. He spread her open with his hands, and then, without even touching it, slid his cock into her, making her moan into my cunt.
			

			
				“Fuck, Jack,” she gasped, voice muffled slightly by my body.
			

			
				The way she moaned with his cock inside her sent a fresh rush of heat through me. Her mouth dove back onto me, more desperate now, tongue circling, flicking, sucking like she was starving for me while being taken from behind.
			

			
				Jack’s hands gripped her waist, his hips moving in a slow, deep rhythm. The slap of skin against skin filled the air, along with her soft whimpers and my breathy moans. I couldn’t take my eyes off them, her body rocking back into him, her mouth devouring me.
			

			
				“God, you’re so fucking wet,” Jack growled, picking up the pace, slamming into her harder now. Arabella cried out into my cunt, the vibration of it making me arch and groan.
			

			
				I reached down, fingers in her hair, guiding her, needing more, needing her tongue just there. She gave it to me, licking and sucking with sloppy precision as Jack fucked her relentlessly from behind.
			

			
				Rafael watched, stroking himself slowly, eyes dark with hunger. He stood and walked to me, his long, dark cock in his hand. His eyes held a silent question, and I nodded desperately. He guided his dick to my open mouth, sliding it over my tongue.
			

			
				Arabella’s moans grew louder, more ragged, as Jack fucked her harder, his balls slapping against her ass with every thrust. My legs trembled. I was so close I could barely breathe. I wanted to tell her not to stop, but I couldn’t speak with a cock in my mouth. Rafael rocked his hips, fucking my mouth, pushing his shaft all the way to my throat. I hollowed my cheeks and sucked hungrily on it. 
			

			
				Arabella gasped and cried out against my clit, and I broke. My orgasm hit like a wave crashing over rocks. My thighs clamped around her head as I rode it out, shuddering, groaning, my hands pulling painfully on her hair. She came too, her whole body shaking with ecstasy.
			

			
				Jack growled as Arabella's pussy clenched around him, hastily pulling out.
			

			
				“Fuck, I almost lost it then,” he laughed, holding the base of his cock as it twitched. “And I haven’t had a chance to play with Katie yet,”
			

			
				I needed him. Desperately. “Come here, then,” I purred, letting go of Rafael’s cock and laying back on the lounger.
			

			
				He knelt between my thighs, his stiff cock  pressing against my pussy. I was swollen and sensitive from my orgasm. He slid his cock into me, stretching me open deliciously. He was curved upwards, and it rubbed against all the perfect spots inside me.
			

			
				Next to us, Rafael was mirroring our position with Arabella. He pinned her thighs back, entering her impossibly deeply with his long cock. Soon the men were fucking us hard, matching each other’s rhythm and making us moan loudly in tandem.
			

			
				The sound of it, wet, rhythmic, and filthy, floated across the deck around us as the boat rocked gently. Jack fucked me deep and steady, his hips slapping against mine, every thrust sending sharp jolts of pleasure through my overstimulated body. I gasped with each one, my nails digging into his strong forearms as his cock hit that perfect spot over and over.
			

			
				“Jesus, Katie,” he groaned, sweat dripping from his temple, “you’re so fucking tight.”
			

			
				I couldn’t speak, just moaned and tilted my hips to meet him, chasing every stroke like a drug. Rafael said something dirty to Arabella in Portuguese, and she snarled with pleasure. Her legs were pinned back by his thick arms, her ass lifted off the cushions as he slammed into her. She was completely open, completely taken.
			

			
				“Fuck me, fuck me,” she begged, head thrown back, red curls sticking to her flushed face. Her tits bounced with every thrust, her whole body trembling under Rafael’s relentless rhythm. Her eyes rolled back in her head as she came again.
			

			
				Jack leaned down, bracing himself with one hand as he fucked me harder now, his cock pounding into me, the curve of it dragging across that spot that made my eyes roll back.
			

			
				I wrapped my legs around his waist and whispered, “I’m going to squirt.”
			

			
				I screamed. Loud and raw. I felt my body release, and I sprayed clear liquid all over his lower body. It bubbled out of me as he fucked me through it, soaking the sun lounger and dripping onto the deck.
			

			
				Arabella came again, sobbing out Rafael’s name as her whole body convulsed, legs kicking slightly before locking around his back. Her orgasm sent him over the edge. He growled, deep and low, and buried himself inside her with a final brutal thrust. His cock twitched, as he unloaded himself deep inside her.
			

			
				Jack wasn’t far behind. He pulled out just in time, cock throbbing as he came all over my belly and tits, thick hot streams of cum painting my flushed skin.
			

			
				He collapsed next to me with a satisfied groan, his chest heaving.
			

			
				No one spoke for a while. Just the sound of the sea, our breaths, and the distant music drifting from another boat. My sense of our environment started to come back to me. We’d just fucked right in the open, with other boats moored close by. On the nearest one, a man relaxed, lying back on the top of the boat, facing towards us as if he’d been watching. Two topless women were bent over, sucking his cock.
			

			
				Arabella gave him a wave, and he waved back.
			

			
				I’d also forgotten about the rest of the crew. One of the uniformed stewards suddenly appeared, ignoring the fact we were all naked, sweaty, and covered in cum.
			

			
				“Dinner is served on the lower deck,” he said, formally.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				The dinner had been prepared by the onboard chef and was spectacular: grilled sea bass with a truffle sauce and fresh salad. We ate it accompanied by cool white wine, our skin still sticky with salt and sweat. The sky was now streaked in the deep orange and red of sunset. After we had eaten, we cruised back to the marina, the lights of the town ahead glittering like a postcard come to life.
			

			
				We spent the evening on the upper deck, barefoot, wrapped in thin throws, drinking more wine as the lights of the harbour shimmered on the water. The conversation turned flirty, then filthy. I was desperate to have a turn with Rafael, and I made that clear.
			

			
				When we finally decided to go to bed, he led me by the hand down the steps to the bedrooms. The others followed, and I expected us to go to separate rooms. But we all went to the master bedroom. It was huge, with deep red walls and a giant, circular bed in the middle. Above it, mounted on the ceiling, was a mirror.
			

			
				Rafael pulled me down onto the bed, his mouth crashing into mine in a fierce, hungry kiss. Next to us, the others joined, hands wandering, clothes stripped away and flung aside without care. In minutes, we were all naked, skin against skin in the warm glow of the bedroom lights.
			

			
				Rafael’s strong thigh slid between mine, and I ground my clit against it, the friction sending shudders through me as he kissed me deeper, devouring me with his mouth. I reached down, wrapping my fingers around his thick cock, stroking him slowly. His hand slid between my legs, two fingers pushing inside and curling just right, making me gasp into his mouth.
			

			
				Beside us, Jack was already buried between Arabella’s thighs, his groans mixing with her soft moans as he fucked her steadily. She turned to me, and we kissed. I loved the feeling of her mouth on mine as she moaned into me with every thrust.
			

			
				Rafael shifted to move between my legs, but I stopped him, deciding I wanted to be in control for once. I pushed him gently onto his back and climbed on top, straddling him. I rocked my hips, sliding my slick folds along his shaft, teasing us both until I couldn’t wait any longer. I guided him to my entrance and sank down slowly, inch by inch, feeling his cock stretch me open, filling me completely.
			

			
				My head tipped back, a cry escaping my lips. I rode him hard and slow, hands on his chest for balance, and when I glanced up, the mirror above the bed reflected everything: my flushed skin, his hands gripping my hips, the way I moved on him. It was raw, intimate, and impossibly hot.
			

			
				The others copied us, Arabella mounting Jack and riding him alongside me. She grabbed my face, kissing me deeply. Below us, the two men kissed each other, too, the four of us joined together in one, passionate, sweaty fuck.
			

			
				I rode him faster, the pressure building sharp and sweet. Rafael's hands gripped my hips tight, guiding my rhythm, his cock hitting every perfect spot inside me. The sound of skin on skin, the scent of sweat and sex, the soft moans and grunts filling the room, it all pushed me closer and closer.
			

			
				My thighs began to shake, my breath catching in my throat.
			

			
				“Fuck… Rafael…” I gasped, my nails digging into his chest as the orgasm surged through me. I cried out, grinding down on him, body trembling as waves of pleasure tore through me. My pussy clenched around his cock, and he groaned, grabbing my waist and thrusting up into me as I came, long and hard.
			

			
				Beside us, Arabella was on top of Jack, her head thrown back, curls wild and damp. She was riding him fast, her hands braced on his chest, her big tits bouncing with every thrust. She met my gaze, her eyes glassy, mouth open in a moan. Her body stiffened, and a strangled cry escaped her lips. She collapsed forward against Jack’s chest, shaking with her orgasm, hips still twitching as she rode it out.
			

			
				We both panted heavily, cocks still throbbing inside us as we got out breathe back. But Arabella’s eyes curled into a filthy look.
			

			
				“I want both of your cocks at the same time,” she grinned.
			

			
				My stomach flipped again. This, I had to see.
			

			
				“Hah, greedy slut,” laughed Jack. “I want your ass then.”
			

			
				I climbed off Rafael, my cunt making a wet sound as his cock slipped out, leaving me gaping. His dark shaft was coated in my sticky, white release. Arabella took my place, guiding him inside her.
			

			
				Meanwhile, Jack was stood by the bed, coating his dick in lube from a tub on the dresser. Then he climbed back onto the bed behind her. I watched, transfixed. Was she really going to take them both? One in her pussy, the other in her ass?
			

			
				Jack knelt behind her, steadying himself as he guided his cock to her tight, puckered entrance. I leaned in, unable to look away. Rafael’s thick shaft was already buried deep inside her, her lips stretched wide around him.
			

			
				Jack pressed forward, slow and deliberate, and I saw her tense, then exhale as the head of his cock slipped past her rim. Her ass gripped him tightly, inch by inch. My heart was pounding. It was the filthiest, most mesmerising thing I’d ever seen, and it made me ache with arousal.
			

			
				My fingers found their way between my legs, slipping over my slick skin until they reached my clit, still swollen and tender from earlier. I circled it slowly, pressing just hard enough to make myself gasp. The sensitivity was sharp, almost too much, but I needed it. I needed to feel it while I watched her take them both, her body trembling, her moans spilling into the air.
			

			
				Arabella groaned as Jack pushed deeper into her, inch by inch, until both men were fully inside her; Rafael beneath, buried in her dripping cunt, and Jack behind, his cock stretching her ass wide. Her back arched as she adjusted to the fullness, every muscle in her body taut and buzzing with pleasure.
			

			
				“Fuck, Bella,” Jack murmured, gripping her hips tightly. “You’re so fucking tight.”
			

			
				Rafael’s hands roamed up her torso, cupping her breasts, fingers teasing her nipples as she began to move, getting used to the dual stretch. The sight was obscene and glorious. Her body rocked between them, sandwiched between two thick cocks, every movement making all three of them moan.
			

			
				Jack started to thrust, short and controlled, matching Rafael’s rhythm. The bed rocked under them, the slap of skin filling the air, along with the filthy wet sounds of her cunt and the deep grunts of the men fucking her. Arabella cried out, her hands gripping Rafael’s chest.
			

			
				I rubbed myself harder, matching their rhythm with my fingers. Watching her get fucked so full like that was pushing me close. Her cries grew louder, more desperate, her whole body trembling.
			

			
				“Oh god… fuck, yes!” she gasped, and I knew she was coming again. Her muscles clenched around them, her thighs shaking violently as her orgasm tore through her. Jack held on as she bucked back against them both, her body jerking with pleasure.
			

			
				I couldn’t take it anymore. I came hard, biting my lip to stifle the scream, my fingers soaked, my body curling in on itself as I watched them collapse together in a sweaty, shaking heap.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I whispered. “That’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”
			

			
				“Do you want to try?” asked Arabella, still panting heavily.
			

			
				“Fuck, I do… but I’ve never… taken it in the ass before,” I admitted.
			

			
				“Let’s start slow, then,” said Jack, climbing off the bed and pulling open a drawer. He lifted out a silver butt plug, with a shining jewel on the end.
			

			
				He smirked at me. “Bend over.”
			

			
				Heart racing, I knelt on the bed with my ass in the air. He moved behind me, scooping some lube onto his fingers. I felt completely exposed, but somehow shameless. I felt his fingers on the tight muscles around my asshole, massaging, pressing gently. It felt wonderful, the unexpected sensations flowing through my body. I felt myself start to open up.
			

			
				Then came the tip of the plug, pressing at my entrance. He worked it in slowly, little thrusts opening me up more with each one, until finally it slipped inside. My body clenched around it instinctively. The pressure, the fullness, it sent a shiver right through me.
			

			
				“How does it feel?” Jack asked.
			

			
				“Fucking wonderful,” I gasped.
			

			
				He pushed me gently back onto the bed, moving between my legs, his hard cock pressing against my mound.
			

			
				“Let’s play while you adjust to it,” he murmured.
			

			
				He slid into me with one deep thrust, and I clung to him. The extra fullness from the plug made everything tighter, more intense. In the mirror above, I could see his muscular ass, pumping up and down as he fucked me. The other two giggled and started fucking too. His cock filled me even more with the plug in. I could feel the friction against it, and it was giving me all sorts of amazing sensations.
			

			
				“That’s so good,” I whispered in his ear, gripping him tighter. “Harder… I’m going to come.”
			

			
				He drove into me faster, harder, pinning me down. My climax hit like a shockwave. I cried out as my cunt clenched around him, my whole body trembling. My ass pulsed, and suddenly the plug popped out.
			

			
				Jack sat up and pulled out. He held my thighs back, staring down at my swollen pussy, gaping open. And my asshole.
			

			
				“Are you ready?” he asked.
			

			
				I nodded.
			

			
				He guided his cock to my rear entrance, and pushed it gently inside. The stretch was wonderful, sending pleasure rushing through my body. I closed my eyes and felt him thrust deeper into my ass. I loved how I gripped him so tightly. He picked up the pace, fucking me harder, holding my knees back against my shoulders. I moaned loudly with every thrust. 
			

			
				The others had stopped fucking to watch. It made me feel even filthier, sluttier, like I was putting on an obscene show just for them, and loving every second of it. It didn’t take long before I came, the pleasure consuming my brain so much that I couldn’t think of anything else. I felt myself squirt, my release surging out of me and soaking us both.
			

			
				“Fuck, I love how much she squirts,” I heard Arabella say, though the fog of my orgasm.
			

			
				Jack finally pulled out, leaving me shaking and breathless, aftershocks still pulsing through my legs. Arabella kissed me, slow, wet, and sloppy.
			

			
				Jack was still kneeling between my legs, stroking his cock. “Think you can take both of us now?”
			

			
				I nodded, too wrecked to speak.
			

			
				They helped me onto Rafael. His cock stretched my cunt all over again as I sank down, all the way to his body. Arabella moved behind me, holding me steady, spreading my ass with both hands. Jack pressed in close, his cock nudging my entrance, and then he pushed in. Slowly, steadily, until he was buried inside me too.
			

			
				The feeling of both of them filling me at once was overwhelming, so deep, so intense, it stole my breath away. Then they started fucking me, Rafael thrusting up from below as Jack fucked me from behind. I could feel the friction between their cocks, the intense fullness. It was like nothing I’d ever experienced before.
			

			
				Arabella’s mouth closed over one nipple, sucking hard. It was another sensation of pleasure, adding to all the others. I came so hard I passed out for a second. And then the waves washed over me, making me scream with ecstasy. My cunt and ass were clenching around their shafts, and I knew I was soaking Rafael below me as my release sprayed out of me.
			

			
				On and on the orgasm went, consuming me, until I couldn’t take any more.  Finally, I pulled away, collapsing onto the bed, my legs shaking uncontrollably, my eyes rolled up in my head.
			

			
				“Fucking hell, darling,” laughed Arabella, “That was one crazy orgasm.”
			

			
				“I’m soaked,” laughed Rafael, rubbing his hands over his stomach.
			

			
				Jack was still kneeling there, his cock absolutely throbbing and hard.
			

			
				“I need to come,” he groaned.
			

			
				Arabella didn’t need asking twice, she knelt down, licking up his shaft and taking his cock into her mouth. His cock that I’d just been in my ass, I realised. She grabbed his balls, massaging them roughly as she bobbed her head. And then, with a loud groan of relief, he came, his shaft throbbing as he emptied himself into her mouth. She swallowed it down hungrily, not spilling a drop.
			

			
				I looked over at Rafael. “Let me do that to you,” I purred.
			

			
				He moved closer, sliding his cock into my mouth where I lay. He rocked his hips, fucking my mouth as I stroked the base of his shaft with one hand and played with his balls with the other. Jack put his arm around him, kissing him deeply.
			

			
				I felt his cock twitch, and then my mouth was full of thick, warm cum. I tried to swallow, but there was immediately another load, and I coughed, feeling it overflow and run down my chin. More and more cum followed, so much of it as he released over and over. I pulled back, and Arabella’s tongue replaced his cock, exploring my mouth and stealing the cum.
			

			
				We collapsed in a tangled mess of sweaty limbs, breathless from the intensity, our bodies still humming with the aftershocks of pleasure. Laughter bubbled up as we teased and joked with each other. I’d never felt so happy.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				I woke up the next morning with the feeling of happiness still deep inside me. My body ached, especially between my legs, but it was a good ache. Satisfying. At some point, we had all staggered to our own rooms to sleep, leaving Jack in his big, round, master bed.
			

			
				I showered and dressed in some tight, white shorts and a bikini top and went up to the top deck. The others were already there, enjoying an impressive buffet breakfast.
			

			
				“Katie!” Jack greeted me, standing and pulling back a chair for me. “Did you sleep well?”
			

			
				“So well,” I said, flopping down into the seat. A steward instantly appeared beside me, pouring some orange juice into a glass.
			

			
				We chatted for a while, without mentioning what we’d gotten up to the night before. The conversation turned to plans for the day. Jack had a meeting with his accountant, and Rafael said he wanted to hang around the boat and read.
			

			
				“I’m going to take you shopping,” said Arabella. “You’ve got to see the shops they have here in Monaco.”
			

			
				“Sounds good,” I said. I couldn’t believe I’d only known her for a few days. I don’t know how I would have discovered this life without her.
			

			
				“Also, you never know, we might be able to get up to some other mischief too,” she smirked.
			

			
				“What do you mean?” I asked. But she wouldn’t say any more.
			

			
				We spent the morning shopping in exclusive boutiques. The prices I saw made my eyes water, but in some of the shops, the price of the clothes, bags, and shoes wasn’t even displayed. Once we were laden down with paper bags full of luxury goods, Arabella called a cab and put them in, sending them back to the yacht.
			

			
				Then we went for a coffee. We found a place on the hill where we could sit outside, overlooking the marina. It was still too early for the lunchtime rush, and we were one of the only customers. I could tell that Arabella had something filthy on her mind.
			

			
				“So,” she said, looking to either side to make sure no one was listening. “Sometimes I like to play a game.”
			

			
				“Oh? What sort of game?” I had a feeling this was going to turn me on.
			

			
				“Well… fucking spoilt rich boys is fun… so are sex parties, hook-up apps, orgies and all the other perks of being rich…”
			

			
				“Wait, sex parties?” I said. Arabella ignored me.
			

			
				“But sometimes…” she continued, “I like to play a game. I find a normal guy… in a shop, or a cafe. And get him to fuck me right there and then.”
			

			
				I was feeling the familiar ache of arousal between my legs.
			

			
				“What… do you mean?” I asked.
			

			
				Her eyes darted to the side. I followed where she was looking. The waiter who had brought our coffees was wiping down a table a few metres away. I looked at him for the first time. He was cute, probably only twenty, with long, blonde hair and a surfer vibe, as if he was filling in time before going back out to catch some waves.
			

			
				“You can’t be serious,” I said, shocked once again by Arabella’s behaviour.
			

			
				“Wait here,” she said.
			

			
				Then she got up, going to chat with the waiter. I couldn’t hear what she was saying, but I got a good idea. She was touching her hair and face, fluttering her eyelashes, and coming on strong. The guy was clearly interested. After about five minutes, they both left, heading into the inside part of the cafe. I shook my head in amazement.
			

			
				Ten minutes later, Arabella reappeared. I could tell she’d had sex; her face and neck were flushed, her hair slightly messy, and she walked a little unsteadily.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” she breathed. “The bathrooms here are disgusting. But that guy really knows how to fuck.”
			

			
				I shook my head at her. “You’re unbelievable.”
			

			
				The waiter appeared from inside and started collecting some used glasses at another table, loading them onto a tray. He had a smug smile on his face now.
			

			
				Arabella took a sip of her coffee. “Eugh, it’s cold,” she complained. “Anyway, it’s your turn now.”
			

			
				I blinked at her. “My turn?”
			

			
				“Yeah. So, who are you going to pick? Anyone you’ve seen this morning take your fancy?”
			

			
				Against my will, I found myself thinking about the guy in the last shop we’d been in. He’d been dressed in a smart suit, was quite a bit older, and had helped me a lot with choosing a dress.
			

			
				“You’re smiling,” said Arabella with a smirk. “You’ve thought of someone.”
			

			
				“No!” I protested before sighing. “Okay, the guy at the last shop we went in. He was my type. But there’s no way I’m just going to go and have sex with him. He probably wouldn’t even want to.”
			

			
				“Well, we won’t know without trying,” said Arabella, sitting up and signalling for the bill.
			

			
				My heart was racing now. “But how will I even… I don’t know how… I’ve never done anything like this before.”
			

			
				“Don’t worry, darling, just flirt with him. I’m sure you’ll work it out.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				We stepped into the boutique. It was high-end, minimalist, expensive-looking, with only a handful of carefully displayed items. The place was empty, except for the sales assistant.
			

			
				“Ladiez!” he greeted us, his thick French accent curling around the word. “Eet iz lovely to zee you again, so soon.”
			

			
				I could already feel myself blushing. What the fuck am I even doing here?
			

			
				He was even more handsome than I remembered. He was in his fifties, tall, with dark hair shot through with flecks of white. Devastatingly French. I was already feeling a rush of heat between my legs.
			

			
				“I… er… wanted to try on this,” I said, grabbing the nearest item in a panic. It was a Burberry bikini, priced at over a thousand euros.
			

			
				“Of course…” he said, in his deep voice that had my knees going weak. He held open the curtain to the changing room for me.
			

			
				I looked at Arabella for support, but she was pretending to browse, clearly leaving me to it. I brushed past him, closer than I needed to, and he let the curtain fall behind me.
			

			
				“Um…” I called softly. “Could you help me, please?”
			

			
				The man pulled the curtain aside again. “Oui, I am here to ‘elp,” he said. “‘ow can I be of assistance?”
			

			
				I was still wearing just a bikini top and white shorts. I turned away from him. “Can you undo my bikini?” I said. My stomach was in knots, and I’m sure I went bright red.
			

			
				He stepped inside, letting the curtain close behind him. His hands slowly untied the strap at the back, and the top fell away. He could see my breasts, firm and perky, in the mirror. I felt my nipples stiffen. It was pretty obvious what I wanted.
			

			
				I turned slowly to face him, my chest bare, heart pounding. I stepped closer, closing the gap between us.
			

			
				“You’re very good at helping,” I murmured, lips barely brushing his. His breath caught, and I kissed him, slow and soft at first, then deeper, more urgent. His hand found my waist, warm and firm, pulling me in. 
			

			
				My fingers moved to the waistband of his trousers. I tugged at his belt, heart hammering. His mouth was on my neck, biting softly, hands roaming my ass. I fumbled with his trousers and finally got them open. His cock sprang free, hard and thick. Bloody hell. It had a gorgeous curve and was rock-hard. I wrapped my hand around him, and he growled into my collarbone like an animal. That sound went straight to my cunt. I grinned up at him, dropped to my knees on the plush changing room carpet, and looked at his cock properly now, thick, flushed, leaking just a bit. Fucking gorgeous.
			

			
				I gave it a slow lick from base to tip, savouring the way he hissed through his teeth. His hand tangled in my hair, not hard, just guiding, holding me there like he couldn't quite believe it was happening. I wrapped my lips around him and took him into my mouth, slow and deep. The weight of him on my tongue made me wetter than I already was.
			

			
				He muttered something filthy in French, something I didn’t catch but felt right down to my spine. I started to work him properly, sucking, stroking the base with one hand while the other ran up his thigh. His hips twitched, and I took more, hollowing my cheeks, letting spit run down my chin. I wanted it messy. Wanted to ruin my makeup on his cock.
			

			
				The curtain twitched slightly. Arabella was watching.
			

			
				He couldn’t wait to have me any longer. He pulled me up and spun me gently, pressing me against the wall of the changing room. Cold mirror against my tits. His hand slid between my legs, into my shorts, past the thin scrap of bikini bottoms. He thrust two fingers in, and I almost came.
			

			
				“Mon dieu,” he whispered. “You are so wet for me.”
			

			
				“Mmm,” I murmured, biting my lip, grinding back against his hand. “Fuck me.”
			

			
				He pushed my shorts down, letting them drop to my ankles. I braced myself against the mirror, legs spread, exposing myself to him. He teased the head of his cock against my entrance, not quite going in yet.
			

			
				“Please,” I hissed. “Just fuck me already.”
			

			
				“You rich anglaise girlz are such sluts,” he growled, still stroking the head of his cock up and down my soaking slit. “Always coming in ‘ere and flashing your pussiez,”
			

			
				He buried himself inside me with one long, slow thrust, and I nearly screamed. One hand on my hip, the other covering my mouth as he started to move, deep, controlled strokes that had me dripping down my thighs. Every thrust pushed me harder into the mirror, fogging it with our breath, smearing it with sweat and lust.
			

			
				“You like zis, hmm?” he whispered in my ear.
			

			
				I nodded, moaning into his hand, too fucked out to speak.
			

			
				He fucked me like he meant it, each thrust deliberate, deep, dragging a filthy moan out of me I couldn’t even try to hide. My tits were flattened against the mirror, nipples hard and smudging the glass, and I could just about make out Arabella’s eyes through the tiny gap in the curtain. She was still there. Watching. One hand probably down her knickers.
			

			
				He moved his hand from my mouth and tangled it in my hair instead, pulling my head back so he could whisper filth into my ear. “You want your slutty friend to see eet, don’t you? Want her to see ‘ow good I make you come.”
			

			
				“Yes,” I gasped.
			

			
				“Good girl,” he said, and slammed into me harder, faster. I could barely keep upright, my hands slipping on the steamed-up mirror. My thighs were soaked. The sound of skin slapping skin filled the room, and I was making desperate little noises.
			

			
				He shifted his angle, one hand sliding round to my clit, and I lost it.
			

			
				“Fuuuck… fuck, I’m…”
			

			
				My whole body clenched and I came, loud, legs trembling, cunt pulsing around his cock. He held me tight, fucking me through it, muttering praise in filthy French, calling me his dirty little anglaise, his bonne salope.
			

			
				I barely had time to recover before he pulled out suddenly, spun me around, and dropped to his knees.
			

			
				“What…” I started to say, dazed.
			

			
				He grabbed my thighs and buried his face in me. His tongue was fucking relentless. Hot, wet, messy. He licked me like he was claiming me, like he wanted every drop of my release on his face. My back hit the mirror again, and I spread my legs wider, letting him have all of it.
			

			
				I could hear Arabella breathing now. She wasn’t even trying to hide it anymore. The little perv was finger-fucking herself with wet, sloppy sounds.
			

			
				His fingers gripped my ass, pulling me tight against his mouth and spreading my cheeks. His fingers touched the ring of muscles around my asshole and I groaned with even more pleasure. Then a finger slipped inside me, then the matching one on the other hand. He spread my ass open, stretching me wide as his mouth sucked on my clit.
			

			
				My second orgasm crashed through me, violent and raw, hips grinding against his face, my ass clenching around his fingers.
			

			
				He stood up, lips shiny with my release, and kissed me hard. I tasted myself on his tongue. He was still rock hard.
			

			
				“Turn around,” he said. “I’m not done.”
			

			
				I didn’t argue. I bent over, legs wide, ass out, hands braced against the mirror. He buried his face between my ass cheeks, licking and exploring my rear entrance with his tongue. I moaned with surprise and pleasure, pressing harder against the glass.
			

			
				He stood up, and I felt the blunt head of his cock press against my ass. 
			

			
				“You dirty anglaise always want it in ze ass,” he growled.
			

			
				He pushed, slow at first, just enough to stretch me, and I gasped. It burned, but I loved it. The pressure. The fullness. The sheer filth of it. He spat on his cock, rubbed it in roughly, and kept going, inch by inch, until he was all the way in, balls pressed against me, making me feel completely, obscenely used.
			

			
				“Fuck, you’re tight,” he hissed. “So tight around my cock.”
			

			
				He started to move, slow, deep thrusts that made my knees buckle. I moaned, broken sounds spilling out of me. It hurt, but it hurt in that way that made me crave more. Every thrust knocked the breath out of me, his grip on my hips like iron.
			

			
				Behind the curtain, Arabella let out a whimper as she came.
			

			
				“You want ‘er to see you get ruined like theze?” he snarled, pounding into me harder. “Want ‘er to see ‘ow well you take cock in your arse like a dirty fucking ‘ore?”
			

			
				“Yes,” I cried, barely able to speak.
			

			
				He picked up the pace, slamming into me harder, faster, until all I could do was hang on and take it. I came hard, squirt running down my thighs in a river.
			

			
				“Gonna fill your arse..” he groaned, and I felt his cock twitch inside. He thrust one more time, and his warm, wet cum pumped out into me.
			

			
				He stood still, breathing heavily, his cock still buried deep in my ass. Then he slowly withdrew, and it popped out with an obscene wet sound. Cum followed, running down my thighs.
			

			
				“Can I use your bathroom?” I asked.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When we emerged back on the street, into the bright sunlight, Arabella hugged me and started laughing.
			

			
				“You win, darling,” she giggled.
			

			
				“What do you mean?”
			

			
				“You win our game. You got your guy to come in your ass, whereas mine only came down my throat. Looks like you’re finally getting the hang of your new lifestyle.”
			

			
				I couldn’t quite believe it myself.
			

			
				“Anyway,” she said. “Let’s get back to the yacht and get ready for the sex party tonight.”
			

			
				“Wait, sex party?” I said, hurrying after Arabella as she stalked down the street in her high heels.
			

			
				“Yeah, I just got a text from Tristan. He owns a villa out here and he’s hosting a party tonight.”
			

			
				I had a sudden flashback to my evening with Sebastian and felt a warm glow in my chest. “Is… Seb going to be there?”
			

			
				Arabella stopped suddenly, and I almost walked into her.
			

			
				“Do you… like him?” she teased, with a smirk on her face.
			

			
				“Shut up,” I said, turning red. “Of course not… I mean… Just for sex.”
			

			
				“Hmm,” she said, and continued walking.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				That evening, I found myself in a Monaco Air helicopter taxi again, this time soaring toward a villa nestled high in the hills above Monaco. Arabella and I were dressed to kill in brand-new designer cocktail dresses we’d bought that morning. 
			

			
				Underneath, I had the filthiest lingerie I’d ever owned. Lace, suspender belts, and a bra that you could see my nipples through. It also gave me cleavage that made my breasts look twice as big.
			

			
				As we got closer, I could see the villa, perched on a hilltop. Vineyards clung to the terraced slopes around it, and below us stretched tennis courts, shimmering pools, and a scattering of guesthouses and outbuildings, all bathed in the golden light of dusk.
			

			
				We landed on a helipad tucked discreetly behind a row of cypress trees. A man in a crisp black suit was waiting, with a tablet in one hand and an earpiece tucked just behind his perfectly trimmed hair. He offered a small bow, then gestured for us to follow. As our helicopter took off and banked away, another one was already waiting to land. 
			

			
				The party was already busy, with couples and small groups chatting around the pool. Waiters and waitresses glided between groups, offering flutes of chilled champagne and delicate canapés on silver trays. I grabbed a glass and took a sip to steady my nerves. Everyone was so elegant and well-dressed, and I was feeling slightly out of place.
			

			
				Tristan stepped forward to greet us warmly, kissing us both on the cheek.
			

			
				“Oh my god, Tristan,” I gushed. “This place is amazing, is it really yours?”
			

			
				“Yep, it’s been in my family for generations. Our humble Riviera retreat.”
			

			
				Humble? I looked around, hopeful to see Sebastian.
			

			
				“Seb is around somewhere,” Tristan smirked, reading my mind. “Let me introduce you to some people.”
			

			
				Tristan led us round, casually guiding us to talk to the rich and famous guests. I met several film stars and musicians that I recognised, and countless rich businessmen that I didn’t. I smiled and nodded through small talk, pretending not to be starstruck. The champagne never stopped flowing. Every time I blinked, a new glass seemed to appear in my hand. The air pulsed with soft music, clinking glasses, and the hum of conversations in a dozen different languages.
			

			
				It didn’t seem much like a sex party, at least not yet. Although there was a definite sexual energy to the place, the guests we chatted with were undeniably flirty. The sun disappeared, and the strings of lights came on. Most of the guests were gathered around the main pool, which was lit with lights underneath the water, casting a beautiful blue glow over everything. And still, Seb was nowhere to be seen.
			

			
				“Oh, darling, look over there by the palm tree,” Arabella said, grabbing my arm. There was a handsome older man, sipping a glass of wine and watching the first guests jump into the pool.
			

			
				“Who’s that?” I replied.
			

			
				“An old flame. Would you mind if I abandoned you for a short while? I’d love to catch up with him. And by catch up I mean take him upstairs and suck his cock.”
			

			
				I laughed at her usual bluntness. “Of course not.”
			

			
				Arabella clicked over to him on her heels and whispered something in his ear. He smiled, and the two of them went into the house arm-in-arm.
			

			
				I barely had a second to feel alone before an elegant Black couple approached me. 
			

			
				“Hello, I’m Zaria,” the woman said, her voice tinged with a soft American accent. “And this is my husband, Trey.”
			

			
				Unlike most of the guests, the woman was wearing just a small, gold bikini that shimmered against her skin. Her skin was a deep, rich mahogany, smooth and radiant, and her figure was athletic but soft in all the right places. The bikini top barely contained her breasts, the triangle cups emphasizing the fullness of her cleavage and leaving very little to the imagination. The bottoms tied high on her hips in neat little bows, framing her waist and accentuating her toned thighs. Her smile was dazzling, wide and warm, the kind that made you feel like you’d just been let in on a delicious secret.
			

			
				“I’m Katie,” I replied, slightly nervous at being spoken to by someone so beautiful.
			

			
				The husband, Trey, stepped forward, offering a nod and a handshake. His short beard was immaculately trimmed, and when he smiled, it was slow and dirty.
			

			
				“Ah, Katie, you must be Arabella’s friend from London,” he said. “I heard all about you from Seb. He was right, you’re very beautiful.”
			

			
				Seb has been talking about me? I felt my stomach flip.
			

			
				Zaria stepped a little closer, her gold bikini catching the light again. “So, what’s your story?” she asked, studying me with clear amusement. “Are you a model, an heiress…?”
			

			
				I laughed again, flattered and slightly flustered. “Honestly? I’m new to all this. Arabella is helping me get used to… all this.”
			

			
				“So, I assume you're a swinger too, then?” Trey said, making me start.
			

			
				“A… swinger?” I said. I hadn’t thought about it like that, but… well, I had come to this party with the expectation of having sex.
			

			
				“Of course she is,” said Zaria, “otherwise she wouldn’t be at this party.” She turned to me. “We’ve been in the lifestyle longer than we’ve been married. In fact, we met at a sex party.” 
			

			
				Behind us, the women who had jumped in the pool were now topless, laughing, splashing about, and trying to coax some of the men to join them.
			

			
				Zaria tucked a long strand of her dark hair behind one ear, and the gesture sent a rush of heat between my legs. “Why don’t you come inside for a little while?” she asked, her voice betraying exactly what she was suggesting. “We can find one of the bedrooms where it’s much more comfortable to talk.”
			

			
				I glanced at Trey. He gave me a slow, reassuring smile. No pressure. I knew I could turn them down. But I didn’t want to. I wanted them both, and my pussy was suddenly soaked at the thought.
			

			
				I followed them inside, the cool marble beneath my heels a contrast to the heat curling through my body. We wound through the villa, past couples making out on sofas, until Zaria pushed open a door at the end of the hallway.
			

			
				The bedroom was plush and dreamlike: white linens, billowing curtains, and a bed that looked like it could swallow you whole. Zaria and I sat on the edge of the bed. Her fingertips brushed my cheek, then slid into my hair as she leaned in and kissed me, soft at first. Her lips were full and warm, her scent like expensive perfume. I responded instinctively, my hands finding her waist as we melted into each other.
			

			
				Behind us, I heard Trey move. I turned my head just enough to see him pulling his shirt over his head, his sculpted chest and powerful arms catching the low light like sculpture brought to life. His trousers followed, leaving him in nothing but sleek black boxers that did nothing to hide his growing erection.
			

			
				Zaria looked over her shoulder at him and smiled wickedly. “Come sit,” she said, beckoning him toward the bed.
			

			
				He sank onto the edge of the mattress. Zaria and I moved together, climbing onto him, each of us settling onto one of his knees. We leaned in, lips brushing his neck. He kissed his wife first, deep and passionate, before turning to me. His mouth was rougher than Zaria’s, claiming mine, his tongue in my mouth. Then Zaria and I kissed again.
			

			
				I ran my hand over the bulge in his trousers. Fuck, he’s huge. I traced the outline of his cock with my fingers, making him moan gently into my mouth. Zaria slipped down onto her knees. She pulled his boxers down, and I gasped. He was even bigger than I’d thought; thick, long, and achingly hard. My breath caught at the sheer size of him, his cock standing proud against his sculpted abs. It wasn’t just size, it was beautiful. Veined, dark, the kind of dick that made your thighs press together instinctively.
			

			
				Zaria caught my expression and smiled. “Intimidating, isn’t he?”
			

			
				I could only nod.
			

			
				She leaned in first, her lips parting as she kissed along the shaft, teasing him. Her tongue flicked over the tip, slow and deliberate. Trey let out a low sound in his throat, his muscles tightening.
			

			
				“Come and help me, then,” she giggled.
			

			
				I shrugged out of my dress, letting it drop to the floor and revealing my slutty underwear. Then I followed her lead, leaning in on the other side. I kissed the base as Zaria swirled her tongue around the head, her eyes locked with mine.
			

			
				Our mouths met again, on him this time. We took turns, kissing and licking, sometimes meeting in the middle, lips brushing, tongues tangling. Trey’s hand slid into my hair. His breaths came quicker, rougher. We soon found our rhythm, giving him a sloppy blow job together, taking it in turns to take him in our mouths and stroke his shaft. Then we kissed him again, both us using our hands to wank his fat shaft. With four hands, we stroked up and down his length, wet with our saliva.
			

			
				Zaria slipped her bikini off, her beautiful body fully naked. Between her legs, she had a patch of black hair. She pushed Trey back onto the bed and swung her leg over his face. She ground her pussy against him, moaning as he pleasured her. Then she bent over, taking his cock deep into her mouth. I held the base as she bobbed her head, spit running down the shaft as she took him impossibly deep in her throat.
			

			
				Coming up for air, she kissed me, her mouth wet. “Help me get it all the way in,” she said, her voice already hoarse.
			

			
				She bent back over, taking him deep in her throat again. I did as she asked, putting my hand on he back of her head and pushing down every time she bobbed her head down. Eyes streaming, and occasionally choking, she didn’t give up. I helped force her head down further with every thrust, until finally she had her lips against his body. How is that even possible?
			

			
				But finally, she couldn’t take it anymore. She lifted her head up, saliva streaming down her chin, and coughing.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I said, impressed. “I can’t believe you got it all in your mouth.”
			

			
				“Practice,” she smirked, her face a mess. She pulled me in for a deep and sloppy kiss. “Now, why don’t you ride him?”
			

			
				Zaria was still straddling his face, and I swung my leg over his body. I wrapped my fingers around him, feeling the weight, the heat, the slight pulse in my hand. I rubbed the swollen head against the damp fabric of my knickers, teasing both of us, soaking the silk even more. Then, slowly, I pulled the fabric aside and nestled the head of his cock against my entrance.
			

			
				With a deep breath I sank down onto him, feeling him stretched me wide open, and fill my cunt perfectly. I took a moment to adjust, sinking ever deeper and letting him fill me, my walls gripping him tightly. The fullness was intense, almost overwhelming, but it felt incredible.
			

			
				Zaria closed her eyes and moaned as he did something with his tongue. I started to rock my hips, fucking myself on him. Zaria matched my rhythm, grinding on his face in time to my thrusts. We were both making O shapes with our mouths, moaning with pleasure. We locked eyes, watching each other in ecstasy.
			

			
				We increased our pace. Zaria’s thighs trembled as she chased her release, riding Trey’s mouth. Her moans turned breathless, raw, her fingers clutching at her own breasts, head tilted back. I watched her, mesmerized. Beneath me, Trey thrust upward in slow, powerful motions, meeting the rock of my hips. Every time he filled me again, I felt it spark somewhere deep in my core. The pressure built, curling and hot, winding tighter with each pass of his thick cock through my slick, gripping cunt.
			

			
				I leaned forward, one hand braced on his chest, the other reaching for Zaria’s. She laced our fingers together without a word, her eyes fluttering open to meet mine. She was close. So was I.
			

			
				“Oh… god…” I gasped, the orgasm hitting me in a hot, slow rush as my walls clenched hard around him.
			

			
				I rocked through it, shuddering, hips bucking, mouth open in a silent cry as pleasure spilled over me, wave after wave. My thighs shook. I could barely hold myself upright as every part of me pulsed and clenched around him.
			

			
				At the same time, Zaria let out a high, keening moan. Her back arched, head thrown back, muscles taut as her orgasm took her. Her grip on my hand tightened. She trembled above him, panting and moaning in desperate release.
			

			
				And then we collapsed forward, Zaria folding into me with a soft, breathless laugh, both of us slick with sweat, still trembling, still gasping, our bodies pressed together above him.
			

			
				I climbed off, leaving my cunt gaping and open. Zaria moved onto her hands and knees, and Trey positioned himself behind her. He slid easily into her, and started fucking her hard and rough. I moved in front of her, opening my legs wide for her and letting her go down on my swollen cunt. She licked at me frantically, sucking my sensitive clit in time to the rough thrusts from Trey.
			

			
				After I had come again, I sat up, kissing her and tasting myself on her lips as Trey continued to pound her from behind.
			

			
				And then it was my turn again. I lay on my back, legs spread wide. Trey knelt between them, slipping his cock into me and stretching me all over again. Zaria leaned in, licking at my clit and spread lips as he stretched me open and fucked me. That time I came so hard I passed out and squirted all over myself.
			

			
				Trey was close. With a final few thrusts into me, he pulled out, holding the base of his cock as he fought to hold off a few seconds longer. Zaria and I hurried to get our mouths on his head, and then, with a loud groan, he let go. Thick, white cum pulsed out of his cock, over and over, into our mouths, down our chins. We kissed each other, swapping the cum back and forth, playing with it on our tongues.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				We got dressed and returned to the party. But it turned out we needn’t have bothered. Inside the villa, the atmosphere had shifted entirely. The polished, glamorous soirée we’d first walked into had melted into something far more filthy. Most of the guests were now in various states of undress. Corsets, boxers, lace bras, silk slips; expensive lingerie had replaced eveningwear.
			

			
				People reclined in pairs or trios on cushions and sofas, legs tangled, hands drifting across bare skin. Soft moans punctuated low conversation. Kisses were everywhere, slow and hungry. Fingers slipped beneath waistbands, teasing and stroking. The air was thick with champagne and sex. I felt my last inhibitions melting away.
			

			
				Outside, the scene had become pure hedonism. The group in the pool had grown to about thirty, and every one of them was naked. Some were splashing about, but others were pressed up against the side, kissing, sucking nipples, or maybe doing more beneath the water.
			

			
				“Now, that’s more like it,” Zaria said, letting her bikini drop to the floor and jumping into the water.
			

			
				And then I saw him.
			

			
				Sebastian was sitting on the edge of the pool with his legs in the water, leaning back on his hands. He was naked, and two blonde women were in the pool in front of him, sucking his cock together. I pulled my dress off over my head and went to sit next to him in my underwear.
			

			
				“Oh, hello,” he said, looking pleased to see me. The two women ignored me, continue to sloppily lick and suck his dick. I saw that they were both naked in the water, and they both had huge, fake breasts.
			

			
				“Hi Seb,” I said. I reached out, stroking his chest with my hand. “I’ve been looking out for you.”
			

			
				“Is that so?” he smirked. He leaned in, his mouth meeting mine, his tongue parting my lips. The two women were still going hard around his cock. One of them took it in her mouth all the way to the base.
			

			
				We finally broke our kiss apart. I looked him in the eyes. “Can I fuck you?” I asked.
			

			
				“Yes, please.”
			

			
				I stood up and took off my bra and knickers, so I was just wearing the suspenders. I felt a thrill race through my body, that I was going to have sex out in the open in front of all these people. Not that many of them were paying us any attention; everywhere I looked, people were engaged in their own sexual encounters.
			

			
				I straddled his lap, and one of the blonde women held his cock for me to sit on. I sank slowly onto it, wrapping my arms around him and kissing him deeply. His cock filled me, inch by inch, stretching me in the most delicious way. I gasped against his mouth, hips already rocking forward in slow, deliberate circles.
			

			
				One of the blondes moaned softly in appreciation as she watched my lips gripping him tightly. Behind me, she lifted herself half out of the pool, and I felt her tongue between my cheeks. I moaned with pleasure, feeling Seb’s thick cock filling me at the same time she licked at my asshole.
			

			
				Seb groaned, his hands gripping my hips, guiding my movements. “Fuck, I missed you,” he said.
			

			
				“Mmm, I missed you too,” I purred, forcing myself down on him so he penetrated me even deeper. I tilted my head back, letting out a low moan as I rode him, my thighs flexing, the friction building with every movement.
			

			
				The second blonde climbed out of the water and began kissing down my chest, her tongue flicking over my nipple, her hands cupping my breasts. I gasped again, startled but thrilled by the contact, grinding down harder onto Seb’s cock.
			

			
				“You’re gorgeous,” she whispered, licking a slow line up to my neck.
			

			
				I grabbed her hair, pulling her into a fierce kiss, our mouths crashing together. Her tongue was wet and eager, her hands roaming my body as I bounced faster on Sebastian’s lap. Meanwhile, her friend had her tongue right in my ass. I could feel myself getting close already, the pressure curling tight inside me.
			

			
				Seb was panting now, his eyes glazed over with lust. He thrust up into me, meeting every bounce, his grip on my hips tightening.
			

			
				“I’m going to come…” I whimpered.
			

			
				I bit my lip hard, my rhythm frantic now. The blonde between us sucked one of my nipples as I moved, and that was it, pleasure exploded through me, stars bursting behind my eyes. My cunt clenched around his shaft as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over me. I slumped against Seb for a moment, panting against his neck. His arms stayed wrapped around me, his cock still buried deep.
			

			
				I kissed his face, then slowly lifted myself off him with a shiver, feeling the wet slide of him leaving my body. My thighs trembled as I slipped down into the water with a grateful sigh. It felt good, soothing, the coolness against my flushed skin. I needed a moment. Just to breathe. Just to float.
			

			
				One of the blonde women was already taking my place, straddling Seb and guiding his cock into her pussy. The other climbed up, pushed him back, and swung a leg over his face, lowering herself down with a hungry moan. I saw they were both completely shaved, their pink lips stretching around his shaft and tongue.
			

			
				I watched them for a moment, enthralled by the raw beauty of it. The one on his dick rode him hard, bouncing with loud, needy gasps, while her friend ground down on his mouth.
			

			
				I felt someone beside me in the pool. I turned and let out an audible gasp. I recognized him instantly, Joel, the lead singer of one of the biggest rock bands of the moment. Tattoos down his chest and arms, that unmistakable wild hair slicked back from the water. He was even hotter in person, lean muscles and a wicked smile. Glancing down, I could see his cock was already hard under the water, thick and curved slightly up.
			

			
				“I saw you earlier,” he said, making my heart skip a beat. “I don’t know who you are, but I decided I had to have you.”
			

			
				I opened my mouth, but nothing came out; he was already kissing me. Rough and deep, hand in my hair, tongue sliding between my lips like he owned my mouth. I moaned into it, clutching his arms, nails dragging over wet skin. He pressed me back toward the edge of the pool. 
			

			
				He pushed a hand between my legs under the water, spreading my pussy, thrusting his fingers deep inside me. I moaned loudly, my cries mingling with the countless other sounds of pleasure all around the pool. And then he lifted me, spreading my thighs, and his cock was inside me.
			

			
				No teasing. Just a smooth, sure thrust, his thick cock filling me again in a way that made me cry out, grabbing his back and digging my nails in.
			

			
				“Oh, fuck, Joel…” I gasped.
			

			
				“That’s it, baby,” he growled, one hand gripping my ass beneath the water, the other tangled in my hair. “Take this cock.”
			

			
				The water splashed around us, his body slamming into mine as I clung to him, completely lost in the moment. I glanced over my shoulder, the blonde was screaming Seb’s name now, head thrown back, while her friend rubbed her clit furiously on his tongue. All of it, the wet sounds, the moans, the stars overhead, spun together into a wild, dizzying high as I came hard.
			

			
				Joel pulled back, brushing my hair from my face and planting one last, lingering kiss on my lips. “You’re fucking gorgeous,” he said, before disappearing into the water with a grin, swimming off toward another tangle of limbs at the far end of the pool.
			

			
				I leaned back against the edge, my body humming, legs weightless in the water, the heat of orgasm still glowing inside me. Had that really happened? I just fucked a rockstar.
			

			
				Sebastian was back in the pool now, too, floating lazily next to me. He reached out, brushing his fingers along my arm.
			

			
				“Shall we go inside?” he asked softly.
			

			
				I nodded.
			

			
				We climbed out of the pool together, the night air licking across our damp, overheated skin. He handed me a plush towel from a nearby lounger, and I wrapped it around myself, not quite bothering to cover my breasts. He tossed one over his shoulders, too, and we walked barefoot back toward the open doors of the villa, hand in hand.
			

			
				Inside, the scene had gotten even crazier, with scenes of debauchery everywhere. We edged past a woman in the doorway on her knees. She was between two suited men, mouths open as she took turns with their cocks, stroking one while sucking the other with eager abandon.
			

			
				Inside, a woman in a cocktail dress and no knickers was kneeling on the piano stool, bent over the piano. I man stood behind her, his thick cock stretching her asshole wide open as he pounded roughly into her. The floor was scattered with clothes, bras, and knickers. Everywhere I looked people were fucking. And the sounds… moaning, cries of ecstasy, and shouts of “Harder!” and “I’m coming”.
			

			
				Seb looked at me, amused. “How are you enjoying your first orgy?”
			

			
				“I love it,” I whispered.
			

			
				He laughed. “Tristan throws the best parties.”
			

			
				Speaking of Tristan, I could see him on one of the sofas. He was fucking a woman with big, floppy breasts that bounced like crazy with every thrust. Next to him was Arabella, naked and riding another guy while kissing Tristan.
			

			
				“Shall we join them?” said Seb.
			

			
				“Why not?” I replied.
			

			
				Seb grinned and tugged me by the hand toward the cluster of bodies on the sofa. The air was thick with sweat and perfume. Tristan looked up as we approached, beads of sweat clinging to his temples. His face lit up when he saw us.
			

			
				“There you are,” he panted, still thrusting into the woman. “Come play.”
			

			
				Arabella twisted around to look, too, her mouth still parted mid-kiss, her hips grinding down lazily on the man beneath her. She smiled at me, then leaned in and licked the sweat from Tristan’s throat.
			

			
				The woman beneath Tristan cried out as he fucked her harder, her hands gripping the sofa cushions, her breasts swinging wildly with every thrust. She looked blissed-out, her mascara smeared, mouth open in a permanent gasp. I half-recognised her from the TV, a presenter of something sensible, like the BBC news.
			

			
				Seb dropped his towel, his cock already starting to stiffen again, and I let mine fall too. Arabella held out her hand, and I took it, climbing up onto the cushions beside her, and she pulled me into a kiss, deep, wet, and unhurried.
			

			
				Seb slid in behind me, his hands roaming my body, cupping my breasts, rolling my nipples between his fingers. I gasped into Arabella’s mouth as he rubbed the head of his cock between my legs, teasing me.
			

			
				“Fuck my ass,” I breathed, pulling back and looking over my shoulder.
			

			
				He didn’t need to be asked twice.
			

			
				He spat on his hand and then rubbed it over his cock. Then he pushed inside slowly, stretching me, filling me. I moaned, bracing one hand on Tristan’s leg for balance as Seb started to thrust, his rhythm steady and confident. Tristan watched us, still pounding into the woman beneath him, her loud cries only spurring him on. Arabella leaned in and sucked one of my nipples, her hand sliding down to rub my clit in firm circles.
			

			
				The pleasure hit me fast, the overstimulation of the whole evening catching up to me at once; Seb inside me, Arabella’s fingers on me, the sounds of fucking and moaning and skin on skin surrounding us. I threw my head back and let it take me.
			

			
				The next stretch of time became a blur of bodies and sensation, wet mouths, strong hands, flushed skin against mine. I lost track of how many people I fucked, or who was watching. I let go completely, letting lust carry me from one pairing, one position, to the next.
			

			
				I rode Tristan while Arabella kissed me and another man licked between my legs. I bent over the back of the sofa with a stranger behind me and Sebastian in my mouth. I lay flat on my back, legs open, as someone fingered me and another fed me his cock. At one point, I was on all fours on the carpet, sandwiched between two men, while others touched themselves as they watched us.
			

			
				By the end, I was breathless, my body trembling, skin slick with sweat and cum.
			

			
				I was riding Seb again, as he drove up into my cunt with hard, deep strokes. Behind me, another man, some businessman I vaguely remember being introduced to earlier, pushed slowly into my ass, stretching me open in time with Seb’s thrusts.
			

			
				I cried out, overwhelmed, split open, and utterly full. The pressure built fast, fierce, and overwhelming. Moans echoed around the room as others watched or came, the whole space a living, breathing machine of sex and pleasure.
			

			
				“Fuck… coming,” Seb groaned, slamming into me harder.
			

			
				The man behind me let out a groan of relief, gripping my hips, and I felt the warm flood of both of them spilling inside me almost at the same time. My orgasm hit like a lightning bolt, tearing through me, my muscles clenching around both cocks as I screamed out, shuddering.
			

			
				We collapsed in a tangle of limbs, panting, soaked in sweat. Arabella lay next to me, opening her mouth as Tristan finally released all over her face.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Epilogue
			

			
				 
			

			
				The morning light streamed in through gauze curtains, golden and soft, casting delicate patterns across the crumpled sheets. The villa was quiet now, hushed in the aftermath of chaos, like the calm after a storm.
			

			
				I stirred, my body aching all over in that delicious, well-used way. My thighs were sore, cunt swollen and aching, skin marked faintly with bites and bruises. Every inch of me buzzed with the memory of last night. My eyes fluttered open.
			

			
				Sebastian was beside me, one arm flung casually across my waist, his chest rising and falling in slow, steady breaths. He looked peaceful, lashes dark against his cheeks. There were faint bruises on his neck from someone’s mouth… maybe mine.
			

			
				Carefully, I rolled onto my side, watching him. The events of last night came back in flashes, heat and sweat, and orgasms. But what lingered most was him. The way he’d looked at me between fucking other people. The way he always reached for my hand afterward, even in the middle of everything.
			

			
				His eyes opened slowly, finding mine. “Morning,” he said, voice rough with sleep.
			

			
				“Hey.”
			

			
				He stretched, muscles shifting under golden skin. “You alright?”
			

			
				“I’m… very alright.” I grinned. “Sore. Dehydrated. Sticky.”
			

			
				He laughed, brushing a strand of hair from my face. “You were fucking incredible.”
			

			
				“You weren’t bad yourself.”
			

			
				We lay there for a few moments, quiet and warm. The sounds of the villa waking up, low voices, the clinking of glasses, and someone laughing in the distance filtered softly through the open door. It could have been any lazy Sunday morning, if not for the faint smell of sex still hanging in the air and the discarded lingerie all over the bedroom floor.
			

			
				Seb looked at me, serious now. “Can I take you to lunch?”
			

			
				I blinked. “What?”
			

			
				He propped himself up on one elbow, brushing his fingers down my bare arm. “Just lunch. No sex. Just us. I want to talk to you when we’re not halfway to coming.”
			

			
				I laughed, a little startled, but a warm glow in my chest. My heart fluttered, unexpectedly.
			

			
				“Okay,” I said softly. “I’d like that.”
			

			
				We kissed again, slower this time. Just the two of us, wrapped in soft sheets and a new beginning.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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				When Claire and Andy decide to spend a weekend at a luxurious wellness retreat, they expect a serene escape from their busy lives, complete with massages, relaxation, and a little romance. But when the retreat burns down just before they arrive, they find themselves booked into The Haven: A Sex And Wellness Retreat instead.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Surrounded by free-spirited guests embracing the “clothing optional” rule, Claire and Andy find themselves enjoying naked yoga, couples massage with a happy ending, and opening up in ways they never would have imagined. Discover how one accidental booking can transform an ordinary weekend into a very explicit swinging adventure full of orgasms and new experiences, including the ultimate one - the final night orgy.
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				When Arabella’s parents find her in bed with half the crew of their yacht, they send her to a finishing school in deepest, darkest Devon to straighten her out. But as all the girls there have similar scandalous pasts, things don’t quite work out as they planned.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Soon, Arabella meets a charming young man named Will, and she hatches a plan to escape the school and take control of her future. Join her in this funny, daring, and unashamedly explicit tale of sneaky adventures, bisexuality, threesomes and group sex with very horny rich girls.
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				Jane loves Charlie with all her heart, but the sex is boring and predictable. When they enrol in a lunchtime Sex Academy, she expects a few tips and techniques. What she doesn’t expect is just how far things will go. From live demonstrations to group workshops, each lesson brings them closer to their ultimate sexual fantasies and to each other.
			

			
				 
			

			
				As they explore this new world, the couple soon realise they're not just improving their own relationship, they're unlocking desires that involve other people too. Soon, passion, lust, and graphic sex lead the way in this fun and filthy adventure.
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