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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				The seatbelt sign came on with a cheerful bong, and I peered out the plane window at the crystal-blue ocean. Tiny islands drifted past below and I couldn’t help feeling excited. It was my first time in Asia, and already it was a whirlwind of different sights, smells and sounds. Bangkok airport had been chaotic when we changed planes, boarding a smaller one to Koh Samui. And now, flying over the Gulf of Thailand, I knew that we were nearly at our destination.
			

			
				I turned to Melanie, my best friend since forever. “I can’t believe we’re finally here,” I said.
			

			
				“Oh god, I’m so tired though,” she laughed. She had a point, it had been a long journey from London, a whole twenty-four hours since we’d closed my front door and got in the taxi.
			

			
				“It will be worth it though, babe,” I replied. “And the new resort looks even better than the one we booked.”
			

			
				“Hah, what does Barry know about luxury Thai resorts?” snorted Mel, “He’s never left fucking Clapham.”
			

			
				She wasn’t wrong. There had been a problem with our first choice at the last minute, but Barry, the travel agent, had assured us that the replacement was an upgrade. I pulled the brochure from the seat pocket in front of me and flicked through it for the tenth time that flight.
			

			
				The Haven, the cover read. A Sex and Wellness Retreat.
			

			
				I frowned. “I wonder what that means.”
			

			
				“Probably some bullshit about ‘connecting with our feminine energy,’” Melanie murmured, eyes closed as she flicked her dark ringlets over her shoulder. “You know they’ve also got a resort near Oxford? I know which one I’d rather go to.”
			

			
				“Well, whatever it is, I need it.” After my divorce had finally gone through, I fucking deserved this holiday. And going away with my best friend was the cherry on top. Mel had never married, preferring a series of semi-serious relationships, each lasting almost exactly a year. But she still knew what I was going through.
			

			
				As the plane got lower, the ride got bumpier and the wings started vibrating up and down as wisps of cloud swirled over them. “Ooh, I think I can see it!” I pressed my forehead against the plastic window. A larger island loomed ahead, the runway already in sight.
			

			
				“There better be some hot guys there,” Melanie mused. “Now that we’re both single.” She grinned. “You need a good, hard fucking, I bet.”
			

			
				“Mel!” I scolded, swatting her arm. “I’m not thinking about that yet. I still haven’t got over Dave.”
			

			
				“I’m serious,” she said, turning to look me dead in the eyes. “It’s been, what, six months? You need to get laid.”
			

			
				“Yeah, well…” I sighed, staring out the window again. “I’m not even sure I remember how. Dave and I didn’t even… you know… for the last year before we split.”
			

			
				“Fucking hell.” Mel sounded genuinely horrified. “How have you survived? If I don’t get it for a month, I’m climbing the walls and eyeing up the postman.”
			

			
				I snorted with laughter. She might not have had sex with the postman, but let’s just say she had a well-earned reputation in our friend group for being… adventurous.
			

			
				When we stepped out of the plane onto the runway it was like stepping into an oven, the heat wrapping around me like a blanket. Within seconds, my sundress was clinging to my back with sweat. I was glad I’d recently had my hair cut in a short blonde bob; at least my neck was cool. 
			

			
				“Jesus,” Mel muttered, fanning herself with her passport. “I wasn’t ready for this level of heat.”
			

			
				We followed the other passengers into the tiny airport, where a few ceiling fans whirred uselessly against the humidity. After collecting our suitcases, we spotted a smiling Thai man with a sign that read: Melanie & Jessica - The Haven.
			

			
				“That’s us,” I said, nudging Mel. The man gave us a polite bow before taking our bags and leading us to a sleek, air-conditioned minivan. The moment we slid inside, the cool air blasted my sweaty skin, and I sighed with relief.
			

			
				As we pulled away from the airport, the scenery outside was breathtaking. Lush green jungle stretched over rolling hills, meeting impossibly blue water. The road wound along the coastline, past tiny roadside stalls selling fruit, and the occasional golden temple glinting in the sun.
			

			
				Before long, the van turned into a long, private road, lined with flowering trees. At the end, a grand wooden archway bore the resort’s name: The Haven.
			

			
				A stunning Thai woman stood waiting for us at the entrance, her traditional silk blouse a deep shade of red, her dark hair swept into an elegant bun. She pressed her palms together and gave a graceful bow.
			

			
				“Sawadee ka,” she greeted, her voice soft and melodic. “Welcome to The Haven.”
			

			
				“Sawadee ka,” we replied, stumbling awkwardly over the unfamiliar words.
			

			
				“My name is Noi,” she continued, her English flawless. “I am the resort manager. We are so happy to have you here at our beautiful retreat.”
			

			
				“Thank you,” I said. “It looks incredible.”
			

			
				Noi smiled. “You must be tired after your journey. Let me show you to reception, and we will get you checked in quickly.”
			

			
				In reception, she gave us the keycards for our room, a welcome pack and two complimentary silk dressing gowns. I was only half listening as she told us about the resort amenities until she said, “We encourage all our guests to fully embrace the relaxing environment of The Haven. Clothing is entirely optional in all areas, except at dinner, where we respectfully request that you are dressed.”
			

			
				I blinked. “I’m sorry… what?”
			

			
				Noi looked up, still smiling. “Clothing optional. Except at dinner please. Play is allowed anywhere apart from the restaurant. Follow me and I will show you to your villa.”
			

			
				I didn’t understand what she meant by play.
			

			
				Mel and I exchanged glances. Then she snorted, biting back a laugh. “I knew Barry was fucking useless. He’s sent us to a nudist resort.”
			

			
				“It’s probably not that bad,” I said as we followed Noi out of reception. “Just because it’s optional, it doesn’t mean anyone actually does it. It’s probably more about topless sunbathing on the beach.”
			

			
				Noi led us through a winding stone pathway, lined with tropical flowers and towering palm trees. “Your accommodation is one of our premium villas,” she said, smiling over her shoulder.
			

			
				“That sounds amazing,” I said.
			

			
				Finally, we reached a thatched-roof cabin nestled among the trees. Noi pulled out a keycard and opened the door, stepping aside to let us in.
			

			
				I sucked in a breath as we entered. The cabin was stunning. Light, airy, and huge. The living area had floor-to-ceiling windows that opened onto a private deck, where two sun loungers overlooked the white sand beach. A little kitchen sat to one side, complete with a breakfast bar and a basket of fresh fruit on the counter.
			

			
				Mel wandered in, her eyes wide. “Fuck me, Jess, this is way better than I expected.”
			

			
				Noi smiled. “And through here is your bedroom.”
			

			
				We followed her into the next room, where two large double beds with white linens sat under a high wooden ceiling. Above them, a ceiling fan turned lazily, sending a cool breeze across the room.
			

			
				Mel threw herself onto one of the beds with a dramatic sigh. “I love this place already.”
			

			
				Noi gave a little bow. “Your bags will be brought shortly. If you need anything, reception is open twenty-four hours. And, of course, you are invited to join the evening welcome gathering at the beach bar.”
			

			
				I hesitated. “Um… what exactly is the welcome gathering?”
			

			
				Noi smiled. “Just a relaxed event to meet other guests. Cocktails, music… a good opportunity to connect.”
			

			
				Mel winked at me from the bed. Connect. I already knew what she was thinking.
			

			
				I cleared my throat. “Right. Sounds… fun.”
			

			
				“Enjoy your stay,” Noi said, pressing her hands together in a polite bow before stepping out, leaving us alone.
			

			
				 
			

			
				After freshening up, we decided to check out the pool. It was still early afternoon, and the heat had only gotten worse. The idea of sinking into cool water with a cocktail in hand sounded like absolute bliss. I unzipped my suitcase, rummaging through the neatly folded clothes until I found my bikini, a classic black two-piece, simple but flattering. As I held it up, Mel was already stripping off her sundress.
			

			
				It had been years since I’d seen her naked. Now, at thirty, her body was still enviably toned, her stomach flat with just a hint of muscle. Her breasts were small but perky, sitting high and firm, nipples a dark brown against her tanned skin.
			

			
				As she slipped her knickers off, I saw she had a full, dark bush between her legs, thick but neatly shaped to stay within the lines of a bikini. That didn’t surprise me, Mel had never been one for conventional beauty routines, but as she stretched her arms above her head, I caught sight of something else. Under her arms she had soft, dark patches of hair curled there too.
			

			
				I blinked. “You’ve stopped shaving?”
			

			
				Mel looked down at herself as if she’d forgotten, then grinned. “Oh. Yeah.”
			

			
				She grabbed her bikini from her suitcase, stepping into the bottoms. “New Year’s resolution. Going natural,” she said with a giggle. “Men can like it or fuck off.”
			

			
				I snorted. “That’s very you.”
			

			
				“Damn right.” She pulled the bikini top over her shoulders, adjusting the straps. “It’s liberating. And honestly? Most guys don’t give a shit. Some even prefer it.”
			

			
				“Huh.” I hadn’t even considered letting mine grow out. I automatically reached for my razor the second I saw stubble. “Doesn’t it… feel weird?”
			

			
				Mel shrugged. “Not at all. It’s just hair. We all have it. Why should we be the ones suffering through razor burn and ingrown hairs while men waltz around with hairy balls and zero complaints?”
			

			
				She wasn’t wrong. But still, I wasn’t sure I could do it. I wasn’t as naturally confident as Mel. I glanced down at my own body as I unclasped my bra, suddenly feeling a little self-conscious. Unlike her, I had changed over the years. My breasts were fuller, heavier. Not huge, but enough that gravity was beginning to have its say as they hung low towards my stomach. And my stomach wasn’t as tight as it used to be either. I wasn’t exactly out of shape, but there was a definite bulge there.
			

			
				Mel caught me looking at myself critically in the mirror and rolled her eyes. “Don’t even start, babe. You look fucking hot.”
			

			
				I let out a small laugh, shaking my head. “Shut up.”
			

			
				“Seriously.” She adjusted her bikini top, giving me a pointed look. “If I had tits like yours, I’d never wear a shirt.”
			

			
				I finished tying my bikini strings, running a hand through my hair before turning back to her. “Alright, let’s go find this pool.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				Stepping outside, the humid air wrapped around us again. The resort was stunning, all winding stone pathways and lush greenery, the sounds of cicadas humming in the trees.
			

			
				We followed a sign to the pool and then, turning a corner, we passed a couple walking in the opposite direction, both completely naked. The man was tall and tanned and my eyes accidentally flicked to his long cock, swinging as he walked. His female companion, a thin blonde with pert breasts and a completely shaved mound between her legs, gave us a friendly smile as they strolled by, completely at ease.
			

			
				Mel kept walking like nothing had happened, only waiting until they were out of earshot before murmuring, “Optional?”
			

			
				I let out a small, breathless laugh. “I didn’t know where to look.”
			

			
				“You did know,” she teased. “You just thought you shouldn’t.”
			

			
				Before I could reply, another couple passed, older this time, probably in their fifties, both tanned all over. The man’s cock was tiny, the head barely poking out of his thick nest of hair between his legs. The curvy woman had heavy, sagging breasts lined with stretch marks.
			

			
				“I hope I still have their confidence when I’m that old,” smirked Mel.
			

			
				But then we turned a corner and reached the pool area. Everyone was naked.
			

			
				The large pool shimmered in the sun, its water a deep, inviting blue. Around it, guests lounged on sunbeds, stretched out completely bare, chatting, reading, or sipping drinks without a care in the world. A few people swam, their bodies sleek and glistening in the water.
			

			
				To one side was a bar. Thank fuck. I exhaled. “Right. Cocktails?”
			

			
				Mel grinned. “Best idea you’ve ever had.”
			

			
				We strode over to the bar, sliding onto the high stools.
			

			
				The bartender, a handsome Thai man in a smart, white uniform, smiled as he wiped down the counter. “Sawadee krap. What can I get you ladies?”
			

			
				“Two mojitos, please,” Mel said.
			

			
				As we waited, I risked a glance at the two men sitting at the bar next to us. Both were naked. One of them was tanned with blonde, wavy hair like a classic surfer. The other was black, well muscled with bulging biceps. I couldn’t help it… my eyes flicked downward. Fuck, they were both hung like fucking horses, their big, soft cocks resting against their thighs.
			

			
				Mel noticed too. “Hey,” she said, her voice soft and flirty.
			

			
				The black one turned to us with a grin. “G’day.”
			

			
				That accent. Australian. I felt my heart flutter.
			

			
				The blonde, surfer one leaned in, extending a hand towards me first. “Pleasure to meet you ladies,” he said. “I’m Harrison, and this is my friend Joel. We’re from Sydney.”
			

			
				“Jess,” I said, my voice coming out a little breathier than intended. “From London.”
			

			
				“Mel,” Melanie said, shaking their hands too.
			

			
				“Is this your first time here?”
			

			
				I took a sip of the drink that had just arrived and nodded. I was trying hard not to look at their big cocks.
			

			
				“That explains the bikinis then,” said Joel, his eyes looking us up and down like he could see through them anyway.
			

			
				“Is everyone always naked?” asked Mel.
			

			
				“The water does feel better without clothes,” said Harrison.
			

			
				Mel turned to me with a smirk. “What do you reckon, Jess?”
			

			
				“I don’t know,” I said, turning red.
			

			
				I hesitated, my fingers tightening around my glass. Part of me wanted to do it, but stripping off in front of so many people, let alone these two insanely hot men, was something else entirely.
			

			
				Mel, of course, had no such reservations. “Well, no point wasting time,” she declared, standing up and hooking her thumbs into the sides of her bikini bottoms. With a swift movement, she pushed them down and stepped out of them. Her bikini top followed a second later, leaving her completely naked.
			

			
				Harrison and Joel made no effort to hide their appreciation.
			

			
				“That feels so much better,” she sighed, stretching her arms above her head and showing off the hair there. “Come on, Jess.”
			

			
				I swallowed hard. Every nerve in my body screamed at me to keep my clothes on, even though I didn’t want to be the odd one out. This was way out of my comfort zone.
			

			
				Harrison grinned at me. “It’s up to you. But I promise, after two minutes, you won’t even be thinking about it.”
			

			
				Easy for him to say. He wasn’t the one about to get his tits out in front of a pair of hung, naked Aussies.
			

			
				Mel rolled her eyes. “Oh, for fuck’s sake,” she said, reaching out and unclasping my bikini top for me before I could protest. I yelped, grabbing at it before it could fall away completely, but now there was no point. They’d already seen.
			

			
				I exhaled sharply. Fuck it.
			

			
				In one quick motion, I let my top drop onto the stool and peeled off my bikini bottoms, stepping out of them before I could overthink it.
			

			
				I was naked. Outside. In public. In front of two very attractive men.
			

			
				I resisted the urge to cross my arms over my chest. Instead, I forced myself to stand tall, letting the gentle breeze stiffen my nipples, and feeling the warmth of the sun on my skin.
			

			
				Harrison’s eyes flicked over me, hovering for a second on my neatly trimmed bush. I saw something in them. Hunger? Desire?
			

			
				Joel grinned. “See? That wasn’t so hard.”
			

			
				Mel grabbed my hand. “Come on, babe. Let’s swim.”
			

			
				The water was cool, refreshing, and as I floated on my back, I started to relax. Harrison was right, the water did feel better naked. And no-one was looking at me. Mel swam up and down, cutting through the water effortlessly as she did laps. I took my time, letting the stress of travelling melt away.
			

			
				Joel and Harrison joined us, casually drifting nearby, but I let my mind wander, enjoying the strange thrill of swimming completely naked, the water slipping over my skin in a way that felt… almost sensual.
			

			
				After a while, we swam back to the edge, where a set of stone steps led out of the pool. Mel climbed out first, unbothered as ever, squeezing the water from her curls. I hesitated a moment longer, suddenly very aware that getting out of a pool naked was not the same as sliding into it.
			

			
				As I emerged, my nipples tightened in the warm air. I reached for the towel I’d left on my stool and wrapped it around me. Something across the pool caught my eye. A woman sat on a sun lounger. She was stunning, long, auburn hair cascading over her shoulders, breasts full, her long legs stretched out in front of her. She was sitting between two men, one on either side. They were both leaning into her, their mouths taking turns claiming hers in deep, languid kisses. Her hands roamed over them freely, stroking their chests, their arms, their thighs…
			

			
				And then, lower. My breath caught. I couldn’t quite see, but from the angle, from the way their bodies tensed… Fuck. I felt a rush of heat between my legs. I swallowed, my mouth suddenly dry.
			

			
				Mel followed my gaze and smirked. “Well, well,” she said.
			

			
				I let out a nervous laugh, tearing my eyes away, my heart pounding. What was this place?
			

			
				A sudden tiredness washed over me. It had been a long flight and I’d hardly slept for over twenty-four hours. We said goodbye to our new, naked friends and headed back to our cabin where the long journey finally caught up with us. The soft hum of the ceiling fan and the distant chirp of cicadas outside only made my eyelids heavier.
			

			
				“Just a quick nap,” Mel mumbled as she climbed into her bed, stretching out under the cool sheets, still completely naked.
			

			
				I did the same, pulling the sheet over me and feeling the soft cotton against my skin. There’s nothing quite like a freshly laundered bed. Sleep took me almost instantly.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I wasn’t sure how long I was asleep, thirty minutes? Maybe less? But something stirred me awake. A rustling. A soft, rhythmic sound. I blinked, my vision hazy in the dim light filtering through the shutters. Then I realised. Mel was moving in the bed next to mine. Her legs were slightly apart, her knees bent. One hand rested lazily on her breast, while the other…
			

			
				Her fingers traced slow circles between her thighs, her breath soft and measured. Heat flushed through me, my own body suddenly too awake. She wasn’t even trying to be quiet. Maybe she thought I was still asleep. Or maybe she didn’t care.
			

			
				I should have rolled over. Should have shut my eyes, buried my head in the pillow and pretended to be asleep. Instead, my fingers drifted lower, almost without thinking, slipping between my folds where I was already soaking, fucking wet.
			

			
				I bit my lip, my heart pounding as I started rubbing slow circles over my clit. My mind flicked instantly to them - Joel and Harrison, those broad, strong bodies, those thick, heavy cocks hanging between their thighs. Would they be as casual about fucking as they were about nudity? Would they take their time, or would they bend me over the bar, spreading me open as everyone watched.
			

			
				I imagined Harrison, his cock even thicker and longer now it was hard, thrusting up inside me as I bent over helplessly, taking his whole length, stretching me, filling me…
			

			
				A soft moan from Mel snapped me back to the room. She had to know I was awake and she wasn’t holding back. She let out another sigh, her fingers moving faster. Then she kicked off the sheet completely, exposing herself fully to the warm air. I swallowed hard. Her legs were spread wide, her fingers working her clit in tight circles before dipping down, pressing inside. She whimpered as she pumped two fingers in and out, her other hand squeezing her breast, pinching at her nipple.
			

			
				I tried to stay subtle, keeping the sheet loosely over me, but fuck, I was right there with her. I moved faster, my hips rocking slightly, my breath coming in short, quiet gasps. Mel moaned louder, back arching off the bed.
			

			
				“Fuck…” she whispered, her voice raw with pleasure. 
			

			
				I risked a glance over, and our eyes met for a second, just long enough to make my stomach flip, just long enough to see how soaked her fingers were. But neither of us stopped. If anything, it only pushed me closer. I bit down on my lip as the pressure built, as my fingers worked furiously under the covers.
			

			
				Mel came first, loudly, her body tensing, hips jerking as a long, broken moan tore from her lips. She didn’t try to muffle it, didn’t care that I could hear her. That was enough to tip me over the edge. I buried my face in the pillow, muffling the soft cry that slipped out as my own orgasm crashed through me, my body pulsing, legs clamping shut around my hand.
			

			
				For a few long moments, the only sound in the cabin was our heavy breathing.
			

			
				Then, before I could think too hard about what the fuck just happened, Mel swung her legs over the side of the bed. She stood, stretching lazily, acting as if nothing at all had just happened. Acting as if we hadn’t just wanked together.
			

			
				“I’m going to shower,” she said in a normal voice. “Then we should get ready for dinner. I’m starving.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				Mel looked fucking incredible. Her dress was red, tight and tiny. A halter neck that left her shoulders bare, with a perfect cut-out that put her cleavage on full display. The hem barely skimmed her thighs, showing off her toned legs.
			

			
				I’d gone for something a little less outrageous; black, silky, with thin straps and a plunging neckline that made the most of my heavy tits. It was just about supportive enough that I could get away without a bra. Not as daring as Mel’s, but still enough to feel sexy for the first time in a long time.
			

			
				Dinner was incredible. We sat on the open-air terrace, sipping cold white wine while the ocean stretched out in front of us, dark and endless. The food was the best Thai I’d ever had, spicy and fragrant. Everywhere we looked, there were couples. Some sat close, whispering and laughing. Some touched more openly, hands stroking thighs, fingers teasing over bare shoulders. It was impossible to ignore, it felt like there was an undercurrent of sexuality running through the place.
			

			
				When we’d finished we stepped down onto the beach with our shoes in our hands, walking along the soft sand. “Shall we see what this social event is all about then?” said Mel.
			

			
				“Fuck it. Let’s go.”
			

			
				We strolled along the shore, the moon lighting our path, the breeze warm against our bare skin. Ahead, the beach bar was glowing with strings of golden lights, laughter and music spilling out onto the sand. We headed straight for the bar, ordering another round of cocktails that came strong and cold. 
			

			
				As we sipped, a couple approached us, their smiles wide and inviting.
			

			
				“New faces,” the woman said, her English accent rich and posh, like she’d been raised on champagne and private schools. “I’m Victoria, and this is my husband, Charles.”
			

			
				Victoria was stunning, curvy with enormous tits barely contained by her plunging white dress. Her ass was just as thick, the tight fabric hugging her curves. Her husband was older, with streaks of silver in his hair, tanned and dressed in a linen shirt unbuttoned just enough that I felt a stirring of desire as I glimpsed his hair-covered chest.
			

			
				“Mel,” Melanie said, shaking their hands. “This is Jess.”
			

			
				Victoria pulled Mel into a hug, her arms wrapping warmly around her. Mel shot me a look over her shoulder in mock panic as their breasts squashed up against each other. Then Victoria turned to me and did the same. The scent of her expensive perfume filled my senses as she squeezed me tightly.
			

			
				Charles leaned in, kissing both of us on the cheek in that effortless way rich people do.
			

			
				“Is this your first time?” Victoria said, sipping her cocktail. “We’ve been coming here for years.”
			

			
				We found a table right on the sand and the conversation flowed easily as we chatted about life back in London and the different places we’d travelled to. Then another couple arrived, and things… escalated.
			

			
				The woman, blonde and petite, slid straight onto Charles’s lap, her arms looping around his neck as she kissed him, slow and deep. Victoria, meanwhile, turned to the new man, tall, dark-haired and pulled him in for a kiss. Not just a peck. A real, deep kiss, full of tongue.
			

			
				Mel and I exchanged a wide-eyed glance. “What the fuck,” she mouthed.
			

			
				It didn’t stop there. Charles’s hand slid up the blonde’s thigh, disappearing under the hem of her dress. Victoria let out a giggle as the new man’s hand cupped her ass, squeezing it through the fabric of her dress. I swallowed hard, my heart pounding.
			

			
				Finally breaking apart, Victoria introduced us to them. They were called Michael and Tracy and were from Dallas, Texas. They had strong Southern accents, but I could tell from their clothes they were every bit as rich as Charles and Victoria.
			

			
				After a few minutes of small talk, they all stood. Victoria kissed my cheek again, her lips lingering at my ear.
			

			
				“We’ll see you girls later,” she murmured. “We’re going to… catch-up with our friends back at our villa.”
			

			
				Then, with a knowing smile, the four of them disappeared into the night. I could see Michael had his hand on Victoria’s round ass as they left.
			

			
				I turned to Mel. “Okay,” I said. “What the fuck was that?”
			

			
				Before she could answer, two familiar figures appeared. Harrison and Joel, now dressed in laid-back beachwear.
			

			
				Mel didn’t waste time. “Alright, level with us. This is a swingers' resort, right?”
			

			
				Joel laughed. “You really didn’t know?”
			

			
				“You’re right, it’s a swingers’ resort,” smirked Harrison.
			

			
				I let out a short laugh. “Oh my god. I think we need a new travel agent.”
			

			
				Joel nodded. “Every single person here is a swinger. Except you two, it seems. Some just play in the same room with others, some swap partners fully. It’s whatever you’re into.”
			

			
				I was just sitting there with my mouth open. Mel, however,was grinning, swirling her cocktail in her glass. “Well,” she said, “this just got interesting.”
			

			
				I was still reeling. A swingers’ resort. Every single person here was fucking other people, happily and openly. And now we were sitting with two of the hottest men I’d ever seen, who I already knew were both packing absolute monsters between their legs.
			

			
				“So,” Mel said, leaning forward with interest, “you two are together, but you sleep with other people?”
			

			
				“Exactly,” Joel said smoothly, sipping his beer.
			

			
				Harrison smirked. “We’re both bisexual. Been together five years, but we like to have our fun. We play with couples, single men, single women… just depends.”
			

			
				I swallowed. My mind was suddenly full of images; Harrison, pressed up against another man, kissing him deep. Joel, with those strong arms and filthy grin, moving between some beautiful woman’s legs. My thighs squeezed together under the table. I realised my pussy was aching with arousal.
			

			
				I took another sip of my drink, but it wasn’t enough to cool the sudden heat flooding through me. These men were experienced. Very experienced. They had probably fucked a lot of  people. And now I was sitting here, imagining how they’d feel between my legs.
			

			
				Mel must’ve been thinking the same thing, because she was playing with her lips, her finger just inside her mouth as she regarded the two men. 
			

			
				“I like that,” she murmured. “Men who don’t play by society’s rules.”
			

			
				Joel laughed. “You’d fit in well here, then.”
			

			
				The drinks kept coming and I was soon buzzing. The music pulsed through the open-air bar, and when Joel held out a hand, Mel didn’t hesitate as he pulled her to the sandy area where other couples were dancing.
			

			
				Harrison stood and offered me his hand. I took it, feeling like I was in a dream. A very hot, sexy dream. The four of us moved together in the warm night air. Mel was already pressed up against Joel, her arms around his neck, moving her hips to the music. Harrison pulled me close, hands firm on my waist, his breath hot against my neck.
			

			
				I could feel the heat of his body. And then, before I could talk myself out of it, I kissed him. His lips were soft, warm, and he pressed against me, gripping my waist tighter. I melted into the kiss, our tongues in each other’s mouths. When we finally pulled apart, I was panting. And what’s more, I could feel my knickers were soaking wet.
			

			
				Mel was kissing Joel, but then she turned and… fuck, she kissed Harrison, her hand moving up to his face to pull him closer. I looked at Joel and then his hands were around my waist instead. His tongue was in my mouth instead. How easily we had just swapped partners. It felt electric.
			

			
				Harrison and Mel were going beyond what would be acceptable in a normal bar. His hand was squeezing her breast and she looked like she was trying to eat him alive. She pulled away, panting heavily. “Can we go back to our villa?” she asked him.
			

			
				Harrison smirked and nodded, running a hand through his bleach-blonde hair. He winked at me, and the two of them disappeared into the darkness.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I gasped to Joel. “They’re going to fuck.”
			

			
				Joel laughed. “Yeah, looks like it.”
			

			
				I was so turned on, but… I also wasn’t used to this. I wasn’t even used to men any more. I think Joel sensed that and he took my hand in his. “Do you want to walk along the beach?” he asked. “Nothing needs to happen.”
			

			
				It was just what I needed. I gave him a warm smile. “That would be lovely,” I said.
			

			
				As the lights and music from the bar receded behind us, the sound of the waves and the moonlight took over. We walked to the end of the beach and sat down near the sea, watching the moon reflecting in the dark water. We sat there for a while, side by side in the cool sand, our fingers brushing occasionally. Joel was easy to be around. He didn’t push, didn’t rush me. He just sat with me, legs stretched out, staring at the ocean and chatting away.
			

			
				But my skin was still buzzing. My body felt aroused, needy. And the way he looked, tall and dark skinned, with a broad chest and thick arms. I knew I didn’t want him to keep his distance. I took a slow breath, then turned to face him properly.
			

			
				“What?” he asked.
			

			
				I didn’t answer. Instead, I swung a leg over his lap, straddling him. His hands instinctively moved to my waist, firm and steady, and his eyes darkened.
			

			
				I swallowed, my heart pounding. “Is this okay?”
			

			
				Joel let out a low laugh. “Whatever you want is okay.”
			

			
				I grinned, then leaned in and kissed him, our tongues dancing together as we explored each other in the darkness. His hands stayed put at first, gripping my waist, but I wanted more. I reached down, taking his hands and guiding them higher, placing them over the large swell of my breasts. He let out a quiet murmur of approval, his thumbs brushing over the fabric of my dress. My nipples were already stiff, aching for attention and his soft touch sent pulses of pleasure racing through my body.
			

			
				I slipped my straps down my shoulders. He got the hint immediately, pulling the fabric lower so that my breasts fell out, heavy and hanging over him. Leaning in, he took one nipple into his mouth, hot and wet, flicking his tongue over the sensitive tip. I gasped, gripping his shoulders, my hips moving against him instinctively.
			

			
				He was hard. Even through my knickers and his shorts I could feel the thick length of him pressing up against me. I rocked against him, a slow grind, teasing myself with the friction. The firm shape of his shaft pressed between the folds of my soaking panties and I rubbed my clit all the way up it. Fuck, the pleasure was instant, flooding through my body. He sucked harder on my nipple, making me moan, before switching to the other one, his hands groping and squeezing me as he licked and sucked.
			

			
				I reached down between my legs, tugging his shorts down enough to be able to pull his cock out. It was hot and heavy in my hand, even thicker than I had expected. It had been so long since I’d held a dick, and never one like this. I gave it a firm stroke and was rewarded by a groan of pleasure against my breast.
			

			
				I stroked him slowly, feeling the weight of him in my palm, the warmth pulsing against my skin. My breath was coming faster now, my heart pounding in my chest. I rocked my hips against him again, teasing myself with the friction, my whole body aching for more. His cock pressed against my inner thigh, thick and rigid.
			

			
				I hesitated for a moment before slipping my knickers aside, my fingers brushing against my soaked folds. Joel paused beneath me as he realised what I was doing. Slowly, I guided him to my opening. As I lowered myself onto his shaft, my cunt stretched almost painfully to accommodate him, his thick head breaching me, filling me. I sank down inch by inch, the delicious stretch taking my breath away. A sharp gasp escaped my lips, my fingers digging into his shoulders.
			

			
				Fuck. I had never felt anything like it before, so full, so deep, my body trembling as I took him in. Joel groaned, his hands sliding up my back, holding me close as I adjusted, as I felt every inch of him inside me.
			

			
				For a moment, we just stayed like that, locked together, breathing heavily in the warm night air. The waves crashed behind us, the sand cool beneath my knees, but all I could focus on was the throbbing length filling me.
			

			
				I moved slowly at first, rocking my hips in a steady rhythm, working him deeper. Every thrust made me gasp and moan at the penetration. But even though he was so much thicker than I was used to, I was so wet that he slid in easily. 
			

			
				“Jess… you feel incredible,” he groaned beneath me. A deep shiver ran through me at the way he said my name. Joel’s hands roamed, sliding up my back, tracing over the curve of my waist before returning to my breasts. He cupped them, kneading gently, his thumbs teasing over my sensitive nipples.
			

			
				The night air wrapped around us, warm and thick as I rode him, even deeper now, my body pressing against him as he filled me completely. My body was on fire, pleasure pulsing through me, every stroke pushing me closer and closer to a climax I knew was inevitable. Joel must have felt it too, because he suddenly gripped my hips tighter, thrusting back up, meeting my own movements.
			

			
				All of a sudden, it crashed over me. Heat flooded through me, pleasure rippling out in powerful, pulsing waves. My fingers clawed at his shoulders, my head tilting back as I moaned, my entire body shaking with the intensity of it. My thighs clenched around him and I let out a loud cry, echoing down the beach. For a long moment, I could do nothing but breathe, my chest rising and falling in deep, shuddering gasps. When I finally opened my eyes, Joel was watching me with a lazy, satisfied grin.
			

			
				And then he flipped me over.
			

			
				A startled gasp escaped my lips as my back met the cool sand, Joel’s strong hands gripping my thighs as he spread me open beneath him. I barely had time to nod before he was back inside me again, his big, black cock pushing deep with one long, hard stroke. I moaned loudly as he filled me completely, the sensation sharper now, more intense with him in control. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him closer.
			

			
				Joel groaned, his mouth meeting mine as he thrust into me, harder this time, his movements rough and desperate. All I could focus on was him, the way he moved, the way he stretched me open so perfectly, my lips gripping his shaft so tightly. I clung to his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin as he drove into me, each thrust sending sharp jolts of pleasure through my body. Harder. Faster. The pressure building again inside me was almost unbearable.
			

			
				Joel tensed and let out a loud groan. He buried himself deep inside me and I felt his cock throb. I delicious wetness flooded my cunt as I felt him spill inside me, his body shuddering. That tipped me over the edge too, and I came again, my cunt contracting around his thick shaft as waves of pleasure washed over me. I closed my eyes and clung to him, riding the waves.
			

			
				For a moment, neither of us moved, our bodies tangled, our hearts hammering against each other’s skin. The sound of the ocean filled the silence between us, the waves washing gently against the shore.
			

			
				Finally, Joel let out a quiet laugh, pressing a lazy kiss to my forehead. “Fuck, Jess.”
			

			
				I let out a happy sigh, running a hand through my messy hair. “Yeah… fuck.”
			

			
				He slowly pulled out and I felt his cum follow, running down my ass and into the sand.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We walked back to the villas along the beach, hand in hand. When we reached mine, I stood up on tiptoes to kiss him. “Thank you for tonight,” I whispered.
			

			
				“Thank you,” he murmured, meeting my lips and giving me a kiss that had my pussy throbbing all over again. But I was exhausted, falling asleep on my feet, and he could tell.
			

			
				“I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said, giving my hand a squeeze.
			

			
				“Definitely,” I replied. I gave him one last kiss on the cheek and unlocked the door with the keycard.
			

			
				But I wasn’t getting to sleep just yet. As I entered the dark villa, I could hear the sounds of Mel being loudly fucked in the bedroom. I smirked to myself and collapsed onto the sofa. God she was loud. Along with the slap of skin on skin, she was also letting out a long stream of commentary. “Oh god, fuck me, fuck me hard, fuck my cunt with your big cock.”
			

			
				Unable to help myself, I slipped my hand into my knickers, my fingers finding my clit, still swollen and sensitive. Every touch sent pulses of pleasure through me as I listened to Mel getting the fuck of her life. My mind went to how she must look, her tits bouncing, her cunt stretched tight around his shaft. And then I glanced at the bedroom door. My heart started pounding even more; it was slightly open.
			

			
				Could I peek? Suddenly I couldn’t stop myself. I stood up and padded over softly on my bare feet. My heart was racing in my chest now and I felt light headed. But I had to see, even if it was just for one second. I peered through the crack in the door.
			

			
				Mel was on the bed, on her back. Harrison was between her legs, his white ass pumping up and down. His balls hung down, heavy and swinging as he thrust inside her. And her thick bush parted open to reveal her pink slit with his cock penetrating her. Her lips were stretched tight around his shaft as he pounded into her. Is that how I had looked with Joel? Stretched wide open, getting fucked.
			

			
				I felt light-headed, my hand straying to my knickers again. Suddenly, Mel was coming hard, her fingernails scratching Joel’s back as she clung to him. He fucked her through it until, with a groan, he pulled out stroking his dick. And then cum erupted from it, spraying her body and laying long white lines up it from her bush to her breasts. The filthy sight made me come too, and I sank to my knees on the hard floor as waves of pleasure crashed over me.
			

			
				I staggered back to the sofa. After a while, Mel and Harrison emerged from the bedroom. Mel was still naked as she kissed him and showed him out.
			

			
				“Fuck, he’s got some stamina,” laughed Mel when the door had closed behind her. “How much did you watch?”
			

			
				I flushed red; I didn’t realise she knew I’d been watching. “Only the very end,” I said, swallowing hard. But she didn’t seem to care that I’d been peeking.
			

			
				“Did you and Joel do it?”
			

			
				I smiled at the memory. “Yes, on the beach.”
			

			
				“Wow, sexy,” laughed Mel. “How was it?”
			

			
				“Fucking amazing,” I purred, closing my eyes. “But I really need to sleep now.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				We slept all morning and when we ventured out, the sand was burning hot under my feet. Mel and I walked down to the beach, the afternoon sun blazing overhead. The ocean shimmered in front of us, waves rolling gently onto the white sand. A few people were scattered along the shore and in the water - all of them, of course, completely naked.
			

			
				Mel shot me a grin. “Well, we might as well embrace it.”
			

			
				I hesitated for only a second before nodding. After everything we’d done so far, I was gradually getting more comfortable with public nudity. Mel was already tugging her dress over her head, slipping out of her knickers and standing there, completely naked, her toned body glowing in the sunlight. She stretched, showing off the patches of hair under her arms.
			

			
				I pulled my own dress off, letting it drop to the sand, then pushed my knickers down too. The heat of the sun on my bare skin was exhilarating, a rush of something both freeing and deeply naughty coursing through me.
			

			
				Mel grabbed the bottle of sunscreen from her bag, shaking it with a smirk. “Want me to do your back?”
			

			
				I nodded, laying face down on my towel so she could rub the cool lotion over my shoulders. Her hands moved over my skin in slow, firm strokes. When her fingers slid lower, over the small of my back, I shivered.
			

			
				“Your bum is so white,” she giggled. “We don’t want it to burn.” Her hands moved to my cheeks, massaging as she rubbed the lotion in. She moved my legs apart a bit more, touching my inner thighs. I felt a rush of heat between my legs at the intimate touch. The side of her hand brushed my clit and I gasped out loud as a bolt of pleasure rushed through me.
			

			
				“Sorry,” she said, smirking. She didn’t sound sorry.
			

			
				She finished doing down my legs and then gave my ass a playful slap. “Turn over,” she said.
			

			
				I turned over and she squeezed more lotion onto her hands. She did my shoulders and the top of my breasts, watching them jiggle as she worked. Then her hands were fully on my tits, massaging them and making the nipples stiff. I couldn’t help but moan quietly at the sensations.
			

			
				“God, your tits are perfect,” she said.
			

			
				“Thanks,” I smiled. “But they’re starting to sag. Yours are so perky.”
			

			
				“Shush,” she laughed. “You're beautiful.” Her hands moved lower, over my stomach.
			

			
				Then she was at the top of my thighs. I opened my legs wider for her and she touched my inner thighs again. This time I was sure that her fingers grazing my clit was no accident. I gasped. Mel’s fingers lingered, tracing slow, teasing patterns along my inner leg. My breathing became heavier as she edged closer, her touch light but deliberate. My skin burned where she brushed against me, every nerve alight with anticipation.
			

			
				She met my gaze, her eyes dark. “Does that feel nice?” she whispered.
			

			
				I couldn’t speak. I only nodded, my chest rising and falling as heat coiled deep inside me.
			

			
				Her fingers moved again, more confident this time, pressing my clit just enough to make my back arch slightly. My legs parted instinctively. She took her time, teasing me, her touch maddeningly slow. My body responded eagerly, hips shifting towards her hand, breath coming in soft gasps.
			

			
				Then her finger moved lower, exploring my folds. “You’re so wet,” she murmured. “You know, I’ve always wondered what it would be like to fuck my best friend.”
			

			
				I was completely lost in the moment, the sound of the waves, naked people all around, and my best friend sending bolts of pleasure through my body. She collected some of my arousal on her finger and used it to circle my clit. I knew I was already close, my fingers curling into the towel beneath me as pleasure built higher and higher. Mel’s touch grew firmer, her pace increasing.
			

			
				I bit my lip, trying to stay quiet, but she only grinned. “Don’t hold back,” she whispered. “I want to see you come.”
			

			
				And then it happened. The pleasure exploded, my body tensing, back arching as waves of sensation crashed through me. A moan slipped from my lips, my legs trembling as the intensity of it washed over me.
			

			
				Mel pulled back just slightly, her hand slowing. For a long moment, I just lay there, breathless, staring up at the perfect blue sky. 
			

			
				Then, finally, I let out a small laugh, shaking my head. “Well, that was… unexpected.”
			

			
				Mel smirked, stretching out on the towel next to me. “Now it’s your turn to put sunscreen on me,” she purred.
			

			
				So I did. I massaged it all over her body, feeling the heat between my legs as I ran my hands over her soft skin. When I got to her breasts, I felt the hard peaks of her nipples, watching as they puckered up and stiffened under my touch. They were smaller than mine, brown rather than pink. She closed her eyes, letting out soft murmuring sounds. And then all that was left was… between her legs. She opened them for me, silently begging me to touch her.
			

			
				I ran my fingers through her thick, luxuriant bush, feeling how soft it was. My finger slid down between her folds, teasing at her opening. She was so wet, I could see how matted the hair was. Gently, I pressed a finger inside. “Oh… fuuuck,” she moaned, her hips rising off the towel. “Yes, just like that.”
			

			
				I pushed deeper, feeling the tightness of her opening gripping me. Inside she was smooth and wet. I added another finger, feeling her stretch around them. She pulled me down on top of her, lips finding mine, her tongue pushing inside my mouth as she moaned loudly against me. I moved my fingers in and out, stroking at her G-spot, my palm rubbing firmly against her clit.
			

			
				“Fuck, Jess,” she groaned into my mouth. “You’re going to make me come.”
			

			
				I worked my fingers faster, fucking her properly, feeling her cunt clench around them. Her hand gripped my arm, almost painfully and she let out a continuous moan of pleasure as her climax washed over her. I could feel her pussy contracting around my fingers as her hips rocked and her thighs shook.
			

			
				Finally, she broke away from me, and I pulled my soaking fingers out of her. She was panting heavily. “Fuck,” she laughed. “What have we just done?”
			

			
				“I don’t know,” I giggled. But I didn’t feel embarrassed or awkward… I felt liberated. “I think this place is getting to us.”
			

			
				“Hello, ladies,” came a voice behind us. It was Victoria, the posh woman we’d met the night before, with her husband Charles. Both were completely naked, standing over us with easy confidence.
			

			
				Victoria was effortlessly elegant, even without clothes. Her skin was smooth and lightly tanned, her large, natural breasts full and heavy, with areolas the size of plates. She had a soft curve to her stomach, with wide hips, but she was very sexy with it. Between her legs, a neatly trimmed patch of blonde hair sat above her slit.
			

			
				She caught me looking and smirked. “Yes, I’m a natural blonde,” she teased.
			

			
				I flushed, but she just laughed.
			

			
				“Would you like to join us?” Mel asked, shifting on her towel.
			

			
				“We’d love to,” Victoria replied.
			

			
				She and Charles spread their blanket beside us and sat down. Charles was tall and lean, his chest covered in a patchwork of dark and grey hair, leading down in a neat trail to his cock.
			

			
				Victoria tilted her head at us. “Enjoying the sun?”
			

			
				Mel propped herself up on her elbows. “It’s beautiful, isn’t it?”
			

			
				“And I noticed that wasn’t the only thing you were enjoying just now.”
			

			
				My stomach flipped. She had seen me touching Mel.
			

			
				I felt the heat rise in my cheeks, but Victoria only smiled. “Don’t be shy,” she purred. “It’s perfectly natural to enjoy a bit of female attention.”
			

			
				She reached out, brushing a stray strand of hair behind my ear, her fingers lingering just long enough to make my breath catch. Was she coming on to me? My heart pounded. Mel was watching with an amused smirk, clearly enjoying my reaction. Victoria shifted closer, her bare thigh brushing against mine, her full breasts just inches from me.
			

			
				With a slow, deliberate movement, she cupped my chin and tilted my face toward her.
			

			
				“May I kiss you?” she asked softly.
			

			
				I swallowed, then nodded. She kissed me. Her lips were soft, warm, moving against mine. A gentle press at first, she opened them, drawing mine with them. Her tongue flicked against my tongue, and I melted into it, my body responding instantly.
			

			
				Mel moved in behind me, her hand sliding over my lower back. Then, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, she leaned in too, pressing her lips to my neck before shifting to kiss Victoria. Soon all three of us were kissing, hands beginning to wander.
			

			
				Charles was just watching. When I glanced at him, I saw that he was getting hard. His cock, small and unassuming when soft, had transformed into something thick and meaty, standing proud between his legs.
			

			
				Victoria pulled back slightly, following my gaze. She laughed. “My husband enjoys a good show.”
			

			
				She leaned back in, her hands cupping my tits, teasing my stiff nipples between her fingers. Fuck, that felt good. She moved lower, her fingers trailing over my stomach. When she reached my thighs, she parted them, opening me up. She planted a kiss on my mound, and then moved even lower. My cunt was throbbing, wet and aching, desperate for touch.
			

			
				And then, finally, her tongue dragged through my wetness, a long, slow lick from my entrance to my clit. My back arched, an involuntary moan coming from my lips. Mel moved behind me, holding me and stroking my sides. Victoria delved deeper, her tongue exploring my opening, tasting me, teasing me. Her hands slid up my thighs, holding me open as she feasted on me. 
			

			
				She went to work, expertly licking me and sending pulses of pleasure through my body. Mel’s fingers found my nipples, pulling and twisting them to add to the sensations.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” I moaned, gripping the towel beneath me, my hips rocking against her face.
			

			
				Victoria moaned against me, the vibrations sending a fresh jolt of pleasure straight to my core. She dipped her tongue inside me, licking up my juices, then moved back to my clit, sucking it into her mouth, flicking it fast. My whole body tensed. My climax built inside me, white-hot and unstoppable.
			

			
				“I’m gonna come,” I gasped.
			

			
				Victoria sucked harder, her fingers still holding me open. Pleasure slammed through me, a deep, rolling orgasm that had me crying out, my back arching, my thighs squeezing her head. My whole body pulsed, waves of bliss crashing through me, leaving me breathless and trembling.
			

			
				Victoria didn’t stop until I was whimpering, my body twitching. Only then did she pull away, licking her lips and looking smug. Charles was a few feet away, stroking his thick cock, his eyes locked on us.
			

			
				“Delicious,” she purred, wiping her mouth. She lay back on the blanket and opened her legs. “Your turn.”
			

			
				My mouth was dry, my heart pounding as I crawled down between Victoria’s thighs, the scent of her making my clit throb. I hesitated for a second, then leaned in and licked a slow, tentative stripe through her wetness.
			

			
				Fuck. She tasted good. Victoria let out a pleased hum, running her fingers through my hair. “Oh yes, darling. Just like that.”
			

			
				I licked again, bolder this time, circling my tongue over her clit, feeling it twitch under my touch. Her hips lifted slightly, encouraging me, and soon I was eating her properly, sliding my tongue over her slick folds, sucking on her swollen clit, my own cunt dripping with arousal. 
			

			
				Suddenly, Mel was behind me, spreading my ass cheeks, her fingers teasing between my legs and rubbing my clit. I moaned against Victoria’s pussy, the pleasure making my whole body shudder. Victoria’s moans grew louder, her fingers tightening in my hair. “Oh god, Jess, just like that. Fuck, you’re a natural.”
			

			
				I sucked harder, flicking my tongue faster, feeling her thighs tremble around my face. Behind me, Mel bent down, her own tongue lapping at my soaking slit, tentative at first but then more confidently. Victoria’s fingers tightened in my hair and she came hard, her wide hips lifting off the blanket as she let out a loud cry of bliss.
			

			
				Victoria panted heavily, watching me through heavy-lidded eyes. “Was that really your first time going down on a woman?”
			

			
				I licked my lips, tasting her on my tongue, and nodded. “It was,” I said, feeling strangely proud of myself.
			

			
				She grinned. “Well, darling, you must do it more often.” She ran a teasing finger down my arm, then glanced at Mel. “Now… let’s take care of your friend.”
			

			
				Mel let out a playful little moan, stretching out on her side, her gorgeous body sprawled on the towel. “I won’t say no.”
			

			
				I moved between her legs, nerves sparking under my skin, but excitement buzzing just as fiercely. I couldn’t believe I was doing this with Mel. She was wet already, and I couldn’t wait to taste her. 
			

			
				As I lowered my head, Victoria shifted behind her, spreading Mel’s thighs a little wider. “I’ll take this side,” she murmured, her hands running over Mel’s ass. She spread Mel’s cheeks and leaned in, her tongue flicking over the tight, rear entrance. Mel gasped, her whole body tensing before melting into the towel.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” she groaned.
			

			
				The sight of it sent a fresh pulse of heat through me. Watching Victoria eat Mel’s ass while I was about to lick her from the front was the filthiest thing I’d ever imagined.
			

			
				I gripped Mel’s thighs and leaned in, dragging my tongue through her slick folds. She was hot and wet, her taste spreading over my tongue and her thick bush filling my vision. Victoria moaned against her as well, working her tongue over her tight rear entrance, her hands gripping Mel’s ass cheeks to spread her wider.
			

			
				Mel was writhing now, gasping, her hips pushing back against Victoria, then rocking forward onto my tongue. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she moaned.
			

			
				And beside us, Charles was still watching, stroking his girthy cock. His eyes burned with lust, taking in every filthy second. Mel whimpered, her thighs trembling as I sucked her clit into my mouth, flicking my tongue over it. Victoria kept licking, her hands gripping Mel’s ass as she buried her face between her cheeks.
			

			
				And then Mel was coming, her body violently shaking and squirming, moans of pleasure spilling from her lips. I could taste her arousal, taste her release as it ran from her cunt. I licked it up greedily, savouring every drop. We didn’t stop, not until she finally collapsed, breathless and spent, panting into the sand.
			

			
				I looked around. I had almost forgotten that we were in such a public place. Naked couples walked past or paddled in the sea, hardly glancing at our filthy behaviour. Our little show was just part of the scenery here.
			

			
				“I think it’s time we gave Charles some relief,” Victoria smirked. She crawled over to him on her hands and knees, huge tits hanging down almost to the sand. Charles smiled and relaxed back onto his elbows. She bent over, ass in the air and licked all the way up his rock-hard cock. When she got to the tip, she took it in her mouth, making him groan with pleasure.
			

			
				With a dirty look in her eyes, Mel joined them, licking his shaft as Victoria hollowed her cheeks and sucked him. She took it out of her mouth for a moment to look at me. “Don’t be shy, Jess,” she said.
			

			
				My heart pounding, I crawled over too. I flicked my tongue against his shaft, tasting him, feeling the way his body tensed as three mouths pleasured him. Mel moved lower, sucking his balls into his mouth. Victoria moved back down his shaft, giving me a chance to take him in my mouth. He was hot and hard as my tongue swirled around the head of his cock. It twitched, clearly close to the edge. Charles groaned, his head tipping back as we moved together.
			

			
				His breathing quickened, his hands clenching. With a deep, shuddering groan, his body tensed, his hips jerking, and I felt him spill in my mouth, the warm salty cum throbbing onto my tongue. I let it run down my chin, pulling back and watching more and more surge out of him and run down the shaft in thick rivers. Mel and Victoria licked it up hungrily, swallowing it down.
			

			
				Mel grinned, stretching out lazily on the sand and licking her lips. “Well,” she purred, “this holiday keeps getting better and better.”
			

			
				“Well darlings, you two are fitting right in already,” laughed Victoria. “Now who wants a swim?”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				Later, we went to dinner at the resort’s open-air restaurant again. The warm evening air carried the scent of grilled seafood and fragrant Thai spices as Mel and I sat across from each other, our legs stretched out, our bodies still glowing from the orgasms earlier.
			

			
				We had barely taken our first sips of wine when Harrison and Joel arrived. Dressed in loose linen shirts and shorts, they looked effortlessly sexy, their sun-kissed skin glowing under the lanterns.
			

			
				“Mind if we join you?” Harrison grinned, sliding into the chair beside me without waiting for an answer.
			

			
				“Please,” Mel said, giving them both a flirty smile.
			

			
				The conversation flowed easily. We drank, we ate and we flirted. Every now and then, I caught one of them watching me. Joel’s hand rested casually on Mel’s bare thigh, his fingers tracing lazy circles. Harrison took any excuse to touch my arm. The tension was thick, charged, inevitable. I was desperately horny and had already decided I was going to sleep with one of them. I didn’t care which one.
			

			
				By the time we finished the last of the wine, it was clear where the night was heading. Harrison leaned in closer. “Do you girls want to come back to ours?”
			

			
				I swallowed hard, my pulse quickening and glanced at Mel.
			

			
				“Fuck yes,” she replied breathlessly.
			

			
				Their villa was beautiful, slightly different to ours, all sleek wood and soft lighting. Doors opened out to a private terrace overlooking the gardens. In the bedroom, there was just one king-size bed in the centre of the room, the sheets crisp and inviting. Two white towels had been folded into the shape of swans by the cleaning staff.
			

			
				“Well,” said Mel, as Harrison closed the door behind us, “I think we all know why we’re here.”
			

			
				Joel grinned, catching her by the waist and pulling her into a deep, hungry kiss.
			

			
				Harrison’s hand slid around my hip, and when I turned to face him, he was already leaning in. His lips met mine, slow at first, teasing, before deepening as his fingers tangled in my hair. Somewhere in the background, I heard Mel’s soft giggle as Joel pushed her back onto the bed. I felt a rush of heat between my legs at the thought of us all fucking in the same room.
			

			
				Still kissing, Harrison guided me towards the bed. I sank down onto the soft sheets, pulling him with me. Next to us, Joel had lifted Mel’s dress over her head and was pulling down her knickers. She opened her legs wide for him and he dived in, parting her folds with his fingers and making her moan as his lips found her clit. Her back arched, fingers clutching at the sheets as Joel devoured her.
			

			
				Harrison pressed against me, his hands roaming my body, slipping beneath the straps of my dress. He exposed my breasts, squeezing the nipples between his fingers. I gasped, jolts of pleasure rushing all the way through my body. 
			

			
				He pushed my dress further down, leaving me naked from the waist up. His fingers traced the curve of my body before sliding lower, slipping beneath the waistband of my knickers. I sucked in a breath as he found my clit, circling it lazily before dipping between my soaking folds.
			

			
				And then Mel let out a strangled cry, her whole body tensing. She was coming, legs shaking, thighs clamping around Joel’s head as he licked her through it.
			

			
				Watching her come like that sent a fresh wave of heat through me. Harrison must have sensed it, because he sucked hard on my nipple and slipped two fingers deep inside me. I gasped, my hand instinctively going to his cock. It was rock hard and I squeezed it through his shorts.
			

			
				“Christ, you’re wet,” Harrison murmured, adding a third finger and stretching me open.
			

			
				I ground against his hand, chasing the pleasure. I needed to feel him too, so I slipped my hand into his shorts, wrapping it around the long, thick length of his impressive cock. I stroked him as he fingered me, his palm grinding against my clit as he stretched me. Suddenly I was coming too, the rush of relief flooding my body and making me cry out with bliss.
			

			
				And then, fuck, the men swapped places, shedding clothes as they moved. Joel knelt between my legs, his big, black cock hard and insistent. He pressed it against me as he leaned down to kiss me, the hot length rubbing against my clit and driving me wild with arousal.
			

			
				Joel teased me with the thick head of his cock, rubbing it up and down my soaked slit, making me whimper with anticipation. He kissed me again, deep and hungry, before pulling back to watch my face as he finally penetrated me, stretching me inch by inch. I gasped, gripping his shoulders as he filled me, his girth forcing me open in a way that was almost overwhelming.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I breathed, my nails digging into his back.
			

			
				Joel groaned, pausing once he was buried deep, letting me adjust to the sheer size of him. His cock pulsed inside me, my walls clenching around the thick shaft.
			

			
				Beside us, Mel moaned as Harrison flipped her onto her hands and knees, positioning himself behind her. He gripped her hips, teasing her with the head of his cock before thrusting in hard, making her cry out. He set a fast pace, pounding her with the sounds of skin slapping against skin. She moaned with every thrust, gasping out a stream of words.
			

			
				“Fuck me… fuck me hard,” she panted. “Oh god… your cock’s so big.”
			

			
				I couldn’t get words out myself, all I could do was groan with every firm, deep thrust of Joel’s huge cock. He went slow at first, letting me feel and enjoy every inch as he dragged himself almost all the way out before pushing back in right to the hilt. My body melted around him, pleasure sparking in every nerve ending.
			

			
				Joel groaned and picked up the pace, driving into me faster, his thick cock stretching and filling me with every thrust. I wrapped my legs around his waist, meeting his movements, craving more. He grabbed my wrists, pinning them above my head as he fucked me harder. My tits bounced wildly with every thrust as he took me.
			

			
				Harrison reached around, rubbing Mel’s clit as he pounded her from behind. Her moans turned into desperate cries as she rocked back against him, chasing her next climax. The room was filled with moans, heavy breathing, the wet sounds of bodies moving together. We were lost in it, feeding off each other in a tangle of limbs and pleasure, pushing each other higher and higher.
			

			
				And then my orgasm hit, white-hot and all-consuming. My whole body tensed, back arching as I cried out, pulsing around Joel’s cock as he drove me through it.
			

			
				Mel was right there with me, screaming “oh my god, I’m coming,” as she came, her body shuddering beneath Harrison as he groaned, slamming into her.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The men slowed, before pulling out and exchanging a glance. Both their cocks were throbbing and soaking wet with our essence. Then they swapped again. I felt my heart race as Harrison kissed me, rolling over so that I was on top. Mel straddled Joel too, reaching down to guide his cock into her. I did the same with Harrison, feeling the delicious stretch as I sank all the way down on him.
			

			
				Mel and I moved together in time, both of us riding our men. Our eyes met as we exchanged a filthy glance. I could hardly believe we were doing this, but it felt amazing. Seeing the other couple screwing as I fucked Harrison only made the whole thing more exciting and arousing.
			

			
				Joel reached up, groping Mel’s bouncing tits, his thumbs brushing her stiff nipples as she moaned. Harrison dragged his hands down my back, gripping my ass and spreading it wider as he thrust up into me, driving deeper, hitting that perfect spot inside me.
			

			
				And then I felt Harrison’s fingers, closer to my tight rear entrance. Still holding my cheeks, one of his fingers pressed against the tight ring of muscles around my asshole. I’d never been touched like that before and it sent a rush of pleasure through me at the strange sensation. He circled my opening as I continued to ride him, his finger slick with my arousal. I groaned in pleasure at how naughty it felt for him to touch me there.
			

			
				Next to me, Mel threw her head back, her hands braced on Joel’s chest as she rode him faster. "God, yes," she gasped. "I love your cock. Fuck me just like that."
			

			
				I bit my lip, rocking my hips, teasing Harrison with slow, grinding circles before slamming down harder. His finger on my ass pressed harder, stretching me open just enough to penetrate me a little. I gasped again with pleasure, the tingling sensation flooding my body with bliss.
			

			
				And then Joel reached for Mel’s throat, gripping it just enough to make her gasp as he fucked up into her. The sight of it sent a fresh wave of arousal crashing through me.
			

			
				I turned back to Harrison, breathless. "Harder," I begged.
			

			
				He growled, flipping me onto my back, pinning me down as he drove into me, relentless, merciless, exactly how I needed it. And just like that, I was spiraling toward another climax, my cunt clenching around him as I came hard.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Harrison slowed, letting me ride my orgasm. My body trembled beneath him, still pulsing around his length. And then, fuck, Joel was behind him. For a moment, I was too blissed-out to process what was happening. But then Joel’s hands gripped Harrison’s hips, and I watched as he guided his cock to Harrison’s ass. He paused, giving Joel time to line up and apply enough pressure to penetrate him. Mel looked on with wide eyes. I’d actually forgotten that they were a couple.
			

			
				"Fuck," Harrison groaned.
			

			
				Joel let out a low, satisfied moan, holding his hips steady as he pushed the last inch inside. "That’s it," he murmured.
			

			
				Harrison started to thrust into me again, slowly at first. Every time he pulled out slightly, he was impaling himself on Joel’s cock. He picked up the pace, fucking me while also fucking himself. Joel held his hips, guiding him, his eyes half closed with pleasure.
			

			
				Beside me, Mel moaned as she touched herself, completely entranced. She leaned in, kissing Harrison first, her tongue teasing his lips, then turned to me. Her mouth was hot against mine, wet and insistent, her fingers sliding down my body to flick at my clit. The whole thing was more raw, more intensely erotic than anything I’d ever imagined.
			

			
				The men weren’t holding back anymore. Harrison was slamming into me now, the force of Joel’s thrusts driving him forward even harder. I could feel how close he was, the way his cock pulsed inside me
			

			
				Joel’s grip on Harrison tightened. "I’m gonna come," he groaned.
			

			
				"Me too," Harrison gasped. His whole body was trembling, his abs tensing as he drove into me harder, chasing his release. I came again, screaming as I clenched around Harrison’s cock, my body milking him, pulling him with me. Harrison let out a deep, shuddering groan as he lost control, his hips jerking wildly as he came, filling me with his release. Joel was right behind him. With one final thrust, he growled, spilling deep inside Harrison, his whole body shuddering as he climaxed.
			

			
				For a moment, all that filled the room was the sound of heavy breathing, the scent of sweat and sex thick in the air. We collapsed on the bed together, bodies sweaty and spent, still caught in the aftershocks of what we’d just done.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				Everything that had happened was a lot to process. I woke early the next morning, my mind buzzing with all the new experiences. One thing I couldn’t shake was the feeling of Harrison slipping his finger into my ass. It had been far more pleasurable than I ever would have imagined.
			

			
				Mel was still fast asleep, snoring softly. I decided to take an early morning walk along the beach to clear my head. Wrapping the complimentary gown around my naked body, I set out. The sun was barely up, casting a soft golden glow over the deserted shoreline. The tide had pulled back so far that a wide band of rocks was visible where there had been nothing but water the day before. The air was cool and fresh, carrying the faint scent of salt and seaweed.
			

			
				I walked along the beach all the way to the end, feeling the soft sand under my bare feet. It was there that I came across a couple. They were sitting on a blanket, enjoying a picnic breakfast. They were one of the youngest couples I had seen at the resort, probably only twenty.
			

			
				The guy was fresh-faced with a trendy, messy haircut and wearing just a pair of swim shorts. The woman was gorgeous, blonde and model-thin with full, naked breasts and tiny bikini bottoms. She also had tattoos with dragon themes all the way down one leg and one arm.
			

			
				As I moved to walk past them, I gave them a friendly smile and a nod. To my surprise, they beckoned me over.
			

			
				“Hey!” the woman called. “Come join us for breakfast.”
			

			
				“Oh, I don’t want to disturb your romantic picnic,” I said, pausing.
			

			
				“Nonsense,” said the guy. “I’m Jack, and this is Amy. Come and have a pastry.”
			

			
				“You’re very kind,” I said, dropping down next to them. “I’m Jessica. Jess. I’m from London, how about you?”
			

			
				“Oh, we’re from California,” said Amy. Now that she mentioned it I could detect a faint American accent. “Here.” She offered me the basket of pastries.
			

			
				“Wow, thank you.” I took one, biting into it and tasting how fresh it was.
			

			
				Jack and Amy were easy to talk to, and soon I found myself telling them all about how we had come to the resort by accident, and how we’d started to embrace the sexually-free lifestyle. It turned out that they were polyamorous and both had other partners back home. Amy also told me that she was a voracious online dater, and liked to hook up regularly with new men. This was their first time in a swinger resort, and they were absolutely loving it.
			

			
				“It’s so much less hassle when you know everyone is going to be open to just fucking,” she smirked.
			

			
				I laughed at Amy’s bluntness, taking another bite of my pastry as I relaxed in their company. 
			

			
				“I have to admit,” I said, “last night I tried so many new things… even… the guy I was with put his finger in my ass.” I glanced between them, heat creeping into my cheeks.
			

			
				Amy’s eyes lit up. “Ohh, your first anal experience?” she grinned. “How was it?”
			

			
				I exhaled. “Honestly? Amazing. I always thought it would hurt, but when Harrison put his finger in… fuck, it actually felt so good, the pleasure blending with the feeling of him inside me.”
			

			
				Amy nodded enthusiastically. “I love anal, it’s best to start small, getting used to the feeling. And lube. Lube is everything.” She reached over to her bag, which sat beside the picnic basket, and patted it. “I literally never go anywhere without it.”
			

			
				Jack laughed. “She’s not joking,” he said. “She’s always prepared.”
			

			
				Amy smirked. “Anal is one of my favorite things. It can feel so fucking intense, so deep.” She reached into the bag, pulling out a small bottle and giving it a playful shake.
			

			
				I swallowed, my body already reacting to the conversation. The way Amy spoke about it, so confidently, made me wonder what it would feel like to go further. To take more.
			

			
				Amy must have seen something in my expression because she reached out, brushing her fingers over my knee. “You’re curious, aren’t you?” she murmured, tilting her head slightly.
			

			
				My breath caught as her touch lingered. “Maybe,” I admitted.
			

			
				Amy smiled, her eyes glinting now. “Curiosity is a good thing,” she purred. She was very close to me now.
			

			
				She leaned in, her warm breath ghosting over my lips before she kissed me. Slow at first, soft, teasing, her fingers tracing little circles on my thigh. I sighed into her mouth, letting myself melt into the moment, my hand sliding into her silky blonde hair.
			

			
				Jack shifted, moving behind me, his strong hands smoothing over my shoulders, down my arms. He trailed his fingers along the edge of my gown before tugging it open, exposing my bare skin to the cool morning air. Amy’s tongue was in my mouth, her breath almost panting like she was incredibly turned on.
			

			
				“You’re beautiful,” Jack murmured, his hands finding my breasts, kneading them gently as he kissed the side of my neck. A soft moan escaped me as Amy deepened the kiss, her tongue flicking against mine, playful and eager. Her hand slid up my inner thigh, teasing higher towards my exposed pussy, making me shiver.
			

			
				Jack pressed himself against my back, and I could feel how hard he was through his swim shorts. One of his hands drifted lower, rubbing over the curve of my hip. It slipped between my thighs from behind. I lifted my leg slightly, giving him access, and he ran a finger gently along my soaking slit.
			

			
				“She’s so wet already,” he murmured.
			

			
				Amy smirked, breaking the kiss to glance down at his hand between my thighs. Her own hand joined Jack’s, brushing over my clit and making me gasp with pleasure. I was desperately horny now, and I couldn’t resist running my own hand down Amy’s naked breasts, teasing one of her nipples to make it hard. Then I moved lower, brushing my fingers over her trimmed bush and between her folds.
			

			
				Amy sighed with pleasure, and passed the bottle of lube to Jack. “Why don’t you give her what she’s been asking for,” she purred.
			

			
				I felt my heart start pounding all over again as Jack drizzled the cool liquid onto his fingers before reaching down between my cheeks again and pressing one finger against my tight rear entrance. He moved slowly, teasing, circling, relaxing my muscles before easing the tip inside. I gasped at the sensation, my body instinctively tensing before relaxing into it.
			

			
				Amy kissed me again, her tongue hungry for me as I moaned around it. Her hands roamed my body, stroking my breasts, my thighs, and then focusing on my clit again. Behind me, Jack worked me open, his finger now deeper inside me while Amy’s fingers slid into my cunt. Sandwiched between these two beautiful people, I could feel the pleasure surging and flowing through my body as they both fingered me.
			

			
				Jack added a second finger to my ass, stretching me open and unleashing another wave of sensations. “Fuuuck,” I gasped into Amy’s mouth.
			

			
				“Does it feel okay?” she whispered, her fingers curling up inside me.
			

			
				“Yes,” I panted in reply.
			

			
				“Do you want him to fuck you in the ass?”
			

			
				“Yes.”
			

			
				Behind me, Jack pulled his fingers out and I felt him tugging down his shorts. His erection, hot and hard pressed against my back, and then he pulled away slightly as he coated it in lube.
			

			
				“Just relax,” whispered Amy, her fingers still stroking the inside of my cunt, her palm against my sensitive clit.
			

			
				I felt the blunt head of Jack’s cock against my opening, slick with lube. He applied a bit of pressure, his hand on my hip and I felt myself opening up, stretching.
			

			
				“Oh god,” I moaned. “That’s it.”
			

			
				He thrust forward gently and I felt my ass swallow him, the stretch sending more waves of pleasure through me. He worked it deeper with every thrust, making me groan at the unfamiliar sensations. Amy’s fingers still curled up inside me and could feel the friction between the two, separated by my thin walls. She kissed me again, her tongue hot in my mouth.
			

			
				“You’re taking it so well,” groaned Jack, his breath on my neck.
			

			
				“You can go harder,” I told him, wanting to feel it even more intensely.
			

			
				He picked up the pace, his cock deeper and deeper until I felt his body right up against mine. He fucked me, holding me tightly by my hip, his thick cock filling my ass. I felt my climax building quickly, Amy’s fingers guiding me towards it. And then it was right there. I was right on the edge…
			

			
				I came so hard that I let out a scream, my body shaking violently, and my ass clenching around his cock. Amy pulled her fingers out and rubbed my clit quickly, prolonging the orgasm, on and on, as I rode the waves of pleasure until I couldn’t take any more. I pushed her hand away. 
			

			
				Jack was on the edge too, chasing his own climax as my ass milked his cock. He thrust harder and harder until he let out a long low groan. I felt load after load of warm cum fill me as his cock pulsed inside my tight ass. Amy held me through all of it, her lips still brushing mine.
			

			
				Finally, we were done. Jack pulled out and I felt his cum pour out of me onto the blanket. We collapsed onto our backs, looking up at the blue sky and panting heavily.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I said. “I can’t believe I just did that.”
			

			
				“How did it feel?” asked Amy.
			

			
				“Fucking amazing,” I replied. “Thank you both.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I arrived back at the villa, Melanie had just got up and was making coffee. “Where have you been?” she asked.
			

			
				“Just went for a walk along the beach,” I said.
			

			
				She looked at me suspiciously. “You fucked someone,” she guessed.
			

			
				I smiled, feeling my cheeks going red. “I met a couple that… oh my god, I don’t know what’s going on with me in this place, but I… let the guy fuck me in the ass.”
			

			
				Mel’s eyes went wide. “You did what?”
			

			
				“You heard me,” I laughed. “We were talking about how I’d never tried it and… they just offered to show me.”
			

			
				“Wow,” said Mel. “That’s quite a morning walk.”
			

			
				“Have you ever… taken it in the ass?” I asked, suddenly curious.
			

			
				“Yeah, my last boyfriend was quite enthusiastic about that,” she said, taking a sip of coffee. “I quite like it.”
			

			
				I padded over to the counter and picked up the welcome pack. “What do you say, should we do one of the treatments or a massage this morning?”
			

			
				“Yeah, good idea,” she said. “Sounds like you need something a bit calmer.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				An hour later, we followed a winding stone path through a secluded jungle area, the sound of rustling leaves and distant birdsong surrounding us. The air was thick with the scent of tropical flowers and damp earth and the sunlight filtered through the canopy, casting dappled patterns on the path ahead.
			

			
				“What kind of massage did you book?” I asked Mel over my shoulder, pushing aside a palm leaf that hung low over the walkway.
			

			
				“Oh, I went for the special full-body one,” she replied from behind me. “It mentioned something about focusing on inner pleasure. Sounds like exactly what we need.”
			

			
				I shot her a curious look. “Inner pleasure? Not inner calm?”
			

			
				She shrugged. “That’s what it said.”
			

			
				As we continued, a wooden pagoda came into view, nestled between thick jungle foliage. The structure was open on all sides, allowing the warm breeze to drift through. Inside, two massage beds were arranged side by side, each draped in starched, white sheets. The setting was tranquil, the soft sound of wind chimes adding to the soothing atmosphere.
			

			
				Waiting for us were two Thai masseuses, both strikingly beautiful, their dark eyes warm and welcoming. Dressed in pristine white resort uniforms, they stood with perfect poise, their hands pressed together in the traditional wai greeting.
			

			
				“Sawadee ka,” they said in unison, bowing their heads slightly.
			

			
				We returned the greeting.
			

			
				“My name Lalana,” said one in a strong but melodic accent.
			

			
				“My name Naree,” said the other. Their English didn’t seem as good as Noi’s.
			

			
				“We give you special massage,” said Lalana.
			

			
				“Very special,” said Naree. “Please, take off all clothes.”
			

			
				I exchanged a glance with Mel, who grinned before shrugging off her gown with effortless confidence. She walked up the small wooden step to the massage bed, her naked body glowing. I hesitated for only a moment before doing the same. The initial shyness I had once felt about being naked in front of strangers had faded. Now, it felt almost natural.
			

			
				The scent of warmed coconut oil filled the air as Lalana and Naree prepared themselves, but what happened next took me by surprise. Instead of immediately touching us, they moved back slightly and, with a slow, deliberate grace, began undoing the fastenings of their white uniforms.
			

			
				I lifted my head slightly, watching as the fabric slipped from their shoulders, revealing smooth, dark skin and the curves of their small breasts. Their bodies were toned, their movements unhurried as they stripped completely. Their nipples were small and dark and between their legs they both had thick patches of black hair.
			

			
				Lalana dipped her hands into a bowl of warm oil, coating her palms before trailing them over my back in a slow, sensual glide. Her touch was firm yet teasing, fingers spreading the slick warmth across my shoulders, down the curve of my spine, and lower still. I sighed, letting my body relax beneath her touch, but my pulse quickened when I felt her climb onto the table.
			

			
				The heat of her bare skin pressed against mine as she straddled me, her thighs gliding along my sides. I gasped softly when her small breasts made contact with my oiled back, her nipples brushing against my skin as she moved in slow, undulating strokes. Her entire body became part of the massage, her breasts rubbing over me, her thick bush brushing lightly over my ass and thighs as she slid against me in a rhythm that was both soothing and intensely erotic.
			

			
				Naree was doing the same to Mel, and the little moans coming from the other table only heightened my arousal. I turned my head slightly, catching a glimpse of Mel’s face, eyes half-closed, lips parted in pleasure as Naree’s glistening body moved sensually over hers.
			

			
				“You like full body massage?” Lalana whispered in my ear, her warm breath sending a shiver down my spine.
			

			
				“Fuck… yes,” I breathed, realising that I was so turned on I must have been leaking between my legs.
			

			
				She laughed softly and pressed one last, slow grind against me before pulling back. “Turn over,” she murmured.
			

			
				Mel and I obeyed, rolling onto our backs. Lalana poured more oil over my chest, letting it drizzle down my skin before lowering her naked body onto me. Her slick breasts pressed against mine, nipples hard as she moved in slow, circular motions, teasing my nipples with her own. Naree did the same to Mel, but for the moment, all I could focus on was the feel of her body against mine.
			

			
				I arched my back slightly, seeking more contact, and she must have sensed my need. “Now… we make you feel very good,” she whispered.
			

			
				Her hands trailed lower, sliding over my waist, my hips, my thighs, until finally, her fingers brushed against the wetness between my legs. My thighs instinctively parted, a soft whimper escaping me as she dipped her fingers through my soaking folds.
			

			
				Beside me, Mel moaned as Naree mirrored the movement.
			

			
				Lalana leaned down, pressing a lingering kiss to my belly before moving lower. My breath caught as I felt her soft lips trailing down, down, until her warm tongue flicked out, teasing at my sensitive clit.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I gasped, my hips lifting into her touch.
			

			
				She didn’t hold back. She licked, sucked, and explored me like the expert that she was, her fingers joining in, pressing deep, curling in a way that sent shocks of pleasure through me. The sound of Mel’s moans mixed with my own, the wet, obscene sounds of lips and tongues working us both driving me closer to the edge.
			

			
				My fingers tangled in Lalana’s dark hair as she pushed me higher and higher, her tongue relentless, her fingers stroking deep inside me until…
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I cried out as my climax tore through me, my whole body tensing before pleasure crashed over me in waves.
			

			
				Lalana didn’t stop. Neither did Naree. They worked us through our orgasms, and before I had even got my breath back Lalana was bringing me close to another. She had three fingers in already, her hand slick with oil and my release. She added another finger, thrusting that hand deeper and deeper while her tongue sucked on my clit.
			

			
				I felt her tuck her thumb in, and then my pussy stretched, more than I had ever felt before. It was a delicious feeling, intense but wonderful, and then my cunt swallowed her whole hand. She looked up at me to check I was okay. I just moaned with pleasure at the feeling of being so full and stretched.
			

			
				Lalana’s hand moved inside me with slow, deliberate pressure, her fingers exploring places I hadn’t even realized could feel this good. The stretch was overwhelming, but the pleasure far outweighed the intensity. My body trembled beneath her, every nerve ending alight as she worked me open, her tongue flicking relentlessly over my swollen clit.
			

			
				“Oh fuck,” I moaned, my back arching as another surge of pleasure built inside me.
			

			
				Beside me, Mel was lost in her own world of ecstasy. Naree had her whole hand buried deep inside her, stretching her in the same delicious way. The sounds of her moans, raw and unrestrained, sent another pulse of arousal through me, making my walls clench around Lalana’s hand.
			

			
				She began to move her wrist in a slow, twisting motion, and the sensation was unreal. A deep, toe-curling pleasure coiled inside me, tighter and tighter, until my breath came in ragged gasps. I had never felt so stretched, so filled, so utterly consumed by sensation.
			

			
				The pressure built and built, and suddenly, it tipped over, an explosion of pleasure ripping through me like nothing I had ever experienced before. My entire body tensed, a choked cry escaping my lips as I gushed, my release soaking Lalana’s arm, the sheets beneath me, everything.
			

			
				She let out a satisfied hum, not stopping, not relenting, pushing me through the aftershocks and straight into another wave.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I gasped, barely able to form words.
			

			
				Mel wasn’t far behind me. Naree had coaxed her to the same peak, her fingers pumping deep as Mel’s body spasmed. She squealed, her hands gripping at the sheets as she came, soaking Naree’s hand as she squirted too.
			

			
				The air was thick with the scent of sweat, oil, and sex. My chest rose and fell rapidly as I tried to catch my breath, my limbs weak and trembling. Lalana finally withdrew, her touch becoming soft as she trailed kisses up my thighs, my stomach, my heaving breasts.
			

			
				“You enjoy special massage?” asked Lalana, wiping her arm with a towel.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” I panted. “Yes. Yes I did.”
			

			
				“You come back tomorrow, we make it even more special,” said Naree, putting her hands together and giving us a bow.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				That evening, the soft glow of lanterns lit the open-air dining area as Mel and I sat at our table, sipping on tropical cocktails and enjoying the sated feeling of a really good meal. The warm evening air carried the scent of Thai spices and the faint crash of waves in the distance.
			

			
				“I still can’t believe that massage,” Mel said, leaning back in her chair. “No-one back home would believe it either.”
			

			
				I let out a laugh. “I’m still tingling all over from it.”
			

			
				She grinned, clinking her glass against mine. “To crazy new experiences.”
			

			
				Suddenly, the sound of rhythmic drumming filled the air. The soft hum of conversation around us died down as all eyes turned toward the main stage at the center of the dining area. Noi climbed onto the stage, holding a microphone to her lips.
			

			
				“Ooh, I didn’t know there was a show tonight,” I whispered to Mel.
			

			
				“Tonight we have a special sex show, all the way from Phuket,” said Noi, her voice amplified over the PA system. “Sit back, relax and enjoy.”
			

			
				“Sex show?” said Mel, her eyes shining in excitement.
			

			
				A low, pulsing beat echoed through the space, and then two stunning Thai women appeared, their bodies draped in traditional silk dresses and golden bangles that clinked as they moved. They swayed in perfect harmony, their hips moving sensuously, arms weaving through the air like they were casting a spell over the audience.
			

			
				Next, two Thai men walked in. Their bodies were sculpted like warriors, their skin gleaming under the soft stage lights. They were dressed as Muay Thai fighters, wearing only boxing shorts that hung low on their hips, showcasing rippling abs and strong, muscled thighs and stomachs.
			

			
				Mel exhaled sharply. “Holy fuck, look at them.”
			

			
				I couldn’t take my eyes off them. The men moved with controlled power, every step measured, their bodies a display of strength and precision. They circled the women, their eyes filled with hunger.
			

			
				The music shifted, the tempo slowing, becoming sultry, hypnotic. The women turned to each other, their hands trailing over bare arms, lingering at the curves of their waists. They moved closer, eyes locked, breaths mingling. And then, one of them tilted her head slightly, and their lips met.
			

			
				A murmur rippled through the crowd in the restaurant. Their kiss was slow, teasing, deepening as their hands began exploring each other. Fingers slipped beneath the silky fabric of their skirts, pushing them down inch by inch, revealing glistening skin. Soon, their breasts were bare, dark nipples erect from the cool night air. Their dresses dropped to the floor, pooling around their feet. They were completely naked, except for their bangles.
			

			
				The two women danced around each other, their bodies exposed as the men still circled them, stamping and beating their chests in time to the drum. The women met again in a passionate embrace, their tongues sloppily kissing and making their faces wet.
			

			
				As the tempo in the music increased, one of the men stepped forward, his hands gripping the waist of the woman in front of him. She arched into his touch as he ran his hand down her neck and back, over her bottom and slipping between her legs. She gasped, head falling back in pleasure.
			

			
				Mel’s nails dug into my thigh under the table, her eyes wide. “This is so much hotter than I expected. Are they really going to… fuck?”
			

			
				The second man joined in, running his hands over the other woman’s body, teasing her nipples with his tongue before guiding her down onto the stage. The first woman followed, both of them now on all fours, presenting themselves like willing offerings.
			

			
				And then the men stripped. They yanked down their shorts, revealing thick, hard cocks that made my breath catch. They moved behind the women, positioning themselves, gripping their hips before thrusting inside them in perfect time. The women moaned, their bodies rocking back to meet each powerful stroke. The sound of skin slapping against skin echoed through the night in time to the drum beat, mingling with the gasps and moans of the women.
			

			
				I shifted in my seat, thighs pressing together as heat surged to my pussy. 
			

			
				One of the men reached forward, gripping the woman’s black hair, pulling her back as he drove into her deeper. The other wrapped a hand around his partner’s throat, holding her up against his sweat-slicked body. Their sculpted bodies moved in perfect rhythm, muscles flexing, abs tightening with every thrust.
			

			
				The women reached for each other again, lips crashing together as they moaned into each other’s mouths. Their fingers slipped between their own legs, stroking themselves as they were fucked hard, on display for everyone to see.
			

			
				Mel exhaled a shaky breath. “Oh my god, this is making me so horny.” She squirmed in her seat, her hand on my thigh shifting higher, under my dress and brushing over my knickers. I let out a little moan as her fingers brushed my clit. I responded by sliding my own hand up under her dress, slipping my fingers under the hem of her knickers and finding her absolutely soaking wet.
			

			
				On stage, the men slowed, their thrusts deep and deliberate before they pulled out, their cocks glistening and wet. The women whimpered, their bodies still trembling from pleasure. The men switched women, sitting on the stage and pulling their new partners onto their laps. The women straddled them, their bodies already aching for more as they reached down and guided the thick cocks between their folds.
			

			
				The men gripped their asses, pulling them down onto their waiting lengths. Their faces twisted in pleasure as they took them in deep, their cunts stretched tight around the shafts. The rhythm picked up again, but now the women were in control. Their bodies rocked, grinding down, their hands braced against muscled chests. The men leaned back, watching them move, their hands roaming over slick, flushed skin, gripping their hips, teasing their bouncing breasts.
			

			
				Mel’s fingers pressed firmer against my clit, circling it in slow, deliberate strokes, mirroring the pace of the bodies writhing before us. My own fingers explored her drenched folds, teasing her entrance before slipping inside.
			

			
				She turned her head. “This is so fucking hot,” she whispered, her voice thick with lust as we fingered each other under the table. Around us, other couples were also touching. The blonde woman at the next table was openly stroking her partner's stiff cock. Another couple were stood watching near the wall, the man behind the woman with his hands in her top, playing with her nipples as she grinded her ass back against his hard bulge.
			

			
				On stage, both of the women tipped their heads back in unison, their mouths opening in a cry of pleasure as they both came at the same time. The men’s hands tightened on their hips, guiding them, pushing deep inside them as they shuddered with ecstasy.
			

			
				Just then, the music went up another notch and two more naked men jumped up on the stage. They were just as sculpted and fit, with rock-hard cocks.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” panted Mel, grinding herself against my hand and rubbing my clit even faster. 
			

			
				The two new men stalked onto the stage, their bodies gleaming under the soft lights, their cocks already achingly hard and coated with oil as they approached the women from behind. The audience watched in rapt anticipation as the men ran their hands over the women’s slick, sweat-dampened backs, their touches slow and teasing.
			

			
				The new arrivals didn’t rush. They spread oil over their hands, smoothing it over the curves of the women’s backsides, massaging, preparing them. The women moaned as strong fingers teased between their cheeks, coaxing them open as they continued to ride the original pair.
			

			
				The men finally pressed forward, guiding their cocks to the women’s rear entrances. Two long, shuddering moans of pleasure filled the air as they eased themselves inside at the same time. They thrust deeper, in time with the music and each other, stretching them open inch by inch until they were buried deep.
			

			
				The women took it well, groaning with pleasure as each one was fucked by two thick cocks at the same time. I was right on the edge, holding back my orgasm, denying myself as I savoured the sensations and the filthy show. 
			

			
				The women trembled between the two men, their bodies completely filled, completely claimed. The men set a slow, deep rhythm, working together, their thrusts synchronized, their hands gripping and guiding the women as pleasure consumed them.
			

			
				“I want to do that,” I murmured, thinking about how it would feel to be filled like that.
			

			
				“Mmm,” agreed Mel, seemingly unable to speak.
			

			
				On stage, the two women writhed in ecstasy, their bodies overwhelmed by sensation as they neared their climaxes once more. Their moans filled the air, blending with the pulsing rhythm of the music. The men moved in time, driving them higher, pushing them to the edge until… 
			

			
				A loud cry rang out as the first woman came again, her body shaking violently, her nails raking down the chest of the man beneath her. The second followed almost instantly, throwing her head back, her entire body trembling as she was overtaken by pleasure.
			

			
				The men didn’t stop until the aftershocks of their climaxes left the women breathless and spent. Then, with a shared, knowing look, they pulled away, their bodies glistening, their chests rising and falling with laboured breaths.
			

			
				The two women, still panting, slid to their knees in the center of the stage, tilting their heads up, offering their tongues and bodies for more. Their hands roamed over their own flushed skin, teasing their breasts, arching their backs in invitation.
			

			
				The men surrounded them, gripping their cocks, their faces expressionless as they stroked, bringing themselves right to the edge. The tension was electric, the anticipation thick in the air. Then, one by one, they groaned, their bodies shuddering as they spilled load after load of cum over the women, painting their glistening skin. Their tongues flicked out to taste, their faces glowing with satisfied smiles.
			

			
				And at our table, Mel let out a choked moan, her fingers still working between my legs as I matched her movements, my own pleasure coiling tighter and tighter.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” she whimpered, burying her face in my neck as she trembled, her release finally crashing over her. And that was too much for me too. My own body clenched, the pleasure so intense I could barely breathe. I gasped, riding the waves as my vision blurred, my pulse pounding in my ears.
			

			
				As we both came down, still gripping each other, the performers on stage rose, bowing several times to the audience with their hands clasped together. The crowd in the restaurant erupted with clapping and cheering, the tension dissipating as everyone celebrated the incredible show. The performers smiled, waving to the crowd before running off into the shadows.
			

			
				Mel turned to me, her face flushed, her eyes still hazy. “That,” she breathed, “was the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				We were still shaking from the show when we decided to head along the beach to the bar. The night was slightly overcast, the moon a muted glow behind thin clouds, casting a dim silver sheen over the waves. The tide was higher than before, the surf rolling in with more force, crashing onto the shore with a deep roar.
			

			
				But the beach bar was an oasis of music and light, everyone buzzing from the show at the restaurant. As we stepped onto the deck, we spotted some familiar faces. Victoria and Charles waved us over, their expressions gleeful.
			

			
				“Oh my god, that was insane,” Victoria gushed, fanning herself. “I don’t think I’ve ever been so turned on just from watching something.”
			

			
				Charles smiled, slipping an arm around her waist. “It was… an experience, that’s for sure.”
			

			
				Mel and I laughed, sliding onto bar stools as we ordered another round of cocktails. For the next hour, we drifted between conversations, meeting new people and making friends. Some were experienced swingers, others were like us, newcomers swept up in the thrill of discovery. Although no-one else had come here by mistake.
			

			
				Mel, ever the flirt, soon found herself deep in conversation with a couple. They were both Black Americans, and the woman had slipped out of her dress, now completely naked except for a tiny black thong. Her large, heavy breasts gleamed under the beach bar lights, and I couldn’t help but stare at her dark, full nipples, mesmerized by how they stood out against her smooth skin.
			

			
				And she wasn’t the only one exposing herself. As the evening got later, more and more of the guests had stripped off at least some of their clothing. There was an air of sexual tension as kisses were exchanged and people were starting to touch each other.
			

			
				I turned back to my drink, swirling the ice with my straw. That’s when I felt a presence behind me.
			

			
				“Mind if we join you?”
			

			
				Two men stood there, tall and self-assured, exuding the kind of confidence that came from being rich and knowing exactly what they wanted. They were older than me, their presence commanding but effortless. Dressed casually in polo shirts and tailored shorts, they had the unmistakable air of powerful businessmen unwinding after hours.
			

			
				“I’m Jeff,” the blond one said, his piercing blue eyes locking onto mine.
			

			
				“And I’m Connor,” the darker-haired man added. His voice was deep with a Scottish accent that sent a sexy shiver right through me. He had a hint of stubble on his face, giving him a slightly dangerous look. A sudden rush of excitement coursed through me at their presence.
			

			
				“Hope you don’t mind us saying,” Jeff said, “but you looked like you enjoyed that show as much as we did.”
			

			
				Fuck, they’d seen me and Mel touching each other. I felt my face flush, which was ridiculous, considering I’d been watching an actual orgy on stage and not blushing. But somehow, being caught in the act by these attractive men made me squirm where I was standing.
			

			
				“Maybe,” I said, swallowing as my mouth suddenly went dry. They were so… sexy, and obviously swingers. Where was this going to lead? I glanced at Connor’s hand, noticing the gleam of a wedding band.
			

			
				“Our wives ran off to some party,” he said, taking a slow sip of his drink. “And we’re feeling a little… lost.”
			

			
				Just looking at them, I knew exactly where this was going. I took another sip of my cocktail, my fingers tightening around the glass. This whole thing was still new to me, but my body wasn’t hesitating the way my brain was. I was soaking wet just at the thought of where this was headed.
			

			
				Connor’s eyes flicked toward the edge of the beach. “How about we find somewhere more comfortable to talk?”
			

			
				I nodded, and Jeff grabbed one of the giant bean bags from the seating area, dragging it into the shadows beneath the palm trees where it was darker and more private.
			

			
				Connor gestured for me to sit between them, and I sank into the soft cushion. They settled in on either side of me, their bodies touching me. I turned to Jeff first, his aftershave subtle but intoxicating. Our lips met in a slow, teasing kiss before I turned to Connor, who claimed my mouth with more intensity. The way they took their time, like they were savoring every second, only made it hotter.
			

			
				Then Jeff pulled back slightly, his thumb brushing over my bottom lip.
			

			
				“Tell me, Jess,” he murmured. “Are you a sub?”
			

			
				I blinked. “Am I a what?”
			

			
				Connor laughed, exchanging an amused glance with Jeff. “A submissive.”
			

			
				Oh. Ohhh. My heart started pounding even more than before. I hadn’t really thought about it before, but… I had enjoyed being pinned down. And told what to do. And… yeah, okay, this was making a lot of sense.
			

			
				“I think I might be,” I admitted, a little breathless.
			

			
				Jeff grinned. “Good girl.” My entire body shivered with need.
			

			
				Connor ran a hand up my thigh, slow and deliberate, just under the hem of my dress but no further. “We’ll take care of you, give you what you need,” he assured me. “But first, let’s talk boundaries.”
			

			
				Jeff’s fingers traced lazy circles over my other thigh, his touch light but deliberate and he guided my legs apart a little more. “So, let’s start simple,” he murmured. “Do you like being restrained?”
			

			
				I swallowed hard. “I’ve never been tied up,” I said. “I think I’d like it. I enjoyed being pinned down.”
			

			
				Connor leaned in, his lips brushing against my ear. “How about being told what to do?”
			

			
				I barely suppressed a moan. “Yes.”
			

			
				His teeth grazed my earlobe. “Spanked?”
			

			
				I hesitated, but only for a second. My pulse pounded at the thought of their strong hands landing on my ass, making me gasp, leaving marks I’d feel the next day.
			

			
				“…Yes.”
			

			
				“How about being forced to suck Jeff’s cock, all the way down your throat?” smirked Conner.
			

			
				“Yes,” I whimpered. I’d never been so horny, I could tell my knickers were soaked at the crotch, and they hadn’t even properly touched me yet.
			

			
				Jeff hummed in approval, his fingers trailing higher up my thigh. But not high enough. The touch was maddening, frustrating, leaving me squirming and desperate. 
			

			
				“A hand around your throat? Your hair pulled?” Conner was whispering in my ear.
			

			
				Oh, fuck. I exhaled shakily. “Yes.”
			

			
				Connor gripped my jaw gently, turning my head to stare deep into his eyes. “And anal?”
			

			
				“Yes.” I bit my lip. “I tried it for the first time last night.”
			

			
				“Good girl. How about double penetration?”
			

			
				My stomach flipped. Seeing the women on stage take two cocks at the same time had made me want it more than anything. “Yes, please.” I whispered.
			

			
				I could feel their hard cocks pressed against me, one on each side. Their fingers still teased me under my dress, brushing closer and closer to my soaked panties, but still not touching me where I needed it most, where I was aching with desire.
			

			
				“We’ll go slow,” said Jeff. “You say stop at any time, and we stop. Understood?”
			

			
				“Understood,” I whispered.
			

			
				I twisted my hips, trying in vain to get them to touch me.
			

			
				Jeff laughed. “Already squirming, sweetheart?”
			

			
				I bit my lip, nodding.
			

			
				“Shall we go back to your villa?” I asked. I was desperate to fuck them both now.
			

			
				He glanced over at the bar. It seemed like it was getting even more wild over there. I saw Mel, leaving with the black couple, the man’s hand on her ass as they headed down the beach. No-one was looking at us, but it wasn’t exactly private.
			

			
				“No,” said Connor. “You’re going to do what you’re told. And it’s going to be right here where everyone can see what a filthy slut you are.”
			

			
				I surprised myself by feeling a rush of pleasure at being called a slut.
			

			
				Connor’s hand slid up to my throat, applying just enough pressure to hold me down against the beanbag. He kissed me, roughly, forcing my mouth open with his tongue.
			

			
				Jeff pushed my dress up, his fingers brushing against my soaked panties. “Jesus,” he murmured, exchanging a glance with Connor. “I can feel how wet she is through her knickers.”
			

			
				I whimpered as he hooked his fingers into my panties, dragging them down my thighs and leaving me bare beneath my dress. Jeff’s fingers slipped between my legs, stroking through my slick folds. I gasped, hips jerking against his hand and moaning loudly. He pushed two fingers inside me, opening up my swollen pussy, making me feel it. He curled them up inside me, stroking my G-spot and making me moan with bliss as his palm rubbed against my clit.
			

			
				Connor stood up, slowly pulling his shorts down, just enough that his rock-hard cock sprang out. It wasn’t that long, but it was lovely and thick. He pressed the tip against my lips, using his fingers to open my jaw. And then he slid it into mouth. I could feel the weight of it, hot and hard on my tongue.
			

			
				I wrapped my lips around it, sucking, swirling my tongue. He groaned, grabbing my hair and holding me in place as he forced it further in. I almost gagged as it hit the back of my throat, but I forced myself to relax, saliva running out my mouth and down my chin as he held my hair and fucked my mouth.
			

			
				“That’s a good girl,” he groaned, sounding like he was enjoying it. “Suck my cock, you little slut.”
			

			
				Meanwhile, Jeff was pumping his fingers against my G-spot, faster now. I could hear the filthy wet sounds as the climax built inside me. Suddenly, I came hard, the pressure releasing in a flood of wetness as I sprayed all up his arm. He kept massaging me inside, coaxing more and more squirt out of me. I could feel it running down my ass, soaking my thighs. I moaned around Connor’s cock, but he didn’t relent, just continued to fuck my mouth, holding my hair and sliding his cock right into my throat.
			

			
				Jeff finally pulled his fingers out, laughing as my release dripped down onto the sand. Connor slid his cock out of my mouth and I managed to gasp some breaths, panting heavily.
			

			
				“Do you want to be fucked now, slut?” asked Jeff.
			

			
				“Yes,” I managed to pant.
			

			
				Jeff lifted my legs up in the air and spanked my ass hard, making me gasp in shock at the sudden pain. But the pain quickly turned to heat, making me even more horny.
			

			
				“Yes, what?”
			

			
				“Yes, please… sir,” I added, hoping that was the correct answer.
			

			
				“Good girl,” said Jeff, smiling at me and making me flush with pleasure. “Now open your legs.”
			

			
				I spread my legs wide. He tugged his shorts down, his own thick cock springing free. He knelt between my legs, lifting them up and pinning my knees back against my shoulders with his arms. His cock rested on my clit, just above my gaping pussy. He moved his hips slightly, rubbing the head of it over my clit and making me whimper with pleasure. Then he lowered it slightly, until it was pressing at my opening.
			

			
				“What do you say?” he asked, looking me in the eyes.
			

			
				“Please sir,” I gasped. “Please fuck me.”
			

			
				He sank his full length all the way inside me in one slow, smooth motion, stretching me open and making me feel every inch as he buried himself all the way to his balls.
			

			
				I closed my eyes as pleasure washed over me. “Oh my god,” I managed to whisper.
			

			
				He pulled out, and then thrust inside me hard.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I moaned.
			

			
				Then he began to fuck me even harder, thrusting over and over again, making me feel him. His lips met mine, his tongue rough and insistent. I felt Connor pulling down the straps on my dress. His fingers pulled on one nipple as he took the other in his mouth and sucked on it.
			

			
				It didn’t take long until I was coming again. I was almost screaming as the waves of pleasure consumed me. Jeff kept fucking me hard, all the way through it, my cunt clenching and milking his cock. When it had finally passed, he withdrew. His cock was so hard it was throbbing, coated in my sticky, white juices, especially around the base.
			

			
				“Get on your hands and knees and clean me up,” ordered Jeff.
			

			
				I hurried to do as I was told, kneeling on the beanbag with my ass in the air and opening my mouth. Jeff moved closer and I licked my release, bitter and salty, off his twitching cock. Connor moved behind me, spreading my pussy open with his hands.
			

			
				“Look at that dripping cunt,” he smirked. Then he guided his cock between my folds and slammed it all the way inside me.
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” I gasped as he gripped my hips and started to fuck me hard.
			

			
				“No talking,” said Jeff as he grabbed my hair, holding me in place as he started to fuck my mouth. It felt amazing, being between the two men like this, fucked in the mouth and pussy at the same time.
			

			
				Connor gave me a couple of firm slaps on the ass, making it sting as he continued to fuck me. He collected some of my release onto his fingers and then pressed them against my tight asshole. He circled it for a moment, making me relax and open up, before pushing two fingers into me.
			

			
				“Fuck, she’s got a tight little asshole,” laughed Connor. “Do you want to be fucked in your tight ass, sweetheart?”
			

			
				I couldn’t answer as I had Jeff’s cock in my throat. I looked up at him with wide eyes and tried to nod, moaning around his cock.
			

			
				“I think that’s a yes, mate,” said Jeff with a smirk.
			

			
				Connor pulled out, leaving my cunt gaping and resting the head against my rear entrance. Then he applied more pressure, breaching my defences and stretching me open as he forced himself inside.
			

			
				“Mmm,” I moaned around Jeff’s cock, but the burn turned to pleasure and I closed my eyes, letting the waves of ecstasy wash over me. Connor started fucking my ass hard, gripping my hips firmly as he thrust inside. It was too much for me and I came again, the orgasm starting deep in my ass and spreading through my whole body.
			

			
				Jeff finally pulled his cock out of my mouth, leaving me gasping and dribbling saliva down my chin. “What do you say to Connor here for fucking you in the ass?” he asked, holding my jaw between his fingers and making me look at him.
			

			
				I could hardly focus with Connor slamming deep into my ass. “Thank… you… sir…” I managed to whimper.
			

			
				“There’s a good slut,” said Jeff with a smile.
			

			
				Connor reached down and gripped my hair, lifting me up so I was standing, his cock still buried in my ass. Jeff sat down on the beanbag, his dick standing firm and erect between his thighs. Connor lowered me carefully back down, making me squat over Jeff. He held his cock in place, guiding it between my folds. I sank down gratefully onto it, his dick stretching my pussy and making it feel even tighter than before as it rubbed through my walls against Connor’s length in my ass.
			

			
				Once I was in place, they set about fucking me together, Jeff thrusting up from below into my cunt, and Connor from behind in my ass. The sensations were out of this world, everything heightened by being stretched in both places at once. I came, so hard I thought I was going to pass out. My cunt and ass contracted around their lengths as wave after wave washed over me. But they didn’t stop, just kept pounding me.
			

			
				I was making quite a lot of noise, and I was vaguely aware that a few of the people in the bar were looking over at us, but that just made it even hotter. I felt completely uninhibited, completely slutty as they took me, used me.
			

			
				I came again, and this time I could tell that the men were close to losing it too, their thrusts becoming erratic. First Jeff groaned as I felt him spilling inside my cunt, and seconds later Connor released in my ass. They slowed their thrusts as load after load of warm cum throbbed from their cocks into me.
			

			
				“Oh god,” groaned Connor. “What a good slut letting me fill her tight little ass.”
			

			
				“Good girl,” said Jeff, reaching up and pulling me in for a rough and sloppy kiss.
			

			
				Their cocks were still pulsing inside me, but finally they pulled them out and cum poured out of my holes after them. I collapsed onto the beanbag, panting heavily and so blissed out I couldn’t even speak. My body still shivered and tingled with the aftershocks of the orgasm.
			

			
				“Did you enjoy that sweetheart?” asked Jeff.
			

			
				“Yes, thank you, sir,” I managed to murmur.
			

			
				The men pulled up their shorts and joined me on the beanbag, wrapping their strong arms around me and holding me close.
			

			
				“You were such a good girl,” said Connor, making me glow with pride.
			

			
				Jeff planted tender kisses on my neck, making me feel warm and safe. Connor pulled my dress up over my breasts and put the straps back in place over my shoulders.
			

			
				“When you’re ready, I’ll find your knickers and we’ll get you a drink,” said Connor.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I stayed and chatted with Connor and Jeff for a while in the bar. The party there was only just getting started, clothes were coming off and plenty of couples were getting hot and heavy in the shadows or down on the beach. But an overwhelming tiredness washed over me, so I said goodbye to my new friends. Jeff and Connor walked me back to my villa. Mel wasn’t there, and I quickly fell into a deep sleep.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				I woke up late, feeling refreshed, my body deliciously sore. Mel had returned in the night and was snoring quietly next to me. She was fast asleep, sprawled out naked across the bed, her hair a tangled mess. My thighs were sticky, dried streaks of cum marking my skin. My body smelled like sweat, sex, and last night’s adventures. I grimaced. Time for a shower.
			

			
				Slipping out of bed, I padded into the bathroom, turning on the water until it was steaming hot. The spray hit my skin, washing away the evidence of the night before. As I soaped myself up, flashes of memory returned, Jeff’s rough hands, Connor’s cock forcing its way into my mouth, the way they had taken me. I was already feeling horny again.
			

			
				The bathroom door creaked open. It was Mel, still completely naked.
			

			
				“Morning, slut,” she croaked, her voice sounding rough from the night before.
			

			
				I laughed. “Afternoon, actually. And you’re one to talk. Did you sleep with that couple?”
			

			
				She stretched, her arms above her head showing off her hairy armpits. She let out a satisfied groan. “I did, and fuck it was good. I think I passed out from orgasms.”
			

			
				I squeezed shower gel onto my hands and started rubbing it over my body. “I got DPed at the bar,” I blurted out. Just saying it sounded crazy.
			

			
				Mel’s eyes went wide. “You really are a slut now.”
			

			
				She looked so beautiful, standing there naked in the sunlight. “Do you want to join me in the shower?” I asked.
			

			
				She smiled and stepped under the hot water, grabbing more shower gel and rubbing it all over my breasts. Soon we were kissing sensually, our hands roaming each other’s bodies. Her hands strayed between my legs and I copied her, running my fingers through her thick bush and finding the hard nub of her clit. We rubbed each other, moaning and kissing until we both came. Then we turned off the water and dried ourselves.
			

			
				We decided to go to the beach. Naked, of course. I didn’t seem to have any inhibitions left. Other couples were sunbathing or swimming, not one person even wearing a bikini. When we’d finished swimming, we noticed the resort staff were building a bonfire in the middle of the beach. They piled up old crates and pallets, along with branches and driftwood.
			

			
				I spotted Jack and Amy watching and went to talk to them. After introducing them to Mel, I asked what was going on.
			

			
				“It’s the full moon party tonight,” replied Amy.
			

			
				“What happens at a full moon party?” I asked.
			

			
				Jack gestured toward the growing bonfire. “Big party on the beach. Drinks, music, dancing, debauchery.” He winked at me. “Apparently, things get pretty wild.”
			

			
				Mel clapped her hands together. “Oh, this sounds amazing.”
			

			
				Amy nudged me. “And the best part? Everyone dresses in white. I heard it looks incredible under the moonlight.”
			

			
				I glanced down at my naked body. “I don’t think I packed for a ritual sacrifice aesthetic.”
			

			
				Amy laughed. “Don’t worry. The resort shop sells outfits. Think tiny white dresses, or just white suspenders and nothing else. The guys wear tiny white speedos.”
			

			
				Mel put her hand in mine. “Come on,” she said. “We need to look slutty.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				The full moon hung high in the sky, casting a silvery glow over the beach as we arrived at the party. The bonfire blazed at the center of it all, crackling and sending waves of heat through the already warm night. Speaker towers stood along the edge of the beach, with dance music playing.
			

			
				Everywhere I looked, bodies moved in time with the music, half-dressed, barely dressed, or not dressed at all. Women in sheer white dresses that clung to their curves, the firelight making them practically see-through. Others wore nothing but lace lingerie, their skin glowing in the low light. Some had gone for just thigh-high stockings and suspenders, the rest of their bodies deliciously naked.
			

			
				I ran my hands down my sides, smoothing the silky fabric of my slip dress. We had been busy at the resort shop. My slip barely covered my ass, and my nipples were already hard, clearly visible though the thin silk. Mel, beside me, looked just as sinful, wrapped in an intricate lace bodysuit that left nothing to the imagination. Her tits spilled out with every movement, and she looked completely in her element.
			

			
				Holy fuck,” she breathed, scanning the scene before us. “This is so cool.”
			

			
				We moved through the crowd, greeted by familiar faces. Jack and Amy were already dancing. Amy was only wearing the smallest pair of white panties and nothing else, but Jack was in a smart, white suit.
			

			
				Victoria and Charles stood near the bonfire, his hand gripping her ass as they whispered to each other. A little further along, I spotted Joel and Harrison in tight, white leather shorts, lounging casually with drinks in hand, their cocky smiles suggesting they’d already been up to no good. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Mel and I went to the bar and ordered cocktails. Then, through the shifting crowd, Jeff and Connor appeared, this time with their wives in tow. I wasn’t sure what I’d expected their wives to look like, but it wasn’t this. They were stunning. Both blonde, both tall, and much younger than their husbands, early twenties at most. They looked like models. Their white dresses were flimsy and nearly transparent, the firelight making it clear they weren’t wearing any underwear underneath.
			

			
				“This must be Jessica,” one of them said with a smile. “Jeff told me all about you.” Her voice was smooth, and when her eyes ran over me, it wasn’t in a casual way; it was hungry.
			

			
				I felt my face flush under her gaze. “That’s me.”
			

			
				“I’m Brooke,” she said, stepping closer. “And this is Lily.”
			

			
				Lily, the other wife, gave me a slow, sexy smile. “We’ve heard all about you.”
			

			
				I glanced at Jeff and Connor, who were watching the interaction with amusement. All about me?
			

			
				My mind immediately jumped to the night before, what I had done with their husbands, how they had used me, how filthy I had been for them. The idea that they had told their wives about it sent a thrill straight through me.
			

			
				Brooke reached out, running a single finger along the strap of my slip dress. “You’re even prettier than they said.”
			

			
				I swallowed, my pulse racing. I wasn’t sure how to respond. Lily stepped closer, pressing a soft kiss against my shoulder, her lips warm against my cheek.
			

			
				“You two are very… forward.” I said, slightly shocked.
			

			
				Brooke laughed softly. “You don’t seem like the type to mind from what we’ve heard.”
			

			
				They flanked me, their hands skimming over my body, teasing, exploring.
			

			
				My nipples hardened beneath my dress, and Brooke must have noticed because she brushed the backs of her fingers over one of them, her eyes locked on mine as she did it.
			

			
				Meanwhile, Jeff and Connor weren’t paying me any attention at all anymore. Their focus had shifted entirely to Mel.
			

			
				Connor already had his arm around her waist, and she looked like she was loving the attention. “Your friend Jess is quite something,” he said. “But we’re very curious about you too.”
			

			
				Mel looked back at him, meeting his gaze and taking a slow sip of her cocktail. “Oh? And what exactly are you curious about?”
			

			
				Jeff smirked. “We already know how much of a slutty little sub your friend is,” he said, tilting his head toward me. “We’re wondering if you’re just as eager to obey.”
			

			
				Mel let out a soft laugh. “Who says I obey anyone?”
			

			
				Connor’s grin widened. “A brat, then?”
			

			
				Mel shrugged, playful and teasing. “Maybe. If you want me to obey, you’ll have to make me.”
			

			
				Jeff exchanged a glance with Connor. Then Jeff took Mel’s drink from her hand, setting it on the bar. “Why don’t we find out?” he suggested.
			

			
				Then he bent down, picking her up and throwing her over his shoulder with ease. She giggled, her ass in the air and her tits falling out of her bodysuit now she was upside-down. Jeff carried her out of the bar, deeper into the darkness beyond the firelight. Connor followed. I watched them go, heat pooling between my legs knowing that Mel was in for one hell of an experience.
			

			
				Brooke and Lily led me toward a plush blanket spread near the fire, their hands warm against my skin as they guided me down between them. The flickering flames cast golden light over their lithe bodies, turning their blonde hair to gold.
			

			
				Brooke leaned in first, her lips capturing mine in a slow, teasing kiss. Her hands skimmed over my shoulders, pulling my dress down and cupping my breasts, her thumbs brushing my hardened nipples. Lily followed suit, pressing soft kisses down my neck, her breath hot against my skin until she captured one of my nipples in her mouth and sucked on it.
			

			
				I melted between them, surrendering to their touch. Brooke’s mouth traveled lower, trailing warm, open-mouthed kisses down my stomach while Lily nipped playfully at my nipple. A deep shudder rolled through me when I felt them both at once, Brooke’s mouth closing around my clit and Lily continued to suck first one breast and then the other.
			

			
				My fingers tangled in Brooke’s hair as a gasp escaped me. Her tongue swirled around my clit, driving me higher and higher. I felt her sliding her fingers into me, curling her fingers up just right. They guided me onto my side, with Brooke’s face firmly between my thighs. Lily moved behind me, planting kisses all down my back and making me shiver.
			

			
				When Lily reached my ass, she shocked me by parting my cheeks and licking at my tight rear entrance. Her tongue circled it, before exploring deeper. The two women lapped at me, one at the front on my pussy and one from behind on my ass. I felt the pressure building more and more until suddenly I shattered, my thighs gripping Brooke as I shuddered and shook, the waves of orgasm flooding my body.
			

			
				As I lay there, body still tingling from Brooke and Lily’s touch, I became aware of what was happening around us. The fire crackled beside us, the distant sound of music and laughter blending into the background. But around the fire, blankets had been spread out in the sand, and on them, couples and small groups were entangled. The air was filled with soft moans and cries of pleasure.
			

			
				Just a few feet away, a man lay back, his eyes closed in bliss while two women knelt on either side of him, their tongues running up and down his hard shaft. Beyond them, a curvy redhead straddled her partner, her hands braced on his shoulders as she rocked against him, her hair tumbling down her back, glowing in the firelight. Her lips parted in a loud cry as she arched back, her climax consuming her.
			

			
				Further away, near the water’s edge, a woman with dark hair was on all fours, her ass in the air as a man knelt behind her, his hands gripping her hips. He thrust hard into her, making her moan around the cock of another man kneeling in front of her.
			

			
				Everywhere there was erotic energy. Some people simply kissed, naked, wrapped in each other’s arms as the night unfolded around them. But others were fucking, full on hard, filthy fucking, happening all around me. I couldn’t believe it, I was actually at an orgy. I knew then that I needed a hard cock inside me, and more than one.
			

			
				I said goodbye to Lily and Brooke and wandered down the beach, away from the heat of the fire. I was surprised to see Noi, the resort manager, on her back on one of the blankets. She was naked, and I could see that she had unusually large breasts for such a slim woman. A man, one of the guests, was between her legs, fucking her firmly.
			

			
				Not far away, I came across Joel and Harrison. They were sitting on a wide, wooden swing that was suspended from a tree overhanging the beach. Both of their impressive cocks were out, and they stroked each other lazily as they watched the goings-on around the fire.
			

			
				Without a word, I knelt down in the sand in front of them and reached out my hands, taking over stroking their full lengths. I pulled Joel into my mouth first, his black cock gleaming in the moonlight. I stuck my tongue out, running it down the front of his shaft as I sank it deep into my throat. He groaned, his hand going to my hair as he guided me up and down. I pulled back, saliva dripping out my mouth, and moved to Harrison. I took him in my mouth, getting him even deeper, making my eyes water. Joel still held my hair, helping me work Harrison’s cock into my throat.
			

			
				Soon, none of us could wait any longer. They stood up, bending me over the swing. As the moans and cries from the people around the fire drifted over to us, Harrison thrust hard into my cunt from behind. I opened my mouth in ecstasy, and Joel slid his dick in. He thrust gently, fucking my mouth as Harrison took me harder, his hands on my hips.
			

			
				I was so worked up, it didn’t take long to feel the waves of climax wash over me, making my body tingle all over. Then they switch over, Joel sliding his thick cock so deep inside me that it took my breath away.
			

			
				They were both big, but they felt different inside me, and I loved feeling the little differences in sensation and pressure. Joel took me slower than Harrison, sliding deep into my cunt as if he was savouring every inch. He spread me with his fingers, and I could tell he was watching my tight lips wrapped around his shaft, glistening in the glow from the moon.
			

			
				When I’d finished panting from another orgasm, I asked them for what I really wanted. “Can you take me both at the same time?”
			

			
				Harrison lay down on the sand and I climbed on top of him. His cock slipped easily back into my wet and swollen pussy, and I sank all the way down until my body was pressed against his. Joel moved behind me. I heard him spit into his hand, and then his fingers were on my asshole, massaging it and coaxing it open.
			

			
				I rocked my hips gently, feeling Harrison cock gripped firmly by my cunt, and pushing back against Joel's fingers. It wasn’t long before I felt myself opening up for him and his fingers slipped inside, stretching my tight hole and getting me ready. He added more saliva, making sure I was wet enough there, and then I felt the blunt head of his cock against me.
			

			
				He put one hand on my shoulder, to brace himself, and then he thrust into me, just a few inches at first but enough to make me cry out with a mix of pleasure and pain. He started to fuck me, working his way deeper and the discomfort gave way to pure pleasure. I could feel his cock rubbing up against Harrison’s inside me and the sensations were already driving me quickly towards a climax.
			

			
				 When I came, it was from deep inside me and so intense that I went light-headed and would have collapsed if the two men weren’t holding me between them. The pleasure flowed out in waves, making me contract around them and cry out in ecstasy.
			

			
				I felt Joel losing control. He gripped my hips firmly and held himself deep inside me as he throbbed with release. When he pulled out, Harrison flipped me over onto my back on the sand. He lifted my legs right up, and slid his cock into my ass. There were filthy, wet sounds now, as he fucked Joel’s cum out of me. Harrison didn’t last long, soon he was groaning and emptying himself in my ass, his cum mixing with Joel’s.
			

			
				We collapsed together on the beach, laughing and kissing each other, high on the sensations of another crazy fuck. The party around the fire seemed to have got even more intense, the moans louder and uninhibited. We decided to walk to the bar to get a drink, and as we passed the bonfire, it seemed like literally everyone was fucking now.
			

			
				 
			

			
				At the bar, I ordered a cool beer to refresh myself and found Mel. She looked like she had been well and truly fucked; her hair was a tangled mess and her eye makeup had run down her cheeks. Her bodysuit was ripped open at the crotch and the breasts, her lush, hairy pussy and hard nipples peeking out through the tears.
			

			
				“Fuck, what happened to you?” I laughed when I saw her. Although I thought I knew the answer.
			

			
				“Your two rich businessmen happened to me,” she smirked. “They happened to me quite forcefully and very hard.”
			

			
				“I can’t believe we’re actually taking part in an orgy,” I said, glancing back over at the bonfire and the piles of tangled, naked people.
			

			
				“I know, I never would have imagined how much fun a swingers resort would be. I guess we’ve got that idiot, Barry, to thank after all.” She downed the rest of her own ice-cold beer. “Shall we go and get involved in… all that?” She pointed at the groups fucking.
			

			
				I finished my own drink and put it on the bar. “Come on then, let’s get fucked again.” And with that, we rejoined the party.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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