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?? Content Warning

This book contains explicit sexual content intended only for mature audiences (18+). Readers should be aware that it includes:
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	Multiple partners and group sex scenarios 

	Anal sex and double penetration 

	Voyeurism and exhibitionism 

	Taboo erotic themes including younger women with older men 
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Chapter One — Arrival

The taxi wound its way down the narrow coastal road, the Aegean glittering on one side, hills rising rugged and green on the other. The air smelled of salt and pine, sharp and sweet, so different from home. Each turn of the road made the three girls lean closer to the windows, wide-eyed, grinning like kids let loose for the first time.

“This is unreal,” Clara said, her brunette ponytail bouncing as she leaned across Ava to press closer to the window. She was buzzing with energy, one leg bouncing restlessly, her grin infectious.

“It’s more than unreal,” Ava murmured, dreamy as ever, her blonde hair catching the sun like silk. She pressed her palm flat against the glass, drinking in the sweep of turquoise bay below. “It’s like something from a postcard. I can’t believe we’re actually here.”

Wedged beside them, Erin shifted her sunglasses higher on her nose, auburn waves spilling over her shoulders. She didn’t say much, but the faint smile tugging at her lips and the flush on her cheeks gave her away. Even she couldn’t hide how the sight of the whitewashed villas, the gleaming sea, and the endless sky stirred something deep inside her.

When the driver finally pulled up in front of their villa, all three tumbled out at once, laughing as they dragged their bags up the steps. The place was small and sun-worn, cracked tiles on the terrace, chipped blue shutters, a garden gone slightly wild, but the view of the bay made their jaws drop.

It wasn’t luxury. They didn’t expect it to be. After all, they’d only just finished their first year at uni, and between part-time jobs and their parents chipping in for the flights, this trip had stretched every pound they could scrape together. A pool was out of the question, but they didn’t need one, the beach was just down the slope, quiet and golden, the kind of place they could spend whole days stretched out together in the sun.

“This is perfect,” Ava whispered, as if saying it too loudly might break the spell.

They didn’t waste a second. The front door swung open, and they spilled inside, darting from room to room, throwing open windows, shrieking when they discovered the terrace that looked straight down onto the beach.

Within minutes, their cases were half-open, bikinis tossed across beds, bottles of prosecco clinking into the fridge. Clara was already peeling off her shorts, flashing Ava and Erin a cheeky grin.

“Swimsuits first,” she declared. “Then cocktails. Then the beach. We didn’t come all this way to sit inside like old ladies.”

Ava laughed, shaking her head, but she was already reaching for her bikini. Erin lingered at the doorway, watching them both, her lips curving in that slower, knowing smile. She could feel it already, this summer was going to be different.


Chapter Two — First Sight

The villa was quickly abandoned after a hasty glass of prosecco. Within half an hour, the three of them were making their way down the narrow track toward the beach, towels slung over their shoulders, the sun hot on their bare arms.

The bay was almost empty, a wide stretch of pale sand broken only by a few fishing boats pulled high and a couple of older locals swimming far out. Perfect. Just as they’d hoped, quiet, private, theirs.

They picked a spot halfway down the beach, spread their towels, and collapsed onto them with sighs of delight.

Clara leaned on her elbows, scanning the deserted sand with a mischievous glint in her eyes. “You know,” she said, voice playful, “we could go nude. No tan lines. No one’s here to see us.”

Ava’s mouth dropped open. Erin gave a scandalised laugh.

“Oh, don’t look so shocked,” Clara grinned, stretching her arms over her head, her ponytail brushing her shoulder blades. “I’m joking… mostly.”

They all laughed, the idea brushed aside, but the energy lingered in the air as they stripped down to their bikinis.

Clara wriggled out of her shorts first, revealing the sporty blue bikini that clung snugly to her slim, athletic frame. Her perky 34B breasts pressed against the fabric, her flat stomach tensing as she lay back. Her peachy bubble butt curved temptingly against the towel, her long, toned legs stretched out and catching the sun. She was the kind of girl who radiated energy even while lying still, her playful grin daring anyone to keep up.

Ava followed, slipping out of her sundress to reveal a softer, dreamier shape. Her blonde hair tumbled loose over her shoulders, catching the light, and her white bikini framed her curves like it had been chosen to make her glow. Her 34C breasts swelled against the thin fabric, the tops of her pale mounds threatening to spill free whenever she shifted. Her waist was slim, her hips flaring into that perfect heart-shaped ass, her toned legs long and elegant. She stretched languidly, sighing as the sun soaked into her skin, her whole body built for lazy afternoons and stolen glances.

Erin hesitated, as if aware of both pairs of eyes flicking her way, before untying her cover-up and letting it fall. The red bikini she wore was bolder, drawing every eye to her fuller figure. Her large 34D breasts strained against the cups, heavy and full, nipples faintly outlined beneath. Her stomach was flat but soft in a way that only made her more sultry, her round ass pressing firm against the towel, her thighs smooth and strong. She lay back slowly, auburn hair fanning across the towel, her lips curving in that quiet, knowing smile that made her look both cautious and impossibly inviting.

Three young women, three different kinds of beauty, lying side by side in the sun.

They laughed, they teased, they drank from the cheap plastic cups they’d brought, their voices carrying in the still air. None of them noticed, not yet, the figures watching from farther down the beach.

Their laughter had just settled into lazy silence when shadows moved across the sand.

Four young men strolled by, no more than twenty yards away, heading along the beach with the easy confidence of locals. They wore nothing but shorts, their darker skin glowing bronze in the afternoon sun, their bodies lean and muscular, the kind you only got from working or playing outdoors every day.

The girls couldn’t hear what they were saying, but it was obvious enough from the way the men glanced over, smiles, a low laugh, a word shared between them.

Clara’s eyes followed them a moment too long before she elbowed Ava playfully. “Well. Hello, Greece.”

Ava hid her grin behind her hand, her cheeks colouring.

Erin tutted, rolling onto her side with an exasperated shake of her head. “Honestly. That’s not what we’re here for.”

But her eyes flicked toward the retreating backs all the same, watching the ripple of muscle beneath sun-browned skin before she quickly looked away.

Ava stretched out on her towel, her smile soft, eyes still following the lads as they walked away. “No, but… a little distraction on the odd night wouldn’t hurt, would it?”

Clara grinned and nudged her again, triumphant. Erin groaned, but the faintest smirk tugged at her lips, betraying that she wasn’t quite as immune as she pretended.

The lads kept walking, their voices fading into the breeze. On the towels, the girls exchanged looks, laughter bubbling between Clara and Ava, Erin’s disapproval soft but not quite convincing.

For a moment, the quiet beach didn’t feel quite so empty anymore.


Chapter Three — The Greeting

The following afternoon the girls lingered on the sand until the sun dipped lower, the heat softening into something gentler. Their towels were half-shaken out, their bags packed, when movement caught Clara’s eye.

The same four lads from yesterday were heading along the beach again. This time, instead of passing wide, they veered closer, their bare feet kicking through the sand.

Clara froze mid-fold of her towel, a grin tugging at her lips. Ava straightened, smoothing her hair as though it mattered after hours in the sun. Erin glanced at both of them, rolling her eyes, but she didn’t move away.

“Yassas,” one of the lads called, his voice deep and accented, friendly but carrying a hint of boldness.

“Hi,” Clara shot back immediately, her smile bright.

The four men slowed to a stop a few feet away, broad shoulders gleaming in the late sun. Up close, they looked even more striking, sun-dark skin, lean muscle, easy confidence in every gesture.

“You enjoy the beach?” another asked, flashing a grin.

“It’s gorgeous,” Ava replied, her voice softer but no less inviting.

Clara added, “Much better now.”

That earned her a laugh from the tallest of the group. He looked her up and down openly, unashamed in his admiration.

Erin folded her arms, her voice cool. “We were just heading back to the villa.”

“Maybe tomorrow,” the first said, his gaze flicking between them, “you stay a little longer. We bring wine. You join us?”

Ava bit her lip, exchanging a look with Clara. Erin shook her head, though her cheeks coloured under the men’s gaze.

They didn’t press further, just smiled and continued down the sand. But as the girls gathered their things, the air between them hummed with something new, a spark that hadn’t been there before.

Clara broke the silence first. “Well. That was interesting.”

Ava giggled, her eyes still on the retreating backs. Erin just sighed, but the faintest curve of her lips betrayed her.


Chapter Four — Wine and Firelight

They had just started to pack up their things, shaking out towels and brushing sand from their legs, when shadows fell across the beach.

The four lads were back, only this time they weren’t empty-handed. One carried a basket of bottles, another a bundle of driftwood, the other two a bag of fish wrapped in paper. They walked straight toward the girls with wide grins, confidence in every stride.

Clara paused mid-fold of her towel, eyebrows arching. Ava tucked a strand of blonde hair behind her ear, her smile quick to bloom. Erin straightened slowly, wary, her eyes flicking between them.

“Don’t go yet,” the tallest of the group said, dropping the wood with a soft thud onto the sand. His accent made the English words sound like a song. “Look…. we make barbecue here. We cook you fish. We drink wine. Yes?”

He held up the bottles, dark green glass catching the light. Another boy lifted the bag of fish with a grin.

Clara laughed, quick and delighted. “You came prepared.”

Ava’s lips parted, her voice soft, “It… does sound nice.”

Erin shifted, arms folded, but even she couldn’t hide the flicker of curiosity in her eyes as the men set to work.

Driftwood was piled; a small fire coaxed to life. The smell of salt and smoke mingled with the sea air as the fish were cleaned and spitted, the wine poured into mismatched cups the lads had brought. The girls found themselves sitting back down on their towels, knees brushing sand, watching the easy rhythm of the men working together.

It was simple, almost rustic, but the atmosphere shifted with every crackle of the fire and every sip of the sweet, rough wine.

Soon there was laughter, a lightness rising with the flames. One of the boys handed Clara a chunk of bread, his fingers brushing hers deliberately as he passed it. She met his eyes, grinning as though daring him to keep going. Another leaned close to Ava with a cup, insisting she try his wine, his hand steadying hers a moment too long as their fingers overlapped.

Clara snatched a piece of fish straight from a skewer, holding it up to one of the lads with a cheeky smile until he leaned in and took it from her fingers. Ava giggled when another scooped a flake of grilled fish and held it to her lips, her mouth closing around it before she realised what she was doing.

Hands brushed, shoulders bumped, cups passed back and forth with little touches that lingered just a breath longer than necessary.

Through it all, Erin sat a little apart, sipping her wine, her auburn hair catching the firelight. She smiled at the jokes, laughed softly at the clumsy English some of the lads tried out, but she didn’t lean in. She stayed cool, letting Clara and Ava bask in the attention while she played the harder game, content to enjoy the warmth of the fire, the wine, and the company.

And if one of the men’s eyes lingered on her more than once, she didn’t let on.

The fire burned brighter as the last of the fish was cooked and eaten, the wine flowing more freely with every refill. Clara was leaning close to one of the lads, her laughter carrying over the crackle of the flames. Ava sat beside another, dreamy-eyed as he poured her yet another cup.

Erin stayed a little apart, her knees drawn up, sipping her wine slowly. She was content to watch the others, to let the heat of the fire soak into her skin, to pretend the sudden quickening of her pulse had nothing to do with the way the men’s dark eyes slid toward her now and again.

Then Dimitri peeled himself away from the group. Lean, tanned, with a grin that never seemed to fade, he dropped onto the sand beside her, close enough that their knees almost touched.

“You sit so serious,” he teased, his accent rolling the words in a way that made them sound more mischievous than mocking. “Like professor. You study us, no?”

Erin arched a brow, amused despite herself. “Maybe I am.”

He gasped dramatically, clutching his chest. “Ah, professor! Then I fail. I never pass exams.”

She laughed, an involuntary, sudden sound that surprised even her. Dimitri’s grin widened, triumph in his eyes.

“Better,” he said softly, tilting his head. “Smile suits you. Pretty face should not hide.”

Erin shook her head, but she was smiling still, her guard loosening bit by bit as he went on with his cheeky jokes and playful glances. His shoulder brushed hers once, then again, never lingering long enough to make her retreat, just enough to remind her he was there.

She didn’t lean into him, didn’t flirt back the way Clara or Ava did. But she laughed more, her voice lighter, her cheeks warmed by more than just the wine.

And when Dimitri finally poured her another drink and lifted his cup in a toast, she clinked hers against it with a smile that was easier, freer, than it had been all night.

Around the fire the rhythm shifted, subtle but clear.

Clara had claimed a spot beside the tallest of the lads, Nikos, his name was, broad-shouldered with the kind of presence that filled the space around him. She leaned toward him when she laughed, tossing her ponytail, her knee brushing his without ever pulling away. He matched her energy with a grin, teasing her accent, correcting her clumsy attempt at a Greek word until they were both laughing, heads bent close together.

Ava, softer, more dreamy, had been drawn toward Andreas. He was quieter than the others, his smile slower, steadier. He poured her wine carefully, held her gaze a little longer than necessary, his hand brushing hers now and again as he passed her bread or fish. She didn’t pull back, her cheeks warm as she giggled, tucking her hair behind her ear whenever his eyes lingered on her face.

By the firelight, the scene had settled into something unmistakable: Clara and Nikos trading jokes and playful touches, Ava glowing under Andreas’s steady attention, Erin laughing softly at Dimitri’s cheeky remarks.

Only Kostas stayed a little apart, watching with sharp eyes and the faintest smirk, as though amused at how quickly the evening had divided them into pairs.

The girls noticed it too but said nothing. It was only wine, only jokes, only touches that lingered a moment longer than they should have. Nothing more.

Yet as the fire burned lower and the waves whispered on the sand, none of them could quite ignore the way the air between them had thickened, warm and charged, as though something had already shifted.

Clara was already laughing at something Nikos had said, her head tipped back, her ponytail brushing her bare shoulders, when Kostas shifted from where he’d been lounging. With that sly smile of his, he came to settle on her other side, close enough that she felt the heat of him.

“Well, well,” Kostas said smoothly, his English accented but clear. “Nikos, you steal all the pretty ones, eh? Not fair.”

Clara’s eyes sparkled. “Maybe I don’t mind being stolen.”

Nikos grinned, shaking his head, but the way his hand stayed against her knee betrayed how much he liked her cheek. Kostas chuckled low in his throat, leaning in so close Clara could smell the faint spice of his cologne.

“Then maybe,” Kostas teased, his voice softer now, “you should sit between us. Safer that way.”

Clara wriggled theatrically, shifting so that she was pressed between the two of them, the warmth of their bodies hemming her in. Both men leaned just close enough to tease, tossing playful remarks in her ear, one after the other, making her laugh harder, cheeks flushed with wine and firelight.

She wasn’t nervous, not Clara. She basked in it, her grin wide, her eyes bright. Two handsome men, their attention hers, their voices tangling around her like smoke. She stretched her legs out, leaning back on her hands, and let the game play out, every teasing word stoking her excitement.

Ava glanced over once, a little startled at the sight, before Andreas said something low that pulled her attention back. Erin caught the look too, but Dimitri cracked another joke that made her laugh, even if she tried to hide it behind her hand.

The fire crackled, the wine flowed, and Clara was in her element, laughing, teasing, glowing in the heat of two men’s attention, while her friends slipped deeper into the softer currents of their own pairings.


Chapter Five — The Invitation

It was Ava who broke the spell.

She leaned forward, her voice light, almost casual, though her cheeks were flushed from wine. “We should probably head back,” she said, glancing at the fading fire. “Give us all time to think, hm?”

Clara groaned, dramatically flopping against Nikos’s shoulder. “Already? You’re no fun.”

But Ava was already standing, brushing sand from her legs, smiling in that friendly, gentle way that made it hard for anyone to argue. Erin quietly rose beside her, grateful for the excuse. Clara muttered, but began gathering her things too, the two men at her side watching with knowing grins.

“Then tomorrow,” he said, eyes sweeping across the three girls. “We take you somewhere better. The most beautiful part of the coast. We have a boat. Not far, only ten minutes. Very quiet. Very private. We pick you up by boat at midday. You come for the day.”

Clara’s eyes lit up instantly, her grin spreading wide. “That sounds incredible!”

Ava hesitated, glancing at Erin, but the thought of a secret cove, a boat ride, and the sparkle in Andreas’s eyes made her nod softly.

Erin chewed her lip, nervous but silent before Clara clapped her hands together. “Done. We’ll be ready.”

The lads exchanged satisfied looks, the deal sealed in that moment. With a few more smiles and goodnights, the girls made their way back up the track, the firelight fading behind them, the promise of tomorrow thrumming in their veins.

Clara’s eyes lit up, excitement sparking instantly. Ava hesitated, but nodded slowly, her smile soft. Erin’s lips parted, a flicker of nerves shadowing her features, but she didn’t speak before Clara clapped her hands together.

“Done! Tomorrow.”

The lads grinned, satisfied, and with a few more goodnights the girls made their way up the track to the villa, the firelight and laughter still flickering behind them.



Later, in the cramped bedroom, the three of them stripped down, hair messy, skin still warm from the fire and wine.

Clara flopped on her bed, staring at the ceiling, her voice dreamy. “God, Nikos. He’s gorgeous. Strong. And Kostas too, did you see the way he teased me? I love that.”

Ava brushed her hair in the little mirror, cheeks pink. “Andreas. He’s… so gentle. I like that. He makes me feel….” She broke off with a shy smile.

Erin sat cross-legged on her bed, fiddling with the hem of her top. “I don’t know,” she admitted. “Dimitri’s funny, yes, but… I don’t know if we should really go with them. What if…..”

“Oh, don’t be silly,” Clara interrupted, throwing a pillow at her. “You love him.”

“I do not!” Erin protested, but Ava laughed softly, her eyes sparkling.

“You do, though. You were laughing with him more than either of us. He’s perfect for you.”

Erin groaned, burying her face in her hands, while Clara and Ava exchanged knowing smiles.

The night ended in giggles, whispered confessions, and restless thoughts of what tomorrow might bring.


Chapter Six — The Boat

The girls were already on the beach by midday, their towels spread on the sand, backpacks lined up neatly behind them. Clara fussed with hers, making sure the two bottles of cheap wine were tucked safely between a spare dress and her sunscreen. Ava had packed fruit and some biscuits, while Erin, ever the practical one, had slipped in water and a small first-aid kit.

All three had dressed light, bikinis under shorts and little tops, sandals sinking into the warm sand. Their hair was loose, salt-scented, the sun glinting on their skin.

“Midday,” Clara repeated for the third time, shielding her eyes as she stared at the glittering horizon. “It’s gone five past. Where are they?”

“They’re Greek,” Erin muttered, pulling her sunglasses lower over her eyes. “They probably meant sometime this afternoon.”

Ava laughed softly, stretching out on her towel. “It’s only been five minutes. Relax, it’s not like we’ve got anywhere else to be.”

The minutes stretched on, the sun climbing higher, the air shimmering with heat. They sipped from their water bottles, nibbled on the fruit, brushed sand from their legs. Clara was beginning to fidget, bouncing one knee impatiently, when finally Erin sat up, pointing toward the headland.

“There.”

A small wooden tender was rounding the rocks, its dark hull cutting smoothly across the water. The four lads were packed into it, their tanned bodies catching the light, voices carrying faintly over the waves. The boat was bigger than it had first looked, solid, weather-worn but sturdy, the kind used for fishing or ferrying supplies.

As it drew closer, Clara was already on her feet, grinning, her ponytail bouncing as she waved. Ava rose more slowly, shading her eyes, while Erin gathered the bags with a quiet shake of her head.

The bow scraped the shallows and Nikos leapt out first, striding up the beach barefoot to greet them. Behind him Dimitri, Andreas, and Kostas hopped out one by one, pulling the boat higher onto the sand with easy strength.

“You, see?” Dimitri called, flashing his cheeky grin. “We come. Not so late.”

Erin rolled her eyes, though a smile tugged at her lips despite herself. Clara laughed outright, tossing her bag into the boat before Andreas offered Ava his hand to step aboard.

The air shifted as they climbed in, excitement, nerves, the thrill of what might come. The tender rocked gently under their weight, the smell of salt and sun-warmed wood wrapping around them as Nikos pushed off with his oar.

The beach grew smaller behind them. Ahead lay the promise of the unknown.

The tender rocked gently as the oars dipped and pulled, the wood creaking in rhythm. The sea glittered beneath the afternoon sun, the waves breaking into white froth against the hull.

The girls sat close together at first, their bags tucked between their feet, but space was limited. Before long, the lads had shifted around them, the air filled with laughter and the occasional splash of seawater.

Nikos steered from the stern, his strong arms working the oars with effortless rhythm. Clara, perched beside him, leaned back, watching his shoulders flex under the sun. She pretended to shield her eyes from the glare, but really she just wanted an excuse to keep looking at him.

Andreas had settled next to Ava, his thigh pressed lightly against hers. The tender wasn’t wide, and every dip of the boat pressed them closer. Ava kept her gaze on the horizon, pretending to watch the distant cliffs, but the pink on her cheeks betrayed her. Andreas smiled faintly, saying nothing, his hand resting casually on the side of the boat, close enough that his fingers brushed her knee whenever the hull rocked.

Dimitri, of course, had claimed the spot beside Erin. He nudged her playfully with his shoulder every time the boat lurched, grinning when she gave him a look of mock-annoyance. “You, see? I keep you safe,” he teased.

“I think you’re the one knocking me,” she shot back, but the corners of her mouth betrayed her smile.

Kostas sat near the bow, half-turned so he could watch them all. His smirk was subtle, but his eyes lingered longer than the others’. Sometimes on Clara, sometimes on Ava, sometimes on Erin. He didn’t laugh as loudly, didn’t tease as openly, he was waiting, watching, learning each of them with quiet precision.

When Clara caught his eye once, he arched a brow that made her cheeks warm even in the breeze. But he didn’t hold her gaze, not for long. Instead, his eyes moved on, taking in Ava’s soft smile as Andreas leaned close, or the way Erin swatted at Dimitri while trying not to laugh.

Kostas wasn’t impatient. He was playing his time.

The others joked and splashed, but he sat almost still, like a hunter content to wait, the faintest smile on his lips as though he already knew what the end of the game would be.

A sudden splash of spray hit them, and Clara squealed, shaking droplets from her hair. Nikos laughed, dipping the oar deliberately to send another spray across her legs. Clara gasped, reaching for the water and flicking it back at him with her hand, her grin wide. The laughter spread, Ava shielding her face, Erin holding up her arms as Dimitri scooped a handful of seawater and flung it her way.

The boat rocked more with their play, their knees knocking, shoulders brushing, voices carrying across the glittering sea. The laughter came easier, the lines between them softer, blurred by the warmth of the sun and the rhythm of the waves.

By the time the headland loomed ahead, marking the turn into the secluded cove, the six of them were pressed together in a tangle of damp hair, salty skin, and smiles that didn’t quite hide the spark of something deeper building just below the surface.


Chapter Seven — The Cove

The boat slid between two tall outcrops of rock, the oars creaking as Nikos steered them into a narrow channel. Beyond, the sea opened into a hidden bay, the cliffs curving around it like an embrace. The sand was pale and soft, untouched, the water glass-clear, shifting from turquoise to deep sapphire as the sun moved overhead.

“It’s beautiful,” Ava whispered, her eyes wide.

“Better than your postcards, yes?” Dimitri said, his grin smug as he leaned back in the bow.

The tender scraped gently onto the sand, and the lads leapt out, hauling it higher. Clara and Ava followed, laughing as the warm shallows lapped at their ankles. Erin stepped more carefully, her auburn hair catching the light, but even she couldn’t hide her awe as she looked around.

The beach was small, maybe fifty yards across, framed by rocks and pines that bent toward the sea. No houses, no roads, no people, only the steady crash of waves beyond the rocks and the faint cry of gulls above.

“This is ours today,” Nikos said proudly, throwing his arms wide.

Clara dropped her bag onto the sand, pulling out a towel and spreading it with a flourish. Ava and Erin followed suit, the three of them laying their bright towels side by side. The lads dropped onto the sand nearby, unpacking their own bundle, bread, olives, a handful of peaches, the salt still clinging to their skins.

From Clara’s bag came the bottles of wine, glinting darkly in the sun. She held one up with a grin. “Now it’s a holiday.”

Andreas produced a corkscrew, deftly opening the bottle while Kostas found the mismatched plastic cups they’d brought. The first pour was uneven, Clara teased him for filling hers to the brim, but soon the cups were passed around, the wine rough and sweet on their tongues.

They sprawled in the sun, the towels warm beneath them, the wine softening the edges of the day. Clara lay back with a satisfied sigh, her brunette ponytail fanning across the towel. Ava tucked her legs neatly to one side, sipping slowly, while Erin sat cross-legged, her sunglasses hiding eyes that still flickered nervously now and again toward Dimitri’s grin.

For a while, there was no rush. Just the quiet splash of the sea, the sound of laughter, the brush of fingers when cups were passed, the heat of the sun soaking into their bare skin.

The cove felt like a world apart.


Chapter Eight — Skinny Dipping

The sun was fierce, the wine warm in their bellies, and the quiet of the cove wrapped around them like a secret. Clara rolled onto her stomach with a lazy grin, tugging at her bikini straps.

“Nikos,” she said, handing him the sunscreen. “Do my back?”

He shifted closer, his hand warm as he took the bottle, squeezing lotion into his palm. Clara reached behind and casually undid the knot at her back.

“Less tan lines,” she teased, looking over her shoulder.

Nikos chuckled, his fingers sliding slowly over her shoulders, down her spine. “If you don’t want tan lines, it’s easy. You take everything off. It’s private here. We go nude.”

Clara laughed, the sound bubbling with nerves and excitement. “Really? You go first then.”

“OK!” he grinned, springing to his feet.

Before anyone could stop him, he hooked his thumbs into his shorts and pushed them down, kicking them off in one smooth movement. Sunlight caught his tanned, muscular frame, the swell of his chest, the taut lines of his stomach, and below, the heavy curve of a cock that already thickened with boldness.

Clara’s mouth dropped open for a heartbeat before she laughed again, heat rushing to her cheeks. Nikos didn’t linger to pose. He turned and ran toward the sea, his tight muscular ass flexing as he sprinted, and then he dove cleanly into the surf with a spray of white water.

Clara sat up, breathless with surprise, her eyes still wide. “Oh my God,” she whispered, then glanced back at the others, her grin spreading.

“Come on, guys. We’re going skinny dipping.”

With that she tugged off her bikini top, baring her perky breasts to the sun, and sprang to her feet. She ran for the waves, her hair flying, and as she reached the shallows, she hooked her thumbs into her bikini bottoms, sliding them down her hips and kicking them aside. Naked now, she splashed into the surf, diving under the waves to join Nikos, her laughter ringing out across the quiet cove.

Clara’s laughter carried over the surf, her naked body flashing pale against the blue as she splashed toward Nikos.

Ava sat frozen for a moment, clutching her cup, her cheeks flaming red. “She’s insane,” she whispered, though her eyes never left Clara’s carefree figure.

Andreas leaned close, his smile calm, steady. “She’s free,” he said softly. “Come, try.”

Ava shook her head, biting her lip. But then Andreas tugged his shirt over his head and let it drop, his bronzed chest gleaming in the sunlight. His shorts followed, leaving him bare, his cock swinging heavy between his thighs. He didn’t hesitate, he just reached out, took her hand, and pulled her gently to her feet.

“Ava,” he said, his voice low but certain, “with me.”

Her breath caught. And then, almost before she realised it, her hands were tugging at the straps of her bikini, letting the fabric fall away. Her breasts spilled free, her nipples tightening in the breeze. She wriggled out of her bottoms, dropped them on her towel, and in a sudden rush of daring, ran hand in hand with Andreas into the surf, squealing as the water lapped at her bare skin.

Behind them, Dimitri laughed, shaking his head. “Ah, English girls. So shy… and then not shy at all.”

He stripped off without a second thought, tossing his shorts onto the sand, his lean frame hard and ready as he turned to Erin. She was still sitting, knees hugged to her chest, her auburn hair wild around her flushed face.

“Come on, babe,” Dimitri coaxed, crouching beside her. His voice was softer now, teasing but gentle. “Don’t sit here alone. Come with us. You will love it.”

Erin groaned, hiding her face in her hands. “You’re all mad.”

“Yes,” Dimitri said cheerfully. He took her wrists, tugged her hands free, and looked her straight in the eyes. “And so are you.”

For a long moment she hesitated. Then, with a sharp exhale, she stood. Her fingers fumbled at her straps, undoing them one by one until her bikini top fell away.

Dimitri’s grin widened, but his eyes sharpened too, roaming over her without shame. Erin flushed under the weight of his gaze as he took her in, the soft sway of her full, round breasts, her pale skin flushed pink from the sun, the tumble of auburn hair spilling wild down her back. His eyes lingered lower, over the curve of her hips, the tangle of dark curls between her thighs, her strong, shapely legs.

He let out a low whistle, half admiration, half tease. “Beautiful,” he murmured, the word thick with his accent, as though he’d been waiting for this moment all along.

Erin’s cheeks burned hotter, but instead of hiding, she slid her bottoms down the rest of the way, letting them fall onto her towel. She covered herself quickly with her arms, but Dimitri only laughed softly, eyes still fixed on her.

Her pulse hammered, but a thought pushed through, bright and reckless: This is freedom. This will make the holiday unforgettable. Something daring, something reckless, something I’ll never forget, going nude with these guys, here, now. How exciting.

“Too late now,” Dimitri teased, catching her hand before she could change her mind.

With a shriek and a laugh, she let him pull her forward, both of them running naked across the sand into the surf where Clara and Ava were already splashing. The water closed over them in a rush of cool blue, the six of them laughing, shouting, their bare bodies gleaming in the sun as though they had been meant to be this way all along.

“Too late now,” he teased, and caught her hand before she could change her mind.

With a shriek and a laugh she let him drag her forward, both of them running naked across the sand into the surf where Clara and Ava were already splashing. The water closed over them in a rush of cool blue, the six of them laughing, shouting, their bare bodies gleaming in the sun as though they had been meant to be this way all along.

Clara and Nikos splashed each other wildly, diving under and darting through the waves. Ava floated back against Andreas, squealing as he dunked her under with a grin, her blonde hair slick against her shoulders. Dimitri hauled Erin deeper, her laughter mixing with shrieks as she tried to twist away, her full curves gleaming every time she rose from the water.

For a moment, Kostas lingered on the sand, watching the scene unfold, three beautiful English girls, pale skin and bare breasts flashing in the sun, tangled with his friends in the sparkling surf. His smirk deepened. Then, with a shrug, he stripped out of his shorts in one smooth motion, baring his thick, heavy cock to the air before charging forward.

He dove straight into the water, the spray drenching Clara and Ava where they stood. Both girls shrieked, laughing as he surfaced with a shake of his dark hair, eyes glittering.

Now they were seven, frolicking naked in the waves, splashing, dunking, chasing each other through the shallows. Every brush of skin, every flash of a breast or curve of a hip, every gasp of laughter seemed sharper, more electric. The water made everything bolder, the salt and sun mixing with the thrill of bareness.

The cove echoed with their laughter, their cries, their splashes, as though they’d stumbled into a secret world where nothing existed but them, the sea, and the heat building in their veins.


Chapter Nine — Beneath the Waves

The water sparkled, catching the sun in diamonds as the six of them splashed and shouted. Clara shrieked as Nikos scooped her up and tossed her backward into a wave, surf spraying as she came up gasping and laughing. Ava tried to swim away, but Andreas caught her ankle beneath the surface, tugging her gently back toward him. Erin kicked at Dimitri, her laughter bubbling as he blocked her escape with his lean, strong body.

Everywhere was movement, skin against skin, pale limbs flashing against the dark tangle of waves.

At first it was just play, splashes, grabs, sudden dives. But slowly, subtly, the touches changed.

Clara surfaced near Nikos, his arm sliding around her waist. His wet hand held her close a second too long, fingers brushing the curve of her ass before he let go with a grin. She felt the heat rise in her chest even beneath the cool water. She laughed, twisting to splash him, and under the water her hand shot out, only instead of catching his leg, her fingers closed for an instant around the thick shape of his half-erect cock.

She gasped, pulling back in mock shock, but Nikos only threw his head back and laughed, the sound ringing across the cove. His eyes glittered as he caught her wrist and tugged her close again, his hardness brushing against her hip under the waves before she slipped free, cheeks flushed with something more than sun.

Ava shrieked when Andreas caught her again, but this time his grip was firmer, his palm on her hip, steadying her as she floated against him. Their bodies brushed, bare skin sliding under the surface, and her laughter faltered into something softer.

Erin ducked under, surfacing with her hair slicked back, only to find Dimitri right there, his grin close, his hands braced lightly on her arms. His fingers slid down, over the swell of her sides, a fleeting touch across the curve of her breast before he let her spin away again. She tried to glare, but the heat in her cheeks betrayed her.

Even Kostas, usually content to hang back, reached out under the water, a hand brushing along Clara’s thigh as he darted past. She gasped, spinning to look, but he was already diving under, his smirk clear even before the sea swallowed him.

The water made everything easy to excuse, a grab, a lift, a push beneath the waves. But every touch lingered a moment longer, every laugh carried an edge of breathlessness.

When the six of them finally floated together, the sun bright overhead, their skin gleamed wet and bare, their bodies brushing with every small movement. What had started as play now carried something heavier, hotter, undeniable.

The water no longer felt cool. It clung warm against their bare skin, the air between laughter and gasps thickening with every brush, every touch.

Clara floated close to Nikos again, his arm slipping firmly around her waist this time, no pretence. She twisted as if to splash him again, but his grip only tightened. Their bodies pressed together under the surface, his cock nudging her thigh, her breasts brushing his chest. He dipped his head, lips catching hers in a quick, hungry kiss. She kissed him back, the heat of it sparking through her until she pulled away, breathless, eyes wide with shock at herself.

Not far off, Andreas’s hand lingered too long on Ava’s hip. She tilted her head up to protest, but the look in his eyes stilled her words. He leaned in and kissed her softly, his lips gentle, coaxing. For a heartbeat she froze, then melted, her fingers curling against his wet chest, her eyes fluttering shut as she kissed him back.

Dimitri had Erin cornered in the shallows, his lean body close, his grin wicked. She tried to dodge away, but he caught her wrist, tugged her in. His arms locked around her, not rough but unyielding, holding her against him. Her breasts pressed to his chest, his breath warm against her ear. She gasped when his lips brushed her jaw, lingering, testing, before she shoved at him half-heartedly. His laughter rumbled as he finally let her go, though his hands didn’t stray far from her waist.

Then Clara spun again, meaning to dart away, only to find herself caught. Nikos’s arm held her from one side, but suddenly Kostas was there too, his hand sliding around her other hip. She was trapped between them, two hard, wet bodies pressing close.

Her laughter faltered, replaced by a sharp rush of heat as she looked from one to the other. Nikos’s grin was hungry, possessive; Kostas’s smirk was darker, his eyes burning as though he had waited all along for this moment.

For a heartbeat, Clara felt the thrill of being caught, pinned between two men, their bodies against hers, the water swirling hot around them.


Chapter Ten — On the Sand

Clara’s heart pounded as Kostas’s hand slid around her hip, Nikos holding her from the other side. For one dizzying moment she thought they might take her right there in the sea. The heat of it thrilled her, but instinct pulled her back. She wriggled free with a laugh that was louder than it needed to be, catching both their wrists.

“Enough,” she teased breathlessly. “Come on. I want some wine!”

She tugged them toward the shore, her grin bright, though deep down she knew things were shifting fast. The others followed, splashing through the shallows, until all seven of them stood dripping on the sand.

For the first time, the girls really looked.

The men were all half-erect, some more than that, their cocks hanging heavy and thick between their muscular thighs. Bigger than anything they had ever known, bigger than anything but the flashes of porn they’d giggled over late at night. The sight made Ava swallow hard, made Erin’s cheeks flame, made Clara’s belly knot with excitement. These weren’t boys their age, these were men, three or four years older, fitter, harder, lean bodies honed by sun and work, their confidence radiating from every movement.

And the men looked back.

Clara stood boldest, her small perky breasts tipped with hard nipples, her sex bare and smooth, every inch of her on display. Ava flushed under Andreas’s gaze, her heart-shaped ass round and full, a soft triangle of blonde wisps between her thighs. Erin shifted under Dimitri’s eyes, her lush curves spilling proudly, her breasts full, the darker curls at her mound only making her look more natural, more womanly.

The air between them thickened, no longer playful. Every glance, every half-smile, every drop of seawater running down bare skin fed the growing charge.

Each of the women felt it in her own way. Clara’s eyes kept darting to the men’s cocks, thick and heavy, the sight making her belly twist with raw excitement. Ava’s cheeks burned as her gaze lingered, her thighs pressing together even as the wetness began to stir between them. Erin bit her lip, trying not to stare, but she couldn’t help herself, the sheer size of them sent a shiver through her, heat pooling low and deep inside.

The thrill of standing bare before four fit, older young men made their skin tingle, their hearts race. Clara revelled in it, her smooth, shaved sex openly exposed, daring their eyes to drink her in. Ava flushed but couldn’t stop herself from stealing glances at their muscular bodies, the heat in her belly rising every time she caught a hungry look sent her way. Erin felt almost dizzy, her breasts heavy, her dark curls damp between her thighs, her pulse hammering at the thought that these men, stronger, older, bigger than any boys she’d known, were seeing all of her.

The excitement of being naked in front of them, of offering themselves so completely to those eyes, made their bellies flutter and their pussies grow wet with need.

And the men were no different. They soaked in the sight of the girls’ glistening skin, the swell of breasts, the curves of hips, the flashes of hair, Erin’s dark curls, Ava’s pale wisps, Clara’s bare smoothness. Every detail fed the fire in their veins, their cocks thickening further, their hunger plain.

The heat wasn’t just from the sun anymore. It was in their bellies, in their chests, in the aching wetness gathering between the girls’ thighs.

They padded back up the sand together, still naked, their laughter quieter now, their gazes heavier. By the time they reached the spread of towels, the wine waiting in its bottles, each of them knew, the game had changed.

They padded back across the sand, dripping and breathless, the salt drying quickly on their skin. Their little camp was just where they’d left it, towels laid out, the bottles of wine waiting in the sun.

Ava reached for her towel almost without thinking, wrapping it loosely around her body as though the thin fabric could shield her from the heat in Andreas’s eyes. Erin did the same, clutching hers across her chest, her cheeks still glowing pink.

But Clara didn’t even glance at hers. She shook out her ponytail, flinging droplets across the sand, and dropped onto her towel completely naked, breasts rising and falling freely as she grinned at the others. The men followed her lead, not one of them reached for their shorts. They sprawled as they were, water still glistening on their skin, their cocks thick and heavy, lying unashamedly between their thighs.

The first bottle of wine was opened with a soft pop, and cups were passed around. The atmosphere had shifted, quieter, heavier, charged. The excitement of being so physically open with one another hung thick in the air.

Every glance lingered. Every sip felt slower. They were no longer just six friends drinking on a beach. They were seven young bodies, bared, wet, and simmering with the unspoken.


Chapter Eleven — The First Pairings

The wine flowed, the sun dipped lower, and the air grew heavier, quieter. The laughter faded into softer tones, glances lengthened, silences stretched. The beach felt smaller, more intimate, as if the cove itself held its breath.

Clara was the first to move. She set her cup down; her eyes locked on Nikos. With a grin that dared him to follow, she took his hand and tugged him up from the sand. “Come on,” she murmured, her voice husky.

They slipped between two tall rocks, the sand warm beneath their bare feet. Clara pushed him back against the stone, her lips crashing into his, bold and hungry. Nikos’s hands clamped on her hips, pulling her close until his cock pressed thick and heavy against her belly. She moaned into his mouth, then dropped to her knees almost without thought.

The salt on his skin, the heat of his flesh, she wrapped her hand around his shaft, her eyes flicking up to meet his as her lips parted. The first taste of him filled her mouth, thick and intoxicating, and she sucked eagerly, stroking the length as his groan echoed against the rocks.

Back on the beach, Andreas’s gaze had barely left Ava. He reached for her hand, gentle but sure, and whispered something too soft for the others to hear. She nodded, breath trembling, and let him guide her away, her towel falling forgotten in the sand.

They didn’t go far, just behind another cluster of rocks, still within earshot of the others but hidden from view. Andreas kissed her first, softly, coaxing her lips open with his, his hands brushing along her arms until she melted against him. Then he lowered her onto the sand, parting her thighs with slow, reverent hands.

Ava gasped, her back arching as his mouth found her, his tongue sliding between her folds with a skill and hunger that stole her breath. She clutched at the rock behind her, her blonde hair spilling wild, her moans swallowed by the sound of waves and the fading cries of gulls overhead.

Two pairs, hidden but not far apart. Both lost now to the pull of the inevitable.

Clara gripped Nikos’s shaft with both hands, her fingers barely meeting around the girth of him. She loved the way it felt alive in her palms, hot, heavy, swelling thicker with every stroke of her tongue. The head twitched against her lips, slick with pre-cum that spread salty across her tongue. She moaned softly, the sound vibrating through him, and his hips jerked in response.

Nikos groaned low, his hand settling at the back of her head. He guided her down further, easing her mouth wider, feeding more of his length into her throat. Clara gagged, eyes watering, but she didn’t pull away. She pressed forward, swallowing him deeper, her nails digging into his thighs as he filled her mouth, her throat, more than she’d ever thought she could take.

She loved the power of it, the way his cock throbbed in her throat, the way every pulse told her how much he wanted her, how much control she had just by sucking harder, deeper.

Behind the rocks not far away, Ava lay trembling on the sand, Andreas’s broad shoulders between her thighs. His hands pinned her hips as his tongue swept slowly up between her folds, tasting the wetness already spilling from her. She gasped, her fingers tangling in his dark hair.

His mouth worked her with patient hunger, circling her clit, teasing it with the tip of his tongue before sucking it firmly between his lips. Ava’s back arched, her moan rising, the sound raw and needy. Then he released her clit, sliding lower again, licking deep into her little hole, stroking up and down, slurping at every drop of her sweetness.

The waves crashed against the rocks, the gulls cried overhead, but all Ava could hear was the wet sound of Andreas’s tongue on her pussy, and all Clara could feel was the thick weight of Nikos’s cock pushing deeper down her throat.



Kostas shifted in the sand, watching the way Erin kept glancing nervously toward the rocks where the others had disappeared. After a while he rose, brushing the grains from his chest. “I’ll give you two some space,” he said casually, his tone unreadable. Then he wandered off toward the headland, his stride unhurried, his eyes sharp.

Erin assumed he was just stretching his legs. What she didn’t know was that he was climbing higher among the rocks, finding a perfect vantage point where he could see the curve of the beach and catch glimpses of what was happening in the shadows beyond. He would watch. He would wait.

On the sand, Dimitri turned back to Erin, his grin softer now, less teasing. He slid closer, their knees almost brushing, his eyes locked on hers. “So shy,” he murmured, reaching gently for the towel she had pulled tight around herself.

Her heart hammered as he tugged, not harsh but insistent, slipping the towel from her shoulders. She gasped as the fabric fell away, her breasts freed, her pale skin flushed in the golden light of the sunset. Dimitri’s cock stood hard and proud between them, and she realised with a shock that it was because of her.

The thought sent a thrill rushing through her belly.

Dimitri leaned in, his lips brushing hers lightly at first, coaxing her to respond. She hesitated, then melted, kissing him back, her arms curling around his neck. The kiss deepened, slow and searching, his tongue stroking hers, tasting her sighs.

One of his hands slid upward, cupping her heavy breast, his thumb brushing across the sensitive peak. Erin moaned softly into his mouth, arching against his touch. He squeezed gently, then firmer, testing her, claiming her.

She felt both shy and bold all at once, naked, exposed, her nipples stiffening under his palm, her thighs trembling, yet unable to pull away. For the first time, she let herself imagine how far this might go.



Nikos pulled Clara from her knees and laid her back onto the sand, the heat of it still clinging from the day. He spread her thighs wide, his hands firm but reverent as though presenting her body to the fading sun. His cock jutted thick and hard, the blunt head pressing against the slick heat of her entrance.

Clara gasped, her nails digging into the sand. “Oh God…”

He eased forward, slow but relentless, stretching her open, filling her inch by inch. She cried out, the sound torn between shock and raw delight, her body arching as he sank deeper. His hips met hers, his cock buried fully inside her, and for a heartbeat the world stilled. Then Nikos began to move, pulling back, thrusting in again, fucking her with steady, claiming strokes.

Not far away, Andreas lifted his head from between Ava’s thighs, his mouth glistening with her sweetness. She whimpered, bereft of the sensation, until he slid upward over her body, his lips crushing hers in a hungry kiss. She could feel him, thick and heavy, nudging against her swollen folds.

“Andreas…” she breathed, her voice trembling.

He pushed forward, her wetness yielding around him as he entered. Ava gasped, clutching at his shoulders, her legs wrapping instinctively around his waist. The stretch made her cry out, but the ache was drowned in a flood of heat as his cock drove deeper inside her.

Side by side, though hidden from each other by the rocks, the two girls were claimed, Clara bold and eager, Ava trembling and swept along. Their moans tangled with the sound of the sea, the rhythm of their men’s thrusts keeping time with the waves.



High above, tucked into the shadows of the rocks, Kostas crouched. From where he hid, he could see it all: Clara spread wide beneath Nikos, her cries sharp and needy as she was filled again and again; Ava clinging to Andreas, her legs locked tight around him, her soft moans carrying on the air.

The sight made his cock throb with need, the knowledge that the girls thought themselves private while he watched them being taken, fucked, opened. He stroked himself slowly, savouring the show, waiting for his moment.

Back on the sand, Erin shifted, the sounds of her friends carried clearly across the cove, Clara’s cry, Ava’s gasp. She flushed hot, her thighs trembling, her heart hammering. The noises weren’t just shocking. They were arousing.

Dimitri leaned closer, his voice low, coaxing. “Hear them? They can’t help it. And you won’t either.”

Her breath caught as he guided her head down. His cock loomed before her, hard, swollen, slick at the tip. Tentatively, she licked around the head, tasting the salt and musk, shivering at the way it twitched in her mouth, growing even thicker under her tongue.

Dimitri groaned, his hand tangling in her auburn hair as she took more of him between her lips. She tried, struggling at first, but each inch made her wetter, needier, the wet sounds of Clara and Ava feeding her arousal.

His other hand found her breasts, cupping the heavy curves, squeezing hard. His thumb and finger pinched at her nipple, rolling it, tugging until she whimpered around his cock. Then a sharper twist sent a stifled cry vibrating through him, the sound muffled by the thickness filling her mouth.

Dimitri grinned, pulling her hair tighter. “That’s it. Use your mouth. Show me.”

And Erin, trembling, obeyed, her lips sliding lower, her throat opening, her cries swallowed by the cock she could no longer resist.



Clara’s nails carved into the sand, her legs shaking as Nikos drove into her with steady, powerful thrusts. Every stroke filled her, stretched her, sent jolts of heat racing up her spine. The pressure coiled low in her belly, unbearable, unstoppable. She cried out, her voice echoing off the rocks, as her orgasm crashed over her. Her back arched, her breasts bouncing with the force of his thrusts, her pussy clenching desperately around his cock as he groaned and held her hips tight.

Just beyond them, Andreas pulled Ava’s thighs higher, his cock pounding into her slick heat. Ava clung to him, her nails digging into his back, her blonde hair spread wild against the sand. Each thrust sent sparks through her body, her cries rising, breath breaking into sobs of pleasure. She felt it building, cresting, until she shattered beneath him, her whole body trembling as her pussy squeezed and pulsed around him. Her moans tangled with Clara’s, two voices carried together with the waves.

On the other side of the cove, Erin’s muffled whimpers rose around Dimitri’s cock, her lips stretched, her throat aching as she struggled to take more. He grinned down at her, groaning at every vibration of her moans. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes glazed with need, her thighs pressed tight together for relief.

At last, Dimitri pulled free, his cock slick and glistening, and pushed her gently back onto the towel. “Your turn,” he growled, kneeling between her thighs. He spread her wide, her dark curls damp with arousal, the scent of her heat filling the air.

Then his mouth was on her, licking up the wetness, circling her clit, sucking it into his mouth before sliding lower, tongue spearing into her sopping pussy. Erin gasped, her hands flying to his hair, holding him against her as her hips bucked helplessly.

She could hear her friends crying out in orgasm, could feel Dimitri’s tongue lapping, slurping, relentless, and for the first time she stopped holding back.

Her body arched, her moans spilling free, as he pushed her toward the edge, she had been too shy to reach alone.


Chapter Twelve — Clara’s Double

Nikos pulled free with a wet sound, his cock slick from her pussy. He sank back onto the sand, guiding Clara with a hand on her shoulder. “On your knees, preciosa,” he murmured.

Obedient, flushed, Clara crawled over him and bent low, wrapping her lips around the thickness she’d just been fucked with. The taste of herself mixed with his salt and musk, her tongue swirling as she sucked eagerly, greedily, desperate to please him again.

Then she felt it, strong hands gripping her hips, spreading her, steadying her. She froze, lifting her head, Nikos’s cock slipping wetly from her lips. Turning, her wide eyes met Kostas, looming behind her, his cock hard and swollen, pressed against her slick entrance.

Her breath caught, panic flashing with arousal. “Wait….”

Nikos reached down, cupping her chin, turning her face back toward him. His voice was calm, coaxing. “Shh, Clara. It’s okay. He wants you too. Suck me. Take him.”

Her lips parted, trembling, before she bent again, swallowing Nikos deep into her throat.

Behind her, Kostas didn’t hesitate. He thrust forward in one hard stroke, burying himself to the hilt in her slick pussy. Clara cried out, the sound muffled by Nikos’s cock filling her mouth. The shock of it, the sheer stretch, made her body quake.

And yet, it thrilled her. Two men at once. One in her mouth, one in her pussy. Her body felt split, claimed, dirtier and kinkier than she had ever imagined she could be.

She moaned around Nikos’s cock, her hips jerking back against Kostas’s relentless thrusts. Every push from behind forced her deeper onto the cock in her throat, every pull dragged a groan from her chest.

Clara had never felt so full, so utterly used. And God help her, she loved it.



Dimitri lifted his head from between Erin’s thighs, his lips wet, his grin wicked. She was already panting, her breasts heaving, her whole body slick with need.

“Now, koukla,” he murmured, brushing her curls back from her flushed face. “Now I fuck you.”

Her heart skipped, her breath catching, but she didn’t pull away as he moved up over her, guiding her thighs wide with his strong hands. She felt the thick weight of him pressing against her entrance, hot and swollen, smeared with her wetness.

“Dimitri…” she whispered, part plea, part fear, part longing.

He kissed her deeply, swallowing her gasp as he pushed forward, the blunt head stretching her folds, sliding slowly inside. Erin moaned, clutching his shoulders, the thickness filling her more than she’d ever known.

He drove deeper, steady and relentless, until his hips pressed tight to hers. She cried out, the sound torn between pain and delight, her body arching as he filled her completely.

Dimitri gritted his teeth, groaning at the tight heat of her. “So good, koukla. So tight for me.”

Then he began to move, his cock sliding in and out with long, claiming strokes. Erin whimpered at first, the stretch almost too much, but then her body softened, welcomed him, the ache melting into waves of hot pleasure.

Her breasts bounced with each thrust, her nipples grazing his chest. His hands cupped them, squeezing, twisting her swollen peaks until she gasped again, her thighs trembling, her pussy clutching around him.

For the first time, Erin stopped resisting. She spread wider, meeting his thrusts, her moans spilling freely into the night air. Dimitri groaned, driving her harder, taking her as his now.

Erin had been the cautious one, the hesitant one. But now, pinned beneath Dimitri’s muscular body, his thick cock stretching her, she knew there was no turning back.



Clara’s body was trembling, every nerve lit as Kostas slammed into her from behind, his cock pistoning deep into her soaked pussy, while Nikos filled her mouth, his length stretching her throat. Each thrust forced her forward, forcing her lips deeper around Nikos’s shaft, until her gagging moans became a rhythm of their own.

Her nails clawed at Nikos’s thighs, her eyes rolling back as the sensation overwhelmed her. Her pussy clenched desperately around Kostas, the thick stretch and relentless pounding pushing her to the edge.

Nikos held her head down, his cock buried to the root in her throat, her nose pressed tight into his coarse pubic hair. For a moment she couldn’t breathe, her lungs burning, but instead of panic, the raw helplessness only drove her higher.

Her body convulsed again, a fresh orgasm tearing through her, her pussy spasming wildly around Kostas’s cock as she choked and gagged on Nikos. The sheer depravity of it, suffocating on one man while being pounded by another, made her explode all over again, messy, shuddering, utterly undone.

The dirtiness of it, two men using her at once, one cock in her throat, another pounding her slick cunt, it broke something loose inside her. She came with a muffled scream, her body convulsing, her pussy spasming around Kostas’s cock, her throat tightening helplessly around Nikos.

Kostas groaned, gripping her hips tighter, driving her through the waves of release. Nikos hissed above her, fucking her mouth harder as her cries vibrated through his shaft. Clara’s orgasm dragged on, messy, raw, her body quaking as she surrendered completely to being their plaything.



Not far away, Ava clung to Andreas, her nails raking down his back. His thrusts had grown faster, rougher, his breath hot against her neck. She was still trembling from her climax, her pussy swollen and wet, every stroke of his cock sending fresh aftershocks through her.

Then his body tensed above her, his groan guttural. Ava gasped as he slammed deep, holding her down as he spilled inside her. She felt the hot rush fill her, thick and undeniable, her eyes fluttering shut as another shiver rippled through her.

Andreas kissed her hard, possessive, his cock pulsing deep in her cunt until he emptied the last drop. Ava lay stunned beneath him, her heart racing, her body marked and filled in a way she had never known.



Dimitri grunted above Erin, his cock pistoning harder, faster, slick with her juices as he drove her into the towel. Her breasts bounced wildly with every thrust, her nipples raw from his rough pinches, her nails raking across his back.

“Dimitri….oh God….” she gasped, her voice breaking as he slammed deep again.

He shifted, hooking her leg over his shoulder, opening her wider, pushing into her soaked pussy until she screamed. The pleasure tore through her, shuddering waves that made her body convulse beneath him. Her pussy clenched and pulsed around his cock, milking him as she came hard, louder than she had ever been in her life.

Dimitri growled, holding her down as she bucked beneath him, taking everything, he gave her until she collapsed, trembling and gasping, her face flushed, her hair damp with sweat.



Not far away, Clara was still trapped between Nikos and Kostas, her body wracked by orgasm after orgasm. Kostas’s thrusts grew shorter, harder, his groans rough in her ear as he slammed her hips back against him.

Then he buried himself to the hilt, holding tight as his climax ripped through him. Hot cum gushed into her pussy, filling her, spilling out around him in thick streams as Clara moaned brokenly around Nikos’s cock.

Nikos wasn’t far behind. He yanked her head down hard, his cock plunging deep into her throat before the first hot spurt erupted. She gagged, swallowing convulsively as more thick jets spilled down her throat. He pulled free, stroking himself over her face, covering her cheeks, her lips, her hair in his seed, marking her completely.

Clara collapsed forward, dripping from both ends, her face and hair glazed, her pussy overflowing with Kostas’s spend. Used, ruined, and grinning faintly through the mess.



The sky was deepening into violet, the first stars pricking through, when the others drifted back together. Ava still flushed, Andreas’s arm loose around her shoulders; Clara streaked with cum, leaning on Nikos’s side while Kostas prowled close by.

They didn’t speak. Instead, they settled a short distance away, spread out on the sand where they could see without intruding. Three men, two girls, all quiet now, their eyes fixed on the last pair still moving in rhythm.

On the towel, Dimitri drove into Erin, his cock glistening as it slid in and out of her soaked pussy. Her cries rose with every thrust, her breasts bouncing, her nails clutching at his arms. He loomed over her, sweat running down his chest, his jaw tight with the effort of holding back.

“Take it, koukla,” he growled, slamming deeper.

Erin sobbed his name, the pleasure cresting again, sharp and unbearable. The pressure coiled and snapped, her second climax ripped through her, her pussy spasming wildly around his cock. Dimitri groaned, thrust once, twice, then buried himself fully as his release poured hot and thick inside her.

Her back arched, the rush of his seed filling her setting off fresh waves that left her shaking, moaning, her thighs trembling uncontrollably.

At last, he collapsed onto her, panting, kissing her throat as she gasped for breath.

It wasn’t until later, when her legs finally stopped trembling, when she sat up and caught Clara’s sly smile, Ava’s wide eyes, Nikos’s smirk, that Erin realised.

They had all watched.

Every thrust. Every cry. Every orgasm.

And though her cheeks flamed hot with shame, deep in her belly the heat only grew stronger.


Epilogue 

The stars were sharp and bright by the time the boat slid back into the little cove near their beach. The men kissed them each in turn, promises of tomorrow hanging in the air, then pushed away into the dark, their laughter echoing faintly over the water.

The girls gathered their bags and padded barefoot up the sand toward their villa, still damp, still flushed, their bodies aching in ways none of them could ignore. By the time they reached the terrace, they were already talking at once, voices low and breathless.

“How much fun was that?” Ava giggled, dropping onto the steps. “Just being naked with them… swimming, sitting around, staying that way. It was so wrong, but so good.”

Erin hid her face in her hands, peeking out between her fingers. “And seeing their cocks! I couldn’t stop looking. I swear I’ve never seen anything like it.”

Clara dropped onto a chair, her grin wicked. “Okay. Confession time. I didn’t just fuck Nikos. Kostas had me too. At the same time.”

Ava’s jaw fell open. “Both? At once?”

Clara laughed, covering her face with her hands before peeking through her fingers. “God, it was so dirty. One in my mouth, one in my pussy. I thought I’d die. But it was… incredible.”

Erin stared, wide-eyed, her cheeks flaming. “You’re insane. I could barely take Dimitri.” She hesitated, then blurted, “And you all watched. I didn’t even know. I was just….” She broke off, shivering. “God, that was so wrong. So filthy. And it turned me on even more.”

Ava hugged her knees, her blonde hair spilling forward. “Andreas was… intense. He filled me. I can still feel him. And I swear he knew exactly how to push me until I broke.”

They fell into silence for a moment, the sea whispering in the dark beyond the villa walls. Then Clara chuckled softly, shaking her head. “We have to admit it. Those men…”

“…were big,” Ava finished, blushing.

“…huge,” Erin muttered, biting her lip.

“…and perfect,” Clara said with a wicked little grin.

They all burst out laughing, the sound wild and breathless, giddy with shock and thrill and the memory of what had just happened.

None of them would ever forget this night. And deep down, they all knew, it was only the beginning.


Book Two Teaser

They thought one night of sun, sea, and sex would be enough. But it isn’t.

Clara, Ava, and Erin can’t stop thinking about the Greek men; their size, their hunger, the way they made them feel. And the men aren’t finished either.

What begins as another “innocent” day by the sea will push the girls deeper into the kind of experiences they’d only ever whispered about. First-time anal. The overwhelming stretch of double penetration. And then the ultimate test of their friendship, a wild, no-limits gangbang, where every hole is filled and every fantasy is made real.

How far will they let themselves go? How far will the men take them? And how much will they love being used, shared, and made into the perfect holiday sluts?
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