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Chapter One — Departure

Heathrow was chaos, but the three girls cut through it like a trio of runway models. Nineteen years old, fresh out of A-levels, they were headed for the adventure of a lifetime; a gap year in South America before university.

Camilla was the natural leader. Tall, blonde, impossibly toned from years of Pilates and tennis. The daughter of a Chelsea financier, she was used to being stared at, photographed, admired. She was the kind of girl who never queued for a nightclub and never paid for her own cocktails.

Lydia was her opposite in almost every way, petite, curvy, with a head of thick black curls and a wicked smile that always promised trouble. A drama student, she lived for attention, laughter, and reckless fun. She had a habit of filming everything for Instagram Stories, usually with too much skin on show.

Rose was the balance between them, tall but soft, a chestnut-haired beauty with big doe eyes and a shy, bookish streak. She’d come along because she didn’t want to be left behind, but she was already nervous, clutching her passport like it might vanish.

The three of them collapsed into their departure gate seats, breathless with excitement.

“Six months of beaches and bronzed boys,” Lydia declared, adjusting her crop top so her cleavage popped for the businessmen in first class. “I am so ready.”

Rose flushed. “We’re supposed to be volunteering at the schools, remember?”

Camilla smiled, crossing her endless legs and flipping her hair. “We’ll do both. Work by day, play by night. That’s what gap years are for.”

Their flight was called, and as they strolled down the jetway, three perfect bodies in tight jeans and designer sneakers, Camilla caught her reflection in the glass. She thought of the Instagram posts, the sunlit cocktails, the admiring looks she’d collect.

She had no idea that by the end of this trip, she wouldn’t be a Chelsea princess anymore. She’d be something else entirely.


Chapter Two — Arrival in Rio

The heat hit them the second they stepped off the plane. Heavy, humid, thick with the smell of salt and exhaust fumes. Rio was loud, alive, and chaotic in a way none of the girls had experienced before.

Their taxi rattled them through streets packed with motorbikes, food stalls, barefoot children, and endless music. Rose pressed her face to the window, wide-eyed. Lydia filmed everything, already narrating for her followers. Camilla just smiled, sunglasses hiding her gaze as she soaked it in.

The hostel wasn’t quite what the photos had promised. A narrow building painted turquoise tucked down a side street, with peeling shutters and a desk clerk who barely looked up from his phone. Their room had three bunks, a single rattling fan, and a bathroom with cracked tiles.

“It’s… authentic,” Lydia grinned, throwing her bag on a mattress.

Rose wrinkled her nose. “It’s filthy.”

Camilla dropped her designer duffel neatly in the corner. “It’ll do,” she said, voice calm, composed. This wasn’t Chelsea anymore. She could handle it.

One by one they claimed the tiny bathroom. Lydia emerged in nothing but a towel, humming loudly. Rose went next, modest, quick.

When it was Camilla’s turn, she shut the door and turned the handle until it clicked. The shower was little more than a pipe sticking from the wall, but the water came hot and steady. She let it run down her body, washing away the grime of the flight, the sweat of travel.

When she stepped out, steam filled the cracked mirror. She wiped a circle clear and stared.

Camilla had always been aware of her beauty, it was impossible not to be, with the way men stared and women whispered. But here, alone, bare-skinned, it struck her more sharply.

Her breasts: full, firm, high 34Cs with large pink nipples already tightening in the cooling air.
Her waist: slim, her stomach flat and toned, the hours in the gym etched in her lines.
Her ass: round, perfect, heart shaped. She’d always thought it too big, embarrassing in designer dresses. Everyone else had always thought it breathtaking.
Her legs: long, smooth, toned, carrying her like a goddess.
And between them, the soft blonde curls over her sex, a reminder of her innocence, still untouched by the kind of filth she only half-allowed herself to imagine.

She tilted her head, studying herself. Nineteen, rich, spoiled, flawless. This was her year, her chance to be wild. She just didn’t know yet how far she was about to fall.


Chapter Three — Bikinis

The little hostel room was already a mess, suitcases open, clothes spilling across the bunks, the faint smell of suncream and perfume in the air.

Camilla stood in front of the mirror in just her underwear, holding up a tiny bundle of strings. “Right. Which one first?”

Lydia flopped onto her bed, grinning. “The sluttiest. Always start slutty.”

Rose blushed, folding her neat pile of clothes. “We’re supposed to look respectable.”

“Oh, babe,” Lydia laughed, rolling onto her stomach. “We’re nineteen, in Rio, and we’ve got bodies like ours. Respectable can wait.”

Camilla slipped the first bikini on, little more than three white triangles held together with gold rings. She turned, admiring the way her full 34Cs barely fit under the thin fabric, the way the thong cut high over her hips, showing off her long legs and round, heart-shaped ass.

“Too much?” she asked, half-smirking.

“Too perfect,” Lydia said. “If you wear that on the beach, we’ll never get any attention.”

“My ass is too big,” Camilla muttered automatically, though she couldn’t stop smiling at her reflection.

Rose shook her head, cheeks pink. “It’s… amazing. You know it is.”

Next was Lydia’s turn. She stripped without hesitation and wriggled into a bright red bikini cut so small it was practically a joke. Her breasts, heavy and full, spilled out of the tiny top, and the bottoms clung to her soft curves.

“Now this,” she announced, striking a pose. “This is a bikini.”

Camilla laughed. “That’s not a bikini, that’s floss.”

Rose bit her lip. “You look… hot.”

“Exactly.” Lydia winked. “That’s the point.”

Finally, they coaxed Rose into trying hers. She hesitated, then pulled a sleek black one-piece from her bag, modest compared to the others, but when she slid it on, the high cut flashed her long thighs, and the low back bared her smooth skin.

“See?” Camilla said softly. “You’re stunning.”

Rose blushed deeper, folding her arms. “It’s not like yours…”

“It’s sexy in a different way,” Lydia insisted, tugging at the fabric to make Rose squeal. “The shy girl who doesn’t know she’s hot. Boys will go crazy for that.”

For the next hour, the room was a whirl of fabric and laughter, each girl trying on a new suit, bright bandeaus, plunging monokinis, micro bikinis that barely covered anything. They teased, complimented, and laughed at themselves, three young women on the edge of something bigger, flaunting their beauty in private.

By the time they collapsed onto the bunks, the floor was littered with bikinis, and the air was thick with perfume, suncream, and the kind of heady excitement only girls that age can carry.

Tomorrow, the bikinis would go on for real. Tomorrow, Rio would see them.


Chapter Four — The Beach

The sand was white-hot under their feet, the sun blazing down as the three girls made their way onto Copacabana. The sound of waves, samba beats from a nearby bar, laughter and chatter in Portuguese, it was everything they’d imagined.

They picked a spot halfway down the beach, rolled out their towels, and dropped their bags. Then came the moment they’d been waiting for.

Lydia peeled off her denim shorts and crop top first, revealing her fire-red bikini. The tiny triangles barely contained her breasts, her soft curves spilling over, the bottoms a whisper of fabric clinging to her hips. She stretched her arms high, back arched, grinning as heads turned immediately.

Rose followed more shyly, slipping her sundress over her head to reveal the sleek black one-piece. It was modest compared to Lydia’s floss, but on her it looked impossibly elegant, the high cut showing endless legs, the low back baring smooth skin that made her seem delicate, touchable.

Then Camilla. She tugged off her linen blouse, shimmied out of her shorts, and stood revealed in pure white. Her bikini gleamed against her golden tan, her full breasts straining under the thin fabric, her heart-shaped ass bare in a thong cut that left nothing to the imagination. She stretched, brushing her blonde hair back, every inch a Chelsea goddess suddenly transplanted to paradise.

They sprawled out on their towels, laughing, fussing with bottles of suncream. Lydia squirted a generous dollop into her palm and rubbed it over her breasts with theatrical slowness. Camilla shook her head but smiled, squeezing cream into her own hands and smoothing it over her flat stomach, her toned thighs, her long legs.

“Get my back,” Rose said quietly, lying down. Camilla straddled her friend’s hips and smoothed cream along her pale skin, her fingers spreading slowly. Lydia leaned over to do Camilla next, her hands sliding over her shoulders, across her waist, lingering just a little too long on that round ass.

They giggled, teased, posed for photos on their phones.

And all the while, young men watched. Groups of surfers leaning on their boards. Muscular locals lying on the sand. A pair of boys playing football, their game slowing, their eyes locked. Desire was open here, unhidden, stares that lingered, hungry, bold.

The girls pretended not to notice, but inside, each of them felt it. The heat of those gazes. The pulse of something new, dangerous, and thrilling.

Camilla lay back, sunglasses on, heart racing. She thought she knew how it felt to be wanted. But this was different. Here, in Rio, it was raw, hungry, shameless.

And she couldn’t look away.


Chapter Five — Eyes on Them

By late afternoon the beach had grown even busier, the heat easing into a heavy golden glow. The music from the bars was louder now, the rhythm of drums carrying across the sand, blending with the calls of vendors and the crash of the waves.

And through it all, the three English girls drew every eye.

They walked together down towards the surf, towels slung over their shoulders, bare feet sinking into the warm sand. Camilla in gleaming white, Lydia in shocking red, Rose in her sleek black one-piece. Three different kinds of beauty, each perfect in her own way.

Lydia knew it, and played to it. She swayed her hips deliberately, her full breasts bouncing with every step, the thin strips of red fabric straining to cover her curves. She glanced at the men watching and smiled back like it was a game.

Rose blushed under the stares, but her shyness only made her more irresistible. Her one-piece clung damply to her skin, outlining the swell of her breasts, the curve of her hips, the length of her smooth thighs. She looked delicate, touchable, the kind of girl who didn’t know how beautiful she was.

And then there was Camilla. Blonde hair loose around her shoulders, sunglasses on, her perfect body gleaming against the white triangles of her bikini. Her breasts strained high and full, the thin straps digging into her tanned skin. Her waist was slim, her stomach flat, and every stride set her heart-shaped ass flexing under the thong cut. She’d always thought it too big, but the men on the beach couldn’t look anywhere else.

They passed a group of footballers who stopped mid-game, the ball rolling to a halt as their heads turned in unison. Surfers leaning on their boards muttered to each other, their eyes tracking every sway of the girls’ hips. Even the older men at the bar stopped sipping their beers.

The air was thick with it, open, hungry desire.

At the shoreline, the three of them paused, the cool water lapping at their toes. The setting sun painted their skin gold, picked out every curve, every line of muscle, every perfect angle of youth.

Lydia splashed forward first, laughing, the water bursting against her chest. Rose followed more cautiously, squealing at the cold. Camilla waded in last, slow and deliberate, water curling around her long legs, sliding up her thighs. She threw her head back, wet hair flicking behind her, her breasts lifting as she arched in the surf.

The beach watched. They all knew it. And somewhere inside, each girl felt a thrill at the weight of those gazes — bold, unashamed, hungry.

It was only the beginning.

The water was cooler than they expected, a shock against sun-warmed skin, but within moments they were laughing, splashing, diving through the waves.

Lydia surfaced first, shaking her curls, the red bikini clinging tight to her heavy breasts. She cupped water in her hands, poured it slowly over herself, smiling when she realised the men watching had gone utterly silent.

Rose stayed closer to shore, her sleek black one-piece now a second skin. The water outlined her nipples in sharp peaks, her long thighs gleaming as she pushed her hair back with both hands, shy eyes darting to the men and then away again.

Camilla swam out a little further, then rose from the surf like a vision. Her white bikini was drenched, near transparent now, hugging every curve of her flawless body. Water streamed down from her blonde hair, across her full breasts, over the flat plane of her stomach, tracing down to where the thong bottom split the perfect swell of her ass. She knew exactly what she looked like. And so did everyone else.

Together, the three of them walked back up the beach, side by side, water running in rivulets down their legs, droplets clinging to glowing skin.

Every male gaze followed them.

The footballers stood frozen, ball forgotten. The surfers leaned forward, grinning, their eyes locked onto bouncing breasts and swaying asses. Even the barmen had paused, bottles in mid-pour, watching the dripping spectacle stride past.

Camilla could feel it, the weight of desire, raw and unhidden. Her nipples pressed hard against the thin wet fabric, her ass flexing with each slow step. Lydia smirked, tossing her wet curls and giving her hips extra sway. Rose flushed deep, eyes down, but her stiff nipples betrayed her.

Back at their towels, they flopped down, laughing breathlessly, the sand sticking to wet skin. They rubbed themselves dry, still watched by every man within sight. Lydia teased Rose, pulling at the clinging fabric of her one-piece. Camilla stretched out on her back, breasts high, water droplets catching the last rays of sun.

The three of them were goddesses, glistening, radiant. And the whole beach knew it.


Chapter Six — Getting Ready

The hostel room was hot and close, the little fan clattering weakly in the corner. Evening had settled over Rio, the city alive with noise drifting in through the open shutters.

The girls were back from the beach, sun-kissed, glowing, their hair damp with saltwater. The room smelled of perfume, body lotion, and excitement.

“Bar’s only a block away,” Lydia said, rifling through her suitcase. “We’ve got to look irresistible.”

She stripped first, peeling off her damp bikini and standing nude without hesitation. Her full breasts swayed as she bent to pull out her chosen lingerie — a matching scarlet lace set. The bra pushed her cleavage high; the panties cut in a scandalous Brazilian style that left her round ass half-bared. She slipped a skin-tight red mini dress over the top, the lace peeking through if she moved just right. “Slutty enough?” she teased, twirling.

“Too slutty,” Rose whispered, though her blush betrayed her.

Camilla went next. She slid her white bikini to the floor and stood in front of the mirror, towelling her blonde hair, admiring the perfection of her own body. For underwear, she chose barely-there ivory satin — a thong that disappeared between the cheeks of her heart-shaped ass, and a tiny balconette bra that only just contained her full breasts. When she pulled on her white halter dress, the thin fabric clung so close it was obvious she wore next to nothing underneath.

Finally, Rose. She blushed as she unfastened her black one-piece, folding it neatly before stepping into her lingerie. A soft black silk bra, delicate and understated, with matching panties cut higher than she was used to. Modest compared to the others, but on her it looked sinfully elegant, hinting at more than it revealed. She slid her short black slip dress over it, the silk skimming her curves and clinging to her body like it was made for her.

The three of them crowded together in the cracked mirror, adjusting straps, brushing out damp hair, reapplying lipstick. Lydia’s bold red lace peeking through, Camilla’s thong and bra invisible under white, Rose’s understated black silk shaping her softly.

Three very different looks. All devastating.

“Rose, you’re gorgeous,” Camilla said warmly.

“She looks hot, and she doesn’t even know it,” Lydia grinned, snapping a photo.

They laughed, grabbed their little bags, and stepped out into the humid Rio night, three nineteen-year-old goddesses dressed to tempt, with barely a whisper of silk between them and disaster.


Chapter Seven — The Bar

The street was alive with noise as the girls turned the corner, music thumping from open doors, voices raised in laughter, the smell of grilled meat and spilt beer in the humid air. A block away from their hostel, the bar glowed with strings of coloured lights, tables spilling onto the pavement, men leaning against walls with bottles in hand.

Inside, the air was thick; sweat, rum, perfume, and the heavy bass of a sound system that shook the floorboards.

And then the three English girls walked in.

Lydia first, in her clinging scarlet dress, cleavage pushed high, ass cheeks flashing with every step. She tossed her curls and grinned like she owned the room.

Rose followed, shy but devastating in her short black slip, the silk skimming her soft curves, her doe eyes wide as she glanced around, instantly catching the stares of men twice her age.

And then Camilla. White halter dress, blonde hair gleaming, long legs carrying her like she was on a runway. The thin fabric hugged her flat stomach and her perfect breasts, the hem riding high enough to flash the curve of her heart-shaped ass. With every step, heads turned. Conversations stopped. The room tilted.

They claimed a table near the bar, perching on high stools, crossing long legs, ordering caipirinhas with accents that marked them as rich, foreign, desirable. The barman didn’t look away from Camilla’s breasts the whole time he poured.

The music pounded, drums, bass, a voice thick with Portuguese. Bodies swayed on the dancefloor, sweat glistening under the coloured lights. Bottles clinked, ice rattled, the scent of lime and rum filled the air.

Men watched openly, boldly. Groups of surfers at one table leaned in to whisper. Footballers by the door paused their drinking games to stare. Even the older men in shirtsleeves turned in their seats, eyes tracing the lines of those nineteen-year-old bodies.

The girls laughed together, their hair glossy, lips shining, dresses riding high as they leaned across the table to shout over the music. Lydia played with her straw like it was a performance. Rose flushed deeper every time she realised eyes were on her. Camilla tilted her head back, throat exposed, sipping her drink as though she’d been made for this moment.

They weren’t just in Rio anymore. They were the centre of it. The prize. The spectacle. The temptation every man in the bar wanted.


Chapter Eight — The Invitation

The music thumped harder now, the crowd growing thicker, bodies pressed close on the dancefloor. The girls were on their second round of caipirinhas, skin flushed from the rum and the heat, laughter spilling easily between them.

And then he appeared.

He didn’t rush. He didn’t need to.

A tall Black man, broad-shouldered and cut with muscle that showed even through his crisp white T-shirt. His skin gleamed bronze under the coloured lights, his jaw sharp, his cheekbones high, his eyes dark and steady. His jeans hung low on narrow hips, a silver chain glinting at his throat, his movements slow, deliberate, relaxed. He didn’t weave through the crowd, the crowd moved for him.

Camilla noticed first, her stomach tightening as he approached. He was beautiful, magnetic, dressed in the kind of effortless style that spoke of total confidence. Lydia’s grin faltered into something hungrier, her eyes raking openly down his chest. Even Rose, blushing, couldn’t help staring.

He stopped at their table, one hand resting casually on the back of Camilla’s stool. Up close, the power of him was overwhelming, taller, broader, more commanding than any of the boys they knew back home.

“You girls are new,” he said, his voice low, rich, edged with an accent that made the words slow and smooth.

Camilla tilted her head, meeting his gaze, though her pulse fluttered. “First night.”

He smiled, lazy, knowing. “Then you should come to the real party. Not here.” He nodded towards the door, towards the line of beach outside. “Tonight. After eleven. Fires, music, drinks. Everyone will be there.”

He didn’t plead. He didn’t even really ask. It was an invitation spoken like a command, like he knew they’d say yes.

Lydia leaned forward immediately, her cleavage pushing against the table. “A beach party? Hell yes.”

Rose hesitated, biting her lip. “We were just going to…..”

Camilla cut in before she could finish, her voice calm but her cheeks warm. “Where?”

He grinned; teeth white against the dark of his skin. “Just follow the music when the moon’s high. I’ll see you there.”

And with that, he was gone, strolling back through the crowd the same way he’d come, slow, unhurried, utterly certain. Heads turned to watch him, but he never looked back.

The girls sat in silence for a moment, drinks forgotten.

Lydia broke it first, eyes wide, voice breathless. “Oh my God. Did you see him?”

Camilla only nodded, her stomach still tight, her body humming in a way she couldn’t explain.

Rose stared at her glass, cheeks pink. “Maybe we shouldn’t…”

But they all knew they would.

At eleven, they’d be there.


Chapter Nine — The Beach Party

The bar had been loud and hot, the music pounding, the drinks flowing fast. But just before eleven, the three girls found themselves swept along with the current of bodies spilling out onto the sand. The invitation hadn’t been forgotten.

The beach was transformed.

Torches and firepits blazed in a long uneven line, flames flickering against the black sea. The air pulsed with drums and bass, the sound rolling through the sand. Smoke, salt, and sweat mingled with the sweet tang of cheap rum.

Lydia’s scarlet mini dress clung tighter than ever, the hem flashing the curve of her ass, her breasts threatening to burst free as she laughed and stumbled barefoot into the sand. Rose’s silky black slip caught the firelight, straps slipping from her shoulders, the thin fabric outlining the shape of her body every time she moved. And Camilla, glowing, regal, in her tiny white halter dress that hugged her high breasts and skimmed over the perfect swell of her ass. Even rumpled from the bar, even barefoot now, she looked like she’d been born for this stage.

Eyes followed them instantly. Men paused mid-sentence. Women glanced, then whispered. The three English girls, fresh-faced, sun-kissed, too perfect, too polished, like forbidden fruit dropped into a world of heat and hunger.

Someone pressed bottles of beer into their hands, cold and wet. Lydia grinned and clinked hers against the strangers without hesitation. Rose hesitated, blushed, then sipped anyway. Camilla tilted hers back, foam on her lips, her eyes already searching the crowd.

And then he was there, bare-chested, silver chain catching the firelight. Rafa. He didn’t push through the crowd; it parted. On either side of him, two men matched his stride: Tiago, all shoulders and mischief with an open linen shirt hanging from one wrist, and JP, tall and quiet, eyes steady as the tide.

Rafa stopped in front of them, amusement in his eyes like he’d ordered this moment hours ago. Up close, the heat of him felt like a second fire.

“You made it,” he said, low, unhurried, gaze settling on Camilla. A lazy lift of his bottle, a salute that felt like a claim.

Tiago’s grin flashed as he took Lydia’s beer, replaced it with a cold one from nowhere, and spun a half-step of dance that made his shoulders ripple and her dress ride higher. “You dance, beleza?” he teased, already laughing.

JP didn’t crowd. He angled toward Rose, close enough she heard him over the drums. “You okay?” Soft, warm voice. He offered his hand, not a tug, a promise. She slipped her fingers into his before she realised, she’d decided.

The firelight painted everything gold. Rafa tipped his head toward the nearest circle of dancers; the gesture wasn’t a question. Camilla felt the answer rise in her throat before thought could catch it.

They moved as a unit, Rafa and Camilla into the glow, Tiago and Lydia already laughing, JP guiding Rose with an ease that steadied her breath. Around them the party swelled, bottles clinked, hips rolled, sand kicked up under bare feet.

For a heartbeat, all three girls glanced at one another across the flames, scarlet, black, white, and knew exactly how hot the night could get.

And then the drums got louder.


Chapter Ten — The Dance

The drums were everywhere now, in the sand, in the air, in their chests. The six of them moved into the circle of firelight, shadows leaping tall against the surf.

Rafa’s hand found Camilla’s waist as though it had always belonged there, steady and commanding, guiding her into the rhythm. His chest was bare, warm against her shoulder, his scent a mix of salt and smoke. She should have pulled away. Instead, she let her hips fall into the sway, the music pulsing through her body, his eyes burning down into hers.

Tiago had Lydia laughing already, spinning her beneath the flames, catching her when her tiny red dress rode high enough to flash the lace beneath. His laugh was loud, his body pressed close, muscles flexing with every beat. Lydia leaned into him, hair wild, her breasts straining against fabric that was never going to last the night.

And JP, quiet, patient, moved with Rose like the music was only theirs. He held her hand lightly, his other palm resting on the small of her back, never pushing, just leading. Rose’s chestnut hair clung damp to her neck, her soft silk dress plastered to her body as she followed his rhythm. Her blush deepened, but her hips kept moving.

Around them the party roared, fires spitting sparks, bottles clinking, hips rolling, the air thick with sweat and lust. But inside that circle, it was just them. Six bodies moving closer, tighter, pressed together by the beat.

Camilla’s breath caught when Rafa’s lips brushed her ear. Lydia gasped when Tiago’s thigh slid between hers. Rose shivered when JP’s hand lingered, his eyes holding hers steady.

They knew they shouldn’t. They knew this wasn’t why they’d come. Back home, none of this would have happened. Back home, they’d have pulled away.

But here, in Rio, under firelight, with three beautiful men giving them every ounce of attention, every look, every touch…..

They went with the flow.

The music demanded it. Their bodies demanded it.

And as the heat rose, the line between dance and something else blurred, heartbeat by heartbeat.


Chapter Eleven — The Break Point

The drums grew louder, the firelight hotter, the circle tighter.

Rafa’s hand slid lower on Camilla’s waist, his thumb brushing the bare skin just above her hip. She gasped when his lips grazed her neck, the heat of his body pressed against her back. Her dress rode higher as she moved with him, the white fabric clinging, threatening to reveal more with every sway.

Tiago spun Lydia once more, catching her with his hands low, right over the curve of her ass. She squealed but didn’t pull away, laughing breathlessly as his mouth hovered close to hers. He kissed her then, bold and hungry, his tongue teasing hers before she melted into him, her red dress hiked indecently high in the firelight.

JP held Rose steady, his hand firm on her back, his eyes locking hers as though nothing else existed. When he bent and kissed her softly, she let him, her lips trembling, her breath catching. His hand traced higher, fingertips grazing the side of her breast through the thin slip.

It was too much.

Rose broke the kiss with a startled gasp. She pulled back, grabbing Lydia’s wrist, eyes wide. “We can’t…” she whispered.

Lydia blinked, lips swollen, hair wild, but she nodded faintly. Together they found Camilla, still pressed to Rafa’s chest, her face flushed with arousal. Rose tugged her close, whispering fiercely.

For a moment, Camilla hesitated, Rafa’s hand still firm on her hip, his dark eyes promising more. But then she exhaled, nodded, and let her friends lead her from the circle.

The three men didn’t chase. They didn’t plead. They only exchanged looks, shared a slow grin, and followed at their own pace.

By the time the girls reached the edge of the party, Rafa was there again, calm, collected, bottle in hand. He leaned in close to Camilla, voice smooth as silk. “Come. One drink. Cool down.”

So, they did. Back at the bar, the air lighter, the crowd thinner, the men played it easy. Tiago joked, made Lydia laugh again. JP bought Rose a soda instead of rum, his smile patient, his hand resting lightly on her wrist. Rafa leaned back in his chair, eyes never leaving Camilla’s, saying little but saying everything.

Then, softly, Rafa said it: “Tomorrow. Private beach. No crowd. Just us.”

Rose shook her head immediately, nervous. “I don’t know…”

Lydia leaned across her, eyes glittering. “Come on, Rosie. It’ll be amazing.”

Camilla touched her arm gently, persuasive. “One afternoon. What’s the harm?”

Rose looked between them, Lydia eager, Camilla glowing, the three men waiting, cool and unhurried. Finally, she nodded, though her stomach fluttered.

They left soon after, the night air thick with heat, the drums still echoing behind them.

Back in the hostel, they tumbled onto their bunks, dresses still warm from firelight, hair damp with sweat. They giggled, whispered, blushed. They’d gone further than they ever had before. But not too far. Not yet.

Tomorrow, they told themselves, would be different.


Chapter Twelve — The Hostel, Night

The hostel room was stifling when they slipped back in, cheeks flushed from the firelight, hair damp with sweat, dresses clinging to their bodies. They tossed their little bags onto the bunks, laughing, breathless, too wired to sleep.

Lydia flopped onto her bed in her scarlet dress, tugging at the hem to fan herself. “God,” she groaned, “did you see Tiago’s arms? I thought he was going to pick me up and throw me over his shoulder.”

Camilla grinned, unzipping her white halter, letting it fall loose around her waist as she stood before the mirror. “Rafa… the way he looked at me. Like he didn’t even need to try. Just… like he knew.” Her eyes sparkled in her reflection. “I’ve never met anyone like that.”

Rose sat cross-legged on her bunk, still in her silky slip, twisting the edge of the fabric in her fingers. “They’re gorgeous. Of course they are. But… look, these men are older.” Her voice softened. “They’re not boys from home. They’re, what, thirty? Maybe more?”

Lydia laughed, careless. “That just makes them hotter.”

Camilla nodded slowly, lips curling. “Older, yes. Stronger. More confident. That’s why it feels different. They’re… men.”

Rose bit her lip, glancing between them. “That’s exactly why I think we should be careful.”

But Lydia was already pulling off her dress, tossing it aside, parading in her red lace underwear like it was a catwalk. “Careful is boring. You saw the way they treated us tonight, like queens. Tomorrow, that private beach? I’m going.”

Camilla met Rose’s eyes in the mirror, her breasts bare now, golden in the dim hostel light. “So am I.”

Rose hesitated, then sighed, shoulders dropping. “Fine. I’ll go. But guys, we watch out for each other, okay? If one of them goes too far, the others step in. We don’t want to get… raped.”

For a beat, the room was silent except for the rattle of the fan.

Then Camilla smirked, brushing her long blonde hair over one shoulder. “What if I want him to rape me? Don’t pull him off.”

Lydia burst out laughing, rolling onto her stomach, her ass high in her red lace panties. “God, you’re bad.”

Camilla laughed too, shaking her head, but her eyes gleamed in the mirror. “I’m serious.”

Rose groaned, burying her face in her hands. “You two are insane.” But even she couldn’t stop the smile tugging at her lips.

They stripped down, sliding under the thin hostel sheets, whispering and giggling in the dark.

They’d gone further than ever before tonight. Tomorrow, on that private beach, they all knew the line would shift again.

And none of them were sure where it would stop.


Chapter Thirteen — The Morning After

The hostel room smelled of suncream, stale rum, and damp towels. The little fan rattled uselessly in the corner, barely stirring the humid air.

Lydia groaned first, dragging a pillow over her head. “My mouth tastes like sand and lime.”

Rose sat up slowly, her hair tangled, rubbing her temples. “I feel like I didn’t sleep at all. Every time I closed my eyes I heard those drums again.”

Camilla stretched luxuriously on her bunk, the sheet slipping down to reveal one bare shoulder, her golden skin glowing even in the morning light. “You can’t tell me you didn’t dream about them,” she teased, voice still husky from sleep.

Lydia peeked from under her pillow and grinned. “God, Tiago… those arms, that smile. He could’ve had me right there on the sand.”

Rose flushed, but the smile crept onto her lips anyway. “JP kissed me. Just once. But…” She shook her head. “It felt… different. Like he meant it.”

Camilla rolled onto her side, propped her head on her hand. “Rafa didn’t even need to kiss me. I felt him against my stomach when we were dancing.” Her eyes glinted wickedly. “I think he’s big.”

Lydia squealed, tossing the pillow at her. “Camilla! You’re so bad.”

Rose covered her face with both hands, laughing despite herself. “You’re impossible.”

They dissolved into giggles, the sound echoing through the thin walls of the little hostel room. Three nineteen-year-olds on the edge of something they couldn’t name, giddy and nervous, replaying every touch, every look.

“Right,” Lydia announced finally, throwing off her sheet. “If we’re going to this private beach, we need to look irresistible.”

Soon the floor was a chaos of bikinis again, strings, triangles, one-pieces, micro cuts. Camilla held a tiny white thong bikini against her skin, tilting her head. “Too much?”

“Too little,” Lydia shot back, wriggling into a neon-pink set that barely covered anything.

Rose sighed and reached for her black bikini, modest but sleek, knowing full well the other two would tease her for it.

They dressed, compared, laughed, and teased until the room was strewn with bright fabric. The air hummed with nerves and excitement.

They were going. Whatever waited on that beach, they were going.


Chapter Fourteen — The Private Beach

The battered Land Rover rattled down the dusty coastal track, its open frame bouncing over potholes, the sea flashing between the trees. Rafa drove with one hand on the wheel, relaxed, unhurried, as though he owned the road. Tiago lounged in the back, joking in rapid Portuguese with JP, the laughter rolling over the roar of the engine.

The girls clung to the metal bars, hair whipping in the salt breeze, dresses clinging to their sun-warmed skin. It felt wild, reckless, like they were being smuggled somewhere secret.

When the Land Rover finally rolled to a stop, the view stole their breath. A hidden cove, hemmed in by black rocks, the sand pale and untouched, the waves spilling in blue and endless. No bars, no crowds, no noise, just fire-bright sunlight, sea, and the six of them.

“This is insane,” Lydia whispered, eyes wide.

“Perfect,” Camilla murmured, already stepping barefoot into the sand.

They unpacked quickly, bags tossed down, shoes kicked off. Dresses slid up and over heads until bikinis gleamed in the light: Lydia in pink barely-there triangles, Camilla in shining white, Rose in her simple black set.

The men stripped down to their shorts. Rafa bare-chested, his muscles cut in the sun; Tiago, grinning, tattoos flexing across his arms; JP lean and steady, his dark eyes calm as the sea behind him.

“Swim first,” Rafa said, his voice carrying over the surf.

They splashed into the waves together, shrieking at the cold, then laughing as the saltwater rushed around them. Camilla swam out further, her blonde hair slicked back, her white bikini nearly translucent. Lydia leapt into Tiago’s arms, her pink triangles riding high as he spun her. Rose stayed close to shore with JP, his hand steadying her as the water pulled.

When they came back to the beach, dripping, their skin shining, they collapsed onto the towels in a row, the men dropping down beside them. Bottles appeared from Rafa’s bag, beer for the girls, water for Rose when she shook her head.

The afternoon stretched lazy and hot. Sunlight, laughter, the crash of waves.

It was Lydia who asked first. “My back,” she sighed, rolling over, untied straps sliding loose. “Someone do it before I fry.”

Tiago grinned and straddled the towel above her, his hands sliding slowly over her oiled skin. She closed her eyes, purring under his touch.

Camilla turned next, undoing her white strings, glancing up at Rafa with a wicked smile. “Me too.” He didn’t hesitate, his strong hands gliding over her shoulders, her back, lingering just a moment too long at the swell of her hips.

Even Rose, hesitant at first, lay down finally. “All right. But only a little.” JP knelt beside her, his hands warm and gentle, moving steadily down the line of her spine. She shivered under his palms but didn’t pull away.

Three girls, three men, six bodies shining in the sunlight. The afternoon melted slow, hot, heavy, the cove their own private world.

The lotion was cool at first, making all three of them gasp softly as it touched hot skin. But soon it warmed under strong palms, spreading smooth and slow.

Lydia sighed loudly, burying her face in her folded arms as Tiago’s broad hands worked down her shoulders, across her spine, then out to the curve of her waist. He pressed just enough to make her moan, his fingertips teasing at the edge of her bikini bottoms before sliding back up again. “God, that feels amazing,” she murmured, wriggling under his touch. “I could get used to this.”

Camilla tilted her head on the towel, her blonde hair spilling across the fabric, eyes half-lidded as Rafa rubbed lotion into her back. His hands were slower, firmer, spreading wide across her shoulder blades, then narrowing as they traced her spine. When his thumbs pressed deep into the small of her back, she arched slightly, biting her lip. It felt decadent, indulgent, like she was royalty being attended to. “Spoilt,” she thought, but the word thrilled her.

Rose hesitated the longest, but JP’s steady presence was impossible to resist. His touch was different, gentler, more precise. He smoothed the lotion over her pale skin in even strokes, careful not to rush, his fingers brushing her ribs, the edge of her hips. Rose’s eyes fluttered shut. She felt safe, cocooned, yet aware of every inch of his hand on her.

For a while, none of them spoke. Only the crash of the waves, the cry of gulls, the soft sound of hands gliding over bare skin.

Finally, Lydia sighed again, dreamy. “We’re like queens. I swear no one’s ever treated me like this.”

Camilla smiled into her towel, her voice low. “I know. I could lie here all day and let him touch me.”

Even Rose, cautious as ever, whispered, “It’s… nice. Too nice.” She shifted slightly, embarrassed at how much she was enjoying it, but JP’s hands stayed steady, respectful.

The sun burned higher, their bodies gleamed with lotion, and for that golden hour it felt as though the whole world had shrunk to this cove, three girls, three men, heat, sand, and the slow, worshipful glide of strong hands across their skin.

They felt spoilt. And they loved it.


Chapter Fifteen — The Feast

As the sun drifted lower, Rafa and Tiago dragged driftwood into a pile and lit a fire, the smoke rising pale into the sky. Sparks floated in the breeze, the flames casting golden light across the sand. From the back of the Land Rover, Rafa pulled a cooler, packed with fish wrapped in paper and bundles of herbs.

“Fresh from the market,” he said with a grin, crouching to season the fish before laying them across a grill balanced over the fire. The smell rose instantly, salt, char, smoke, spice, making all three girls’ mouths water.

Tiago cracked open another round of beers, the tops hissing in the heat. He pressed one into Lydia’s hand, brushing her fingers deliberately. She giggled, taking a long swallow, foam clinging to her lips.

Camilla perched on a log beside Rafa, sipping hers slowly, watching the way his hands worked with easy strength, every motion controlled, certain. She felt pampered, cared for, as though this entire evening had been arranged just for them.

Even Rose, curled on a towel beside JP, had relaxed. She let herself sip from her bottle, cheeks warm, her hair still damp from the swim. When JP reached into the Land Rover and drew out a battered guitar, she blinked in surprise.

“You play?” she asked softly.

His only answer was a smile, and then music. Smooth, languid chords filled the cove, spilling like honey across the sand. A romantic melody, simple and old, yet hypnotic in the way his fingers moved over the strings.

The beach seemed to hush. The fire cracked, the fish sizzled, but the music wove through everything, binding it together.

Lydia swayed where she sat, humming under her breath, eyes closing. Camilla leaned back against Rafa’s chest, the vibrations of the guitar drifting over her skin, making her heartbeat slow, heavy. Rose sat utterly still, her eyes fixed on JP’s hands, her lips parted, as though he were playing only for her.

It was a moment suspended, beer, fire, sea, music, the heat of the day melting into the warmth of night.

They felt spoiled, cherished, almost worshipped.

And for the first time since they’d arrived in Rio, even Rose forgot to be cautious.


Chapter Sixteen — The Skinny Dip

The fire had burned low, the fish picked clean, bottles scattered across the sand. The guitar lay quiet, only the sound of the waves filling the cove. The air was heavy and warm, the kind of heat that clung to skin and begged for something wilder.

Rafa leaned close to Camilla, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “Let’s swim,” he whispered. “Naked.”

A shiver raced down her spine. The idea was wild, dangerous, and utterly thrilling. She looked up at him, saw the slow smile, and nodded.

Hand in hand they walked towards the shoreline. Camilla paused halfway, turned back to the others gathered around the fire. Her blonde hair gleamed in the light as she called out, laughing, “Who’s coming skinny-dipping?”

Before anyone could answer, she untied her bikini, letting the white triangles drop to the sand. She stepped out of the thong bottom, the firelight spilling over her bare breasts, her smooth stomach, the perfect curve of her ass.

Beside her, Rafa hooked his thumbs into his shorts and shoved them down. For a moment Camilla’s breath caught, the thick, heavy length of his cock swayed between his thighs, dark and long, his body cut hard in the light. Then he turned, sprinting into the surf, his tight muscular buttocks flashing before the waves swallowed him.

Camilla laughed and ran after him, naked, the salt spray cooling her flushed skin.

“Hell yes!” Lydia squealed, leaping to her feet. She grabbed Tiago’s hand and tugged. He needed no convincing. Together they stripped as they ran, Lydia’s breasts bouncing free, Tiago’s shorts flung aside, and in a blur of laughter they dove into the sea.

By the fire, JP turned his steady gaze to Rose. For a heartbeat she hesitated, biting her lip, her cheeks burning. Then she sprang up, fumbling at the straps of her bikini. The black top slipped free, the bottoms peeled down, and she was naked in the firelight, her pale skin gleaming. JP shed his shorts in one easy motion, and they sprinted side by side into the waves.

The water was shockingly cool, wrapping around bare skin, carrying the taste of salt and freedom. The six of them splashed and shouted, dark silhouettes under the moon, the fire blazing on the beach behind them.

For the first time, there were no clothes, no barriers, just bodies, laughter, and the wild pulse of the sea.


Chapter Seventeen — Heat in the Waves

The water was cool, the moonlight silver on its surface, but under the waves the heat was undeniable.

Rafa found Camilla first. His hands slid around her waist, pulling her close until her breasts pressed against his chest, nipples hard against muscle. She gasped at the shock of his skin against hers, then his mouth was on hers, slow at first, then deeper, his tongue pushing between her lips. Her fingers curled around his shoulders, nails biting, as he held her steady against the tide.

A few yards away, Tiago had Lydia laughing, splashing, teasing, until he caught her wrist and pulled her in hard against him. She squealed, water spilling over her lips, then moaned as his mouth crushed down on hers. His hands roamed boldly, cupping her breasts, kneading her ass, his tongue sliding deep as though he meant to devour her. Lydia clung to him, kissing back with wild abandon, her legs wrapping around his waist in the surf.

Further along the cove, JP kissed Rose softly at first, almost hesitant. But the moment her lips parted, his tongue slid in, slow and deep, and his hands began to explore her trembling body, caressing her ribs, tracing her hips, dipping lower only to pull back. Rose whimpered, pressing against him, the salt stinging her mouth as the kiss deepened. It was careful, tender, but no less intense, every touch making her ache.

Three couples, tangled in the moonlit surf, hands and tongues exploring, bodies slick and naked. The sea rocked them together, salt on their lips, the fire burning behind them.

And then, one by one, they drifted away from the group, each pair slipping into the shadows of the rocks at the edge of the cove, seeking privacy, heat, release.


Chapter Eighteen — Camilla & Rafa

Rafa led her away from the others, his hand firm around her wrist, guiding her through the shallows towards the shadows of the rocks. The surf hissed at their thighs, the fire a faint glow behind them.

Camilla’s heart hammered. She’d never done anything like this, not ever, not this wild. But the way his body moved, the surety in every step, the strength of his grip, she couldn’t resist.

At the edge of the cove he turned, pulling her against him. Their mouths met again, rougher now, his tongue pushing deep, his teeth catching her lower lip. His hands slid down her wet back, gripping her bare ass, spreading her cheeks as he ground his hips against her stomach.

She gasped. The thick length of him pressed against her skin, heavy, hard, enormous. Bigger than she’d ever imagined. Bigger than anyone she’d ever known.

“God,” she whispered, half in awe, half in fear. “You’re… huge.”

Rafa only smiled, his dark eyes glinting in the moonlight. He lifted her easily, her legs wrapping instinctively around his waist, her breasts flattening against his chest. The head of his cock nudged between her thighs, teasing, threatening.

Camilla moaned, clutching at his shoulders. She’d always thought she liked control but here, with him, she wanted nothing but to be taken.

And he was ready to take her.


Chapter Nineteen — Lydia & Tiago

Lydia squealed as Tiago scooped her up, water spilling around them, her legs wrapped tight around his waist. He kissed her hard, his tongue invading her mouth, his hands bold and rough on her ass. She broke the kiss only to laugh, breathless, her curls plastered to her cheeks.

“God, you’re strong,” she teased, grinding her hips against him.

Tiago just grinned, teeth flashing white in the moonlight, and carried her towards the rocks. Each step sent her bouncing against him, her breasts jiggling, her nipples brushing his chest. She clung to him tighter, thrilled by the way he handled her as if she weighed nothing.

When they reached the shadows, he pressed her back against the slick stone, pinning her there with his body. His mouth claimed hers again, his tongue fierce, his hands roaming without hesitation, squeezing her breasts, tracing her waist, gripping her thighs.

Lydia moaned, tilting her head back, giving him everything. She loved the way he devoured her, like he couldn’t get enough, like she was his prize.

And then she felt it, his cock, thick and long, grinding against her belly. She gasped, pulling back just far enough to glance down.

“Jesus,” she breathed, her eyes wide, laughter and shock mixing in her voice. “You’re massive.”

Tiago chuckled low, pressing harder against her, his eyes gleaming with lust.

Lydia laughed again, giddy, reckless. “Do it. I don’t care. Just… do it.”

Her voice shook, but her body pressed closer, desperate.

And Tiago was ready to give her exactly what she begged for.


Chapter Twenty — Rose & JP

Rose treaded water nervously, the firelight flickering behind them, the cove’s shadows stretching dark. JP swam beside her, steady and calm, his presence grounding even as her heart raced.

He reached for her hand, lacing his fingers through hers. She let him, her chest rising and falling too quickly.

When he kissed her again, it was soft at first, lips brushing, salt on their tongues, but it deepened, his arm sliding around her waist to draw her closer. She gasped against his mouth as their bodies pressed together, the length of his cock nudging her stomach under the waves.

“JP…” she whispered, torn between fear and need.

His hand stroked her back, his voice low, reassuring. “Only if you want, querida. Only if you say yes.”

Rose shivered, her nipples hard against his chest, her thighs trembling in the cool surf. She shouldn’t. She knew she shouldn’t. But her body betrayed her, grinding closer, her lips seeking his again.

When his hand slid lower, cupping her ass, she didn’t pull away. She kissed him harder, her fingers digging into his shoulders, a moan slipping from her throat.

For the first time in her life, she wanted more, much more.

At the same time, across the cove, Camilla gasped as Rafa lifted her higher against the rocks, his cock thick and hard, nudging at her entrance. Her mind flickered, sharp through the haze of lust.

“Wait,” she whispered, breathless. “A condom….?”

Rafa shook his head slowly, his dark eyes locked on hers. “I don’t use condom.”

For a heartbeat she froze. Every rule, every warning from home screamed at her.

But then he shifted, his cock sliding against her slick folds, and her body betrayed her. She was too wet, too needy, too desperate. The thought of being filled raw, of his bare flesh inside her, made her hips buck.

“Please,” she gasped, her hesitation swallowed by arousal.

And in the shadows, Lydia begged Tiago with laughter and moans, Rose clung tighter to JP’s steady arms, and Camilla gave in, all three girls teetering on the edge, ready to be taken, owned, changed.


Chapter Twenty-One — Camilla & Rafa

The rocks were cool against her back, the sea curling at her thighs, but Camilla barely felt it. All she felt was Rafa, his body pinning her to the stone, his cock thick and hard, the blunt head poised at her entrance.

“No condom…” she whispered again, the words trembling from her lips.

His eyes never left hers. Dark, burning. “No condom,” he said, low, certain. “You take me as I am.”

Her heart fluttered, panic and desire twisting together. She should have pulled away. But the heat between her thighs was too strong, her body betraying her with every pulse, every slick drip of arousal.

And then he pushed.

She cried out as his cock split her open, her walls stretching around him. The pain was sharp, shocking but it was swallowed by the rush of fullness, the sheer size of him forcing her body to yield. Her legs locked tighter around his waist, her nails clawing at his shoulders.

“God,” she gasped, half a sob, half a moan. “You’re… huge.”

Rafa grinned, his teeth flashing white in the moonlight, and drove deeper. Inch by inch he filled her, until she thought she couldn’t take any more, and then he gave her more still.

Her breasts bounced against his chest as he began to move, slow at first, then harder, deeper. Each thrust slammed her against the rocks, water splashing around them, her cries lost in the crash of the surf.

Camilla had never felt like this. Never so used, so stretched, so utterly owned. Her pussy clenched desperately around him, her body unable to resist the brutal rhythm.

He bent and bit at her neck, growling against her ear. “You feel good, princesa. Tight. Wet. Mine.”

His words tore through her, shame and thrill in equal measure. She moaned louder, bucking against him, her body begging even when her mind screamed at the danger.

Her orgasm built fast, unstoppable. The friction of his thick cock filling her, the scrape of his chest against her nipples, the sheer force of his body using hers, it pushed her over the edge.

She came hard, clinging to him, shuddering, her scream swallowed by his mouth as he kissed her deep. Her pussy spasmed around him, milking his cock, her body wracked with pleasure.

And still, he didn’t stop.

Rafa fucked her through it, relentless, merciless, making it clear this was only the beginning.


Chapter Twenty-Two — Lydia & Tiago

Tiago pinned Lydia against the rock, her legs tight around his waist, her wet curls plastered to her cheeks. She kissed him wildly, tongue tangling with his, laughing into his mouth even as she moaned.

“Put me down,” she teased breathlessly, “or….”

He cut her off with another kiss, grinding his cock against her belly. She gasped, breaking away, her eyes widening as she felt the sheer thickness of him sliding hot and hard across her stomach.

“Oh my God…” she laughed, half in disbelief, half in delight. “You’re massive.”

His grin was wicked, cocky. “You like?”

“I love,” she whispered, her voice shaking with need. “Now fuck me.”

He didn’t make her wait.

In one thrust he buried himself inside her, stretching her tight pussy wide, forcing a cry from her throat. She clutched at his shoulders, her nails digging deep, her body jerking with the shock of how big he was.

“Jesus!” she gasped, her laugh breaking into a moan. “You’re tearing me apart.”

Tiago chuckled low in her ear and thrust again, harder, making her back slam against the stone. She screamed and laughed all at once, her breasts bouncing free as his cock drove deeper, thicker, filling her like nothing ever had.

She wrapped her arms around his neck, her legs clamping him tighter, begging for more. He gave it to her, hard, fast, relentless, each stroke making her gasp, squeal, cry out.

“You’re mine tonight,” he growled, his teeth scraping her jaw.

“Yes!” she moaned, her head tipping back, wild with pleasure. “All yours. God, I love it!”

Her orgasm hit quick and fierce, her body shaking against him, her pussy spasming tight around his cock. She shrieked, clinging to him, her laughter breaking into sobs of ecstasy as he fucked her through it, pounding her until she thought she’d break.

Every thrust was fire, every cry torn from her throat pure abandon. She wanted it all, every inch, every brutal stroke.

And Tiago gave it to her, merciless and grinning, until she was wrecked, breathless, dripping, still begging for more.


Chapter Twenty-Three — Rose & JP

Rose clung to JP’s shoulders as the surf curled around their thighs, her heart hammering so hard she thought it might burst. His lips moved against hers, soft and steady, his hand caressing the small of her back, holding her close without force.

She broke the kiss, panting. “JP… you’re so big. I don’t know if I can—”

He cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing her damp skin, his eyes warm in the moonlight. “Shhh. Only if you want, querida. Only if you say yes.”

Her body answered before her voice did. Her nipples rubbed against his chest, stiff and aching. Her pussy throbbed, wetter than she’d ever been, her thighs trembling with the need she couldn’t admit. She kissed him again, desperate, moaning into his mouth.

His hand slid lower, cupping her ass, then guiding her leg up around his hip. His cock pressed against her slit, thick and hot, nudging between her folds. She gasped, her whole body jolting at the contact.

“Please,” she whispered, surprising herself. “Please, JP. Do it.”

He kissed her deeply, then pushed forward.

She cried out as the head of his cock breached her, stretching her wide. Pain lanced through her, sharp and shocking, but beneath it a flood of pleasure made her shudder.

“Oh God,” she moaned, clinging to him, burying her face in his neck.

“Easy,” he murmured, moving slowly, letting her body adjust. Inch by inch he filled her, his cock thick, relentless, sliding deeper until she was gasping, whimpering, her pussy stretched to the limit.

When he was finally inside her, all the way, she froze, trembling. She had never felt so full, so utterly claimed.

Then he began to move.

Slow at first, rocking gently, kissing her soft mouth, whispering in her ear. Then deeper, harder, each thrust making her cry out, her nails digging into his skin.

Her body betrayed her. Pain blurred into ecstasy, her pussy clenching greedily around his cock, her hips grinding for more. She moaned louder, desperate, overwhelmed.

“JP… I can’t… it’s too much—”

But it wasn’t. It was everything.

Her orgasm built fast, unstoppable, crashing through her with a scream as she came, her pussy spasming tight around him, her body shaking in his arms. He held her through it, kissing her, fucking her steady until she collapsed against him, spent, ruined, and utterly his.


Chapter Twenty-Four — By the Fire

The fire burned low, the flames glowing red against the sand, shadows dancing up the rocks. The men led their girls from the surf, still naked, still gleaming, their cocks hard and proud in the firelight.

Camilla, Lydia, and Rose followed, trembling, flushed, unable to stop glancing at each other. Each of them saw it — their friends’ perfect naked bodies, the proud black cocks swinging between their men’s thighs. They couldn’t believe it. All three of them were that big. All three of them were hard and ready again.

Rafa guided Camilla down first, easing her onto a towel near the fire. He stroked her cheek, kissed her softly, while her thighs parted in invitation. Tiago kissed Lydia roughly, then stepped forward, lining himself up between Camilla’s legs.

Camilla gasped as his cock slid into her, stretching her wide once more. Her nails clawed at the towel, her breasts bouncing as he sank deep inside her. Rafa held her face, murmuring praise, reassuring her even as another man filled her.

The other two girls couldn’t believe how kinky it was to watch their friend fucked, kinky and so arousing. Camilla, their beautiful Chelsea princess, moaning under a hot black man’s big cock. It was so much better than porn.

Rose’s breath came fast, her nipples tight. JP kissed her temple, then brought her forward. Rafa was waiting, stroking himself, his cock glistening in the firelight. Rose whimpered as he lowered her beside Camilla, her friend’s cries ringing in her ears. Then Rafa pressed against her, and with a slow, relentless push, slid inside.

She cried out, clutching at his shoulders, her body jerking as he filled her raw. Camilla turned her head, eyes locking with hers, their moans blending as they lay side by side, each one impaled, each one shaking under the firelight.

Behind them, Lydia was tugged onto all fours. JP gripped her hips, angling her so she could see, so she had no choice but to watch her friends being fucked. Then he pushed into her from behind, hard and deep, making her scream and laugh all at once. Her breasts swung, her ass slapped against his hips, her cries echoing with every thrust.

The fire roared, the waves crashed, and the cove filled with the sounds of sex. Three girls, three men, moving together, sweating, gasping, moaning.

Camilla arched, clawing at Rafa’s wrist as Tiago drove into her. Rose sobbed with pleasure as Rafa filled her, his body heavy above hers. Lydia shrieked as JP took her from behind, her eyes fixed on the sight of her friends’ cocks sliding in and out.

The heat built fast, unbearable. Their cries rose higher, louder, until all three girls reached the edge together. Camilla’s back arched, Lydia’s laughter broke into screams, Rose trembled and gasped, and then they came, their bodies spasming, their pussies clenching around the thick cocks buried inside them.

The men groaned in unison, thrusting harder, deeper, holding them down as they finished. Tiago shuddered and spilled inside Camilla, Rafa released hot and deep into Rose, JP gripped Lydia’s hips and filled her from behind.

The fire crackled, the air thick with smoke and sweat and sex.

The girls collapsed onto the sand, messy, ruined, their thighs sticky, their bodies glowing in the firelight. They turned their heads, eyes meeting, wide, dazed, half-ashamed and utterly thrilled.

They had been taken together. They had watched each other. They had been filled.

And none of them wanted it to stop.

The rhythm slowed. Groans deepened, movements stuttered, and then, one by one, the men collapsed forward, their bodies shuddering with release.

For long moments there was only the sound of panting, the crackle of the fire, the hiss of waves on the sand. The girls clung to their men, their bodies still jerking with aftershocks, their skin slick with sweat.

And then, slowly, the men withdrew.

Tiago first, sliding out of Camilla with a wet, obscene sound that made her gasp and bite her lip. She felt the sudden emptiness, the ache, and then the slow trickle of warmth between her thighs. Her hand went instinctively to her stomach, as though to hold it in, her cheeks flushed crimson.

Behind them, JP eased back from Lydia, gripping her hips as he left her open and quivering on all fours. She collapsed forward, laughing breathlessly, her inner thighs sticky, the firelight gleaming on her trembling body.

Last was Rafa. He lifted himself from Rose, kissed her softly, then withdrew. She whimpered at the loss, clenching her thighs together, but it did nothing to stop the heat and wetness that spilled down her legs.

The three girls lay side by side in the firelight, ruined and glowing, their bodies marked, their thighs damp, their hair wild. They turned their heads, eyes meeting, dazed and wicked smiles flickering between them.

They had been filled, emptied, spoiled.

And yet, they wanted more.


Chapter Twenty-Five — The Tasting

The fire had burned low, glowing red against the sand. Smoke drifted into the warm night air, mingling with the thick scent of sweat and sex.

Rafa lay back, pulling Camilla into his arms. He kissed her hard, tasting her moans, then guided her chin with his hand. “Look,” he whispered, his voice rough and commanding.

She followed his gaze. Tiago and JP sat close by, their bodies gleaming in the firelight. Their cocks hung heavy, wet and slick with the mingled juices of the women they’d just taken.

Rafa’s lips brushed her ear. “I want you to clean them. With your mouth. One, then the other. Lick. Suck. Make them clean for me.”

Camilla’s breath caught. The idea was so wrong, so filthy, and it sent a jolt of heat through her belly. She was trembling with arousal before she even moved.

On hands and knees, she crawled across the sand, hair falling forward, breasts swaying. She reached Tiago first, wrapping her fingers around his slick shaft. Then, without a word, she lowered her mouth.

The taste was sharp, salty, musky. It was shocking, obscene, intoxicating. Her lips slid down, her tongue swirling, sucking him greedily.

Lydia and Rose froze, staring in disbelief. Their perfect, polished friend, their Chelsea princess, was on her knees, sucking a man’s cock still glistening from inside her.

“Oh my God,” Lydia whispered, her cheeks flaming. But her body betrayed her, her nipples tight, her thighs rubbing together. She pushed to her feet, crossed the sand, and dropped to her knees beside Rafa. His cock gleamed in the firelight, and with a breathless laugh she leaned in, took him between her lips, and began to suck.

Rose sat back on her heels, wide-eyed, her whole body shivering at the sight. She had never seen anything like it, never imagined she would. Her friends, beautiful and naked, kneeling in the sand, mouths full, firelight gleaming on wet cocks.

Camilla lifted her head, licking her lips, then crawled to JP. He spread his thighs for her, his hand stroking her hair as she bent to him. Her lips parted, her tongue tasting, her mouth sliding down over him, drawing gasps from his throat.

Lydia moaned louder around Rafa, slurping hungrily. Rose’s chest heaved, her pulse racing. The fire crackled, the waves hissed, and the beach was filled with the sounds of sucking, moaning, and laughter.

It was filthy. It was insane. It was the most erotic thing they had ever done.

And none of them wanted it to end.


Chapter Twenty-Six — Completing the Set

The fire popped and hissed, shadows leaping high against the rocks. The air was thick with heat, smoke, and the raw sounds of sex.

Rose was still kneeling in the sand, lips parted, her body trembling. She was messy, dripping from Rafa’s finish, her thighs sticky with what he’d left inside her. Tiago came to her, his grin wicked, his cock heavy and gleaming. He kissed her roughly, then shoved her down onto the towel. She gasped as his shaft pressed against her sloppy entrance, sliding into the wetness Rafa had left. Her cry was loud, shocked, her body jerking at the sheer thickness filling her again.

Beside them, Rafa pulled Lydia forward. Her hair was wild, her lips parted in nervous laughter, but she didn’t resist. He kissed her once, then pressed her down onto her knees. She was still wet, still dripping with JP’s spend, the mess streaking her thighs as Rafa’s cock nudged at her swollen folds. Thicker, harder than she’d ever known, and when he slid inside, she screamed, half from pain, half from delight. He gripped her hips, driving her forward, fucking her deep as the fire lit her pale skin gold.

Camilla sat back, breathless, her own pussy aching, sloppy from Tiago’s use. She could still feel his seed trickling down her thigh, her body raw and needy. She watched Rose writhing under Tiago, Lydia moaning as Rafa pounded into her, and she shuddered with arousal. She couldn’t believe how turned on she was, seeing her best friends taken like that, filled and dripping.

And then JP came to her.

He knelt in front of her, his touch gentle, his lips soft as he kissed her. Camilla kissed him back hungrily, trembling, her body betraying her. Camilla was no longer hesitant, no longer shy, she was hungry, aching, desperate. She clutched at him, her voice breaking as she begged, “Please, fuck me… just fuck me!”

He eased her onto her back, spreading her thighs wide. She whimpered at the shame of it, about to be taken again while still messy and wet from Tiago. When his cock pressed against her folds and slid into the slickness left behind, she moaned, overwhelmed, her nails clawing at his shoulders.

The fire crackled, the waves crashed, and the cove filled with the sound of sex. Rose cried out beneath Tiago, Lydia sobbed as Rafa pounded into her, Camilla whimpered as JP stretched her wide. Their voices rose together, gasps, moans, and screams echoing off the rocks.

The heat built fast, unbearable. Rose’s body jerked as she came, her pussy spasming tight around Tiago’s thick cock. Lydia collapsed forward onto her hands, screaming as her orgasm tore through her. Camilla arched beneath JP, her climax crashing over her as she cried out his name.

The men groaned in unison, their thrusts harder, deeper. Tiago roared, slamming into Rose as he spilled inside her. Rafa gripped Lydia tight, growling as he filled her raw. JP kissed Camilla hard as he emptied deep inside her, his cock pulsing, her pussy clenching around him.

The firelight bathed their ruined bodies in gold. The girls collapsed onto the towels, thighs sticky, chests heaving, eyes dazed. They turned their heads, looking at each other, flushed, wild, half-ashamed and utterly thrilled.

They had each been taken by all three men. Used, filled, dripping.

And the night was still not over.


Epilogue — The Morning After

The sun was already high when the three girls stirred, their hostel room stifling and airless. The fan rattled uselessly in the corner, stirring only the smell of damp towels, stale beer, and coconut suncream.

Rose groaned first, rolling onto her back, her hair tangled, her body aching in places she didn’t know could ache. She blinked at the cracked ceiling, then turned her head to the others. Camilla was still sprawled half-naked on her bunk, one arm flung over her eyes, while Lydia lay on her stomach, sheet twisted around her hips, snoring softly.

Rose’s cheeks burned as the memories came rushing back, the fire, the moans, the men, her friends. She sat up, clutching the thin sheet to her chest. “Oh my God,” she whispered, wide-eyed. “What did we do last night?”

Lydia rolled over, hair wild, her lips curling into a grin. “Oh my God,” she echoed, but with a wicked laugh. “It was so hot. The sexiest thing I’ve ever done.”

Camilla pulled the sheet down from her face, her blonde hair a mess, her voice still husky with sleep. She gave a slow, dazed smile. “Those men… God, they were beautiful. Sexy. And fuck… their big cocks. Can you believe it? I think my vag will never feel the same again.”

For a moment there was silence. Then all three burst into helpless giggles, laughter shaking their exhausted, sore bodies.

They lay back, still aching, still glowing, knowing nothing would ever quite be the same again.


Book Two Teaser — The Next Step

They thought it had been a one-off. A crazy, firelit night of sex on a private beach, something they’d never speak of again.

But the men had other plans.

The next evening, Rafa arrived at the hostel in his battered Land Rover, the engine rumbling in the street. He didn’t ask, he told them. A private house in the hills, with a pool, a stocked bar, and no neighbours to hear them scream.

Lydia was the first to grin and grab her bag. Camilla followed, hungry for more. Rose hesitated, her heart pounding, but the pull was too strong. She climbed in too.

And when they reached the house, the truth spilled out. The beach had only been the beginning.

There would be parties. Other men. Beautiful women. Clubs in the city where anything was allowed. A world of darker temptations, of power, of submission, of desire that pushed far beyond one night.

The girls thought they knew sex. They thought they knew themselves.

But in Rio, with Rafa, Tiago, and JP leading the way, they were about to find out how far they could fall.
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