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The sand was a crisp gold, warm and soft against Jessica's skin. She rolled onto her front, and savoured the sensation of it against her bare breasts and belly. She thought about how exposed she was, here on the beach, and her nipples tightened and dug little holes through the grains.

Of course, there was no-one around to see her, stretched out naked, halfway between the beach house and the gently breaking waves. The beach had its own cove, a crescent of low cliffs keeping it private from the larger stretches of sand either side. When the wind changed, she could hear the happy sounds of the crowd just around the headland. Occasionally, a boat went past, briefly viewed in the gap leading out to sea.

From inland, it was almost impossible to get to the beach. A rough road- more of a track, really- was blocked by locked gates and warning signs. Trees and a couple of low ridge lines meant that the beach house couldn't be seen by drivers passing the entrance. Perhaps, if they exited their vehicles and went hiking or biking along the cliffs, they might be able to look down and glimpse Jessica's nudity.

If they had put that much effort into getting a look, Jessica couldn't begrudge it. She had more than enough privacy for what she had planned.

The beach house was better kept than the path up to it would suggest. The outside wore years of weather lightly, its paint faded, but none of the wood cracking. Inside, however, it was clean and modern. The solar panels blended with the roof kept the batteries built into the structure charged for year round power. And there was a lot to power, with a modern hob and oven complementing the traditional solid fuel stove, as well as a full range of entertainment devices.

It would be late at night, or deep in really horrible weather, before Jessica would think to power up the sound or video systems, though. She could happily lounge naked on the beach or verandah, or even go for a swim, whilst the sun was out and so warm.

A swim, yes, that had been the other thing she had planned, besides sunbathing. She rolled onto her back again, and propped herself up on her elbows so she could look at the water. It was crystal clear where the waves broke against the rise of the sand, then pale blue, shading darker and darker as she looked out to sea.

Standing in one easy move, Jessica walked down to the water's edge. She brushed little bits of sand from her body, even as she knew they would all wash off soon.

The wet sand was harder underfoot, but still a pleasant sensation. Jessica stood just above the reach of the previous wave, and watched as another broke, and the bubbles struggled up the sand, reaching out for her toes. The third wave managed to reach her, so she decided the sea had won, and it could get to touch all of her.

Her first few strides into the water were long and powerful. But then the sea was halfway up her calves, and she had to fight the extra resistance. When the waves were breaking on her thighs, she cheated, and did a jack knife dive into the shallow surf.

She swam along under the waves for as far as she could, long, dark blonde hair streaming behind her head like lazy tentacles. Then she broke the surface, and wiped the water from her eyes to take a look around.

Underwater, the arms of the enclosing cliffs carried on, to join and create a little barrier. It was too deep to be revealed at low tide, but it did break the bigger waves out to sea, taming them into the gentle ones that lapped at the beach. Jessica swam toward where the water foamed over this mini reef.

Here, she bobbed in the water much more than in the middle of the bay. Every so often, one of the waves lunging up over the rocks below would begin to crest, flecking its forward edge with white.

Jessica pushed herself into the front of a wave, like a surfer fighting her way out to a preferred spot, then rode the next one in. It gave her momentum to swim back to the shore with the bare minimum number of strokes.

She didn't know how long she had been swimming, but five figures had appeared on the beach whilst she was away. She recognised Rex, tall, dark, buff and charming, but none of the others with her husband. These would be their special guests.

The water she was in was about deep enough to come up to her shoulders. She reversed her stroke, coming to a halt in the water, and rolled until her feet stretched out and touched the bottom. She should make an entrance.

The five men watched as Jessica walked toward them, rising from the sea with each step and revealing her long, slim body. Her long hair was plastered to her back and shoulders, clinging to the skin and following its shape. It curved up the tops of her breasts, but wasn't quite long enough to cover the nipples. The breasts were firm, tipping up slightly so that her nipples pointed at the thin clouds a little way inland. Her belly had a light curve to it, the way it turned in drawing attention to the thin, neat strip of hair at her crotch. Long, finely muscled legs carried her along, their strides becoming longer as she got further out of the water.

Rex stood with his hands on his hips, watching Jessica rise from the sea. He still looked at her with open desire, which made her love him more. The men either side of him had equally appreciative expressions. This was as it should be with people you planned to make love with soon.

“Darling, these are the boys from The Gang.” Rex said. “They're all in a band, and they've stopped off to join us for a day or two on a break from recording their album. You know that villa on the other side of the island that was converted into a recording studio last year? I just got to have a look around it.”

“Hello boys.” Jessica wasn't sure what the etiquette was for a situation such as this. She stood with her hands behind her back as Rex did the introductions. TC was the tall black man at the far left of the group, wearing a loose white shirt and pale linen trousers. Beside him was Bryn, short and muscled, with a Hawaiian shirt and knee length shorts. He was the bass guitarist, Rex told her. Tom, the lead singer, was tall and slim, perfectly fitting his stylish linen suit and hat. Mutt, the drummer, looked just like a surfer, with tight white sleeveless T-shirt and knee length shorts.

Jessica and Rex hadn't had the full Gang experience yet. Since joining, they had enjoyed a few threesomes with other members, and one joyous weekend with another couple. But this was their first time participating in what the group specialised in- group sex with multiple men pleasuring one lucky woman.

When they had been able to organise the beach house through another member, they had known what they must do whilst there. Jessica had left it up to Rex to work out the arrangements, knowing he understood her tastes, and would get the best possible group of men for her. So far, she wasn't disappointed.

“So, how should we proceed?” Jessica asked. Rex looked to the band for an answer.

“The first rule is that we should always do what the lady wants us to do. Though that can mean letting our imaginations run wild and having her all the ways we want, if that's her desire.” Tom explained. He had the presence, and finely chiselled, handsome features, that would make him a good front man. “So, if there's anything you really want to do, just tell us, and we'll have a go.”

Jessica considered this for a while. “The first thing I need is for all of you to be naked. It doesn't seem right that I'm the only one with no clothes on.” She gestured at her naked body as if none of them had noticed it.

Mutt and Bryn started to pull their shirts off, but Rex held a hand up, and pointed out, “The tide's coming in, and we're below the high tide line. Let's not leave any clothes to be swept out to sea. How about we go up to the verandah?”

“A very good idea.” Jessica said. Walking up to the line of men, she stopped by her husband to kiss him, then led the way back to the beach house. She knew they had all turned to watch the roundness of her buttocks, and the way they rolled as she walked, without even having to look back.

Her thong sandals, the only items she had worn when she came out onto the beach earlier, were just below the high tide mark. Above this point there were twigs, shells and larger stones in amongst the sand. Nothing dangerous, but potentially uncomfortable underfoot. She slipped the sandals on and walked to the open steps up to the verandah.

Covered by an extension of the house's roof, this wide balcony ran along two sides of the house. The side facing the sea had a pair of loungers on it, whilst the other had a six person table for al fresco dining. For a moment, Jessica thought about all they ways the dining table could be used for sex. It was certainly wide and sturdy enough for her and two- maybe even three- others. But there was no padding. She ran her fingers over the surface of the table as she walked past, toward the front of the building.

The loungers could be arranged into various positions, including flat out. They were narrower than a single bed, but ideal for what Jessica had planned. Rex started folding one down without even needing a hint. He knew her well.

Jessica sat on the lounger when Rex had rearranged it, and looked up at the five men. “I think, now, we can have your clothes off.” she said.

They took to their job enthusiastically. Mutt was naked in mere moments, his clothes being
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