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When the airline representative told me in a condescending tone that they were cancelling my flight without any valid reason, I wanted to sue them. I really did. I wasn’t even sure this was legal, nor was I sure why I ended up waiting for two hours to get hold of someone.

Instead of getting sunburnt (and most probably laid) on a beach in Ibiza, I have been stuck in the middle of nowhere for what feels like for ever. And all that because they messed up my connections. No, they didn’t mess it up. They outright cancelled it. They just forgot to tell me about it.

So, because I threatened to go down the legal route, they have become much more accommodating. Go figure. I’m not the kind of guy who would do this. But this time I needed to make an exception. I spent half of my life’s savings on this trip that now will never happen (okay, I’m exaggerating here, because they are only delaying it by a week).

Eventually, the rep offered me a deal: they will deal with all the extra expenses I incur during this week, and call up everyone they possibly can – my hotel, the transfers, even the Pope – and make sure that I will still get to enjoy my week in Ibiza.

I could have left it there, but I didn’t. I was so angry at them. I don’t have many holidays a year (only one to be exact), so this was especially important to me. College is stressful enough already, I really didn’t need this to add to my troubles. I always go to a beach resort for a week during Spring break, and I always do that in a different country.

But now, Ibiza is off the table. I know I have two weeks off, but I have a choice to make. I either ‘waste’ all my time on holiday, when I know too well that I have exams coming up after the break, or I do what I should and sit my ass down to study. Yeah, right, the rep didn’t need to know what I would prefer to do, and still their mess-up caused an inconvenience.

The rep blushed on the other end of the line I’m sure, offering me another honey-string of a deal. At first, I had to blink twice and ask her to repeat the offer. But alas, it was real, or at least it seemed to be. Damn, now that I’m standing at the reception desk, I wish my flight got cancelled more often.

Forget Ibiza. Although I still haven’t got a clue where I am (somewhere near Alicante airport, that’s all I know), this place is amazing. It’s in the middle of nowhere, in a secluded (and well-guarded) private section of the beach.

The rep told me I could spend the next week in a luxury holiday resort that’s exclusively reserved for their unhappy clients (aka the ones that complain about their services). It makes me wonder how many unhappy clients they have, and whether I should subscribe to that list. I mean, surely, they could cancel a future flight of mine, too?

I let out a whistle, looking around at the sparkling ceiling, the white and red marble that’s everywhere, and the pristine receptionist who is taking my details. She is a bit old for my liking, but I’m not here to talk her out of her panties (at least not yet anyway). She smiles at me from behind black-rimmed glasses.

‘All done, Mr Fosters. Enjoy your stay at Cheeky Fountain.’

I raise an eyebrow at the weird name, but nod anyway. I had a few hours to calm down, and all that matters now is that I am still on holiday. Not where I wanted to be, but I guess beggars can’t be choosers. The concierge shows me to my room that’s on the third floor, and leaves me to my own devices.

I finally take a deep breath, getting rid of my tie. I don’t even know why I still travel in my exam suit. Old habits, I guess. My father taught me well, or at least I like to think so. He always said that a man should look smart, even on a trip to a strip club.

I look in the mirror, like I do more often than not nowadays, feeling a bit smug, if I’m honest. Okay, no Ibiza then, but it doesn’t mean I can’t enjoy my time, right?

I’m not a player, but I certainly am a ladies’ man with my black waves that reach my shoulders, and my bluish-green eyes. I have been working out between classes, too, so there’s that.

Especially since The Vampire Diaries, well, what can I say? I have a wide range of audience. I snicker at the joke, donning the suit and the shoes, too, changing into my midnight blue swim trunks.

One more look in the mirror and I’m good to go. I grab a towel from the rack (curtesy of the airline), fling it over my shoulder, and make my way back downstairs, keen on enjoying the fresh sea air. Wherever we are, and no matter how small this resort is, it is gorgeous. I guess I won’t have that much chance to party, but hey, holidays can be enjoyed in more ways than one.

My father always told me that I should be flexible. Plans change and that’s when life happens. Well, life; here I come.
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When I step outside, the heat instantly envelopes me and I close my eyes in pure bliss. Screw Ibiza, I’m going to have a great time anyway. Someone giggles behind me and I open my eyes again, only to blink a few times, and not just because of the Sun blocking my view. I can see plenty, and that’s what worries me.

A girl runs past me wearing a bright pink bikini and a strip of plastic across her body. I can’t make out what it says, but I whistle anyway, watching her ass bounce up and down as she jumps straight into the pool. I get a spray of the cool water on my cheeks, but I don’t mind. The view definitely makes up for everything. Hell, it even makes up for the change of plans.

What was it dad about life happening?

I thought this godforsaken place was empty as a bar before midnight, but no. I wouldn’t say it’s packed, either, but the kind of clientele they are catering for… I pinch myself, just to make sure I’m not dreaming. The bruise hurts like a son of a bitch, so there’s that. And then there’s the bunch of sorority girls that are splashing around in the pool.

I count eight, all different shapes and sizes (including Miss Runaway), yet all gorgeous and perfect. I look around me, feeling like I’m in Heaven. I might have died for sure, considering what’s in front of me. This is like every guy’s dream, and all this happened because of that cancellation.

A waiter walks past me, carrying a tray of kiwis and I pull him to the side. The fact that he has an identical towel thrown over his shoulder only annoys me for a moment.

‘Um, do you see those girls over there, or am I hallucinating?’

He looks at me for a long moment, then rolls his eyes, placing a hand on my shoulder, patting it slightly. Then he says in a high-pitched tone:

‘Honey, welcome to Cheeky Fountain.’

And with that, he winks at me and leaves me standing by the pool, towel over my shoulder and an already growing dick in my pants (sorry, in my trunks). How on Earth am I going to survive this without making a fun of myself? I look around once more. Okay, so going into the pool will have to wait. I lay down on a chaise, deciding that watching them won’t hurt.

And it doesn’t. In fact, when one of them spots me, she waves at me in a friendly way, before she gets a handful of water into her beautiful face. She spits some out, laughing whole-heartedly, returning the favour. A sigh escapes me as I watch them play, my dick growing painfully hard now.

This isn’t weird or creepy at all. Nor is it strange that all eight of them are wearing bright pink bikinis with tiny straps on the sides. I gulp when I realise how easy it would be to untie them all, making them fall into the water. But before I could fantasize about pulling their bikini bottoms down, something incredible happens. Something I won’t forget in a million years.
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Felicity (or at least that’s the name that’s written on the plastic ribbon that’s across her body, just like in Miss America contests) wraps her hands around Charity’s neck, smiling at her fondly. I take a deep breath, and time slows down as I watch them lean closer, one inch at a time. And, just when the tension proves too much, Felicity kisses Charity on the lips.

I whistle again, throwing the towel onto my boner (which is as impressive as the kiss). My eyes flicker from Felicity’s blond plait to Charity’s auburn curls, imagining what would happen if I was in the pool with them. If I wasn’t so scared of the public display, I would certainly play with myself. I’m too mesmerised by what’s happening, too.

There is more giggling in the background, and the kiss deepens. Charity pulls gently on Felicity’s plait and I almost lose it, jumping into the pool, when the unimaginable happens (not that two sorority girls making out in the pool was an everyday occurrence, but still). I can hear their moans from all the way here, and that, mixed with the other six girls’ giggle is an intoxicating combination.

When Emily, a brunette with a wing tattoo on her back joins them, now taking her turn and kissing Emily, I groan in frustration and arousal. Luckily (or unluckily) for me, they position themselves in a way so that I can see what’s happening underneath the surface, too.

Emily moves up to Felicity’s left side, freeing one of Felicity’s perky tits from the tiny bikini top, then massaging it slowly. Felicity closes her eyes, resting her hands at the back of the pool for support. And that’s when I spot Charity’s hand, almost falling off my chaise. The cheeky girl’s fingers are inside Felicity’s bikini bottoms, moving in and out rapidly.

I shake my head, looking around for the waiter again. I must be dead. This can’t possible be real. But there is nobody in sight, only me and the eight sorority girls. I don’t really pay attention to the rest of the group. These three are doing plenty to keep me hooked (in every sense of the word).

‘Having fun?’

Someone whispers into my ear, and I actually jump up from the chaise, dropping the towel in the process. My dick is making the front of my midnight blue swim trunks look like a bloody tent. I gulp, glancing back over my shoulder. I read the name ribbon: Cecilia. I also check the girl out. Strawberry blond bob, dripping into her crystal blue eyes. Slim figure, huge tits and hips I want to hold onto.

‘Um, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to sound like a creep.’

I say, blushing. I suddenly wish I was in Ibiza. But the light chuckle she gives me, along with her shrug tells me that I didn’t do something too horrible.

‘It’s okay. In fact, do you want to join us?’

I open my mouth to reply, but I find myself short of words – and short of breath, too. Another sorority girl appears magically, placing a hand on my chest. She is fully red, with freckles and gorgeous green eyes.

‘He seems a bit sigh. What do you say we give him some encouragement?’

Cecilia smirks at the newcomer, and before I know it, they are making out in front of me, their hands roaming on each other like crazy. I’m in two minds, really. Not because I don’t want to have fun with these girls, but because I don’t want them to stop doing whatever they are doing, even if it would be for a moment.

Cecilia looks at me, then bites Chastity’s lower lip. A low growl escapes me and Cecilia raises a perfectly shaped eyebrow at me and I glance back at the girls in the pool. Except they have all climbed out now, circling in on me. Eight girls, and me. That’s a no-brainer.

‘I’m in.’

I say, and they all cheer in unison. Emily grabs my hand and a mental image flashes in front of me of where that hand had been earlier, and my cock twitches. Felicity glances down at my bulging cock, pursing her lips. My heart skips a beat as one by one they look at my junk. Is it too small for them? I highly doubt it. Charity answers my unspoken question by saying:

‘The only problem is that you aren’t one of us. Not yet anyway.’

They all giggle, exchanging glances, then returning their gaze to my cock. I spot Emily as she licks her lips. I groan.

‘Um, what do I need to do?’

A girl I haven’t seen before walks up to me, carrying a tiny pink bikini bottom, holding it out to me, as if I’m supposed to know what she means. Cecilia takes it from her, rolling her blue eyes at me.

‘Don’t be silly. You need to look the part. Obviously.’

Another set of giggles and I raise an eyebrow, looking from her to the bikini bottoms. When realisation daws I gasp.
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‘What? There is no way… Oh God…’

I try to protest, I really do. There is no way I would agree to this under normal circumstances. But these aren’t normal circumstances. Eight girls want me to have my way with them, and all I need to do is wear a set of pink panties. What the hell?

‘See, we don’t play with just anyone. Our group is too close for that.’

Yeah, I can tell. I can feel their hands and lips on me. They are everywhere. At some point I spot the waiter winking at me, blowing me a kiss. For some unfathomable reason, my cock twitches at the sight, maybe because I know I’m being watched.

‘So, here’s the deal.’

Cecilia continues, keeping an eye on her friends. I couldn’t tell how many of them are teasing me right now, but it feels like they have multiplied by ten. One set of hands is pinching my nipples, and another one is circling my cock, while yet another is caressing my back. A shiver runs through me when someone sucks on my neck.

‘You come with us, and we will make sure you have the best time of your life. You can do anything to us, but only as long as we can do anything to you. Deal?’

I nod, too stunned to say anything or protest. I can faintly feel the swimming trunks slide down my legs and disappear, but before my cock could anticipate their next move, Felicity pulls the pink bikini bottoms onto my cock. Someone bites down on my left earlobe and I groan. Another one of them grabs my cock, and I need to open my eyes when I realise that she is trying to lead my by it. Quite literally. Through hooded eyes I notice that it’s Cecilia.

I’m surrounded by giggles and a bunch of girls who want to do wicked things with me. I smile at the idea that I was ever upset that I couldn’t go to Ibiza. If I have to wear pink bikini bottoms in the meantime, so be it. They don’t even feel half as bad as I thought they would. A bit tight around my cock, but exceptionally smooth and silky.

I gulp, watching her perky little ass wiggle in front of me. The promise is awesome, and so is this place. I wink back at the waiter when we walk past him. I’m even tempted to send him a kiss, but when he looks meaningfully at my cock (the one that’s now clad in pink bikini bottoms and is currently being held by Cecilia, who uses it as a leash), I decide against it. Still, I soon forget all about him and all my worries.
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One would think that a group of eight sorority girls would be staved for sex. True, you hear stories of some lesbian action going on in the background, but when they see a cock (especially a generous sized one), they should just jump on it, right?

Well, in my fantasies, maybe. Right now, I’m not sure whether I’m in one of my hottest dreams or worst nightmares. The former, because the eight girls are now a tangle of limbs, mostly naked, apart from the name ribbons (which is purely for my benefit I’m sure). And it’s also the latter, because I’m not allowed to touch them.

I want to object, but then again, I’m conflicted. They are all over each other, and I love to watch that. In fact, Cecilia and Felicity ordered me to do exactly that. I’m sitting in a comfortable chair, only wearing the pink bikini bottoms they put on me. I am sorted, well, mostly.

As far as I can tell, there are two groups of four, occupying the two queen-size beds. I’m somewhere in the middle, feeling a tad bit awkward. It’s like a reality fuck show, where all I can do is watch and root for one of them to be the winner (which would mean the first orgasm I guess).

I let out a sigh, grabbing my cock through the panties. Apparently, this is the only thing I’m allowed to do apart from watching. I can’t cum, I can’t fuck them. At least not yet. If I remember correctly (although it is a bit hazy, because I was focusing on her ass more than on her words), Felicity said that I had to be their perfect sissy doll. And dolls didn’t participate, they sat being pretty.

Okay, fine, I will play along for now. As long as I can watch them tease, lick and suck each other to oblivion. I decide to focus on Felicity’s group first. I can tell that both Felicity and Cecilia are leaders, considering that they are the ones being pleasured.

Emily’s brown waves block Felicity’s pussy from view, but that doesn’t mean I’m not enjoying her moans, or the way the other two girls (their names are hidden between their enormous boobs, and it isn’t like I can just get up and ask them) flick their tongues over her pink nipples. The pink bikini tops are long gone, and so are most of the bottoms.

I switch to Cecilia’s group, only to groan, increasing my hand’s pace on my cock. If I thought that Felicity getting tongue-fucked was hot, then I didn’t know anything. Cecilia has her back to me, wriggling in doggystyle, while one of the girls (another nametag lost between boobies) sucks on her clit from underneath her. The third one is kissing her lips, then slowly sucks on her neck. Cecilia is panting heavily, and I wonder whether she will win the competition.

Charity, who I recognise from earlier (okay, fine, I don’t recall her from her auburn curls or hazel eyes, but from her massive ass) produces a sex toy I can’t fully see from my angle. As if reading my mind she looks at me, her hazel eyes twinkling.

‘Oh, I’m sorry, sissy doll. I almost forgot that this was for you.’

And with that, she places the pink dildo into her mouth, sucking on it loudly. Cecilia lets out a small cry, but I know it wasn’t an orgasm scream just yet. No, she is smarter than that. She knows I’m watching, too. My plan was to look back at Felicity and watch her enjoy her friends’ company, but my eyes are glued on Charity as she sucks on the dildo. She then glances down at my hand, shaking her head. The dildo leaves her lips with a loud pop.

‘I would slow down, if I was you. We are going to be here for a while.’

She moves to Cecilia’s side, and as if on cue, the girl beneath her (the one still licking her clit) places both hands on Cecilia’s juicy ass, pulling it apart. Charity inserts the pink dildo into Cecilia’s already wet pussy, then walks off, confusing me.

I take this opportunity to look at Felicity, and I almost fall off my chair. She is now in sixty-nine with Emily, while one of the girls is fucking her pussy with a purple dildo, in perfect contrast with the other girl ,who is sitting behind Emily’s ass, moving her dildo in and out. Pink for Cecilia, purple for Felicity. I get it. My mind is either playing tricks with me, or the mixture of moans and groans is real.

‘Here we are. Do you think our sissy doll could join us yet?’

Charity asks, but Cecilia shakes her head.

‘No. Not until we had our fun first.’

Then, turning her attention to me the same moment Charity pushes another dildo up her delicate ass:

‘You prefer watching anyway, don’t you, sissy doll?’

I don’t know why I nod. It might be a combination of my impending orgasm, and the fact that I’m watching a girl being fucked with two dildos, or even all the stress. But I nod anyway, and right this moment, I couldn’t agree more. I want to be here, and I want to watch them please each other.

‘That’s a good sissy doll right there. Oh…’

I’m pretty sure the second part wasn’t meant for me, when Felicity cries out and my eyes flick to her on their own accord, just in time to see the four girls pant heavily, and yet, somehow their chests rise and fall in unison. I catch Felicity’s scolding gaze as she gets up from the bed and walks up to me, swaying her hips. Her blonde plait is still intact.

‘I see that you aren’t a perfect doll yet.’

She says, stopping in front of me and shaking her head. Then, she glances back over her shoulder at the other three girls (I swear I will read those nametags later).

‘Girls, what do you think? Could we do something to improve the situation? Girls?’

But they aren’t listening. I glance behind Felicity, gasping when I notice that all three of them have a separate purple dildo in hand. It’s like a chain reaction, really. Instead of plunging them into their own pussy, masturbating at the same time, they are pushing the dildo into the pussy of the girl sitting next to them. Again, something I wouldn’t believe if I wasn’t present.

Felicity lets out a sigh, glancing over at the other group. No luck their, either, as they are still busy pleasuring Cecilia. Felicity watches them for a moment, then shrugs, turning her attention back towards me.

‘No matter. I can turn you into the perfect sissy doll myself.’

And with that, she pulls the pink hairband out of her blonde hair, letting the braid undo itself. I’m so tempted to run my hand through her hair, but she does the same with mine instead. The shock comes before the realisation when she starts plating my shoulder-length hair, while her perky tits are in my face. I know I’m only supposed to watch, but I can’t help it: I take a nipple into my mouth.

Felicity doesn’t mind. This could be our secret. She positions herself so the others can’t see. Clever. I think I will enjoy my week here. So what that I have my hair braided, my junk stuffed into pink bikini bottoms? As long as I get to have fun with these girls in the end, I don’t mind. Not at all…
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