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Abby let out a deep sigh as she glanced
around the dismal motel room. It was small, the beds were creaky,
the floor was dirty, the paint was peeling, and a couple of dead
roaches lay feet-up in one corner. The girl hadn’t even wanted to
put her clean clothes in the dusty old dresser, and as she sat
perched on the edge of the bed in her bathing suit, she worried
about her bare ass touching the filthy comforter. Some vacation
in paradise, she thought, shuddering.

Jennifer, on the other hand, seemed perfectly
happy with the situation. She had thrown her bag on the bed and
grabbed her bikini seconds after they entered the room, and Abby
could hear the other girl humming as she changed in the bathroom.
Then the door opened and Jennifer pranced out and stood in the
middle of the room, arms spread.

“Well, what do you think?”

“Oh my god,” Abby muttered. “Are you really
wearing that?”

Jennifer had shoulder-length blonde hair and
blue eyes, and because she was short, her full tits and round ass
stood out prominently. At the moment those soft curves were packed
into the tiniest bikini Abby had ever seen. It was hot pink and the
bra cups were so small they barely covered Jennifer’s nipples,
while the bottoms were basically nothing but a string that vanished
between the girl’s curvy ass cheeks.

“What’s wrong with it?” Jennifer asked,
looking down at herself. She tugged on the small triangle of fabric
over her crotch, and that movement made her tits jiggle so much
that Abby thought they might burst out into the open.

“Oh, nothing,” Abby said. “I’m sure the
locals will love you.” She grabbed her bag and stood up, her slim,
toned body clad in a conservative black bikini that looked more
like exercise clothes than swimwear. Her long brown hair was in a
ponytail and her nails were short and unpainted. “Come on, grab
your stuff. Let’s blow this dump and get some fresh air.”

But once the girls padded outside, they found
the windswept beach wasn’t much better. The water was nice, but the
sand was coarse and rocky and littered with trash. About two dozen
people were in the area, mostly couples or groups of college kids.
Many of them were smoking, laughing, drinking beer, and blasting
music from their portable speakers.

“Oh, this is wonderful,” Abby muttered. “In
fact, I’d say this is the icing on the cake.”

“It is not my fault,” Jennifer said.
“The brochure didn’t look anything like this.”

The sad state of the beach was just the
latest in a string of disappointments since the two women got off
the plane in Mexico. First the cab driver took them to a shabby,
dismal section of town far from the sparkling resorts Cancun was
famous for. Then he dropped them off at the entrance to the Cancun
Diamond Palace, which had absolutely nothing in common with either
diamonds or palaces. After the manager showed the girls their room,
he invited them to visit the hotel’s outdoor bar for drinks at
sunset, during happy hour. But perhaps you’d like to spend some
time on our private beach first, he offered, giving the women
an oily grin. There is a shower and changing room right there on
the sand, so you can swim for a while and then join the other
guests for cocktails.

“Okay, it’s not perfect,” Jennifer admitted,
“but let’s make the most of it, okay? We’re on vacation! We’re
supposed to be having fun!” She pulled off her coverup, stuffed it
in her beach bag along with her other things, then tossed the bag
on the sand and sprawled out on a lounge chair, adjusting her
bikini top as her big tits sagged to the sides.

Abby rolled her eyes and grudgingly laid down
on the next chair, knowing she had no one to blame but herself. The
two girls had almost nothing in common, but because they were both
in their early twenties and both were single, they started hanging
out together during lunch breaks at the insurance agency they
worked for. That led to the occasional movie or concert or “girls
night out,” and when Jennifer suggested the two of them take a
“girls vacation” together, Abby had shrugged and said why
not? But now she was seriously regretting the decision,
especially since she had let Jennifer do all the planning.

“See, this isn’t so bad,” Jennifer said,
lying back and closing her eyes.

“If you fall asleep, somebody’s gonna snatch
your bag,” Abby warned. “Remember what the hotel manager said about
thieves on the beach?”

“Yeah, but these are all hotel guests,”
Jennifer said, waving a lazy hand at the other beachgoers. “I don’t
see anybody who looks shady.”

“Are you kidding? Every person on this beach
looks like they just got out of jail!”

Jennifer chuckled and closed her eyes again.
“Relax, okay? We’ll catch a few rays then head over to the bar for
cocktails. You’ll feel better after you’ve had a few drinks.”

“Don’t count on it,” Abby mumbled as she
scanned the outdoor bar at the rear of the hotel. It was nothing
but a sun-bleached canvas tent stretched above a few scarred wooden
tables, which were currently packed with men in T-shirts and
baseball caps drinking canned beer and laughing.

While Jennifer dozed, Abby sat upright so she
could scrutinize every person who walked by. The men all took a
good look at Jennifer’s curves, but their eyes slid away from Abby
with her frown and her mean stare. At one point a pair of Mexican
boys who couldn’t be more than 14 or 15 passed by, but they barely
looked at the women; instead, their eyes went immediately to the
two beach bags that contained not only the women’s coverups,
towels, and sundresses, but also their wallets and phones.

“Hey!” Abby snapped. “Scoot! Get going!” She
flicked her hands at the two teens and they walked away, chuckling
and talking in low voices.

“What was—what happened, what’s going on?”
Jennifer asked, stretching and yawning.

“Nothing. Come on, let’s get out of
here.”

“Is it time for happy hour?”

“I don’t know. Let’s just go back to the room
and change, then we can get a cab into town.”

“No, I want a drink first! Come on, it’ll
loosen you up.”

Abby rolled her eyes. “Whatever. But just
one, okay?”

“Sure,” Jennifer said, sitting up and looking
around. “Where’s the—oh, I’ll bet that’s the changing room.” She
pointed at a wooden structure near the bar; it was about the size
of a walk-in closet, with walls made of fence board and no roof.
The women took their bags over and Jennifer knocked on the door.
“Hello? Anybody in there?”

“It’s empty, dummy,” Abby said, pointing.
There was a two-foot gap between the sand and the bottom of the
walls, so if anybody was inside, their legs and feet would
show.

Both women went inside, locking the door
before they plopped their bags on the sand in the center of the
small space. It was nearly empty, with nothing but a beach shower
in one corner and a rusty coat hook hanging from one wall. Jennifer
pulled off her bikini top, freeing her big, pale tits, then she
pushed her bottoms to the sand and stepped out of them.

Abby turned away; the women had never changed
in front of each other before, and now Jennifer was standing
buck-naked only two feet away from her. “Um, I think I’ll just put
my sundress on over my swimsuit.”

“That’ll look stupid. Just change, okay?”
Jennifer knelt down and stuffed her bikini into her bag then
started rummaging through it, her big tits jiggling the whole time.
Most of her body was tanned a deep golden brown, but her tits and
ass were as pale as milk.

Okay, this is too weird, Abby thought.
Let’s just get this over with as soon as possible. She
shrugged off her own bikini and dropped it into her bag,
self-consciously moving her arms over her small, firm tits and the
neatly-trimmed brown bush between her legs. She was waiting for
Jennifer to get her clothes before she rummaged for her own, but
then the blonde stood up empty-handed.

“You know what? We ought to rinse off
first.”

“But we didn’t even get in the ocean.”

“Yeah, but I’m sweaty and my legs are all
sandy. If we don’t clean up, we’ll be itchy and miserable.”

“But—” Abby began, but Jennifer was already
squeezing past her to get to the shower, the blonde’s bare tits
rubbing against the other woman’s arm. Abby cringed and stepped
back, her bare ass pressed to the rough wooden wall, as Jennifer
pulled the handle on the shower. At first nothing happened, but
then the rusty metal pipe rattled and coughed out a huge spray of
water.

“Wait! Our stuff!” Abby wailed as water
cascaded down onto the two beach bags. Jennifer gasped, grabbed
them both by the handles, and flung them toward the other end of
the small room. One of them landed in the gap at the bottom of the
wall but the other rolled all the way out onto the beach.

Abby threw her hands in the air. “Holy shit!
What are you doing?”

“Jesus, I’m sorry,” Jennifer muttered. She
turned and reached for the shower handle just as Abby was heading
for the bags and the two naked girls collided with each other,
their bare tits mashing together. Jennifer squealed and tried to
dart around her friend, but only ended up getting tangled with Abby
again. The brunette stumbled and sat down hard, her bare ass
sinking into the deep sand.

Abby let out a sigh and closed her eyes.
“Great. Now I’ve got sand up my crotch.”

“God, I’m such a klutz,” Jennifer moaned,
grabbing Abby’s arm. “Here, let me help you.”

Abby opened her eyes then snapped “No!”

“But I’m only trying—”

“No, no, not you! The bags!”

Abby pointed at the gap at the bottom of the
wall, and Jennifer spun around just in time to see two pairs of
hands snatch the beach bags from the ground, followed by the
muffled footfalls of people running in sand.

“Nooooo!” Abby wailed, scrambling over to the
gap on her hands and knees. She ducked her head underneath, her
sandy ass sticking up in the air, then she leaned back and sat down
hard again. “They’re gone,” she muttered. “With all our stuff.”

“Our money and phones were in there,”
Jennifer said, trembling. “And our room key.”

“Not to mention our fucking clothes and
towels,” Abby added bitterly. The brunette stood on shaky legs and
wrapped her arms around herself, breathing hard. No one said
anything for a few seconds, then Jennifer whispered, “Abby?”

The brunette stared at her friend with dead
eyes. “What?”

“W-what are we gonna do?”

The two girls stood silent for what felt like
an eternity. Then, just as Abby opened her mouth to respond,
someone pounded on the door to the changing room.

“Hey, anybody in there?” a drunken male voice
bellowed.

“J-just a minute!” Jennifer squeaked. “Almost
done!”

“Well…hurry up, will ya?”

Abby grabbed Jennifer’s arm and pulled her to
the other side of the changing room, away from the door. “We can’t
stay in here forever!” she hissed. “We need to make a plan, and
fast!”

“But all our stuff is gone! Our clothes, our
towels, everything! We can’t go out like this! We don’t even have
our room key!”

“We have to find something to cover up with.
A towel, a beach blanket, anything!”

“Hey, come on!” the drunken voice barked from
outside, followed by another flurry of pounding. “Other people
gotta use that shower, too!”

“Just hang on!” Abby called out. “We’re
almost done!” Then, her mind racing, the girl moved back to the
door again. “Um…hey, listen! After we get dressed, we’re gonna hit
the bar. Why don’t you run over there and grab us three seats?”

Silence for a moment, then the voice drawled,
“Uh…I don’t…”

“Come on, my friend and I really want to get
to know you! We’re both single and we’re here to have fun! In fact,
if you order us all a round of margaritas, we’ll be out by the time
the drinks are ready.”

More silence, then the voice finally
muttered, “Um…okay.”

Abby let out a deep breath. “Okay, I bought
us a few more minutes. Now we—”

“Why didn’t you just ask him to bring us some
towels?” Jennifer asked. “We need somebody to help us!”

“Are you joking? Did you see those
people out there? If anybody finds out we’re stuck in here naked,
they’ll—”

“They’ll what?”

Abby rolled her eyes and flung her hands in
the air. “I don’t know, but I’m not about to find out! Women get
attacked at resorts like this all the time!”

“I can flag down a waiter, or someone else
who works at the hotel!”

“I told you, I don’t want the whole fucking
world to know we’re stuck in here naked!”

Jennifer huffed and crossed her arms over her
big, bare tits. “Then what’s your plan?”

Abby got down on her hands and knees again
and peeked under the boards. “I see a few towels hanging on chairs
down near the ocean…the people must be swimming…and…okay, somebody
left some clothes on another chair…looks like a T-shirt or
something…”

“So that’s your solution? Steal
somebody else’s clothes after a couple of jerks steal ours?”

Abby stood up again, her tits jiggling as she
bent down to brush the sand off her knees. “We’ll give them back,
for god’s sake! We just need something to cover up with so we can
go to the front desk and tell them what happened! Then they can
call the police and let us in our room so we can get dressed.”

Jennifer closed her eyes and shook her head.
“Okay, so how the heck are we even supposed to do this? The
minute we walk out of here, everybody’s gonna see us!”

Abby thought for a moment, the gears in her
head turning again. “No, this is what we’ll do. Instead of going
out the door, we’ll crawl out on the opposite side. The beach bar’s
on the other side, so nobody there will see us, and if we keep our
backs to the wall, the people down at the ocean probably won’t see
us, either. We’ll wait until nobody’s looking, then run to the
closest chair and grab whatever we can.”

Jennifer rubbed her forehead. “Jeez, I don’t
know…”

“It’s the only choice we’ve got! Now come on,
before that drunk asshole comes back!”

Both girls got down on their hands and knees,
and Abby took a quick peek through the gap. “Okay, I think it’s
clear. Let’s go!” She dipped her shoulders and tried to crawl below
the boards, but the gap was too narrow. Grunting, she lay flat on
the sand and pulled herself out, her bare tits and belly scraping
over the rough sand as she used her hands to drag her body through
the opening. Jennifer copied her, wincing as her much bigger tits
scraped across the sand. “Ow, ow, ow!” she whispered, hauling
herself under the boards until she was outside and lying next to
Abby. Both girls scrambled upright again, their bare skin coated in
sand from neck to knees.

Abby pressed her back to the side of the
changing hut, scanning the closest beach chairs as Jennifer did her
best to brush the sand off her tits. “Okay, I think we—”

“Holy shit!” a male voice said, laughing.
“What’s going on here?”

Gasping, Abby and Jennifer spun around to see
a group of four college-aged guys walking to the beach from the
hotel. They wore T-shirts and bright board shorts, and all four had
goofy grins on their faces.

“Run!” Abby barked, grabbing Jennifer’s hand
and taking off toward the hotel. The two girls barreled past the
group of guys, who watched in awe as Jennifer’s big tits bounced as
she ran.

“W-where are we going?” Jennifer gasped,
charging through the deep sand as fast as she could while Abby
yanked on her arm. But then Abby stopped dead in her tracks,
whipping her head from side to side. To the left was the beach bar,
which was filled with people. Straight ahead was the hotel lobby,
and at least a dozen people were wandering around there, too. And
behind them, laughing their heads off, was the group of guys.

“Come on!” Abby ordered, spinning to the
right and dragging Jennifer along with her. Between the palm trees
was a small hill covered with chest-high sea grass and sea oats,
and the girl figured they could duck behind it until they figured
out what to do. She let go of Jennifer’s hand as she scrambled to
the top of the hill, the stiff sea oats whipping against her naked
body, then suddenly the sand beneath her feet vanished and she was
treading on thin air, arms pinwheeling as she tumbled down and
landed face-first in a huge puddle of sea water.

Coughing and spitting, Abby rolled over and
looked around. What she thought was a puddle was actually a shallow
stream that snaked away behind her. The source of the water was a
huge six-foot-tall cement drain pipe, and what Abby had thought was
a hill was just a mound of sand covering the top of the pipe. She
had run up to the top of the pipe and then run right off of it,
crashing down to the wet sand below.

Suddenly Jennifer’s blonde head poked out of
the sea grass at the top of the pipe. “Are you okay?” she
whispered, then she shot a glance over her shoulder and muttered,
“Crap!” The girl slid down the side of the sand mound covering the
pipe, then gasped when she saw what she had been standing on top
of. “Come on, they’re coming!” she told Abby, grabbing the
brunette’s arm and hauling her upright again. Abby swayed on her
feet, still dazed from the fall, as Jennifer whipped her head from
side to side looking for an escape route. She finally yanked Abby
into the opening of the drain pipe, and the two naked girls stood
there with their bare asses pressed to the rough cement as
footsteps thudded above their heads.

“Where the hell did they go?” a male voice
asked.

“I don’t know,” another voice answered. “They
just fucking vanished!”

Abby and Jennifer stood there silent and
trembling; the guys couldn’t see the pipe from where they were
standing, so it must have seemed like the two women really did
disappear into thin air.

“Nah, they must have circled back toward the
beach,” the first voice said, then Abby and Jennifer heard the
mingled conversations fade away as the group wandered off.

“That was scary!” Jennifer said in a harsh
whisper, the sound echoing in the hollow pipe. “Abby, what the hell
are we gonna do? There’s people all over the place!”

The brunette brushed sand off the front of
her body, still a little lightheaded from the fall, then she peered
out the opening of the pipe. “How the fuck should I know?”
she muttered. “I don’t even know where we are now!”

“There’s another resort next door,” Jennifer
said, pointing to the right. “A really fancy one, too. I thought
about booking a room there, but it was too expensive. We must be
in-between the two right now.”

Abby dropped her hands to her sides and let
out an exhausted sigh. “All right, look. You can stay here if you
want, but I’m going to find something—anything—to cover up
with. A towel, a tarp, a fucking Mexican flag, anything, I don’t
fucking care. And then I’ll find someone from the hotel to help
us.”

“You can’t leave me here!” Jennifer wailed,
her frantic voice echoing through the hollow pipe. “I don’t want to
be stuck here naked by myself!”

Abby rolled her eyes. “Fine. Come with me,
then. But stay low and make sure no one fucking sees you!”

The brunette crept out of the pipe opening,
looked both ways, then climbed up the shallow slope near the top of
the pipe again with Jennifer at her heels. The two women could hear
mingled voices coming from the beach and the hotel, but no other
guests were in sight. Abby motioned with her head, then she and
Jennifer hunched their shoulders, bent their knees, and scurried
away from the ocean, keeping to the gap between the two hotels.
Soon a small wooden building appeared on their right, on the other
side of the fence encircling the neighboring hotel. The sound of
voices grew louder, too, and the women could hear water
splashing.

Abby put a hand on Jennifer’s shoulder to
stop her. “Wait a minute. I just had an idea. There’s the other
hotel’s pool, and I’ll bet that’s the towel hut.” Still hunched
over, the two women crept closer to the five-foot-tall chain-link
fence. The back wall of the wooden hut was so close they could
almost reach their fingers through the fence and touch it. Abby
squatted down as low as she could then peered around the edge of
the hut. She swore under her breath then turned back to Jennifer,
who was also squatting on her heels.

“There’s a million people at the pool,” she
muttered.

“Can’t you just climb the fence and grab a
couple of towels before anybody sees you?”

Abby scowled and shook her head. “Maybe. I
don’t know. But you’re the one who ought to climb over and
get them.”

“Why me?”

“Because you’re the one who threw our
clothes and all our other stuff out onto the beach!”

“Not on purpose! It was an accident!”

“Keep your voice down!” Abby hissed. “You’re
gonna—”

“What the hell are you doing?” a strange
voice asked, and the two women looked up to find a teenage boy
staring down at them from the other side of the fence. He wore a
wet bathing suit and had a towel draped over his shoulders, and
when he saw that the women were naked, his face lit up with a huge
smile. “Oh, wow! I didn’t know there was a nude beach over there!”
Before the girls could react, a middle-aged woman in a white hotel
uniform came out of the towel hut and stared down at them too. Her
eyes went wide, then she turned and shouted something in Spanish
toward somebody near the pool.

“No, no!” Abby begged. “Don’t call anybody
else! We just need—”

“Give me that!” Jennifer said, lunging up and
flailing an arm over the fence. She grabbed one end of the towel
draped over the teen’s shoulder, but before she could snatch it
away the boy grabbed the other end. Soon the two were pulling
furiously on the towel in a manic tug of war, with Jennifer’s big
tits jiggling like crazy as she yanked over and over. The boy just
laughed as Jennifer struggled, her feet sliding in the sand, until
she finally lost her grip, fell backward, and sat down hard, her
bare ass hitting the ground with a dull thud.

The woman from the towel hut had been
watching the scene with her mouth hanging open, but now she turned
and gestured frantically to the person she had shouted at earlier.
Soon a tall man in a security guard uniform began moving in their
direction, speaking into a walkie-talkie as he navigated around the
swimmers and the lounge chairs.

“No, wait!” Abby barked, jumping to her feet
and wrapping her arms around herself as she moved closer to the
fence. “Please, we just need a couple of towels! We’re staying next
door and—”

“Abby!” Jennifer squealed, pointing, and the
brunette turned and saw a second security guard jogging toward them
from the direction of the beach.

“Shit!” Abby yelled. The guard from the pool
had nearly reached the towel hut, and the one from the beach was
only about thirty feet away. “Run!” she gasped, stumbling through
the sand as she charged along the fence line toward the other side
of the pool. Jennifer ran behind her, nearly crying now.

“W-why…why can’t we…ask for help?” the blonde
blurted out as the two reached the back side of the pool.

“Did you see the looks on their faces?” Abby
blurted back. “And they probably don’t even speak English!”

“B-but we could—” the blonde began, then she
crashed right into Abby as the brunette skidded to a halt. Abby
flinched as Jennifer’s big tits mashed against her back, then she
jerked away from her friend and grabbed a handle on the fence. She
yanked it and a gate swung open, leading to a path that stretched
up to the pool area. At the moment, no one else was around.

“W-what are you doing?” Jennifer squealed.
“Where are we going?”

“This leads from the pool to the beach.
There’s another towel hut over there!” Abby answered, bolting
forward, but she only got a few feet before she skidded to a halt
once again as the security guard from the pool area appeared from
around the corner. When the two women spun around to run back the
other way, they found themselves face to face with the guard who
had jogged up from the beach. He was tall and mean-looking, and a
wide grin split his face as he reached for the handcuffs clipped to
his belt.

“Wh-what are you doing?” Abby gasped as the
guard spun her around, pulled her arms behind her back, and
handcuffed her wrists together. Meanwhile, the other guard was
doing the same thing to Jennifer.

“Ow!” the blonde squealed. “That hurts, it’s
too tight!” She looked at Abby, eyes wide, teeth chattering. With
their arms behind their backs, the girls had no way to cover
themselves. Both stood with their shoulders hunched and their knees
bent, legs pressed together, but it was futile; their naked bodies
were on full display to the two lecherous security guards.

“Come on, let’s go,” the taller, scarier
guard ordered, gripping one of Abby’s arms and leading her up the
path toward the pool.

“N-no!” Abby wailed. “What are you doing?
Where are you taking us?”

“To the manager’s office.”

“B-but we didn’t do anything!”

“You’re not wearing one of our wristbands,
which means you’re not a guest here. And if you’re not a guest
here, that means you’re trespassing.”

“But we didn’t—we only—”

“Quiet,” the mean guard snapped as he led
Abby up a set of wooden stairs while the other guard tagged a few
feet behind with a firm grip on Jennifer’s arm. “This happens all
the time. Our resort is very luxurious. People book a room next
door, but then they see how nice our pool is and they see all the
nice bars and buffets we have, so they try to sneak in and pretend
they’re staying here. That’s why our guests wear yellow wristbands,
so we can spot trespassers right away.” He chuckled, turning to
scan Abby’s body up and down. “Although you and your friend stood
out for different reasons.”

“You idiot, somebody stole our clothes! We
just wanted to borrow a couple of towels!”

“Sure, sure. Tell that to the manager.”

“Seriously? Do you think we’re running around
naked because we want to?”

The man shrugged. “Tourists go topless all
the time here. They think because they’re in a different country,
they can do whatever they want. But I’ve never seen any go all the
way like you and your friend here.”

Abby was about to respond, but then they
reached the top of the steps and a huge lump lodged in her throat.
There must have been two hundred people in and around the huge
lagoon-shaped pool, and at the moment, most of them were staring in
their direction.

“Oh my god, oh my god…” Jennifer muttered
from behind her, and Abby looked back to see that the blonde was
trembling like mad, her big tits jiggling as her body shook with
fear.

“Move it,” the mean guard said, tugging on
Abby’s arm. The two girls were led right into the mob of people
around the pool, who all stared with wide eyes and leering grins.
Some of the men whooped and cheered, and most of the teenage boys
ran closer for a better look. As the guards led Abby and Jennifer
through the crowd, some of the guests were so close that the girls
couldn’t help brushing against them as they walked past. Abby
cringed as one man’s beer belly pressed against her bare hip, and a
man who stood holding a drink at chest height leaned forward to
slide his hand against one of Jennifer’s big tits as she moved by.
The blonde squealed, then she did it again as someone in the crowd
pinched her bare ass. Abby yelped as someone did it to her, too,
then a hand snaked out of the crowd and gave one of her tits a mean
squeeze.

Sobbing the whole time, the two girls were
poked and prodded by the crowd until they reached the hotel’s main
building on the other side of the pool. The guards then ushered
them through a service door that led to a long hallway lined with
doors on both sides. The air conditioning hit them like a wave, and
both girls shivered as goosebumps broke out all over their naked
bodies. At the end of the hallway was a lobby area with several
secretaries and other staff members hustling between desks. Abby
and Jennifer had to stand in the middle of the room with everyone
gawking at them until the hotel manager finally came out of his
office to join them. He was a small middle-aged man dressed in a
gray suit, and he laughed softly as he looked the girls up and
down.

“Well, what do we have here?” he asked.
“Streakers? Nature lovers?”

“Trespassers,” the mean guard said, launching
into the story of what the girls were doing when he spotted them.
Then Abby jumped in to tell her side, with the hotel manager
smiling and nodding the whole time. But as he listened, his eyes
wandered over the two naked bodies in front of him, lingering on
Jennifer’s big tits and her curly blonde bush.

“So please, can’t you give us some clothes?”
Abby begged. “We just need something to wear so we can go back to
our hotel and get this mess straightened out.”

The manager laughed softly again. “This is a
hotel, not a clothing store. And how do I know you’re really
staying next door? You could be homeless vagrants from the street
for all I know.”

Abby rolled her eyes, exasperated. “For god’s
sake, just loan us something for a few minutes! That’s all this is
gonna take!”

The manager stroked his chin for a moment.
“Alright. I will loan you two towels, and one of my men will
even drive you next door.” He turned and gave rapid-fire
instructions to the guards in Spanish, then vanished back into his
office.

“Thank god,” Abby mumbled to Jennifer. “Just
a few more minutes and this nightmare will be over.”

But their embarrassment hadn’t ended yet. One
of the guards left the room and returned with two beach towels, but
he refused to remove the handcuffs until the hotel next door
verified the girls’ story. He and the other guard wrapped the
towels around Abby and Jennifer, running their hands all over their
tits as they tucked the top fold of the towels inside the lower
folds. Then they led the girls down another hallway that led to the
hotel’s main lobby. Plenty of guests were lounging there or
wandering back and forth, and they all stopped to stare at the two
girls wrapped in towels with their hands cuffed behind their backs.
Jennifer’s towel kept coming untucked because of her big tits, and
twice it slithered to the tile floor as the guards muscled the
girls toward the door, leaving her naked as the guests in the lobby
stared and gasped.

Outside, the mean guard put the girls on the
back seat of a golf cart then pulled out of the parking lot for the
short trip next door. But the ride was bumpy and Jennifer’s towel
came untucked again right away, opening wide and leaving her bare
tits to bounce up and down as the golf cart cruised over the bumpy
asphalt to the next hotel. She was sobbing by the time the cart
pulled up in front of the Cancun Diamond Palace, where a few guests
milling in the parking lot pointed and laughed.

Chuckling, the guard fixed Jennifer’s towel
then took both girls by the arm and led them inside. The manager
who had checked them in earlier was now gone, and in his place was
a stern-faced older woman with her hair in a tight bun. She frowned
at the two girls as the mean guard rattled off an explanation in
Spanish.

“Please, just let us into our room so we can
get dressed and call the police,” Abby begged.

“You don’t have your key?” the woman
asked.

“No, I told you, all our stuff was
stolen!”

“You have no ID?”

“Are you deaf? We don’t have anything!”

The woman narrowed her eyes. “What room are
you in?”

“It was…I don’t know, 149? Maybe 159?” Abby
looked at Jennifer, but the blonde just shrugged.

“We don’t have a room 149,” the woman behind
the desk said in a dry voice. “Or a room 159.”

Abby was breathing hard now. “Okay, whatever!
I didn’t memorize the room number because it was on the key!
Where’s the man who checked us in? He can vouch for us!”

“Mr. Alvarez left an hour ago. He won’t be
back until tomorrow morning. Perhaps you should come back
then.”

Abby’s jaw dropped. “No, we can’t! We have
nowhere to go! You don’t—”

“I don’t have time for this,” the mean guard
grumbled. “They’re your problem now.” He pulled out a key and
removed the cuffs from both of the girls, then yanked off their
towels. Abby and Jennifer gasped and wrapped their arms around
their naked bodies as the guard stomped away.

“Please, give us something to wear!” Abby
begged the woman behind the counter. “Another towel, anything!”

“Our towels are for guests only,” the woman
droned.

“But I told you, the manager—”

“Won’t be in until tomorrow morning, so
please come back then.”

“But—but—”

“And until you can prove you’re a guest, I
must ask you to leave the hotel grounds.”

Abby and Jennifer stared at each other, arms
wrapped around themselves, their lips trembling.

The woman behind the counter sighed and
picked up the phone. She spoke a few sentences in Spanish, then
hung up again and gave the girls a brittle smile. “Security is on
the way. They’ll show you to the door. Oh, and have a nice
day.”
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