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		Introduction

		

		This books was largely inspired by a movie about a pair of pants. I saw it once in college, which is more years ago than I want to admit. I’ve had an idea of something like this for a while, but have only now had the opportunity to write it.

		I should note that any similarities between this book and the said referenced movie are largely coincidental and deviations should be readily apparent.

		I would like to thank JTwenty7 on Tumblr and BDSMlr for his help in deciding on earrings as the object that travels. A pair of pumps was also considered, but with the cost of international shipping, I figured that would be cost prohibitive for a group of college students.

		I hope you enjoy reading this book as much as I enjoyed writing it.

		~Sadie

		

	
		

		Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings 1

		

		Goodbye.

		They should have been easy words to say. And yet I couldn’t bring myself to say them.

		I kept telling myself that goodbyes weren’t needed. It was only a few months apart. After three years spending almost all of our free time together, I felt like I was leaving them forever. We called ourselves the four amigos ever since we met as college freshmen.

		Now we had finished our junior years and we were spending our first summer apart. I was headed to Greece for the summer to visit my aunt and her husband. They had a small boat and they wanted to show me around the Greek Islands in the Aegean Sea.

		That felt like a world away, especially since I had not seen my aunt in years and had never met her husband. I was venturing off into the unknown, without any idea of what might happen to me.

		But there was some hope of maintaining contact with the friends I had come to regard as family over the past three years. We went shopping on our last day together, checking out a cute little second hand shop near campus. We were college students and couldn’t always afford fancy things. Luckily, retro looks were in.

		As we were browsing the shop, I spotted a cute pair of earrings, pink metal hoops that seemed perfectly tacky and amazingly on brand for our little troop. We all wanted a pair, but there was only one pair. We couldn’t all get them.

		I don’t mean to brag, but the idea that we all pitch in to buy them and share them. It was a way to link us together. Each of us could wear them for a couple weeks and then we would send them on to the next person, along with a letter describing what happened while we wore them.

		It was silly and clearly a rip-off of a movie, but it seemed like a fun way to enjoy ourselves and remind each other how much we mean to each other.

		“Lena, you’re a genius,” Tabitha said. “Too bad I’m staying around town while all of you get to do exciting things.”

		“I’m spending the summer on a farm,” Kamryn scoffed. “I don’t think you’re winning on this one.”

		“And I’m working at my internship,” Bridget offered. “Really, it’s just Lena who’s going to be having fun. I mean, Greece. How cool is that?”

		“On a boat,” I offered. “It’s probably some tiny little thing that will barely fit us. And let’s not forget how easily I get sea sick.”

		They all nodded knowingly, remembering the field trip on a whale watching boat. I didn’t see a single whale, because I spent all my time puking over the side of the boat, my eyes never leaving the blue-green water below.

		“You’ll mail the earrings after two weeks, right?” Bridget asked.

		“That’s what we agreed to,” I answered.

		Bridget looked relieved. Despite being the only one of us who actually got an internship this summer, she seemed the least confident. Bridget was a good student and she excelled in the classroom, but her social confidence was lacking. We all hoped she would learn a lot from her time working at a hedge fund in New York.

		None of us said goodbye to each other, but we did manage to give each other one last hug before we all went our separate ways.

		For me, that meant going straight to the airport and boarding a plane headed to Greece. I was scheduled to land in Athens. My aunt was scheduled to meet me there and take me to the place the boat was anchored. From there, it would be a summer spent at sea. I could only hope I found my sea legs.

		My aunt had not been particularly clear about what she had planned for me for the summer. I had the impression that her husband was a fisherman and I would be helping with that. But the truth was, I had never met her husband and I knew nothing about what he did for a living.

		I slept on the flight for most of the way. The red-eye flight headed east made that easier. And to my great surprise, my flight landed early. When I cleared customs, it was still early and my aunt was nowhere to be found. I stopped at an airport lounge and paid to take a shower. It gave me a chance to freshen up and feel better about myself. It also gave me the opportunity to put on the earrings for the first time.

		As soon as they were hanging from my ears, I felt a tingle running down my spine. My lips turned up into a smile, giving me the feeling that I could do anything. Sure, I was dressed in shorts and a t-shirt, ready to deal with the summer heat, but I felt invincible.

		“Lena,” a woman shouted out as I exited the lounge with my roller bag trailing behind me.

		I looked up to see my aunt waving to me, although she looked a lot different from what I had remembered in her old photos. Namely, she seemed to have much bigger breasts than I remembered. I couldn’t help but wonder if she had implants, what with the way they projected away from her body.

		“Aunt Anna,” I called out in response, nearly breaking into a run to reach her sooner. My earrings swung from side to side, hitting me on the sides of my face, but I didn’t care. For the first time on this trip, I felt a sense of belonging. I might not have known my aunt very well, but she was family and I was happy to see her.

		Aunt Anna wrapped me up into a big hug, holding her big breasts up against my own small ones. The density of them told me all I needed to know about them. They were firm and quite round, making it clear she had work done.

		“It’s good to see you,” she said, her Greek accent strong enough to notice, but not enough to affect my ability to understand her. “You have a good flight?”

		“It was fine,” I said. This was my first time traveling by plane alone, but I had managed it just fine. It was just like every other time I flew with family members. “I’m glad to be on the ground again though.”

		“I hope you aren’t too accustomed to spending time on dry land, because Adrian has a big summer planned for us on his boat,” my aunt said. “Come, let’s get your stuff in the car. I’m so happy you could join us for the summer.”

		As it turned out, the car in question was a hired car with its own driver. This was no ride-share, but a hired town car with a large back seat and a professional driver.

		As soon as my bags were in the trunk, the driver helped us into the back seat and we were off. The main roads from the airport lead toward the city to the west. We, however, went east, toward the Aegean Sea, and a small cove where the boat was anchored.

		The entire drive I kept glancing over at my aunt, looking at her breasts. I had never known anyone who had gotten implants before. Deep down, I had always wondered about them for myself, especially after my own breasts stopped growing early on. But I had never admitted that desire to anyone, not even my friends.

		I kept taking darting glances out of the corner of my eye, trying to get a good picture of my aunt’s assets. But I noticed more than her large breasts. There was the way she held herself. Her picture was perfect, the way she kept her shoulder back. That only served to make her breasts even more prominent.

		“So what kind of work are we going to be doing?” I asked as we rounded a corner to provide the first view of the sea.

		“Work?” Aunt Anna asked. “I don’t understand. We’re not doing any work.”

		“But,” I started to say, confused. “I thought Adrian had a fishing boat.”

		My aunt smiled. “No, no, no. He owns a fishing company, but he doesn’t actually do any fishing himself. No, this is like a vacation.”

		“Oh,” I said. It was a relief to hear we weren’t going to be spending the summer fishing, but I still had no idea what we were doing.

		“I just thought you might enjoy a chance to enjoy yourself after all those years of schooling. Who knows, maybe you’ll meet a nice man and fall in love.”

		I didn’t say anything, but I had my doubts. I might not be as socially inept as Bridget, but I had never found men all that interesting. They were attractive, yes, but seeing all the frat guys at Thatcher get drunk every weekend and make fools of themselves did not lead me to believe there was much hope of ever doing more than just hooking up.

		The car took us straight down to the pier. The driver helped us out of the car and then retrieved my luggage for me. He even carried it while he walked us down the pier toward a small rubber boat.

		“Where’s the boat?” I asked, expecting it to be tied up at the dock.

		“Out there,” my aunt pointed. I followed her finger to see a large yacht, roughly 100 feet long.

		“Whoa,” I said. “I wasn’t expecting that.”

		My aunt smirked at my surprise. “See, I told you. It’s not a fishing boat.”

		It definitely wasn’t. It appeared to be a large modern yacht. It screamed a level of wealth I had never experienced before. I had only ever seen such opulence in movies and in magazines. I was going to get to spend my summer on that? I couldn’t believe it.

		Standing beside the rubber dinghy was a small man with strong lean arms. He nodded to my aunt and then took my luggage from the driver.

		My aunt said something in Greek that I couldn’t understand. He responded back in kind before helping the two of us into the dingy. He then got in himself and started the engine.

		The ride out to the yacht was gentle. The sea breeze felt wonderful as it blew through my hair. My head turned on a swivel as I tried to take it all in. Looking behind us, I could see the white plastered houses overlooking the cove. It was postcard perfect. I honestly did not know how it could get any better.

		“Permission to come aboard,” my aunt shouted as we reached the rear of the yacht. There was a small platform there to make boarding easy. It even had a ladder off the side to make it easier to get back on board after going for a swim.

		“Granted,” came the voice from a man smiling from up above. His voice, like my aunt’s, featured a Greek accent, although his was stronger.

		“That’s my husband,” my aunt explained.

		The little man who drove the dinghy hopped out and helped my aunt and I onto the back of the yacht. I started to reach for my bags, but my aunt put her hand on my arm, stopping me.

		“He’ll take care of that,” she said. “Come, I want to give you the tour and you need to meet Adrian.”

		My aunt led me up the steps onto a porch-like area. It was undercover with open glass doors leading into a room that appeared to be part dining room and part living room.

		As we entered, Adrian appeared through a doorway leading toward the bow. He smiled as he saw us.

		“Welcome,” he said joyously. First he hugged and kissed his wife. Then he turned his attention to me, wrapping me up in a big strong hug and then kissing each of my cheeks.

		“Thanks, for having me,” I said, not knowing what else I should say.

		“You need a tour,” Adrian said. He practically dragged me by the hand to follow him.

		Adrian showed me the entire boat. It was big and with just the three of us, I knew we wouldn’t be using the entire vessel all the time. My aunt and him shared the master bedroom which featured a large bed and a his and her bathroom, connected in the middle by a large shower.

		My room was not as big, nor was the bed as large, but it was still a queen-sized bed that I would have to myself. This whole time I had been expecting the three of us to have to share cramped quarters, but this was anything but cramped. In so many ways, my bedroom was nicer than my bedroom at home.

		There were two decks above the main sleeping level, which sat at about water level. The first deck featured the main dining room. There was also a full kitchen and the bridge with a large steering wheel and an array of navigation and communications equipment I could not begin to understand. The top deck featured an outdoor, but covered, lounge area and outdoor kitchen. Additionally, there was another steering wheel located there for alternative means of piloting the yacht.

		There was even a crane to lift the dinghy out of the water and store it on the aft edge of the top deck.

		After being given what I thought was the complete tour, it was my aunt who wanted to show me the last part of the yacht. She took me out onto the bow where there were spots for sunbathing as well as a hot tub.

		“I’m sure we’ll be spending a lot of time out here,” she told me confidently.

		I looked at my pale skin and thought otherwise. I had never been someone who could tan very well. The more accurate term for me was burn. My skin would turn red rather than darken like many other people. Even when wearing sunscreen, my skin still turned red.

		“Do you mind if I go to my room for a little while?” I asked. “I’m kind of tired and I want to unpack and get settled in.”

		“Of course, Lena,” my aunt said. “I’ll come and get you when we set off. I’m sure you’ll want to watch as we set sail near sunset.”

		I wasn’t positive that I wanted to watch that, but I would trust my aunt. So much had been thrown at me all at once, I needed some time to process it. Clearly, my aunt had married into money, but it was almost like she had no connection to another way of life anymore. I couldn’t fully explain it, but she had this entitled air about her that I couldn’t understand.

		I knew my aunt was well traveled, but she had settled in Greece when she was still young. That was where her Greek accent came from, I was sure. She was not Greek by birth, but had moved here before I was born. Still, I was surprised that she seemed so content with the luxury life she now lived. Then again, if I could live like this, I might be pretty content too. But not having experienced this level of luxury before left me without a proper ability to compare.

		My luggage had been delivered to my room while I was taking the tour. I quickly set about unpacking. This would be my bedroom for the remainder of the summer. I figured I might as well make it mine sooner rather than later. I didn’t need to spend my summer living out of my suitcase.

		As I worked, I quietly hummed to myself. I didn’t notice that it was a pop song. My musical tastes had usually focused on alternative rock. Popular music was not something I generally listened to. But this song had a nice beat that made it easy to dance to.

		That was something else I rarely did. I usually considered myself to be a klutz. My coordination was awful, making me glad I wasn’t going to be asked to help with any fishing. I had a feeling if I tried, I would either somehow fall overboard or I would get tangled in a net. Or both.

		It didn’t take long for me to put away my clothes, although I realized I probably wouldn’t be wearing most of it. I had a feeling my aunt was going to want to see me in my swimsuit as much as possible. It seemed that if we weren’t going to be sunbathing, we would probably be swimming or relaxing in the hot tub.

		However, once my clothes were put away, I felt a sudden wave of tiredness come over me. I stretched my body and yawned, hoping to fight against the beginning of jet lag. I could have gone in search of caffeine, but with my bed already there, I couldn’t stop myself from taking a nap.

		As I climbed under the covers, I only briefly wondered why I had stripped naked or why I had left my earrings in. But that questioning was short lived. As soon as my head hit the pillow, I was out like a light.

		Something strange happened while I slept, however. I was unaware of this at the time, but the life I once lived would be radically changed as I napped for that first time on board the yacht.

		As I laid there, my breasts ballooned out, growing bigger and bigger until they were at least as large as my aunt’s breasts, if not bigger. My ass went through a similar growth spurt, giving me what could only be described as a bubble butt. My already slim body actually became more slim, giving me a wasp-like waist.

		My hair grew out from my head, giving me a long dark mane, helping me to better fit in here on the Greek coast. My fingernails also grew out, giving me glamour length nails that made doing all but the simplest of tasks difficult.

		My face and skin changed too. All of my blemishes, scars from childhood, previous signs of acne, all of that simply faded away, leaving behind perfect flawless skin. I also developed a healthy tan all over, without any tan lines, as if I regularly tanned in the nude. After fixing my skin, there was little left that needed doing on my face, but my lips plumped up, giving me what could only be described as dick sucking lips.

		However, the most significant changes came to my mind. There was a wholesale cleansing of everything in my head. My naturally inquisitive mind was redirected toward other pursuits, namely fashion and sex. My interest in academics was gone. All I cared about was looking hot and having fun.

		When I woke up, I sat up and put my hand to my head, feeling as if I was recovering from a migraine. My thoughts moved slowly. That bothered me for a moment as I had this feeling that I should be smart and a fast thinker.

		However, I managed to shake off those concerns once I looked down to see my big tits. I smiled as I held them in my long-nailed hands. My thoughts instantly turned to sex and how much I wanted to feel a cock between my tits. However long it had been since the last time I had given a tittiefuck had been too long.

		The fact I had never done such a thing, had never been able to do such a thing, never crossed my mind as I pinched my nipples and shuddered as a happy tingle went down my spine and straight to my pussy. Just pinching my nipples was enough to get me wet and ready for some fun.

		Knowing I would be gone all summer, I had planned ahead for personal needs. In my B-side drawer was a dildo I had brought. It was pink, but otherwise mostly realistic looking. I pulled out the dildo and wasted no time in bringing it to my pussy lips.

		I teased myself for a moment, pretending the dildo was really the cock belonging to a man. In my newly limited mental state, I knew men liked to tease me, lording their big cocks over me. It was something I mimicked in my masturbation, teasing myself until I was ready to beg for a good hard fucking.

		“Oh yes,” I nearly cried as I pushed the fake cock inside me. I leaned back against the headboard as my eyes rolled up into the back of my head. I loved it when my pussy was full. It was one of the best feelings in the world. The fact this belief was new to me did not even cross my mind.

		It did not take long before I was cumming. I simply didn’t have the self control to keep myself from going straight toward an orgasm. My whole body convulsed as waves of orgasmic pleasure cascaded through my body, flowing out from my pussy, overwhelming every part of me, even my brain.

		When I came to, I had a dopey smile on my face. It was the smile of he freshly fucked. The dildo was still inside of me. I nearly left it in, but after a nice nap and an even better climax, I knew it was time to get up and about. There was still a chance to catch a few rays of sun before sunset.

		I cleaned my dildo by licking it clean. Even though I had never tasted myself before, I knew I loved the taste of myself. That alone nearly got me back to playing with myself as I imagined myself sucking on a real cock. My mouth watered at the thought.

		“I’m such a good slut,” I told my reflection after I got dressed. There wasn’t much in my dresser that interested me anymore. My shorts were too long, my pants too baggy, my tops not stretchy enough, and none of it revealing enough. Instead, I opted to wear my swimsuit, a bikini I was usually too nervous to wear by itself.

		Now, however, I loved it. I especially loved how the triangle cups were too small to contain my big tits. They left boob on display around all three sides.

		On my way out the door, I nearly grabbed a sarong to wrap around me, but I decided against it. Knowing me, I would probably lose it or it would get caught in the wind and blow off. No sense in wearing it only to lose it like that.

		I found Adrian and my aunt sitting up on the top deck, drinking wine.

		“There she is,” Adrian said with a big smile. His eyes did not leave my chest, making me giggle in response.

		My aunt was dressed similarly to me, just wearing a bikini. Now that she was onboard, she didn’t need to worry about meeting society’s modesty standards. And despite being 20 years older than me, she looked fantastic. Her tits were obviously fake, much like mine appeared, standing round and proud, high up on her chest.

		“Let me get you a glass of wine,” my aunt said. She stood up and walked over to the bar, letting her ass sway back and forth as she went. Her bikini bottoms were a thong, which made me a little jealous. It wasn’t my fault I didn’t have such a skimpy bottom to wear.

		After handing me my own wine glass, Adrain held his up for a toast. “To a summer of fun.” We clinked our glasses and then I took a drink.

		It didn’t take long before the wine started to go to my head. Nor was it long before I was introduced to another guest onboard.

		Adrain had invited one of his up and coming executives. At 30, he was already making good money and he clearly took the time to take care of himself. He joined us shortly after our toast. He just wore a pair of board shorts, revealing his hardened six-pack abs.

		As soon as I saw him, I was in lust. I wanted him. I wanted to kiss him, I wanted to suck him, I wanted to fuck him.

		“I’m Dareios,” he said flawlessly in British English, with no hint of a native accent.

		I immediately went to pour him a drink. When I brought it to him, he pulled me down onto his lap, leaving me giggling. I could feel his big cock under my ass, pushing up against it. I couldn’t help but grind down onto it, as he let his free hand roam over my body.

		If there was any question as to the appropriateness of our actions, they were answered when my aunt started making out with Adrian.

		“I’m Lena,” I said with another giggle. “I like you.”

		“Well, I like you too,” Dareios said with a smile.

		I was inseparable from Dareios for the rest of the night. Eventually Adrian had to get up and begin piloting the yacht. He had a pilot on staff, but he apparently liked to do the driving on nights like this. The sun was setting over the hills behind us as we left the safety of the cove and headed out into the open sea.

		Any thought to the possibility of sea sickness was forgotten as my entire focus was on Dareios, with occasional glances up at the golden sunset. I couldn’t keep my hands off of him. I would start running them across his muscled chest, but I would inevitably move down across his washboard abs. That would lead my fingers to wander, trying to get at his cock. I was hungry and horny. I didn’t care what hole he put it in. I just needed his cock.

		However, despite my best efforts, Dareios managed to keep me at bay. That didn’t stop him from kissing me though, his tongue darting past my lips, exploring my mouth as I did the same to him, our tongues intertwining.

		I didn’t even understand how it happened, but after finishing off a bottle of wine between us, we made it down onto the bow. Music played with a heavy beat as small waves crashed against the hull below us. It was just the two of us in the hot tub. I didn’t know where Adrian or my aunt had gone off to, but I had no doubt she was getting a similar treatment to me. She was as much as a slut as I was, but I had no doubts I was the bigger bimbo.

		I sat in the middle of the hot tub, looking deep into Dareios’ eyes as I slowly removed my bikini top. I let it float off, leaving my big round tits bobbing on the surface like two icebergs, giving hints as to what lay below.

		A moment later my bikini bottoms rose to the surface, after I had untied them. Dareios needed little further encouragement as he pulled me onto his lap, me straddling him. I was disappointed that he was still wearing his shorts, but the moment he began to suck on one of my nipples, I knew I was in heaven.

		I grew my head back and moaned as he sent wave after wave of pleasure through my body. His actions were enough to make me cum right then, but I forced myself to hold out. I wanted my first orgasm with him to be with his cock inside of me.

		“Come on, baby,” I urged him as he took a moment to come up for air.

		He smiled at me, knowing what I wanted, knowing it was more like a need. I needed to feel his cock inside of me, fucking me. After that, he could have me anyway he wanted, anytime. I would be his to play with at his leisure, his own personal bimbo slut.

		It only took a moment for Dareios to lift me up with his strong arms and somehow remove his shorts. They began to float beside my discarded bikini. However, all I could think about was how his cock was now free. He could finally fuck me.

		“Of, fuck,” I cried out as Dareios lowered me onto his cock. He was big, bigger than I imagined. I split me open, stretching me more than I had ever thought possible. But there wasn’t pain. It was all pleasure as I slowly built up a rhythm of bouncing on his lap to the beat of the music.

		It only took a few minutes before I was beside myself with lustful desire. I couldn’t think. I couldn’t speak. In that moment I was just a fuck doll to be played with.

		I lost all track of time as we were coupled together, his cock buried inside of me. Dareios reached places with his cock that I did not know was possible, but every moment felt better than the last. I was in bimbo heaven as I bounced on his lap, fucking myself with reckless abandon.

		“Here it comes,” Dareios grunted as he took me by the hips and held me down on him. I could feel him twitch inside of me. Then only moments later, he let loose a torrent of hot white cum, flooding my pussy with his seed.

		I cried out in pure ecstasy as I came. My vision turned white and my arms splashed about, uncontrolled, in the hot tub. Every nerve in my body felt like it was firing, sending an overwhelming cascade of pleasure through me, short circuiting what remained of my mind.

		It was only later that I became aware of myself. I was sitting beside Dareios, still in the hot tub, with my head on his shoulder, looking up at the starry night sky. This had been a perfect evening, but I realized this was only the start of my summer. I knew it was only going to get better.

		I never made it back to my room that night. I slept with Dareios in his room. He had a bigger bed, which meant we had room for more fun. I came more that night than I had ever cum before. His hands, his cock, could play me like a musical instrument, giving me pleasures I had never dreamed of before.

		But when I woke the following morning, I was disappointed to wake up alone. It took me a while to get myself moving. I vaguely wondered if my sluggishness was jet lag related, but I decided it was just a result of how thoroughly I had been fucked the night before. Even hours later, I felt like there were little aftershocks of orgasmic energy being released, making me stop and close my eyes as I enjoyed a moment’s pleasure.

		I took my time getting ready that morning. A part of me wanted to wear my bikini again, but I had left it in the hot tub. When Dareios and I went below deck, we did so without any sense of modesty. Not that I felt the need to be modest now either. What was the difference between wearing a bikini and not? I was certain Adrian had seen tits and pussies before. Given how close he and my aunt were, I doubted he would complain. And I was certain Dareios would not complain if I arrived at the breakfast table in the nude.

		Still, after a shower and nearly an hour doing my makeup and styling my hair, I decided I needed to wear something when I went up to join everyone else. I sorted through my dresser again, not really happy with anything I had to wear until I found a pair of scissors. That simplified my choices. I wouldn’t have to wait until we next made landfall to go shopping. I could make my clothes wearable now.

		When I arrived on the main deck, I wore a tiny top that did a poor job of covering my tits. I had cut the neckline to be deeper on a top that already had a scoop neckline. I also cut off most of the bottom of it, leaving a considerable amount of under boob visible. It was like half a top for a girl who had half a brain, if that.

		My skirt had been a jean skirt that nearly reached my knees before. I didn’t know why I owned such boring clothes. But my scissors made fast work of it. When I arrived on deck, it barely covered my pussy and definitely left my ass slightly exposed in back. I didn’t wear any panties with it. Given what I had, I planned to throw all of them out when we next made landfall. I planned to do a lot of shopping too. I was sure Dareios or Adrian would be willing to pay for some new clothes. I needed everything, from lingerie to bikinis. I might even need an evening dress or club dress depending on what we did while we were in town.

		As it happened, Adrian and Dareios were sitting at the dining table, discussing work. They each had an array of folders and documents in front of them. I tried looking at one of them, but the words and numbers swam in front of my eyes. I vaguely wondered if I could still read, but I easily pushed that thought aside. Reading and math weren’t important for a bimbo like me. As long as I had a sexy body, I could use that to get by.

		It was only after Adrian let out a low moan that I realized they had not been discussing business alone. My aunt was under the table getting her own breakfast, sucking off her husband while he busied himself with important matters.

		Without even thinking, I dropped to my knees and crawled under the table to join my aunt. I licked my lips as I found Dareios’ cock. This was exactly what I needed. And given how hard he was, it was what he needed to. I happily took him into my mouth, even letting his thick shaft slide into my throat as I happily gave him a bimbo’s signature blowjob.

		Two weeks passed in a flash with Dareios fucking me in every possible way. When he wasn’t fucking me, I was usually spending my time with my aunt sunbathing. I was working up a nice tan.

		It had taken me a few days before I felt comfortable asking if she minded if I tanned in the nude. She gave the best of response, pulling off her bikini and baring her tits to whoever could see them. Soon I had done the same.

		After that, the yacht tended to be clothing optional, at least for my aunt and me. It ended up that way for the men as well, since we were so often getting fucked by them. My aunt was as big a slut as me, it turned out, but she was way smarter than me.

		Somehow I knew my new life as a bimbo had something to do with the earrings, but I couldn’t understand what had happened. I did know that I loved wearing them and was sad to have to ship them off at the end of two weeks.

		As for writing a letter to go with them, Dareios had to help me with that. I just wasn’t very good with words anymore, assuming I ever was. Either way, he helped me choose the right words to use and he made sure I talked about more than all the fucking we had done. He did have me include some of the details of a club we visited on one of the islands we stopped at, but he didn’t let me share about how we had fucked in the middle of the dance floor. That was my favorite part, but Dareios didn’t think it was appropriate to share. He told me to save those details for when I saw my friends at the end of the summer.

		My two weeks with the earrings was the best two weeks of my life. I was so happy I got to wear them and I couldn’t wait to hear how they were for everyone else. But in the meantime, I was going to enjoy myself with a summer on a yacht with a sexy man that had the stamina to keep up with a bimbo slut like me.
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