

CORA BORA

AJ GRAY


Copyright © 2017 AJ Gray

All rights reserved

This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

All characters in this novel are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.


Contents

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten


One

Jack lowered the beer bottle he was about to drink from, eyes drifting over the pretty, but serious looking female cop.

"Jack MacGuire?" she repeated in her Spanish accent.

His four companions - two on each side - glanced inward, signalling who she was after. A hooked finger beckoned him towards her. Jack glanced at his mates, trying to hold back sniggers, and shook his head. "Oh this is such a wind up."

"Don't look like nobody messin' around to me," said Andy, straight faced.

"Out!" ordered the cop, curved finger motioning him out once more.

Jack let out a sigh and slid out the booth, trying to ignore the looks from around the taverna style restaurant.

"Hands on table," she ordered in no uncertain terms.

"Really. You're doing this?"

Jack's mates were now stifling giggles as hands were laid palm down.

"And spread 'em. Yeah you heard me."

Jack had turned and was looking at her - if she really was a cop, she was certainly a looker - reluctantly, legs spread, he assumed the position.

"I've a good source that tells me you have an offensive weapon," she said, frisking him.

Jack remained still - where exactly was she going with this? He soon had his answer as her hand found its way to his crotch. "Hey steady on."

"Hmm," she said, firmly grasping him for a good few seconds. "Just as I suspected."

Jack rolled his eyes. "Let me guess. You just found your offensive weapon."

"Don't move!" she ordered withdrawing her hand, as she unclipped a walkie-talkie from her belt.

Jack looked across at his sniggering mates. "I'll get you guys back for this."

"I'd cooperate if I was you," chuckled Steve from the safety of the booth.

"Yeah these Spaniards can be real fiery," added a smirking Lee.

Jack glanced at the cop behind him.

"I'm going to need back up," she said eyes directly on his. "I've got an ABC."

Jack raised an eyebrow. "An ABC?"

"A...Big...Cock," she said pausing for a split second to let that final word register, before thrusting her hips into him.

Jack's three mates cackled with unrestrained glee as he motioned forwards, wide-eyed and startled. The game was up. Pulling off a hair band the fake cop shook long dark locks free, and nodded to the bartender. She had Jack plonked on a stool right on cue as the music started. Legs splayed open by the dark haired temptress, she shimmied between them, circling back and forth, up and down, expertly and hypnotically teasing him with her slinky moves.

Jack was more than warmed up when she stepped back and whipped off a section of skirt, with all the theatricality of a matador flummoxing its beast. Slim bronzed legs were soon straddled across his lap as she bounced and gyrated to the music's up-tempo beat. The room, now fully cottoned on to the striptease in progress, clapped encouragement.

"Arms up," she ordered softly, but authoritatively, to his ear.

Jack raised them and, for a spilt second he was hidden from the myriad eyes, before his t-shirt disappeared off over his head and he was back centre stage, watching as his beguiling tormenter tossed it to his chortling mates. Sat on his lap, facing him, she leant to him and delicately nibbled an ear lobe. "Nice body," she whispered, tracing a hand down Jack's toned chest and abs, lingering lower still, before jerking back. "Your turn," she smiled devilishly.

Thrusting an ample chest forwards, she guided his fingers to the buttons of her tight shirt, which one by one to the very last he undid. She now slapped his hands away playfully, and spun around, long locks flicking his face as she grinded away on his lap. Jack threw his head back and pursed his lips - a silent howl on the cusp of pleasure.

"That's it Jacky boy," bellowed Steve.

"Give her one for me," yelled Lee, good-naturedly.

Facing her audience, the temptress now ripped her shirt open to appreciative cheers from several men watching, and guided Jack's hands over smooth pert flesh. In a heartbeat she'd spun again, and pulled Jack from the stool. On her haunches she placed a finger to her lips, as she looked at his shorts like a huntress surveying a catch. She turned back to the audience with that devilish grin. Jack, still trying to remove her open shirt, could only watch as she dropped back down onto her haunches, this time dragging his shorts down with her.

The women in the joint, no doubt as surprised as Jack by this, signalled their approval with cheers every bit as loud as the men's only moments earlier.

Now Jack was in good shape, he worked out pretty much every day, but however good he felt about his body, this feeling of exposure was something entirely new. Not that the Spanish beauty cared. Wrestling his shorts free from his ankles, she dangled them from a finger in front of his face, before chucking them to his all too receptive mates.

"Hey!" said Jack, "I thought you were the stripper."

She placed a finger to his lips and pushed him back onto the stool. Yet more grinding and teasing ensued, before she yanked him back to his feet.

"Oh no!" said Jack, holding the waistband of his boxers, suspecting what was coming next.

She played innocent - instead removing the slip of material that accounted for a skirt - though was still clad in black bra, panties and boots as she shook her hips seductively. When she turned to face him again, her semi nude state proved enough of a distraction. In a flash she was back on her haunches, Jack's boxers duly around his ankles.

His hands snapped forwards to cover himself - though the laughter and smiling nods of acknowledgement from the female onlookers, indicated that they'd more than got a good showing of Jack's somewhat excited state.

Jack's boxers found themselves to his mates and the rest of his clothes - as the still clothed stripper, bent over and backed up, and generally delighted in teasing Jack - who stood like a statue hands clasped in front of his manhood. When she'd finally had her fun, she slapped him on the ass. "Nice show big guy," she whispered in his ear, before picking up the discarded piece of skirt, along with her shirt, and striding out the door to cheers.

"Not even a nipple, I hope you got a refund," said Jack, quickly putting his clothes back on.

"What for? The look on your face was priceless," said a still chuckling Andy.

"Yeah, yeah, laugh it up guys," said Jack, sliding his t-shirt back over a muscular chest that was still being gawped at by a number of women.

"What, they loved it," said Andy, gesturing to the several female eyes still shamelessly locked onto Jack.

"Shut up and pass me my beer."

"To Jack," said Steve, holding up his own. "Twenty-one and all fully grown."

"To Jack," the others tittered.

Jack sunk the last of his drink and slammed it back down on the table with a satisfied sigh. "I need another. Anyone else?"

"Here," said Andy, chucking him some cash. "This rounds on me...Stripper boy."

"Oh just you wait..." said Jack, grabbing the cash, before quickly heading to the bar ignoring any eyes still on him.

He'd only just put in his order, when a woman seated on the stool beside him spoke. "I'm sorry, but what was all that about."

"Oh, that, mates idea of a joke...it's my twenty-first," he felt impelled to add as she raised an eyebrow.

"Congratulations." A smile played at the edge of the woman's rouge red lips as she swept a hand through dark wavy curls, fringed whitish grey at a centre left parting.

Jack smiled and turned back to the bar.

"I'm sorry," she said, gently gripping his upper arm, "but I couldn't help but notice you have a fantastic body." She glanced up and down as she said this - the glint in her eye made Jack feel for all the world like he was naked again.

"Thank you," said Jack, shifting awkwardly from one foot to the other as the first pint was placed before him.

"You know I have a friend...a business associate who's always looking for pretty boys like you."

"Oh yeah," said Jack, her charm not lost on him. "What for?"

"She runs a retreat. A very modern, let's say female orientated run retreat." The second pint was placed on the bar counter. "A young stallion like you I imagine would go down very well."

"A young stallion you say," said Jack, his face reddening a little. "I don't know what to say to that."

"Here," said the mystery woman, reaching into her purse, "her card, should you be...intrigued."

"Camilla Sanchez. Cora Bora," Jack read from it, nodding. "Huh, sounds interesting."

The woman smiled and slid off the stool as the final pint was placed on the bar.

"Enjoy the rest of your evening," she smiled, squeezing his upper arm, "Jack."

"I didn't catch your..." It was too late, Jack turned to see the woman had disappeared from sight.

"Aye, aye," said Andy, placing an arm over Jack's shoulder. "What was that?"

"Nothing," said Jack, sliding the card into his pocket.

"She was a bit old for you my boy," said Andy with a grin. "Shameless you are, utterly shameless."

"Come on," said Jack, shrugging Andy's arm from his shoulder. "Let's get these drinks over to the lads."


Two

Sarah stepped out the elevator and pulled her suitcase along the short corridor that led to her boyfriend Mark's apartment. She was all set to move in - yes it was quick (they'd been dating only a few months) but she was confident they were ready for the next step. Taking out the key he'd so ceremoniously presented to her as declaration of how serious he was about the relationship, she unlocked the door, and stepped across the threshold.

"Mark," she called out. "I'm a bit early but..." Sarah paused spotting a purse on the entrance hall stand. "Mark...?"

She left her suitcase by the stand and stepped into the large open plan living space, with its broad floor to ceiling windows out onto the city. She was about to call out his name again when she spotted two martini flutes on the glass-topped coffee table. Sarah peered closer. A smudge of lipstick was visible on one rim.

She listened now, ears pricked headed to the coiled metal staircase that led upstairs. By it, she saw a red stiletto on its side as if tossed away haphazardly. She looked down at it, then up the stairs. Midway there was a second, again on its side, as if kicked off carelessly.

Sarah's heart was beating faster now. Like a tracker closing in on their quarry, senses primed, she followed the trail of clues. Up the staircase, across the landing - a discarded dress, a white bra, some panties. The sound of groaning came from the open bedroom doorway at the end of the corridor. Sarah had to see, she had to see it with her own eyes.

Noise increasing with every tentative step, she reached the doorway and found herself clutching it for support, as the air left her lungs and she got her answer.

"You bastard!" she cried out, anger rising up unbound.

Mark almost fell off the bed. "Sarah!" he said turning in horror.

The blonde under him grabbed the sheet, covering herself. Sarah knew her, knew her all to well as the ex Mark had sworn he was finished with.

"You cheatin' lying...Bastard!" cried Sarah, her guttural screech bursting free from an exterior normally so self-possessed, it momentarily frightened her.

"Sarah...Wait!" shouted Mark, scrambling off the bed and giving chase as she fled.

He caught up with her in the living space below. "Sarah I said wait."

"Don't even try to explain," she spat, seething. "All that bullshit you've fed me. You can keep your crappy bachelor pad to yourself," she said, throwing the set of keys at him.

He raised a thigh, covering his privates, as it ricocheted off a flat screen TV. "Babe, please."

"You know what," said Sarah, aiming her hate filled glare squarely at his crotch. "You couldn't have pleased me with that dinky thing anyways."

"You don't mean that," said Mark.

"Every word. You hear that you dumb blonde bitch," shouted Sarah to the floor above. "He's all yours."

"Sarah," said Mark, imploring her to stop.

"Go to hell!" she said, grabbing her suitcase and promptly exiting the apartment.

Jack had forgotten all about Cora Bora - his encounter with the sexy, mysterious Camilla Sanchez had faded like some strange dream - until exactly two weeks later when he picked up his jeans, and that card floated free from the pocket. Curiosity sparked, it took all of two days for him to pluck up the courage to make contact. Before the week was through, he was making his way into the city for an appointment with a colleague of Ms Sanchez.

"This about Cora Bora?" Jack asked two men waiting in the corridor, inside the fancy office block that was the meeting place.

One of the men had earphones on and ignored him - the other simply nodded. Jack glanced at the closed door and took a seat - imagining this must be what it's like for models attending a casting call. The two men waiting could certainly pass as male models. Needless to say, a third guy that emerged from the office door was equally as young and buff. By the time the two other men's turns had come and gone, Jack - despite his leading role good looks - was thinking of doing a runner. Too late, the closed door opened and a smooth blonde named Sophie, called him in all smiles.

Inside the bright, white walled, blonde wood floored office space, Jack was introduced to two further women. "This is Johanna and Kim," said Sophie, taking a seat behind a table between them.

"Hey," said Jack. The three women in their mid to late thirties, had the effortless style and rich glow of confidence and success. "Pleasure," he added.

"Trust me the pleasures all ours," replied Sophie. She observed him with a puckish smile. "Now let's get started shall we; the basics, I want name, age, where you've come from and a little about yourself."

Jack glanced at the smartphone Johanna had aimed in his direction.

"Oh don't worry about that," said Sophie, following his gaze. "For Camilla's eyes only," she smiled.

"Right, the boss," said Jack.

"Mm-hmm," said Sophie, casually opening a folder on the table. "Well..."

Jack gave the camera a nervous glance, cleared his dry throat with a cough, and then ran through what she wanted - including mention of his favourite footy team, and the apprentice he planned to continue once the summer was through.

"Ahh ambition, we ladies like that," said Sophie, glancing at the other two women who nodded approvingly. "So Jack," she said leaning forwards and fixing him with cool blue eyes, as she rested her chin on folded hands. "You do understand that to assess whether you're suitable we're going to need to see..." The small movement of a finger gestured at his clothing.

"Yeah, no bother," said Jack, pulling off his polo shirt and quickly moving onto his trousers - for all his timidity one thing Jack wasn't shy about was his body.

In seconds, a pile of clothes lay next to him as he stood beside them in just his boxers. A flicker of a smile crossed Sophie's lips as she glanced at Kim and Johanna, before turning back to Jack.

"You know that when I said without...I meant all of it. That's to say we need to see the whole package."

Jack hadn't expected this and hesitated.

"Cora Bora is a retreat established by and run entirely for the sole preserve and pleasure of women. These women generally find great pleasure in the male nude. There is no leeway on this...You have a problem with nudity..." Sophie gestured at the door.

Jack swallowed hard - he had the chance of returning home to a summer of mowing lawns, or, potentially, heading to warmer climes and raking in enough dosh to clear debts and then some. Putting any pride to one side he lowered his boxers - tossing them onto the pile beside him.

Sophie laughed. "I didn't ask you to take them off so you could cover yourself...Gosh, you are a shy one aren't you?"

Jack looked her squarely in the eye and moved his arms to his sides.

"That's better," said Sophie, leaning back in her chair, those cool blue eyes dropping to his crotch. "You do understand male subservience is a given at Cora Bora. Male members are there to serve." She raised her eyes to his, the five fingertips of each hand pressed together. "You're OK with that?"

"Yes," Jack grunted, finding his voice.

"Good. Turn around."

Jack turned, baring his firm backside for the appraisal of the three women. He could only imagine their broad grins and lascivious looks. If he had indeed glanced behind right now, he'd have found that he wasn't far wrong.

"And back to us," said Sophie, after what felt like an eternity to Jack.

He faced them again, giving that camera of Johanna's another wary glance.

"Very good..." said Sophie, looking down at some notes on the table.

In the silence Jack felt more naked than he'd ever felt in his life - including his episode with the Spanish stripper, or whatever the hell she was. It was all intended of course - just like the presence of Johanna and Kim. To see how the candidates responded in front of an all female audience was an essential requirement.

"So tell me, Jack," said Sophie, finally breaking the silence. "What qualities do you possess that make you think you're suitable for this job?"

Johanna, zooming the camera in on his crotch, could certainly vouch for one significant 'quality.'

"I'm reliable, a team player...A hard worker."

Sophie stifled a giggled. "We do like a hard one, a worker that is."

Her teasing acted like a trigger, as that most prominent 'quality' of his, quickly inched upwards, displaying itself to its fullest. Jack met Sophie's direct gaze and felt mortified at his lack of control.

"I'm sorry," he said, making for his clothes.

"Stay right there," said Sophie, coolly, more than happy to string the interview out a bit longer, and keep Jack where he was. She'd had more than her fair share of applicants clam up all weak-kneed and intimated - not to mention the shrinkage. It was always a welcome sight to find someone as reactive as Jack. "Now," she said, glancing down at her notes with another long pause. "Where was I?"

The next ten minutes felt more like an hour to Jack, but somehow he got through the remaining questions, despite his muddled mind and truncheon hard penis. When the time came, he put his clothes on as quickly as possible, and got the hell out of there.

"So," said Sophie, once he was gone. "What do you think?"

"I think he's perfect," said Kim.

"He's definitely got the body for it," said Johanna.

In reality, Jack's bashful charm had gone down a storm.

"I can't disagree with you there," said Sophie, replaying the video footage on silent. "He's going to need some training mind."

"Come on," said Kim. "Can you imagine the fun you could have with a young pup like that waiting on you hand and foot."

Sophie grinned, "OK, three thumbs up for Jack MacGuire it is."


Three

Sarah unscrewed the wine bottle and poured herself a drink. "You want some?" she asked housemate and best friend, Tamsin, who was watching on concerned.

"Sarah you need to get over this."

Sarah put the bottle in the fridge and headed for the sofa, blanking her. Tamsin followed. "You're not dealing with this."

It had been a week now since Sarah's walk in on Mark - she'd returned straight back to housemates she'd joked with about him being the one, only a day prior. Work, drink, work, drink, had been the cycle since - Tamsin knew it was how she dealt with stress; double down and keep herself extra busy.

"Sarah you're going to crash. You can't keep this up."

Tamsin looked at her. Even now, obviously tired and hurting, Sarah was enviously beautiful. So many women would kill to have half of what she's got and, yet, here she is, screwing herself up over some dirtbag.

"Here's what we're going to do," said Tamsin, sitting beside her. "You're going to take those sick days you've been delaying for however long. And we're going to get away. Somewhere you can recharge your batteries, forget...him. And come back a new woman. Yes," nodded Tamsin, warming to the idea. "Somewhere hot. This weathers enough to make anyone miserable."

"Oh Tam," said Sarah, putting tearful eyes to her friends shoulder.

"Good, I'll take that as a yes," said Tamsin, reaching for her tablet. "It'll be just what you need, I promise."

"I'll go," said Sarah, brushing some loose hairs off her forehead, "but on one condition...No men."

"Gotcha," said Tamsin, already beginning her search for the perfect getaway.

A week later, Sarah and Tamsin stepped out the taxi and into warm aromatic air, as they arrived at the Majorcan island retreat, Cora Bora. The feel of the suns rays, the sight of the unblotted blue sky, already had Sarah's stress levels plummeting.

"There you are," said their driver, lifting the second of the suitcases from the boot.

"Oh, thank you," said Sarah, scrounging in her purse for some money. "Here..." she passed him some notes as a tip.

He took it from her and, with the same toothy grin he'd had plastered on his face most of the journey, got back into his car.

"Muchos-gracias. Enjoy your stay senoritas," he winked through the open window, as he headed back down the winding road that had led them here.

"Didn't you find him odd," said Sarah. "All that winking and chuckling at every mention of Cora Bora. You don't think he knows something we don't?"

"Noo," said Tamsin, raising the handle of her suitcase and waving away any of Sarah's concerns with flick of the wrist. "Oh look," she said, facing the pretty pathway lined with various exotic floras that led to the main entrance of the retreat. "It's beautiful."

Sarah couldn't disagree on that front, but she'd known Tamsin too long not to know when she was hiding something. "Tamsin, what are you not telling me?"

Tamsin smiled, "Come on, you'll see."

Hand on hip, she stuck out an elbow, and Sarah linked her arm through it, slightly more apprehensive now, as the two of them stepped into the Mediterranean oasis that was Cora Bora.

As they approached the entrance desk in the rich, airy surrounds that were the Cora Bora hallmark, Sarah's suspicions that this wasn't your typical retreat were confirmed.

"Why is that man topless?"

"Erm, the heat," said Tamsin, pulling Sarah now by the arm a little.

"Tamsin what is this place?"

"Your everyday retreat. Except for a few, oh I don't know, buff studs to wait on us while we're here."

"Tamsin, I don't believe you."

"What," she shrugged innocently.

"Everything OK ladies?" asked the lean, half naked black man, attending the entrance desk.

"Perfect," smiled Tamsin.

"My name is Jean-Pierre," he said in his charming French accent. "And I welcome you to Cora Bora, your fantasy paradise made real."

Sarah glanced down to see that the only thing covering Jean-Pierre's modesty, was a narrow cream flap that hung from a thin piece of string running around his waist. As he went about checking them in, Tamsin went about checking him out, all the while evading Sarah's withering stare.

"All right my goddesses," he said, placing their keycards on the counter. "Juan and Fabio will show you to your rooms, and provide a tour of the retreat as and when you're ready of course."

Sarah and Tamsin turned to see two youthful hunks waiting. Same flaps barely covering front and rear like something from an African tribe.

"Well, would you look at that," said Tamsin.

"Remember," said Jean-Pierre. "Anything you need don't hesitate."

"We won't," said a beaming Tamsin as she began to follow their half naked entourage.

Not far behind Sarah nudged her in the arm. "I thought we agreed no men!" she hissed.

"What, they're staff."

Sarah was speechless.

"And mighty fine staff if I don't say," said Tamsin, eyes fixed on the two muscular rears in front.

Their rooms more than met expectations: bright, fresh, light and airy.

"Come on Sarah," said Tamsin, opening the double doors that led out onto a wide balcony. "This place is paradise," she said, arms raised to the clear blue sky above.

Sarah gazed out across the palm trees to the crystal blue water beyond.

"Sarah forget..." Tamsin caught herself - they'd agreed there'd be no mention of Mark. Ever. Period. "Look," she said nodding at another buff male staff member going by below them.

"Where'd they come up with those outfits," said Sarah. "They may as well be naked."

"I think that's the point," grinned Tamsin.

Sarah looked at her pointedly and stepped back inside. Tamsin followed.

"You're not angry at me are you?"

Sarah ignored the question and, arms folded, nodded at a scroll like plaque on the wall in the lounge space off their bedrooms. "Get a load of this. The Ten Rules of Cora Bora."

They read as follows:

1. All male members of staff here are considered servants.

2. All female guests are considered Goddesses.

3. Servant's will address their Goddesses as such unless told otherwise.

4. If a Goddess wants to touch a servant she may do so.

5. Under no circumstances can a servant touch a Goddess without her consent.

6. A Goddess may ask a servant to remove his uniform at any time.

7. A Goddess should feel under no pressure to remove any clothing.

8. A servant must obey a Goddess.

9. A Goddess should feel neither obliged, nor pressured to act on a servant's request.

10.  A request from a Goddess never goes unanswered.

Sarah looked at Tamsin who had a big grin on her face.

"I'm going to enjoy this week...Oh come on Sarah loosen up, this is exactly what you need, trust me."

"Is it?" said Sarah holding a hand to her forehead.

"Come on," said Tamsin, dragging her by the other hand. "Rule eleven: no moping, let's go check this place out."

Shaking her head, Sarah followed her out. Like the loyal servants they were, Juan and Fabio were waiting to give them the guided tour.

"You think I should have them whip those things off and have done with it?" whispered Tamsin.

"You're terrible," said Sarah. "Leave the poor boys alone."

"Oh they love it. Look at them strutting about like prime peacocks."

Sarah glanced at Fabio's firm pecs and suppressed a giggle.

"There you go," said Tamsin picking up on it. "Trust me this place is perfect for you right now."

The elegant dining room, the modern gym, the spotless spa area, the outdoor tennis courts...the four of them passed by them all. At the outdoor pool, one kneeling servant massaged the feet of a woman lying blissed out on a lounger.

"Shoulders," she said, sitting up just as Sarah and Tamsin strolled past, commanding him with a click of fingers.

It was as he was got up from his knees, that his and Sarah's eyes first met - yeah he was hot, they were all hot, but there was a bashfulness, an endearing tenderness in that glance, that turned her head as she passed.

"Unlucky for some," whispered Juan as they went by.

Jack glanced at the two female beauties wandering away. He'd been at Cora Bora two weeks now and not one of his 'goddesses' had been that hot. Hell, he'd be more than happy to worship that fine piece of..."Shoulders," commanded the stern woman behind him. "They don't pay you to just stand there do they?"

"No Ms Van De Kamp," he apologised, quickly snapping to it.

Juan and Fabio led the girls down the stone steps of a rocky promontory to the retreats private cove, and mile wide stretch of pure white sand.

"It's heaven!" cried Tamsin pulling Sarah into the calm crystal blue water lapping its edge.

"Tammy no. I've not got my cossie on."

"So," said Tamsin, pulling off her light summer dress and throwing it onto the sand. "Come on, some spontaneity...For once!"

Sarah's dress quickly joined Tamsin's on the white sand.

"Come on, you too boys," said Tamsin, splashing them with a naughty grin.

Juan and Fabio smiled. The two women watched as the boys ditched the slight material that consisted of their clothing, and dashed into the warm water to join them.

Jack was fanning Ms Van De Kamp when he heard laughter and giggling behind him. The sight of Sarah and Tamsin - clingy summer dresses stuck to their wet bodies - stilled his hand. Sarah and he shared a glance again, as she went on still laughing.

"These women are awesome," said Fabio following alongside Juan, each clutching a hand in front of their naked bodies.

"Fan boy," said Ms Van De Kamp on the lounger, raising an arm and clicking her fingers. "Did I tell you to stop?"

Jack got back to work, still watching as Sarah and Tamsin disappeared from sight.


Four

"Another cocktail?" asked Tamsin.

"No, I'm pooped. I think I'll head back," said Sarah. It was already deep into the evening of their first night at Cora Bora, and the relaxed atmosphere, low-lit lighting, and soft music of the hotel's lounge bar had Sarah feeling sleepy. "You coming?"

"Heck no," replied Tamsin, who wasn't done flirting with Fabio and Juan, and heaven else knows which other servants on hand.

"Please yourself," said Sarah not surprised a jot. She knew Tamsin far too well to have expected otherwise. Still, Tamsin couldn't say she hadn't asked. Sarah slid off her stool and started across the room. It was then that she noticed the figure out on the veranda. He sat on a step, under a starry sky, the sound of gentle lapping waves sounding in the distance.

"Everything all right?" asked Sarah.

Jack almost spilt the can of lager he was about to take a swig from, as he turned in surprise. "Fine, fine..." he said standing, dusting the narrow flap that barely covered his backside as he faced her.

"Don't get up on my account," said Sarah, strolling to him. "Sarah..." She held out a hand introducing herself.

"Jack," he said likewise, as he gave her an awkward peck on the cheek, still not entirely certain that she wasn't some hallucination.

He'd been watching her on and off throughout the night, couldn't stop himself - she was gorgeous. She'd been watching him too - there was something different about him - a bashful charm that stood out even more alongside his cocky colleagues.

"So why all alone?" asked Sarah.

"Recovering. Long day with..." He was about to say the dragon (his nickname for Ms Van De Kamp) but settled for guest.

"Hard work is she...Your Goddess?"

She was no Goddess thought Jack. If there was one thing he'd learnt since being at Cora Bora, it was that the guest made the job - and she wasn't a good one. Still, he'd been telling himself before Sarah had appeared: man up, show some resilience, I mean look at this place; it's off the scale beautiful. He could handle a few more days of Ms Van De Kamp.

"Something like that," said Jack, taking another swig from his can.

Sarah's eyes drifted over his lightly muscled arms, firm pecs and defined abs - to the thin, narrow flap, dangling between his legs - her lips all the while curved into a subconscious smile.

"What," said Jack, "you think the outfits ridiculous?"

"Not at all. Weeeell maybe a little, but on a body like yours not so much, in fact, I'd go so far as to say it suits you."

"Give out."

Sarah's eyes remained on his - even in the faint twilight she could tell he was blushing.

"Your friend looks like she could do with a hand," said Jack, seeing Tamsin staggering off her stool with the help of Fabio and Juan.

Sarah shook her head. "Yep, that's Tam all right. OK Jack," she said, leaning in for another peck on the cheek. "Nice meeting you."

"Yeah," he mouthed, watching her go. "Likewise."

The following morning, Sarah was up before breakfast for an early morning run (some things never changed, even if it was a holiday). She was glugging a bottle of water back at their room, when Tamsin's door opened.

"Morning sleepyhead," she said, turning.

It wasn't, however, Tamsin, but rather a sheepish looking Fabio who appeared - one hand covering his crotch, he raised the other acknowledging Sarah, before quickly skedaddling. Sarah watched his bare bum go - and shook her head.

"Morning," said Tamsin, all bright eyed and glowing a moment later. "I hear they've got yoga here, want to check it out after breakfast."

"Unbelievable," said Sarah, heading for a quick shower.

"What?"

Sarah's pointed look, said she should know better. Still Tamsin didn't get it.

"What?" she said again, as Sarah closed the door behind her.

After breakfast and yoga, the two women headed for the outdoor pool. Several other guests had already had the same idea. Amongst them was Ms Van De Kamp - and therefore Jack - who was in the process of massaging sun lotion into her shoulders, as Sarah and Tamsin laid out there towels on loungers opposite.

"See," said Tamsin, nodding across the pool towards Jack and several other half naked male staff attending on their goddesses, or on standby to do so. "That's what they're here for."

Sarah had told Juan and Fabio that they could manage fine on their own for the next few hours - much to the irritation of Tamsin.

"You're shameless," said Sarah, lifting her floaty dress to reveal a slim toned bikini body. "One night, that's all it took."

"You know what the worst part is," said Tamsin. "I think I prefer Juan."

Jack's eye was inevitably drawn to the two beauties opposite. He wondered what had Sarah in such hysterics, he wondered where Fabio and Juan were.

"Enough," commanded Ms Van De Kamp, slapping his hands from her shoulder. "Legs," she said swinging them onto the lounger for him to lotion up.

Jack looked up to see Sarah offer him a sympathetic smile. He rolled his eyes and smiled back.

"What was that?" said Tamsin.

"What?"

"That look."

"There was no, look."

"I saw it...there was definitely a look."

Sarah tossed her the sun cream. "Shut up and do my back would you."

"Sure you don't want me to get him to do it."

"Drop it Tam."

"Whatever you say," said Tamsin, grinning to herself as she caught Jack looking their way, again.

Several more such stolen glances followed throughout the morning. Jack standing with both hands in front of his crotch as his body reacted to the sight of the glistening smooth female flesh, and lithe bodies of Sarah and Tamsin. When they jumped in the pool for a dip, he was in desperate need of a cool down himself.

As they emerged poolside and towelled themselves off, his hardness only intensified. As if sensing his arousal, Ms Van De Kamp turned around and, sunglasses lowered, looked pointedly at his crotch, and then across at Sarah and Tamsin. When she looked back at him it was with a snigger. Jack watched on a little anxiously as Ms Van De Kamp drained the last of her drink - he knew full well she wouldn’t let this pass. And then, sure enough, she spoke. "Another ice tea. Anyone else want anything?"

"Rum soda for me," said one of her female acquaintances on the lounger over.

"No, no," said Ms Van De Kamp, stopping her friend’s servant rushing away to meet the order. "Jack's got this."

She held out her empty glass and looked up at him. "That a problem."

Ms Van De Kamp knew full well he'd have to pass around the other side of the pool to reach the bar - and Jack knew she knew this.

"Not at all," he said calmly, outwardly showing no sign of the churning mix of desperate desire and irritation within.

Ms Van De Kamp studied him, glancing down at the flap now jutting outwards from his body as he took the empty glass.

"One ice team, and one rum soda coming right up," said Jack.

"Ah, ah," she said stopping him.

Suppressing a sigh, he turned and faced her again.

"This silly things only getting in the way." She tugged a finger under the thin string around his waist. "Re-moove-it." To Jack the words came out almost in slow motion. He stood open mouthed - she couldn't be serious. She lowered her sunglasses - the look told him she was deadly serious. "Remove it," she repeated with undisguised relish.

Jack untied the string, feeling a little light headed as he revealed all.

"Good boy," she said taking what accounted for his uniform from him. "Now our drinks," she said, with a click of fingers.

"Oh I could get used to this," said Sarah, stretching out on her lounger letting the sun dry off any wet spots left over from her dip.

"I told you so," said Tamsin, ruffling the back of her own hair with a towel.

"OK, I admit it," said Sarah, giving in to what she knew Tamsin wanted to hear. "Cora Bora's not so bad."

"I knew you'd come rou..." Tamsin's words drifted off into the humid air.

Sarah lowered her head to see Tamsin staring straight ahead - inevitably she followed her gaze.

Jack walked towards them eyes averted, ignoring the soft laughter and muffled female voices at his side. His cock was rigid - in the context obscenely so. Sarah and Tamsin watched him go by - necks turning following his path - eyes dropping to his muscular behind, before finally they turned to one another and broke into giggles.

Jack made it to the poolside bar, pink of cheek. "Don't say a word," he said to bartender Rikki.

Rikki chuckled. "All right but we've all been there big boy."

Jack dropped his head, wondering how many pairs of eyes were on his bare backside. Drinks in hand, he headed back past Sarah and Tamsin, back past several other women all enjoying the view. Ms Van De Kamp was waiting legs crossed and upright on his return.

"No straws?" she said with a smirk.

"Poor boy," said Sarah, as Jack dashed by clutching straws, cock still rigid, face a deep shade of pink.

"He's definitely no boy," said Tamsin.

"No," said Sarah, eyes still on his impressive erection.

For the next half hour, much to his humiliation, Jack stood behind Ms Van De Kamp's lounger, hot and hard. The sight of Sarah and Tamsin eyeing him up from across the pool, only increased his arousal and, despite all inward attempt to reduce it, his horny body wasn't listening.

"Come on," said Ms Van De Kamp, finally rising from her lounger. "You can have this back when that goes down..." She walked ahead, dangling his uniform from a finger.

"Arrh, I was still enjoying that," said Tamsin, watching him go.

"You think she'll let him put that thing back on?" asked Sarah.

"I hope not," grinned Tamsin.


Five

Throughout the afternoon, Sarah and Tamsin made the most of the spa like beauty treatments available at the retreat. Primped, waxed and massaged they returned to their room feeling like a million bucks. It wasn't until they returned to the hotel bar, late in the evening that they were to encounter Jack once more. Despite his best attempt to stay under the radar after his earlier 'showing' it wasn't to be.

"Are you completely useless," chastised Ms Van De Kamp, drawing the eyes of the entire room after he'd slightly spilt one of the drinks he'd brought her table. "I want these refilled and no spillage this time," she said, returning every one of the drinks to the tray he'd carried over.

At the circular bar, sat Sarah and Tamsin - Tamsin flirting shamelessly with Fabio and Juan, again. Sarah offered Jack a sympathetic smile, only for Tamsin to notice him and come out with: "I liked you better naked."

Sarah gave her a sharp elbow.

"Ow, what was that for?"

Jack stood pink cheeked as the drinks were refilled.

"Trust me," said Tamsin, "you've got nothing to be embarrassed about. What?" she said spotting Sarah's admonishing stare. "I'm only saying how impressed we were."

"Thanks," said Jack, turning an even deeper shade of pink.

"See, he appreciates it," said Tamsin with a sly grin at Sarah, before turning back to her attentive audience of Juan and Fabio.

"You know," said Sarah, "if it's that bad you could always quit."

"No...No way," said Jack, placing the drinks onto the tray. "Only a few more days and the dragons gone."

Sarah laughed. "And then what?"

"I hope another goddess like you arrives."

She watched him carry the drinks back over to Ms Van De Kamp's table. Sarah didn't realise it, but she was smiling from ear to ear.

The next day, up early as usual, Sarah decided to check out the on site gym. A bunch of male staff, Jack amongst them, were just finishing their own early morning workouts when she arrived.

"Hey," said Jack, approaching with a smile as she just got started on the tread. "I thought you were on holiday."

"I like to stay in shape. You'd know about that," she said, glancing at his strong arms - it seemed strange for her to see him in his gym kit and not practically naked for once.

"Yeah, well, they've got standards you know."

"Yeah I've seen," said Sarah.

Jack stood blushing for a moment as he thought back to yesterday when he had indeed bared everything to her. "All right," he said tapping the front of the tread with his fingers. "Best get ready for another day with Ms Van De Kamp."

Sarah smiled in sympathy, though couldn't deny she hadn't enjoyed yesterday's poolside view. Fingers crossed, she hoped for more of the same.

"Guess who I ran into," said Sarah as Tamsin's door opened back in their accommodation.

"Sorry..." said Juan, stepping into the lounge space and quickly heading for the exit - string with flaps slung over his shoulder - hands in front of his crotch just like Fabio the day previously.

"Sorry, did you say something?" said Tamsin emerging with a spring in her step seconds later.

"What was that?" said Sarah.

"What?"

"Juan...naked...here."

"Well I did say I preferred him," said Tamsin, nonchalantly. "But..."

"But!"

"Oh don't give me that high and mighty crap...I've seen the way you look at Jack."

"Yeah, look," said Sarah. "Not screw!"

"Oh don't be so Victorian about it," said Tamsin. "It's not everyday we're surrounded by such, such...beauty. Make the most of it I say. You know you could learn something. All that fitness crap - what you training for iron woman - you need a good hard..."

"Don't say it," said Sarah.

"Why, it's only natural."

"You are un-be-lieevable," said Sarah, heading for the bathroom.

"Don't you know it girl," said Tamsin unfazed.

A day of sun, sea and sand beckoned for the two women. As for Jack, it was poolside once again as he waited on Ms Van De Kamp. He'd have been there all day if not for Sarah's intervention.

"Um, Ms Van De Kamp, it wouldn't trouble you if we borrowed Jack for a moment," she said, having noticed his bored expression as they'd headed past him for the third time.

Ms Van De Kamp glanced behind as if assessing his worth to her this very moment. "No, take him," she said dismissively.

On the beach, Juan and Fabio already batted a volleyball back and forth over the net.

"Hey, what's he doing here," said Fabio seeing Jack.

"He's here to play. You'll sit this one out," said Sarah.

"Of course my goddess," said Fabio, quickly remembering his place. He passed Jack the ball and sunk onto the sand to watch.

The game was soon in full flow - Tamsin and Juan on one side of the net, Sarah and Jack the other. The women had no end of fun watching the two men 'peacocking' as they attempted to outdo one another with elaborate saves and decisive smashes. The fact they were safe and secure in their bikinis and the guys exposed with every jump and dive, made the game considerably more interesting on their part.

"Nice shot," said Sarah, holding up a hand after another powerful smash from Jack - he hi-fived it and grinned. Despite the ridiculousness of playing in such a garment - in front of two beauties - he hadn't had this much fun since he'd been at the retreat. It was therefore with it regret, when he pulled himself from the game realising he best be getting back to Ms Van De Kamp.

"So what brought you to Cora Bora?" asked Sarah, as she walked back with him.

"Look around, it beats grey rainy Blighty."

Sarah nodded. "Sure does."

"It's only a temporary gig though," he said, as if having to remind himself. "Once summers through I head back to my apprentice on the building site with uncle Tony."

"That sounds...Physical," said Sarah, impressed that there was more to him than just his buff bod.

"Yeah, knackering," he grinned. "Well," said Jack stopping behind some cacti in the complex's exotic grounds, as the pool came into view. "Thanks for that, I appreciated the break," he said, nodding meaningfully towards Ms Van De Kamp who could be seen lounging on her front exactly as he'd left her.

"Anytime," smiled Sarah. "Anytime." And she couldn't have meant it more.

That evening the female guests gathered in an events room with chairs and tables in front of a low stage. All Sarah knew, as she Tamsin entered the entertainment space, was that it was Wild Wednesday, whatever that meant. Tamsin of course knew better. "Trust me, you'll enjoy this," she said pursing her lips to stop herself giving anything away.

At the back of her mind, Sarah was expecting some sort of dance troupe - perhaps something with a Spanish flavour - how wrong she was.

Every seat was taken when the leggy female compere, Kirsty, took to the stage. She promised them a spectacular show - told them "the boys' have been practicing for you." Leaving them in suspense no more, she welcomed the first performer to the stage: their very own action hero, Henri. To enthusiastic applause, the buff male servant appeared in full military fatigues.

"Enjoy your night ladies. I know I will," said Kirsty, passing him with a smile.

"Soldier one zero six reporting for duty," he said stamping a boot, addressing the ladies hand to temple in military salute.

There were a couple of catcalls as he held the pose, before striding across the stage left, then right. "I've been given strict orders," he said, his expression remaining deadly serious. "To get you ladies horny."

With that the music kicked in and, to yet more cheering, his ripped body was soon popping and flexing with the beat. It went without saying the clothes quickly began coming off.

"This is a strip show," said Sarah, wide-eyed as his camouflaged jacket was flung aside.

"Mm-hmm," grinned Tamsin. "Bottoms up," she said raising her cocktail with a naughty smirk.

If there was one aim of the holiday, it was to make Sarah forget she'd ever laid eyes on Mark. And right now, Tamsin's plan was working a treat.

Door ajar, Jack watched through the gap as the all female audience went wild. Henri had just been the beginning. Right now, firefighter Antonio stood in nothing but big black boots, teasing the room, thrusting into a Spanish flag - skillfully covering his manhood with every thrust and swivel - until finally, the women at fever pitch, he threw the flag aside revealing all.

Jack eyed Sarah and Tamsin up front near the stage, and backed into the changing room. "Guys," he said. "I don't know if I can do this."

"Sure you can, just do as you been practicing," said Deontay. "Hey Scott pass me that oil would you."

"I don't know, this is different," gulped Jack.

"Hell yeah it is," said cowboy Scott, pulling on his boots. "There's over fifty women out there all horny as hell, but trust me," he said, heading for the door as the compere called out his name. "They're nothing but pussycats."

Jack wasn't convinced. Even less so as he watched several wandering hands all over Scott, as he headed for the stage.
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Clutching nothing but a cowboy hat in front of his groin, Scott slipped back inside, panting. "Whoo-ee! Forget what I said, those women are crazee."

"That's it, I can't do this," Jack paced.

"You got this," said Scott, slapping two big hands onto his shoulders fixing him to the ground, and staring him straight in the eyes. "You got this."

"Yeah I got this," Jack repeated the words back trance like.

"Yeah you do," said Scott. "Go show 'em what you got. Thatta boy." Scott slapped him on the butt and Jack headed towards the door, heart pounding.

"Hey builder boy, your hat." Jack reached back and took the hard hat - within seconds he was stepping out into the lioness's den.

"You think he'll be all right?" asked Scott.

"Nope," said Deontay returning to his oil. "Either ways, it should be entertaining."

"Ladies you got a real treat tonight," said Kirsty. "A virgin, a first time performer. And to top it off he's the real thing - you're very own real life construction worker. Here's what I want from you ladies - I want you to whistle and catcall for every woman that's ever been subjected to such attention. That's right, we're evening some scores tonight."

The giddy cheers of the audience indicated they were more than on board.

"All right, let's get him out here. Jack MacGuire, we're ready for you honey."

Jack walked through the tables running on nothing but adrenaline.

"I told you you'd enjoy this," said Tamsin, observing Sarah's obvious look of delight as he passed.

Sarah picked up her cocktail. "Bottom's up," she said, deliberately echoing Tamsin's earlier toast.

All the women's cheers, whistles and catcalls became a background noise to the pulsing thud of Jack's own heartbeat, as he hopped onto the stage. Assuming the stance, legs astride, fingers gripping belt, he dropped his head and the lights went out. A single spotlight clicked on, flooding him in light - the rest of the room was total darkness - and then, on the mark, the electronic music began, Jack raised his head, and it was on.

He moved around the stage channeling the music's beat - grinding and performing the simple but effective moves he'd been perfecting this past week. After pulling his white vest top up several times, teasing them with his abs, finally he pulled it clean off. Lips pursed, Sarah glanced at Tamsin with a nod that translated as 'phwoar.' Jack's boots came off next, along with his belt, before he hopped off the stage and invited a different woman to unbutton each button of his jeans. Needless to say, he got more than he bargained for as several had a good feel of his bare body.

Jeans hauled to his ankles and kicked aside, he climbed back onto the stage.

"I think I need some help with these," he said, tugging the waistband of his tight white briefs. "Anyone?"

Tamsin immediately had Sarah on her feet, arm raised. Jack couldn't ignore her - not that he wanted to.

"Someone's keen," he said, heart beating double time as he helped gorgeous Sarah onto the stage.

She was soon seated on a stool shaking her head at Tamsin, who of course had the broadest of grins. Jack approached, the lights cut out, and it was suddenly just them up there under the spotlight.

"Not so bad, hmm," whispered Jack, placing his hard hat on her head, guiding both her hands over his firm pecs and down over smooth abs - down further until they clenched the butt cheeks of his briefs. "Feel good?"

Sarah nodded as he slid over her. Dropping to his haunches he spread her legs. The fabric of her skirt, covering her modesty, he buried his face into her lap to wild cheers. A twinkle in his eye, he rose again to meet her gaze, her breathing was heavy, her cheeks flushed. Jack was purely in the moment, any nerves had given way to the here and now.

He guided her hands to the waistband of his briefs and looked her dead straight in the eye. Sarah needed no second invitation. She yanked them to his ankles, stripping him nude. Jack clasped two hands in front, covering his manhood, as she spun his briefs with one finger, grinning widely as she tossed them aside.

Jack now turned, facing the darkness of the audience, revealing his firm butt to her roaming hands. One by one he lifted his own hands behind his head. A cacophony of shrieks, laughter and general hysteria erupted out from the now fully lit audience. Finally he turned, revealing his rock hard cock to Sarah.

As far as Jack was concerned, the rest was a blur. There was more swaying of hips and raucous screams. He led a hot, horny and flushed Sarah back to her seat, and made his way through the route of wandering hands with only his hard hat to cover himself. Back in the changing room, he securely shut the door and breathed.

"Way to go," said Scott, slow clapping him.

"Was I good, did I do it...right?"

"What, you don't hear that? That my friend is the sweet hum of female satisfaction."

Jack wrapped a towel around his waist, mind still whirling at what he'd just done.

"You was OK," said Deontay begrudgingly. "For a first timer I mean."

"Good luck following that, that's all I say," said Scott as Deontay headed for the door.

"Luck don't come into it," he said, shaking two cans of whipped cream and grinning widely, before stepping out to the ravenous crowd.

"Ignore him," said Scott. "Trust me you killed it."

Jack smiled - for all his trepidation, it hadn't been too bad - he just hoped Scott was right and he hadn't made a complete fool of himself in front of Sarah.

After a pre breakfast workout, Sarah spent the rest of the morning lounging in the sun with Tamsin. There'd been no sign of Ms Van De Kamp, or Jack (she was sure he'd be keeping a low profile after last night). 'Ah last night,' she thought, lounging back in the sun, a mental image of his hard body flashing into her mind.

"You're thinking of him aren't you?" said Tamsin.

Sarah raised her shades and looked across at Tamsin. She was putting sun cream on her arms, staring at her with a smile.

"Who?"

"Who. Jack of course."

Sarah lowered her shades and leant her head back.

"I can tell from that look on your face."

"Shush," said Sarah, enjoying the warmth of the sun, and the growing warmth between her legs as she returned to thoughts of last night.

After lunch and some more lounging, Tamsin led Sarah through various neatly gravelled paths in the complex's beautiful botanical like surrounds.

"Where are we going?" asked Sarah.

"You'll see."

They arrived at a wider opening bordered on all sides by the grounds exotic plants. A group of several women already sat beneath a gazebo sheltered from the hot sun, sketching the muscular figure of Marcell, who lay on a stone slab like some Greek statue before them. Obviously it went without saying, he was completely and utterly naked.

"Life drawing, you know I can't draw," whispered Sarah.

"Don't worry, we're not here for that," said Tamsin.

"Ah, ladies," said a fiftyish woman with a black bob and colourful satin blouse, welcoming them. "And is your canvas paper, or flesh?" she asked, teasing the last word out with an exaggerated flourish.

"Flesh," said Tamsin with a titter.

What on earth did that mean wondered Sarah, just as she spotted Jack within the drawing class attentively at Ms Van De Kamp's side. He caught sight of her and quickly averted his eyes. Tamsin, however, had seen their little exchange of looks and, stopping black bob, whispered something to her ear. A smile spread across her lips as she glanced at Sarah. Sarah watched as she strode over to Ms Van De Kamp. There were a few words spoken, then she returned their way, Jack now following close behind.

"You can thank me later," said Tamsin nudging Sarah, as they continued on.

The sound of high-pitched female voices and laughter grew louder and louder, until they turned a corner and were upon it. Five of the male servants stood naked - subject to the swirling brushstrokes of five pairs of goddesses letting their imaginations run wild.

"Ladies your brushes and body paints," said black bob, leading Sarah and Tamsin to their own folded table with all the necessary equipment. "Oh, and your model." She placed two hands on Jack's biceps - looking him directly in the eye as she said this. Jack Gulped. "And you might want to get rid of that..." she said, gesturing to the loose material dangling over his crotch, "but it's up to you, it's all up to you," she added with extra emphasis.

With another glance at Jack, she headed back to her drawing class.

"So," said Tamsin, dabbing a brush into some blue paint and facing Jack. "We're shall we start?" She walked around him before laying her first swirling brushstroke on his back. "Oh this is fun."

Sarah held her gold tipped brush tentatively over Jack's chest and glanced up. It was the first time they'd properly looked at one another since last nights show. Still under the impression he'd made a complete fool of himself, Jack couldn't hold her gaze.

"Don't worry," said Tamsin as if sensing his unease. "There's a reason we requested you personally. Last nights performance was quite something, wasn't it Sarah?"

"Hmm-mm," hummed Sarah, placing a few star shaped splodges around one nipple. "I was very impressed."

Jack glanced at her before quickly looking away as she looked to him. Nonetheless, he now stood that bit taller. After a few more minutes painting, Tamsin took it upon herself to up the fun levels some more.

"I think we're running out of space," she said, looking at him expectantly.

Jack knew exactly what she wanted and was in no position to resist. As Sarah and Tamsin stepped back, he untied the string around his waist and, dropping the material that had previously covered him aside, joined the other men in standing fully nude and at the mercy of ladies brushes.

"Much better...and oh, I've got a great idea how we can use this," said Tamsin, delicately rubbing her brush along the full length of his dangling penis.

Jack twitched as his eyes veered skywards. When he looked back down, Tamsin was whispering into Sarah's ear - the two women had broad grins.
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"I like it. You do that side I'll do this," said Sarah, claiming the other with a palm on Jack's hip. "Oh, and we're going to need some grey."

For the next ten minutes Jack didn't dare look down. The touch of their brushes, along with their giggles, had him stiffening.

"Oh don't ruin it Jack," admonished Tamsin, though clearly loving his predicament, tickled some more grey paint onto the underside of his shaft.

Jack clenched his jaw fighting his body. After last night, the pool, and now this, he wondered what they made of him - sex pest sprang to mind.

"It doesn't take much, does it," said Tamsin.

Jack looked down to see his erect cock as straight and hard as a rolling pin. Sarah was clutching a hand to her mouth, trying not to burst into laughter and humiliate him further - unsuccessfully as it turned out.

"It's a funny looking elephant," she said, now tittering hysterically, unable not to let her laughter out.

Two big ears were painted either side of an elephants head, that was somewhat dwarfed by the rigid trunk that was Jack's penis.

"Jaaack," said Tamsin, giving the bulbous head another tickle with her brush. "Our beautiful artwork."

"Sorry," he grimaced, trying to control the pleasure pulsing below.

"She's just playing. Stop teasing the poor boy," said Sarah.

Much to his relief, Tamsin's brush moved elsewhere. Sarah smiled and he smiled back at her. If someone had told him a month ago that he'd be stood butt naked between two beauties, with an elephant painted on his crotch, he'd have said you were crazy. However, for a further ten minutes that's just how it was as they continued painting.

Finally, when they'd finished their masterpiece, they stepped back. Jack was covered head to toe in various swirls and symbols, not to mention their piece de resistance: elephant cock. Much to his mortification and their amusement, he was still rock hard.

"What are you like," grinned Tamsin.

Jack cleared his throat with a cough, his cheeks becoming a deeper shade of pink by the second.

"He's like a healthy male I'd say," said Sarah.

"Very healthy," giggled Tamsin.

If Jack was keen to cover up, he wasn't going to get the chance to do so before the other painters had had a look. The rest of the women gathered around the men, evaluating their efforts. Jack's rigid trunk came in for particular attention, creating more than a good few laughs. Not before time, as far as he was concerned, Sarah and Tamsin stepped in to save him; leading him through the winding pathways to a secluded showerhead nestled within the flora.

Barely had they reached it than Tamsin was already edging away. "I've just remembered I've um...got something back at the hotel I need to do...urgently," she said enacting her not so subtle plan to get them alone. "But Sarah, you can handle things," she continued eyes beaming with added meaning.

Sarah had little time to respond as Tamsin slipped away out of sight. "Sorry about her," she apologised. "She's just got it into her head I need a good..."

"What?" prompted Jack.

Sarah shook her head. "Nothing. Forget it. Come on, let's get this off you."

She turned a handle by the showerhead and watched as Jack stepped under the spray. The cool water immediately muddied the body paint that ran down his body, mixing into its various hues.

"Here..." Sarah rubbed his back, a wry smile playing at her lips as she glanced down at his firm backside. "You know," she said, "for a first timer you sure had some moves last night."

"I did."

"Don't you play coy with me mister," said Sarah, pinching his bum playfully.

"Ow," yelped Jack, turning and facing her.

Elephant grey paint ran free from an erect cock that stood straight and hard. Sarah glanced down and giggled.

"I guess someone inspired me," he said, eyeing her intently.

"That so..." Sarah gazed back and, instinctively, reached out and pulled him from the spray towards her.

His wet body pressed to her, each of their tongues searched out the others as they kissed. Both of their hands were roaming freely and passionately, when the call came from close by.

"Jack honey...Jack...." It was the unmistakable voice of Ms Van De Kamp. "Goddess wants a back rub...Where are you hiding...Jack!"

Jack rolled his eyes, cursing her timing, before pulling Sarah along a bend behind some ornate flowers and verdant foliage. Ms Van De Kamp stepped into the opening, glancing at the still dripping shower, eyes dropping to the small drops of water leading from it.

By now Jack held a finger to the giggling mouth of Sarah. As Ms Van De Kamp strode ever closer towards them, she removed it and whispered for him to go. The last thing he'd wanted - either of them had wanted - was the moment of passion to end.

Unfortunately the arrival of Ms Van De Kamp had somewhat put a downer on things. That wasn't to say everything had dropped. Jack rounded the bend, cock bobbing in front of him, still hard.

"There you are," said Ms Van De Kamp, evidently not amused. "Stop playing with yourself and come with me."

As he followed, he gave one last glance behind. Still hidden, Sarah watched his naked rear disappear out of sight, before removing the hands that covered her mouth, and laughing like she hadn't laughed in months.

"Ice queen goeth," said Jack, joining the line of male staff waiting outside the hotel entrance the very next morning.

He'd just seen off Ms Van De Kamp. Carrying her bags to the taxi - waiting on her to the last. She'd tucked several crisp dollar bills into the string around his waist, glancing at him with one last look of amusement, before sliding inside her waiting chariot. Jack closed the door and stood obediently as it pulled away.

"You did good," said Juan.

Yeah, thanks mate thought Jack.

"Not all bad huh," said Fabio, glancing at the money Jack partly concealed in his hand.

"Trust me, I earned it," said Jack, still a little miffed that while he'd been slaving away, Fabio and Juan either side of him, had been having fun with two beauties.

He hadn't spoken a word of yesterday's encounter with Sarah, but the very thought of either of their hands on her, spurred an envy and jealousy he hadn't quite realised was there.

"Hoy hoy boys. Here we go," cried out one of the men, as the silver chauffer driven Bentley approached up the hill.

The men straightened their backs, placing their hands behind them, presenting themselves as if for inspection. Jack did likewise. Word had it the boss was a real stickler for presentation. Yet to meet one Ms Camilla Sanchez, he watched intrigued as the chauffeur got out and opened the back door of the Bentley.

In strappy heels and a figure hugging lacy knee length orange dress, the woman that emerged was no less elegant and voluptuous than the last time he'd seen her. Sweeping a hand through those same luxurious curls with that streak of white, to one side, she made her way to the waiting male servants.

"Not what you were expecting," whispered Fabio.

"No," said Jack, recalling how he'd never gotten a name that first night he'd met her. "Friend," he murmured, shaking his head, visualising the card she'd given him.

Camilla made her way along the line, checking the men's bodies were up to standard as she greeted them one by one. "Juan my dear, looking fabulous as always."

"Thank you ma'am," he said with a slight bow.

Jack's pecs inadvertently twitched as she stopped in front of him, and ran her eyes up and down his body. "Ahh the new boy. I've had good feedback on you." She reached out and ran a single finger from chest to abs, and lower still until it was hooked in the string waistband of his outfit. "All snug?" she asked, tugging it towards her with a devilish grin.

Jack gave a start, feeling as if the string could snap and expose him any second.

"Yes...ma'am," he coughed.

Camilla could have toyed with him all day long, but had other things to do - she unhooked her finger, much to Jack's relief.

"I knew you'd fit right in," she said, gently pinching his chin as she assessed his youthful good looks, before twisting on her heels and moving on.

"Fabio," said Camilla, once she'd reached the end of the line. "You know how I like things."

"But I..." As if reading his mind, she cut him off.

"Oh don't worry Jack can take care of your client. There a problem?"

"Not all ma'am," he said picking up her bags and, with a quick irritable glance back at Jack, followed his boss inside.


Eight

"Oh I think I could stay here forever," sighed Sarah, staring out at another cloudless blue sky.

"What was that?" shouted Tamsin who was in her room changing.

"I said I could stay..." A knock at the door cut Sarah short. "Never mind," she said, tying a sarong around her bikini bottoms as she went to answer.

"Mademoiselle," said Juan, bowing a little upon sight of Sarah. "May we be of service this morning?"

Sarah glanced at Jack slightly behind him. "Where's Fabio?"

"He's currently...occupied. But Jack here's a more than able replacement. I hope that's no problem."

Sarah quickly removed her gaze from Jack's chiselled torso. "No, not at all," she said, secretly thrilled inside. "Just give us a few moments, we'll be right out."

Sarah closed the door, backed to it, raised her head, and let out a long contemplative sigh. A full day of Jack waiting on her every whim - she suddenly felt giddy - get a grip of yourself woman, she told herself, you're not sixteen.

"Everything all right?" asked Tamsin, swanning in from the other room, towel slung over one shoulder. "You look hot."

Sarah fanned her face as she paced quickly from the door. "Jack's outside," she whispered animatedly. "He's our servant for the day."

"He is, is he?"

Sarah nodded, smiling.

"Well I say we make him earn his keep."

"What'd you have in mind?" asked Sarah.

"First things first, pass me that sun cream..."

"Did anyone tell you you've got really, really good hands," said Sarah, sat on her lounger, as Jack massaged sun cream into her shoulders.

"Once or twice."

Tamsin who lay on her lounger like an Egyptian goddess, with Juan fanning her, opened an eye and glanced at Jack.

"You got a girlfriend Jack?" she asked him.

"Nope, no girlfriend."

Tamsin cast a meaningful look at Sarah, who batted it away with an eye-roll.

"So," said Sarah, stopping the interrogation going any further. "You don't get tired of this."

Hell no, not when it's someone as damn fine as you, he almost blurted out, before checking himself. "Only I guess in the same way as any job."

"Any job," impersonated Tamsin. "Yeah like any job involves strutting about half naked," she said, flicking a toe at the flap hanging between Juan's crotch.

Juan grinned back at her, as it swayed back and forth.

"Or getting nude when we want," Tamsin said with extra emphasis on the 'we.'

She glanced at Juan, who stared back as if challenging her to make it so. "I just don't know," she said stretching back with a yawn. "You boys have a funny way of looking at things." Another gentle flick of a foot was directed at Juan's crotch.

"Legs?" said Sarah holding out the bottle of sun cream as she stood.

"Yeah, sure," said Jack, taking it from her and quickly dropping to one knee as he applied the sun cream to her toned golden limbs.

And this is work, he thought, letting his mind drift at the feel of her smooth sun kissed skin - inevitably there was a stirring below.

"I think you boys are pretty lucky if you ask me," said Tamsin, as if sensing Jack's thoughts. "Getting to worship two goddesses like ourselves." She aimed another playful kick at Juan's crotch - the thin material had started to lift - Jack wasn't the only one struggling to control things.

As Sarah turned, and Jack worked his hands up her thighs, he clocked her peachy behind. An ass like that - resistance was futile.

"That's it, don't miss a spot," Tamsin teased, watching.

"That's fine," said Sarah turning and taking the bottle from him.

Jack stood with a grimace - his cheeks a deepening pink- his erect cock pushing the narrow flap so it was almost level with his body.

Tamsin immediately burst into laughter. "What a pair, what are they feeding you boys here? Viagra?"

"Oh leave them be," said Sarah, lying back on her lounger, as Jack picked up the fan beside her. "It's perfectly natural."

"Yeah," said Tamsin grinning, as she flicked a foot yet again at Juan. "Perfectly natural."

For the rest of the day, the women kept the men close at hand. If Sarah was enjoying having Jack around, his own obvious aroused state made it clear he wasn't having such a bad time himself. The evening of that same day, Sarah and Tamsin met them again in the buzz of the hotel bar.

"Sex On The Beach?" said Tamsin, glancing pointedly at Sarah and Jack in turn.

Tamsin had already spelt out what she thought Sarah's next move should be, regarding Jack, and she had no intention of hiding it. Sarah wasn't impressed, however.

"Okaay," said Tamsin, returning her gaze to the cocktail menu the two of them had been working through since day one of their stay. "How about A Slow Comfortable Screw then. You up for that Jack. What am I saying, you've been up for it all day. Bartender..."

Sarah could only apologise as Tamsin flirted with the bartender, all the while stroking the arm of Juan at her side.

"No, it's fine," said Jack. "She's fun. You're here for fun. Besides, I'm a big boy I can take it."

Sarah tried to keep a straight face, but failed.

"Wrong choice of words?"

"Yeah!" she said, trying but failing to hold back giggles.

"Hey, what am I missing?" said Tamsin, cocktails in hand.

Sarah's gaze lingered on the flap between Jack's crotch, though her lips remained buttoned. It was another half an hour before Tamsin's ploy of getting the two of them alone, came to fruition. Under the guise of getting more drinks, she pulled Juan inside, leaving the pair in the warm night air, out on the veranda.

"Beautiful isn't it," said Sarah, looking up at the starry night sky.

"Sure is."

Sarah looked at Jack, only to see him staring straight back at her. "I meant the stars dummy."

Jack remained silent - looking at her - as that untold spark of desire pulled their lips and bodies together.

"That all part of the service," she said, breaking away with a smile, though her palm still remained flat to his firm chest.

"Mm-hmm," grinned Jack. They stood like that for a moment listening to the soft swells breaking below. "Soo," said Jack. "I was thinking we could go somewhere private and I'll show you what else is part of the service."

Sarah removed the palm on his chest. "Jack, I can't. As good as that sounds and believe me, it sounds good, I really don't think it's the best idea."

"Sarah, you know I want you."

She looked into his eyes and could believe it - in the same way she wanted him. And it scared her.

"I'm sorry," she said, heading quickly back towards the soft sound of chatter and music inside.

"Sarah," called Jack.

Yet without looking back, she was gone.

"He said I want you?"

Sarah nodded - she and Tamsin were lounging by the pool on the penultimate day of their holiday.

"I know," said Sarah, cupping two hands over nose and mouth.

"And you just up and left?"

Sarah gently rubbed her face. "I know, I know, I know," she said, cringing at the memory.

It had been once again, Juan along with Fabio who had greeted the two women this morning, like yesterday had never been. As yet, there'd been no sign of Jack.

"The stupidest part is I wanted him too," said Sarah.

"But...?"

"But I'm not eighteen and at fresher’s week looking to hook up with somebody." Sarah paused, realising what she'd just said, and who she'd said it to. "Sorry."

"No offence taken," said Tamsin.

"I don't know, maybe I should have just gone with the flow, you know."

"Maybe," said Tamsin, peeling back the trim of her bikini bottoms to compare the lighter skin against the golden tan she'd got these past six days. "Look," she said, letting the elastic snap back. "Nobody blames you if you're not ready. You've been through some pretty heavy shit. I understand. I do."

"Thanks T," said Sarah, glancing over at her with a smile.

"But," said Tamsin within seconds of Sarah turning away. "You want my honest opinion: I think you shoulda screwed his brains out."

Sarah glanced at her friend again, before letting out a long and wistful sigh.

There was no sign of Jack for the rest of the morning. Not in the dining hall or surrounding grounds. Sarah was beginning to think that maybe his shift had ended, and that was the last she'd be seeing of him, when there he was poolside waiting on his new goddess - a full-figured women in a lime green swimsuit.

Sarah wanted to stop and explain for last night. Instead she gave an awkward wave, which he didn't seem to notice, before following on behind Tamsin, Juan and Fabio. When they returned from the beach a couple of hours later, Jack was gone. However much a part of her still wanted it, Sarah was forced to accept any further contact with Jack, was unlikely. Oh boy, how wrong was she.


Nine

Party night at Cora Bora had a very specific dress code. Goddesses: floral and fabulous, servants: black bow tie and not much else.

"Don't mind if I do," said Tamsin, grabbing two flutes of champagne from the nude servant stood by the entrance to the entertainment hall.

"This place is so, so bad," said Sarah.

"So bad it's good," grinned Tamsin passing her a glass. "Come on, admit it," she said. "You've needed this."

"Holiday yes. This..." Sarah arched an eyebrow questioningly, "I'm not so sure."

"Really," said Tamsin, not buying any of it. "Oh look, there's Jack."

Sarah turned swiftly on her heels, craning her head to see. Except of course he wasn't anywhere to be seen. Tamsin was smiling knowingly when Sarah turned back around. "I think I've proved my point."

"OK," said Sarah. "So having a few men around wasn't a completely insane idea."

"It wasn't was it?"

"OK so it was better than insane, it was...God," said Sarah, "you've always got to be so right."

"Don't you know it," said Tamsin, looking for all the world like the cat that got the cream.

Sarah shook her head, but couldn't help but smile. "Next time just run it by me first, would you?"

"Now where would the fun be in that?"

"All right, let's get this party started," announced leggy hostess, Kirsty, from the low level stage, observing the roomful of women. "This is ladies night, so that means one thing: bring out the boys."

On cue, wide doors at one end of the room opened as the ten men entered in single file. There was neither the string around their waist, or the narrow flap to cover their modesty. Not a stitch. With the exception of black bow ties these boys were as naked as the day they'd been born. Whistles, catcalls, and general female laughter merged, as the men strutted their stuff - several of them handing out a single red or white rose to the clapping women now surrounding them.

Catching sight of Jack, Sarah's heart skipped a beat. He held out his rose grinning - last night forgotten.

"OK, OK that's enough," said Kirsty, above the raucous noise. "Get on up here boys."

Sarah lightly bit a varnished nail between her teeth, half smiling as she watched Jack's cute behind head towards the stage.

"Girl that boy is hot for you," said Tamsin, "that's all I'll say."

Hostess Kirsty quickly had the men lined up along the stage, facing their avid audience.

"And your name is?" she asked, holding out a microphone to the first man in the line up.

"Novak," came the reply from the hunky six footer.

"Tell us a about yourself honey."

"What can I say, twenty two years old and I love, love, pleasing women."

"Oh they like that," said Kirsty as the women cheered their approval. "They really like that. So Novak seeing as this is party night, I gotta ask, any party tricks?"

Novak grinned. "Just one. You wanna see it?"

"What do you say ladies?" Kirsty held out the microphone. The rapturous high-pitched cry into it was a definitive yes. "Take it away Novak," smiled Kirsty.

He gamely stepped forward, gently tugging himself down below as he did so. Ready, he let go of his long shaft and began circling his hips - windmilling his cock helicopter style. The laughing, whooping audience, was soon clapping along as one, encouraging him to go faster.

"Careful now big boy," said Kirsty, as a still giggling Novak stepped back. "We don't want that thing carrying you off the stage."

The ensuing laughter was an indicator of what was ahead. After having the men introduce themselves one by one, Kirsty selected ten women from the audience to join them on stage. Tamsin, never one not to put herself forward, was inevitably among them.

"All right. Two lines. Man, woman, man, woman," Kirsty organised them as so. "OK," she said facing the two women at the start of each. "This is a race. The rules are simple. Get these..." She held out an orange in the palm of each hand, "from the first person to the last quickest. Oh, and one snag: No hands! Yeah..." Kirsty acknowledged the laughing audience with a knowing smile. "OK," she said facing the two women, who now with oranges tucked under their chin, faced the receiving male. "Ready, set, go!"

To much hilarity, the audience cheered the participants as the oranges slowly made their way down the lines.

"You got it, you got it," said Kirsty providing a running commentary. "It's all about those oranges," she said glancing at the audience with a wicked grin - knowing full well the oranges were the last thing on their minds.

Orange clenched in the thighs of the hot guy in front, Tamsin tried not to laugh as she contorted her head - gripping it from him under her chin, before successfully passing it on to the next guy. Beside her the opposing team had ground to a halt - the orange precariously squeezed between the abs of one guy, and the stomach of a laughing female.

"That don't look good, and oh, did I say that there's a forfeit for guys on the losing side." Despite their best attempts, the orange was on its way down. "Disqualified," said Kirsty, waving a hand as it hit the floor.

There was generous cheering as the women left the stage and Kirsty lined up the five losing guys. Jack glad to have been among the victors, watched from the side with the other four.

Kirsty shook her head. "All that muscle and outdone by a teenie, weenie, orange. Tut, tut, tut," she tutted. "Twenty burpees as punishment. What do you say ladies." The crowd cried out their approval. "Well, hop to it."

As the men squatted, sprang to their feet, and jumped arms outstretched, willies swinging, balls bouncing, the women counted out loud. "Seventeen, eighteen, nineteen," they shouted louder still. "Twenty."

"All right, you boys cool off," said Kirsty chucking them the orange, and beckoning the other five back centre stage. "I need five women. Let's see, you, you, you, you aaand...you."

This last 'you' was Sarah. Glancing at naked Jack, she handed Tamsin her glass of champagne and, needing no second invitation, headed on up.

"OK," said Kirsty, having had five stools brought up, and the men sit. "Pick a guy." Sarah already nearest Jack was at his side in a flash. "Ladies, the essence of this game is real simple: You can move those fine bodies, strut your stuff, tease your guy with every wicked word that comes into those dirty, dirty minds I know you've got, but no touching. N...O."Kirsty swatted away one of the women's hands placed on her partner. "No, no, no. You can use every skill you got to achieve your objective but touch. And that objective I hear you ask: to get your guy hard."

An excited murmur rippled around the room as several ladies whistled their delight. "And when I say hard, I mean hard," said Kirsty, thrusting a fist in the air.

A suddenly flustered Sarah looked out towards Tamsin. She was grinning from ear to ear. OK she told herself, slowing her breathing - sexy, sexy, sexy.

"Lets go before one of 'em pops a boner," said Kirsty. "Girls you ready, boys?" They held up their thumbs giving the go ahead. "Goodie, goodie, goodie. Take it away girls."

To the sound of 'lets get it on,' the women shimmied and spun, lifting thigh skimming dresses to reveal a flash of panty, teasing the guys with their sun kissed skin. Each of the men was soon reacting, as they grew bigger.

"Remember girls, no touching," reminded Kirsty. "Not yet anyways," she grinned.

Sarah spun around and leant forward, almost skimming her lips on his, looking Jack right in the eye, before making a point of glancing down at his stiffening member. Moving close behind him, she whispered to his ear: "How does it feel being completely exposed...every women watching that big cock of yours growing harder, and knowing, that there's absolutely nothing you can do to stop it." Sarah paused, letting him feel the warmth of her breath on his neck. "You said you wanted me...show me...show this roomful of women how much you want me...show that wet pussy of mine." Jack closed his eyes in desperate, horny desire - the helmet of his engorged cock, glistening pre cum.

"Ladies we have a winner," announced Kirsty, arrowing in on Jack. "Boy do we have a winner. What do you say ladies," she said parading him out to the edge of the stage in case there was any doubt.

As the cheers rang out, Sarah came back to herself, inhaling deeply, then exhaling slowly - every part of her body felt electrified.

"Thank you girls, good effort," said Kirsty, guiding them off the stage. "Ah ah," she said pulling back Jack who was heading stage left, away from front and centre. "We're not done with you. I want the rest of you boys as hard as Jack here. Next game up, ring toss!"


Ten

"I've seen that look before." Sarah glanced up from her champagne to see an elegant and strikingly beautiful woman - fiftyish; with a red flower poking from dark curls, partially streaked a whitish grey.

"No, I was just..." Sarah word's trailed off, not sure as she was, she could explain to this stranger, the weird mix of sombre optimism she was feeling right now.

"There's a cure for that." Sarah followed the women's gaze that led all the way to Jack. "He's only got eyes for you my dear," said this mysterious stranger, as if reading Sarah's thoughts.

"Hmm," said Sarah, returning her gaze to the champagne bubbles. "Some things are better left alone in life."

"And some things lead to heavenly delights."

Sarah glanced back at Jack, who despite the numerous women around him, was indeed staring her way. "I'm sorry," said Sarah, turning swiftly. "But do I know you?"

Sarah looked left, and then right, the woman was nowhere to be seen.

"All alone?" It was Jack suddenly in front of her in all his naked hotness.

"I thought I was," began Sarah, glancing around, a little thrown by the disappearance of the woman as if she'd been a figment of her imagination all along. "Hmm, I suppose I am."

"Tamsin looks like she's having fun," said Jack.

Across from them both, she mingled, flirting with the night's entertainment amongst the colourfully dressed women, and naked men.

"That's Tamsin for you," said Sarah, not surprised a jot.

"And yourself?"

"Yeah it's been..." Sarah couldn't help checking Jack out, before adding with some understatement. "Good."

Jack grinned. "You know you're the most beautiful woman in here...right?"

"Aww Jack, your swee..." Before Sarah could finish he'd leant in and kissed her.

"Wasn't that against rule number five."

"Sod the rules, it was worth it."

Sarah smiled. "You know you're not so bad yourself," she said, giving him the once over a second time.

Jack wasted no time in planting another kiss on her. "How about we make things even better...Goddess."

Some things are better left alone in life, then again, some things lead to heavenly delights. "Yes..." Jack took her by the hand, as up on the stage, Kirsty announced the final explosive game of the night.

They made it as far as the corridor before their wave of lust overtook them again. Jack backed Sarah against a wall, and hitched her leg, hands desperately searching her clothed body, wanting to feel bare skin. Sarah's own hands roamed freely over his exposed flesh. Gripping his hard shaft, she smiled. "Come on, not here."

Finally in the privacy of her room, Sarah had Jack all to herself. She pushed him back onto the bed, and smoothly slid off her dress. In only frilly lace red panties, she stood over him. "Well?"

Jack whistled as he drunk in her body. "I'm a lucky boy."

"I'll say." Sarah slipped off her panties and straddled his muscular thighs. His hard cock skimmed her outer lips, desperate for entry, as he nestled his face in pert breasts. Sarah's body hummed as his lips encircled her erect nipples; it felt good, sensationally good. Pushing him back, so he lay flat, she held his wrists to the mattress, and looked into his longing eyes. "You still want me?"

The head of his engorged cock brushed her lips again as if answering for him.

"I do," he said.

Sarah slid her body over him, until her shins trapped his arms.

"Show me. Show your goddess how much you want her." Sarah took one last look at his cute face, before dropping her juicy throbbing lips to his.

The sun's rays were already skimming the edge of the balcony when Sarah showed Jack to the door the next morning.

"Thank you," she said. It had been a night of intense passion - wave after wave of pleasure like she'd never experienced.

"What for?" smirked Jack.

"You know what for."

Jack took one hand - her other held a sheet to her chest - and kissed it. "At your service goddess."

Sarah smiled watching his cute bum as he made his way back along the corridor they'd fumbled, bodies entangled in lustful passion the previous evening. Still smiling, Sarah collapsed onto a nearby sofa with a long and satisfied sigh. A moment later the door to Tamsin's room opened.

"Oh you wouldn't believe the night I..." Sarah stopped short, catching sight of Juan.

Two hands covering his privates, he gave her a nod and smile, and awkwardly hurried past her. Barely had the door swung shut, than a second pair of tanned male legs did likewise. This time it was Fabio with the awkward smile and nod.

"Both of them!" said Sarah, when Tamsin sauntered from the room in only a pair of panties.

"Mm-hmm," she said, pouring herself an orange juice. "I know, pretty great huh."

Sarah looked at her speechless.

"What? There's a first time for everything, right?"

"If you say so."

"So how was Jack. I take it you screwed his brains out."

"It was...he was..."

Tamsin raised her eyebrows. "Yes?"

Sarah quickly stood. "We should get our stuff together," she said turning abruptly. "Our taxi arrives in less than an hour."

"I'll take it that he was good then."

"You might say that," said Sarah, wide smile etched over her face.

"Ooh-la-la..." said Jean-Pierre as the two women approached reception. "Those tans," he said, lifting fingers from puckered lips. "Exquisite!"

"Oh Jean," sighed Tamsin, screwing her face up, and stomping a foot as she placed the room card on the counter. "I don't want to leave. Can't you give us permanent residence here?"

"Unfortunately not. Above my station mademoiselle."

"Darn it," said Tamsin swinging an arm though the air exaggeratedly. "At least I tried."

"Come on you," said Sarah.

Juan, Fabio and Jack were on hand to see them out through the avenue of exotic flora, towards their waiting ride. The grey haired driver gave the practically naked men an amused glance, before popping the boot and lifting the women's luggage into it.

"Here," said Jack, slipping a piece of paper into Sarah's hand. "Maybe we could meet up. You know, when I'm back in Blighty."

Sarah glanced at the paper and the black digits scrawled on it. "Maybe," she smiled.

Without hesitation, Jack leant to her and kissed her full on the lips. Sarah's palm drawn to those abs of his, she kissed him back.

"Ahem," coughed Tamsin. "Time to break it up you two."

After a couple more seconds, they finally parted.

"Aww," Tamsin sighed contentedly as they waved at the boys through the rear window, as the car rumbled down the hillside away from the heavenly delights of Cora Bora. "What's that?" she asked, spotting the paper in Sarah's hand.

"Nothing," grinned Sarah, placing it in her purse.

"Yeah right." Tamsin's gaze remained on Sarah. "He still want's you doesn't he?"

"He might do."

"And."

"Let's just say if I can't make it to Cora Bora, a piece of it may be coming to me." A twinkle in her eye, Sarah turned to the cooling breeze of the open window beside her. For once in her life, Tamsin resisted the urge to poke further and, smiling broadly, fixed her gaze on the open road ahead.
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