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      Maria was just dumped by Peter, her fiancee and partner of eight years after she was caught cheating on him with a young woman. She went from having it all: Money, a house on the beach and the man of her dreams-- to having nothing. No money, no house and no man. Worried about Maria's well-being, Ingrid, Maria's long-time best friend decides to take Maria on a road trip to get away from her life. Along with Ingrid's boyfriend Lindsey, the group takes off for Florida.

      The road trip turns sour fast as issues of old and new begin to surface. Between Ingrid's struggles with her deteriorating relationship, Maria's growing romantic feelings for her best friend, the plaguing memory of Peter and Maria's mistress, and the lack of any gas stations along the way, the group's road trip seems destined to fail. That is until the group accidentally finds themselves at a strange resort-- one where everything is peculiarly perfect and dreams seem to come true around every corner.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      Maria Olsen stared out the car window at the flat empty desert, watching the road signs zip past. Her eyes were heavy, unable to fall asleep for any significant period of time, but desperately wanting to. Her face was sunken into her hand, and her cheek was smushed up against the window.

      She wasn’t alone in the car—but she wasn’t in the mood for a chat or any interaction of any kind. Maria was upset. She had made some mistakes in her life. Now she was in a car, travelling eighty miles an hour down a rarely driven highway trying to run from those mistakes.

      But she was learning quickly that it isn’t always so easy to run from your past. As Maria’s eyes grew heavier, and she began to drift slowly away from consciousness, memories of the life she let slip away began to trickle back.

      It was a beautiful day, on a sunny deck—sitting on the step, facing the ocean with a cold drink in her hand, Maria watched the waves crash into the shore. She wore an expensive pair of designer sunglasses and a tiny little bikini, exposing herself to the best tan possible. All she could think was, “Damn, life is great.”

      “Hey!” a voice said behind her as two hands snatched her up from under the arms.

      Startled, Maria spun her head around and looked at the culprit. It was her fiancée, Peter. Peter was a handsome man. He made a small fortune with a web based design company and was able to buy a small house on the beach. He was tall and thin, with quite a bit of muscle tone, spending much of his free time working out in the yard.

      Maria smiled and kissed her fiancée. She had it all-- The house, the soon-to-be husband, and the beach—not to mention she was in the prime of her youth. She dropped out of college after Peter proposed to her, simultaneously announcing that he had made his small fortune. Maria, who was never fully invested in her studies, was happy to take the free pass at life.

      “That bathing suit is hot,” Peter said, looking down at his bride to be.

      “Thanks, babe.”

      Maria leaned in and kissed her fiancée again. She wrapped one of her arms around Peter’s head and rested her soft forearm on his neck. Peter looked deep into Maria’s eyes and smiled.

      Thump!

      The car hit a bump in the road, knocking Maria out of her lucid dream state. Once again, she was looking at a dreary grey desert landscape.

      Maria couldn’t read the road signs fast enough as they raced past her window. She finally pulled herself up straight and looked around the car.

      Next to her, sleeping was her best friend, Ingrid. Ingrid was a beautiful young girl. She was short, with very long, straight blonde hair, which extended all the way down to her butt. Ingrid and Maria had been best friends since early elementary school. Maria was an early bloomer, getting a lot of interest from men early on in her teens. Ingrid took much longer, but once she blossomed, she really blossomed. Her tits weren’t as big as Maria’s, but they sat perfectly on her chest and perfectly suited her body. Her butt was astonishingly round and firm and she was the kind of girl who couldn’t put on a pound if she tried.

      Driving the car was Ingrid’s boyfriend, Lindsey. Lindsey was a shorter man, standing at around five feet and nine inches. He was skinny, with short messy hair. He was by no means traditionally handsome, but Ingrid loved him, and Ingrid could have had any man she wanted.

      Ingrid had convinced Lindsey to take Maria on a trip, after Peter and her split up. Maria had been down for weeks, with no signs of cheering up. The boxes Ingrid had helped Maria pack up out of Peter’s beach house remained full in corners of her new, crappy apartment. Within days, Maria had gone from “the girl who had it all,” to the girl with nothing—nothing more than she had eight years ago when she moved out from her parents’ house.

      Maria and Peter broke up after Peter came home to find Maria cheating on him, with another woman.

      Peter knew Maria was “bisexual”, but he never thought Maria would ever cheat on him with another woman—or anyone for that matter. Perhaps he was just ignorant.

      Cheating on Peter was something that Maria never forgave herself for. She could have cared less about the beach house or any of the money. She just wanted her relationship back. She missed Peter. Now, Peter was impossible to reach. He refused to return her calls or her text messages. The only time Maria ever saw Peter was in her dreams, and even there she could feel the overwhelming guilt in her heart.

      And, as yet another speed limit sign passed by, Maria began to slip back into her dream.

      “I’ve got to go to work—I’ll talk to you later,” Peter said, smiling at Maria as he stood on the deck to their quaint little beach house.

      “Don’t go,” Maria replied.

      “I have to. I have an important meeting with an SEO guy.”

      “How important?”

      “Really, really important.”

      “More important than…”

      Maria slid her hand gently down Peter’s body, landing right on his cock. She squeezed tightly, stroking the underside of Peter’s shaft with the elegant tips of her fingers. A warm tingle ran up Peter’s spine.

      Peter laughed, “Really, Maria—I’ve got to go.”

      “I think the SEO guy can wait five minutes,” Maria said, sinking her body down, landing softly on her knees.

      She made no hesitations reaching her soft hands for Peter’s belt. Peter looked around shyly, making sure there were no neighbours strolling on the beach. He looked back down at his beautiful fiancée. “Babe…”

      “Shh,” Maria said, interrupting as she pulled Peter’s belt from his pants. She went straight for the zipper, pulling it down. In mere moments, Peter was standing in just a dress shirt and his boxer shorts. A soft ocean breeze crossed over his legs while Maria began to fondle his hardening cock through his undergarment.

      Peter couldn’t resist. How could anyone say no to such a beautiful specimen? Maria twirled the tip of her finger around the tip of Peter’s cock, watching it grow against its cotton threshold. Peter sunk his hands down and slipped his fingers into his fiancée’s soft hair. He exhaled deeply.

      Maria smiled, victorious. She took Peter’s waistband in her fingers and began to slip his underwear down his legs, watching as his long, throbbing cock slowly revealed itself. She could see Peter’s heart rate increase as his cock jolted quicker and quicker with each throb, growing thick and tall.

      Finally, the elastic waistband cleared the meaty manhood. The cock sprung out, nearly fully erect from Maria’s gentle playfulness.

      The powerful shaft stood, growing just inches from Maria’s face. She watched it throb, craving a taste of Peter’s big dick. Gently, she took it in her hands, wrapping her soft fingers around its circumference. She could feel the blood pumping through the member’s thick veins against her small fingers.

      Maria took a deep breath and then leaned forward, sinking the long member into her mouth, sliding it along her tongue. She closed her eyes and descended into the moment. She began to suck on the cock as Peter’s hands caressed her soft scalp. She pulled her head up and down the length of the shaft, running her tight lips over every curve and ridge of the veiny dick.

      She truly did have it all: The house, the beach, the money, and the big huge dick. What else could she want? Well, there was one other thing she wanted—one other thing that her sweet fiancée just couldn’t provide her: a set of supple tits and a sweet pussy.

      Maria knew that she had to make compromises. She knew that, being a bisexual; she would have to choose one or the other. “You can’t have your cake and eat it too,” they say. What she wanted most was Peter’s long, hard cock.

      She picked up her pace, throwing her hand into the eroticism. She wrapped her hand around the saliva-coated member and began to stroke as she ran her wet lips up and down the cock.

      Peter let out a long, soft sigh; revelling in the building euphoria Maria was conjuring. Peter was getting close to cumming.

      The cock had become quite large in Maria’s mouth. It pushed hard against her tight lips, stretching them out, almost painfully. Maria—determined to please her fiancée—let the huge dick slide down deep into her throat. She gagged a bit, but kept on sucking like a true lover. The tightness of Maria’s throat intensified the waves of pleasure shooting through Peter’s body. He was going to cum—he couldn’t hold back much longer.

      Peter squeezed tightly on his fiancée’s hair, pulling her in tight onto his dick. Maria choked and gagged, taken aback by the sudden pull. Suddenly, her throat started to fill up with blast after blast of hot cum—the very cum she had been craving so badly.

      Thump!

      Another pothole in the road sent Lindsey’s car into a momentary violent shake—causing no harm aside from waking up all the sleeping girls in the back seat. Once again, Maria was thrown back into reality, forced to face the consequences of her actions.

      “Where are we?” Ingrid asked.

      “I think we should almost be there by now,” Lindsey said. “I took a short cut that was supposed to cut an hour off of the trip.”

      The gang was headed to Florida—an idea had by Ingrid, hoping to get Maria’s mind off of her now ex-fiancée.

      “Almost there? What the fuck are you talking about, Lindsey? We’re in the middle of the desert. There’s no Florida anywhere near here.”

      “I was told this was a good short cut.”

      “We’re lost, aren’t we?” Ingrid asked.

      Lindsey was silent for a moment. “We aren’t lost—I just don’t know where we are.”

      Ingrid sighed. “Why did we let him drive?”

      Maria looked down at her cell phone. She had no reception. “I have nothing on my phone. Do you?” Maria asked Ingrid.

      Ingrid checked her phone. “Nope.”

      “When did we pass the last town?” Maria asked.

      “Not sure. A couple of hours ago, at least.” Lindsey had been lost for a while.

      “Jesus, Linds. Do we even have any gas in the tank?” Ingrid asked.

      “About a quarter tank.”

      “We’re screwed, Maria. We’re screwed,” Ingrid said.

      “It’s fine. Just go back to sleep, relax, and I will get us back on track in no time,” Lindsey said confidently, seemingly unworried by the fact they could end up stranded hours from the nearest gas station.

      Ingrid sighed and fell back into her seat. She looked out her window and eventually began to doze back off.

      Maria looked out her window and continued to watch the passing signs, all too rusted to read.
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      “We shouldn’t,” Maria said, half drunkenly.

      A beautiful young woman, Valerie, was already on her knees between Maria’s legs with her fingers around the waistband of Maria’s skirt. Maria was tense, laying on her back on her and Peter’s soft bed. Peter was out of town on a work trip.

      “Why?” Valerie asked.

      “I—I just don’t think I can do this. It’s not right…”

      Valerie slithered up Maria’s half-naked body and placed her soft finger onto Maria’s lips. “Shh,” she said, smiling.

      Maria, still hesitant, silenced herself. She looked up at Valerie, tense and nervous. Valerie sat up straight and smiled. She slowly began to remove her tight tank top. The tight shirt hung tightly onto her tits as it rose up her chest. Finally, the shirt released the supple breasts, letting them fall and bounce before settling on her chest. Maria looked down at the perfect set.

      Peter gave Maria a lot of things—but he couldn’t give her those.

      Valerie sunk back down, letting her soft tits fall onto Maria’s chest. Gently, Valerie connected her warm lips with Maria’s. Maria couldn’t resist. She loved Peter, and would always love Peter. But she had an appetite for the female persuasion that Peter simple could not fill.

      Maria wrapped her arms around the bombshell and placed her hands firmly on Valerie’s back. She began to melt into the soft mattress.

      “Wake up,” Lindsey’s voice said.

      Once again, Maria had slipped away into her past, momentarily escaping the present. Ingrid was standing outside, smoking a cigarette. Lindsey was standing in the car doorway, looking down at Maria. They had stopped outside of a small little house.

      The light in the house was turned on and there was music faintly audible in the distance. Maria slowly pulled herself up to her feet, out of the car.

      “Where are we?” she asked.

      “I don’t know. We’re almost out of gas. We’re going to use these people’s phone and hope they let us camp here for the night.”

      “Camp? We didn’t bring anything to camp.”

      “We’ll make it work. Get out and stretch your legs.”

      Maria stretched her back as Lindsey began to make his way to the house.

      “I’m going to ask them to use their phone. I’ll be right back,” Lindsey said.

      “We really should not have let him drive. What were we thinking?” Ingrid said, breaking her frustrated silence.

      “What are we doing out here?” Maria asked.

      “Well, my idiot boyfriend got us lost.”

      “No—I mean, what are we doing out here—Like, why are we going on this trip.”

      “You just need a break. We all need a break, but you really need a break.” Ingrid wasn’t afraid to be blunt with her friend.

      “Going to Florida isn’t going to change anything.”

      “It’s not supposed to.”

      “Well, it’s not going to make me forget anything either.”

      “Darling,” Maria said, tossing her finished cigarette onto the ground. “Look. I know you think that your life is over without Peter. Well, it’s not, babe. You still have me. There will be another Peter. There are millions of Peters out there.”

      “I’ve heard this speech a million times. It lost its validity when it came from my sixteen year old niece.”

      Ingrid sighed. “No one is trying to make you forget about Peter. Moving on is inevitable. It’s just a matter of time. And I would like to spend that time with you, making sure you’re at least having a half decent time.”

      Maria sighed. After about a minute of silence, she spoke, “What was I doing?”

      “Oh, honey. Don’t beat yourself up over it. What’s passed is passed.”

      “He didn’t do anything bad to me.”

      Ingrid put her hand on Maria’s shoulder.

      “No one’s home,” Lindsey said as he walked back from the house with his hands stuffed in his pockets. The temperature had fallen significantly as the sun had gone down.

      “What do you mean? Their lights are on and I can hear music,” Ingrid said.

      “They aren’t home. The door was open. I looked in. It’s just a big empty room.” The house was in fact very small, almost more of a glorified shed. “The music is coming from down the hill, around back.”

      “Well what can we do besides go for a little adventure.” Ingrid looked at Maria. “Do you want to stay here or come with us?”

      “I may as well come.”

      The three all made their way around the house. Ingrid snuggled up to Lindsey as they walked, stealing some of his body heat in defence of the cold desert night. Maria looked at the two, being inevitably reminded of the fact she was here alone—without Peter.

      Around the house was a steep hill, which extended a ways down. At the bottom of the hill, about a kilometre away was a flickering red light—some kind of bonfire.

      Lindsey carefully helped both Ingrid and Maria navigate their way down the rocky slope towards the mysterious activity. Sharp cactuses, hidden in the dark of the night poked and scraped the group as their made their way down.

      “Careful,” Lindsey said, helping Maria navigate the final cactus of the hill. They had found themselves a mere hundred feet from the fire.

      The music playing was unlike any the bunch had heard before. It sounded like gypsy music, with a Buddhist temple sort of twist. It was very atmospheric and calming, composed by traditional sounding instruments.

      The group made their way towards the music. Dark figures around the fire—likely fellow humans began to materialize as the group became closer. Laughter and chatter became audible.

      Suddenly, one of the strangers turned around and noticed the group.

      “Hello?” the man said, unable to make out any faces in the dark.

      “Hi,” Lindsey said. “Sorry to interrupt. Our car is out of gas and we’ve pulled over in front of your house up there.”

      “House?” the man asked. “Oh no, that’s not our house.”

      “Oh, well, are we close to a town, or anywhere we could use a phone to get a jerry can?”

      “Hm,” the man thought. He turned to his group and then turned back. “There’s no town for probably one hundred miles.”

      Lindsey turned back to the girls who stood cold and mildly frustrated. He turned back. “Do you mind if I ask what you guys are doing way out here?”

      “We live here,” the man said.

      The strangers continued to chat amongst one another, sipping drinks and enjoying their bonfire in the middle of nowhere.

      “Live here? Just out in the open?”

      “No,” the man laughed. “In the resort here.”

      “Resort? What resort?”

      “Well, it’s hard to see now, but just over there is a little resort.”

      “Seriously?”

      “Yeah. I guess you could call it a little desert oasis,” the man told Lindsey.

      “Do you have a phone we could use?”

      “Oh, no we don’t have a phone. You can’t get service out here.”

      Lindsey sighed. “What about some gas. Can I buy some gas off of you?”

      “Oh, sorry. We don’t have any gas.”

      Lindsey, frustrated and defeated turned to his crew, who were all equally defeated and frustrated.

      “There are a couple of spare rooms. You guys are welcome to spend the night.” Despite the darkness, you could see the smile on the man’s face.

      “Well? What do you ladies think?” Lindsey asked Ingrid and Maria.

      “I don’t care. As long as it’s warm,” Ingrid said.

      Lindsey turned back to the man. “That would be great—thank you.”

      The man informed his fellow friends that he would be right back, and led Maria, Ingrid and Lindsey to the “resort” down the sand. It was too dark to see what the building looked like from the outside. All anyone could see was the impressive array of stars spattered on and around the clear Milky Way galaxy. It was beautiful, but hard to appreciate on such a cool night.

      The man opened the door and the group entered. The lobby area was dark. Lindsey reached around for a light switch.

      “Where’s the switch?” he asked.

      The man reached into his pocket and pulled out a matchbook. “We don’t get electricity here.” He proceeded to strike the match and light an oil lamp that sat on a small wooden table next to the door. The room slowly lit up as the fire became brighter. The man panned the lamp around the room.

      The room was old. The walls were made from wood panelling, and there were old, 19th century paintings in beautifully hand-carved framed upon the walls. The man led us up an old wooden staircase and down a hallway. There were two doors—one on either side of the hall.

      “This room,” the man said, pointing to one of the doors, “has the bigger bed.”

      Ingrid looked at Maria. “Do you mind?”

      “No—take it,” Maria responded.

      “You’ll be okay?”

      “I’m an adult,” Maria said.

      Ingrid smiled. “Goodnight, Maria.” Ingrid and Lindsey retired to their room.

      “If you need anything,” the man started again. “We’ll be out by the fire. You know, this resort is paradise. You’re lucky you came across it.”

      “What makes it paradise?”

      “Because here, all your dreams come true,” the man said, smiling. “So they say, anyway.”

      Maria returned the smile. “Thank you for everything,” Maria said.

      The man held the door open for Maria. The room looked like it was straight out of the nineteenth century. The walls were covered in dark wooden wainscoting and antiquated oil paintings—portraits and landscapes. The art was far from your typical resort art. The colours were dark and kind of creepy. The genre of the paintings could have almost been described as horror.

      The wood-framed bed was small, but it would do. Maria walked over to it and gently laid her body down. The frame of the bed creaked and groaned in its old age as it held a human, probably for the first time in decades.

      Slowly, Maria’s already heavy eyes closed and Maria drifted back asleep.

      * * *

      Valerie was snuggled comfortably between Maria’s naked legs. Her face was pushed firmly against Maria’s pussy, with her tongue sliding up and down the length of her slit. Maria’s hands were nestled into Valerie’s soft hair. She pulled the warm head tight into her wet crotch, feeling the tip of Valerie’s tongue slipping in deeper and deeper.

      Maria let a soft moan escape from her mouth as Valerie’s hands slid softly up and down her thighs. Valerie’s firm butt rose up into the hair as she arched her back. Her nose tickled Maria’s clit.

      “Oh God,” Maria said, letting her eyes close as she inhaled a clean breath of air.

      “Maria?” Peter’s voice said.

      Maria’s eyes opened and the next few seconds felt like a few hours as she realized Peter was standing in the doorway, frozen in his place. His eyes were wide and his mouth was dropped open. His hands lightly trembled as he tried desperately to keep himself composed in his state of shock.

      In his own bed, in his own house, his precious girlfriend was cheating on him. Valerie slowly rose from between Maria’s legs—her face covered in the warm juice from Maria’s slit.

      “M--Maria…” Peter said softly, his voice as broken as his heart.

      “Maria!” Ingrid’s voice said.

      The sun had rose, and Maria had returned to the present. Ingrid was standing over her—bright sunlight beaming behind her through the room’s sole window.

      “What time is it?” Maria asked. She was still barely awake.

      “It’s almost noon. You’ve been asleep for like fourteen hours.”

      “Seriously?”

      “Yeah. Get up—You won’t believe this place. It’s incredible.”

      “Why?” Maria asked.

      “Just come look,” Ingrid said. She walked to the door and stopped, looking back at Maria.

      Maria sat up and stared and Ingrid, rubbing the sleep out of her eyes.

      “C’mon, Maria!”

      “I’m coming! Jesus!”

      Maria slowly pulled herself out of bed.

      Ingrid wasn’t joking. The resort, now visible thanks to the sun, was incredible. The building they had slept in was a beautifully restored English-style building with vines running up all of the walls, between the rustic wooden trellises. Behind the beautiful house was a huge lake—at least ten square kilometres. The lake was bordered by beautifully soft white sand, and surrounded by lush green trees. It was like an oasis in the middle of the desert.

      “Wow,” Maria said, looking around. “What is this place?”

      “I don’t know, but you should feel the water. It’s so warm.”

      Maria and Ingrid walked down to the beach, where Lindsey was relaxing in a beach chair.

      “Look who’s up!” Lindsey said, smiling at Maria.

      “Did you find a phone?” Maria asked the relaxing Lindsey.

      “No.”

      “Did you get gas?”

      “No.”

      “Why not?”

      “Well—I figured, why go to Florida and stay in some cheap-o three star hotel when we have this beautiful resort all to ourselves?”

      Maria turned to Ingrid. “I don’t want to just sit here stranded in the middle of the desert.”

      “Maria—We needed a vacation. This is a vacation.”

      “This place isn’t even on a map. These could be serial killers for all we know.”

      “Oh, they aren’t serial killers,” Lindsey said. “They told us we could stay as long as we wanted.”

      “That’s what a serial killer would say!” Maria said.

      Ingrid put her hands on Maria’s shoulders and smiled. “Just relax. We’ll have a good time. We already got your stuff down from the car.”

      The tense Maria sighed, defeated. What choice did she have?

      Then, over Ingrid’s shoulder, she noticed someone standing in the water: A beautiful young woman, dressed in a little black bikini. The girl’s body was perfect. Her breasts sat perfectly in her black top, and her butt was perfectly firm—not a single ounce of cellulite to be found. She was thin, but curvy in the right spots. Her hair was flowing gloriously in the lake breeze as she stood with her back facing Maria and her crew.

      “You okay?” Ingrid asked.

      “Yeah,” Maria said, looking back at her friend.

      “Just relax—okay?”

      “Sure.”

      Maria spent the day trying to relax. As she sat on the beach, watching the waves roll in, she tried not to think of Peter, or Valerie. She tried to enjoy herself, the weather, the mysteriously uncharted beach and her company.

      Getting her issues off of her mind became easier throughout the day, with the help of the beautiful girl who would seem to just appear and disappear in the water throughout the day. Her perfect body was mesmerizing. It was just enough to make Maria forget about her worries, at least while the mysterious siren was around.

      Later in the day, Lindsey suggested that the group go for a walk around the lake.

      “I think I’ll stay here,” Maria said, secretly hoping for another chance to see the beautiful beach girl.

      “I’ll stay here with Maria,” Ingrid said.

      “Just come for the walk,” Lindsey prodded.

      “I just don’t want Maria to be alone right now.”

      “Ingrid, she’s a grown adult. She doesn’t need your supervision.”

      “She’s my friend, Lindsey!”

      “Then treat her like one. Stop treating her like a child.”

      “You’re such an asshole.”

      Lindsey sighed. “God forbid you spend one second alone with your boyfriend.”

      The argument seemed to boil to the surface quickly—probably picking up from another, which happened behind closed doors earlier.

      Ingrid went straight to the “silent treatment”.

      “Ingrid, come on…” Lindsey said.

      Ingrid remained silent.

      “Fuck—fine.” Lindsey turned around and stormed off.

      “He can be such a fucking prick,” Ingrid muttered to Maria before plopping back down into her beach chair.

      “You know, you don’t have to watch over me. I’m not going to kill myself or anything,” Maria said.

      “I know,” Ingrid replied. “I just like to know that you’re okay.”

      “And I am. You can go for a little walk.”

      Ingrid smiled through her lingering frustration. “I just love you. I don’t like seeing you hurt.”

      “I love you too,” Maria replied. “You’re a good friend.”

      Later that night, Ingrid found herself across the hall from Lindsey, in Maria’s room. Their little tiff hadn’t fully resolved itself, and the lingering tension had Ingrid sharing a room with her friend, instead of Lindsey.

      Although the bed was small, the two girls had no problem sharing. Aside from a bit of leg rubbing, it was actually quite comfortable.

      Ingrid fell asleep quickly, but Maria wasn’t so fortunate. She lay awake in bed, staring at the ceiling and returning to her problems of old.

      After about an hour of being asleep, Ingrid rolled over, towards Maria, unconsciously throwing her arm over her friend. Maria looked down at Ingrid, who was sleeping beautifully with a smile on her face.

      Fighting between Ingrid and Lindsey was becoming a frequent thing, and Maria couldn’t help but feel like the relationship was on its final legs. Maria began to think of all the events over the past month and where they had all led. Where was life taking her? All of her hardships had brought her to this bed, next to Ingrid.

      Ingrid let out a soft and adorable, sleepy whimper. She was very cute when she slept.

      Maria placed her hand gently on her friend’s side. Her body was warm, and soft. Maria’s hand slowly pushed up the thin white cotton shirt on her friend’s torso.

      Ingrid snuggled in closer, still fast asleep and unconscious of her actions. A strange sensation flushed over Maria. Maybe life had culminated to this very moment for a reason. Maybe her failed relationship, combined with Ingrid’s deteriorating relationship and the series of events that brought them to this very hotel room happened for a reason—Maybe they were meant to be together. They had, after all, been close friends their entire life—Perhaps for this very reason.

      Maria couldn’t help herself. She was overwhelmed with curiosity. She pushed her hand up more, slowly pulling the light shirt up over Ingrid’s soft, supple breasts. The underside of one of Ingrid’s tits became visible, and slowly, the rest came out. Her nipples were perky, and Maria couldn’t look away.

      A warm tingling sensation fluttered through Maria’s body. “Just stop,” she told herself. She knew that what she was doing was wrong.

      But again, she couldn’t help herself. Maria slowly sunk her hand down her friend’s soft, topless body. She gently landed on Ingrid’s little cotton panties, which she slept in. She carefully slipped her fingers down the front of Ingrid’s underwear and slowly sank lower, being sure not to wake the sleeping beauty.

      She took a deep staggered breath. The risk was high—Ingrid was all she had left after her failed life. Maria knew that this could all end in flames, but she continued regardless—desperate to answer the question that was her loneliness.

      Her fingers slipped across Ingrid’s pussy lips. They were supple and smooth. Gently, Maria’s fingertip glided down the entire length of the slit, reaching the bottom and then travelling back up towards her little clit.

      Ingrid, still asleep, let out a soft whimper as she adjusted her body and relaxed into the soft mattress. Maria’s heart was beating at record-pace as she continued to stroke the plump lips up and down with her fingers.

      Maria looked at her friend in the sleeping eyes. She was very beautiful with her precious sleeping smile.

      A tiny bout of warm fluid trickled out of Ingrid’s pussy. The feeling of the moisture against Maria’s fingers sent shockwaves of pleasure tingling through all of Maria’s body, and suddenly she felt moisture of her own forming in her panties. Impossibly, her heart rate accelerated.

      Ingrid snuggled in closer again. Although still asleep, she was feeling the immense pleasure from the fingering. Maria slipped two of her fingers down into Ingrid’s damp hole, slowly pushing in deeper.

      Another soft whimper was elicited from the sleeping Ingrid.

      Maria’s passion and hormones were becoming unbearable; Her pussy was practically throbbing, she was becoming so horny. She had to have Ingrid.

      Slowly, she leaned in and lowered her lips over her friend’s. She hesitated for a moment, and then—

      Maria’s lips connected with Ingrid. She kissed her firmly, and Ingrid kissed back. The two girls remained locked in their passionate embrace. Maria, at this point, had no idea whether Ingrid was participating unknowingly in her dreams, or if she was awake. Her nerves were still too high to want to know the answer.

      Hormones were blasting through Maria’s body. Her body began to feel light. In the moment, Maria thought that Ingrid was certainly the answer to her conundrum. She had finally found her soul mate, which was sitting in front of her practically her entire life.

      Ingrid’s ostensibly sleeping hands wrapped around Maria and squeezed her tightly. Maria, deep into the moment of passion, pushed her hand down harder, sinking her fingers deeper into Ingrid’s tight damp pussy. She began to finger her, in and out, eliciting more warm juice and more soft whimpers.

      For that brief moment, it was as if their bodies were one, intertwined. Ingrid’s tongue pushed through Maria’s lips and wrapped effortlessly around Maria’s tongue.

      Ingrid’s eyes remained closed. Maria, with her free hand, began to slip down Ingrid’s panties, releasing the pressure from her fingering hand. She carefully rolled over her possibly dreaming friend and pulled up her shirt, which had fallen back over her chest. And then, without removing herself from the sensual embrace, Maria began to fondle one of her friend’s soft, supple tits.

      Squish! Squish! Squish!

      Ingrid was incredibly wet. Warm juice was practically pouring down the insides of her thighs and down between her firm butt cheeks.

      Maria pulled her head back for a breath of air. Suddenly, Ingrid opened her eyes. Her pupils dilated as she awoke from her dream and realized what was happening.

      “M—Maria?” she said, her body suddenly freezing.

      Maria opened her mouth to respond, but no words came out.
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      “Maria!”

      Maria suddenly woke up, alone in her bed with Ingrid standing above her. The whole sexual encounter had been a vivid dream.

      “You need to stop sleeping in!” Ingrid said.

      “What time is it?”

      “Noon—again.”

      “Shit.”

      “Apparently there’s a town about a three hour walk from here. Lindsey is about to start walking to get some gas. I was thinking I would go with him to—um, work some stuff out.”

      “Alright,” Maria said.

      “Will you be okay alone for a few hours?” Ingrid asked.

      “I’ll be fine.”

      “Okay. We’ll be back before dinner time probably.”

      Maria and Ingrid said their goodbyes and soon after, Maria found herself alone at the mysterious resort.

      She wandered around, taking in all of the beautiful scenery that seemed to just exist out of nowhere. She followed a pristine trail, which hugged the shore of the lake, occasionally detouring between trees and around harsher terrain. The warm sun glistened off of the still water and danced upon the leaves on the trees. Maria could see why the resort owner called this place paradise.

      Maria had found herself on the other end of the lake from the resort after about thirty minutes of walking. She stopped to look around and take in the sights when she noticed a girl standing in the distant tree line.

      It was the girl from the beach—the mysterious siren of the lake. Her back was facing Maria as she admired the flowers on a tree. Maria watched her for a moment and then struck up the courage to walk over. The girl didn’t seem to notice Maria’s sudden presence.

      “Um, hello,” Maria said softly, trying not to startle the young beauty.

      “Hello,” the girl said without turning her head around. You could hear the smile in her voice.

      Maria watched as the girl reached up and picked a beautiful pink flower off of the tree. “What are you doing?”

      “Just enjoying nature. Isn’t it beautiful?”

      “It’s very beautiful. Do you live here?” Maria asked.

      The girl finally turned around. She smiled and looked at Maria. “I guess so.”

      “You guess so?”

      “I don’t like to tie myself down to any one place. Right now, I’m here and I’m happy.”

      “That’s good.” Maria smiled as she awkwardly swirled the toe of her shoe into the soft ground below. “I hope you don’t mind my saying this, but you’re very beautiful.”

      The girl smiled again. Her face was bright—seemingly glowing. “Thank you. That’s very kind.” The young girl turned and walked towards another tree, admiring it.

      “What’s your name?” Maria asked.

      “Ophelia,” the girl replied.

      “That’s a pretty name.”

      “Thanks.”

      “What do you do, Ophelia?”

      “What do I do? I do lots of things.”

      “How’d you find this place?”

      “The same way you did.”

      “Just by accident?”

      Ophelia smiled. “Do you know what this place is?”

      “A resort?” Maria asked, knowing that Ophelia was insinuating it was more, but unsure quite of what.

      “They say that this is where dreams come true.”

      Maria laughed. “So I’ve heard.”

      “It’s true, you know.”

      “Is that so?” Maria asked.

      “It is. Why do you think I’m here?”

      Maria stood, confused. Ophelia simple smiled and began to walk around the oddly misplaced meadow bordering the serene lake.

      “Wait—What do you mean by that?” Maria asked as she watched the joyous Ophelia.

      “You dreamed of me, so here I am,” Ophelia said without turning her head to Maria.

      “I dreamed of you?”

      “Yep.”

      “I’ve never seen you before. In real life or in a dream.”

      Ophelia laughed. “Come here.”

      Maria hesitated a moment as Ophelia turned to her. Maria looked around, and then started walking towards the young beauty. She stopped about five feet away.

      “Closer,” Ophelia said.

      Maria stepped in closer—about two feet away.

      “Closer,” Ophelia smiled.

      Maria stepped in closer and then, without warning, Ophelia placed her hands on Maria’s hips, pulled her in tight and sunk her lips onto Maria’s.

      Maria froze from the immediate shock of the intimate gesture. A million and one thoughts ran through her mind as she stood like a brick wall, being kissed by one of the most gorgeous women she had ever seen.

      Ophelia pulled her head back and looked into the eyes of the stunned Maria, “Relax,” she said. She leaned back in and tried a second time, hugging her lips around Maria’s bottom lip and sensually gliding the tip of her tongue across the length of Maria’s lip.

      Maria surrendered to the mysterious beauty. She slowly wrapped her arms around Ophelia and returned the kiss. The two stood in the middle of the misplaced meadow and made out for minutes.

      “Do you want to fuck me?” Ophelia asked.

      “Yes,” Maria responded. Her heart felt light in her chest. So light that it was practically lifting her off of the ground.

      “Then fuck me,” Ophelia said. She sunk down to the soft ground and laid her body down, on her back. “Fuck me, Maria.”

      Maria looked at Ophelia for a moment. “How did you know my name?” she asked.

      Ophelia let her head fall back and she began to laugh. The warm air swept over the two. “Maria, Maria, Maria. Have you not yet figured this out?”

      Maria hesitated for a moment. “I’m dreaming again, aren’t I?”

      “You’re not dreaming.”

      “But is this real?”

      “That depends on what is real.”

      “So it’s not real,” Maria said.

      “Is anything real?”

      Maria thought for a moment.

      “I promise you that I am as real as anything you know. I’m as real as Ingrid, as Valerie and I’m as real as Peter.”

      “How do you know all of those names?”

      “You told me in a dream.”

      “I did?”

      “Yes you did. You see, I dreamed of you just as you’ve dreamed of me. That’s why we’re both here. It’s fate—don’t you see?” Ophelia rolled through the soft warm grass with a smile on her face. “Now come down here and fuck me.”

      Maria hesitated again. She had a hard time believing any of this. But, being the sensualist that she was, she couldn’t say no to the sexy woman lying before her. Maria sunk down over top of Ophelia and looked her in the eyes. “You feel so real,” Maria said, running her fingers down Ophelia’s neck.

      “So do you.”

      Both girls smiled and then continued to kiss. Maria let her body melt down over top of Ophelia. The two rolled on the grass together, switching sides and putting Ophelia on top. Ophelia sat up and looked down at Maria. She smiled and then began to remove her shirt, pulling it slowly up and over her chest. Her breasts fell down and bounced elegantly, landing perfectly. The sight of her perky nipples sent shockwaves of pleasure streaming through Maria’s body.

      Ophelia shifted her body backwards and leaned down; ready to eat out Maria’s pussy once it was freed from her skirt. She took the skirt from the base and threw it up, over Maria’s tummy, exposing her little cotton panties. Then, she took the panties from the waist and slid them slowly down Maria’s soft, smooth legs. Maria was left exposed, out in the open. She could feel every warm breeze dance across her quivering slit. Ophelia smiled at the sight of the lovely pussy. She leaned down and gave it one long lick, covering its entire length. Maria consumed a large fresh breath of air.

      “Ready?” Ophelia asked, smirking.

      “Yeah.”

      “Take off my skirt,” she instructed as she fell backwards onto her back.

      Maria sat up and looked down at the beauty. She smiled and then crawled up between her legs. She took Ophelia’s long skirt from the base and pulled it up over her tummy. Then, Maria froze in her place.

      “W—What’s that?”

      Ophelia smiled. “It’s exactly what it looks like.”

      Over top of Ophelia’s pretty little pussy was a long, hard cock, which sprung out as it was freed from the heavy skirt Ophelia was wearing.

      “It’s so… Big.”

      “Go ahead—feel it,” Ophelia instructed.

      Maria hesitated again, having never seen, or heard of a Futanari existing in real life before. Slowly, she reached her hand forward and grabbed onto the massive shaft. She could feel it throb as it filled with warm blood against her hand. Slowly, she ran her hand up the length of the member, feeling every thick ridge of the veiny cock.

      “It—It’s amazing,” Maria was at a loss for words. Ophelia was right—this is exactly what she had dreamt of; the perfect culmination of all of her desires. She began to stroke the magnificent cock up and down, watching as the soft foreskin rose over the penis’ head and then got pulled back again.

      Meanwhile, down below, Ophelia’s pussy began to quiver as it released a small bout of warm fluid—begging for Maria’s attention.

      Maria was almost overwhelmed. For once, both of her sexual needs were being met at the same moment. She leaned in closed with her head, keeping her hand firmly on the cock. Then, with Ophelia’s ball sack on her cheek, she began to lick Ophelia’s pussy.

      Ophelia moaned a long and soft moan. The mount of pleasure coursing through her veins was uncanny. The licking of her slit made her legs tremble and the stroking of her shaft made sent enormous blasts of euphoria through her body. She was in heaven.

      Another warm bout of fluid gushed out of Ophelia’s body, this time onto Maria’s face. The warm splash was enough to make Maria’s own panties wet, as she let out a small bout of the sex-juice herself. Maria pushed her head in tighter and began to lick harder. She gripped her hand tighter around the well-endowed shaft and began to stroke faster.

      “Oh God, yes!” Ophelia cried out loud. She was having an orgasm in her pussy, but not quite yet with her cock. Her legs wrapped around Maria’s head, pulling her in closer. Maria dug her tongue in deep, drool and Ophelia’s warm juice running down her cheek. Her nose tickled Ophelia’s clit.

      Ophelia needed more. She was ready for more. She pushed Maria back and quickly rose up onto her knees. Maria looked up at Ophelia, lying on her back. She smiled.

      Ophelia took her long cock in her hand and began to lower to towards Maria’s wet, ready pussy. She pressed the tip of it up against Maria’s damp, warm lips. She smiled at Maria briefly before she pushed forward.

      Ophelia penetrated Maria’s pussy with her long hard Futanari cock. Maria’s mouth dropped open wide and she let out a high-pitched moan. Ophelia continued pushing forward slowly. Not before long, she had the entire length of her massive cock deep inside of our young, heart-broken protagonist.

      Beginning slowly, Ophelia began to thrust herself into Maria.

      “Oh, fuck,” muttered Maria, as she closed her eyes and revelled in the moment.

      Ophelia smiled as she planted her hands down, pinning Maria’s arms to the soft warm oasis floor.

      “Oh fuck!” Maria moaned louder as Ophelia began to pick up her pace, increasing the swiftness of her blows as well.

      Maria opened her eyes again and looked up at the beach beauty above her. She smiled—partially expecting to have opened her eyes and awoken from another dream.

      But this all seemed so real. Every swift penetration felt incredibly real—and incredibly euphoric. More warm juice gushed out from between Ophelia’s cock and the tight walls of Maria’s pussy.

      Squish! Squish! Squish!

      Ophelia increased her speed again. Her hands tightened more around Maria’s wrists.

      Maria, falling deeper and deeper into the moment, reached one of her hands around, over her thigh and behind the thrusting cock of Ophelia, landing directly on Ophelia’s damp pussy. It took a moment to coordinate with the thrusting rhythm, but quickly, Maria began to finger the mysterious dream girl while she was being pounded in the pussy.

      Both girls looked into the other’s eyes. It was like a connection that was too good to be true—a love too perfect to have come to fruition. Both girls smiled.

      Maria could feel Ophelia’s hard cock beginning to thicken and bloat as it began to fill up with warm cum. Ophelia was holding back—ready to burst.

      Meanwhile Maria was close herself. The tingling sensation between her legs had become too powerful to resist any longer. She had held off screaming out loud, being out in public—but she simple could not hold back any longer.

      Maria surrendered. She screamed out loud, cumming all over Ophelia’s cock. She pushed her hips up hard, trying to get as much dick inside of her as she could.

      Ophelia was not far behind. She squeezed incredibly tightly on Maria’s wrists and then cum began to burst out from her cock, filling Maria up deeply. The girls looked one another in the eyes as they mutually came.

      Maria began to feel a strong pressure deep in her vagina—she was barely able to hold as much cum as Ophelia had shot into her.

      Ophelia exhaled deeply and then rolled off of her date, slipping her long shaft out with her. The massive load of cum poured out of Maria. The two girls lay in the grass, catching their breath.

      They looked at one another for a moment and then laughed. Maria’s impossible problem seemed to have been answered so simply. How could you not believe in fate after such a fateful encounter?

      Thump!

      Maria was awoken by another speed bump. She opened her eyes and looked out the window, finding herself once again in Lindsey’s car.

      Road signs were once again flying by—rusted and unreadable.

      It was all a dream. Of course, with Maria’s current luck, it was all a dream.

      “Are you okay?” Ingrid asked, able to see the disappointment on Maria’s face.

      “Huh? Yeah, I’m fine,” Maria replied—extremely disappointed deep down. “How far are we from Florida?”

      “About five more hours. May as well go back to sleep. It’s a long, boring road,” Lindsey said from the front.

      “I think I’d done sleeping,” Maria said.

      “Did you have a nightmare?” Ingrid asked.

      “Um, yeah. Sort of, I guess.”

      “Well—you’re with us now. Okay?”

      “Thanks,” Maria smiled.

      The car began to slow down.

      “What are you doing?” Ingrid asked Lindsey.

      “This poor hitchhiker is out in the middle of nowhere,” Lindsey said. “If we don’t pick her up, no one will.”

      Up in the distance on the old, rarely used road was a girl, standing with her thumb out. She had a large backpack sitting at her feet.

      “You’re picking her up?” Ingrid asked.

      “We can at least take her to the next town. It’s too hot to be standing out here like this.”

      Ingrid looked at Maria. “I’m moving up front. You okay sitting next to the hitchhiker?”

      “I guess so,” Maria said.

      Ingrid crawled over the center compartment of the car as Lindsey slowed to a stop.

      Crunch! Crunch! Crunch!

      The hitchhiker’s boots crunched against the gravel road as she walked along the length of the car towards the trunk, which Lindsey had just popped.

      Crunch! Crunch! Crunch!

      The girl walked back around to the back door and opened it. She hopped in quickly. “Thanks so much,” she said to Lindsey. Then, she turned to Maria.

      It was Ophelia.

      They were both silent for a moment, both unsure of whether they had actually met in their dream or not.

      “O—Ophelia?” Maria asked.

      Ophelia smiled. “Maria?”

      Ingrid and Lindsey both looked back, shocked. “You two know each other?” Lindsey asked.

      Without breaking eye contact with Ophelia, Maria responded, “Yes. We—We go way back.”

      Ophelia bit her lip, trying to contain her excitement. Maria did the same.

      

      The End
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