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Melissa was feeling different today. Really different. And it hadn’t just been the change of scenery, either.

It was true that she’d been to the Kauai Passion Flower Resort before, and that it always left her feeling relaxed and refreshed. That was even with the flight, which was often delayed, meaning she’d sometimes arrive to her room after 4 a.m. after a long day of travel. After that initial adjustment, though, the place’s white sand beaches, excellent restaurants, and unexpectedly cheap drinks worked their magic, and by day two or three she was as serene as could be.

This time, though, something different had happened. She’d gotten in relatively early – at midnight – and there had even been time for a quick mai tai before bed. But once she was in her room, with its beautiful view of the ocean, she’d noticed a strange sound, a hiss, almost a whisper. It was unsettling, but she was just so wiped out that she hadn’t worried about it too much, choosing instead to collapse into her soft mattress and forget about the worries of the world.

But now...well, she was feeling different. It was like a fog had descended on her mind, filling up her thoughts, making it hard to concentrate and harder to figure out just what had happened to her. Her head seemed to be filled with pudding, and it was almost impossible to go through the day as she normally did. She forgot to wear a bra, and almost forgot her bikini top, and found that she couldn’t remember what a lilikoi was when she was ordering pancakes for lunch in the restaurant. She was slow, which should have been worrying.

Should have...but wasn’t. The changes weren’t all bad, not really. Not being able to remember things was a pain, of course, but sometimes spacing out and forgetting what she was doing was actually kind of fun. It took her out of her routine and let her be more spontaneous. Last but not least, it gave her an excuse to ask for help from all the hot guys on the hotel staff, which was suddenly a priority for her – she found that she was as boy-crazy as she had been in middle school.

So Melissa had muddled through the day. An unexpected nap next to the pool had left her eating dinner late, but she’d just managed to get in before the restaurant was due to close...and her server was definitely just what she’d wanted. A tall, muscular man whose name tag read ERIC, she’d seen him lifeguarding earlier in the day, but it seemed that he split his time between that and the hotel restaurant. Every time he came by, she found herself giggling and blushing like a schoolgirl, but really, could you blame her?

She was just finishing up now, after a large, tasty salad and a nice piece of chocolate cake. The bill was sitting on the table in front of her, and she was looking in her bag for her wallet...which wasn’t there. Had she left it in her room? By the pool? Either way, she didn’t have it. The bill was no problem; it would be charged to her room. But it was customary to tip in cash at the Passion Flower, and she didn’t even have a cent to give her wonderful server.

When he came by to pick up the check, she felt a twinge of real anxiety bubbling up within her. “Um, like,” she paused, “you can just charge the bill to my room. But, like, I lost my wallet, so I don’t know what to do for the tip.”

“Oh, it’s all right,” said Eric, picking up the bill. “Really, serving you was a pleasure. Some customers can be a little difficult while they’re on vacation, but not you. I’d only ask that you come by the restaurant again while I’m working, just so that I can have a table I know I’ll enjoy serving.”

Melissa giggled. He was just being polite, but still...it felt so good to have him compliment her like that. But it was wrong not to tip a server, even if they were as gracious as Eric. “Like, I’m glad to hear that, but you can’t just let me off like that. I owe you a tip, don’t I?” She smiled; she was getting an idea.

Eric paused. “Look, I...don’t know what you’re suggesting, but restaurant policy is that I only accept, um, cash tips. So…”

“Oh, that’s no fun,” said Melissa. “But, like, aren’t you off the clock soon? Your time is your own, isn’t it? You should do what you want.” Smiling, she leaned forward slightly, trying to give him the best possible view of her tits. Really, she thought, how could anyone turn this down?

“I am, it’s true,” said Eric. He paused, and she saw his eyes rake her cleavage; the feeling was electric. “Okay, for the record, I can’t accept this offer. But I do need to know your room number, just so that I know where to charge the meal.”

“Oh…well, it’s 206.” Melissa felt disappointment wash over her. She wasn’t mad at Eric; sometimes these things just didn’t work out. But she’d been so hopeful…

“206? All right,” he said, picking up the check. He wrote the number on the retailer copy and slipped it into his pocket; on the customer copy, though, he wrote something else, something that she couldn’t quite read because it was upside-down. “Well, thank you so much for coming in tonight, and I’ll hope to see you another time,” he said, laying down the slip of paper on the table. Before she could say anything, he’d turned and walked away.

The receipt was one last tiny scrap of hope. Maybe he’d at least written her a nice message, or, or something...but when she picked it up, she saw that all wasn’t lost. Reading was harder than it had been, even right-side-up, and she moved her lips as she scanned the message. When she was done, though, she felt a wave of elation flow through her.

He’d written her one simple line: BE READY FOR ME IN HALF AN HOUR.

* * *

After that, there had been no time to lose. Melissa hadn’t even had a single spare moment to wonder about what exactly he had planned; she had to hurry back to her room, put on a sexier makeup look, grab her laciest bra and panties. She dimmed the lights, put on some soft ambient music, and by then there were only minutes to go before he was due to show. Getting onto the couch, she waited anxiously for him to arrive.

He was right on time, knocking on the door on the dot of five. “It’s unlocked,” she called out, “you can come in.” She was proud of herself for thinking of that; fumbling with a key card wasn’t very sexy, was it?

The door swung open, revealing Eric still in his work uniform. His eyes widened for a moment when he caught sight of her, even though he must have known what would be awaiting him. “You look lovely,” he said.

“Thank you,” she said, standing up. “Like, I wouldn’t want to disappoint you, would I?”

“I’m far from disappointed,” he said, stepping towards her. “You know, if anyone found out I’d done this, I would probably be fired. But seeing you like this...the risk is more than worth it.”

“Oh, stop,” she said, giggling. “It’s just because I had time to get ready. But, like, I’m sure you’re just as sexy under that uncomfortable work uniform of yours.”

“I’ll be glad to get out of it,” he said, “but there’s something I want from you first.” And then he was striding towards her, covering the remaining distance in a couple of long strides, and then they were in each others’ arms. Melissa couldn’t remember when her last hookup had been – remembering things wasn’t the easiest right now – but it couldn’t have felt like this. The air was electric, subsumed with passion and lust and sheer, uncontrollable desire. The feeling of having his strong arms wrapped around her, folding her in a warm, safe embrace...it was incredibly addictive.

And then he was kissing her. Her heart fluttered, thumping wildly in her chest as her body struggled to catch up to what was happening. She had no choice but to abandon herself to the moment, following her instincts and allowing her brain to pick up the pieces afterwards. It just felt so nice. What was there to think about, really?

For a minute or so, they simply allowed the heat to build. Eric’s hands ran over her body, down her hips and onto her ass, but he never moved to take off what little clothing she had on. There was no need to rush, after all. A flame of lust had been lit inside Melissa, a flame that was growing hotter by the moment, that she wanted nothing more than to nurture and allow to grow and thrive. If she denied herself, just for a few moments, it would make her eventual release all the sweeter.

But then the urge to go on grew too great. Eric was right there, his hands were on her, and right now it was simply unfair how little clothing she was wearing compared to him. Reaching out, she began to undo the buttons on his shirt, leaving the garment to fall open in the wake of her hands. Below, she could see that he was wearing a tight white tank top; the contours of his muscles made her mouth water, as if she was one of Pavlov’s dogs. Breaking off the kiss, he smiled. “I hope you like your view as much as I like mine.”

“Like, I...I love it,” said Melissa. “But I need more.” The last of his shirt buttons came undone in her hands, and she pulled it off with lust-fueled urgency; then his torso was covered only by the tank top.

“I think we can arrange that,” he said. “But we don’t want to be here all night, do we?” Working a thumb under each of the straps of his tank top, he pulled it up and over his head. The sight of his torso took her breath away, and she felt a new wetness between her legs; this was the sexiest man she’d ever been with, the one who drove her the most insane with lust. She felt like the luckiest woman in the world.

“Well, like, maybe we do want to be here all night,” she said, “unless you have something...or someone...better to be doing. You’re probably, like, popular with the ladies around here.”

“I don’t know about that,” said Eric. “But, believe it or not, this is the very first time I’ve broken the rules with anyone. You just...seemed different to me.”

“Oh, fuck,” she said, “that’s, like...so hot. Do you think I’ll, like, feel different too?”

“I think you’re going to find out soon enough,” he said. “But don’t you think it’s unfair that now I’m more exposed than you are on top?”

“It’s different for guys, silly,” giggled Melissa. “Besides, you’re still wearing pants. You could complain if you took those off.”

“I will, I will,” said Eric. “But you’re just nitpicking now. As I see it, you should have to show me yours if I show you mine. Isn’t that the old rule?” Reaching around her back, he unhooked her bra strap in one quick, skilled movement of his fingers. As the garment slid to the floor, the ease of his gesture got her hot all over again, but so did the voraciousness with which he devoured the sight of her exposed breasts. “Oh, very nice. Very, very nice.”

“You’re so dirty,” she said. “If you’re going to ogle me, at least you could, like, tell me what you like so much.”

“That’s easy,” he said, reaching out and taking her breasts into his hands, kneading and squeezing them between his fingers. “One, they’re just the size I like. Two, they’re beautiful, absolutely beautiful, like an Italian sculptor carved them. Three, and this is important for me, the nipples are very, very...how should I put this…” he released one of her breasts and tweaked one of her nipples savagely with his now-freed hand, sending a goosebump-raising jolt of pleasure echoing through her body, “...they’re wonderful. Incredibly erotic.”

It was incredibly erotic, too, to have Eric appraising her body so matter-of-factly. Everything this man did seemed perfectly calculated to turn her on. As his hands explored her breasts, she sighed with pleasure, basking in the knowledge that she really was desirable. Each movement of his fingers proved that much.

After a minute or so, though, Melissa began to grow restless. There was something she desperately wanted to see, something that she’d been dreaming about since she’d first caught sight of her lifeguard-cum-waiter lover. She could see it straining against his pants, practically crying out for release, and, really, who was she to deny it? Snaking a hand down to his crotch, she cupped his bulge in her hand, feeling the weight of it between her fingers.

“Want a peek?” asked Eric, smiling. “Go right ahead, baby.”

“That’s, like, all you had to say,” said Melissa, hands already fumbling at her lover’s belt. The buckle swiftly came undone in her hands, and her lust reached a new crescendo as she popped open the button of his pants. The zipper slid down easily, and then there was just one layer of cloth between her and the virile beast that was straining to be freed from its prison. Slowly, she pushed his pants and underwear down, revealing his thick, meaty cock inch by beautiful inch.

The sight activated something within her. The lower part of her brain, the animal part, went into overdrive when confronted with such a potent symbol of sex. She reached out, wanting to touch it, but then found Eric gently taking hold of her wrist. “Not so fast. If we’re going to do this, wouldn’t it be better to be somewhere more...comfortable?”

“Oh, like, you want to fuck on the bed?” Melissa giggled. “Of course!”

“I wasn’t going to be so direct about it,” he said, as he kicked off his shoes and the rest of his clothes. Together, they made their way back into the suite’s bedroom, where Melissa’s wonderfully soft queen bed awaited them. She lay down facing Eric, and the two of them paused for a moment, taking in the moment. Things had been getting a little dirty, of course, but this was going to be the start of sex, real, sweaty, hot-and-heavy sex that both of them knew was bound to be unforgettable.

Melissa found herself unable to wait any longer. Reaching out, she ran a finger along her lover’s rapidly-hardening cock, feeling the veins just underneath the skin. By the time she reached the base, it had grown fully erect, pointing directly towards her to indicate the cause of its arousal.

Eric grinned. “I was wondering how long you’d be able to fight your urges. But hey, if we’re giving in…” His hand reached towards her, stopping to tweak one of her nipples before running down her chest and stomach. She shuddered at the sensations generated by just this simple action, but it was nothing, she knew, compared to what was coming next. His fingers hooked onto the hem of her panties, then pulled them down with a savage tug, suddenly leaving her pussy completely exposed.

“Now we’re even,” she said, taking his cock into her hand. “Like, I’m as naked as you are. Are you going to do anything with that opportunity?”

“Of course I am,” he said, sliding a finger along her slit. She fought back a gasp at the sudden sensation; he really was so close to going inside her. “I doubt you’ll have any complaints by the time I’m finished.”

Each of them set to work. Melissa was focusing on Eric’s cock, pumping it gently, trying to start slow to keep her lover hungry...but it wasn’t easy when his fingers were darting around her pussy opening, brushing along her skin without ever actually pushing inside. There was something so incredibly intoxicating about the mutual handjob; she’d jerked men off before, but having some stimulation for herself at the same time was absolutely wonderful. It felt like a game they were playing together, or maybe a piece of music they were both composing, and she knew she wanted more.

Reaching over with her other hand, she cupped his heavy balls, rolling them between her fingers, feeling their weight and virility. She wanted his cum, she realized, wanted to feel it splattering her face, or spurting inside her, or...however, really. And it was all stored in the weighty sack in her hand. The thought drove her almost mad with arousal.

As if that weren’t enough, Eric chose that moment to begin rubbing her clit, circling the tiny nub with his thumb. Melissa actually gasped with pleasure; the sensation was so sudden, so overpowering, so incredibly delicious that it sent a new wave of arousal flowing through her. At the same time, one of his fingers plunged into her pussy, stretching open the hole and stimulating the sensitive nerve endings there. In just a few seconds, her partner had managed to dramatically turn up the heat.

After that, both of them fell into a steady, wonderfully pleasurable rhythm. She worked his cock with one hand and his balls with the other, giving him the sensations he’d no doubt been craving since dinner; he responded with more of the same. They gasped, moaned, sweated, grinded up against each others’ hands, each trying to extract more powerful sensations, trying to make this incredible experience even better.

Melissa felt herself beginning to climb towards orgasm. There was still quite a ways to go, but each of Eric’s motions brought her just a bit closer. What would that be like, she wondered? She had her vibrator, of course, but that had been getting old after being alone for so long. This would be fresh and unfamiliar, but she had no doubt that it would arrive. Unlike many of her other lovers, including most of the more recent ones, Eric seemed to know what he was doing, and she felt sure that he was up to the task before him.

The feeling of fingers in her pussy, on her clit, was wonderful, but after a few minutes she began to wonder what else was possible. The thick rod that her hand was wrapped around wasn’t just for show, after all. At last, she could wonder no longer. “B-baby?” she gasped, finding it hard to form sentences around her lover’s motions. “I was thinking that maybe we could, like...oh shit...that maybe you could…”

“Stick my cock inside of you?” Eric smiled, pulling his fingers out of her pussy. “You know what they say, right? Great minds think alike.”

“Like, now who’s the one being direct?” Melissa asked, giggling. Releasing his cock, she flipped over and spread her legs. “Get ready, baby. I want to look you in the eyes as you shove your cock inside me.”

Eric had to run to the other room to get a condom from his pants pocket, but it was only a few moments before he was back, slipping the elastic latex over his throbbing meat. As the material slid home, Melissa felt the lust inside her rise to a fever pitch. Was there anything as sexy as seeing a condom stretching over a fat cock, as knowing that that beautiful, juicy tool was about to shove aside your pussy lips and conquer your needy hole?

And then he was getting up onto the bed, planting a hand on either side of her torso, assuming a position as old as humanity itself. She sucked in breath as he maneuvered towards her pussy; before long, his cock was pressing against the opening, straining to push its way in. The moment was heavy with anticipation.

With a gentle thrust of his hips, he was inside of her. There was a flicker of pain as he stretched her hole – he was bigger than her dildo at home – but no more than a flicker, in part because he had lubed himself up so well. Once his cockhead was inside and his meaty, veiny shaft was beginning to follow, even that pain was gone, replaced by a deep, low pleasure that was totally different from what she’d been feeling as he played with her clit. Both sensations were wonderful, but the contrast between them was what really sent her soaring. Who knew that sex could feel so good?

Soon, he was thrusting into her, slow and steady at first, and then faster and faster. As he sped up, she found herself gripping the bedsheets, half-fearful of being thrown around by the sheer force of his thrusts. This was a powerful man, in his own way, and he was very much capable of doing as he liked with her. She felt safe underneath him, safer still when he looked into his eyes, when she saw the wild lust they contained softened by the obvious care he was taking to make her comfortable. That was incredibly sexy.

The orgasm wasn’t far away now. Melissa had rolled back down just a little bit during the brief intermission, but it had only taken a few thrusts to make up that ground and then some. Now she was gasping with each of his movements, hovering ever-closer to an explosion of pleasure that she was sure would rock her world. The journey felt good, of course...but it had been long enough. By now she was all about the destination, a destination that she knew would be absolutely unforgettable.

It was funny, she thought, as his cock rammed into her pussy. She’d panicked a little bit when she’d woken up that morning feeling strange, but now that panic seemed silly. If the fog hadn’t come rolling in, if she hadn’t gotten so incredibly horny, none of this would ever have happened. It had been scary to feel her mind changing, of course, but...this was worth it. It was so worth it.

Maybe it was a particularly deep thrust, or maybe it was a particularly sexy contortion of his face, or maybe it was just the way he looked in the dimmed bedroom lighting, but something sent her over the edge just moments later. The sudden blast of pleasure caught her by complete surprise, and she practically screamed as a massive, mind-erasing orgasm shattered her body. For what felt like a long time, but could only really have been a few seconds, she was floating far above the world in a cloud of bliss, a hundred miles away from all of her worries and cares.

Dimly, she became aware that Eric was cumming as well. She felt his warm seed inside her, pooling behind the thin latex barrier that separated them. That was the cherry on top of it all; as she began to come down from her orgasmic height, a warm feeling filled her being, a warm feeling of satisfaction and fulfillment of the kind that could only come from having the best sex of her life.

When her lover was done, he began to pull out, heaving a sigh of contentment. Without him inside, her pussy felt just a little bit lonely. Both of them were still for a moment, breathing heavily and trying to catch up to what had just happened.

At last, she made an effort to break the silence. “Well, I…”

“...Yeah,” he said. There was another moment of silence, during which he got off of her, peeled the condom off, and tossed it into the trash. “There’s not much to say, really.”

“Except that...I hope you don’t regret breaking your rule with me.” She smiled at him, suddenly feeling shy.

“What rule? Oh, that.” He laughed. “Don’t worry about it. I would do a lot more than just that for that kind of sex.”

“Like, that’s good,” said Melissa. “I wouldn’t want to disappoint you.” As they got cleaned up together, she reflected on the events of the night. What an insane few hours.

“Well, I could get out of here if you wanted...or we could, you know…” Eric grinned.

“...like, go again?” Melissa giggled. Now she was really feeling the aloha.
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