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A change of plans
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My original spring break plan was awesome: I was going to drive down to San Padre Island with my girlfriends Kara and Janine to stay at Kara’s aunt’s time share, where we would spend our days sunning on the beach and our nights dancing in the clubs, drinking mojitos, and flirting with boys. I had already bought a brand new bikini – blue with gold sparkles and barely enough fabric to make a washcloth – and I couldn’t wait to start turning some heads and raising some tents, while soaking up the sun. It was only a couple of months to graduation, and I figured I’d earned a wild week of brainless debauchery with a perfect run on the dean’s list since freshman year and a solid LSAT score to go with my law school applications – I was ready to pull some all-nighters that didn’t involve econ textbooks.

Unfortunately, my parents have other ideas. My mom calls the week before spring break so excited that she had found a great deal on a complete package at some resort in Florida and she can’t wait to celebrate my upcoming graduation with a family vacation. It will be just like when I was little, she says, when we used to drive to the beach so I could play in the sand in my sun hat and then we’d all eat french fries on the boardwalk and maybe ride the merry-go-round. She sounds so thrilled with this plan that I can’t say no; but I look over at my teeny-weeny bikini, still with its tags on and sigh, and wondering if I’ll ever get a chance to use it – it doesn’t seem like a family vacation swimsuit.

I do my best to put on a game face – my folks are paying for my vacation, after all, and except for having meals with them at the resort restaurant and maybe going on a snorkeling excursion, their expectations for me are pretty low. But it’s a much more low-key vacation than I had planned, with not much to do but sit by the pool; I have a phone full of true crime podcasts and a stack of trashy novels, but so much relaxation holds no great appeal to me. I suppose it’s an ideal vacation for people my parents’ age; but I’m not ready for quite that level of idleness.

The resort itself is pretty nice, taking up about a hundred acres stretched along a sandy white beach with a sprawling restaurant, a half dozen pools with swim-up bars, and even a little discotheque (which closes at eleven at night – more evidence that it’s a resort for people my parents’ age). You can sit by the pool and have drinks delivered to you, you can take a paddleboard out on the surf, you can sit on the deck of your condo accommodations and watch the frigate birds soaring on the breeze. But you can’t drink cheap booze out of a plastic cup in the sun, dance to loud music in a group of young people, and make out with strange boys when the sun goes down.

We have a two-story condo that’s one of four surrounding a figure-eight pool. There’s a master bedroom with a hot tub upstairs, which my parents take, a smaller bedroom downstairs with its own entrance onto the veranda that takes up three sides of the building, and a simple but sufficient kitchen.

Even though it’s spring break week for most of the schools in the southeast, the resort is only about half filled – my mom explains they had been delayed in opening up this year because of storm repair projects from the year before and were slow to get their marketing programs together, hence the deal she scored through some Facebook group she’s on. When we get to our unit, there’s only one other condo in the cluster that’s occupied, and the other two appear to be shut tight for the week. Which means, I hope, that the pool will be pretty much mine while the old folks are off on their resort excursions – I might not get to show off my skimpy new bikini to drunk and horny college boys, but I’ll at least get to use it for sunbathing.

After I unpack into my little room – it has a nice bed with white silk curtains, a big ceiling fan, and huge windows looking out on the pool – I put on one of my more modest two-piece suits, grab my sunscreen and a romance novel, and head out to the deck chairs by the pool. I might as well get a start on the relaxation right away, and take full advantage of the amenities.

I’ve been reading for about a half hour when the couple from the other condo comes out to the pool. They’re a man and woman, looking to be a little younger than my parents – late thirties, pushing forty? – but still, you know, old. He’s a Black man, tall and broad-shouldered with close-cropped hair, shirtless and wearing board shorts; his abs are still tight for a man his age, and his arms look like he spends some time with the free weights. She’s a curvy red-head, wearing a one-piece that she fills out nicely with her hips and breasts and a floppy hat that shades her freckled face.

I peer over my book and watch them walking hand in hand around the pool; in addition to the nice abs, the man has a nice ass as well – it flexes under his shorts as he walks, looking powerful and not flat or flabby like most old men’s asses. The hero in my book has a muscular ass – he’s a professional cyclist training in the Pyrenees who has caught the eye of a young woman who owns a bakery in a quaint French village – and I imagine he might age gracefully into that sort of body. The woman puts her arm around his waist and he bends down to give her a peck on the cheek; they’re a cute couple, I suppose, but not as cute as the bakery lady and the cyclist, so I go back to my book.

At dinner that night, my parents have the excursion schedule for the week, and some information about our neighbors. They’re Felix and Dot Barker, a married couple from Boston with a daughter studying abroad this semester, so they’re taking a beach vacation for themselves. He’s a lawyer with some pharmaceutical company; she does something in marketing.

“You should ask him about law school,” my mom says.

I try not to roll my eyes; my mom is always looking for the inside scoop and the exclusive hot tip. When I told her I was applying to law school, she joined a dozen Facebook groups with names like “Win the LSAT Game” and “Ticket to Law School Success.” She fed me a steady diet of tips and tricks, so many that I had to mute her text tone and check messages from her once a day; I figured that anything important would get through from my father, who only texts if some great-aunt is in the hospital or he gets my driver’s license renewal in the mail.

“I’m sure he has better things to think about on vacation than law school, mom,” I say.

“You can just ask him. What’s the harm in just asking him?”

“OK, fine, next time I see him at the pool, I’ll ask him.”

“That’s all I’m looking for, just ask. They’re such a nice couple, don’t you think, Frank?”

My father makes some sort of grunting noise – you’d never guess he’s an English professor at the state college from the number of words he uses every day, at least at home – and spears some salad leaves with his fork.

“A daughter about your age, Tiff,” mom continues, “studying someplace overseas this semester – was it Tunisia, Frank?”

“Morocco, I think.”

“Right, Morocco. Studying overseas, anthropology I think, what an adventure! Why didn’t you ever do study abroad, Tiff?”

I sigh. We’ve had this discussion before. “It never fit with my schedule, mom; the pre-law program is pretty packed. I did that summer program in Chicago.”

“Oh, yes, I suppose that was a good experience. Though Chicago’s not quite as exotic as Morocco, or even Mexico. You can meet some interesting boys overseas, you know. Didn’t your friend Janine have a boyfriend when she studied in Mexico?”

“It was Argentina, mom,” I say, getting thoroughly annoyed at the direction of this conversation. Two of my mother’s favorite topics – ways I should maximize the college experience, and why I don’t have a steady boyfriend – have come together in a big bundle of suck. Janine did, in fact, have a boyfriend in Argentia, Sylvester, who ended up being a pretty flagrant cheater and passed on a nasty case of gonorrhea. And I don’t want to mention that taking me away from my spring break plans with Janine and Kara is undermining both the college-experience-maximizing and find-a-boyfriend goals she’s set out, not that finding a boyfriend was high on my agenda for South Padre; getting laid, yes, but at this stage in my life, I’m not looking for a long-term relationship to complicate my plans.

My phone buzzes and I glance down at my lap; speak of the She-Devil, it’s a text from Janine. I give a quick swipe with my thumb while acting like I’m contemplating my salad, and see that she’s sent a picture to our group chat of her and Kara holding red Solo cups and toasting the sunset over the Gulf. I awkwardly snap a picture of my half empty salad plate and reply, but my mom gives me her “I’m so disappointed you have your phone at the dinner table” look, so I quickly put it away.

“So what excursions do you want to do?” my mom asks and slides a piece of paper toward me. It has the resort logo on it – a big white pelican standing next to a yellow starfish – and a list of activities. Most of them seem to start before seven in the morning: a snorkeling trip, an island cruise, a deep water fishing trip. There are also tennis lessons, pickleball games, beach volleyball, spa treatments, dance classes, even a craft fair. Mom has put check marks next to several; I think those are the ones I probably want to avoid.

“I was thinking I’d lounge, mostly,” I say. “I brought some light reading; I want to reset and unwind, this last semester is pretty crazy.”

“Well, there are lots of activities here, too,” she says. “You might find something new that you like.”

“I’ll think about it.”

“The popular ones fill up fast, so it’s good to sign up early.”

I don’t point out that the resort is half empty and they’ll probably be begging people to sign up at the last minute so they can justify all their tour contracts. Instead I say, “That’s a good idea; I’ll look over the list and get signed up in the morning.”

Which, of course, I have no intention of doing. But it’s enough to get the subject to move on to all the things my parents are looking forward to on this vacation, and that’s good enough for now. A couple of years ago I would have let that back and forth escalate to shouting – who says I’m not mature?

My phone buzzed a few more times during dinner, but I demonstrated self-control – more maturity! – and refrained from looking at it until I’m in my room. There’s another picture from Kara of the two of them walking along a crowded beach, Solo cups in hand, and of a reasonably cut guy in board shorts with tousled brown hair and a goofy smile. Then a text from Janine: “good kisser but too handsy too fast - maybe I’ll look for him later”. I see the text was sent about an hour ago, so I reply, “He have a name?”

It’s still light outside, but I can see that the angle of the sun is low; it will probably be dark in about an hour. The pool is quiet and still, glowing blue in the fading light, with a faint breeze rippling the water. It’s probably not deserted enough to break out the teenie weenie bikini, but it would be a shame to let the pool go to waste. I draw the drapes so I can change into this afternoon’s two piece. Janine’s response text comes while I’m closing the clasp on the top: “probably but names aren’t important - I’ll find him if I want to”

“You go girl,” I answer, then head out to the pool.


two
The game is afoot
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Iswim in the empty pool for a few minutes; the water is warm, but the breeze is cool, and the difference in temperature makes me feel tingly. I float on my back and look up at the clouds racing by overhead in the still-blue-but-darkening sky. While I’d like to be stalking nameless, handsy boys on San Padre Island with my friends, I have to admit that having a private swimming pool isn’t a bad thing.

It’s a little too dark to read my book when I get out, so I queue up some podcasts to listen to while I lounge. I’m mostly a true-crime gal; I like a good sleuth story and the delivery of justice, even if it’s bittersweet and delayed. The open-ended cold cases bother me, though, so I sometimes skip ahead to make sure the perpetrator is unmasked and receives his just deserts (it’s almost always him, though sometimes there’s a story about a lady with a string of mysteriously deceased husbands and lovers behind her and those have their own appeal). I’m just checking to make sure the story I’m listening to now will end satisfactorily when Kara comes on the group chat:

“That door’s been closed a long time Janine!”

I smirk and pause the podcast. I can see Janine’s three little dots pulsing like she’s thinking of a clever bon mot, then her response flashes up: “quiet busy”

I laugh and quickly thumb into the text, “busy doing what?”

The dots pulse again, and then a photograph appears. It takes me a minute to figure out what’s going on: it appears to be the top of a head with tousled brown hair, with just the forehead visible below the hairline; above the head is a creamy pink smear, and on either side of the head are two blurry pinkish blotches. Then it dawns on me what Janine is sharing.

“Omg Janine is that handsy?”

“No hands tongue” she replies.

I double over laughing. “Omg you are so bad”

Another picture comes in. This time I can see the boy’s eyes, a little glassy with concentration, and Janine’s fingers in his hair; a little patch of Janine’s kinky black pubic hair is visible in the foreground, and it looks like she has her thighs pressed in tight to hold his head in place.

“How bad am I?” comes the text under the picture, and I squeal.

Kara responds, “no screaming walls are thin”

“Can’t help it if I need to express myself dude knows how to use his tongue”

It would be just like Janine to keep up the group text while Handsy – now Tonguesy? – is going down on her. She’s both wicked and a great multi-tasker. The breeze has cooled off a little, but that’s not all that’s making my nipples hard under my swimsuit top; unfortunately I don’t think the pool is quite private enough for me to enjoy some sympathetic sloshing around under my swimsuit bottom. I squirm a little in my lounge chair and sit up.

The sun has gone down now, and the light is fading at the pool. There are lights on under the water, making the pool glow blue-green; there are lights on in our unit, where it looks like my parents are watching television; and I can see a light on in the unit on the other side – the Barkers’ place – with figures occasionally moving back and forth. Otherwise the patio is silent and growing dark.

My phone buzzes with another notification. I swipe up and see that I’ve received an unsolicited dick pic, but from someone who is only borrowing the penis in question: it’s a good-looking unit, actually, with a spit-shiny purple head and a nice upward bend to the shaft, the kind of angle that hits the front wall of my vagina just right when it’s sliding around in there. Slender fingers encircle the base – Janine’s, presumably, since she’s the one who sent the picture – and a pink tongue is snaking toward the tip, explaining the shine on the head.

“Ok I’m going to go get one of my own then” Kara responds, and Janine’s text is an immediate “lol happy hunting”

I look around the patio, confirming that I’m still alone, and then slide into the pool. I set my phone on the edge where I can reach it, in case more texts come in, and I leave my earbuds in, but with the sound off – I want to hear if anyone is coming. Then I lean on the edge of the pool on one elbow, look around again, and slide my free hand into my swimsuit bottom.

If I had gone to San Padre instead of Florida, could Mr. Brown Hair Tonguesy have been my toy for the night? Janine is definitely the most forward of the three of us – if anyone is going to score early, it’s probably her – but I’m no shrinking violet. I’m pretty sure I’d have a shot, if not with Tonguesy then with one of his friends. Kara is more likely to take it slow, though from that last text it sounds like she’s got some motivation tonight.

If it had been me bringing Mr. Tonguesy back to the time share, how would I want to engage him? Lying back and getting eaten has its appeal – I like to lounge as much as any gal and have my lady parts serviced – but right now I’m in a much more active mood. I think I’d like to push him down on the bed and then ride his face, looking down as his tongue works on my clit and then grinding on his mouth. I slide a finger into my slick pussy while I imagine his tongue snaking around my lips and clit, my ass moving back and forth to spread my juices from chin to cheeks.

Or maybe a little soixante neuf as a reward for how well I did on my French midterm? I imagine making the shapes of irregular verb conjugations with my tongue around his cock while he’s lapping at my pussy. I’ll bet my uvular “r” would feel amazing while I’m deep-throating his shaft; it might encourage him to get his tongue into all the sensitive spots inside me that are hard to reach with my fingers. I close my eyes and trace little circles around my clit.

The problem with sixty-nine, though, is that if you’re doing it right, you can’t focus on how it feels, and if it feels too good, you can’t concentrate on doing it right. Mr. Tonguesy didn’t look like a genius concentrator exactly, which puts me on the losing end of giving an amazing blow job while receiving adequate head, at best. No, the thing to do with a Mr. Tonguesy is to take charge and just mount him, slide that dick in my pussy and ride him hard. His staying power may not be great, but if I can slam myself on him hard enough and fast enough with my fingers on my clit to help, I stand a good chance of winning the race to an orgasm.

And I’m about to win that race against myself, my knees getting wobbly under the water, when I hear a door swing shut nearby and I freeze, thumb on my clit and breath held in my chest and eyes wide open. The sound came from the Barkers’ place, and when my eyes adjust to the dimming light – how long have I been jilling off in the pool? – I see the two of them walking down the steps and toward the pool. I yank my hand out of my swimsuit and put it up on the edge of the pool with the other hand, and then kick my feet out behind me so it looks like I’m just paddling in the water, nothing to see here, absolutely no public masturbation, no sir … The way my pussy clenched up when I heard that door I may never come again.

They’re both wearing plush white robes, probably the ones that the resort provides for each room. The robes look nice against both of their colorings, making Mrs. Barker’s – Dot’s? – hair even more strikingly red, and Mr. Barker’s smooth dark skin even darker. They stop at the lounge chair on the opposite side of the pool from me and undo their robes. She’s wearing a blue one-piece bathing suit, possibly the one I saw her in earlier, but he’s wearing some tiny, tight, black European trunks instead of the loose board shorts he had on before. Not only wearing them, but rocking them – his abs are tight, his thighs are like tree trunks, and the trunks hug his package and mold it into quite a tasty bulge. My pussy announces that perhaps we will, indeed, come again, possibly in the relatively near future. I raise my fingers toward them in greeting, but it doesn’t appear that they’ve noticed me, so I go back to my paddling while thinking about Mr. Barker’s surprisingly large bulge.

My phone buzzes, and I pull myself up from the pool so I can see what’s arrived. It’s a text from Kara – “found one!” – and then a dick pic of her own, this one a pretty impressive log emerging from a tangle of red pubes, aided by Kara’s hand under the balls. My phone buzzes with a text from Janine – “took you long enough I’m already on round two”

“Fuck you both” I text back. “No one at a time” Janine responds. “Maybe group tomorrow” texts Kara.

There’s a splash behind me, and I slide my phone along the deck and turn to see that Mr. Barker – Felix? – has dived into the pool and is slicing through the water behind me with a long, graceful shape. I get a good look at his ass as he glides past me, and I kind of want to take a bite of it. When he reaches the far end of the pool, he pulls himself up on the edge – I see his shoulders ripple – then turns on the deck to face back toward his wife as he takes a bow. She applauds, and I feel a little twinge of jealousy.

I also feel a little twinge between my legs, so I pull myself out of the pool to head back to my room and properly take care of that.


three
Lawn Care Boy
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It’s almost nine o’clock in the morning when I roll out of bed. I must be catching up on a serious sleep deficit from too many all-night study sessions, because I crashed out almost immediately after attending to my tingly pussy with the little vibrator I brought along and slept straight through until morning. I don’t even remember any dreams, except for some swirling images of blue-green water, white clouds, and a dark silhouette slicing through both like a flying-swimming dart.

I check my phone and see that Janine and Kara have both sent a goodnight text, but no more dick pics. Kara’s text says, “Janine 1 Kara 1 Tiffany 0 tomorrow is another day”

If it’s a competition, I’m doomed to lose. The resort, besides being half-empty, is well out of my age bracket. I text back, “does a sesh with the plastic fantastic count?” Of course, there’s no immediate response; I imagine they’re both crashed out until noon. I hope they have hangovers.

The little condo appears to be empty. I find a note on the kitchen table from my mother – “We’re on the fishing excursion, back for supper - I signed you up for snorkeling tomorrow!” She closes the note with a smiley face and a couple of hearts. In the kitchen, I find some bagels and instant coffee, so I throw together a quick breakfast and make my plans for the day.

Planning takes all of a minute, though. As far as I can tell, there’s nothing to do but sit by the pool, read my books, and maybe listen to some podcasts. It looks like the Barkers are gone, too – maybe on the same fishing excursion? – so I’ve got the pool to myself. And that means that at least I can break out the teenie weenie bikini for some of my sunbathing without worrying about scandalizing the neighborhood.

The bikini cost about twice as much as my usual two piece, but it has about a quarter of the fabric. It’s a bright sky blue, with gold flecks scattered through the fabric that sparkle when the sun catches them. The top just barely covers my nipples, and doesn’t even try to cup my breasts – its job isn’t to provide support, but to avoid public nudity laws on a technicality. The bottom cradles my pussy in the front with about three square inches of cover, but in the back comprises a narrow string that nestles between my ass cheeks. It rides up a little at first, and it takes some wiggling and adjusting of the tie to get comfortable.

Preparing to wear the bikini had been a major undertaking. First I had to go to the tanning salon near campus daily for a week, otherwise I’d look more like a deep-sea fish than a sexy beach babe with my blindingly white winter skin. All the winter fur on my legs had to come off, of course, but I also had some work addressing my bush. I usually let things get unruly down there, especially when it’s cold out. After some close calls with the razor and some uncomfortable buzzes with the clippers, I had to beg Janine for help. I had to cover my eyes and look away while she lathered me up and gently scraped away a winter’s worth of growth.

“Leave a little something,” I had begged; completely bare pussies have always seemed weirdly alien to me; unless you’ve got almost no lips at all, you look a little like a face hugger from a sci fi horror movie. I was still planning on the San Padre trip, and I didn’t want the guy who unwrapped his present to be freaked out by the creature from beyond space and time.

“I don’t think there’s room for much more than a tuft,” Janine had said. She held the bikini up against my crotch and wiped a little circle of shaving cream off just about an inch above my cleft.

After she had finished shaving me bare except for that little hint of fuzz, she wiped me down with a washcloth and rubbed lotion into my newly smooth crotch. I don’t know if she intended to graze the hood of my clit with her thumb, but it sent an electric buzz through me and I squirmed a little bit. Janine and I made out once, freshman year, on a dare, and it was kind of fun; a few plastic fantastic adventures had even included some thoughts of her creamy thighs and perky tits. But then she spread the washcloth over the scene of the crime once the lotion was applied, and said, “Make sure you keep it moisturized or you’ll get a nasty rash and you’ll have to wear shorts all week.”

Even when my original spring break plans fell through, I kept everything groomed and moist down there. I even used extra lube with my plastic fantastic friend, with a healthy helping of aloe in it to soothe my sensitive lips when I had to do a little razor blade maintenance. When I put on my teenie weenie bikini and check myself out in the full-length mirror in my room, I’m very pleased with how things look from the front – not a stray hair to be seen, and a smooth, even tan on all the visible skin. From the back, I feel like my butt could be tighter, though the dimples are kind of cute. Since that’s some skin that rarely comes out to play, I’m hoping the surprise of seeing the moon during the day will distract any viewers from a few craters on the surface.

When I get outside, it feels like I’m the last person on the planet after some weird apocalypse swept everyone away, leaving behind only a beautiful resort pool, a cloudless sky, and a girl in a nearly invisible bikini. Even the wind seems especially still. I stretch out on the lounge chair, spread some sunscreen all over, and lie back with my book.

“His tongue slipped from her nipple to the soft skin between her breasts, and then slowly down a trail toward her belly. Renee gasped when he reached the band of her panties, and Clive looked up, his chin resting on her mound and his eyes seeking her consent with desperate hunger. She wrapped her fingers in his curly brown hair and guided his head lower.”

I squirm a little on my seat when I get to one of the good parts in the story of the Tour de France racer and the sweet and gentle bakery owner. And there are a lot of good parts – I never would have thought that there were so many sexy times among professional bicyclists. If I were reading this at home, I’d probably have my hand down my pants by now, not necessarily working myself into a frenzy but definitely adding a little tactile enhancement to the images racing through my head. I could probably get busy out here on the deserted pool deck, but after the interruption last night, I’m a little nervous. Instead, I flip myself over onto my front and gently rock my hips to get comfortable, the pressure from the seat helping to get me focused on the story.

“His tongue traced a line from her thigh to the cleft of her sex, and Renee arched her back, seeking his mouth on her sweetest parts.” Yes, I’d be seeking a mouth on my sweetest parts too; I arch my back a little and turn the page.

That’s when the silence of the deserted swimming pool is shattered by a roaring engine. I sit up, hands cupped over my ears, and look around. Coming between the condos is a young man, probably about my age, in a blue polo shirt with the resort logo on the chest, lazily swinging a leaf blower nozzle at the shrubs along the walkway. He, at least, gets headphones so as not to deafen himself with this pretty pointless task – it’s not like there are any trees dropping leaves within a hundred miles of this resort. They should have headphones hanging on the deck chairs and a schedule of when the leaf blowers will be roaring around.

He sees me staring at him and scrambles for a switch on the unit on his back. The roar drops down to a hum before sputtering out.

“God, I’m sorry!” he calls. “I didn’t know there was anyone here!”

“Is there some quiet lawn care you can do instead?” I yell back.

“Sure, sure, ma’am, I’m so sorry!” And in a flash he and his now-silent leaf blower are gone.

I have to admit, though, that despite the noise he was making, he was pretty cute, at least from the glimpse I caught. He’s tall, with curly black hair, a dark tan, and a broad chest; when he turns to leave, I catch sight of his ass, which has a nice swing to it. If I’m going to be assaulted by deafening noise, at least it came attached to a handsome face and tight butt.

I lie back down on my belly, wiggle my hips to get comfortable again, and open my book back up. Clive is going to town on Renee’s clit, with some finger action along with the tongue, and I’m feeling a little warm from the heat coming off the pages, when I feel like there are eyes on my ass. Without turning my head I look out of the corners of my eyes and see that Lawn Care Boy has returned, and is trying to trim the shrubs beside the pool while staring at my butt. He’s going to cut off a finger if he’s not careful. When he realizes I’ve seen him, he quickly turns his head and concentrates on the shrubbery, the back of his neck turning beet red.

I pull my phone out from under my book and zoom in on his butt with the camera, then send a picture to the group chat. A response comes back from Janine right away: “nice package but only counts if u unwrap it”

I laugh, and respond, “haven’t seen u racking up numbers this morning”

Kara responds “head hurts too much sun bright bad”

“Then this is my chance to even thing up” I answer, and tuck my phone under my book.

Lawn Care Boy has gone back to sneaking peeks at my ass again while pretending to work on the shrub; that shrub is going to be nothing but a little tuft like what Janine left me with if he keeps trimming it. Without looking up from my book, I say, “If you’re going to stare at my ass you could at least make yourself useful and put some sunscreen on it.”

“Oh god, ma’am, I’m so sorry, I wasn’t …”

I roll over on my side and prop my head up on my hand. “I am not a ‘ma’am,’ dude; you can call me Tiffany. And it’s going to be your fault if my ass gets sunburned.”

“You – sorry, I – what – really?”

I point at the bottle of sunscreen on the little table next to the lounge chair. “SPF 30,” I say, “I want a little sun to get through to my cheeks.” And then I lie back down and rest my head on my arms.

Lawn Care Boy comes over, cautiously, and takes the bottle. He rubs a little dollop in his hands and then hovers over me; his hands are shaking a little bit. Then he very gently, very tentatively, touches the skin just above the waist string of my bikini bottom and rubs a line of sunscreen in.

“That’s not my ass,” I say, trying not to laugh. “Do they not teach basic anatomy down here?”

“I – um, you – sorry – “

Now he touches my ass, but very lightly. I can feel a tiny bit of sunscreen on my left cheek, and I don’t think he got any on my right. I sigh and say, “It only works if you rub it in. And my ass is big, so I need a lot more sunscreen than that.”

The sunscreen bottle makes a farting sound when he squeezes more into his hands, and I can’t stifle the laugh that comes. I look over my shoulder and see that his face is burning red and he’s actually shaking. Part of me feels bad for tormenting him; part of me – the part under the little patch of fabric below my belly – is enjoying the torture.

Now he’s doing a much better job, using one hand on each ass cheek and really rubbing the lotion in. I lift my hips up a little and his hands slide down to where my legs meet my ass. The strings securing that tiny patch of fabric have come a little loose, and I’m sure he’s getting a good look at my pussy lips when I push my ass back; his fingers are so close to grazing them, and I really want to wiggle my hips just enough to force some accidental contact, but I hold back.

“Thank you very much,” I say, and lie back down, stretching my legs back and flexing my glutes.

“Can I … do you need anything else?” He stands awkwardly, turning his hips with his hands in front of his crotch, trying to hide his erection.

“Maybe a glass of water?” I say, pointing to the empty glass on the side table. “With ice.”

“I think – yeah, sure, I’ll be right back,” he says, then grabs the glass and sprints back between the condo buildings.

While he’s gone, I untie all of the strings holding the bikini in place and let them dangle loose on me, then stretch out on the lounge chair, feet and hands dangling. The sun feels nice on my back and ass, and I’m getting a little tingly between my legs. I could probably nap in the sun right now if not for that tingle.

Lawn Care Boy is back in a flash, holding my glass filled to the top with ice and water. The sides of the glass are damp with condensation. He smiles and sets the glass down on the table beside the lounge chair.

“Anything else?” he asks.

“Maybe,” I say. When I push myself up on my elbows, the skimpy top of my bikini falls away, precisely as planned. He gasps and looks away, but with his eyes rolling to keep my tits in view – this is something he’s not supposed to see but desperately wants to see. Before he can step away I reach out and hook a belt loop with my finger; it doesn’t take much force to hold him in place, it’s pretty clear he doesn’t want to go anywhere. “Maybe I can thank you for your service.”

He’s breathing pretty hard and is staring slack-jawed at my tits hanging over the lounge chair as I find the fly of his shorts. I pull the snap and slide the zipper and give a tug, and his cock bounces free. His erection from the sunscreen application probably faded a little while he was running his errand, but it’s coming back; it doesn’t look quite as impressive as the pic Kara sent, but that could have been helped by the camera angle – it’s definitely sufficient for my purposes.

“Oh shit,” he gasps when I pop the head into my mouth and suck. He’s looking around in a panic with his hands flailing awkwardly around. I tease the underside with my tongue and he moans. We lock eyes and I smile around my mouthful of dick. Then I give him a vacuum-cleaner suck and he moans and closes his eyes.

While he’s distracted, I slide my phone out and position it for a quick blowjob selfie. It takes a couple of tries to get one that looks good enough, and then I stow my phone away again and grab his balls in my hand. I push his dick out of my mouth with my tongue and say, “Get back there and fuck me.”

He hobbles around behind me, his shorts around his ankles, and I go up on my knees. My bikini bottom slides away from my pussy, suspended beneath me by one of the ties. I’m pretty wet, and his dick is slippery with my spit, so it goes right in. I grunt with each thrust. He didn’t know what to do with his hands while I was sucking him, but now he’s found a use for them, grabbing fistfuls of my ass as he pounds me.

His cock feels good, and this whole setup has me insanely horny, but I’m not getting the friction I need on my clit. I lean myself forward on my elbows and spread my legs to lower my ass, and he follows, fucking me from a higher angle. I put my head down on the lounge and look back; it appears that he has one foot up on the seat for leverage and the other on the ground, and now he has both hands on my haunches. I’m able to get a hand up between my legs to stroke my clit, and I feel his balls slap my fingertips with each downstroke.

He’s not going to last long: I can feel his cock twitching and he’s making a lot of moaning, gasping sounds. I need to work my clit hard if I’m going to stand a chance of coming. I close my eyes, arch my back, and rub my little nub as hard as I can.

“Fuck I’m going to come!” he yells. I bear down with all my force and groan into the lounge chair, fingers on my clit a blur. He roars when he lets go, and I feel the heat of his jizz flooding my pussy. There’s still some thrusting left in him so I start pushing back against him, but he’s fading fast; I can already feel his dick starting to soften. I grit my teeth and close my eyes and will myself into coming – a short, hard orgasm that shakes my thighs a little bit but is definitely no toe curler.

He leans against me, panting, and I let my hips drop down to the chair. He follows me, cock slipping free as he lies on top of me, hands on my shoulders. He kisses his way up from the small of my back to the base of my neck, and I turn my head to look back at him.

“That was fucking hot,” he whispers into my ear.

“It was nice,” I say, a little dismissively. It sure wasn’t top ten for me; maybe the setting boosts it into the top twenty – very memorable set up, barely adequate execution. It might work its way into future plastic fantastic sessions, but I’ll probably swap Lawn Care Boy out for someone who can last more than five minutes. “Thanks for the water,” I say, and twitch my hips a little to signal that he should dismount.

“Uh, yeah, sure, anytime,” he says, stepping away and tucking his deflating cock away. I give him a smile and say, “I’m here a few more days, maybe I’ll see you around if you’re working.”


four
Ronald and Manuel at the Pretty Palm
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At dinner, my mother is talking non-stop about the fishing excursion. They took a boat ten miles out from shore and spent the day casting for deep-water fish, learning about the species to be found off the Florida coast, and consuming rum drinks. I think she’s still a little tipsy.

She doesn’t ask many questions about my day, which is fine – I’m not sure she’d approve anyway. After Lawn Care Boy went back to work, looking a little hang-dog after I dismissed him, I went back in the condo to wash up. His jizz had leaked out of my pussy and onto the bikini bottom, so I wrapped the bikini up in a pair of underwear and stashed it in the bottom of a drawer. I didn’t think I’d get a chance to wear it again, but since it did succeed in its intended purpose, I suppose that’s OK.

I selected one of my blowjob selfies – it featured Lawn Care Boy’s balls dangling in the air with about a half inch of his shaft visible between his balls and my chin, with a little spit dribbling out of my mouth – and fired it off to the group chat, with the message, “Tiff 1 but it honestly wasn’t awesome”

Kara responded in a few minutes, “Way to work it I guess you’re in the running”

“No more scores from you guys yet?”

“Still early gonna hit the rave tonight”

I sighed and lay back on my bed, naked and clean, and tugged at the little tuft of hair above my pussy. There sure weren’t any raves at this resort, but there was a discotheque with the lamest early closing time ever. I flicked at my clit, still a little frustrated from the wham-bam-thank-you-ma’am performance by the pool, and pulled my vibrator out from under my pillow. I gave myself a much more satisfying orgasm than Lawn Care Boy had, thinking about Clive going down on Renee and Mr. Barker banging me in place of my earlier encounter – I’m pretty sure he’d last more than a few minutes.

“I said,” my mother says, “do you have any plans for tonight?”

I snap out of my reverie. I’m glad my mom can’t actually read my mind, because the images there were truly filthy. “Maybe check out the resort disco, I guess,” I say. “Not a lot of nightlife here.”

“Remember, we’ve got snorkeling early,” she says. “They pick us up at seven.”

“That won’t be a problem,” I say, “the disco closes at eleven.”

I didn’t pack a lot of clothes for anything besides lying by the pool or walking on the beach, but I did pack a little red dress that I wear out on the rare occasions I go dancing. It lands at my upper thighs, and has a scoop neck that works well with my cleavage; there’s just enough stretch in the fabric that it moves comfortably when I’m dancing but clings sexily when I’m not. With a matching red clutch and black low-heeled pumps, I figure I’ll be at least as alluring as anyone else at the Pretty Palm, the little resort club on the beach.

What I hadn’t anticipated, though, was the absolute lack of competition. While the music is loud, the dance floor is far from crowded – it’s ten o’clock, which I had guessed would be peak activity time for a place with such an early close, and there are maybe a dozen people on a floor that could easily accommodate a hundred or more. They’re playing some salsa-style pop and putting on quite a light show with the spinning blue and white strobes, but with so few people in the club, it just feels pathetic. Most of the people dancing are women about my mother’s age, and they seem to be enjoying themselves – I’m guessing this is the music of their youth, probably from the “Miami Vice” soundtrack. I cross the dance floor, trying to get a little vibe from the music, but I don’t stay long – this is definitely not the rave Kara and Janine are enjoying at San Padre.

I head over to the bar instead and order a rum and Coke. The bartender, a tall, dark-complected Latino with a cute little mustache, who looks to be about thirty, asks, “Are you having a good time?”

“No,” I say, sipping my drink, “this place is fucking lame.”

He laughs and gives the bar a wipe with the towel he keeps slung over his shoulder. “Yeah, it’s been dead all week – the resort is half empty. I don’t know why we bother to open the club at all.”

“Are there any other clubs around here?”

He shrugs. “If you’ve got a hundred bucks to drop on a taxi, maybe – we’re pretty isolated here.”

I roll my eyes and stir the ice in my drink. “I guess it’ll be early to bed, early to rise, for me this week.”

He laughs again. “I’m closing up the bar at ten thirty,” he says, “and should be packed out of here by quarter past eleven. If you wait around I can give you a quick tour of the beach, it’s pretty in the moonlight – it’s probably a little nicer when the place is dead, actually.”

I perk up to this – am I going to add to my score despite the lameness of the club? He is cute, with a sparkle in his eye, a strong jaw, and that pencil-thin line across his lip. “Sure,” I say, “pour me another of these and I’ll go sit at a table.”

I fire off a quick text to the group chat while I sip my second drink: “old people disco is lame but cute bartender is going to give me a tour pics to come”; I hope it’s more than just pics that will be coming!

At eleven the lights come up, blindingly bright and making the club look somehow even emptier than before – there’s no illusion of anyone hiding in the shadows, because there are no shadows at all. The women who were dancing are laughing now, leaning on each other and tottering toward the doors, tipsy and tired; at least someone had fun here. I check my phone, but there are no messages – Kara and Janine probably haven’t even left for the rave yet.

The bartender comes over to the table a few minutes later, with another man, a tall Black man wearing a collarless powder-blue suit jacket over a coral shirt and matching blue slacks. I almost laugh – he could be cosplaying a “Miami Vice” character, Tubbs or Sonny or whichever one; sophomore year Janine got into the show and made us watch a couple of episodes on Tubi. The music was good, and the filming was stylish, but it was overall pretty corny.

“This is Ronald, my partner,” the bartender says. “And I’m Manuel; I suppose you should know who’s showing you around the resort.”

My heart sinks a little. Manuel and Ronald are both handsome, but it doesn’t sound like this is going to be the date I was hoping for; I might end up being the third wheel to their romantic stroll. But I smile and say, “I’m Tiffany,” and offer my hand to each in turn.

“A pleasure to meet you,” Ronald says. He has a velvety smooth voice and sparkling eyes, and I could easily melt a little for him.

Manuel leads the way, turning off the Pretty Palm neon sign and locking the club doors behind us. The air is warm, with a nice breeze coming off the ocean; I can hear the wind in the palms and the waves lapping the beach. Manuel leads us on a stone walkway that winds past the club and the resort’s registration office and into a dimly lit cluster of buildings.

“This is the new construction we’re working on,” Ronald says, pointing to the half-finished condos and empty pools that appear to be the path’s destination. “They’re supposed to open up next year – hopefully we’ll have them ready by fall so we can advertise them for winter getaways.”

“You work for the resort?” I ask.

“I coordinate the development and marketing,” he says. “The empty resort this week isn’t my fault, though – last year’s hurricanes did a lot more damage to the infrastructure than we realized and it was a bitch getting the contractors out here.”

“We met at an employee party after the hurricane,” Manuel says. “It wasn’t supposed to ‘Miami Vice’ themed, but Rico Tubbs here showed up in these dapper togs, and I just couldn’t keep my eyes off him.”

“What can I say?” says Ronald. “I found a look that works for me, so I’m sticking to it.”

Manuel takes his hand and gives him a peck on the cheek.

Ronald gives us a tour of the new section of condos, which isn’t that different from where I’m staying on the other side of the resort: little clusters of buildings around a pool and patio, though with no landscaping yet. I suppose Lawn Care Boy hasn’t been over here, as there’s no lawn to be cared for.

“Do you know any of the guys on the ground crew?” I ask. “Or are they way below your pay grade?”

Ronald laughs. “They cycle in and out pretty fast, mostly college and high school kids working during breaks. We contract out for landscaping the new section. Why, did one catch your eye?”

“Well, I did watch one today who was kind of cute,” I say, which isn’t a lie – Lawn Care Boy was cute, even if he didn’t deliver on the promise his twinkling eyes and tight butt made. “Not as cute as you guys, of course.”

“Oh, you think we’re cute?” says Ronald. “Which of us is cuter, do you think?”

“I don’t know – Manuel’s mustache is nice, but Ronald has a tight butt.”

Ronald shakes his hips, and Manuel rolls his eyes.

“I like how Manuel’s eyes sparkle, and Ronald’s got a really sexy voice.”

“I think I’m winning this competition,” Ronald says, dropping his voice a register and really laying on the silk. “Too bad for you, Manuel.”

“Hey!” Manuel protests. “She likes my mustache!”

“And so do I,” says Ronald, leaning in to plant a kiss on Manuel’s lips. "But she likes my voice and my butt, and I think that beats your little crumb catcher.”

Manuel grabs Ronald by the back of the head and kisses him hard, tongue tracing Ronald’s lips. Ronald gasps and matches Manuel lick for lick, and I watch absolutely mesmerized at these handsome men who seem oblivious to me in their passion.

Manuel breaks away and turns to me, and says, “You need to decide, which of us is cuter? You’d better say it’s me.”

“I can’t choose!”

“But you must,” says Ronald, “it’s of the utmost importance. We are very competitive.”

“Fine,” I say. I slip off my shoes. “If it’s a competition, then the cutest is the one who catches me!” And I take off running barefoot toward the water as fast as I can.

I have a good head start – it takes them a few beats to realize that I’ve just turned this discussion into a foot race – but they’re off and running and closing the gap quickly. I look over my shoulder to see them side by side, laughing as they run; I pick up my pace a little, my heart pounding; I’m not going to make this easy for them. It’s been years since I was on the high school soccer team, but my legs are still strong.

Ronald is the first to touch my shoulder, but I keep going, and feel his fingers slide down my back. Manuel puts his hand on my waist and I dodge right, evading his grip. This move sends me running toward Ronald, though, so I have to pivot and dodge away from his grasping fingers that brush the hem of my dress. I spin so I’m facing them, and see that we’re all laughing and out of breath. I glance over my shoulder and see that I’m only a few feet from the water that’s lapping gently against the sand; I’ve managed to get myself trapped between the ocean and my pursuers with no route to escape. They stop in front of me, both in crouching stances, arms at their waists, ready to lunge.

I feint left, feint right; Manuel lunges and slips on the sand, going down on one knee. I take advantage of this and run toward him, leaping over his grasping hands, and then spin to slip away from Ronald’s reach. Ronald is laughing hard now, stumbling after me, and I step right up to him, tap his arm, and then jump back – his hand grazes my belly but he can’t get a grip on my dress and he trips forward.

But I don’t notice Manual has stood up and my jump lands me right in his arms. With a wild whoop of victory he wraps his arms around my waist from behind and lifts me off my feet, nuzzling my neck as I go up. Ronald crashes into us, sandwiching me between them in a double bearhug, and he’s laughing and kissing Manual’s neck and cheek beside me while Manual chants, “I won! I won! I’m the cutest! I won!”

Ronald’s kisses drift from Manuel’s throat to my neck, and then he’s working his way across my face and to my lips. His tongue slips between my lips, and I invite it in with mine, tangling the tips while I try not to laugh. Manuel lets me drop to my feet and nuzzles my hair, his hands running up and down my flanks and just barely grazing the sides of my breasts. I break away from Ronald’s kiss to crane my neck back and look up at Manuel, who plants a kiss on my forehead. I run a finger along his mustache and say, “I do like this little strip of fuzz.”

Then I reach my hands around Ronald’s waist and grab a handful of his ass; I have to reach up a little. I can feel his cock stiffen against my stomach. “But I also like this butt,” I say, “so it’s still kind of a tie.”

I’m losing track of who is kissing whom, and which hands belong to which man. All I know is that there are tongues and lips all over my face and neck, and hands running over my body, lifting my dress up my thighs and searching for soft, delicate parts of me. A finger grazes my panties, and I moan into someone’s mouth; I hear chuckling behind me, and Manual is rubbing my ass with one hand and I think it’s his other hand that’s tweaking my left nipple through my bra.

“Oh fuck,” I groan when the finger under my dress slips inside my panties and traces a line up the cleft of my lips. I feel dizzy and sweaty, and the only thing keeping me from falling over is the pressure of Manual and Ronald on my front and back.

I drop to my knees in the sand and reach out for Ronald’s belt. He smiles down at me while I unbuckle it and reach for the button and zipper of his slacks with shaky hands. He helps me slide them down, revealing tight blue underpants with a stiff shaft straining against the fabric. With a yank, I free his cock, already raging hard, and grab it with my mouth. Ronald sighs and wraps his fingers in my hair.

“Hey!” Manuel yells in mock dismay. “I thought I was the cutest one!”

I let Ronald’s cock fall out of my mouth and laugh, shuffling around to where Manuel is standing. He already has his pants down, cock out and erect, and I laugh again – Manuel has two mustaches! His pubic hair is trimmed into a narrow line above the base of his cock, a perfect mirror of the line above his lip. I run a finger along the line of pubic hair and say, “If I’d known about this, I would have said you were the cutest right away!”

“But then we wouldn’t have got our exercise,” Ronald says. He stands behind me and massages my neck and shoulders while I suck Manuel’s dick. Then he comes around to stand next to Manual and I grab his cock in one hand, Manuel’s in the other, and swap my tongue back and forth between them. I look up and see them kissing, tongues twining outside their mouths, and frantically undressing each other.

I’ve never had two cocks in my mouth at once, and here’s my opportunity. I pull first Manuel’s into my mouth, and then Ronald’s, holding the shafts together at the base while I work my mouth up and down. Ronald’s is a little longer, but Manuel’s is quite a bit thicker. I gag a little when the head of Ronald’s cock tickles the back of my throat and I have to back off, snaking my tongue between the heads and stroking both together in my hand.

They’ve taken off each other’s shirts, and Ronald reaches down to grab Manuel’s balls in his hand. Manuel thrusts his hips, causing his dick to slide along my cheek while I’m readjusting. Ronald laughs and grabs Manuel’s cock in his fist, stroking it with the head against my face while I suck Ronald’s cock.

Ronald steps back and lets me work Manuel’s penis back into my mouth. I see him retrieve his jacket and shirt and spread them out on the sand, and then he sits to pull off his shoes and socks and trousers. He walks over to me on his knees and kneels behind me, hands all over my ass, and pulls my dress up and off. I have to disengage from Manuel’s dick while he undresses me, setting my dress carefully off to the side and popping the clasp of my bra. When my tits are free he reaches around to cup them and grinds his cock against my back.

Manuel drops to his knees as well and finishes undressing, then presses against my front, his cock up against my belly. He and Ronald are kissing over my shoulder, and I’m grabbing Manual’s ass to pull him closer to me. My pussy is absolutely drenched, soaking through my panties, and I groan when Ronald slides a hand down my ass and between my legs to cup my cunt.

“Lie down, baby,” Ronald whispers in my ear, guiding me to where his shirt and jacket are laid out. “Lie down and let us pay you back.”

I do as I’m told. Manuel peels my sopping panties away from me and tosses them onto the sand. When he sees the little tuft of hair above my clit, he laughs and says, “You’ve got a little mustache, too! We’re both cute!” And then he lies down between my legs, runs his hands up my thighs to my pussy to part the lips, and dives into me with his tongue. I have to bite my hand to keep from screaming when he takes my hard clit into his mouth and sucks.

Ronald lies down next to Manual and forces his head in beside him. Soon they’re both lapping at my cunt, lapping at each other, a tongue fluttering on either side of my button, and I can’t hold back and I don’t want to hold back and I let the orgasm shake my body with a scream. I gush then, a geyser of juice flooding out of me, and both Manuel and Ronald press their faces against me to drink every drop.

“Holy fuck,” I gasp when I can breathe again. “You two can sure eat pussy for a couple of gay dudes.”

Ronald laughs and tickles my pussy with his fingers; I cringe, almost too sensitive after that orgasm, but still craving his touch. “We’re kind of equal opportunity,” he says, “we prefer each other, but sometimes it’s nice to play both sides of the fence.”

“Holy fucking fuck,” I say again, which is about as eloquent as I can be, given the circumstances. Ronald slides up my body, kissing as he goes, and I can taste my juices all over his face when he gets to my mouth. Manuel kneels above my head and slips his cock between our mouths, and now both Ronald and I are nibbling on his shaft, taking turns sucking on the head.

Suddenly I feel pressure on my pussy, and with a grunt, Ronald slides his cock into me. I’m so wet that it goes right in, up to the hilt; I feel his balls slapping my ass as he pumps into me. We continue to work at Manuel’s dick with our mouths while he fucks me in long, slow strokes, and I wrap my legs around him to hold him close, his pubic bone grazing my clit with every thrust.

“I’m coming again,” I say, surprised at the suddenness of this second climax, and I shout against Manuel’s dick. Ronald laughs, then slows his pumping and kneels between my legs, just the head of his cock cradled between my lips, watching the spasms shaking through me.

“Can I have a turn?” Manuel asks me, squeezing my tit as he pulls his cock away from my mouth.

And that’s when a vision from my spank bank suddenly flashes up in my mind. In one of my favorite porn scenes – one that’s so hot I actually bought the full version so I could watch it over and over again, instead of relying on a trimmed-down trailer on a tube site – a cute little blonde manages to take two cocks in her pussy at the same time. The look on her face as they fill her cunt is enough to send me over the brink every time I watch it, and that’s what I want right now. I just need to remember how she managed to do it – she had the assistance of a director and two experienced porn actors, and I just have my fuzzy brain that has lost all its blood flow to my pussy.

“Wait,” I say, “I want something different. I want you both inside me.”

“Really?” says Ronald. “I’ll be happy to take your ass if that’s what you want.”

“No no no,” I say, slurring a little like I’m drunk, which I guess I kind of am after those two orgasms, “no, I want both of you in my pussy at the same time.”

“Is that a thing?” Manuel asks. He’s slowly stroking his cock while he looks down at me.

“Yeah it’s a thing,” I say, “I saw it in a porn scene.”

“I don’t think porn scenes are real sex, baby,” Manuel says.

“Oh, it’s a thing,” Ronald says, “I’ve maybe seen that scene too – that blonde girl with the bush and little tits?”

“That’s the one! That’s what I want!” I sit up and look into Ronald’s eyes. “How did they do it?”

Ronald and I start walking through the scene step by step, reminding each other of little details. Manuel laughs and says, “I guess this isn’t a movie we’ve watched together.”

“I can have my own interests,” Ronald says, “it’s a good one. I’ll show you later.”

“You won’t need to see it if we can figure out how to do it,” I say.

“I think it went like this,” Ronald says, and starts choreographing a filthy ballet.

First he scoots me off the little bed of shirt and jacket where he was fucking me and tells Manuel to lie down on his back. He gives Manuel’s cock a stroke and his lips a kiss, then tells me to climb on board.

“No, the other way,” he says when I face Manuel and swing a leg over him. I turn so I’m facing Manuel’s feet, his cock sticking up in front of my pussy, and scoot down to slide my cunt lips up and down his shaft. Manual runs his hands up and down my back and I guide his cock into my slippery channel. Ronald leans down as if making sure everything is connected correctly, and gives me clit a lick. I squeal and start fucking myself up and down Manuel’s shaft.

“You’re amazingly wet, baby,” Ronald says, tugging at my little tuft of pubic hair, “but you’re going to need a little help for this advanced maneuver.”

He digs around in his jacket pocket under Manuel’s ass and emerges with a little bottle of lube. I laugh, and Ronald says, “Always be prepared, you never know when you’re going to need some.”

He squeezes a liberal dollop out on my cunt and works it in and around my pussy and Manuel’s cock while I ride up and down. Things are very slippery now, and Manuel pops out a couple of times. I make my movements smaller so I’m sure to keep him inside.

“Okay, let’s test,” Ronald says, and slides a finger up the underside of Manuel’s cock and into my pussy, working it in beside the shaft. I breathe in sharply – there’s a lot of extra pressure down there – and he pulls his finger out.

“This is going to be tricky,” he says, sliding his finger along the other side of Manuel’s cock. He holds it still while Manuel slowly humps his hips against me. Ronald leans in to kiss me and works a second finger up beside the first; I have to bite my lip to keep from screaming from the mix of pleasure and pain.

“I don’t know, baby,” Ronald says, “my dick’s a lot bigger than my finger.”

“I can do it,” I say through gritted teeth. “Give my clit a lick, that’ll open me up more.”

He obliges, running his tongue over my clit and then down to Manuel’s shaft, then up to my clit again. Manuel groans under me, and I lean back against his chest, spreading my legs as wide as they’ll go. Ronald braces a knee between our legs and guides his cock toward my pussy, nudging against Manuel’s shaft. And then, with a sharp intake of breath, he thrusts and I can feel my pussy stuffed as it has never been stuffed before. I’m locked in place with these two shafts inside me, unable to move, and I can feel tears trickling down my cheeks.

“You okay, baby?” Ronald asks, wiping at the tears with his fingers. He looks concerned, and I’m afraid he’ll pull out and never be able to get back in, so I say, “Good good good just keep going.”

Ronald kisses my lips and starts to gently thrust. Manual moans – “I can feel your dick against mine, god it’s weird and amazing!”

The pressure against my clit is amazing, too. Manuel and I are both trapped, unable to fuck, completely at the mercy of Ronald’s slow strokes. Ronald looks like he’s hypnotized by the sight of the two cocks in my pussy, staring down while casually fondling one of my tits. “My god, it’s really working,” he mumbles, a huge grin on his face. “I didn’t think it would work, but it really works!”

It feels amazing and is incredibly painful at the same time, a stretch like I never imagined possible. Once I fucked a dildo that was almost as big around as my fist, and even that was nothing compared to the way I feel filled in this moment. Ronald drizzles more lube down into the apex of our genitals, and I can feel both cocks moving in me now. Manuel reaches around to rub my clit, and that’s all it takes to send me into another full-body-shaking climax that’s strong enough to dislodge both of their cocks. I roll off of Manuel and tuck my knees up to my stomach, lying against him and quivering, saying “fuck fuck fuck” over and over again.

Manuel takes me in his arms and holds me until I stop shaking; I’m crying against his chest, tears pouring down my face and snot out of my nose, sobbing with the release I’ve just felt. Ronald lies next to us and rubs my back gently, cooing into my ear and nibbling at my neck.

“I think our baby girl is done for the night,” Manuel whispers, but I look up with a start and say, “No! I came like a million times and neither of you came even once!”

“Oh baby,” Ronald says, laughing, “we’ll just get each other off later, I think you need to tap out for the night.”

“No,” I say, “absolutely not! I insist that you come and that I be a part of it!”

Manuel shrugs. “I mean, if you insist.”

“I do!” I yell, and lie down on Ronald’s coat, soaked with lube and pussy juice, and spread my legs. “Ride me until you come!”

“I’ve got an idea,” Manuel says. “Ronald, you got some lube left?”

Ronald holds the bottle up to his eye. “Enough for what I think you’ve got in mind.”

Manuel rolls over on top of me, kissing me hard as he runs his hands up and down my body. I wrap my arms and legs around him, and he slips his cock into my pussy. I’m so wet and wide that I almost don’t feel it go in until he’s fucking me with long, steady strokes. I look over his shoulder and see that Ronald is kneeling behind him and smiling, covering his cock with lube and stroking. And then I feel Manuel push hard against me, bottoming out, as Ronald thrusts his dick into his asshole. Manuel grunts into my mouth.

Ronald is in the driver’s seat again, his thrusts into Manuel’s ass driving Manuel’s cock into my pussy. It’s like he’s fucking us both, using his cock to guide Manuel’s, controlling the speed and depth of the fucking. I stare up into his eyes and he smiles at me, hands digging into Manuel’s ass, while Manuel grunts and moans and suddenly yells, “Fuck I’m going to come in your pussy!”

“Fucking do it,” I say, pulling his mouth against mine, and he roars into me as his cock explodes in my cunt. Ronald closes his eyes, his smile turned to a tight-jawed look of concentration, and lets out a roar of his own as he pulls free of Manuel’s ass. His jizz splashes against my tits and neck, warm and sticky. It’s at that point that I think I pass out for a minute.

When I come to, Manuel is wiping jizz off of me with his balled up underpants. I can feel his cum pooling between my legs, and the sweat drying on my body in the cool ocean breeze. There’s sand in my hair and jizz on my belly, and my cunt feels almost numb from being continuously fucked by these two beautiful men. Ronald is gathering up our scattered clothes, shaking the sand out of my dress.

“Wait I second,” I say, crawling over to my little red clutch bag. I dig around inside and find my phone, which luckily has about 12% charge left. “I need a picture.”

“A picture?” Manuel asks.

“Of your dicks.”

Ronald laughs. “Baby, you are some kind of freak.”

“I am not,” I say, “but my friends are.” I motion for them to stand side by side, hip to hip, their lube slick cocks hanging still a little stiff between their legs. I sit back, frame the perfect shot, and snap my proof.

“Tiffany +2” I send to the group chat with a triumphant grin.


five
Snorkeling with Anchor Man
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Ifeel like I should be suffering from a world class hangover when I wake up, sunlight streaming through the windows, but I’m not. In fact, except for some stiffness in my knees and a disconcerting numbness between my legs, I feel pleasantly refreshed. I fish my phone out from under my pillow and find it has 3% charge, it’s only just after six AM, and there are five messages waiting for me in the group chat. If I’m prompt I’ve got time to charge my phone, take a shower, and eat breakfast and then check out those messages before we’re off for the snorkeling trip.

Ronald and Manuel walked me back to the condo after our adventure on the beach; it’s a good thing that the resort is mostly deserted, especially around midnight, because we were a disturbing sight to behold. Ronald had done a pretty good job of shaking out my dress, but it was still wrinkled and covered in sand, and I couldn’t walk with heels the way my legs wobbled – I had to hook an arm over each of their necks and walk between them, almost being dragged along my steps were so slow. Manuel’s pants and shirt were wrinkled and covered with sand, and he had to walk a little bow-legged after the hard, raw fucking Ronald had given him. And poor Ronald – his shirt and jacket, which he had gallantly laid down under me, were stained, probably beyond repair, with lube and other fluids, so he had them draped over one arm and he walked bare chested beside me, a dreamy smile on his face. The lights were off in the condo – I’m sure my parents had crashed out before ten – so there was no one up to see Ronald and Manuel kiss me goodnight before I stumbled through the patio door to my room and collapsed on my bed.

The shower feels amazing, sloughing off layers of sand and sweat and jizz and sending it all spiraling down the drain. Even with Ronald’s jacket and shirt under me, the sand had gotten everywhere while they fucked me; every crease and crevice itch with sharp little grains, and washing it off is an incredible relief. I gingerly wash my pussy, and find that aside from some bruising around the lips and a tenderness that makes touching my clit uncomfortable though not quite painful, everything appears to be working still, though it feels like I’d done the sexual equivalent of a marathon. After the shower I apply a little extra moisturizer down there, which gives me a cool and tingly feeling.

My mother seems surprised to see me stroll into the dining room at not quite six thirty, wearing a happy yellow sundress and a big smile. “I’m impressed,” she says, “I thought we’d be dragging you out of bed by your feet.”

I smile and reach for an orange from the dish on the table. “I told you, the discotheque closed early. I was asleep by midnight. I feel perfectly refreshed and ready for some snorkeling.”

“Ah, to be young,” my father says from the kitchen. “I can’t remember the last time I willingly saw midnight – I’m only up that late if I need to pee.”

My mother rolls her eyes, but smiles when he comes in with the coffee pot and bends down to kiss her. “I’m happy to let the young have the night,” my mother says, “but I’m pleased when they show up in the morning, too.”

I check the messages on my phone while popping orange slices into my mouth. The first two came around midnight, probably while I was figuring out how to get both Manuel’s and Ronald’s cocks into my mouth, but not yet into my pussy: from Kara, “san padrave 2023 here we come!”; from Janine, “where r the bartender pics did you strike out”

Around twelve thirty, probably about the time I was getting Manuel and Ronald lined up for their portraits, Janine texted, “this is lame all the boys are stoned”; and from Kara, “molly is supposed to make you love everyone so why is my heart full of hate”; there are no dick pics, and no score updates; I try not to smile enough to tip my mother off that there’s something worth gloating over on my phone, because she absolutely does not need to see this group chat.

And the last message, after my picture of Manuel’s and Ronald’s post-fuck cocks and my score update, is from Janine: “omg tiff omg how did those even fit?” Ah, little does she know …

A horn sounds from the driveway outside our little cluster of condos; “The ride’s here!” my father announces, and we’re off to the snorkeling excursion.

There are already four people – two couples, about my parents’ age – in the van. I was hoping that the Barkers would be on this excursion – I don’t expect to add him to my score, what with his incredibly hot wife always around, but I did enjoy looking at his package – but no such luck. The driver is not unattractive, a kid about my age, but I’m not sure he’s worth the effort to try to pull aside. Since I ran up the score last night, and am still feeling a bit delicate, I might take a rest day.

The drive to the dock where our snorkeling trip departs takes about thirty minutes. The old folks are chatting among themselves – my mother is recommending the fishing trip, one of the other women says that the shuttle to the outlet shopping in the town was a nice diversion, another woman recommends the disco for a little fun. “They were playing my favorite Miami Sound Machine songs,” she says – I don’t recognize her, but I imagine she may well have been on the dance floor during my visit to the empty little club where I met Manuel and Ronald.

I check my phone, but there are no more messages from Janine and Kara; I suppose it’s far too early, even if their rave turned out to be a bigger strikeout than I was afraid my discotheque would be. I wonder what they’d make of my adventure last night – we’ve all done a few crazy and daring things, alone and together, but nothing quite as daring as that. While I desperately want to tell them about it, to send a detailed blow-by-blowjob account before it becomes a blur of undifferentiated pleasure in my memory, I don’t dare start typing that kind of porno tale with my parents sitting next to me. So I scroll through Instagram pictures of the island we’re going to, enjoying the colorful fish, golden sand, and cerulean blue sky and water.

At the pier we unload from the van, and everyone goes to the little visitor center there to change into swimsuits. I wore my bikini – not the micro one that Lawn Care Boy jizzed all over, but a more presentable one that covers my ass – under my sundress, so I just grab the hem and pull it over my head, and stuff it into my daypack. When I look up, I notice that there’s a man looking my way while he’s working on the ropes that moor the boat we’ll be taking to the island; he quickly looks away, but I give him a smile anyway and make sure my hips have an extra swish and sway while I walk to the pier to look out at the island, just visible across the water in the bright morning light.

The boat isn’t terribly big, and we have to sit hip to hip on a low bench; I’m between my mother and the woman who liked the music at the disco. She gives me a friendly smile, but I doubt she recognizes me – if she was one of the dancers, then she was too busy getting down to the tunes of her youth to have noticed me. I smile back and then close my eyes, enjoying the brisk, salty breeze as the boat picks up speed on its journey to the island.

While we’re crossing the water, the boat’s captain describes the island and the snorkeling adventure we’re about to take. My mother listens intently – she’d probably be taking notes if she’d thought to bring a pen and paper. I just enjoy the feeling of the breeze and the sun on my skin, and let my mind drift to a few sexy thoughts about Ronald and Manuel. I’ve never snorkeled before, but I imagine we’ll be in pretty good hands.

There’s no pier at the island, so the boat motors in as close as it can get and one of the crew – I’m pretty sure it’s the guy whose eye I caught on the dock – drops an anchor into the water with a splash. He’s not bad looking, a little older than me, with curly black hair and a rugged, sun-darkened face. His arms and legs are impressively muscled, probably from flinging that anchor around. I watch him hop off the boat into waist deep water, a heavy rope over his shoulder; the muscles in his back ripple as he walks, and I don’t mind giving him as good a stare as he probably gave me while I was peeling off my dress.

Anchor Man loops the rope around a stout wooden bollard in the sand and ties it off, then disappears behind a stand of purple flowering bougainvillea shrubs. He emerges dragging a long wood and metal walkway, which he pulls up to the boat and then anchors into the beach on the island. I can see his abs under his wet shirt, and they look like a washboard I’d like to drag myself across. When he looks up he catches me eye, but I don’t look away like he did when I caught him admiring me on the pier – I hold his eye and smile, letting the tip of my tongue peek a tiny bit out of the corner of my mouth.

We climb off the boat and onto the gangway, Anchor Man and another crew member on either side to help steady us. Disco Lady stumbles a little, and he’s quick to catch her, placing a steadying hand just above her ass. She giggles her thanks and I roll my eyes; it would look bad now for me to feign a stumble too, so I stroll down the plank as if it were a catwalk at a fashion show, giving my hips a wiggle as I pass him and refusing the helping hand he offers.

On the beach, the seven of us gather into a circle around the captain, Anchor Man, and the other crew member. It appears that they’re doing double duty as the snorkeling instructors. They pass out the gear at their feet – masks, snorkels, life jackets, flippers – and help make adjustments. I lean my head back into his hands when Anchor Man fixes the strap on my mask, but then I turn to face him and adjust my life jacket myself, making sure to give my tits a little jiggle before covering them with the floatation pads. After a brief demonstration and explanation of how to fit the snorkel into your mouth, how to keep your mask in place, and how to clear the snorkel if water gets into the pipe, we split into three groups and follow the crew to the beach. I make sure to get into Anchor Man’s group, along with Disco Lady and the man whom I assume is her husband. I give my parents a little wave as they follow the captain.

Once we’re at the shoreline, Anchor Man peels off his shirt and tosses it into the sand. His abs really do look as nice bared as they did under his shirt, and I think my tongue would fit perfectly inside his belly button. I glance over at Disco Lady, who appears to be thinking similar thoughts to mine; I hope I’m not in competition with a hunting cougar in addition to Janine and Kara, and that the presence of her husband will keep her in check.

He runs through the snorkeling basics again and then wades out waist deep in the water. We follow, walking bow-legged in our flippers and probably looking incredibly silly in our masks and snorkels. I’m pretty sure there’s no way to look sexy at the moment, so I just have to go with it – at least Disco Lady looks at least as goofy, if not more so in her flowered green one-piece and sun hat.

I get the hang of it pretty quickly; I guess the swimming lessons my mom forced me into when I was a kid are actually paying off. While Disco Lady and her husband are walking around bent over double with their masked faces in the water, ooh-ing and aah-ing at the colorful fish the flit by, I drift with the current, floating on my belly, occasionally kicking myself further out from shore, seeking more interesting sights. The play of the sunlight against the sand, the little crabs that propel themselves up from the bottom as I drift over them, the radiantly blue and green fish swimming under and around me, are fascinating and relaxing; I let the gentle waves and my life jacket buoy me up and I simply float.

Suddenly I feel a hand on my waist and I startle, sputtering when sea water rushes into my snorkel. It’s Anchor Man, about shoulder deep in the water, smiling broadly with a hand holding me just above the band of my bikini bottoms.

“Careful, miss,” he says, “I can’t have you floating out to sea.”

I take the snorkel out of my mouth and say, “I’ve got a life jacket and I can swim, I think I’m just fine.”

“The current can get strong past the breakers,” he says, “it’s easy to get pulled further than you want to go.”

“You have absolutely no idea how I far I want to go!”

“A feisty one!” he says with a sparkle in his eyes. “I don’t want to explain to my boss how I lost the pretty girl on the snorkeling trip, it wouldn’t help our reviews. Just drift a little closer to shore is all, I don’t want to have to tether you.” He wraps a hand around my ankle as if to demonstrate where he would tether me; I wonder if he really has restraints in his gear set, and if he’s ever put them to more interesting uses than keeping customers from floating away.

“Fine,” I say, and put the snorkel back in my mouth. It gurgles when I breathe.

“Remember to clear your pipe,” he says, letting his fingers graze my ass as he lets go of my waist and backstrokes toward shore. I give a mighty cheek-puffing blow into my snorkel and hit him right in the face with a stream of water.

After about an hour and a half of exploring the waters around the beach, the captain blows the boat’s horn to call us back in. I’m further out than any of the other snorkelers despite Anchor Man’s efforts, and it takes me a few minutes to kick and then walk back in to shore. By the time I’ve joined the rest of the group, Anchor Man and the other crew member are passing out little box lunches: a Caesar salad, a ham and cheese croissant, a couple of squares of chocolate.

I sit in the sand with my lunch, and my parents join me. They talk about chasing the crabs in the sand and watching a school of blue fish darting through the water, though my father also complains about how his back hurts from stooping over for the first part of the day and the flippers were giving him blisters.

Anchor Man is standing under a nearby palm tree with the captain, and when he sees me looking at him, he gives a little wave and a smile. I wave and smile back, trying not to let my parents see. He hasn’t bothered to put his shirt back on, which may prompt me to leave an especially good review of this tour; the sheen of salt and sand on his shoulders and abs makes me feel more than a little tingly.

He walks over toward us, hands in his pockets, and announces to the seven snorkelers in general, “The boat leaves in forty five minutes; you’re all welcome to keep swimming here on the beach until then, Captain Bob and Tommy will be here in case you have questions or need any help. If anyone wants a more advanced experience, you’re welcome to come with me to the other side of the island where there’s a rock shoal that’s fun to explore. The currents are a little tricky, though, and the walk is kind of rough, so only come along if you’re really up for it; no shame in chilling on the beach before we head back.”

My parents immediately wave off the extra adventure, my father complaining still about his back and my mother saying she’s perfectly happy to chase the sand crabs some more. Everyone else is also indicating that more adventure isn’t in the cards for them, either, and I’m getting ready to volunteer for the more advanced experience when Disco Lady says, “Oh, that sounds fun! Let’s do it!”

I roll my eyes so hard I’m afraid they’re going to fall out of my head. I think I catch a little smirk from Anchor Man, too – maybe he’s also disappointed that we won’t get a little alone time on the other side of the island? – but he plays it cool and holds out his hand to welcome her to the expedition. While she’s getting her shoes, I grab my day pack and flip-flops and say, “Hey, I’ll come, too, as long as you promise not to tether me.”

His face lights up, and he says, “I’ll only tether you if I think it’s absolutely necessary.”

My mother looks at me quizzically, and I whisper, “Inside joke.”

And we’re off, Anchor Man and Disco Lady in the lead and me following along, feeling both a little crowded and quite feisty.

The hike is more challenging than I had expected, and it’s definitely a major undertaking for Disco Lady. The sandy beach quickly gives way to craggy rocks with sharp edges, and we’re scrambling hand over hand up jagged piles of limestone. At some point I’m past Anchor Man and Disco Lady, standing on a limestone ledge overlooking the ocean on one side and the beach on the other, and Anchor Man is trying to guide Disco Lady over the crags, hand on her back, mumbling encouraging words. I watch them, arms crossed and hip jutted out, kind of wishing that Disco Lady would be swallowed up in a gaping crevasse, never to be seen again.

She suddenly shouts and drops to her knees, and I almost feel bad that I wished her ill. Almost. Anchor Man stops and stoops next to her, and he tries to help her stand, but she quickly buckles and collapses again. He shouts up to me, “Hey, I think Mrs. Loudon might have sprained her ankle – I’m gonna have to go back with her.”

I sigh, hoping that they can’t hear me, and start back down. Anchor Man holds up his hand and says, “You keep going, I’ll be right back; don’t go out in the water, I need to warn you where the currents are, but it shouldn’t take me more than a couple minutes.”

I stop, and say, “Okay, um … so just keep going this way?”

“You can’t miss it,” he says over his shoulder as he bends down to take Disco Lady – Mrs. Loudon – into a fireman’s carry. She doesn’t seem entirely unhappy about being hoisted onto Anchor Man’s back, and I see a happy-sad little smile on her face as they head back toward the beach.

I continue across the rocks, and true to Anchor Man’s word, I can’t miss it – the limestone ledges fall away into the ocean about a hundred feet past where Disco Lady twisted her ankle, forming a long, smooth table up to the water’s edge, dotted with tide pools and carved by the waves into miniature fjords. I peer over the edge of one of the fjords and see that it’s teeming with little fish stranded by the tide, swimming in lazy circuits around a warm little pool. There are starfish and sea anemone in shallow pools, and barnacles and mussels clinging to the sheer cliffs. It’s a sort of magical, secluded place, and I’m feeling very grateful to Anchor Man for bringing me here.

There’s a little strip of sand at the end of the rocks, and I make my way there. I hop down onto the miniature beach, find a spot for my daypack, and slip off my flip-flops. There are little blue and white shells scattered across the sand, and I pick a few up and roll them around in my fingers before slipping on my flippers, mask, and snorkel, and wading out into the water. He said, “don’t go out in the water,” but I’m sure it’s perfectly safe to go out to my knees and do a little exploring close to shore.

Up to my knees becomes up to my waist, and pretty soon I’m floating on my belly, face in the water and snorkel in the air, watching a school of silvery fish make their way toward the rocky channels on the shore. I let the current carry me along, and I see more fish darting around among the scattered limestone boulders under the water. The water has suddenly become a lot deeper – I can barely see the sand anymore, even though the water is so clear and blue – and I decide that I should probably move myself back toward shore. When I look up, though, I see that I’ve managed to drift at least a hundred feet away from shore, and when I look in the direction that I’m floating I see only open water. In a panic I start to turn myself back toward shore, suddenly very aware that I left my life jacket back by the boat, but even with flippers it’s slow going, and I’m afraid I’m going to tire out before I get to land. I pop the snorkel out of my mouth and try to yell for help, but the water rushes into my mouth and I start to gag.

I hear a shout, and when I look toward the shore I see Anchor Man jumping down onto the sand and running toward me. He dives into the water and swims toward me with a strong, powerful crawl, arms stretching out and pushing the water behind him, shoulders rippling. I stop struggling against the current and tread water, trying to keep myself as stationary as possible, though I can feel the ocean trying to pull me out and away from the island.

Anchor Man grabs my ankle, and then turns me on my back and puts an arm across my chest. I fall back into him, face close to his, and gasp, “Thank you …”

“I should have tethered you,” he says as he kicks against the current, swimming backward and holding me against his chest. I relax and fall back against him, feeling his steady heartbeat against my back and his strong bicep against my throat.

It only takes him a few minutes to pull me to shore, and when my heels hit sand, he relaxes his grip on my chest a little bit, moving his other hand to my waist to steady me so I can find my feet. “I told you not to go – “ he starts to say, and I shut him up by turning to face him and pressing my mouth hard against his. He stumbles and falls back into the surf, and I land on top of him; he lets out an “oof” when he hits, but I just keep kissing, forcing his mouth open with my tongue. I press my hands against his chest, feeling his heart beat faster, and kiss my way down to his neck with sharp little bites.

When my mouth reaches his collarbone he stops me with his hands in my hair and pulls my head up to face him. He looks hard into my eyes and says, “You could have drowned.”

“I’m really glad I didn’t,” I say, shaking my head to loosen his grip, “because then I wouldn’t have been able to kiss you.”

“God damn, you’re feisty,” he says, and pulls my face against his for a hard, insistent kiss. I straddle his waist and push my hips against him, feeling his hard abs between my legs.

“You don’t know the half of it,” I say, and tweak his left nipple, hard, between my fingertips. He gasps in surprise, and then grabs my ass with both hands and squeezes. When he bites my shoulder I know that we’re finding some common ground.

I sit up and slide myself down so I’m straddling his crotch; I can feel his cock, stiff and urgent, against his shorts, and I fumble for the button of his shorts while he yanks at my bikini top, not even bothering with the ties. He pulls it loose, freeing my tits, just as I get his fly down and start reaching into his shorts, encountering first his bristly pubic hair and then the base of his cock, pulsing under my fingers. He lifts his hips and reaches down to slide his shorts past his ass, and his cock springs up in front of me. It’s thick and bends up, with a round, spongy, purple head, and I grab it in both hands, one holding the base and the other stroking up and down.

“I need to fuck you so bad,” I say. “I need this dick in my pussy.”

He grunts and reaches for my bikini bottoms. I lift myself off him so they fall away when he snatches at the ties, the knots falling away. He runs a finger through my little tuft of hair and straight to my clit, which is rock hard and desperate for contact. He doesn’t even finger my pussy before he’s lining up the head of his dick against my entrance and with a powerful push of his hips he’s in me and I start to ride him.

“Fuck!” I yell. I’m pretty sure no one can hear us over the surf and the distance, and so I yell louder, “Fuuuuck!” and drive myself onto him as hard as I can, feeling my clit grind against his pubic bone. He uses his hands on my hips to keep me centered while I buck, fucking him hard. He’s staring into my face and breathing hard, meeting my downstrokes with powerful upstrokes of his own, and I completely lose control, coming so hard against him that all I can do is scream before I fall against him, panting, legs shaking.

“I got the captain to give us an extra fifteen minutes,” he says as he rubs my back and ass, cock still deep in my pussy. “I don’t know if that’s enough time for everything I want to do to you …”

“You already got me to come once,” I say, panting, “so you’re definitely delivering good service already. What else did you want to do?”

He laughs and suddenly flips me over and slides me up the beach under him; my bikini bottom comes away and I see it floating out to sea, but I don’t have time to be concerned because his cock is back inside me and driving me into the sand. “I thought this might be nice,” he says, and arches his back so he can pound me with powerful strokes. I groan and wrap my legs around his waist. He laughs when I bite my lip and grunt in time with his thrusts, completely lost in the fucking.

He sits back, just the head of his cock in my pussy, and flicks a thumb against my pussy. I groan and try to pull him in closer, deeper, but he’s so strong that I can’t move him an inch. “Your cunt is so tight,” he says. “And so beautiful – I love this poof of hair, I love this hard clit …”

I groan and reach down to squeeze his balls, needing his dick to be filling me up. “Damn it,” I say, “quit staring at my pussy and fuck it.”

“Feisty,” he says again as he lowers himself back down onto me, roughly grabs my tit, and resumes his relentless pounding. I wrap myself around him and come again and again, squeezing his cock with pussy as hard as I can.

I’m getting a little sore – my pussy is still recovering from the double stuffing it got last night from Ronald and Manuel, and Anchor Man is hardly a gentle lover, though he is definitely an energetic one – so I whisper into his ear, “Let me suck you off, I want to drink your cum.”

It’s amazing how many men will gladly pull out of a pussy if they get an opportunity to get into a mouth. Maybe it’s all about the tongue? Because that’s what I offer as I position my face over his cock and my pussy over his mouth and swallow his shaft as deep as it will go into my throat.

Sixty-nine isn’t my favorite position because of the multi-tasking involved, but I’ve already come a few times so I can just enjoy the soothing sensation of Anchor Man’s tongue lapping at my exhausted cunt. He flicks his tongue on my clit and reaches it deep into my pussy, finding places that somehow his cock didn’t touch, and I quiver, approaching a record fourth orgasm.

My eye catches my little day pack on the rocks just within reach, and I grab it while sucking his cock and working my tongue around the head in tight circles. I find my phone and quickly line it up for a couple of selfies while Anchor Man is occupied with my pussy – well-occupied indeed, because he finds a really nice spot on the side of my clit to lick and sends me over the edge, moaning with his dick in my mouth, as I snap a picture. I push my phone back into the bag and suck hard until Anchor Man explodes in my mouth with a mighty roar and I swallow as much of his jizz as will go down my throat.

I roll off of him and sit up, wiping the cum that’s leaking down my chin with the back of my hand. He sits up too and kisses me, licking some of his cum himself.

“Holy fuck,” I say, “that was good. What’s your name?”

He laughs and squeezes my tit. “Jim,” he says. “And you are – ?”

“Call me Tiff,” I say.

Then we hear the boat’s horn blast three times, and Jim scrambles to pull his shorts up, saying, “Shit shit shit.”

I see that my bikini bottoms have drifted well out of reach, and I don’t feel steady enough to tie the top across my tits, so I just pull the top off and stuff it into my daypack and pull out my sundress. Going commando for the return trip seems like a reasonable choice.

Jim is already at the top of the rocky ledge, waving toward the beach where the boat is moored, so I gather up our gear and stagger up the rocks, legs turned to jelly after that epic fuck.


six
Enjoying a show with Lawn Care Boy
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The breeze feels refreshing blowing up my dress on the boat ride back to the mainland. If I didn’t have to be squeezed in between my mother and Disco Lady, who had hobbled on board supported by Tommy, the other crew member, with a bandage wrapped around her injured ankle, I would like to spread my legs wide and let the wind cool my well-fucked pussy. I smile at Jim as he goes about his duties on the boat, and I really want to lie naked in his arms – that kind of fuck is best followed by a long nap, and maybe by another fuck.

We only have a moment in passing while we’re getting off the boat, and I whisper our condo number in Jim’s ear. He smiles and puts his hand on my back; I feel a tingle to my core.

“He seemed like a very nice boy,” my mother says when we get into the van for the ride back to the resort. “He was very helpful to Monica when she twisted her ankle.”

“Yeah,” I say, still tasting some of Jim’s cum when I run my tongue around my mouth; I’m going to have to brush my teeth when I get back to the condo. “The rocks on the other side of the island were pretty cool; it’s too bad – um, Monica? – hurt herself.”

“Those are the breaks,” my mother says. “It’s best not to push yourself too hard on vacation.”

I’m still kind of tingly when we get back to the condo; I fire off a text to Janine — "Tiff 4 u getting any or r u slackers?" and attach my favorite snap of my O-face with Jim's cock in my mouth — and then change into my remaining bikini, an older one with red stripes that I don't like as much as the one that I lost to the waves. While my parents relax in the condo, I head out to the pool with my book to catch up on how Clive and Renee are doing — the big bicycle race is coming up, and Renee has some special plans at the finish line.

The Barkers appear to just be getting back from some sort of outing as well; Mrs. Barker is carrying a couple of shopping bags, and Mr. Barker is looking really nice in some cream-colored chinos and a blue silk shirt. His slacks cling to his muscular ass as he walks up the steps to the door, and I can't help but lick my lips at the thought of taking a big bite out of it. Mrs. Barker seems to appreciate his ass, too, because she gives it a slap as he opens the door for her.

He slaps her ass back, and she giggles, then drops her bags and wraps her arms around his neck and pulls him down for a kiss that lasts a little longer than I would have expected. He grabs her round ass in both hands and pulls her against him, and she lifts a leg up to hitch her knee onto his hip. Now his fingers are gently pulling her skirt up, inch by inch, rolling the fabric, and I catch just a glimpse of pink panties.

She whispers something into his ear that I can't hear, and then suddenly reaches a hand down between them and appears to be squeezing Mr. Barker's package while she lifts her leg higher on him. He has her skirt pulled all the way up now, her pink panties clearly visible, and he works a hand under the waistband and massages. I can see the shape of his fingers under the fabric, one finger sliding between Mrs. Barker's ass checks and making its way toward her pussy.

This is a hell of a lot hotter than whatever Renee has planned for Clive. I keep my book open in front of my face, peering over the top at our neighbors getting into some very heavy petting on their front stoop.

Mrs. Barker suddenly drops her leg and steps back, forcing Mr. Barker's hand out of her panties, and then pushes him through the door into their condo. She gives the door a kick, and it slams loudly shut, her dropped shopping bags lying abandoned on the steps.

I shake my head to clear the fog of arousal that was forming while I watched them going at it, and try to get back into my book. The words are just blurs on the page, though, and I read the same sentence over and over and over again. I hear Mrs. Barker laugh through the open window of their condo, and then a sharp intake of breath; something heavy falls behind that window, and then I hear both of them laughing and panting.

I close my book and figure I have two options here. One, I go back to our condo, lock myself in my room, and pull out Plastic Fantastic to take the edge off. Two, I tiptoe over to that open window and maybe, just maybe, have a little look-see ...

I'm already half way across the pool deck heading to the Barker's condo before I've admitted what I'm committing to. But there's no one around, the window is open, and what harm can a little peek really do? Just a casual glance through the window, probably nothing to see at all, and then back to my deck chair or my bedroom, curiosity satisfied.

When I get to the window, though, I discover that I'm not the only curious set of eyes in this little condo quad. Someone in a blue polo shirt is standing under the window on tiptoes, fingers gripping the ledge and nose pressed up against the screen. I creep closer and see that, unsurprisingly, it's Lawn Care Boy, taking a break from his bush trimming to engage in some light voyeurism.

I sneak up behind him as quietly as I can; I can hear Mrs. Barker on the other side of the window making little moan-gasps, and it's pretty obvious from the condition of Lawn Care Boy's shorts that whatever is happening in there is having an effect on his blood flow. He's so absorbed in what he's witnessing that I'm able to get right behind him and, with a forceful tug, yank his shorts halfway down his thighs.

"Jesus!" he gasps, bending double to cover up. I was able to catch his boxers, too, but only got them part way down, exposing the top of his ass. He turns to look at me, his face bright red and bug-eyed, and it's all I can do not to laugh out loud; I giggle against my hand.

"Whatcha doing?" I whisper. "A little more inappropriate behavior with the guests?"

"Get out of here!" he whispers back. "You'll get me fired!"

I bump him with my hip and go up to the window. "No one's getting you fired but yourself, perv," I say.

I'm just barely able to reach the window, but I'm able to see enough to understand why Lawn Care Boy was sporting some wood under his shorts. Mrs. Barker is sitting on the couch facing the window, skirt up above her waist and legs spread wide, while Mr. Barker is kneeling between her legs, only the back of his head visible. She has both of her tits out — big, round, soft-looking tits with dark brown areolas as big around as sand dollars — and is flicking the nipples with her fingers. I can hear the slurping, humming sounds Mr. Barker is making, and a constant low moan coming from Mrs. Barker as her husband makes a meal of her pussy.

I'm so absorbed in the scene on the other wide of the window that I don't notice Lawn Care Boy sneaking up behind me until it's too late. He unties my bikini bottoms and with a sudden jerk my ass is exposed and it's my turn to double over in embarrassment.

"You fucking perv!" I hiss at him, but he's just laughing into his fist, dangling my bikini bottoms by the string in one hand.

I snatch them away from him and glower at him, and then I start to laugh too, pushing my face into the inside of my elbow to keep from giving us away. Me calling him a perv seems more than a little hypocritical — if there was a pervert contest at this resort, I'm pretty sure I'd be winning hands (and pants) down.

The sounds from inside the condo have changed — it's no longer Mrs. Barker I hear moaning, but Mr. Barker, and there's a wet, slurping sound under his gasps. Lawn Care Boy and I both stand on tiptoes to peek inside and are rewarded with the sight of Mrs. Barker on her knees, bare ass pointed toward us, with her lips wrapped around Mr. Barker's cock. And what a cock it is! I imagined it would be pretty big based on what I saw of his Speedo when he was at the pool the other night, but it far surpasses my expectations — Mrs. Barker is struggling to take it all into her mouth, and Mr. Barker is gently thrusting his hips to work it inch by inch further toward the back of her throat.

"Holy fuck, he's hung," Lawn Care Boy whispers; I don't know if he's talking to me or just unable to control making this observation, but I say, "No shit, that's a tool!"

I glance down and see that Lawn Care Boy has untied his shorts and is unashamedly fishing around with his hand. My pussy tingles, and I realize that I'm at an advantage here, having been relieved of my bikini bottoms; I have accepted that Lawn Care Boy and I are just going to perv on the Barker's together, so I bring my hand down between my legs and start diddling my smooth pussy lips and engorged clit. My quiet groan when my fingers graze my clit draws Lawn Care Boy's attention, and I grin at him when I see his gaze torn between Mrs. Barker's blowjob and my buffin' the muffin.

"Just take it out," I whisper, "I've seen it before."

He looks around, but we're pretty well hidden from view behind the bushes that Lawn Care Boy has failed to trim today, and slides his shorts down over his ass. His cock is rock hard and weeping a drop of pre-cum; based on previous experience I'm not sure he's going to last very long once his fist gets pumping, but since my pleasure doesn't depend on his stamina right now I'm not too concerned.

"Give it a stroke," I whisper. "We should all be having fun here, right?"

He groans and grips his shaft. I grin and continue flicking my bean.

Meanwhile, things have been progressing with the Barkers. Mr. Barker has stripped off his shirt and is stepping out of his chinos; his chest is heaving with his heavy breaths, and his cock is shiny from Mrs. Barker's spit. Mrs. Barker is completely naked and lying on the couch, legs up in the air and a hand stroking her pussy; she has a bright red bush, thick as a bearskin rug and, by the look of it, just as soft and warm. I picture myself running my fingers through that dense pelt while Mr. Barker plows me from behind and I groan; I look over at Lawn Care Boy, glassy eyed and steadily stroking his cock, and I wonder what he's imaging — I suspect it has a lot to do with being balls deep inside Mrs. Barker's fuzzy muff.

"I love her bush," I whisper into Lawn Care Boy's ear, my lips just grazing his skin. He groans and slows his stroking, probably to keep from shooting too soon. "Don't you? I want to bury my face in it and lick up all of her juices."

"Fuck," he mutters. "That bush is amazing ..."

Mr. Barker is freed from his chinos now, and kneeling between Mrs. Barker's legs, slapping his massive cock against her pussy lips while she fingers her clit. In my mind, Mrs. Barker is riding my face while Mr. Barker plows into me. I don't know which of them I desire most at the moment.

Mr. Barker slides his cock into Mrs. Barker, then pulls out again, holding his shaft by the base and smiling down at his wife. Then he slides in and pulls out again, and again, lingering in her pussy a little longer each time, until finally he settles into a steady rocking rhythm; I can hear the wet slap of flesh on flesh.

A nasty, porno-stupid scenario flashes up in my head, and I look over at Lawn Care Boy and whisper, "I'll suck you off if you do me a favor."

He stops mid-stroke and looks at me. "Right now I'd cut off my left foot if you'd suck me off."

"Yeah, I don't want your foot," I whisper. I reach down and wrap my hand around his cock; he gasps and I feel a shudder run through his entire body. "I need you to get me a housekeeping uniform."

"A — what?"

"My lips on your cock, if you promise to get me a housekeeping uniform," I say. I squeeze his balls and he winces. "And you better deliver or I'll report your indiscretions."

"You — you wouldn't!" His cock twitches in my hand.

"I fucking would, and they'd fucking believe it," I whisper, then lean in to bit his earlobe. "I suck you off, and you get me the uniform, or else."

"Fuuuck," he moans. I lick his neck.

"Is it a deal?"

"Fuck yes," he whispers.

I look through the window and see that Mr. Barker is fucking Mrs. Barker with long, fast strokes; she has her head thrown back and is panting hard.

"You better deliver," I say, and drop to my knees.

Lawn Care Boy lasts about ten seconds in my mouth.

After I tuck Lawn Care Boy's cock into his shorts and tie my bikini bottoms on, I hurry back to my lounge chair on the pool deck. My phone has received a couple of messages while I was otherwise occupied, the first from Janine: "holy fuck tiff how are u winning?"

Then there's a text from Kara, with a picture of a cock shiny with spit and Kara's tongue against its head: "Kara 2 finally"

And then a text from Janine: "Janine 2 tied for 2nd"; but the dick in her picture looks suspiciously familiar?

I scroll and see another pic from Kara, this one showing that the cock from Kara's and Janine's latest pictures is indeed the same cock, with one of their tongues on either side of its shaft.

"omg," I respond, "does that even count? half point for each?"

A few seconds later Janine responds, "we both deep throated we get a point"

"Fine," I answer, "+1 for me but a repeat performance and over fast and no pic big plans for tomorrow"

"Tiff 5," I send, just so we're clear who's winning.
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When I get up in the morning, I open the curtains on my door to the pool deck and see that there's a bundle propped up against the glass. I slide the door open and retrieve a soft gray package wrapped in clear plastic:

"Thanks for yesterday!" says a paper note taped to the bundle. "Delivering as promised. Maybe see you tonight? Off at 5 - Mark"

Apparently Lawn Care Boy has a name. Maybe I should think of him as Lawn Care Mark? Really, it depends on how my stupid porno scenario plan works out — if it's a complete failure, I may need Lawn Care Mark to bang me into oblivion, otherwise I think I'll be fully satisfied, thank you very much.

I tear the package open, and find inside a housekeeping uniform, exactly as promised: gray skirt, white shirt, gray jacket, utterly formless and sexless, a perfect cloak of invisibility. It seems a little larger than I'd want it to be if I intended to wear it for very long, but if my stupid porno scenario plan works, this is a temporary impediment at most.

My parents are taking one of the shopping excursions this morning; at dinner, my mother mentioned that Mrs. Barker was also planning to go, but that Mr. Barker was staying behind to do some work. I tried not to let my smile reveal how nicely that fit with my plans for the morning, so I told them I was planning to hit the tennis courts after breakfast for the free lessons and maybe sign up for the resort tournament. I even put on an outfit appropriate for the tennis court — a pink sun visor, white tank top, pink skirt, and tennis shoes — before joining my parents for breakfast.

As soon as they've left, though, the tennis clothes are off and I'm figuring out how to tart up the housekeeping uniform. The shirt's not bad, a white button down with a stiff collar; if I keep the top three buttons open, you can see enough skin to raise an interest. The jacket mostly gets in the way, I figure I'll lose it right away. The skirt is way too long, but if I roll the waistband down, I can bring it up above my knees. I practice a few deep bends in front of the mirror, and if I really stretch, the skirt rides up the back of my thighs, stopping just below my ass. It will have to do; shirt untucked to cover up the rolled waistband, jacket unbuttoned for swift removal, I head across the pool deck armed with a dustpan, broom, and feather duster I found in the kitchen closet.

When I get to the Barkers' condo, I stop to look through the window on the door. Mr. Barker is sitting on the couch — the very couch where Lawn Care Mark and I watched him railing Mrs. Barker yesterday — with a stack of papers and his laptop strewn across the coffee table. He's wearing a dark blue polo and cream shorts, and he appears to be deep in concentration, tapping at the laptop occasionally with a pencil and pushing papers around.

I take a deep breath and knock on the door, announcing, "Housekeeping!" in as steady a voice as I can muster.

Mr. Barker pads over to the door and opens it. He gives me a suspicious up and down glance — I supposed I must be a pretty disheveled-looking housekeeper — and says, "Housekeeping came yesterday, and we're good on linens."

"Oh, I'll only be a minute, sir," I say. "I've got ... um ... dusting on the schedule today, I should be done lickity split."

He sighs and shrugs and lets me in. I brush against his hip with mine as I pass him in the doorway, and an electric tingle runs through me.

While Mr. Barker gets back to work, I survey the living room and decide to start with the feather duster. I slip off my jacket and lay it across the armchair, and start stretching for the curtain rod above the window where Lawn Care Mark and I watched the Barkers fuck. I can't quite reach, so I slide the chair over, slip off my shoes, and climb up. I put on a good show of stretching, letting my shirt rise up to show off the dimples on my back, and glance over to see if Mr. Barker has noticed. Nothing — he's fully focused on his work.

I sigh and scoot the chair over to the next window and repeat, first undoing a fourth button on my shirt. From the side, you can easily look into my open shirt and see my naked breast shadowed inside. I grunt a little bit to catch his attention and put on a real show of the stretch, clenching my butt to make sure I look extra long and lean. This time he looks up, and I think I see an appreciative smile cross his lips.

By the time I've worked my way around all the windows there are just two buttons holding my shirt closed, and I've worked up a little bit of a sweat. I push the chair back to its original spot and retrieve my broom, making a quick circuit with my hips swaying. I hum a little tune to make sure he knows where I am, and I swish my ass and smile over my shoulder whenever he looks up.

When I reach the coffee table, I bend over as far as I can with the dustpan in one hand — a deep forward fold that makes the backs of my legs burn. I hold the position and shift the hem of my skirt up just a little bit more; I can feel a breeze on my pussy lips, and I hope I've got some eyes on them too.

"You're not really with housekeeping, are you?" Mr. Barker asks suddenly.

"Um ... well, I ..."

"Because for one thing," he says, "you're doing a really shitty job. And for another thing ..."

I feel his fingers brush up my thigh, just grazing my bare lips.

"You're not wearing any panties."

I feel my face burning red, and I'm suddenly not so sure this was a great idea. It's working, or seems to be, but it really does feel like the kind of scheme someone would dream up in the middle of a masturbation session while spying on her neighbors fucking.

"I, uh, guess you found me out?" I say, still holding the pose.

He slides his hand up under my skirt and strokes my ass. "It wasn't like you were subtle," he says and chuckles. His voice is velvety soft, and I want to wrap it around me like a blanket. "All that grunting and stretching, it was more like aerobics than cleaning."

Now his hand is coming down my hip and back toward my thighs. His thumb very gently slides up and down the cleft of my pussy lips, and I wrap my arms around my calves, pulling into a full yoga fold. The tingle I was feeling before is a roaring buzz now.

"If I had to guess," he says, his thumb parting my lips, "I'd say you were probably dragged to this resort by your parents and you're bored out of your skull. Or maybe this is some sort of dare your friends put you up to?"

My face burns even hotter. Damn it, I am not subtle at all. And he's right on both counts — I wouldn't be doing this if it weren't for Janine and Kara egging me on.

"The question is," he says, his mouth close to my ass and his thumb now one knuckle into my pussy, "what we should do about it."

He presses his lips to my ass and then lets his tongue flick across my pussy lips and I groan, going deeper yet into my fold. My tits are hanging free of my shirt, and Mr. Barker stands and lifts my skirt above my waist. He gives my ass a playful slap.

"I assume you're eighteen?" he asks.

"Twenty one," I gasp.

"Should I card you?" he asks. He has one hand resting on my haunches while he works his thumb deeper into my pussy. I'm soaking wet already, and my legs are starting to shake, both from holding this bend and from desire.

"No," I gasp, "you should fuck me."

He laughs and wraps a strong arm around my middle, pulling me up to stand. His fingers undo the last buttons on my shirt and then he cups my tits with both hands; my nipples press into his palms while he nuzzles the back of my neck. I push my hips back and feel his erection through his shorts.

He growls into my neck when I reach a hand behind me to rub his cock through his shorts, and he yanks my skirt down. I give a little shake of my hips so it pools around my bare feet. When he slides a hand down my belly and finds my little tuft of hair, Mr. Barker lets out a laugh and looks down over my shoulder at it.

"What a cute little thing," he says, giving the tuft a tug with his fingers. "Let's take you up to the bedroom so I can lick every inch of your little body."

He heaves me up over his shoulder like a sack of flour and I squeal as he carries me up the stairs to the master bedroom. I bounce when he tosses me on the bed, and then I slide up to the headboard to watch him undress.

Close up, his shoulders are even broader than they looked through the window yesterday. There's a little softness around his belly, but he's a lot more fit than most guys my age I've seen naked. He yanks his shorts and boxers down in one motion, and his cock springs free — it's long and thick and hard, with a rich brown shaft and a velvety almond-shaded head that seems to shine in the light coming in through the window over my shoulder.

"Holy fuck," I say. My eyes light up with desire. I want that thing inside me in the worst way.

"Let me get a taste of your treats," he says as climbs up onto the bed. He starts at my toes, gently licking each one, and I giggle ticklishly. Then he works his lips along the soles of my feet and up to my ankles, gently massaging with his fingers. I guess he wasn't kidding about intending to lick every inch of my body, because he takes his time putting his lips and tongue all over my calves and knees and thighs. I'm squirming in anticipation, my cunt unfurling like a flower as his face approaches.

When he reaches my pussy, he puts a hand on either side to open my lips and stares like he's peering into a crystal ball. "Beautiful, baby, beautiful," he says, gently exploring my hole with a pinky. "So wet and warm, I can't wait to dive into this pussy."

I've never felt so thoroughly seen, and so thoroughly appreciated. My cunt is the center of the universe in that moment, the only thing that exists for Mr. Barker, and when he lets his tongue circle my lips and lick my clit, I let out a groan and put my hands on the back of his head, rubbing my palms against his short, bristly hair. He hums and purrs as he eats me — devours me, like a man who hasn't eaten for days (though I know full well he made quite the meal of Mrs. Barker yesterday). I press my thighs against his cheeks and let out a cry as I come.

"That was fast, baby," he says, looking up from between my legs, lips and chin drenched with my nectar. "Do you need to take a breather?"

"No," I gasp, "I need to be fucked!"

He laughs and slowly slides up my body. He takes most of his weight on his arms, but I can still feel his bulk on me, and it feels good — heavy, solid, warm. When he reaches my face, he kisses me, tongue invading my mouth and exploring my teeth, and I taste my pussy all over his mouth.

"You're a demanding little thing," he whispers as he takes his cock in his hand and drags it along my cleft, the head teasing my little tuft. "Remember I'm an old man, you've got to be gentle with me."

"Don't you fucking dare be gentle with me," I say, reaching my hands between us and finding his heavy balls. I tug at them, eliciting a groan from him. "I can take a pounding, so you need to give it to me hard."

"As the lady demands," he says with a chuckle, and suddenly his cock is pushing into me and I gasp at the length and width that's stretching my pussy in the most wonderful way.

My orgasm has opened me up, and I'm buzzing with delight at the way he's fucking me. He laces his fingers through mine and holds my arms above my head while he thrusts into me, covering my face with kisses. Somehow he's both rough and gentle at the same time — his kisses are sweet, but his cock is relentless.

He pushes himself up on his arms and looks down at me, smiling at the way my little tuft bounces with each stroke. I lift my legs straight up and grab my toes with my hands, drawing him deeper. He finds a steady rhythm for pounding me, and I can feel another orgasm on the way, and it's going to be a doozy.

That's when I hear a voice from the doorway: "Hey baby, who's that you're fucking?"
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"Holy fuck!" I scream, both because my orgasm is shaking my entire body and because Mrs. Barker is standing in the doorway wearing a sundress and a floppy hat with a pair of shopping bags in her hands.

"Hey baby," Mr. Barker says, slowing his thrusts somewhat. "I'm not entirely sure, I just know she's not really with the housekeeping crew."

Mrs. Barker sets her bags down on the floor, tosses her hat onto the chair in the corner, and crosses the room, running her hand over Mr. Barker's sweaty back as she walks beside the bed and then lies down next to me, giving me a good look with her piercing blue eyes. Then she smiles and says, "Oh, it's Frank and Helen's daughter — you know, from the other side of the pool. My name's Dot," she says, "and the handsome stud with his dick in you is Felix — he doesn't always remember his manners when he gets excited about meeting someone new."

"Um, hi," I squeak. I'm not sure what the protocol is here — should I shake her hand? I let go of one of my feet, but somehow extending my hand toward her seems really weird in the moment. "I'm Tiffany?"

"A pleasure to meet you, Tiffany," Dot says. She sits up and pulls her sundress over her head. "I hope you don't mind if I get more comfortable?"

"Um, no," I say, mesmerized by the big, beautiful tits that she's freeing from her bra. They look soft and pillowy, and I want to press my cheek into them and fall into dreams. She peels off her panties, revealing her dense tangle of red pubic hair, and stretches out beside me.

Mr. Barker — Felix — has been slowly fucking me through this whole exchange. Once Dot is settled in next to me, he picks up the pace again. Dot runs her hand gently up and down my body, squeezes my tits, and licks her lips while she watches my face.

"She's a pretty one, baby," she says to Felix, never taking her eyes from me. "I want to see her O face."

I moan; the thought of her watching me come is almost enough to make me come. I want to make this orgasm really special for her, show her how much I appreciate that she's letting her husband fuck me. She kisses my neck and slides her hand down my belly, pausing at my tuft, and then draws slow circles around my clit. That and Felix's relentless fucking send me over the edge of my third climax; Dot presses her lips to mind while I gasp, and she sucks at my tongue like she's trying to suck the orgasm out of me. My cunt clutches Felix's shaft, muscles rippling around his rock hard rod, and I howl with pleasure.

Felix slides gently out of me and lies beside me on the bed, his shiny cock pointing at the ceiling. He's panting, and his chest is slick with sweat. Dot reaches across me and gives it a gentle tug, smiling.

"I love watching you fuck, baby," Dot says.

"I love having you watch me fuck," he replies.

"Um ... what the fuck is going on?" I ask quietly.

Dot and Felix both laugh. "Shouldn't I be asking you that?" Dot asks. "I mean, I come home and find some little vixen lying under my husband, don't you think I'd have some questions?"

"Do you?" Felix asks. He's stroking Dot's thigh, and she snuggles up close to me. I can feel her muff against my leg, warm and a little wet.

"My only question is when I'm going to get fucked," she says with a wicked grin.

Felix laughs and says, "Let me catch my breath, baby, the young ones take it out of me."

"So are you guys ... um ... swingers?" I ask. I've never actually met a swinger, but I've heard of them, though for some reason all of my references are ancient history — key parties and leisure suits and the Playboy mansion.

Dot shrugs, and says, "Maybe? We like to play with each other, and with other people, especially on vacation."

"This place used to have quite a reputation," Felix says, "for attracting an open-minded clientele. That's why we booked here for this trip. We were a little disappointed to find so few people who were into mixed doubles, so to speak."

"Really? Do my parents know? Wait, are my parents ...?" The thought that my parents could be secret swingers, and that they chose this half-empty resort so they could hook up with other couples like the Barkers, is equal parts disgusting and titillating.

Felix laughs and says, "Frank and Helen? No way, they're sweet and charming and completely straight."

"But Monica," Dot says, and sighs. "It's too bad she hurt her leg, she was surprisingly athletic."

"Wait a minute — Disco Lady?" I blurt. They stare at me blankly — I guess the private names I have in my head aren't intelligible to other people. "I was there when she hurt her leg, at the snorkeling thing. I never imagined ..."

I wonder what might have happened if she hadn't hurt her leg, and had been at that secluded beach with Jim and me; would that fabulous fuck have been a threesome?

"People can be surprising," Dot says. "Like you — it was quite a surprise to walk in on that little scene."

I blush and look up at the ceiling. "I was ... bored?"

"Thought so," says Felix, gently stroking my belly.

"And on a dare, too," I admit. "I've been having kind of a contest with my friends who are having the spring break trip I should have gone on. Counting how many dicks we can get."

"Oh?" Dot asks, raising an eyebrow. "And who's winning?"

I smile. "Me, of course."

"Good girl," she says, and suddenly rolls on top of me. She stretches herself on me, pressing her tits against mine, and gives me a deep kiss. "Are you counting pussies, too?"

"Um ... we haven't yet, but I guess ..."

Dot straddles my waist and brushes her bush against my belly. It's lush and warm. Except for that make-out session freshman year and the little finger brush that happened when Janine was shaving me, I've never been with a woman, but there's something about Dot that is getting my juices flowing again.

I run my fingers through her long red hair and pull her face to mine, kissing her gently at first, then desperately, seeking her tongue with mine. Dot squeezes my tits, bringing my nipples back to erection, and then lets her fingers creep down my belly and between my legs, gently circling my clit again like she did while Felix was fucking me. I grab her plump, soft ass with both hands and squeeze, trying to bring her body closer to mine.

"You are a saucy vixen," Dot whispers. She sits up suddenly and traps my thigh between her legs, sliding her soft, wet bush up and down me while she diddles my pussy, slipping first one and then a second finger inside. I raise my hips to meet her, and she slides her pussy up against mine.

Clit to clit we grind, fingers getting busy in each other; I've never fingered another woman, and I'm surprised at how different her pussy feels from mine while also feeling so much the same. She's a little softer, and opens quickly to let me work two fingers inside; her musky smell rises from the heat we're generating.

I feel the mattress shift as Felix sits up and moves behind Dot. He strokes her ass while I stroke her pussy, and he smiles encouragingly down at me.

"If you'll excuse me, Tiff," he says, "I'd like to get in there for a minute."

He gently removes my fingers from his wife's pussy, replacing them with his cock, which slides smoothly into Dot while she falls against me with a groan. I move my fingers to her clit, and then reach down to find Felix's balls slapping against her pussy with each thrust.

Dot arches her back and then brings her mouth down on my nipple. An electric charge runs through my body as she sucks. Then she scoots me back toward the headboard, kissing her way down my belly while moving me into a sitting position, and with a playful grin she dives between my legs, locking her lips around my clit. I gasp and grab at her hair, pulling her face hard against my crotch.

I lock eyes with Felix as he's hammering Dot, and I can see that he's getting close to his own climax. I'm panting while Dot sucks my clit, ready to ride another orgasm, and I will Felix to fill Dot's pussy with his cum.

"Fuck her," I gasp, "fill her up, give her your cum!"

"Oh fuck," Felix shouts, and slams into Dot so hard that she slides halfway up my belly. She laughs and shimmies free of Felix, then looks me in the eye and says, "Finish me."

I'm a little confused at first, but when Dot pulls me back down underneath her and straddles my face, I understand completely. I grasp her thighs and pull her close, slurping at her pussy while she bucks her hips. Felix's jizz is dripping out of Dot's cunt and I lap it up, smearing it in Dot's bush with my tongue. When I wrap my lips around her pulsating clit she gives a shout and shudders, then falls off me and lies at my side.

"I guess that's going to help your score," Felix says as he resumes his place beside me. His cock is starting to soften, leaking a little jizz against my hip.

"Oh, I've definitely won," I say with a laugh.


Spring Break Binge!
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Spring Break Binge!

It was supposed to be a wild spring break week for Tiffany, Kara, and Janine, celebrating their senior year in college with a hedonistic binge. But then Tiffany's parents insisted that Tiffany join them for one last family vacation, and three became two for the South Padre romp.

Kara and Janine don't want their friend to feel left out of the fun, though, so they come up with a game they can play through their group chat — keeping score is only half the fun! Who will rack up the most points when these three lusty gals hit the beach and go on the prowl?

And how will the competition bring two friends together in unexpected ways?


Spring Break Bonus!
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Spring Break Bonus!

Keep the fun rolling with these four bonus stories featuring Tiffany and her friends, free when you join my newsletter!

"Spring Break Sizzle!" features Felix and Dot in a prequel chapter; "Spring Break Splash!" brings Tiffany back for a sexy little curtsy; "Spring Break Surprise!" gives Mark a chance to shine; and "Spring Break Service!" features Aunt Lydia and Greg the handyman for a little debriefing …


About Cornelia Quick
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


Beach Volleyball Bump
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Beach Volleyball Bump

Maybe signing up for the beach volleyball tournament on spring break wasn't Dani's best idea -- the rest of her friends aren't in the right head space to win after partying all night. But Dani's competitive nature won't let her back down, even when she has to face the four hunks on her own.


Can she change the rules of the game and find a different sort of victory?


Cornelia Quick Starter Pack
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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