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I had gotten so tired of my bad dates.  They were filled with boring dinners and dull movies and followed by either a dry peck on the cheek or a horrible groping session that ended with me claiming I had an early meeting.  It was a terrible way to spend my free time, and I was done.  My friends just laughed when I described my never-ending string of first dates, but they were all so bad that I did not even pretend like there was going to be any follow up.

I was not even looking for marriage material or even long-term relationship material, just second date material!  I mean, that is not so hard, is it?  That is not so difficult and so out of the realm of possibilities, is it?  I just wanted someone who was worth a little of my time!

My older sister is married with two kids and a third on the way and my older brother has a wedding in the very near future.  Even my best friend thinks she is on the cusp of getting engaged.  You would think that my parents could be happy just to let me be, but nooooo, of course not.  Every family function and holiday has to involve the inevitable interrogation session about who was I seeing, was I seeing anyone serious, why could I not find one decent guy that I wanted to settle down with, when was I planning to start my family.  I try very diligently not to cuss in front of my folks, so I had a hard time not just telling them that all the guys were assholes.

I am barely twenty-five years old, I have no need to settle down any time soon!  My friends totally get it, but then again, why wouldn’t they?  They are in the same boat, for the most part.  Angie, the one that thinks she’s getting in engaged soon, is the only one who might be moving past this stage.  Most of us are just excited for her bachelorette party and her wedding reception party.  We think she’s nuts to settle down this young but to each their one.

One of our mutual friends has started suggesting that since she is not technically engaged yet, we should throw a birthday blowout for her while we are still technically ‘single.'  It really is not a bad idea.  I mean, why save all the fun to the bachelorette party one weekend before the wedding?  When one of us is knee-deep in commitment and can’t have too much fun anymore?  Angie just laughed when Candace proposed the idea and told all of us we just wanted an excuse to get stupid for a night.

“Well?  What’s wrong with that?” I laughed in response.

“Not a damn thing!” Candace retorted.

Angie said she would play along, but I could already tell that she would not really be all-in.  But regardless, we started planning a girls’ birthday weekend in St. Croix.  She was the only one attached to anyone so the rest of us started looking up the best beach locations, even nude, and the wildest bars.  She would just roll her eyes when we brought it up, but we all knew she could not resist coming to at least watch the stupidity.

The weekend before the trip, we all went out shopping together.  We bought all kinds of ridiculous fake flower leis, cheesy tiaras, and the satin sashes.  We spent about $30 at a costume jewelry store, and all walked away with giant glass rings that were supposed to look like engagement rings.  The store next door to the costume jewelry place sold terribly slutty clothes, and we had a ball trying them on.  A couple of us ended up with some very short little skirts and Angie just shook her head.

“Hey, when else am I going to be twenty-five, hot, single, and in the Caribbean?” I felt no shame.

Well, maybe just a touch, but it was very little.

The four of us all took that Friday off work so that we could get a head start on the weekend.  Angie picked us all up one by one, and we headed to the airport.

“Do we wear the costume stuff on the plane?”

“No, doofus, we might actually know someone since it’s flying from home.”  Sometimes Leigh could be a little spacey.

“Oh yeah,” she giggled.

Candace just rolled her eyes, and Angie muttered something about “oh this bodes well.”

We did all sport our giant glass rings just for fun.  They were totally obnoxious, and we loved flashing them around.  The flight was not long and soon we were touching down in the middle of the shining island oasis.  If you have never flown to the Caribbean, it can be startling.  In the daytime, it just appears out of the miles of water.  At night, it is even more spectacular as the whole island is just lit up in the middle of the dark ocean.

It was still relatively early in the day when we got checked in, so we decided to start our vacation with a few fruity drinks by the pool.  Sporting our rings and some skimpy bikinis, it did not take long for the drinks to start appearing.  Some of them even came with very nice looking guys wearing eager grins.  Angie waved them off while the other three of us batted our eyes and giggled away.  After a few hours of sunshine, we all started getting hungry.

“I prefer the man buffet anyway,” Candace tried to avoid going inside.

“Yeah, but if we keep drinking like this we need food,” Angie was the voice of reason.

Reason won out because most of us were starving for actual food, not just tanned well-cut abs.  The buffet looked incredible and we loaded up on salads and sandwiches and cocktail shrimp before carrying the plates back up to the rooms.  Once we were full, the brilliant suggestion of a nap was accepted unanimously, before the nighttime fun began.

****

We all woke up a few hours later, completely groggy and disoriented.  We had closed the drapes to block out that sun reflecting off the ocean water and in the nearly complete darkness, we had no idea what was going on or even what time it was.  Angie groaned as she dragged herself out of bed.

“Can we just call this whole thing off and stay in here and order room service and watch movies?”

I laughed, “No, I didn’t buy a plane ticket to sit in a hotel room on my ass.”

“But it’s a nice room.  Plus… room service…”

I threw a pillow at her as I ducked into the bathroom and slammed the door shut.  The pillow thudded dully against the door when she retaliated.

The shower soon steamed up the bathroom and I shook out my ponytail before stepping under the hot water.  It felt good to rinse off the sunblock and chlorine and my skin felt normal again after I scrubbed and shaved everything from the neck down.  As I rinsed off the last time, I thought I heard the door open.  But there was no other sound so I ignored it.  I let out a pained yelp with the cup of ice water poured down my back.

“What the hell?”

Angie was cackling outside the shower curtain, “Just wanted to make sure you were awake in there, Brit.”

“Oh you’ll get yours, my pretty,” I retorted as I cranked the water off.

Wrapped in a hotel robe with my hair twisted into a towel, I stepped out of the bathroom to find everyone lounging around in our room.

“Didn’t know I was the show tonight,” I wiggled my hips exaggeratedly.

Angie hit me in the face with a pillow, so I pounced on her legs and tickled the hell out of her feet.  I’m surprised her screams did not bring security to our room.  She finally squirmed away and fled to the bathroom.  I laughed out loud when I heard the door lock click into place.

About an hour later, we were all ready and dressed for dinner, each sporting our very own bachelorette ensemble set.  The place was some fancy seafood joint inside the resort.  In addition to several bottles of white wine, we also moaned and ahhh-ed over the crab bisque, Caesar salad, shrimp fettucine, and raspberry sorbet.

“I need another nap,” Angie groaned after we finished all the food.

“We need to get up and moving,” I poked her ribcage, eliciting another squeal.

We paid the tab, and all climbed into a cab.

“To the naked men,” Leigh crowed, clearly having had more than her share of the wine.

The cabbie stared at us through his rearview mirror and pulled away from the curb.

“Where to ladies?”

Candace replied with the address of a nearby beach that offered nighttime entertainment, ‘Buff Bods.'

That name is so horrible, I thought to myself, they better have the best-looking guys on the planet.

The beach itself was a beautiful stretch of white sand, surrounded by tiki torches, little white tents, a stage, and several bars.  Well, it turns out they did have some of the best-looking guys on the planet.  They were pretty unbelievable.  Bulging biceps, flawless six-pack abs, tight asses, and everything.  The ones on stage were wearing very tiny G-strings under their grass skirts, and the ones milling around the sand and behind the bar were wearing tuxedo pants and black bow ties.

Candace whispered something to the host, and he led us to a private little booth thing right next to the stage.  It was a semi-circle with high walls, filled with four individual chairs and a small table.

“You could really get nasty in here without people seeing,” I whispered to Candace as we settled in.

She winked at me, “That’s the whole point.  And there are also the VIP tents if we want.”

“Good lord, what do they do in there?”

“Gimme a few shots and we’ll find out.”

Surprisingly enough, there were a few female waitresses wandering around in tiny tuxedo-type shorts and black bikini tops (made to look like bow ties).

“Why are there waitresses in a naked men place?” Leigh was not the brightest of us.

“Well, some women are more fluid,” Candace said vaguely.

“Oh.  Oh!  Ohhh.” Leigh always caught on eventually.

We got more than our fair share of attention from the male waiters as well as the male dancers.  They flexed their arms and legs and abs, and even waggled their G-strings at us.  We filled all of them with dollar bills.  My fingertips grazed something inside one of the G-strings that I am 99.9 percent certain was not a sock.  After a few hours, we were all past tipsy, even Angie.  When I saw her bite the string of one dancer’s grass skirt, I threw back my head in a gale of giggles.

“Well look at all these little pageant girls,” the voice was unmistakably Australian.

And by the looks of his down-under, I liked the outback.

“How do you ladies feel about a little private dancing?” he pointed to one of the larger VIP tents.

“I’m not sure,” Leigh waffled.

“We’ll take it!” Candace blurted out right over her.

The incredibly hot blonde Australian waved his hand at someone behind our high walls, and suddenly we found ourselves each with a private escort.  They pulled open the white tent flaps and we stepped into a surprisingly large space, carpeted with that indoor/outdoor green carpeting stuff and furnished with four loveseats that all had low armrests and high backs.  This place knew exactly what happened in their VIP tents.

The Australian, still wearing his grass skirt and bow tie, led me to one of the loveseats and gently pushed me to sit down.  When I settled into the soft cushions, I realized that the tent blocked all sights and almost all sounds, except for the music piped in overhead.

As I watched his hips sway and thrust back and forth, my body ached.  It had been months since I had any sort of worthwhile male company, and this flawless specimen in front of me was just a reminder of that.  I smiled nervously up at him, painfully aware of the dampness between my thighs. 

He bent over and whispered in my ear, “It’s okay to touch in here, love.”

****

Still nervous, I just blinked up at him.  He chuckled, took my hand from my lap, and placed it firmly on his stomach.  The cuts and ripples of his tanned abs were warm and smooth and firm.  I was not necessarily aware of touching him so much as feeling the body beneath my hands.  When he started to gyrate his hips again, I think I jumped, suddenly remembering that the muscles were attached to a person.

I looked around the tent at my friends and realized that they looked equally nervous.  Well, most of them did but not Candace.  Candace already had her dancer in her lap with her fingers tugging at the strings of his skimpy underwear.  I shook my head at her and looked back towards my dancer.

With a slight tug on my hand, he drew me into a standing position and started dancing with me in our thumping little corner.  His hands roamed all over my hips and ass and thighs as he pressed my body against his.  He twirled me around and sat down suddenly, pulling me down on his lap.  His thighs were warm and smooth underneath me and the swelling in his groin seemed to be real.  There was a pulse inside it and I could not stop myself from grinding down into him.

His hands slid up and down my outer thighs, creeping higher under my hemline with each pass.  Pretty soon his fingertips were grazing the bottom of my panties and but I was so focused on the bulge pressing into me that I hardly realized how far he had gotten.

I was moving around so much that the spaghetti straps of my little dress were starting to slip off my shoulders.  I was now bouncing my generous cleavage directly in front of his face and I guess he liked the view.  His hands slowly inched up my sides until he had cupped the lower curve of my tits, holding them high and firm.  He buried his tongue in the warm valley of my flesh and slowly slid the straps down.

The cool air tightened my nipples, and I gasped.  I looked around at everyone else, and come to find out Candace and Angie and Leigh were passed out in their little booths.  I looked back down at my sexy Australian.

“Now what?” I asked him quietly, “They’re all asleep!”

He laughed, “Not uncommon, but I’m in no mood for sleep myself…”

I shook my head, making my tits dance and jiggle, “Me neither.”

“Look, my friends are all paid up, do you want some extra company?  One of them left, but I still have two other guys here.”

I looked back at the two who were taking shots from one of the waitresses.  One was shorter, olive-skinned with dark hair and dark eyes.  The other was a gorgeous black man with caramel skin and unbelievable muscle tone.  The blonde underneath me popped his hips upwards to get my attention.

“Well?” he grinned.

“Is that allowed?  I mean… I’ve never…”

“It’s pretty much a free-for-all in here, within reason,” he rolled one tight little rosebud nipple in his fingers to keep my attention where it should be.

“Wh-What did you have in mind?”

My dress had fallen down to my waist, and the Australian buried his hands down the back, letting his nails rake across outside of my silk panties.  He pulled my hips downward as he thrust up, grinding his stiff cock into the wet spot of my panties.  I slid myself along the length of his clothed cock, marveling at the firmness and the thickness of him.

“I guess that all depends on how you’ll let us play,” his accent was only furthering the wetness between my thighs.

One hand briefly left my hip and within moments, I felt the other two guys nuzzling up behind me.  They each took one of my hands and pressed it against the swelling under their own G-strings.

“You boys seem eager,” I grinned up at each of them in turn.

I squeezed each cock lightly, loving the way they moaned and squirmed for me.  My Australian was still rubbing me against his own cock, and my wetness had now soaked both my underwear and his.  When I looked down, I could see the outline of a very hard and very thick cock, ready to burst free from its confines.

I dropped the olive-skinned man’s cock and slipped my free hand between our bodies.  A light squeeze on the cock that was teasing my pussy and the Australian was rolling his eyes and groaning.

“Well, boys, let’s see what we have to work with…”

The two standing next to me slowly peeled off their G-string, letting their stiff dicks bob free.  The olive-skinned man had a short but thick one, with low-hanging heavy balls and the black man had a lovely long shaft, slightly thinner, but nice tight balls underneath.

I slowly stroked each one, looking back and forth between them.  They were both trying very hard to stand still while I played with them, but their hips would jerk every so often.  I moved my fists slowly up and down, adding a slight twist at the end to rub against that sensitive spot right under the head.

I released the cocks to let them bounce and drip in mid-air, and lightly tickled their balls with my fingernails, wiggling my fingers and scratching gently.

“Has it been a while?” I giggled at them.

“Maybe a little while,” the olive-skinned man admitted, flushing slightly.

“Really, a sexy guy like you?”

“Not all women understand what I do for a living,” he shrugged, trying to act casual as I played with his full balls.

I kneaded them slowly and firmly, “Feels like a nice big load, though.”

“Yeah, the longer I wait, the better it looks in a G-string,” his white teeth flashed brightly.

His cock was throbbing like right in front of me, and I released his balls to give him a break.  I turned to give my full attention to the black man.  I gasped when I felt my Australian working his fingers inside my wet panties.  I grasped the long dark shaft with both of my hands and stroked them quickly up and down, moaning myself as those fingers slid through my wetness.  The damn Australian was avoiding my swollen clit as well as the slippery opening, and was teasing me as I teased his friends.

I felt the dark cock sliding between my hands, and I looked over to see him thrusting into my grip.  His balls were even tighter up against his body and with a wicked wink at his dark eyes, I released him altogether.  He groaned and shook his head at my impertinence.

The olive-skinned one to my left seemed to have relaxed a bit, so I carefully wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock and lowered my warm wet mouth down over the thick swollen head.  He rested one hand lightly on the back of my head but politely did not push.  I swirled my tongue over the sensitive ridges underneath and felt his body tense up.

Just then the terribly teasing Australian slid two fingers up inside me and I moaned and writhed, sending rippling vibrations through the cock in my mouth as it slid deeper.  I felt the head of his cock throb and swell, and he groaned deep in his chest as he pulled out and stroked himself.  I massaged his balls firmly to force every drop out, and I watched as the hot jets fell on the green carpeting behind me.  When he was finished, he stumbled over to another booth and sat down heavily.

The black man to my right was grinning down at me as the Australian lifted me up so that I was kneeling on the cushions outside his thighs.  He slowly worked my panties down and flung them to some unknown corner of the room.  He then lifted up his own hips to slide his G-string off.

I was right when I had felt him earlier, he was long and thick and throbbing readily.  He carefully guided my hips back down until the swollen head of his cock was pressing up into me, seeking the slippery warmth of my pussy.

He slipped his thumb between our bodies and started rubbing firm slow circles on my aching clit.  I gasped and moaned and writhed at his attention.  As he kept rubbing, he slowly slid the first inch inside me.  I felt stretched at just the head of his cock, and then he kept moving.  His thumb was distracting me slightly from the size of him.  And the long dark cock next to me was bobbing invitingly towards my lips.

I ran my tongue from the base to the tip, swirling wet warm circles around head with my tongue.  The black man held the base so that his cock would stop bobbing around, and he guided himself through my lips just as the Australian was doing the same to my pussy.

I felt his thumb disappear, but it was quickly replaced with his warm skin.  He was all the way inside me, and I felt full, stretched to capacity around his thickness.  He and the black guy found a rhythm, to pull out and push back in simultaneously so that I was full from both ends.  With the thick one in my pussy and the long one in my mouth, it almost felt like one continuous cock inside me.

I braced one hand on the back of the booth and the other against the hipbone of the man standing next to me.  As the Australian bounced me up and down, I felt the thick heat of his cock searing my body.  Every time I moaned, the black man twitched as the vibrations tormented his throbbing cock.

“Shit, shit, shit,” the black man mumbled, just before he whipped his cock out of my mouth.

I kneaded his taut balls as he stroked his shaft, and the hot jets of his climax splashed down my tits.

The Australian gripped my hips hard, speeding up his thrusts now that he was not worried for his friend’s cock between my teeth.  My tits bounced and jiggled as he pounded me from underneath.

Suddenly he stopped and lifted me off completely.

“Wha—?” I moaned my frustration.

He squirmed and scrambled until I realized I was kneeling on my hands and knees on the booth seat, and he was behind me, rubbing his cock against my needy pussy.  The olive-skinned man had recovered from his first shot and was standing in front of me again, one knee on the cushion of the booth.

As the Australian buried his cock inside me, he forced me forward so that my mouth slid down and around the extended cock.  They found the same rhythm as the other pair, in and out together so that I was completely full and then completely empty.

My body was shaking as they took me over and over.  Their smooth, warm skin slid over and inside mine, filling me, stretching me, claiming me.  The heat inside my body threatened to overwhelm me, building and growing and rippling in my bloodstream.

I felt a strong sure hand slide around my tummy and nestle between my spread thighs.  The fingers rubbed against my aching clit in firm circles.

“Make her come, my boy,” the black man rumbled in his chest with a brilliant island lilt.

Suddenly I bucked hard against the two cocks inside me and would have screamed out loud had my mouth been available to scream.  Instead, I just lurched back onto the cock in my pussy and then forward on the cock on my tongue, shuddering and quaking as my own climax took me.

As I caught my breath, I felt both cocks disappear from my body followed by multiple hot jets of cum splash over my back and ass.  I finally collapsed forward on the cushions, barely able to breathe.  The black man suddenly appeared next to me with a small basin and washcloth.  He wiped me clean, removing any evidence of our evening together despite the memories that clung to my wet pussy.

****

The three men gave me several moments to collect myself and get dressed.  They all sweetly kissed me goodnight, and the Australian tried to give me his phone number but I declined.  I took it as a compliment and just left it at that.  When I finally got around to waking my drunken sleeping friends, they all looked very confused and slightly disappointed.  The guys were all gone and it was just us gals in that VIP tent.

“What happened?” Leigh whined, rubbing her cheeks.

I just giggled, “You all passed the fuck out.  Lame brains.  No wonder you guys never get laid.”

Candace poked my ribs with a scowl, “We missed all of the naked guys?”

“Yup completely passed out.  I saw all kinds of lovely cocks wagging around in here.”

“Bitch.  You didn’t wake us up!”

“Nah kept it all to myself.”

We tumbled out of the tent club into the cool ocean breeze and stumbled our way back to the street to find a cab.  By the time we got back to the hotel, I was the one asleep.

We finished out our trip in relative calm, a few fruity drinks by the pool and some lovely seafood buffets and salad bars.  Candace kept bugging me about what happened after they all fell asleep, but some things are better left as private memories.  Maybe I will tell her one day when we are old and gray in the nursing home, when there isn’t anything she can do to me.  If she found out now, she’d really be pissed at me.

A few weeks after we returned home, Angie did indeed get engaged.  She is radiantly happy and a bridezilla already.  I have half a mind to plan her bachelorette party in Las Vegas just so I can have some more fun of my own.  Not that I would expect the same service I got on my island heaven, but it would be a nice memory to jog.  Candace seems supportive of the idea, and I just give her shit for not staying awake.

Me?  I am still not seeing anyone in particular, much to my mother’s continuing embarrassment and horror.  If anything, I think that little weekend in St. Croix taught me that I am not ready to settle down in the least.  At Angie’s wedding, I did see one of the groomsmen giving me the eye but I just smiled politely and walked the other direction.  I did not even want to imply I am available for a relationship.

A mind-blowing foursome in the VIP tent of a Caribbean beach party?  Sure, bring it on!  But a serious relationship, that’s for the birds.
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