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				Chapter One
			

			
				 Pearl Island was placid and peaceful, a tiny jewel in the Caribbean. White sand beaches and palm trees surrounded by crystal blue waters interrupted by the occasional white cap, sea gulls lazily wheeling over your head looking for scraps, colorful tropical birds chirping and singing, a natural island song. 
			

			
				 I took a deep breath, my toes curling against the soft white sand, enjoying the saltwater tinge in the air as small, peaceful waves broke farther down the shore. Sipping my mojito, the wind catching in my button-down Hawaiian shirt, I breathed it all in, enjoying one more night off before I got to work.
			

			
				 A little relaxation before the muckraking was always nice, plus I was in the mood for at least a few more of these sweet island drinks, maybe a shot of coconut rum or –
			

			
				 “Heads up!” a female voice cried out. 
			

			
				 The volleyball slammed against the side of my head a second later, static filling my field of vision as I staggered sideways and the mojito exploded in my hands, green sugar-mint elixir splashing and splattering into the sand.
			

			
				 It was jarring but it didn’t hurt, and I shook the disoriented static from my skull as I picked up the volleyball, a checkered white and black Spalding.
			

			
				 Despite the Caribbean heat, I froze when I saw them, the Spalding cradled in my palms, both slick and sticky from the spilled mojito, dumbstruck at the two early-twenty-something women smiling at me. 
			

			
				 “Livy,” the blonde one on the left said. “I think you might have given this guy a concussion.”
			

			
				 The blonde’s skin had a butterscotch tan, her slender body toned and taut in an angelic white Lululemon one-piece bikini. Her bronzed feet were speckled white with sand, matching anklets hanging loose above, aquamarine gemstones and tiny seashells threaded through with silver string. Her tight bikini had a plunging neckline and her body glistened with sweat, dewdrops on a golden landscape.
			

			
				 The dark-haired one stood to the right, the blonde’s polar opposite, a shock of raven-black hair with skin pale as newly fallen snow. Fine light freckles peppered her bare shoulders, her porcelain skin more than vulnerable to the equatorial sun in a black two-piece Dior bikini, the bottom piece accompanied by an ink-black slash of a skirt, one white thigh fully revealed through a slit, the thin waist straps held together by a single cockleshell buckle. She had the kind of ruby red lips you’d picture on a Victorian vampire seductress, but her grin was warm regardless.
			

			
				 “My bad, dude,” the dark-haired one said. She cocked one black eyebrow, her dark eyes equally playful and mysterious. She glanced at the blonde and lowered her voice, though I could still hear it when she whispered: “Hey Trish, bonking this guy on the head was your idea, so if his brain’s scrambled then it’s your fault.”
			

			
				 “My idea?” the blonde one shot back. “You brought it up! You said it was easier than just –”
			

			
				 I couldn’t help but laugh, their banter breaking through the lingering fog in my skull from that Spalding shot to the dome. “My brain was only scrambled for a second there,” I said. “No harm, no foul.” I paused again. There wasn’t a volleyball net in sight. “So, uh…whose turn is it to serve?”
			

			
				 Typically, I was awkward around beautiful women, but never on the day before an assignment. It was the danger, I figured. The calm before the adrenaline rush, even though my current assignment was going to be a cakewalk compared to one of my usual gigs. Anyway, the blonde and the brunette seemed taken aback by my easy confidence. I safely tossed the Spalding back to the dark-haired one. 
			

			
				 “Here you go, Livy,” I said, smiling as I put emphasis on her name. 
			

			
				The brunette caught the Spalding without so much as a flinch. Her red smile was still playful, but somehow defiant. “You can call me Olivia,” she said. She paused, flicking her dark eyes to the side, almost painfully adorable. “At least that’s what you can call me until we know each other better.”
			

			
				 The blonde – Trish – blushed something fierce, crimson creeping up her cheeks. She suppressed a giggle and buried her face on Olivia’s pale shoulder, her blonde hair tickling across Olivia’s white skin. “God I can’t believe we’re doing this.”
			

			
				 “Doing what, exactly?” I laughed. 
			

			
				 Trish looked up from Olivia’s shoulder. Olivia regarded her with a crooked, curious gaze, then shrugged her shoulders, as if intimating a question in pantomime, the details known only to them. 
			

			
				 Trish shrugged back, a silent affirmation. 
			

			
				 Olivia smiled at me. “We were just hitting on you,” the raven-haired beauty said. “That is, if you’re okay with that.” 
			

			
				 Before I could respond, Olivia smacked the volleyball into the air then bopped it with an open-palm whack toward Trish. Trish gasped, but shot up to her tiptoes then bounced – her anklets rattling and catching in the sunlight, the gemstones flashing – and redirected the ball with a head butt.
			

			
				 Redirected straight toward me.
			

			
				 I never played much volleyball, but I’d picked up some amateur soccer skills during my last assignment covering civil unrest in Liberia. (There wasn’t much to do between bouts of gunfire other than play some football with the locals.)
			

			
				 I bounded up on my tiptoes with a quick grunt and headbutted the volleyball in mid-air, sending it arcing back toward Trish. She caught it with a laugh. 
			

			
				 “Okay, now if you’ve got a scrambled brain, it’s your own fault,” the blonde said as she took the volleyball under one arm. She extended her hand, light blue nail polish bright at her fingertips. “I’m Patricia,” she said, then nodded toward the dark-haired one. “And that’s Olivia.”
			

			
				 “Rob,” I said, shaking her hand. Her fingers were gentle, her palm was satin-soft. I felt a rush of adrenaline for those few precious seconds we made contact, skin-on-skin. “So whose idea was it to bash me in the head with the volleyball to get my attention?”
			

			
				 Olivia laughed, approaching us. “Despite the bickering, we’re both sort of guilty, I guess,” the dark-haired beauty said. She thrust out her hand, red fingernail polish to match her vampiric grin. “But hey, it wasn’t such a bad idea. Here you are, talking to us already.”
			

			
				 “That’s one way to break the ice, sure,” I said. “Then again, you two could be walking around this resort gunning volleyballs at random dudes for all I know.”
 Olivia and Trish smirked knowingly at one another then turned back to me. 
			

			
				 “We’re a little more discriminating than that,” Trish laughed. “We just like to get to the point, that’s all.”
			

			
				 “I can’t argue with being direct,” I agreed. 
			

			
				 “Life’s short,” Olivia chimed in. “It moves faster than you think, especially when you’re having fun. Me and Trish have a shared personal philosophy, keep up with life or else it’ll leave you behind.”
			

			
				 “Seems like a solid philosophy,” I chuckled. 
			

			
				 Trish nodded toward my mojito, the glass empty, the sand soaked with alcohol and sugar and mint leaves. “Sorry about your drink,” the blonde said. “How about we buy you a fresh one to make up for it?”
			

			
				 “Drinks are all-inclusive,” I said, with a performative shrug, feigning indifference. “So technically they’re free. But I’ll tell you what, let’s head to the bar for a round and I’ll tip the bartender for the three of us…if you two manage not to bash me in the head again.”
			

			
				 “Deal,” they said in unison, shooting furtive glances at one another with matching grins – mischievous and playful – as if they had both just gotten precisely what they wanted. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Two
			

			
				 Pearl Island featured the largest adults-only resort in the Caribbean, bearing the island’s namesake, several square miles of patios and pools, glistening white beaches and open-air verandas, hammocks and seven full bars – not to mention just as many restaurants – with an attentive international staff seeing to your every need. 
			

			
				 By any estimation, Pearl Island Resort was a paradise, but I wasn’t here to write TripAdvisor reviews. 
			

			
				 I was a semi-independent war reporter by trade. Been in the business since I was fresh out of journalism school eight years ago. My boots had touched the war-torn slums of Somalia and Malaysian jungle villages wracked by civil conflict, the scorched-earth dystopia of the Crimean towns and peasant uprisings in rural China that had been nearly completely covered up by the state, save for me and a few other ballsy war-seekers. 
			

			
				 There was no war on Pearl Island, of course. This assignment was different from the others. I was working on an anonymous tip, some whistleblower associated with Parallax Technologies, the massive – yet secretive – tech company that owned the Pearl Island Resort and its associated cruise lines.
			

			
				 Essentially, the whistleblower hinted at possible ecological risks – and even human endangerment – concerning some top-secret research going on somewhere on Pearl Island. The tech company itself, it seemed, was using the resort business as a cover for its more secretive endeavors. The whistleblower was fairly tight-lipped, providing me with coordinates on the island well off the beaten path. Come tomorrow morning, I’d sneak away from the resort’s armed security guards to do a little snooping, see if I could find anything worth writing about. 
			

			
				 I pitched the story to a few media outlets, found one editor in particular who got excited about the project, and without getting too specific, a major magazine publisher – one of the few left, it seemed – financed my entire trip. 
			

			
				 Yup, after spending years covering war and violence and chaos in some of the toughest places in the world, I was now being paid to hang out in paradise and snoop around for corporate wrongdoing. 
			

			
				 Not bad work if you could get it. 
			

			
				 I was not, however, at liberty to tell Olivia or Trish the reason for my trip. As far as they were concerned, I was just an off-duty journalist taking some time off in the jewel of the Caribbean. 
			

			
				 In a sense, that was true. Compared to the gigs I was accustomed to taking in the war-torn armpits of the world, this really was just a vacation.
			

			
				 We had some light drinks at the closest bar, the three of us getting to know one another over a round of fruity cocktails and choice appetizers from the kitchen. Music was ever-present, ranging from modern bangers to old school doo-wop tunes, something for every age bracket.   
			

			
				 I sipped a fresh mojito with a shot of rum, while the ladies each enjoyed a colorful margarita, frozen with crushed ice and plenty of salt on the rim. We sat at a table in a relatively quiet corner, me sitting on one side, the ladies sitting opposite, scrunched up next to one another. 
			

			
				 They were just a couple of Midwestern girls, having grown up together in some dusty Arkansas town before jetting off to Michigan State, both of them chasing education majors. 
			

			
				 “We busted our humps to graduate with honors,” Trish said. “But promised each other we’d take one big trip and enjoy ourselves before, you know, starting our real lives.”
			

			
				 “Cheers to holding off on that as long as possible,” Olivia giggled. 
			

			
				 We all raised our glasses and clinked.
			

			
				 They’d grown up together, then gone to college together and, in the future, they planned on working together. 
			

			
				 “We both crushed STEM degrees,” Olivia explained. “With our grades, and the country-wide shortage of good STEM researchers, we’ll have no problem getting gigs in the same area, maybe even the same institution.”
			

			
				 “Are you guys looking to do private research?” I asked. “Or stay in academia?”
			

			
				 They both shrugged, then clinked glasses again. “Whatever floats our boat,” they said in unison, an easy rapport, as if the two of them shared an unspoken connection, some kind of low-key telepathy. 
			

			
				 As they told me about their backgrounds, I discovered that Trish had a knack for physics whereas Olivia had a taste for engineering, though with their carefree effervescence they could have passed for art majors, or maybe just college dropout hippies. 
			

			
				 “How does one get into war reporting, anyway?” Trish asked, her bleached blonde hair bordering on platinum, framing her pouty pink lips and high cheekbones. 
			

			
				 “An aversion to boredom, mostly,” I answered. “That and a knack for self-preservation under stressful circumstances. Plus, honestly, getting shot at in a Central American civil war zone is a lot more palatable to me than working nine-to-five in some office cubicle.”
			

			
				 I explained my previous gigs, dodging bullets in obscure African conflicts or having boots on the ground in Southeast Asia, pounding pavement with my camera and voice recorder. 
			

			
				 “I like highlighting the fighting in places we don’t usually hear about in the West,” I said as I sipped on my rum, just a splash, little more than wetting my tongue with a taste. I shrugged. “I’d say I try to give a voice to the voiceless, only that makes me sound insufferable.”
			

			
				 Trish stirred her drink, ice chips swirling in the bright green margarita. Olivia nibbled on her straw, a small smirk forming at the side of her mouth. 
			

			
				 They turned to one another, no words exchanged, just more two-way telepathic communication evident to me only by the tightening of their smiles and the way they regarded one another with playful stares.
			

			
				 “We found a good one,” they said simultaneously, two trains of thought becoming one after silent deliberation. 
			

			
				 My blood began to pump hotter. Again, outside of my downtime before going on an assignment, I was never good with women, but I knew when I was getting hit on. 
			

			
				 The problem was, there were two of them and just one of me. They both seemed equally interested but I wasn’t sure how this was going to work without one of them getting jealous of the other. 
			

			
				 A fool’s errand, basically. A rock and a hard place, etc., etc.
			

			
				 Around us, the music pumped louder on the speakers, some throwback Avicii track that rattled my eardrums. A rush of excitement rippled across the entire bar then, suddenly, I felt two hands touch me beneath the table, one on each knee. 
			

			
				 Trish and Olivia grinned back at me, each with a drink in one hand…with the other hidden under the table. 
			

			
				 “Maybe we should go somewhere a little quieter,” they said together after a brief moment of telepathic silent-speak. 
			

			
				 I grinned and finished my rum. “That sounds like an exceedingly awesome idea,” I answered.  
			

			
				*****
			

			
				 They each grabbed fresh drinks from the bar before we ducked out. I still had most of my mojito left, plus I didn’t want to drink too much considering I was getting to work tomorrow, and besides, the rum had left me plenty buzzed already. 
			

			
				 Trish and Olivia giggled and stayed a few steps ahead of me, their arms folded through one another, pulling and tugging at each other as they turned back toward me for an occasional smirk. 
			

			
				 I followed them as if walking through a dream, my eyes locked on their bodies, each swaggering step. 
			

			
				 Trish’s bare feet slapped softly on the smooth marble floors with her white bikini seeming to grow tighter against her firm body with each passing moment. Fit and smooth, the texture of her skin was flawless, sun-baked skin the color of copper. 
			

			
				 Olivia’s black skirt danced at her waist. Now that I was walking behind her, I spotted her tattoos. She had a three-by-six-inch Ace of Spades at the small of her back, right above the base of her spine. 
			

			
				 There were two more on the back of her thighs, a Queen of Hearts on the right leg, a King of Diamonds on the left. 
			

			
				 A pleasant enough sight, yeah, but as I followed them up to their room, the silence of the resort’s veranda hallways became deafening, my heart pounding harder and harder as we drew closer to their suite. 
			

			
				 I’d had women before, yes. 
			

			
				 But never two at once.
			

			
				 They came to a door at the end of a third-floor hallway, open-air, the humid Caribbean night breeze blowing softly over us. They spun around, facing me, both of them leaning up against the door, soft smiles on their lips, pink and pouty, vampiric and ruby-red. 
			

			
				 They watched me for a moment, as if waiting for me to make a move. 
			

			
				 “I’ve, uh…” I stuttered, trying not to sound like a doofus and failing completely. “I’ve never been with, you know…”
			

			
				 “Two girls at once?” they asked together. 
			

			
				 I nodded, my face reddening, suddenly wishing I’d gotten another shot of rum before leaving the bar, if only to steel my courage. 
			

			
				 “It’s my first time, yeah,” I chuckled. 
			

			
				 They shrugged, each at the same time. Two young women sharing one brain, it seemed. 
			

			
				 “Well we’ve never shared a guy before, either,” Olivia admitted. 
			

			
				 “Nope,” Trish said, grinning as she sucked at her straw, a dainty sip of margarita glistening on her lips. “So we’re all in the same boat, it seems.”
			

			
				 We all shared a laugh, followed by more pulsing silence. They exchanged somewhat nervous smiles. I was starting to pitch a tent in my khaki shorts when Olivia and Trish – at the same time, naturally – reached out and grabbed me by the belt. 
			

			
				 They pulled me close, closing the distance between us to inches, if that. They smelled like sun tan lotion and cherry-infused perfume, like the sweet scent of female summer-sweat and sugar-spiked margaritas. 
			

			
				 I hung back, somewhat respectfully, unsure of how to move forward. 
			

			
				 “I don’t know what I’m doing,” I laughed. 
			

			
				 “Neither do we,” they answered together. 
			

			
				 “But we might as well start somewhere,” Olivia offered as she whipped out their room key from beneath her skirt, swiped it across the door handle, making a little green light pop on as the lock clicked open. 
			

			
				 Trish giggled and kicked the door open with one sure foot, the chill of the air-conditioned room rushing out to meet us as the door swung ajar. 
			

			
				 “She’s right,” Trish said, nodding. “When in doubt, jump in head first.”
			

			
				 “I’ve heard worse advice,” I said, then downed my mojito and tossed the empty plastic cup aside, wrapping an arm around each of them, the tent in my shorts stiffening sharply when I felt their smooth, delicate bare skin dance across my palms. 
			

			
				 I gently applied pressure with my fingertips, with the tip of my thumb, gripping each just above the hip bone. 
			

			
				 Trish’s skin, tanned and touched by the sun. 
			

			
				 Olivia’s skin, smooth and delicate and pale, though my heartbeat spiked when I imagined those colorful cards etched into her flesh. 
			

			
				 In a whirlwind of bare skin, gentle caresses, and quiet laughter, we fumbled into their suite. 
			

			
				 By the time I pulled the door shut behind us, the ladies had already unbuckled my belt and unsnapped the top button of my shorts. 
			

			
				 Jumping in head first, indeed. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Three
			

			
				 There was a single king-sized bed in the center of the suite, plush blankets and fine linens, the ceiling fan circulating softly above, adding to the air-conditioned chill. 
			

			
				 We were up on the bed, the three of us, each kneeling on the mattress, situated in a rough triangle. Trish knelt to my right, Oliva to my left. 
			

			
				 By now, the erection tenting in my khaki shorts was obvious to both of them. Oddly enough – and possibly due to their smirking glances – I wasn’t self-conscious about my visible erection any longer, though my unease remained. 
			

			
				 I mean, who really knows how to initiate a threesome with two gorgeous strangers?
			

			
				 (If you claim to know how, you’re lying. That, or you’re extraordinarily lucky. In that case, good on you, big dog.)
			

			
				 Trish, her body ripe and tanned in that white Lululemon one-piece, the white nylon tight against her abdomen, her toned midsection showing softly through the fabric. 
			

			
				 I shifted my eyes downward to the bottom half of the one-piece, her bronzed thighs flexing as she knelt back on the king-sized mattress, her calves flexing in response. Up by her ass cheeks, the white nylon dug softly into her skin. 
			

			
				 Then Trish leaned inward, balancing her palms on the mattress, pressing her tits together as she rocked her body softly forward. 
			

			
				 Tripoding, she opened her legs a touch – her knees sliding across those fine linens, the crotch of her two-piece tightening against her hidden treasure, the barest hints of a welcoming cleft – and flashed her pink, pouty smile. 
			

			
				 “Well, how should we start?” Trish asked. 
			

			
				 I had a feeling, raw and primal, deep in my gut, titillating every muscle in my body, every nerve, every synapse firing in my brain, pointing me toward one end – Ravishing the both of them, tearing off every inch of clothes, getting them flat on their backs and showing them precisely what I was capable of.
			

			
				 However, I held back. It seemed a bit rude, the whole ‘ravishing’ thing. We’d just met, after all. 
			

			
				 “I have an idea,” Olivia grinned. 
			

			
				 Her black swimwear clung to her pale flesh, her soft curves, the gentle curvature of her hips exposed through the open veil of her skirt, the lace-thin strap of her black bikini thong sinking deliciously into the white skin above her hip bone. 
			

			
				 Olivia reached over, leaning off to the right, and grabbed something on the floor, beyond the edge of the bed, something I couldn’t see. 
			

			
				 It was a plastic water bottle. 
			

			
				 “Spin the bottle, anyone?” Olivia asked with a devious smile.
			

			
				 “A fantastic idea, Livy,” Trish purred. “But who should start?”
			

			
				 I snatched the water bottle from Olivia’s hand. “If you ladies don’t mind,” I said, “I’d like a spin.” I paused, smiling, then shrugged. “I’m just feeling lucky, I guess.”
			

			
				 Olivia and Trish both flashed me smiles, but there was a moment – scarcely more than a second or two – that they caught each other’s gaze. 
			

			
				 A raised eyebrow. 
			

			
				 A tightening of the shoulders. 
			

			
				 A half-smirk. 
			

			
				 A subtle shrug. 
			

			
				 Their two-way telepathy, working as usual. 
			

			
				 “Spin the bottle and let’s see what happens,” they said in unison, down to the emphasis on every syllable. 
			

			
				 “Just one caveat,” I said, smiling. 
			

			
				 They smirked, leaned forward, eager to hear it. 
			

			
				 I reached behind my back, off to the side of the bed, and picked up a second water bottle. 
			

			
				 “We spin two,” I grinned. “And whoever it lands on, kisses. Deal?”
			

			
				 “Deal,” they said, in perfect unison, the eagerness evident in both of their voices. 
			

			
				 I cracked my knuckles, then grabbed both water bottles, and lay them down, just a few inches away from each other. 
			

			
				 “First spin…go,” I said, then spun the water bottle to my right. 
			

			
				 The plastic water bottle spun ten, fifteen times before gradually losing momentum. The tip landed on Olivia, which caused her pale white features to become flushed with red as she blushed, though her vampiric red lips remained in a defiant smile. 
			

			
				 “Oooh goodie,” she said, concealing just a hint of nervousness. 
			

			
				 My cock stiffened as I shot a smile at Olivia, then I turned to Trish, grinning. 
			

			
				 “Second spin…go,” I said, then spun the water bottle to my left. 
			

			
				 Trish knelt forward, her bronzed tits pressing together creating a slim, narrow alley between them, playfully biting down on her bottom lip as she watched the bottle spinning upon the mattress. 
			

			
				 Olivia giggled loudly when the bottle landed on Trish. 
			

			
				 Trish smirked, her narrow gaze locked on her bestie. They held each other’s eye, a silent moment passing between the two of them.
			

			
				 They both turned back to me, a slight shift in their eyes, though both of them remained on their knees, balanced on their palms. 
			

			
				 They were lifelong best friends. It was a level of intimacy I couldn’t even fathom. 
			

			
				 “The bottles don’t lie,” I said, smiling with a resigned deep breath. “You two gotta kiss now, no two ways around it.”
			

			
				 Olivia moved first, reaching out with her left hand, brushing it against Trish’s bare thigh. Trish met her gaze with a sharp smile that promptly bled away into a look of palpable lust as Olivia trailed the pad of her thumb across Trish’s skin, moving toward her inner thigh. 
			

			
				 Trish shifted forward, one hand on Olivia’s hip, the other on her pale abdomen. Each leaned in for a kiss, tentative and anxious. 
			

			
				 Pink lips met ruby red lips, smacking in a wet kiss. Olivia parted hers first, moving in closer. Trish slid her tongue forward, rolling it across Olivia’s, delicate pink petals shifting back and forth. 
			

			
				 Suddenly, Olivia’s right hand shot toward me, catching the collar of my shirt. Without looking, Trish swept the water bottles off the bed and then took hold of me, as well. They pulled me in with them, my erection downright buzzing. 
			

			
				 I cupped them both at their lower back – though I dug my fingers a little more insistently against the Ace of Spades at the base of Olivia’s spine – then planted my lips on Trish’s neck, brushing her hair away, her smooth golden skin still tasting faintly of sunscreen and cherry-scented perfume. 
			

			
				 Olivia slid her fingers into Trish’s hair, then closed them into a fist. She yanked back, giggling as she pulled Trish’s mouth away from her own, then gripped her by the chin and jerked Trish’s face toward mine. 
			

			
				 I pulled Trish toward me as we kissed. My erection brushed against her thigh and she giggled nervously against my mouth, then slid her hands slowly up my chest before moving inward, then peeled off my Hawaiian shirt. 
			

			
				 Olivia’s hands crept up beneath my undershirt, her fingertips dancing up my abdomen, tickling me for just a moment before plunging her fingers down through the waistline of my khaki shorts. 
			

			
				 I broke the kiss with Trish then snagged a handful of Olivia’s raven-dark hair, jerking her face toward mine just like she’d done with Trish, and the pale-skinned girl giggled excitedly before I planted my lips on hers. 
			

			
				 We folded into one another as Olivia pushed my shorts down my thighs, pulling my boxers along with them. I winced and clenched every muscle when I felt Trish grab my cock, squeezing her fingers tight around it. 
			

			
				 She fell toward me, onto her hands and knees, the shape of her spine visible through the low-cut back portion of her white nylon one-piece, her backside thrust into the air with the bikini string nestled snug between her ass cheeks. 
			

			
				 I gasped when I felt her mouth, her pouty pink lips, the way they opened to accept me, the almost curious motion of her tongue shifting around my tip then sliding eager and wet down the side of my shaft. 
			

			
				 Trish smacked her lips around my cock, making subtle music with her mouth, a groan rising up from the depths of my chest as she cupped my balls, the sharp tips of her manicured fingernails tickling my seam. 
			

			
				 The heat rising up in me, I thrust my left hand down into Olivia’s bikini, peeling back the black nylon to reveal the pale skin beneath, white as an eggshell with a tidy slash of wiry black pubic hair drawing my eye toward her sex. 
			

			
				 Olivia gasped, her body wrenching at my touch as I ran my fingertip gently around the outer reaches of her clitoris, a smooth wet cherry just below that wiry black tuft. 
			

			
				 As Trish’s lips slid down my girth, gradually taking me into the back of her throat, I slid my middle finger into Olivia’s folds
			

			
				 I ran my free hand down the center of Trish’s bare back, gliding along her spine. Her lips tightened around my root – my cock tickling the back of her throat now – and her throat shifted from a stifled gag reflex. 
			

			
				 I plucked the white nylon string and pulled it away from the furrow between her ass cheeks, revealing one creamy white tan line at the center, a delicious highlight running between her golden tanned globes. 
			

			
				 Olivia broke our kiss, strands of raven hair falling into her face quickly swept away as she bent at the waist, draping one arm over her best friend as she bent down beside her, kissing her way up Trish’s neck. 
			

			
				 Those crimson lips worked up to Trish’s jawline, then her cheek. Trish broke the seal of her lips from my cock, leaving saliva and precum dangling from my tip, and pulled Olivia’s vampiric kiss toward me.  
			

			
				 I reeled back, my stomach tightening into a coiled knot as Olivia took me next, the faintest hints of red lipstick smearing across my shaft as she pensively accepted me into her mouth. 
			

			
				 All at once, my pleasure seized me. I was close – painfully close – but we’d only just begun. 
			

			
				 “Ladies, hey,” I said, wincing. “You might wanna – fuck! – give me a second because I’m already about to –”
			

			
				 Trish popped upright in front of me, a sly smile as she ran her fingers through my hair and brushed her lips against my mouth. 
			

			
				 “Shhh,” she cooed reassuringly, then slid her tongue against mine, a glancing touch. “You fill up Livy’s little mouth if you want to, Rob,” she purred. “Because we’ve got all the time in the world to go for another round…”
			

			
				 Her kiss, her voice. 
			

			
				 Olivia’s lips, tight around my root. 
			

			
				 The heat of their bodies, smooth and firm but feminine-soft, it was all just too much. 
			

			
				 I groaned as Olivia’s lips teased me into an orgasm, a thunderbolt shock of pleasure that wrenched its way through my limbs, down into my core, before collapsing into a gunshot release that Olivia took without flinching. 
			

			
				 “…fuck!” I groaned through clenched teeth, sharply drawing breath through my nostrils as Olivia moaned pleasantly as she tightened her lips further around my root, not a single drop escaping her seal as my load filled her mouth.
			

			
				 Olivia’s moan bled into a naughty giggle. She slid away from my cock, her lips pursed tightly. She gazed up at Trish then curled her forefinger, beckoning her. 
			

			
				 Trish slid back down to her hands and knees, meeting Olivia before me. Their lips smacked. Olivia’s mouth opened. Their tongues shifted back and forth, trading my seed. 
			

			
				 I stared down at them, a primal hunger creeping up from my depths. I realized my cock was still hard and in no danger at all of going soft. 
			

			
				 I was about to pounce on them for another round, but then – through the suite’s bedroom window – I saw a bright green-blue flash out in the dark, something otherworldly, like a lightning bolt of multicolored vibrance that, for just a second, bathed the island in garish green and blue shades.
			

			
				 Then the flash was gone.
			

			
				 A moment later, gunfire blared in the distance, followed by the sound of a muffled scream. 
			

			
				 I popped off the bed, a wide smile on my face. 
			

			
				 Well, it looks like I’m getting to work early.
			

			
				 “Ladies, please don’t take this the wrong way, but I’ve got to go check this out,” I said. 
			

			
				 Olivia and Trish were still on their knees, frightened by the flash and the distant sound of gunshots. They held each other tight, the lust permeating the room just a second ago now shifting into quiet unease. 
			

			
				 “You’re going…?” they asked in unison. 
			

			
				 I ripped a sheet of paper off a notepad on the counter. I snatched a pen and scrawled my number across it then handed it to Trish. 
			

			
				 “I’m really not trying to cut-and-run on you two,” I said as I pulled my khakis back on and slipped back into my Hawaiian shirt. “But it turns out, I’m on the clock earlier than I expected.”
			

			
				 “You’re working?” Olivia asked. 
			

			
				 “Like, war reporting?” Trish echoed. 
			

			
				 “Something like that,” I said, winking at them, then leaned in, quickly giving each a kiss on the cheek. “I’ll be in touch tomorrow night, I promise.”
			

			
				 “Be careful!” they cried out after me as I darted back out into the hallway. 
			

			
				 We hadn’t been the only ones to see that strange flash, nor hear that gunfire. The open-air hallways were crowded with frightened onlookers, all staring out into the dark, in the general direction of where the flash had come. 
			

			
				 The gunfire died down, along with the distant screaming, but I pumped my legs harder, sprinting back to my room for my gear. 
			

			
				 I didn’t know what the hell was happening on the other side of this island, but I had a feeling that Parallax Technologies had something to do with it. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Four
			

			
				 With the uproar around the resort, I got past the security checkpoint without a hitch. The guards were trying to assuage people’s fears, with one higher-ranking guy repeating across the resort's PA system that, “THE DISTURBANCES YOU HEARD EARLIER WERE JUST DUE TO AN ELECTRICAL PROBLEM ELSEWHERE ON THE ISLAND.”
			

			
				 Yeah right, buddy. 
			

			
				 Though Pearl Island was privately owned – as in, no natural residents, just guests and employees – the resort still had a twelve-foot-high wrought iron gate stretching around the property. This was to deter potential thieves who might creep onto the island by boat undetected, looking to snatch some goodies from unwary travelers. 
			

			
				 Once I crept past the big iron gates and the luminescent glow of the resort was at my back, the idyllic tropical paradise became considerably not a paradise. 
			

			
				 Traipsing through the dark with cloying humidity, the night alive with buzzing insects and slithering creepy-crawlies, the island essentially became a mini rainforest, dense with trees and treacherous footing, sudden slopes in the earth and muddy slicks with exposed tree roots, eager to catch an ankle. 
			

			
				 Good thing I never came unprepared. 
			

			
				 Though dawn was rapidly approaching – my night with Trish and Olivia had gone on longer than it seemed – I still had several hours of darkness remaining before daybreak. For this, I had night vision goggles, a light headset with a four-hour battery. Getting through the dark was still a tough slog – the world was visible now, but still just bathed in varying layers of chartreuse – but at least I wasn’t totally blind. 
			

			
				 In my backpack, I had water, a bit of food, my camera and voice recorder, plus backups. I laid on the bug spray nice and thick – it wasn’t my first stroll through a tropical wilderness, after all – and made out for the general direction of that strange blue-green flash. 
			

			
				 I had a rough layout of the island committed to memory. Basically, there were two major areas – the resort itself and what the staff referred to as the EOS, or the ‘employees only sector.’ Pearl Island Resort was pretty damn big, but given the needs of the island, the EOS was even bigger. 
			

			
				 The EOS was home to lodgings for hundreds of employees, a large port to accommodate deliveries, even a small air strip. There was a sizable amount of security supplies – firearms, basic riot gear – and a small medical facility that could serve up to a dozen non-critical patients at a time. 
			

			
				 A big operation, yes, and if that strange flash had come from the general direction of the EOS, I might have bought the explanation that the disturbance had just been an equipment malfunction. 
			

			
				 Except the flash – and the ensuing screaming and gunfire – had come from a completely different direction. 
			

			
				 So there I was, trotting through the humid dark, swatting fist-sized bugs away from my face, watching the world through a disorienting black-green filter, heading toward what appeared to be nothing but empty rainforest. 
			

			
				 Luckily, the years I’d spent in war-ravaged areas gave me a decent sense of direction. You needed one, especially when you were reporting from a corner of the world without reliable internet access, no cell phones or GPS, where sometimes even physical maps were unreliable given the chaos that came after a bombing campaign. 
			

			
				 With one night-vision-filtered eye on my compass, I headed northwest, the general direction of where I’d seen the flash, stepping carefully, keeping my ears open, and most importantly, keeping my head down, because if there’d already been one bout of gunfire, then there could easily be another. 
			

			
				 By the time I found the perimeter fence, dawn was already cracking over the eastern horizon. But hell, forget the gunfire – I nearly met an ugly end when I saw the fence itself. 
			

			
				 Almost reflexively, I reached out to touch the fence…then paused, listening as I pulled off the night vision goggles.
			

			
				 There was a muted, borderline inaudible hum. A slight change in the air, like hidden energy was sizzling quietly right in front of my face. 
			

			
				 It’s an electric fence, I realized. 
			

			
				 An electric fence, here? Within walking distance of the resort? That seemed almost unthinkably irresponsible, especially considering the amount of alcohol they served. It would only take one drunken idiot wandering through the dark…
			

			
				 Or one stubborn war reporter who doesn’t know when to take a night off, I thought with a defiant smile. 
			

			
				 I knelt by the fence, in some bushes. About a hundred yards from where I squatted, I heard movement beyond the fence, boots moving swiftly across concrete slabs, the sounds of heavy mechanical doors opening and closing. Distant voices, too, all speaking English by the sound of it, though they were too far off for me to hear anything worth noting. 
			

			
				 There was a concrete structure seemingly built into a rock wall, hinting at something larger either within the hills or possibly running beneath them. 
			

			
				 Now and then, a frantic person in a white coat would dash past, usually with a security officer or two running along with them. 
			

			
				 In the growing daylight, the structure built into the hill looked more like a miniature version of a military-grade nuclear bunker, all thick concrete and reinforced doors. 
			

			
				 The main entry was wide enough for a tractor-trailer to pull through, with armed men patrolling a checkpoint along the wide concrete driveway. 
			

			
				 “What the hell does Parallax Technologies have going on down here?” I wondered aloud. 
			

			
				 And then I got a taste of it. 
			

			
				 Quite literally, the ground shook, like a small-scale earthquake, grinding tectonic plates moving right beneath my feet. I wobbled to the side then caught myself before face-planting in the muck. 
			

			
				 The security personnel manning the front entrance felt it, too, swaying from side to side before shouting for updates on their radios. 
			

			
				 Somewhere beyond the big concrete entryway, there came a shriek, then another blue-green flash that pulsed otherworldly through the structure and the hill itself, a garish glare passed straight through thick physical barriers. 
			

			
				 I reeled backward seeing blue-green sunspots, falling back onto my ass – mud splattering beneath me – as the familiar chorus of gunshots and screams roared from somewhere beyond the concrete barriers.
			

			
				 There was a BOOM, like a thundercrack, and the towering steel doors at the front entrance lurched outward, half-blasted from the hinges. The guards posted outside spun toward the entryway, guns at the ready, but they turned tail and sprinted when a massive, writhing shape clapped up against the doors again. 
			

			
				 The guards fled, blindly shooting behind them, and then a small mob of officers and lab techs and maintenance workers burst out of a secondary exit, each pushing and shoving, running for their lives. 
			

			
				 But running from what?
			

			
				 No sooner did I wonder that, the ground began to split beyond the fence. Wide fissures appeared in the concrete like cracked eggshells. I blinked, not believing my eyes, as I watched fleshy pods sprout from the cracks, pale green-white sacks, somewhere between a large mushroom and a hunk of living meat. 
			

			
				 The pods burst and thin writhing worms like jellyfish tendrils burst out, catching the fleeing workers by their legs, their hands, pulling them down screaming. 
			

			
				 Maybe six or seven of the fifty-or-so workers were caught, pulled down and smothered…but they quickly popped back onto their feet, their flesh now rapidly becoming the same gross green-white shade as the sacks. 
			

			
				 Without thinking, I pulled out my camera and began snapping pictures of the chaos, driven more by my instinctive need to document the story rather than self-preservation. More than once, a fleeing worker reached the fence, either not remembering the danger or simply ignoring it, and when they touched the fence were rocked by a few hundred volts. 
			

			
				 Sizzling in their shoes, those unfortunate goofs died on the spot, flopping down to the concrete, still twitching. 
			

			
				 Behind the crowd, their infected colleagues faced an even uglier fate. Shrieking in pain, their limbs snapped and changed shape, bones breaking then reforming, thick fleshy tentacles sprouting from random points on their bodies. The word Lovecraftian shot through my mind as I looked on in awe, snapping picture after picture, still too locked in with my work to smarten up and make my escape.  
			

			
				 The Lovecraftians surged toward their old friends, biting and clawing, ripping away flesh with the hungry suckers on the undersides of their tentacles. The newly-infected only took a few seconds to turn, right before they began to scream with their bodies snapping into ugly, unnatural angles, tentacles sprouting like giant worms. 
			

			
				 My bowels tightened when I saw one particular Lovecraftian eyeing me up from fifty yards off, a pair of empty, hollow dead eyes filled with nothing but raw hunger. The Lovecraftian slobbered from three distinct, separate maws as it waddled toward me at a half-sprint, tentacles flailing, but the moment one of those fleshy appendages brushed against the electric fence, the creature shrieked and backed away. 
			

			
				 Well, the creatures seemed mindless, but they weren’t completely stupid. The Lovecraftian snapped its many jaws and flicked its appendage toward the fence again then backed away when it caught another jolt. 
			

			
				 Slowly, I breathed a sigh of relief. As long as the electric fence would deter the Lovecraftians, I wouldn’t have to worry about –
			

			
				 The sound of tires burning rubber, squealing across concrete broke my train of thought. I looked up and saw four security officers hauling ass in a modified Humvee, rifles pointed through the windows, firing shots at the growing number of mutants. 
			

			
				 The passenger was yelling, “Dude, make for the front gate!” as the driver of the Humvee peeled away. 
			

			
				 “No, you fucking idiots!” I growled. 
			

			
				 Rather than trying to hold a temporary perimeter to properly open the front gate and create an orderly exit for the (rapidly diminishing) survivors, the idiot security goofs just floored it, bashing the front gate to pieces, blowing a hole right through the only workable defense against the Lovecraftians. 
			

			
				 The Humvee caught a rock and spun, the riders screaming as the vehicle came down hard on its roof, the whole thing caving in like a cheap piece of aluminum. 
			

			
				 And, of course, the Lovecraftians came rushing out through the open gate in a writhing flood of pale green flesh. 
			

			
				 I lowered my camera, horror washing over me. 
			

			
				 A  horde of infectious monstrosities had just been set free. I looked back, toward the resort, where several hundred innocent people had absolutely no idea what was coming for them. 
			

			
				 Quickly, I stuffed my camera back into my backpack and crept away, keeping low and out of sight, praying I could get back to the resort before the mutants could –
			

			
				 <Chirp.>
			

			
				 It was a squeaking, yet oddly guttural sound. Like a mix between a quick bird chirp and the sound of raw sewage sloshing through a pipe. 
			

			
				 I froze, hearing awkward, waddling footsteps behind me. 
			

			
				 By the time I turned around, the Lovecraftian waddler was already shooting toward me, the creature with three maws, the one who’d been eyeing me up just a few seconds ago. 
			

			
				 “Fucker,” I grunted. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Five
			

			
				 I frantically pivoted to the right, dodging the mutant’s bum-rush, then took off in the opposite direction, through a thicket of trees and hanging vines, buzzing insects and bored-looking lizards. 
			

			
				 The Waddler rushed behind me, moving awkwardly but with deceptive speed, that ugly chirp ringing out as it gave chase. 
			

			
				 There was a steep slope up ahead, a downward cut into a ravine thick with weeds and bushes. Banking on the Waddler’s awkward gait, I took off down the slope, figuring the mutant wouldn’t be able to keep up. 
			

			
				 And it wouldn’t have, at its normal pace, but once again, the Lovecraftian proved to be more intelligent than it first seemed. 
			

			
				 <CHIRP!> came its guttural wet voice like a battle cry as it awkwardly, but decisively, leapt into the air. 
			

			
				 It came crashing down onto me like a fleshy missile, its jaws snapping and tendrils waving, claws swiping back and forth trying to bury themselves into me. Somehow, I rolled away without a scratch, but as soon as I got back on my feet, the Lovecraftian had already recovered. 
			

			
				 Escape wasn’t an option. Running like an idiot through the jungle just made it that much more likely that I’d snap an ankle and end up as the mutant’s easy dinner. I didn’t have much in the way of weapons, however…
			

			
				 I threw my backpack open and snatched my bug spray, plus an old cigarette lighter. I’d quit smoking years ago, but the lighter still had some butane in it. 
			

			
				 The Waddler shot forward. I raised the bug spray and flicked the lighter on and let loose, spraying an arc of flame at the mutant. 
			

			
				 The flame kissed the mutant’s pale green skin, instantly turning it black and charred, covered in cracks oozing blood and viscous foulness. The creature shrieked, yet still slashed with its claws and swung blindly with its thick tendrils. 
			

			
				 I pushed on, gritting my teeth, the stink of the burning bug spray making me gag as the crackling flames burned my nose hairs. 
			

			
				 “Die you fuck, die!” I growled as I shook the spray can back and forth, bathing the mutant in fire, backing it up against the slope. 
			

			
				 Within ten seconds of sustained burning, the Lovecraftian became visibly weakened. Its flailing limbs and slashing claws became slower, lazier, and its guttural chirps were falling to a pitiful pitch, like a dying rodent.  
			

			
				 Fire, the great goddamn equalizer! The Waddlers had surprising speed, strength, and dexterity – not to mention a low intelligence – but if I could just keep the bastard in the fire for a little while longer…
			

			
				 Alas, that was when the bug spray ran out of juice. 
			

			
				 “No, shit, no!” I yelped, shaking the can harder, trying to get just one more gout of fire, but the flames flickered out. 
			

			
				 The Waddler let out a low growl and lurched forward – dying but not quite there yet – and whipped one tentacle toward my face. 
			

			
				 I raised my hands in defense, dropping backward to evade another attack. I felt a sudden sharp pain on my left forearm. Its tentacle had gotten a grip on me, but only for a moment. 
			

			
				 <…chirp…> went the Waddler, listing almost drunkenly to the side. 
			

			
				 The tentacle went limp and dropped as the mutant wheezed, stumbled, and fell flat in the muck. 
			

			
				 It died a moment later, but I didn’t feel any safer. 
			

			
				 Its suckers had peeled a good chunk of flesh from my forearm, leaving it raw and bloody. My stomach dropped. 
			

			
				 I’d seen what happened to those who’d been bitten or scratched by the Lovecraftians. 
			

			
				 “Ah shit,” I grumbled, then fell on my ass, staring in muted dread at my ravaged forearm, wondering when the transformation would start. 
			

			
				*****
			

			
				 I wasn’t sure when I lost consciousness, but the fever-dream nightmares wrenched my guts into a knot. 
			

			
				 I saw rippling darkness full of creeping, slimy, living things with bulbous blind eyes that were never meant to see sunlight. I saw the unending throat of a dead planet, its wretched gullet slick and pink with its yawning maw cracked open a mile overhead, purple stars burning in a blood-red sky. 
			

			
				 My limbs ached down to my bones, the marrow boiling inside me. During the heat of the day, I’d wake up freezing. In the dark of night, I’d wake up sweltering. 
			

			
				 My nightmares were filled with the echo-songs of a billion hungry parasites united by the dark consciousness of a Mother Bug, a vast non-human not-quite-intelligence, more like the burning malice of a thousand dead worlds crystallized into a single shard of broken glass. 
			

			
				 In other words, it all sucked very much, but then I woke up.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Six
			

			
				 When I came to, I was hungrier than I’d ever been in my life. My muscles were cramped from dehydration, both from my fever and the sun. My tongue was swollen and the roof of my mouth felt like sandpaper. 
			

			
				 Yet, all things considered, I suppose I made out pretty good. As I looked at my forearm – scabbed up and scarred, but no worse for wear – I concluded that whatever virus turned humans into Lovecraftians, I was very much immune to it. 
			

			
				 And if I was immune to it, that meant others would be, too. Which meant survivors. 
			

			
				 After sucking some dirty water from a hole in the ground – disgusting and filled with little bugs, yet somehow the most delicious thing to ever touch my tongue – I gathered my backpack and set out, quietly, for the resort. 
			

			
				 The Lovecraftians were everywhere, lumpy misshapen Waddlers stalking through the trees, chirping at one another, howling at passing birds. I didn’t keep count, but I must have passed thirty or forty of them wandering at random.  
			

			
				 Now and again, one would shriek and take off at an awkward sprint-waddle, chasing down an animal. 
			

			
				 With my head low and my wits firmly about me, I drew closer to the resort without incident, yet as the big black iron gates came into view, I heard music. 
			

			
				 Doo-wop music, specifically, blasting at full volume. 
			

			
				 I paused, squatting in the bushes, sweat stinging my eyes. I fished some binoculars out of my backpack – a Sig Sauer ZULU6 model, military-grade – and fixed the sights toward the resort. 
			

			
				 No smoke, no fires rising from the resort buildings. No Waddlers beyond the gate, at least that I could see. 
			

			
				 But, crucially, I didn’t see any survivors, either. From my vantage point, the resort had turned into a ghost town. 
			

			
				 Then, however, something strange caught my eye. I zoomed in on the iron gate itself and saw crude wires attached to the bars. Zooming closer, I followed the wires back to small power couplings usually reserved for the maintenance workers. 
			

			
				 “The fuck?” I whispered. 
			

			
				 Zooming out, I almost missed the pale green lump of flesh lying motionless just outside the gate. A dead Lovecraftian. 
			

			
				 I refocused the lenses, getting a more detailed look at the dead Waddler. Its foremost tentacles were burned black at the edges. 
			

			
				 “Someone electrified the gate,” I whispered under my breath, a flicker of hope shooting up into my chest as I realized that there must have been survivors in the resort, after all. 
			

			
				 Knowing better than to act rashly, I held my position in the bushes, scanning the resort for movement. Crouching there for almost twenty minutes, yet another oddity occurred to me. 
			

			
				 The doo-wop music kept on playing, the same six songs on a loop, the same Frankie Valli-style earworms you’d hear in a cheesy old Italian restaurant. 
			

			
				 I stepped out from behind the bushes but froze when I heard a nearby chirp. I turned slowly, then came face-to-face with a particularly ugly Waddler that had somehow crept up behind me. 
			

			
				 “Tricky fucker,” I whispered, then swung my backpack off my shoulder, smashing the Lovecraftian in its mangled fish-like face, its big bulging frog’s eyes and pointed snout, then took off toward the resort before it could flail its tendrils at me. 
			

			
				 The ugly Waddler howled, drawing the attention of more, the ugly white-green mutants popping out of the humid rainforest seemingly by the dozen. I pushed myself harder, pumping my weary legs even as my muscles began to cramp again. 
			

			
				 I broke through the wilderness and my feet hit solid blacktop, the main driveway leading up to the resort’s front gates. I was only twenty yards out but already I was getting woozy – lack of food and dehydration and maybe the lingering effects of that Waddler’s bite on my arm – though I had no choice but to keep pushing. 
			

			
				 “HEY!” I shouted, as loud as I could, praying to God that some living human inside the resort would hear me. “I’VE GOT THESE MUTANT BASTARDS ON MY ASS OUT HERE, HELP ME OUT!”
			

			
				 At a wobbling sprint, I realized that if no one was around to open the gate for me, I’d have two options. 
			

			
				 The first was trying my luck at fighting the Waddlers off. A losing proposition if there ever was one. 
			

			
				 The other, well…I suppose grabbing hold of those electrified gate bars and frying myself to death beat getting torn to pieces by the Lovecraftians. 
			

			
				 “Man, talk about a rock and a hard place,” I grumbled as I staggered closer to the gate, close enough that I could hear the quiet thrum of the voltage surging through the iron bars.  
			

			
				 I chanced a look over my shoulder. 
			

			
				 “What the…”
			

			
				 Most of the Waddlers hung back by the trees, with only a few still giving chase along the road behind me. Why had the bulk of them backed off? 
			

			
				 Hell, of the handful still rushing after me, a few were already slowing down, shaking their mutated heads back and forth, slapping the sides of their heads, grunting in anguish, like they were suddenly in pain. 
			

			
				 Then, from the resort: “HOLY SHIT, IT’S ROB!” Olivia cried out. “TRISH, GET YOUR ASS OUT HERE, ROB’S BACK AND HE’S GOT UGLIES ON HIS TAIL!”
			

			
				 My heart flooded with joy when I heard Olivia’s voice, when I heard her crying out for Trish, pure relief that the two of them were still alive. 
			

			
				 As I looked ahead, I expected to see the two of them decked out like post-apocalyptic bombshells, camo fatigues and bandannas and bloody machetes in their hands. 
			

			
				 Instead, Olivia was barefoot in a black-and-white two-piece bikini, black thong and a white top, her buttery pale skin red at the shoulders from slight sunburn. Her hair was brushed back perfectly, with one island-style braid on the right side. She even had a pink tropical flower tucked behind her ear. 
			

			
				 Trish came barreling over to her, her skin glistening and wet, her soaked blonde hair damp on her shoulders. She wore a two-piece bikini as well, bright pink against her bronzed skin, cool water making her breasts glitter in the sun. 
			

			
				 They didn’t look like they’d been fighting off mutant monstrosities. They looked like they’d been hanging out by the pool. 
			

			
				 “ROB, MAKE FOR THE FRONT GATE BUT DON’T TOUCH THE BARS!” Olivia shouted. 
			

			
				 “YEAH, NO SHIT!” I hollered back, closing in, no more than fifty feet away. 
			

			
				 Behind her, Trish was stuffing a rag into a liquor bottle. She sparked a lighter, catching the end of the rag, then shouted “HEADS UP!” as she hurled the hastily-made Molotov in a high arc over the gate. 
			

			
				 The flame sizzled just over my head then came crashing down behind me, creating a burst of whiskey fire directly between me and the remaining Waddlers. They squealed in fright then backed off, deterred by the blaze. 
			

			
				 Olivia reached into the guard shack and flipped a switch. The front gates lurched open and I dashed inside before collapsing onto the pavement, sucking wind, my cramped muscles aching down to the nerve endings. 
			

			
				 Trish slid to her knees by my side, instantly offering me a bottle of cool water. I drank it greedily, the chill in my stomach so jarring that it made my head swim. 
			

			
				 Olivia shut the front gate. She paused, looking back up the driveway. The Waddlers had all vanished back into the forest. 
			

			
				 “Dude,” Trish said, her arms wrapped tight around me, clutching me to her breasts. “We thought you were dead. After the first few days you were gone…”
			

			
				 I paused, confused. “The first few days?” I echoed. “What the hell do you mean? How long was I out there?”
			

			
				 Olivia joined us, throwing herself in a three-way embrace with me and Trish. 
			

			
				 “Rob, you’ve been gone for over a week,” Olivia said, tears of joy cresting in her eyes as she planted a kiss on my cheek. “What the hell happened to you? How did you not end up turning into one of the Uglies?”
			

			
				 I laughed, taking another slug from the water bottle, then held up my scarred forearm. “Because I’m immune, apparently.”
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Seven
			

			
				 Not everyone died. The resort had been rapidly evacuated as the Waddler outbreak consumed the island, with the Parallax Tech security forces managing to hold off the worst of the horde as the staff coordinated a mass-escape-by-boat. 
			

			
				 “Not us, though,” Trish said. “Olivia got caught in our suite, three of those Uglies trying to break down the bathroom door to sink their teeth into her.”
			

			
				 Olivia sweetly rested her head on Trish’s shoulder, shooting her a loving smile. “And they’d have eaten me up if my best girlie in the world hadn’t busted in with a baseball bat and turned the Uglies into tapioca pudding.” Olivia slid her arms around Trish’s suntanned waist and squeezed her. “She’s my guardian angel.”
			

			
				 Trish blushed. “You better believe I am, bitch.”
			

			
				 After clearing out the Waddlers within the resort’s perimeter, Trish and Olivia got to work fortifying the place. 
			

			
				 It wasn’t all that difficult for two STEM graduates who weren’t afraid of hard work. 
			

			
				 They used existing power outlets to turn the perimeter gate into a high-voltage deterrent. The entire island ran on a combination of solar power and traditional fuel. 
			

			
				 “And now that everyone’s gone, we’re in no danger of running out of power,” Olivia commented. “Even when the gas runs out, as long as the sun still shines, Pearl Island Resort is going to have cold drinks and air conditioning.”
			

			
				 “Having power and supplies is great,” I said, but groaned when the same doo-wop playlist started up again, more Italian crooners from the Sixties. “But could we switch the music up?”
			

			
				 “No way!” they said together. 
			

			
				 “The Uglies hate doo-wop music,” Olivia smiled. “We figured that out almost right away.”
			

			
				 “Between Frankie Valli belting out cringey ballads and the electric fence, the Uglies pretty much leave us alone now,” Trish added. 
			

			
				 We were sitting at one of the resort’s main bars. Trish and Olivia were enjoying bright fruity cocktails. A stiff drink sounded like a great idea, but having been dehydrated for a goddamn week, I stuck with ice water for the time being. 
			

			
				 However, I was destroying plate after plate of curly fries and onion rings, courtesy of Olivia working the deep fryer back in the kitchen. 
			

			
				 “Listen ladies,” I said, wiping grease from my lips and slugging down another cool mouthful of ice water. “I think I know what happened. You know, with the Waddlers, or the Uglies, or whatever they’re called.”
			

			
				 Olivia and Trish glanced at one another.
			

			
				 “This entire resort is a front for a top-secret corporate operation,” I said. “Parallax Technologies, that’s the name. They must have been working on something dangerous in a hidden compound, something built in the hills, or maybe underground, and –”
			

			
				 “Yeah,” they said in unison. “We know.”
			

			
				 I raised an eyebrow. “Huh?”
			

			
				 “Here, look,” Olivia said, then snatched a remote from behind the bar and turned on the television bolted up on the wall behind us. 
			

			
				 CNN popped on the screen. The ‘Incident at Pearl Island Resort’ was the top story, with a concerned anchor speaking to a talking head while a clip showing the island itself – at a distance, a helicopter shot – surrounded by a United States naval blockade. 
			

			
				 “Holy shit,” I laughed. 
			

			
				 Warships were arrayed in a rough circle around the island with fighters, bombers, and surveillance craft making regular flyovers around the perimeter of the island. Curiously, though, they weren’t flying directly above the island.
			

			
				 I got the whole story in just about five minutes. 
			

			
				 Parallax Tech had been working on a teleportation system right here on the island. Instead of teleportation, though, they just managed to open a portal to some other dimension where – you guessed it – the germ for the Lovecraftian virus broke through. 
			

			
				 “Parallax came clean almost right away,” Olivia said, sipping her drink as she nibbled on an onion ring, her vampiric red lips closing daintily around the straw with each sip. “They’re kind of like the Umbrella Corporation, in the sense that they’re evil…”
			

			
				 “But they’re not like the Umbrella Corporation in the sense that their evil is more driven by the bottom line, rather than, like, being totally nefarious,” Trish finished. 
			

			
				 Indeed, with the mess on the island, Parallax went straight to the government begging for relief, figuring it was easier to take full responsibility for the disaster rather than trying to hide it. 
			

			
				 With the surviving escapees from the resort in medical holding and the naval blockade ready to blow away anything with a single Lovecraftian tentacle, the island itself was now safely – and fully – quarantined. 
			

			
				 As for the Lovecraftians, the media were calling the virus HIBs, for hostile infectious biologics. 
			

			
				 Essentially, the Lovecraftian virus was a semi-sentient form of cancer. It caused wild, unregulated cell growth with a zombie-like focus on infecting new hosts. Now, this didn’t mean every victim turned. Mostly because the Lovecraftians – despite their biological imperative to spread themselves – had the tendency to kill their prey rather than just infect them, which slowed the virus’s spread considerably.
			

			
				 The virus could only spread through contact in the bloodstream with a human host – thus far, there hadn’t been any Lovecraftian animals – through a bite or a scratch. 
			

			
				 “Then we’ve gotta get in contact with the government,” I said, pointing at my arm. “I mean, I got bitten and I didn’t turn. I’m immune!”
			

			
				 Olivia and Trish shared another smile, almost like they felt bad for me. 
			

			
				 Trish leaned across the table and squeezed my hands. “Listen, Rob…we know that you’re a reporter and you think you’re about to break a big story…”
			

			
				 “Aw God damn it!” I said, frustrated. “Are you telling me that not only does the world already know about the outbreak, but they know certain people are immune, too!?”
			

			
				 I suppose it was childish of me, still holding onto that prideful need to get the story first. Throughout my escape from the Lovecraftians, I didn’t have a lot of downtime to consider it, but deep down, I’d been hoping that despite all the horrors unfolding across the island, I might get recognition for being the first to report it, along with the possibility of immunity.
			

			
				 “According to preliminary tests,” Olivia explained almost gently, “the government estimates that twenty percent of the population is inherently immune to the virus. Apparently, they’re already well on their way to engineering a vaccine.”
			

			
				 I laughed at myself, then stole Olivia’s cocktail and took a sip. The rush of sugar and alcohol made me lightheaded. “Well, I’m glad you two broke the news to me gently,” I chuckled.
			

			
				 “The moment we saw you, we knew you were probably excited to, you know, do your whole journalism thing,” Trish said. 
			

			
				 “You just seemed so passionate about it,” Olivia added. 
			

			
				 “Pride comes before the fall,” I said, taking another sip of the cocktail. “Anyway, I suppose I should just be happy to be alive.”
			

			
				 We turned to the television screen again, a live update. It showed a high-resolution camera shot from a Navy warship. It zoomed in on a miscolored mass bobbing up and down in the water. 
			

			
				 A Lovecraftian floating in the current. The camera shot switched suddenly to a heat-vision version of the exact same angle, showing the pulsing red heat signature of the Lovecraftian. 
			

			
				 The anchor was going on: “…and because the HIBs have a markedly higher body temperature than humans, military officials are able to easily identify the biologics and deal with them accordingly…”
			

			
				 The heat-vision shot suddenly flared blinding white as a nearby Navy ship vaporized the Lovecraftian with a small explosive.
			

			
				 “Well it’s good to know America’s bloated military budget – and a shocking amount of corporate transparency – are keeping this bullshit from turning into a full-blown apocalypse, right?” Olivia asked. 
			

			
				 “They must know we’re here,” I said as they cut to another wide shot of the island. “The government and military, I mean.”
			

			
				 The girls shrugged. 
			

			
				 “The military is working under the assumption that there are survivors,” Trish explained. “They can’t do direct flyovers across the island for visual confirmation, though.”
			

			
				 Olivia nodded. “That subterranean portal thing scrambles their communication technology and cameras whenever they get too close to the island. The same goes for us, too. We tried communicating with the military – through our cell phones, through the internet, even through a damn HAM radio – but all we get is static.” 
			

			
				 I pushed the cocktail back to Olivia then leaned back in my chair, my head swimming from a combination of the news, the sip of alcohol, and the lingering effects of near-deadly dehydration. 
			

			
				 “So we’re stuck here until they find a cure,” I said. 
			

			
				 Olivia sighed, smiling. “The military won’t put rescue parties on the ground until they have a vaccine fully completed,” she said. “So yeah, you’re right. We’re stuck here.”
			

			
				 Trish giggled, sipping more of her cocktail. “Stuck here…completely safe from the Uglies as long as we stay inside the resort.”
			

			
				 “The more-or-less fully functional resort,” Olivia added, her smile intensifying. “With enough food, clean water, and treats to last us for, hell…months, I guess.”
			

			
				 Only now was it beginning to dawn on me that this mini-apocalypse had just led to me going on a prolonged vacation on an island paradise with two stunningly gorgeous women. 
			

			
				 “Well,” I laughed. “I could complain about our predicament…but I won’t.”
			

			
				 “Right?” the ladies said in unison. “When in Rome…”
			

			
				 I pushed away from the table, suddenly feeling much healthier than I had just a moment ago. “If you two will excuse me for a minute, I have to head back to my room.”
			

			
				 “Feeling sick?” they asked together. 
			

			
				 I shook my head, grinning. “No,” I answered. “I just want to change into my swim trunks. I’ve been meaning to try out that lazy river on the other side of the resort.” 
			

			
				*****
			

			
				 I came back down shirtless with swim trunks, a beach towel tossed over my shoulder and my skin layered with sunscreen. 
			

			
				 Olivia and Trish were lounging by the main pool, both having just gotten out of the water, the moisture still glistening on their skin. 
			

			
				 Under the hot sun, Trish’s tan looked extra golden, the sweat-sheen sparkling on every inch of bare flesh. 
			

			
				 Olivia lay with her legs crossed, the bright sunshine adding an almost porcelain-bright hue to her marble skin. She turned a bit, flashing the backside of her thighs, giving me a look at those colorful playing card tattoos. 
			

			
				 Trish sat up. Between them, there was a tray of fresh cocktails and a bowl of fruit, ripe and juicy, the colors popping deliciously. 
			

			
				 That, plus one empty beach chair.
			

			
				 “We brought snacks and drinks,” Trish grinned.
			

			
				 Olivia reached over and patted the empty beach chair. “And we saved you a seat,” she added. 
			

			
				 I sauntered over, picked up a drink, and took a long sip. “I usually don’t like drinking this early in the day,” I said. “But then again, it’s not like I have anywhere to be.”
			

			
				 I took my place between the ladies. The hot Caribbean sun kissed my face as I leaned back on the beach chair, the pool water lapping gently a few feet away. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Eight
			

			
				 After awhile, sipping cocktails and lounging by the pool turned into taking a dip. I watched the girls from afar at first, the way they inched into the water, crystal clear blue water kissing bronzed skin, porcelain skin, creeping up toned thighs as they shivered at the sudden chill, goosebumps rippling, water droplets soaking into their nylon bikini thongs. 
			

			
				 When they were waist deep with the water sloshing over their hips, Olivia cupped her hands around Trish’s ear and whispered something that made the blonde blush before breaking into a giggling fit. 
			

			
				 Trish slid an arm around Olivia’s waist, tan golden fingers sinking into Olivia’s wet, creamy white flesh, Trish’s pinky finger brushing lightly against Olivia’s black thong.
			

			
				 By the look in their eyes alone I knew what they wanted: A sequel to that steamy night we had before the outbreak. 
			

			
				 Olivia pulled Trish a little deeper, both of them still watching me with quiet desire in their eyes. Olivia glided her pale fingers across Trish’s chest, gently brushing her fingertips across the blonde’s breasts, Trish’s nipples hard as little candies beneath the pink nylon bikini top. 
			

			
				 Trish paused, giggling, and slid her hand across Olivia’s, making Olivia palm her breast. Olivia made a point to slowly circle the pad of her thumb around Trish’s nipple, teasing it to make it that much stiffer. 
			

			
				 “Why don’t you join us, Rob?” Olivia called out, her voice taking on a light but sharply sultry tone over the gentle sound of the lapping pool water. She drifted behind Trish and brushed the blonde’s hair aside then rested her chin sweetly on Trish’s shoulder. Olivia squeezed Trish’s breasts again, not so subtly this time. “The water is spectacular, come in and enjoy it with us.”
			

			
				 My cock was so hard it almost hurt. Every inch of me was drawn to the singular temptation of the two of them, that two-way telepathy merging two personalities into one sensual force. 
			

			
				 Their eyes grew narrow when I stood up and they saw my erection. As I eased into the pool, Olivia pinched Trish’s nipple ever so slightly and the blonde gasped in return. 
			

			
				 I swam out to them with three quick breast strokes then floated up beside them. I put one arm around Olivia’s waist and the other around Trish, their bodies firm and cool, the goosebumps on their flesh a pure delight to touch as I pulled them closer against my bare chest. 
			

			
				 This close, with the sun so bright, I was privy to all those little physical intimacies, a freckle here, a small beauty mark there, the way their hair clung wet and heavy to their shoulders, to their necks, to their skin. 
			

			
				 Olivia kept her chin resting on Trish’s bare shoulder, her front teeth biting down on her blood-red bottom lip, her silent yet yearning gaze practically begging me to kiss Trish, if so only she could watch up close. 
			

			
				 Taking Olivia’s hint, I tightened my grip around Trish’s waist and moved in to kiss her. Trish grabbed my arm eagerly, pulling me toward her…but then I felt her fingers brush against the scars on my forearm, where the Waddler had gotten me.
			

			
				 I stopped immediately, my heart plummeting down into the pit of my stomach. 
			

			
				 Just before Trish’s lips could touch mine, I forced myself to pull away. 
			

			
				 “Rob?” Trish asked. 
			

			
				 “What’s wrong?” Olivia pressed. 
			

			
				 “We can’t,” I said. 
			

			
				 I opened the space between us with a gentle backstroke. Olivia and Trish folded into one another, disappointment in their eyes. 
			

			
				 “Trust me, I wish I could,” I added, then held up my scarred forearm. “Except I’ve been infected.”
 “You’re immune, though,” they said in unison. 
			

			
				 “I’m immune to the infection, yeah,” I said. “But we don’t know if you two are. If you’re not…and I’m carrying some trace of the infection in my bloodstream…”
			

			
				 The ladies turned to one another, shivering again, but this time, not from the cool kiss of the water. 
			

			
				 “It’s okay,” I said, trying to sound level-headed despite my immense frustration. “Maybe once they figure out a working vaccine, maybe then…”
			

			
				 There was nothing left to say, nothing that I wanted to say. 
			

			
				 I dipped beneath the surface of the water and swam below, back to the edge, then pushed out, water sloshing off me, wishing to hell that I could have killed that Waddler that bit me all over again. 
			

			
				 I draped my towel over my shoulders and ignored the rest of my cocktail, stomping off toward my bedroom, praying that the military would get me off this goddamn island resort as soon as possible. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Nine
			

			
				 Back in my room, I sat on the bed, dejected and angry. The afternoon wore on into evening. When I looked out my window, I could make out the faint shapes of the Navy ships, gray-white juts out on all that blue water. 
			

			
				 As night fell, the shapes remained vaguely visible from the ships’ lights, along with the periodic WOOSH of aircraft taking off. 
			

			
				 I’d cracked open the room’s mini bar, with four unopened vodka shooters sitting on the bedside table, each one like a bullet in the chamber of a loaded gun. 
			

			
				 Yeah, I suppose I should have been grateful just to be alive. 
			

			
				 First, I was immune to the Lovecraftian virus. Then I managed to elude the Waddlers as I lay thrashing and sick for a week. 
			

			
				 But hell, can you blame me for being a little disappointed?
			

			
				 It was one thing to miss out on breaking the Pearl Island infection story. That, I could live with. I’d been beaten to the punch on stories before, every journalist has – war reporters included – and we all learn to live with it. 
			

			
				 BUT.
			

			
				 I almost had two gorgeous women all to myself for the foreseeable future, only to realize that so much as kissing them could have endangered both of their lives. 
			

			
				 “I’d have traded that story for another night with the two of them, anyway,” I grumbled to myself. 
			

			
				 I opened one of the vodka shooters then switched on the television, pausing to flip through the channels before I took a drink. 
			

			
				 CNN popped on the screen, some announcement from the White House press secretary. The guy was downright giddy as he read the White House’s official update on the Pearl Island incident. 
			

			
				 I sat up straighter when I saw the banner headline across the bottom of the screen just below the excited politico: “MAJOR BREAKTHROUGH IN DRIVE TO FIND PEARL ISLAND VIRUS VACCINE.”
			

			
				 My heart hammered so hard I thought I might go into cardiac arrest as I listened to the update.
			

			
				 “…researchers have discovered that the blood from individuals with natural immunity – especially after they’ve been bitten or scratched by a hostile infection biologic – can be used in transfusions as an effective vaccine…”
			

			
				 I dropped the vodka shooter. The tiny bottle hit the floor and toppled over, vodka seeping into the carpet. 
			

			
				 “…and preliminary research has confirmed that all fluid contact with an immune person who has been bitten or scratched by a HIB is not only safe, but almost certainly another manner of immunization…”
			

			
				 I paused, my heartbeat ratcheting up a few ticks. 
			

			
				 Blood AND fluids…what does that mean?
			

			
				 “…with top researchers concluding that sexual activity with an immune individual who has been bitten or scratched is safe and effective as a vaccination method provided that the immune individual is otherwise healthy…”
			

			
				 I shot off the bed like it had been spring loaded, my bare feet slapping against the carpeted floor, my body bristling from the air-conditioned chill of the room but my blood pumping at a hot sizzle through my veins regardless. 
			

			
				 Fueled by adrenaline and delayed lust, I burst out of my room, the smile on my face feeling so permanent that it was practically chiseled from stone. 
			

			
				 I rushed down the hallway veranda then flew down the stairs, bounding two and three steps at a time. Halfway back to the main pool, I began shouting for them. 
			

			
				 “Trish!” I hollered, breathless and panting, my lungs burning from my full-speed sprint. “Olivia! Have you two seen the goddamn news!?”
			

			
				 I raced through a dining room and bounded over the bar, plates and glass beer mugs clattering as I dashed out to the main patio as a doo-wop soundtrack boomed in my ears. 
			

			
				 I came to a skidding stop by the pool, the night sky alive with stars, the in-ground lighting turning the water into a shifting bright sapphire glare. 
			

			
				 Looking to the right, then the left, I saw they were gone. 
			

			
				 Well shit, it had been a few hours…
			

			
				 “TRISH! OLIVIA!” I cried out. 
			

			
				 Then, twenty yards back from where I came, I heard more dishes clattering, the sound of glasses shattering on a dining room floor. 
			

			
				 I raced back toward the dining room, rounding the corner then NEARLY colliding with Trish as she came gunning in the opposite direction. 
			

			
				 “Rob!” she yelped as I cut to the side and caught her by the hips, avoiding our collision. My fingers sank into the tender golden flesh of her abdomen as I steadied her, laughing as we made eye contact. 
			

			
				 “Have you seen the –”
			

			
				 “Yes, we both saw the news,” she grinned. “We were trying to find you, so we split up, and…and…”
			

			
				 We both fell silent. I stepped back, taking in the full view of Trish in her stunning outfit, a skimpy island-style two-piece dress, swirling aquamarine colors on the sleeveless top, the neck cut low, the thin, colorful fabric pulled tight and snug against her chest. 
			

			
				 Her midriff was fully bared, the top only extending down to the top of her ribcage, her abdomen otherwise fully revealed. With the night’s cloying humidity not letting up, her belly shone with a thin layer of sweat, little droplets clinging to her flesh, as if her stomach was covered in miniature diamonds. 
			

			
				 The bottom portion of the dress had a similar aqua-themed multicolored pattern, swirling blues and greens and light magenta shades, slits open by her hips, her toned thighs showing through the wide cuts.  
			

			
				 She was barefoot, her toenails covered in a fresh layer of bright blue polish, those gemstone anklets resting loose over her ankles. 
			

			
				 Trish looked up into my eyes, a bashful, somewhat nervous smile spreading across her pink lips. 
			

			
				 Just then, I realized I still had her by the waist, my thumbs caressing the sweat-slick skin of her abdomen, my palms resting against her hips. 
			

			
				 Trish’s nervous smile melted away into something more muted, something hinting at a quiet, yet simmering desire, and she casually brushed a stray hair out of her face, tucking it behind her ear. 
			

			
				 “I really want you to vaccinate me against the virus,” she whispered. 
			

			
				 I nodded. “Really, it’s the most responsible thing we could do at this point,” I answered. 
			

			
				 I inched a little closer. So did she. 
			

			
				 Her lips smacked quietly when she added, “You really need to vaccinate both of us, but I’m not sure where Olivia went to look for you…”
			

			
				 “I’ll find her right after,” I whispered, then yanked Trish against my chest, one hand up on her chin, tilting her head back as I pressed my lips to hers. 
			

			
				 She whimpered quietly as she parted her lips, giving me entry, draping her arms around me as I slid my tongue past her teeth. 
			

			
				 She curled her tongue back, almost tentatively, before moaning against my kiss and pushing it forward in reciprocation. 
			

			
				 I slid my fingers through her golden hair, letting it tickle over my knuckles then tightened my grip on her waist before thrusting her back against the wall behind her. 
			

			
				 “…oh!...” she gasped at my sudden grip. 
			

			
				 I broke our kiss, pausing only to look into her eyes for one ravenous moment before I kissed her chest hungrily, my lips smacking down between her tits, my tongue trailing along the firm contours of her belly as I got down on one knee and thrust my hands up beneath the slits of her dress. 
			

			
				 With my lips pressed against her bare belly, I looked up at her. Her lips twisted in anticipation and she reached down greedily, digging her fingertips into my bare shoulders, urging me to kiss lower. 
			

			
				 Grinning, I reached deeper beneath her dress, my fingertips now brushing across a tight black pair of cotton panties. 
			

			
				 I brushed my thumb up along the middle. She shivered as I traced along the imprint of her mound, as I pressed my thumb lightly across her clit, a little pink button hidden under that dark cotton. 
			

			
				 As I ran my tongue in a small circle around her belly button, I gave her panties a sudden tug, yanking them halfway down to her knees. She wiggled her hips, letting them drop further, and I swept the middle flap of her dress aside as I set my eyes on her dripping pink cleft with that tidy tuft of blonde pubic hair situated above. 
			

			
				 She hooked her right thigh around my shoulder. I kissed the inside of that bronzed thigh, nibbling lightly on her skin as I worked my way inward, with Trish slowly starting to grind her hips, serpent-style. 
			

			
				 Her fingertips sank deeper into my shoulders and her thigh tightened around me when I brushed my lips light against her labia, nuzzling the tip of my nose quickly against her clit, no more than a glancing touch that nevertheless made her shiver. 
			

			
				 “Kiss it,” she panted, her voice scarcely more than a whisper. “Kiss it, kiss it, make me cum…”
			

			
				  I opened my mouth an inch and brushed against her clit, teasing it with my lower lip. Already, her pink button was engorged, her cleft dripping. 
			

			
				 When I slid two fingers up into her, her walls tightened at once. She leaned back against the wall, her face turned toward the ceiling, the light muscles straining in her neck as I flicked my tongue across her cherry. 
			

			
				 She was fully writhing her hips now, grinding her wet sex against my kisses, against my tongue circling around her nub. 
			

			
				 She pulled at her top, yanking it down, her firm bronzed tits jiggling slightly as she freed them. Trish tugged at her breasts, catching her nipples between her forefingers and her thumbs, groaning as she twisted gently. 
			

			
				 I ran my tongue from the bottom of her pussy back up to her clit. She squealed then, raising one fist to her mouth, gnawing on her knuckle as she stared down with raw lust dripping from her gaze. 
			

			
				 “God, Rob, you’re making me cum…”
			

			
				 By then, my mouth was drenched with her dew, a sticky-sweet mess that I took as a badge of pride. Urged on by her admission, I slid my fingers deeper up into her, curving them to hit her inner sensitivity, then closed my lips lightly around her clit and sucked. 
			

			
				 Her voice broke as she shrieked, a breathless gasp of an exhalation as her body shuddered from top to bottom, her fingertips pressing tighter around her nipples, her hips writhing almost automatically as her knees began to buckle.  
			

			
				 I was up on my feet again. Trish supported herself by leaning against the wall, her inner thighs wet from her discharge, her nipples hard as nails, her hips swaying gently from side to side as she waited for me to move on her again. 
			

			
				 I would have preferred a bed, but the closest one might as well have been on the moon. 
			

			
				 Gripping her by the waist again, I spun her, making her face the wall, and she reflexively thrust her ass back against me, realizing precisely what I wanted next. 
			

			
				 I brushed her blonde hair over her left shoulder, exposing her back, the nape of her neck. I loosened my swimming trunks with one hand as I ran the other down that bare golden expanse, running my fingertips along the curves of her spine. 
			

			
				 She gazed back at me, a come-hither side eye, and licked her pouty pink lips. When she spoke next, she did so quietly, yet with an unmistakable desire in her voice. 
			

			
				 “You’re going to fuck me now, aren’t you?” 
			

			
				 I gripped my hard cock at the base and pressed the tip against her wet breach. “You know exactly what I’m going to do,” I responded. 
			

			
				 I leaned forward, putting my hungry mouth between her shoulder blades, gently kissing that gorgeous bronzed skin as I thrust into her, my hood pressing between her labia, her lower lips parting smooth and wet as my girth slid inside. 
			

			
				 Her dress was a rumpled clump around her waist, the aquamarine fabric puffed up over her ass as I clapped my hips against her, the subtle ripple of her golden ass cheeks a mesmerizing sight. 
			

			
				 I held myself there, grinding my tip against her back walls, my kisses between her shoulder blades becoming more passionate as I worked my way up to the base of her neck, a loose strand of blonde hair tickling my nose. 
			

			
				 “Touch me,” she squeaked, and Trish peeled my right hand away from her hip and thrust it between her thighs, her lips peeling back against her teeth with her breath fogging the wall as I touched her cherry. 
			

			
				 I worked my hand down there as I thrust in and out of her, my fingertips controlling her lust like I was plucking guitar strings. The loud clap-clap-clap rhythm of our hips grew more intense, faster and harder, and the wet texture inside her pussy wrapped tight around my cock only grew tighter, the grip of her walls ceaseless, a sort of pleasure that was almost stifling. 
			

			
				 I kissed toward her bare shoulder, parting my lips, nibbling lightly on her flesh, just hard enough to leave a mark as I sucked on that gorgeous tan skin. 
			

			
				 Then, her legs trembled. Her muscles strained and her knees wobbled and her hand shot back, twisting in my hair, pulling my lips harder against her bare shoulder as a wet eruption turned her thighs into a slick mess. 
			

			
				 “I want your cum,” she panted as she came. “Give me what I want, give me every drop…”
			

			
				 The pleasure tightened in my lower abdomen, a fiery release that shot up from the depths of me. My cock shifted inside her then exploded.
			

			
				 My abdomen tightened into a knot as I pushed deeper, painting her cervix with my shot, my hips locked tight against her ass cheeks, as physically close as two human beings could get. 
			

			
				 “Don’t pull out yet,” she whispered. She paused for a moment, looking over to the side, then continued: “Just stay deep, okay? Stay deep and don’t pull out yet…”
			

			
				 I nodded, in no hurry whatsoever to escape the wet grip of her cunt. Just as my cock began to go soft, she clenched her inner muscles, tightening her walls around my fading erection.
			

			
				 “Fuck,” I grunted as she gave me another squeeze. 
			

			
				 “Don’t pull out yet, not yet…” she continued, and I was so lost in the next squeeze of her slit that I scarcely noticed her sly smile as she looked off to the side again. 
			

			
				 Along with tightening her walls around me, she began shifting her hips, as well, and despite the utter completeness of my prior release, within just a few seconds I was fully hard all over again. 
			

			
				 “Is he ready for another round, Trish?” Olivia asked, unseen, off to the right. 
			

			
				 I shot my head around, glimpsing the dark-haired girl with the vampire’s smile as she swaggered up beside us, her eyes full of hungry delight as she watched her best friend grind herself against me. 
			

			
				 “I think so,” Trish giggled, then gave me one more squeeze.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter Ten
			

			
				 While Trish had decided to dress up for the night, Olivia made the decision to dress down, but she looked just as stunning. 
			

			
				 In lieu of a flowing dress or more skimpy swimwear, Olivia elected to rock a simple black tube top, strapless with bare shoulders, a plunging neckline with a quarter-zip, the slider tugged down, the brass teeth parting to show the inward slopes of her breasts. 
			

			
				 The top was skin-tight, air-sealed from her tits down to an inch or so above her belly button, leaving a few inches of bare, kissable white flesh exposed. 
			

			
				 She wore simple cloth shorts, one size too small, her ass stuffed into the deep red fabric just a shade lighter than her vampire smile. The tight red shorts left very little to the imagination, so tight that I could even see that Olivia had neglected to wear panties, just cloth on skin, so tight that I could make out the outlines of her sex between her thighs, the soft curvature of her mound, a slight wrinkled depression where the fabric pulled tight against the cleft of her pussy. She had sandals on her feet, her prim and pretty white toes wiggling just over the edge of the rubber soles as she stepped closer.
			

			
				 I pulled out of Trish, finally, and she responded with a faint, barely audible moan at even that subtle motion, yet the squeezing massage she’d given me with her pussy had done the job: My cock was fully erect again, as hard as it had ever been. 
			

			
				 I backed away from Trish. She started to fix her rumpled dress but Olivia stopped her, one halting hand on the blonde’s bare shoulder. 
			

			
				 “No, not yet,” Olivia laughed. “I want to get a closer look.” She paused, shifting her eyes from Trish back to me, then back to Trish once more. “It just looks so…”
			

			
				 They locked eyes, both grinning.
			

			
				 “It just looks so yummy,” they said in unison, their two-way silent-speak blending with their lust. 
			

			
				 Trish spun on a dime, her back against the wall again, her dress still hiked up around her waist, leaving visible the messy, dripping slick between her thighs. 
			

			
				 Olivia closed in on her, but paused to look back at me. From behind, I saw that the combination of her tube top and her tight, skimpy cloth shorts left every inch of her body art on display, the Ace of Spades situated just above her ass, the King and Queen looking regal on the back of her thighs, the varying shades of red and black tattoo ink blending with skin white as cream. 
			

			
				 “I think I should run a quick test on your vaccination, Rob,” Olivia purred. 
			

			
				 “Research on new vaccines is really important, yeah,” I smiled, watching them closely, my attention laser-focused. 
			

			
				 She turned back to Trish. Trish leaned against the wall, a small smirk on her pouty pink lips, as her best friend leaned in a bit closer. 
			

			
				 Olivia caught Trish by the chin, holding her tightly, then slowly brushed the pad of her thumb cross Trish’s lips. Trish pursed her lips and kissed Olivia’s thumb, but only for a heartbeat, because then her lips shot open in an O-shape, her lips shaking. 
			

			
				 Olivia had just thrust her free hand up between Trish’s thighs. She sank two fingers deep into Trish’s nectary, easing her fingers inside of Trish up to her knuckles. 
			

			
				 A sharp smile crept across Olivia’s lips as she worked her fingers deep inside of her best friend. Of course, Olivia hadn’t forgotten to apply just a bit of pressure to Trish’s clitoris, her thumb pressed lightly against Trish’s perky pink button. 
			

			
				 Trish clawed at Olivia’s shoulders, leaning forward to kiss her, but Olivia flashed a naughty smile and stopped Trish in her tracks with one upraised forefinger pressed against those pink, almost petulant lips. 
			

			
				 “Hold on, not quite yet,” Olivia whispered. 
			

			
				 She worked her fingers deeper and deeper into Trish, swirling them, circling them, teasing her clit all throughout. The way she touched Trish, it became all too clear to me that these two had an intimate knowledge of each other’s bodies – and erogenous zones – because in just a few short seconds, Olivia’s gentle touch brought Trish to a small, but shuddering orgasm. 
			

			
				 Trish’s fist shot back to her mouth, as it did when I made her cum, and she gnawed on her knuckle as she came. 
			

			
				 Olivia licked her lips with a contented grin then slowly pulled her hand out from between Trish’s thighs. 
			

			
				 Her fingers were wet, slicker than sin. She slipped her forefinger and middle finger into her mouth and tightened her lips around them, tasting the echoes of my seed, the lingering wetness of Trish’s pussy. 
			

			
				 As Olivia was enjoying her appetizer, her free hand shot backward, toward me, catching me by the base of my cock. 
			

			
				 She turned to me, a look in her eyes telling me that I could do anything I wanted to her. 
			

			
				 Indeed, dirty thoughts were roaring through my psyche as I watched her lick her fingers clean, with Trish leaning vulnerable and willing against the wall, her legs still parted, her dripping sex just begging to be kissed. 
			

			
				 “It looks like you have some naughty thoughts brewing in your head, Rob,” Olivia giggled. She gave my cock a stroke, causing me to grimace as I kept my pleasure in check. “Go on. Do what you want with me.”
			

			
				 “Yeah, I’ve got some ideas,” I said as I stepped behind her, brushing the tip of my hard cock against her ass. 
			

			
				 I put one hand on her bare hip then grabbed a shock of her black hair, yanking her head back, exposing her slender white neck. I kissed the skin just above her artery, felt the heartbeat reverberating through her throat. 
			

			
				 “I’m going to fuck you while I watch you kiss her,” I whispered to Olivia as I nibbled softly on her neck. 
			

			
				 Olivia grinned, leaning back against me, stroking my cock without missing a beat. Still locked in the grip I had on her dark hair, Olivia grabbed Trish by the scruff of her dress and pulled her close, eyeing up Trish’s soft pink lips. 
			

			
				 They came together in slow, deliberate, luscious kiss, the shifting pink shapes of their tongues dancing through the seams between their lips, the moist smack of vampire red on pouty pink, Trish giving herself over to Olivia’s forceful grip, moaning as she tasted the lingering taste of her nectar and my seed on her best friend’s tongue. 
			

			
				 “That was nice,” I said quietly. “But not necessarily what I mean.”
			

			
				 I enveloped Olivia from behind, sucking on her earlobe then gradually guided her down to her knees. 
			

			
				 Trish, with a sparkle in her eye, realized what was coming next and followed us to the floor. 
			

			
				 With a sudden shift, I grabbed Olivia by the hips and rolled her onto her back. She arched her spine, grinning naughtily at me then looked upward, toward Trish’s messy sex as the blonde straddled Olivia’s face. 
			

			
				 I tugged at Olivia’s cloth shorts, yanking the sinful red fabric off, then licked my lips when I saw her bright pink labia, all ready with a dripping sparkle-shine, a wet flower topped with a black tuft of hair. 
			

			
				 Trish lowered her sex to Olivia’s mouth then moaned when Olivia slid her tongue inside, her blood-red lips working busily against Trish’s pink cleft, reaching up blindly, touching Trish’s nub for an extra jolt. 
			

			
				 Hungry for a taste myself, I buried my face between Olivia’s thighs, lavishing her cunt with one long lick from my tongue before I teased her clitoris with my nose. 
			

			
				 Olivia’s muscles tightened in response, moaning quietly – and wetly – against Trish’s mound. 
			

			
				 Devouring her rendered my mouth wet all over again, a crystalline glaze across my lips, running down my chin, and Olivia’s body heaved between me and Trish as she came, shuddering, her heels squeaking against the floor. 
			

			
				 Olivia seemed that much more determined to make her friend cum, and she was still trembling from her orgasm when she squeezed Trish’s bronze thighs, working her tongue deeper into that dripping pink furrow. 
			

			
				 Trish was grinding herself almost furiously against Olivia’s mouth, her moans going up to a shrieking pitch as her tits heaved with every breath. 
			

			
				 Trish yanked Olivia’s top up to her neck, exposing those firm porcelain tits and candy-colored nipples stiff as sin. She toyed with Olivia’s breasts, teasing and lightly pinching Olivia’s nipples as the dark-haired girl brought the blonde to another release. 
			

			
				 “Livy, fuck!” Trish gasped. 
			

			
				 Olivia kissed the insides of Trish’s trembling thighs for a moment, but Trish rolled away from her, trembling from head to toe, needing relief, time to catch her breath. 
			

			
				 Olivia arched her spine again, tucking her chin into her sternum as she gazed down at me watching from between her thighs. 
			

			
				 The wet sheen on Olivia’s lips spurred the fires within me, taking my lust up another notch, and I pivoted onto her, mounting her as she wrapped her pale thighs around my hips then I entered her with a desperate thrust, eager to bury myself in the slick glory awaiting me between her legs.
			

			
				 “Rob, fuck me,” she whimpered, her pale form straining with tense muscle as she clutched her arms around my neck, thrusting downward, taking me deeper, her voice seeming to break into a thousand pieces when she felt my tip meet her cervix.  
			

			
				 I growled as her walls enclosed around me, snug and warm and slick with honey, and the simple rhythm of sliding in and out of her nearly made my vision go hazy. 
			

			
				 “Livy,” I panted. “I don’t know how long…”
			

			
				 She just moaned and responded by squeezing her thighs tighter around my waist, her heels digging into my lower back as her fingernails scraped pleasant divots into my shoulder blades. 
			

			
				 The simmering enthusiasm of her reflexive response drove me haywire, groaning as I pinned her down, thrusting until my balls clapped against her ass, and thoroughly emptied myself inside the dark-haired beauty. 
			

			
				 By then, with two successive rounds under my belt, I was more than exhausted. I hadn’t even realized I was sweating, but I noticed now, salty rivulets streaming down the sides of my face, my brow soaked. 
			

			
				 Yet Olivia didn’t mind. She merely held me tighter against her bare form, her legs still wrapped tight around me, rocking her hips back and forth, almost like she could make me cum a second time in a row. 
			

			
				 I laughed and lay my head against her chest. Trish lay next to us, on her side, her head resting on one upturned palm while she kept her other hand protectively over her mound, still reeling from her multiple orgasms. 
			

			
				 “Am I the only one who kind of hopes that this quarantine doesn’t end for a good long time?” I asked as I caught my breath. 
			

			
				 “Not at all,” Trish and Olivia said together. 
			

			
				 Above us, belting out through the speakers bolted to the ceiling, the doo-wop playlist started again. 
			

			
				 It had begun to annoy me before. 
			

			
				 Now, I was starting to get used to it.
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