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Do you want to see my etchings?
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"Poor Tiffany," Kara says as she and Janine wind their way through the crowds of revelers on the beach, just a few steps from Kara's Aunt Lydia's time share on South Padre Island. The thump of music from the string of bars, clubs, and restaurants on the main strip competes with the hum of the crowd and the steady din of waves lapping the sand. "Stuck at that half empty resort with her parents, when she could be partying with us!"

"Tragic," says Janine, sipping from the red plastic cup in her hand. "But that means more booze for us, right?"

"Booze and boys," says Kara, casting her eyes along the beach thronging with spring break partiers. There are plenty of young men on hand: some wearing knee-length board shorts, some with cutoff jeans, a few — foreign exchange students, maybe? — wearing tight little briefs that provided plenty of clues about what's concealed inside.

Janine stops and puts her arm around Kara's shoulders, then holds the phone dangling by a strap from her wrist above her head and snaps a selfie. The surf washes warm and gentle across their feet.

"Feeling a little boy crazy?" Janine asks with a smirk, giving Kara a little tug by the waist as they continue down the beach.

"Hey, it's been a dry spell," Kara says. "Ever since Scott — "

"A curse on his name," says Janine.

"Yes! A curse! What an asshole! And with Becky?"

Janine shrugs. "Big tits can make up for a lot of personality deficits."

Kara sighs. "Yeah, or for not even having a personality. Bitch. It's been a dry spell, just me and the Plastic Fantastic Artificial Boyfriend — I swear, I'm going to go broke buying batteries!"

Janine laughs. "Buy in bulk, I say — it's the cheap way to keep the party going."

"Oh? You're buying batteries for your pocket-size beau, too?"

Janine sighs. "Yeah, things haven't been great with Richie. I mean, he's a nice guy, I guess, and my folks like him, but — he has no clue what he's doing. He'd be a one-minute-wonder if he could even last that long, and tongue work? Forget about!" Janine closes her eyes and says, dreamily, "Not like Sylvester ..."

"Sylvester?" Kara says, laughing so hard she almost spits out the rum and coke she's been sipping from her cup. "You mean, Argentina Sylvester?"

"The same," says Janine.

"Gonorrhea Sylvester?"

Janine turns bright red and looks out toward the turquoise blue waters of the Gulf of Mexico.

"Yea, gonorrhea Sylvester," she says quietly.

"Fucked every girl in Cordoba Sylvester, and quite possibly every guy, too?"

"Only half the guys," says Janine. "He had much higher standards for dick than for pussy. But oh god did he know what to do with a pussy when he applied his tongue skills ..."

Janine holds her fingers up to her lips in a V, sticks out her tongue, and waggles it quickly back and forth while making a moaning sound. This time Kara does spit her drink, some of it coming up her nose as she guffaws and doubles over.

"You're bad, Janine, bad bad bad," Kara says when she can catch her breath, wiping tears from her eyes.

"Yeah, but Sylvester was good, at least at giving head."

"I guess you can forgive a lot for that," says Kara.

"Well, a lot, but not everything. The antibiotics wiped me out, and the fucker was still spreading his germs far and wide the last I heard — apparently he moved to Buenos Ares."

Janine turns to continue walking and discovers that there's an immovable object directly in her path. She gasps and steps back, then looks up — and up — and up — at a tall, dark-haired young man who's wiping a spilled beer off his tanned chest.

"Oh, shit, I'm sorry," Janine says, "I didn't see you there ..."

The guy laughs and says, "No harm, no foul. Plenty of brews back in the cooler. You guys want to come grab a couple with us?"

Kara and Janine speak at the same time. "No, thanks," Kara says, but Janine's, "Oh, yeah, thanks so much!" drowns out her friend's effort to decline the invitation.

"Cool, cool," the guy says, and extends a hand. "I'm Jacob, by the way."

"Janine," says Janine, taking his hand and giving it a firm shake. "This is Kara."

Kara nods and raises her cup.

"Awesome," Jacob says. "The guys are down the beach this way a little ..."

"Hey, Janine," Kara says, touching Janine's hip. "I think I'm going to head back to the house, okay?"

"You're sure?"

"Yeah," says Kara, "the sun's kind of wearing me down. But I'll see you for supper at the house, okay?"

"Totally," says Janine, giving Kara's hand a squeeze. Janine pauses and raises her camera for another picture of the two of them, Jacob behind them, then winks at her and turns back toward the beach house while Janine follows Jacob along the sand.

#

Janine

Jacob walks a little ahead of me, leading the way toward a group of guys kicking a hacky sack back and forth in the sand. I watch the muscles of his ass flex under his shorts, and the little trickle of sweat dripping down the small of his back. I picture my tongue tracing a line from the waistband of his shorts up between his shoulder blades, lapping up that salty drizzle, and I have to shake my head to clear it; it really has been a while since I got some good action.

He introduces me to the guys — Ryan, Dan, and Tyler — then retrieves a can of beer from a cooler sitting under a shade umbrella. There's a pop and a hiss as he opens it for me — chivalry is not dead! — and the can is cool against my hands. It's not a great beer, but it's a cold beer, and it feels nice going down.

"How long are you down for?" Jacob asks as he fetches a beer for himself. The other guys have gone back to their game, sending sand flying as they scramble for the little rainbow-colored bag with their feet.

"A week," I say, taking another swallow of my beer. "We just got here."

"Cool," says Jacob. "We got here yesterday, still kind of scoping it all out. Did you guys see the flyers for the rave tomorrow?"

I shake my head. Jacob goes rummaging around among the towels and bags piled beside the cooler, emerging with a wrinkled sheet of day-glo yellow paper. There's a smiley face printed on it, with black letters in a font like dripping paint along the top: "San PadRAVE 2023", it proclaims. There are some DJ names along the bottom, plus hours and location information in the same dripping font.

"I guess it's a back to the '90s thing," Jacob says. "Like, acid house music, glow sticks, the whole scene. You guys should come."

The only "rave" I've ever been to was a lame mixer they threw on campus our freshman year. It consisted of thumping electronica music, a bowl of fruit punch that someone dropped half a bottle of rum into, and flyers for all the clubs you could join. The only good thing about it was meeting Janine and Tiffany, who were rooming together on the floor below me, and making plans to put our fake IDs to use at an off-campus club the next night.

"I'll think about it," I say, handing the flyer back to him. We haven't made any big plans for the week — our only goal is to relax and unwind, to let the stress of midterms wash away in the surf and suds — so maybe a throwback rave could be fun. I waggle my empty can at Jacob. "Got another cold one?"

"Of course, m'lady," Jacob says, reaching into the cooler again. He stands a little closer to me when he hands me the second can, his hip brushing mine.

I don't move away.

#

Kara

It's just like Janine to wander off with some guy the minute we hit the beach. Almost every girls' night out ends with Janine peeling away with a dude on her arm, and then staggering back to our apartment at dawn with a grin on her face. Sometimes it's annoying — I mean, can't we just have a good time without it turning into Janine on the prowl? — but I can't deny that seeing the way her face glows after a successful hookup turns me on. I've never known anyone as comfortable with her body, and with sex, as Janine.

I move a lot slower than Janine when it comes to guys, and I'm definitely less adventurous. While Janine spreads her bets around — I'm sure she's getting a little action on the side despite being practically engaged to Richie, I've seen the way she flirts — I go all in on one guy at a time. Which is why the thing with Scott was such a setback. It wasn't that I necessarily thought he was "the one," but I did think he had potential.

At least until I walked in on him with Becky's pillowy soft tits wrapped around his cock when he was supposed to be on his way to the library to study with me.

That was before Thanksgiving break. I've had no action since then, unless you count Mr. Plastic Fantastic, the only lover I know will never cheat on me because I keep him safely locked up in my nightstand.

Or, for this trip, at the bottom of my checked luggage, carefully wrapped in my underwear. I open my suitcase when I get back to my aunt's time share and start unpacking, hanging sun dresses in the closet and putting panties and t-shirts in the drawers. Janine is perfectly fine with living out of her suitcase, scattering her things around the room next door for a week, but I like to set up my space when I travel, claim an orderly little corner of sanity and make it my own. I can't control what Scott or Becky get up to, I can't unbreak my heart, but I can fold my clothes and make my bed.

Plastic Fantastic falls out of the suitcase while I'm unpacking. If he had a face, he'd be giving me a devilish grin and a naughty wink right now, tempting me to take him to bed and ride him to satisfaction. He doesn't have a face, though; what he has is a six inch long rainbow colored body, smooth and hard, and two buttons on his base that control his humming, throbbing vibrations. I can play those buttons like a maestro at the piano, composing epic symphonies of arousal or quick little etudes that are just enough to keep everything limber.

"Not yet, baby," I say to him as I toss Plastic Fantastic onto the bed and return to unpacking.

Tiffany was going to wear a scandalously tiny bikini this week, before her parents insisted on one last family vacation before graduation, with less fabric in it than a washcloth. I caught a glimpse of Janine in the bathroom helping her shave her naughty bits smooth a couple of weeks ago; the way Tiffany's little pussy glowed with all but the tiniest tuft of yellow hair left behind inspired me to take a razor to my own bush before vacation. I would have liked to ask for Janine's help — the way she patted Tiffany fresh-shaved pussy with a dollop of lotion made my tummy tingle — but I was afraid I'd do something embarrassing, like make a pass at Janine.

I know I'm not gay, and I don't know if I'm exactly bi, but I am very much turned on by Janine. Her silky black hair, her high, firm ass, her sparkling blue eyes — Janine definitely revs my engine. Plastic Fantastic and I have spent a lot of time thinking about her in all sorts of compromising positions. When we planned this trip, I was counting on Tiffany being there to make it harder for me to act impulsively around Janine; now I'm worried that I should have packed extra batteries so I can keep the edge off my desire.

I sit on the edge of my bed and survey my room: clothes are folded or hung up, my shower caddy is sitting by the door, my little stack of steamy romance paperbacks sits on the nightstand. My hand brushes Plastic Fantastic, and my belly tightens: I have an almost Pavlovian response to the feel of his smooth surface, and when I tap one of the buttons on the base and feel him spring to life, I sigh. Janine is probably going to be gone for a while, I can enjoy a little personal time before she gets back ...

My shorts and panties are off in a flash, and I'm lying back on the pillows getting Plastic Fantastic warmed up in my hands. I like a good, slow fuck as much as any gal, but sometimes a quick bang is good, too, and I think I'm ready for a hard, fast ride.

Just as I'm about to get things started, though, my phone pings with the tone I use for texts from Janine. I glance at it and see that she's sent a message to the group chat we have with Tiffany: a picture of the guy from the beach, and the words, "good kisser but too handsy too fast - maybe I’ll look for him later"

I'm setting the phone back on the pillow and returning to the matters at hand when I hear the front door open. With a groan, I tuck Plastic Fantastic under the pillow and reach for my shorts.

#

Janine

"I'm not saying I minded him being a little handsy," I say, sipping from the bottle of water I pulled from the fridge. "I just didn't want it to move quite that fast."

Things with Jacob had started off slowly enough: standing hip to hip, then touching hands while we talked. He leaned in for a quick peck on my cheek, and I didn't stop him when his lips moved from my cheek to my mouth. He had nice, soft lips, and tasted a little sweeter than the beer I was drinking. But it wasn't long before I was fending off his roaming hands, which crept from the small of my back to the curve of my ass and then, when I switched my hips to dislodge his fingers from my waistband, his fingers walked across my belly up toward my bikini top. I like it when a guy takes the initiative, but I had to put the brakes on or we'd be making out right there on the sand in no time at all, and I wanted to maintain a little mystery.

"An uncharacteristic amount of self-restraint," says Karla.

"I have will-power," I say. "I told him to come by here in an hour."

"Excuse me?" says Karla. "Come by here?"

"Just to pick me up," I say. "We're going to go for a walk, hit the clubs, you know ..."

"Do we need to set up some ground rules?" she says. "These walls are thin, and the bedsprings are a little squeaky ..."

I roll my eyes. "You have such a low opinion of me," I say. "We'll do it on the floor so we don't make a racket."

"You're bad, Janine," Karla says. "You're so bad."

I'm about to respond to what I intend to accept as a compliment when there's a knock at the door.

"He's early," I say, and wink at Karla as I sashay past her.

#

Karla

I have to admit, Janine can pull the good ones. Jacob is tall, with a full head of dark, curly hair, and green eyes that sparkle when he looks at Janine. He's wearing a red polo shirt and green swim trunks, and he kicks off his flip flops when Janine ushers him into the house.

He smiles at me, too, but not quite as brightly as he smiles at Janine. When Janine turns toward the kitchen, his eyes roam down her back to her high, tight ass, I stifle a laugh against the back of my hand. He may think he's being subtle, but he's not.

Lucky for him, Janine's not subtle, either. She grabs a soda from the fridge and makes sure her fingers stay connected to it long enough for him to brush her hand when takes it. And then she leans back against the counter, smiling up at him and running her foot up the outside of his leg.

"So, what are you studying?" Janine asks.

"Art history," says Jacob. "I wanted to do art, but it turns out I've got no talent and I also like regular meals too much for the starving artist track. I'd like to get into museum work, maybe, or an art gallery."

"Nice," says Janine. "Maybe you'd like to come up and see my etchings?"

I almost spit the water I just swallowed and have to look away to keep from laughing out loud. It's a line right out of one of the cheesy novels Janine and I read lines of to each other sometimes when we're working through the shelves at Jo's BookSwap — the hero, a socialite cad always on the make for young Broadway starlets, used the line to start his seductions. We worked it into our private vocabulary of jokes, but I've never heard her say it to anyone else before.

"Sure!" says Jacob, his eyes lighting up almost as much as they did when he saw Janine's ass. Poor boy.

"Well, come with me," she says, taking his hand and leading him toward the stairs. Then she looks at me and winks and says, "We'll just be a minute."

I watch in stunned silence as Janine leads Jacob up the stairs. The utter boldness! The stunning recklessness! The absolute fucking chutzpah! I'm impressed. And also a little turned on.

I wait a few minutes after I hear Janine's door close, and then tiptoe up the stairs myself. When I put my ear to the door, I hear muffled voices, giggling, and then the groan of the bedsprings. Heart racing, I steal down the hall to my room, where Plastic Fantastic is waiting patiently for my return.


two
Happy Hunting
[image: ]


Janine

Ibump the door shut with my hip as I follow Jacob into my bedroom. He's looking over the mess of my room, a puzzled look on his face.

"Where are the etchings?" he asks.

I laugh and push him toward the bed with my hands on his chest. He loses his balance and falls back on the mattress, and before he can sit up, I'm straddling his waist and leaning over him. I pin his arms back above his head and press my lips against his. He meets my kiss with his own, his tongue teasing my lips open and exploring my teeth while his hands slide over my back.

"I guess they must have got misplaced at the luggage carousel," I say.

"Should we go look for them?" he asks. His fingers find the tie holding my bikini top on and give it a tug; the fabric falls onto his chest, and I press my bare tits against him, nipples already stiff.

"Maybe later," I say as I kiss my way down his throat. I circle one of his nipples with my tongue, and he squirms and giggles as it stiffens against my mouth; guys are generally surprised, almost always pleasantly, by a little nipple play. I lock my lips around his other nipple and suck while he runs his fingers through my hair and raises his hips; I can feel his stiff cock through his trunks.

I continue my descent, tongue tracing a line over his hairless chest and smooth, firm stomach. When I grasp his waistband between my fingers, Jacob lifts his ass and wiggles his hips to help me ease his trunks off. His cock — stiff and thick, the swollen head a raging purple — bounces against his belly, and his balls are high and tight against his crotch. I cup his balls in my hands, feeling their weight, enjoying the way his bristly hair scratches against my palms. His cock quivers, a drizzle of pearly pre-cum trickling on his navel.

"Oh fuck," Jacob gasps when I lick from his balls to the tip, wiggling my tongue as I go. I circle the ridge around the head, working my tongue into the delicate hidden spaces, and suck the musky fluid from the crown.

It's a nice cock: not too long, but more than long enough to reach everything it needs to, and plenty thick enough to give a gal a good stretch. I have to open my mouth wide to take the shaft past my teeth, and it tickles the back of my throat as I suck, my fingers circling the base. Jacob trembles beneath me, and I grin around his meaty offering.

I get a nice, wet rhythm going, sliding my mouth down his length until the curly hair at the base tickles my nose, and then up until the ridge of his head catches against my teeth. My saliva glistens along his rod and dribbles down my chin; I like making things messy, and it seems that Jacob likes it, too, from the way he gasps and tugs at my hair.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," he pants, his voice rising. I suck on the upstroke, circle his shaft with my tongue, and plunge down again, feeling him shiver in my mouth.

"Oh, fuck, Janine, I'm ..."

His voice is a breathy gasp and his hips are bucking. He tries to pull his cock out of my mouth, but I hold my head in place, increasing the suction as my spit froths along his slick pillar.

With a shout, Jacob raises his hips and explodes in my mouth. I gasp and gurgle, my mouth suddenly full of his salty, musky seed, and I have to swallow fast to keep up with the gushing stream. Spit and cum run down his shaft and onto my hand, wrapped around the base, and I rub the messy mixture across his belly and down his thighs.

#

Karla

I match the rhythm of the squeaking bed down the hall with the steady prodding of Plastic Fantastic. I've got him turned down to his lowest, quietest setting, and I'm holding my breath, trying not to gasp even though I really want to. Plastic Fantastic purrs between my legs, sending shivers through my entire body.

When I close my eyes, I try to picture what Janine and Jacob are doing behind her door. Janine has a reputation for giving head — I've asked her for pointers myself after hearing whispers that she's talented and enthusiastic, and she's surprisingly forthcoming and unembarrassed: "Make it wet," is her biggest tip.

And a tip is definitely what I'm imagining, the swollen, purple tip of Jacob's cock between Janine's lips. I picture her spit tricking down his shaft and pooling at the base, and her fingers smearing the wetness up and down his length. My pussy hums with Plastic Fantastic's vibrations, my clit standing out stiff and proud from my hairless lips. When I tap my nub with my fingers, my nipples stiffen, and I have to back off from the contact to keep my orgasm at bay.

I strain to hear the voices next door. Jacob's voice is muffled, and I can't make out any words. The bed groans with a steady rhythm — is he fucking her? Janine is a bit of a screamer, so I don't think that's what's happening, but maybe she has her face buried in the pillows while he plows her from behind? I roll onto my belly and lift my ass — this is my favorite position for playing with Plastic Fantastic — and fuck myself with long, sure strokes, imagining that it's Jacob impaling me with a cock that gets longer and thicker with every thrust. I squeeze my eyes shut, grit my teeth, and let a climax wash over me.

#

Janine

"Now you," Jacob says, lifting me to my feet and pushing me back on the bed.

I wipe the back of my hand across my mouth, smearing a little of the mixture of jizz and spit across my lips. I'm about ready to say, "No thanks, I'm all good" — I'm not in the mood for some perfunctory licking, a little awkward fingering, a kiss on the inner thigh. He came so fast that I can't imagine he has a lot of experience on the delivery side of things: most guys aren't naturals at giving head, and right now I'd rather that we just parted ways so I can take care of business myself.

But he's so insistent, and his eyes burn with so much desire, that I decide to give him a shot. He clearly wants to go down on me, and maybe if I help him along, this can be a good lesson for him. I might even be able to rub one out while he's learning.

Jacob drops to his knees beside the bed and lifts my legs so they rest on his shoulders. His hands glide up my thighs, feather-light touches making me tingle. He's looking right into my eyes, smiling wickedly, and I smile back; the enthusiasm is definitely a good sign.

His fingers tug at the ties of my bikini bottom, but he doesn't pull them off. He lets the fabric lie loose across my mound while he runs a hand along my belly. It tickles a little, and I squirm under his touch. He bends down to plant a delicate kiss beside my belly button, then runs his tongue in a quick, dry circle around my navel.

His gentle exploration continues over my hips and down the outside of my legs, his fingers barely touching my skin. When I move my leg to initiate a firmer touch, he pulls away, grinning, and traces a circle around my knee with his thumb before walking his fingers softly up the inside of my thighs again.

I reach for his hand when it grazes my belly button again, but he pushes my fingers gently away, still grinning at me. He turns his head and kisses my knee, and I feel a tingling buzz run through my body. I lift my hips, letting my bikini bottom slide a bit, revealing some of my tangled black pubic hair. Jacob sees it and smiles, then gives my hair a gentle tug before resuming his circuit along my thighs and over my belly, his touch incredibly light but thorough at the same time, drawing a wide, constant circle around my core. A moan of desire and frustration escapes my lips.

"This is driving me insane," I gasp, lifting my hips again. The fabric of my bikini slips further down, exposing more of my bush, and just a hint of the cleft above my clit. I bend my neck to look down my body and see droplets of moisture — sweat or nectar? — clinging to my curls.

"Me, too," Jacob whispers. I can feel his breath on my body, warm and wet, and I groan again.

He leans forward and kisses my thigh, his lips grazing the fabric that is balanced precariously over my mound. I shiver and reach for his curly black hair, urging him higher. He takes my bikini bottoms in his teeth and tugs; when I lift my ass from the bed, he pulls them away, looks at me for a moment with them dangling from his mouth, and then drops them.

His eyes feast on my pussy. He stares at it like he's gazing into my soul, his eyes glazed with desire; I squirm, a little uncomfortable — I'm not used to being looked at like this, and I'm suddenly very self-conscious. Jacob's hands rise along my thighs and frame my cunt between his palms, gently pulling me open. His breath is warm on my delicate folds. And then he leans forward and kisses my pussy, drawing my lips gently into his mouth and sliding his tongue between the folds; I press my thighs against his ears and moan.

I want him to devour me, to take me into his mouth and pry me open with his tongue, I want him to suck my clit between his lips and nibble at my most sensitive flesh. But after a long, wet, powerful kiss, Jacob resumes his teasing, licking and nipping and gently kissing until I tingle and ache. If Richie ate pussy like this, I would absolutely stop my wandering ways, at least for a while. He's even giving Sylvester's golden tongue a worthy challenge.

"Oh, fuck!" I moan, throwing my head back and pressing my heels into his shoulders. He refuses to be drawn in, though; he has complete control in this moment, his hands holding my hips against the bed while his mouth torments me with exquisite agony.

I hear a buzzing sound above my head, and reach a hand back to find my phone. I'm going to hurl it across the room so I can concentrate on the incredibly light kisses Jacob is now applying to my throbbing clit, but I see Kara's name on the screen with the words:

"That door’s been closed a long time Janine!"

I laugh, and with shaky thumbs reply, "quiet busy"

I hold my phone so the camera is looking down my belly, through the tangle of my bush, and at the top of Jacob's head, and snap a picture to throw into the group chat, then lie back and groan again when Jacob draws a wide, wet circle all around my channel with his tongue.

A few seconds later my phone buzzes again, and this time it's Tiffany:

"Omg Janine is that handsy?"

When the shivers subside from that particular maneuver between my legs, I thumb back:

"No hands tongue"

Tiffany responds, "Omg you are so bad"

Jacob slips a finger into me, gently stroking the walls of my vagina, and I gasp. He glances up at me, and I hit the camera button again as he slides a second finger inside, making me lurch my ass off the bed, and then he returns his eyes to my quivering cunt.

"How bad am I?" I text when I can work my thumbs again. Then Jacob hits a bundle of nerves inside me at the same time he's sucking my clit, and I let out a scream, right on the verge of climax.

"no screaming walls are thin" Kara texts, but I don't care. Let the whole world know that I am being eaten by an expert, by an Olympic level muff diver; I shiver and shake, pulling Jacob's face tight against me, and ride an orgasm that could blast this whole fucking house into the sea.

#

Kara

My post-orgasmic bliss is shattered by a scream from Janine's room. I want to bask in the quiet glow of my pussy's last few spasms, but Janine's high-pitched squeal is harshing my mellow.

In an annoyed huff, I grab my phone and text to the group, "Ok I’m going to go get one of my own then"

There's a moment of blessed silence, and I'm just starting to think maybe I can rev up Plastic Fantastic for a second round when my phone pings with a message from Janine:

"lol happy hunting"

Fuck. I could just ignore the exchange, laugh it off as a joke, get back in a self-love groove, but now I've got visions of Janine sucking off Jacob running through my head, not to mention the certain knowledge that Janine is going to mock me for the rest of the week because of my moment of bravado if I don't follow through.

Fuck.

I roll off my bed, given Plastic Fantastic a quick wipe with my panties, pull on my shorts and t-shirt, and stagger out into the hallway. I hear a satisfied moan coming from Janine's room as I pass her door.

#

Janine

"Holy fuck," I gasp. The room is spinning around me and my heart is still pounding. Jacob climbs up onto the bed and lies next to me, a big grin on his face: a pussy eating grin, you might call it.

"Did you like that?" Jacob asks, pushing a strand of hair out of my eyes.

"Holy fuck," is all I can say.

His lips brush mine, and I taste my musky flavors on his mouth. Some girls don't like the taste of their own pussies; I'm not one of them. I love kissing a guy after he's gone down on me, especially if his face is shiny with my juices, like Jacob's is. The taste of Jacob's cum is still in my mouth, salty and sharp, and I like the way it mixes with my own.

I run my hand down his chest; some of my juices spilled there as well, probably when I was wrapping my legs around his neck and slamming my hips into his face. His fingers play across my nipples, pulling them gently to erection. I let my hand walk down his chest to his stomach and then graze his tangle of pubic hair with my fingers. His cock swells beneath my hand, still slippery from the bath of jizz and spit I gave it.

"Do you still want to check out that club?" he asks, nuzzling his lips against my neck as I slide my hand up and down his stiffing shaft.

"Not really," I say, my breath choppy as the tingle of sensations in my nipples translates to a buzz between my legs. "I think I'm in for the night."

"That sounds good to me," he says, rolling onto me and gently nudging my thighs apart with his knee. "I'm happy to stay in, too."

#

Kara

The sun is setting over the water, but there are still people walking along the beach past our house. I stumble off the porch and walk toward the water, my eyes scanning the passing crowds: all college kids, some in groups of guys, some groups of girls, a few mixed. I see some couples holding hands and feel a little pang of jealousy.

There are three guys heading up from the water — a couple of blonde surfer types, chiseled jaws and rock-hard abs, followed by a shorter, slightly lumpier guy with red hair and freckles. I walk past the surfer dudes, step right up to the lumpy redhead, and poke my finger into his chest.

"You," I say when he stops, a startled look in his eyes. "What's your name?"

"Um ... Gavin?" he says, his voice rising like it's a question. How the fuck am I supposed to know your name, dude?

"Ok, Gavin," I say, "you got any plans for the next half hour or so?"

"Um ... no?"

His lack of certainty might be charming in other circumstances, but right now it's just adding delays that might cause me to lose my nerve. I sigh, roll my eyes, and then lean in for a kiss, pulling him by the back of his head against my lips. His eyes stay wide open and frankly a little terrified, one hand flopping in the air beside him while the other fumbles against my back.

"You'll do," I say, pulling away and sizing him up again. Not the finest specimen on the beach, maybe, but sufficient for my current purposes.

"Do for ... what?"

"Shut up," I say, "and follow me."

I grab him by the elbow and lead him back toward the house. The two tall blonds he was following watch with slack jaws, and I throw a wink and grin over my shoulder as I lead my prospect away from the water.

#

Janine

I was right about Jacob's girth: it gives exactly the stretch I'm looking for when he pushes inside me. My pussy is still tingling from his tongue lashing, but I really need the wall-to-wall gorging his cock is giving me.

He cradles my face between his hands as he fucks me, eyes locked on mine. His rhythm is steady and sure, his hips grinding into me when he pushes deep. I surrender to his thrusts, riding crests of ecstasy around his gently throbbing shaft.

Part of my brain registers the front door downstairs opening and closing, and someone moving around the living room. Maybe I should go check? Could there be an intruder?

Or maybe I should just lie back and let Jacob pound me with his clockwork cadence, driving me toward yet another climax. Yes, I think, yes, that's the plan ...

#

Kara

"What are you doing?" Davin — Gavin? — whatever gasps as I kneel in front of him and yank down his trunks. We've made it as far as the living room, and I think that will do for my purposes: I can hear Janine's bed squeaking upstairs, so I might as well keep this action down here.

"Giving you a blowjob, silly," I say, taking his cock in my hand. It's not completely hard yet, but it's definitely on the way. "And proving a point."

"Proving a ..."

"Shut up," I say, and then take a deep breath and pull his three-quarters-stiff cock into my mouth.

He reaches full capacity almost instantaneously, and I nearly choke on the throbbing flesh that fills my mouth. I pull back, gasping, keeping just the tip between my lips as I catch my breath, and then slide my mouth down his length again. Gavin — Davin? — moans and tangles his fingers in my hair.

"Keep it wet," Janine would say if she were watching me now, and so I do. I work up as much spit as I can, letting it drip down my chin and froth around my lips as I grip Gavin's ass and bob my head up and down over his cock. His fingers dig into my scalp and he lets out a long, low moan.

I feel the weight of my phone in my pocket, and I pull it out as I shift from swallowing his cock to nibbling up and down the shaft. I use my thumb to clumsily type, "found one!" and snap a picture of tongue slathering Gavin's shaft. As I run my tongue along the ridge of his glans I press the send button, then suck the head into my mouth while Gavin quivers against me.

Gavin's cock is bigger than I expected when I first spotted him; to be honest, I passed over the guys he was with because I thought Gavin's would be the easier tool to tackle. But it fills my mouth completely, and throbs delightfully when I suck it as deeply as I can take it. Under different circumstances, I might enjoy taking this one for a ride, but that's not on my agenda right now.

I dig my fingers into Gavin's ass, and he lets out a long, low moan. His hips start to move, and I hold my head still, letting him fuck my mouth with short, fast thrusts. I press my tongue against the tip of his cock to keep him from pushing too deep, and I tighten my lips around his shaft. His wiry red pubes tickle my nose when he thrusts, and I have to stifle a sneeze.

"Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck," I hear Gavin chanting, and I lock my lips and suck harder as his thrusting becomes erratic. He holds my head tight and I feel his cock lurch in my mouth before it erupts with a warm, salty stream that splashes against the back of my throat. I have to swallow to keep from gagging, and I feel the warm, thick liquid dribble down my chin as I take in as much as Gavin can give me.

#

Janine

Jacob floods my pussy with his climax, lending a warm glow to the waves of pleasure running through me. I lost count of my orgasms soon after the first one coursed through me; I was riding a constant wave under Jacob's steady fucking, one eruption blending seamlessly into the next until I was a quivering bundle of nerves beneath him.

After he comes, Jacob collapses on top of me, gasping for air. I run my hands up and down his body, feeling the power in his shoulders and the strength in his back. He shakes and shivers on top of me, then lies still, exhausted.

My phone buzzes, and I reach my hand over my head, finding it under the pillow. While Jacob dozes against me, his cock shrinking and slipping free, I look at the picture on my screen — a thick, pale cock nestled in a tangle of red hair. Kara follows up with a text: "found one!"

I laugh and roll over, replying, "took you long enough I’m already on round two"


three
San PadRAVE
[image: ]


In the morning, Jacob stumbles down the stairs first, his hair tousled and eyes still heavy with sleep. Janine is close behind, her hands on Jacob's ass, giggling. They crash together at the foot of the stairs, embracing and kissing as they stagger through the living room toward the door.

"I'll see you tonight, right?" says Jacob when they reach the door.

"I wouldn't miss it," Janine says. She reaches her hand between Jacob's legs and squeezes his bulge through his trunks. "I'm going to get more of this after the rave, right?"

"Oh fuck," Jacob groans, squeezing Janine's ass. "You might get some of it during the rave if you keep it up."

"Promise?"

"Cross my heart and hope to fuck you silly," he says, bending down to kiss Janine's upturned face. Jacob backs out the door, almost tripping down the steps as he waves, and Janine leans against the door, watching him jog along the beach in the morning light.

"Well," Kara says from the couch, holding a coffee mug in her hands, "I guess someone had a good night."

#

Janine

"Oh, shit," I say, startled by Kara's voice. "I didn't see you there."

"Obviously," says Kara. "You only had eyes for ... what's his name again?"

"Jacob," I say.

"Jacob," Kara repeats. "So, he's the vacation boyfriend?"

"Something like that. Mostly a roll in the sack."

"You were rolling all night long," Kara says, a smirk playing across her lips. "I'm surprised you can even walk."

I laugh and stumble toward the kitchen.

"Just barely," I say. "He was insatiable."

"And you?"

"Mostly satisfied, I think, for now."

I pour myself a cup of coffee and go into the living room. Kara sets her cup down on the coffee table, stretches her arms, and yawns.

"I'm completely dissatisfied," she says. "I had to take matters into my own hands to get any sleep last night. You two were pretty loud."

I feel my cheeks getting warm and look away for a moment.

"Sorry about that," I say. "But ... you got a little action, too, right?"

"What, from ... Kevin? Gavin? Something like that." She shrugs. "Not my finest moment. When he finished, in about three minutes, I sent him on his way."

"Shit, that's too bad," Janine says. "But I might have a treat for you tonight ..."

#

Kara

I should probably be offended that Janine is setting me up with her vacation boyfriend's buddy, but considering how things went with last night's random blowjob, I probably couldn't do a whole lot better on my own. And once Jacob's pal Tyler hears the details of Jacob's wild night with Janine — and I'm certain Jacob will share all the details — I'm guaranteed to get laid.

Janine had Jacob send a picture, and Tyler looks like he'll do. He's a little shorter than Jacob, and doesn't have the broad shoulders and washboard abs, but he's good looking, with a pile of shaggy blonde hair on his head, an easy smile, and sparkling green eyes. There's something a little mischievous about his eyes, and I could certainly do with some mischief tonight.

We spend the day sitting out on the sand watching people go buy, lying under the shade of the blue striped umbrella we find under the porch. We take a few trips back to the house for drinks, but we're keeping the intake light: we've got a big night ahead of us.

I'm nervous the whole time we're out on the sand that the recipient of last night's blowjob is going to wander by again. When I finished him last night, I immediately pulled up his trunks, tucked his cock inside with a little pat, and pushed him out the door. I might have said "good night," but I'm not certain. As soon as I had slammed and locked the door, I went to the cupboard over the sink for a long swig of vodka straight from the bottle, but it wasn't enough to burn the taste of Gavin's jizz out of my mouth. I still detect a ghost of the musky, sour flavor that filled my mouth when I run my tongue along the back of my teeth, even though I've brushed and gargled a pint of mouthwash.

I did at least get off with Plastic Fantastic, while listening to Jacob pounding Janine late into the night. I let my mind wander while I fucked myself, picturing Jacob pounding me and pounding Janine, imagining me going down on Janine while Jacob took me from behind, conjuring the feeling of his tongue flicking across my clit while Janine rode my face. Part of me felt weird jilling off to my friend and her vacation boyfriend, but not the insanely horny part; the insanely horny part of me thought getting a little auditory assistance was a nice way to take care of business.

What Janine doesn't know about how I got off won't hurt her. And if she did know, so what?

#

Janine

Around sunset, we head inside for a little supper before the rave. Kara is starting up the little toaster oven on the counter top and opening a frozen pizza when my phone buzzes. I pull it out to see a message from Tiffany has come in to the group chat. When I open it, I'm confronted by a picture of a pair of dangling balls, about an inch of pink shaft, and Tiffany's chin with a trickle of spit dribbling down it.

"Tiff 1 but it honestly wasn’t awesome" says the text under the picture.

I let out a squeal and hold out my phone to Kara. She gasps when she sees the picture and pulls her phone out of her back pocket.

"Way to work it I guess you’re in the running," Kara texts.

"No more scores from you guys yet?" comes Tiffany's response.

"Still early gonna hit the rave tonight," Kara answers.

I'm just staring at the picture, wondering if this crazy little dare between the three of us is a good idea. Right now I'm only interested in continuing my fling with Jacob — even when his cock gave out last night, he kept his tongue in play way past the point of exhaustion. I don't think I've ever come that many times in one night. If I just keep fooling around with Jacob for the rest of the trip, I'm going to consider myself a winner, no matter the final dick score.

"We're going to top that score tonight, right?" Kara says.

"Oh, for sure," I say, slipping my phone into my pocket. "For sure."

#

Kara

Janine and I lock up and head down the beach to where we're supposed to meet the guys. I've got a cute pink top and a little white skirt; Janine has a tie-dyed t-shirt she picked up at one of the tourist traps and little black shorts, with her hair tied back with a purple scrunchie.

Tyler is cuter in person than in the picture Janine showed me. He's taller than I expected — it's just that Jacob is so tall that he seems shorter in comparison — and his curly hair is very thick and silky. I have a vision of my fingers tangled in it as I guide his mouth between my legs and have to take a deep a breath to cool the flames that flare in my belly.

He nods and smiles at me when Jacob introduces us, and I flash him my best grin. I want him to know that he doesn't have to work to impress me: if we're having a good time, I'm going to keep the fun rolling.

The rave is happening at the far end of the beach from our house. The four of us walk along the edge of the beach where the surf is washing over our feet. Jacob and Janine are ahead of us, holding hands, and I reach for Tyler's, hooking my pinkie in one of his fingers. He looks over at me with a flash of surprise, and then smiles, lacing his fingers through mine and giving my hand a squeeze.

We hear the rave long before we get close enough to see it. The thumping bass bounces off the water, and the electronic drum beats make my body vibrate. Purple and red and green lights are flashing in time with the groove, carving lines across the darkening sky.

Jacob drops back a few steps and leans down to say something to Tyler. Tyler grins at him and reaches into his pocket; his hand emerges, and he passes something to Jacob, who nods and pops that something into his mouth. I look at Tyler with raised eyebrows.

"Bonnie," Tyler says, pulling his hand out of his pocket and holding out his palm. It's a little pill, half blue and half pink, with a capital "B" stamped in the middle.

"What is that?" I ask. "Like Ecstasy?"

"Kind of," says Tyler. "It's supposed to be good for ... um ... performance."

"Performance?" I raise my eyebrows a little higher.

"Yeah, you know, um ..." Tyler's face is red, and he scratches his head with his free hand. "Jacob was saying that last night, with Janine, he was getting a little ... um ... exhausted? This is supposed to help with that."

"So like Viagra?" I ask.

Tyler laughs. "Nah, that's for old people and porn stars. This is about getting you mellow, so you're not too much in your head, and also about keeping the blood all flowing to the right places."

"Where'd you get it?" I ask. "Are you sure it's safe?"

"Oh totally," says Tyler. "I've got connections."

He pops the pill in his palm into his mouth and grins.

"No harm being prepared, right?" he says. "Just in case?"

"No harm at all," I say, giving his hand a squeeze.

#

Janine

The rave is fenced off from the rest of the beach with yellow plastic tape and strings of colored balloons, with an archway made of paper streamers and a rainbow of balloons as the entry. Jacob and Tyler pay for our tickets when we get up to the entry, and we collect the party favors they're passing out: yellow and green glow sticks and loops that we can put around our wrists, giant plastic sunglasses, paper crowns that say "San PadRAVE 2023" in day-glo letters. I grab two red plastic cups off a table near the entrance and hold one out to Jacob.

"No thanks," he says, waving his hand. "I'm doing sober tonight."

"Really?" I say, a little incredulous. The great thing about having a rave party within walking distance, I figured, was that we don't need a designated driver — we can just stagger home at the end of the night and collapse into whoever's bed is the closest.

"Yeah," he says, "Tyler gave me a little something for ... um ... performance ..."

"Performance?"

"You know ... last night, I was having trouble keeping the party going ..."

I laugh and squeeze his arm.

"The party was going just fine," I say. "You kept me more than happy!"

"Yeah, well, I want to make you even happier tonight," he says.

"How very sweet," I say, tossing the second cup back on the table and walking toward a big glass carafe filled with a neon green liquid. "In that case, I'll drink your share and then I'll just lie back all night and let you do all the work."

#

Kara

The lights and beats lift me up and carry me away. I spin and shake and groove through the crowd, holding my glow sticks over my head. Tyler follows me, trying to keep up, his hands on my hips. Sometimes his hands dip a little lower, grazing the curve of my ass. I let his fingers linger there.

The crowd is entirely college kids, packed in shoulder to shoulder, laughing and dancing, some making out or singing along with the music. There's an elevated stage with a DJ standing in the middle of an array of turntables and speakers, holding a pair of headphones up to one ear while he dances and fiddles with dials and switches. Above him are two other stages where people are dancing, the flashing lights playing across their bodies, waving glow sticks as they groove.

It takes me a moment to realize that on one stage, the dancing women are naked except for bright green and gold paint smeared in whorls and stripes across them. It glows in the darkness between the flashes of light, making them seem like otherworldly creatures, beings from beyond the stars or beneath the oceans. They writhe and twirl, circling each other in something that looks like a primordial courtship ritual, an ancient dance of desire. I'm absolutely mesmerized.

Their hands roam across each other's bodies, blurs of glowing paint catching the light. The blonde stands behind the brunette, her hands riding up and down the other woman's belly, then down over her thighs, then up along her breasts. She nuzzles her mouth against the brunette's throat, and the brunette throws her head back with a blissful, radiant look on her face. I feel my belly tighten, and I can't help but put Janine and me up there in my mind, exploring each other's bodies as the rave crowd cheers us on.

"Look at that," I say to Tyler, shouting to be heard over the throbbing pulse of the music. "Just look at it! Have you ever seen anything so sexy in your life?"

Tyler doesn't answer; maybe he didn't hear me. I tug his hand and stand on my toes so I can shout into his ear, "Look at the dancers!"

He makes a low gurgling noise in the back of his throat, something between a yawn and a groan. I look into his eyes: they're dilated to the point that the emerald green I recall from our first meeting has been consumed entirely by the jet black disks of his pupils. He's staring toward the flashing purple lights high above the dancing masses, his jaw working up and down in time with the music.

"Tyler!" I shout, tugging at his hand. "Are you OK?"

He makes the low gurgling sound again, lurches forward a step, and would have fallen flat into the hard-packed sand if I hadn't caught him by the shoulder.


four
Light Show
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Janine and Kara guide Jacob and Tyler through the crowd, trying their best to clear a path toward the exit. The guys shuffle like zombies, wide-eyed and slack-jawed — it's easy enough to maneuver them, since they offer no resistance, but it's slow and excruciating work. At last they make their exit, the music pulsing at their backs, and stagger along the beach.

"Maybe they just need some fresh air," Janine says. "It was getting pretty intense, with all those people."

"Maybe they shouldn't have popped those dumb little pills," Kara mumbles. "Fucking idiots."

They've made it almost halfway back to the place where Jacob and Tyler are staying when Jacob suddenly stops and looks up.

"The stars," he mumbles, "holy fuck, Tyler, did you see the stars?"

Tyler bumps into Jacob and almost falls over; Kara pulls his arm over her shoulder and leans against him to keep him upright. Then he looks up, too, and lets out a long, slow sigh of wonder. Kara's eyes follow his; the stars are barely visible, just hazy blurs out over the sea, with wispy clouds drifting by to obscure everything except the occasional blinking red lights of a plane flying above the gulf.

"Um, Jacob?" Janine says, gripping Jacob's elbow. "I thought you were going to make me happy tonight?"

"You're not happy?" Jacob says, his voice slow and wobbly.

"Not even a little," Janine says.

"Oh ... but I'm happy ..." Jacob giggles and raises his arms above his head.

"I could make you even happier if we get back to your place," Janine says, leaning into him.

She reaches a hand between his legs and squeezes; she discovers a soft and yielding lump where she was hoping to find an ardent throb. She stands on her toes, pulling Jacob's face to hers, and is met by dry, rubbery lips.

With a growl of frustration, she gives Jacob a shove. Jacob staggers, drops to one knee, and then slowly rolls onto his back, staring up into the night sky.

"Fuck this," Janine growls, grabbing Kara by the hand. "I'm out of here."

#

Kara

"What a fucking waste!" Janine yells, slamming the door shut behind us. She tosses her phone and hand bag on the kitchen counter and stomps to the refrigerator.

"Pretty disappointing," I say.

I'm still thinking of the girls dancing on the stage at the rave, their long, smooth bodies glowing with the green and gold paint, their tits pressed together. The blonde had the tightest little ass, and I have to shake my head to dispel an image of my lips tracing its curve while she sways from side to side to the beat of the music. I spin the glowing bracelets on my wrist.

"Where's the orange juice?" Janine asks.

"Toward the back, I think," I say.

Janine emerges from the fridge with a carton of juice and a tray of ice, and then stomps across the kitchen to the cupboard where we're keeping the booze. I go into the living room and sit on the couch, still thinking about the day-glo girls, a little tipsy from the glowing green drink at the rave.

"I was supposed to get laid," Janine says, coming into the kitchen with two cups in her hands. She hands one to me, and I sniff it; Janine has always had a generous hand when she mixes drinks, but the ratio of orange juice to vodka in this cup is off the charts. I take a sip and wince.

"It's not like there weren't other guys there," I say, and a voice in my head whispers, and girls, giving me another image of the painted dancers that I struggle to blink away.

"Yeah, but ... I wanted another round with Jacob."

I shrug. "Beggars can't be choosers?"

"I'm not begging," Janine says. "I don't have to beg. But I want what I want."

Don't we all, I think, taking another sip of the too-strong drink and letting the dancers cavort through my memories.

Janine sits in the chair across the room and takes a swallow from her cup. She's tapping at her phone, glowering at the screen.

"He's got such a nice cock," she mutters. "And tongue."

I squirm on the couch, pressing my thighs together. I've got that picture of Jacob's cock on my phone, too, and the ones of his head between Janine's legs. Indeed, Plastic Fantastic came out to play this morning while I was looking at them. The picture of the cock I pulled from the beach — Davy? Davin? Gavin! — did not factor into the session.

"There are probably nicer ones out there," I say.

"Yeah, but how do I know if they're nice before I unwrap them?" Janine throws her head back and makes a frustrated groaning sound. "I lucked out with Jacob's, and I don't want to gamble."

"What about the competition with Tiff?" I ask.

Janine takes a deep chug from her cup and pushes herself to her feet, stumbling toward the kitchen.

"Oh, I'm going to win the fucking competition," she says, walking unsteadily across the livingroom. "But on my own terms."

#

Janine

I startle awake and almost slip out of the chair where I've fallen asleep. The living room is dark, illuminated only by the glow of the dim light above the kitchen sink, and my head feels fuzzy. I try to stand, but the sudden rush of blood to my brain makes me stagger and I flop back down, feet tingling.

"Fuck," I mumble, then giggle. I'm in that awful phase where I'm still a little drunk and starting to be hungover, too, and I have to piss so badly that I think my bladder is going to explode.

Pissing all over Kara's aunt's living room chair isn't really an option, so I push myself up again and take a stumbling lurch toward the stairs. I pull myself up with the railing, hand over hand like I'm climbing a rope up a cliff face, and I barely make it to the bathroom in time. My piss roars into the toilet like a waterfall. It feels almost as good to empty my bladder as the orgasms Jacob gave me with his tongue.

Almost, but not quite.

I leave my shorts and panties on the floor in front of the toilet, and toss my t-shirt aside after I wash my hands. The face looking back at me in the mirror is pale and puffy, black hair tangled and eyes a little red — I am definitely not at my best. I laugh and stumble out of the bathroom, fumbling for the light.

There's a glow coming from Kara's room; she's probably sitting in bed with her phone. I left my phone downstairs, so I'm not sure what time it is, but I'm not going to stumble downstairs and get it — I'll be better off making straight for bed. I decide to peek in on Kara, maybe say a quick goodnight before I crash out.

When I look into her darkened room, though, I see the glow isn't coming from her phone at all — it's coming from one of the glow sticks we got from the rave, which is pressed against Kara's bare ass as she lies on her belly, head against the pillow. The glow stick slides between her legs, casting weird, strobe-like shadows on the wall as Kara rubs it against herself.

"Holy shit," I whisper.

#

Kara

Janine is snoring in the chair across from me, head lolling and spittle dribbling down her chin, when I finish my cup of too-strong screwdriver. My head is dizzy and I almost trip when I stand; I've only had the one screwdriver, plus the green drink at the rave, but it's definitely hit me pretty hard — clearly I didn't eat enough of the frozen pizza before we headed out for the rave. Janine made at least one more trip to the kitchen, maybe two, to freshen her cup, so I'm not surprised she's passed out.

I stumble over to her and shake her shoulder.

"You should head up to bed," I whisper. She doesn't stir. I shake her again, and her head flops back as she makes a groaning sound.

"You're going to be sore in the morning," I say, but Janine doesn't stir.

I grab a pillow off the couch and prop it behind Janine's head. Her hair is silky and soft when my fingers touch it, and I can't help but think again of the day-glo girls dancing, their hands roaming over each other's bodies, the glitter in their hair glowing under the pulsing lights.

"Sleep tight, babe," I whisper, and then bend down to plant a kiss on Janine's forehead. She makes a little sighing noise as she settles against the pillow. I flick off the light and make my way upstairs.

I throw off my clothes, not bothering to toss them in my laundry bag, and crash naked onto the bed. My head is in a weird state: I'm tired and a little drunk, but I'm also horny as fuck. The dancers at the rave flipped a switch in me, and I can't get them out of my mind. Every time I close my eyes, I see their bodies writhing together, glowing green and gold under the purple lights, pulsing to the steady thump of the music. I imagine myself between them, their tits pressed against my skin, their hands roaming over my body, their mouths — oh, their mouths!

I laugh when I realize I've got one hand between my legs, rubbing a lazy circle around my clit, and the other tweaking a stiff nipple. I pull my knees up and roll over on my side, all my willpower directed at tucking my errant hands under my pillow.

My willpower is weak, though, and my hand strays again. I tuck it between my thighs, clamping it in place, letting my fingers tickle the bare lips of my pussy. If I just do this much, soothing the itch between my legs with delicate touches, I'll surely fall asleep and be visited by wonderful dreams.

The wonderful dreams are coming, but sleep isn't; if anything I'm more awake than I was before, my heart racing as my fingers dance across my smooth, sensitive skin. The blonde dancer is kneeling in front of me, and I throw one leg over her shoulder and lean back into the dark haired girl's arms, feeling her tits against my back. I lift my knee so my finger can flick at the tip of my clit as I imagine the kneeling girl's mouth sucking at my pussy, her teeth grazing my engorged nub and her hands stroking my ass. In my imagination, we're on the stage with the lights and music and crowd, our lust on display to every eye at the rave; a cheer goes up from the crowd when the kneeling girl pulls her face away from my cunt, a long strand of spit and nectar following her tongue, and I groan on my bed, slipping a finger into my channel. I'm wet and warm, and yield easily to my probing.

I roll onto my belly, resting both hands between my legs. One hand focuses on my clit, just like the girl kneeling before me in my imagination does, and the other holds my lips open as I fuck myself slowly with two fingers, sliding firmly against the walls of my vagina. I let a moan escape my mouth and push my tits into the comforter on the bed.

A glimmer of light catches my eye, and for a moment I imagine it's the day-glo dancers themselves, shimmying and shining in the dark room, ready to climb onto the bed with me so we can tangle our bodies into a great glowing ball of desire. But with a mix of relief and disappointment, I see that it's just one of the glow sticks we got at the rave, slipped loose from my pocket and shining on the floor. I lean over the edge of the bed and pick it up.

Despite its glow, the stick is cold, and I rub it between my tits to warm it. I squeeze my eyes shut, imaging the girls at the rave licking my nipples, remembering the way Gavin's — Davin's? Gavin's for sure ... — cock felt in my mouth last night. The glow stick is slippery but flavorless against my tongue, not at all like Gavin's shaft, and when I bring it between my legs, lifting my ass off the bed, it slips right in. It's thinner than Plastic Fantastic, and doesn't really do a whole lot sensation wise, but the shadows it casts as I fuck the stick in and out are mesmerizing, and I lose my thoughts in the glow on the room's dark walls. With a thumb pressed to my clit, I picture the girls from the rave devouring me on stage while people dance all around us; I let out a groan, feeling a climax swell.

#

Janine

The sight of Kara fucking herself with the glow stick is absolutely mesmerizing. She's completely absorbed in the motions of her hands, eyes closed, oblivious to the world. My pussy tingles, and I lean against the door frame, letting a hand wander between my legs.

Before we left for vacation, when she was still going to join us here, I helped Tiffany get cleaned up for her teenie weenie bikini. It was the tiniest bikini bottom I've ever seen, just a string of floss in the back and triangle of fabric in the front that barely covered any skin at all. She was nervous about shaving, and I was happy to lend a hand, having trimmed my own bush plenty of times. But in the process of uncovering her delicate pink lips, leaving just the tiniest patch right above her cleft, I became surprisingly aroused — I had to toss a washcloth over that gorgeous flower to keep myself from plucking her petals.

And that's nothing compared to what I'm feeling now, watching Kara stroking herself face down on the bed. Tiffany and I made out once, freshman year, and we never got further than some timid titty touching before we both broke out in giggles; but looking at Kara, I want to drop to my knees behind her and lick all the creamy nectar she's spreading over her glistening lips.

I flick the tingling tip of my clit with my fingers, almost falling over with the electric jolt that runs through me. My head feels dizzy, and I drop to my knees and spread my thighs, stroking myself with one hand while clinging to the door frame with the other. The glow stick emits a golden light from between Kara's legs, illuminating her delicate folds.

#

Kara

The blonde girl kneeling in front of me licks from my thighs to my belly, her tongue a blazing torch. The brunette behind me squeezes my nipples, stretching them with her fingertips while she grinds her bush against my ass. (Did she have a bush? I can't recall, all I can remember are the deep shadows, the glowing paint, the full red lips ... fuck, she can have a bush for this fantasy, I want to feel the silky hair against my skin, I want to bury my face in her hairy mound, I want rub my hairless cunt against her lush carpet ...)

I close my eyes and picture Janine joining us, dancing around me and the girls from the rave, her tits brushing me as she writhes. I picture her licking the blonde girl's ass, I picture her kissing my gasping mouth, I picture her sucking Jacob's cock. (Where did Jacob and his cock come from? I don't care, they can be here for this, too, I'm so fucking close ...)

Yes, Jacob's cock, raging against Janine's lips, raging against my lips, throbbing and pulsing and pressing against my pussy, desperate to be inside me, my body longing to take its length ... My fingers are a blur between my legs, churning my nectar to a creamy froth, and my belly tightens as my climax approaches. I hold my breath, trying to delay the inevitable, riding this ridge of arousal until I can hold back no longer and with the bed spinning and lights flashing behind my eyes and a thunderous roar of blood in my ears, I explode into a million screaming pieces, my fantasies now just a kaleidoscope of sensation. I fall onto my belly, legs twitching as the waves wash over me, panting and gasping and on the verge of passing out.

#

Janine

Kara lets out a sobbing cry as she comes. I bite my hand to stifle my own gasps, stroking my clit until it aches, just on the verge of climax. When she collapses onto the bed, legs shaking, I fall back on my heels and push two fingers into my channel, looking for the spot on my vagina's wall that will push me over the edge. And when I find it, I shudder and shake and roll onto my side, choking back a groan.

I hear her stirring, and in a panic I roll out of the doorway and lean against the wall beside the bedroom door, out of breath and shivering. I dare a glance around the door frame and see that she's curled onto her side, knees tucked to her chest, her breathing slow and steady.

There's no way I'm going to be able to walk to my room, so I crawl, dragging myself down the hallway. I glance over my shoulder and see the faint yellow glow piercing the darkness, still at last.


five
Gusher
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Janine stumbles into the kitchen in panties and a t-shirt, pressing the heels of her hands against her eyes. The sun is far too bright this morning, and she wonders if there's someone she can call to have it turned down a little bit ...

"Good morning, sleepyhead," Kara says. She's standing by the sink with a cup of coffee. "How are you feeling?"

"Like I drank too much vodka and passed out on the chair," Janine grumbles.

"I tried to wake you up," Kara says, handing her a mug, "but you wouldn't budge."

"I made it upstairs eventually," Janine says. She feels the color rising in her face as she remembers the sight that greeted her when she got to the top of the stairs; Kara is apparently completely oblivious to the show she was putting on with her glow stick, and unaware of the appreciation her audience felt.

"Any word from Tiffany?" Janine asks after she's had a few sips of coffee to clear her head.

Kara smiles and slides her phone across the countertop. Janine gasps when she sees a picture of two cocks, slick and shiny, dangling between some decidedly handsome legs.

"Holy shit," Janine whispers.

"I know," says Kara, taking her phone back. "She just lapped us."

"We've got to get back in the game, then," says Janine. "Last night was but a minor setback, right?"

"Definitely a disappointment, but it's still early in the game," says Kara. "I just need to fuel up with a little more coffee."

Kara carries the coffee pot to the sink and turns the handle. No water comes out of the faucet. She turns the handle back and forth a few times to no avail. When she slaps the handle with the flat of her palm, there's a rumbling sound under the sink, and the handle suddenly flies into the air on a column of water.

"Well, fuck," she mumbles, then ducks under the sink, scrambling for a shut-off valve as water pours out onto the kitchen floor.

#

Kara

I'm still soaking up water with a beach towel when there's a knock at the door. There was a number for the handyman on retainer in the information binder in the living room — Greg's Fix-It Service — and I only called it about fifteen minutes ago. The guy who took the call sounded gruff and not terribly friendly, so I'm hoping someone else is actually coming to fix the sink.

"Hey Janine!" I call up the stairs. "Can you grab the door?"

Janine stomps down the stairs, still looking bedraggled from her hangover. She's changed into cutoff shorts and a tank top that shows quite a bit of side boob when she lifts her arms. I bite my lip and get back to work, sopping up the mess.

I'm on my hands and knees in front of the sink, wiping up the last big puddle, and sense someone behind me. When I look over my shoulder, I see a huge bald man standing behind me with his arms crossed and a slight frown on his face. He's wearing black jeans and a tight black t-shirt with the logo for some band — I'm assuming a Finnish industrial death metal group based on the number of lightning bolts and umlauts — splashed across the front in red and white. Janine is standing behind him with a big smile on her face, motioning with her hands at his ass, which I'm assuming must be filling his jeans in a way she finds pleasing.

"What the fuck did you do to it?" he growls. It's the same voice I heard on the phone, except in the kitchen it sounds even more gruff and unfriendly.

"Nothing," I say. "I turned the handle, nothing came out, I gave it a whack with my hand ..."

"So by 'nothing,'" he says, stepping forward and dropping a black canvas bag beside me, "you mean you pounded on it with your fist."

"I did not pound on it," I say, getting up on my knees and craning my neck back to look into his face. His perfectly smooth head glistens in the sunlight pouring through the window over the sink, and I can see a hint of ink — something black and red and sinuous — rising above his collar. He has dark, piercing eyes that drill into my skull like the electric guitars in that unpronounceable band splattered across his chest.

"Faucet handles don't just pop off," he says, pushing past me to inspect the situation, his fists on his hips. I get a good look at his ass from here, and I can see why Janine was pointing at it; it's broad and toned, filling out his black jeans with a nice, round shape.

"Well, this one did," I say, feeling around on the floor for the piece that had flown into the air and come crashing down in the flood of water.

I hand it to him, our fingers brushing briefly. He rolls it over between his thick but dextrous fingers, brow furrowed and eyes squinting. His frown turns slowly into a smile, and then he chuckles quietly and tosses the part into the sink with a clattering sound.

"Totally stripped," he says, shaking his head. "It was just a matter of time."

#

Janine

"So, are you the 'Greg' of 'Greg's Fix-It Service'?" I ask. The big bald guy is lying under the sink, visible just from the waist down, his thick-thighed legs stretched out across the floor. There's a new handle on the faucet, and it appears that water flows in the right direction now instead of jetting in a geyser toward the ceiling, but he muttered something about double checking the garbage disposal while he was here.

"The one and only," he says, his voice muffled.

"Seems like it must be a good gig," I say, "servicing these beach rentals. I mean, the sun, the surf ..."

"Eh, it's not bad. These little houses were slapped up in about a week each, though, pieces of shit, if you'll pardon my French. Something's always breaking on them, so I'm plenty busy."

"It must be kind of fun during spring break, though," I say, hopping up on the countertop beside the sink. "I mean, all those hot young college girls parading around in their tiny bikinis, looking for fun in the sun."

Greg grunts from under the sink, turning the wrench. I hear metal grinding on metal, and he swears under his breath, then turns the wrench again.

"I try not to get mixed up in that stuff," Greg says. "It only leads to trouble."

"But trouble can be fun," says Kara. I can tell that she's looking at the bulge in Greg's jeans, just like I am: he fills them out nicely. His t-shirt has crept up, revealing hard abs and a splash of red and green ink riding the line of his waistband.

"Fun for about five minutes," Greg says. "Not worth it most of the time."

"Oh, I'm sure you last a lot longer than five minutes," I say, winking at Kara.

"That's not five minutes for me," Greg says. "That's five minutes for the sweet young things that think they can take on a real man."

I feel a tingle between my legs thinking about what Greg might be able to do to a sweet young thing like me. He's got those broad hands, strong fingers, and a wicked look in his eyes. I'd really like to get a look at that ink that's peeking out above his jeans; a really close look ...

#

Kara

"Five minutes seems awfully fast," Janine says, swinging her feet as she leans back on the countertop. "I mean, a gal wants a little finesse ..."

I want to correct Janine — this gal, at least, likes it fast and furious sometimes, just get me over the top and take the edge off the burning ache, we can spend time just fooling around once I'm relaxed. But I bite my lip and watch Greg slowly sit up.

"A gal wants to get off," Greg says, a smile turning his lips into a twist that makes my tummy clench. "No different from a guy."

"But the warm-up," Janine says. "I can't go from zero to sixty in five minutes — I need the engine warmed up first."

Greg laughs and wipes his hands on his jeans, then stands and turns toward the sink.

"I'll bet a hot little engine like yours accelerates faster than you think," he says with his back to Janine. "You've just never had the right driver."

"Oh?" Janine arches an eyebrow. "Do you think you're the right driver?"

Greg turns the handle; a strong stream pours out of the faucet, and he smiles approvingly at it, then rubs his hand together, lathering them up with a little of the dish soap. He rinses his hands and shakes them off, then reaches for a dish towel hanging behind the sink.

"I think you'd be better off practicing with drivers your own age first," he says, turning to look at her as he wipes his hands dry. I stare at those hands — finger long and thick, nails blunt, there's a lot of power in those hands, but also a surprising delicacy and dexterity. Those hands could definitely stear me around some tight curves ...

"I've had plenty of practice," says Janine. "My engine gets turned over a lot. Maybe you're afraid to drive such a nice model?"

"Baby, you've still got that new car smell," he says, laughing. "You think you've got miles on you, but you've just been pawed over in the showroom. Someday you'll get taken for a spin by someone who knows what they're doing and you'll find out how fast your engine can really run."

"Then take me for a drive," Janine says, hopping off the counter. She stands close to Greg, hands on her hips, looking up at him with her jaw set defiantly. "Show me what a real driver can do if you're so sure I don't know."

"Seriously? You don't know what you're asking for, little girl."

"I'm not asking, I'm demanding," says Janine. She reaches a hand toward Greg, walking her fingers down his chest. "Show me this five-minute miracle of yours."

"You'll regret it," he says.

"I don't think I will."

Greg laughs, and then suddenly grabs Janine around the waist and throws her over his shoulder. He pushes past me with a grin while Janine howls in surprise, pounding a fist against his back, and he carries her toward the living room.

#

Janine

Greg grabs a towel off the table as he walks into the living room and throws it onto the chair where I passed out last night, then drops me into the seat. He stands in front of me, a grin on his face, and pulls his shirt off over his head.

"Things could get wet," he says as he throws his shirt onto the floor, "and I don't want this to get wrecked."

His chest is broad and chiseled. Across his pecs is an intricate red and black hibiscus flower tattoo, with a delicate green and yellow hummingbird hovering above it, ready to take a sip. Green vines wrap his torso, sprouting orange and blue flowers, and I can see red petals peeking above the waistband of his jeans. He drops to his knees in front of me and rests his palms on my thighs; I feel a warm tingle spreading between my legs.

"This is your last chance to back out, baby girl," he says, "before I blow your fucking mind."

I look into his eyes; they're black, bottomless wells of lust, burning like dark stars. His lips turn up in a smirk, and the pink tip of his tongue darts out for just an instant, leaving a glistening smear.

"Blow my mind," I whisper.

He grabs at the snap holding my shorts closed and then lifts my ass off the chair and tugs. My shorts and panties come down past my knees in a flash, and he pushes my legs back to fold me double and pulls my shorts past my feet, letting them drop next to his shirt. He holds me by the ankles with one hand, my ass still off the chair, and he suddenly slaps my ass and pussy with a loud clap. I gasp, the sudden sharpness of his blow burning my flesh. Then his fingers gently trace a line between my pussy lips and toward my clit, nestled between my thighs, and I sigh at the delicacy of his touch.

My legs drop onto his shoulders when he kneels in front of me, and he runs his hands over my belly. He seems to be sizing up my pussy like a driver inspecting a car, deciding on how he's going to bring this machine to peak performance. His fingers walk through my tangled hair, drift along my thighs, gently part my lips and tickle the inside of my folds. He circles my clit with his thumb, and then leans into me, his breath hot on my delicate flesh.

"Let's get this warmed up," he says, "and take it for a quick ride."

His mouth is suddenly on me, firm and hot, teeth nipping at my clit and tongue pushing into my channel. I gasp, thighs tightening around his neck, as he licks and nibbles, and then he sits up, face wet with my juices, and smiles down at my pussy. I quiver under his gaze.

"Are you ready, baby girl?" he asks with a growling voice. I bite my lip and nod.

He thrusts two fingers into me so fast that I let out a stuttering cry, and then his other hand finds my stiff clit and strokes it up and down like it's a little cock. The fingers inside me turn and twist, prying me open, exploring my channel.

He seems to be deep in concentration, head cocked to the side and the tip of his tongue poking out from between his lips. Then his eyes light up like he's found something important. The fingers inside me turn and push into the wall of my vagina while the fingers on my clit accelerate and I let out a howling cry. My body shakes and electric jolts burst through me and when I close my eyes, I see colors that I never imagined possible. I hear him laugh, and then I hear nothing but the roar of blood pulsing through my ears.

#

Kara

Janine is beautiful in her climax, her face glowing and muscles tensed and a roar of wordless sounds pouring out of her mouth. There's also a flood of juices pouring out of her quivering cunt, splashing against Greg's bare chest and filling my nose with her rich, musky scent. Greg is laughing, his fingers a blur between Kara's legs, shining with Janine's nectar.

From the moment Greg dropped Janine onto the chair, I've had a hand between my legs, shoved under the waist of my shorts, frantically stroking my clit. I knelt behind him, watching his mouth against her cunt, watching his fingers disappear inside Janine, imagining those were my fingers, my cunt. The look of surprise on her face when he found her G-spot sent a blazing buzz through me.

Oh baby, I thought, slipping my shorts past my hips and running a finger in a fast circle around my stiff clit, I could show you all sorts of things you don't know about your pussy if you'd give me a chance ...

The burst of liquid that gushed from Janine's pussy took me by surprise, but apparently not Greg — he seemed to have anticipated the flood, and relished its splashing eruption. He let out a wild laugh and pounded his fingers even harder into Janine's pussy, making a sloshing sound as he drilled deep.

I throw off my shirt, unclasp my bra, and peel my shorts down and off. My pussy trembles under my fingers, sopping wet, but not as wet as Janine's. I lick my lips, wishing I could bury my face between her legs and suck up all that flowing juice, and then lap every drop off Greg's hummingbird tattoo. I move closer, almost touching Greg's hip with mine, and stare at the quivering glory of Janine's pussy as the spasms begin to abate and she sinks into the chair.

Greg sits back on his heels, a look of triumph in his eyes. He runs a hand over his chest, smearing the juices toward his belly. I can see the bulge in his jeans pressing hard against the denim, and his nipples are stiff with arousal.

"How was that for a ride, baby doll?" he asks, his voice a mix of rough gravel and smooth honey. "Did that turn your engine over?"

"Oh fuuuck," Janine groans. A trickle of drool dribbles down her chin, and her eyes look hazy and unfocused. She sinks into the chair, her legs dangling down Greg's back, a boneless pile of satiation. My fingers bounce against my clit, sending tingles through my entire body.

"I warned you," he says, lifting her legs over his head and dropping them to the floor. Janine sags, head lolling. "You've never had a driver like me, and you might never again."

I groan, my fingers slipping inside me, and Greg turns to look at me. He had completely forgotten about my presence, he was so focused on Janine, and it takes him a moment to take me in. I must be quite a sight at the moment, naked and trembling, mouth open and jaw slack, but I don't care.

"Me next," I gasp, crawling toward the chair. I rest my head against Janine's trembling thigh, my cheek sliding in the slick that spilled from her cunt. "Drive me next, please ..."

#

Janine

It takes me a minute to figure out what's happening; I'm still having trouble putting coherent thoughts together. That orgasm broke something inside me and sent me to a place I've never been before.

I blink, trying to sort out what I'm seeing. Kara has her head resting on my thigh, her breath warm on my skin. She's naked, back arched, ass raised toward Greg, who kneels behind her, his hands caressing her ass. He's smiling, eyes flitting between Kara's ass and my pussy. I put one hand on Kara's head, stroking her blonde hair, and one on my belly, which is slippery with juice.

Greg leans down, face close to Kara's ass. "This'll be easy," he says with a chuckle, "you're already soaking wet."

"I've been warming up my engine," Kara says, her voice breathy. "I'm ready for you to take me for a ride."

"Then buckle up, baby doll," Greg says.

When his tongue touches Kara's cunt, she gasps and digs her fingers into my thigh. I trace my fingers along her cheek to her mouth, and she takes my finger between her lips, suckling the tip while Greg makes wet, humming sounds behind her.

#

Kara

Greg's mouth covers every inch of my cunt with warm, slick spit. I groan and grasp at Janine's thigh, and when her finger strays near my mouth, I pull it between my lips and suck, imagining it's her clit. He explores my thighs with his fingers, slides them along my hairless mound, circles my clit as he devours me.

Scott's approach to giving head was always tentative at best. He seemed to think it was a chore, something he was expected to do in return for a blowjob. He was willing to forego a blowjob entirely to avoid going down on me, which made me self-conscious about my pussy. Was it clean enough? Did it taste bad? I would often sample my own flavor when I masturbated, licking my fingers clean after getting myself off, and I liked the taste, but maybe there was something wrong with it that turned Scott off?

Based on the way Greg is eating me, there's absolutely nothing wrong with my taste. He's licking and sucking like he's been starving for my cunt, moaning into my folds as his tongue laps up every drop of my juices. He sucks the lips into his mouth, he opens me with his fingers so he can dig his tongue deep into my channel, and I reward him with quivering gasps and a steady flow of nectar.

I'm drenched, the juices flowing down my shaking thighs. Greg has two fingers inside me, stroking and prodding; he knows the spot that I love to touch, the spot that will send me into orbit, and he carefully avoids touching it directly, teasing me into a frenzy. I suck Janine's finger, scraping the tip with my teeth, and groan.

Suddenly I feel a pressure at the puckered hole of my anus, slick with spit and nectar, and I let out a cry when Greg's finger pushes at the tight ring. His finger backs off, stroking the sensitive skin between my pussy and asshole, and then prods again, the first knuckle clearing the muscle. I bear down on him, shaking and gasping, as the fingers in my pussy press hard against the button of flesh on my channel's wall. The finger in my ass goes deeper, and I feel completely filled. I scream around Janine's finger and clench all of my muscles around Greg's, crying out in abandon as my orgasm crashes down on me.


six
Geyser
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Kara collapses on the floor, gasping and quivering, rolling into a ball with her knees tucked to her chest. Greg follows her down, licking her from hip to shoulder and then pulling her head up for a hard, open-mouthed kiss on her shaking lips.

"Oh fuck," Kara moans, shaking her head and sitting up. "Holy fuck, Greg, that was ... fuck."

Greg grins, letting Kara drop to the floor. He runs his fingers through her hair and reaches up to stroke Janine's slippery thigh.

"You've never had one of your boys do that to you before, have you?" Greg asks. His fingers walk across Janine's belly, and she trembles under his touch. "Were you a little surprised at what your body can do?"

"I've never come like that before," Janine says, color rising in her cheeks. "I've never come that fast before."

Greg stands and stretches, looking down at Janine with blazing eyes. He licks his lips and runs the back of his hand across his mouth.

"You're not going to be satisfied with anything less again," he says.

#

Janine

"I'm not satisfied now, though," I say, looking up at Greg's smooth, broad body.

My juices sparkle on the hibiscus flower on his chest, making the hummingbird glow. I bite my lip, imagining my tongue running across his skin, gathering up the tangy mix of his sweat and my nectar, dipping down below his belt, seeking out the shaft that's bulging within his jeans.

I slip unsteadily off the chair, almost collapsing when my knees hit the floor, and crawl to him. I walk up his legs with my hands, kissing the stiff black denim that covers them, and then licking along his waist, tasting musk and sweat. Greg laughs and rests his hand on my head.

"Oh, baby girl," he growls, "you're treading on dangerous ground here."

"I like danger," I say, nipping at his skin with my teeth. "I crave danger."

My fingers find his belt, and I unclasp it shakily. He guides my hands to the buttons that run down the front of his jeans. I pull, but my hands are too weak, and I giggle at my failure. Greg pulls the first button open, revealing bare skin. I can see ink in the shadows, red and black, and I'm desperate to see more. I plant a kiss just below his navel and press my fingers against his belly.

"I like danger, too," I hear Kara whisper beside me. I turn my head to see that she's staggered to her knees, too, and her hands are tugging at Greg's waistband.

"You're both asking for trouble," Greg says, pulling the next button loose.

"I'm not asking," I say, "I'm demanding."

"Give us trouble," Kara says, pulling his jeans past his hip. More bare skin appears, more delicate ink swirling across his groin. "Give us big trouble."

Greg laughs and pulls the last two buttons open. We drag his jeans down, and his cock springs free, thick and stiff and gloriously uncut. Kara gasps in surprise, and I sigh in delight — this is going to be fun.

#

Kara

Obviously I've heard of them, and even seen them in porn videos, but I've never actually touched an uncircumcised cock. I am not prepared for the sensation of his foreskin slipping over the head, or the revelation of his slippery skin when I slide its casing down along his shaft.

"You look like you've found a new toy," Janine says, sidling over to me. "Watch this."

She takes Greg's cock in her hand and pulls the foreskin over the head until the tip is completely covered, then leans in until her tongue disappears into the hood she's formed around his cock. Greg moans, tangling his fingers in Janine's hair.

"Let me try!" I say, bumping Janine with my elbow.

She laughs and moves aside so I can run my tongue around Greg's hooded shaft and then poke the tip inside. The contrast between the rougher surface of the foreskin and the velvety smoothness of the glans mesmerizes me, and I run my tongue all around the hole, gathering up strands of salty pre-cum.

Janine drops to her hands and brings her mouth up under Greg's hairless balls, first licking them with her tongue and then taking them between her lips while Greg groans. I push the foreskin down, revealing the lilac-colored head, and run my tongue around the ridge.

#

Janine

I haven't played with an uncut cock since Sylvester in Argentina. I love the way the foreskin slides back and forth over the head, the way my tongue feels when I work it between the wrapper and the rod. I could fiddle around with that hood all day, whether the cock inside is hard or not, just tugging at the skin and playing peek-a-boo with the tip.

But I also appreciate the manscaping efforts that Greg has made. Too many guys expect ladies to do all the grooming, and then let their own forests grow untended. Greg's groin is bare and smooth, with a tattoo of thorny vines running up his leg and around the base of his cock, erupting in a bright red rose below his navel. I run my hand along the slick, silky skin between his belly and the base of his cock.

His testicles, though, are the real attraction. They're heavy and round, smooth as billiard balls, the sack tight with his arousal. While Kara toys with his shaft, fascinated by his foreskin, I kneel below him and lick his balls, then take each one into my mouth and suck. Greg groans his approval.

Kara and I guide Greg back to the chair I abandoned and pull his shoes and jeans off when he sits on the sopping towel, his cock bouncing back against his belly. She leans forward to plant little nibbling kisses up and down his shaft while I work my head between his thighs, licking a wet circle around his balls.

#

Kara

"How deep can you take it?" Janine whispers in my ear. I'm nibbling the end of Greg's cock, sliding the foreskin back and forth over the head, coaxing the pearly droplets onto my tongue.

"Deep enough, I guess," I say, then return to my nibbling. I like the way his velvety smooth glans feels on my lips.

Janine suddenly bumps me aside and takes Greg's cock in her hand. She gives it a stroke and then lowers her mouth over it. I watch in wonder as she works her way down the shaft until it disappears completely, her chin against Greg's balls. Then just as quickly she falls back, gasping, face red and Greg's cock shimmering with spit.

"Holy shit," I say. "How did you do that?"

"You've just got to relax," Janine says, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. "Let your throat open up."

She takes Greg's cock in her hands and lowers her mouth onto it again, taking it in slowly. I rest my hand on her shoulder and stare as his shaft disappears into Janine's mouth, spittle frothing at her lips as she descends. Greg's thighs shake when her nose brushes the rose tattoo on her belly. With a gasp she ascends like a diver breaking the surface, then sits back on her heels with a look of triumph on her face.

"Let me try," I say, nudging Janine out of the way.

I look down at the cock in my hands, which suddenly looks much larger than it did when we released it. I give it a tentative lick, then take the head into my mouth and slide my lips along the shaft. It completely fills my mouth before I'm halfway down, and I come back up, gasping for air.

"Take a deep breath," Janine says, brushing the hair from my eyes with her fingers, "and let everything open up."

She demonstrates again, more slowly this time, her shoulders thrown back as she lowers his lips down Greg's shaft. Then she winks at me when her nose brushes his belly, and I feel a tingle between my legs. She releases his cock with a gasp and grins at me as she passes the baton.

I close my eyes and roll my shoulders like I'm getting ready to dive into a pool. I visualize a wide, open tunnel from my lips to my belly, a dark cavern offering no resistance, an open portal to be filled. Greg's cock tickles the back of my throat when I lower my face toward his belly, and I squeeze my eyes shut to force back the sensation of choking. My lips are halfway down his shaft, and Janine is rubbing her palm gently on my back, whispering, "Good girl, good girl," as I push past the next inch of flesh.

"You're almost there," Janine whispers, her voice soothing and sweet, her lips close to my ear. I would nod, but I can't, not with this pillar of flesh pushing deeper into my throat. I want to come up for air, I want to gasp and scream, but I'm going to do this, I'm going to take it all. Greg moans as my lips slide down his shaft.

When my nose brushes Greg's belly, I feel my throat relax around his shaft. I brace both hands against his thighs and lower myself just a little more, and then in a panic I shoot myself backward, spluttering, tears trickling down my cheeks. Janine laughs and wipes at my eyes, kissing the tears, stroking my hair.

"You did it!" she shouts. "You did it!"

I nod, wiping at my eyes and lips. Greg's cock bounces before us, slick and hard, the head a shade darker than when we started. He's panting, too, and grinning, sharing in my victory. Our victory.

"That was fun," I say when I catch my breath. "But now I just want to lick it."

#

Janine

I start at Greg's balls and Kara starts at the tip, and we meet in the middle with our lips wrapped around his shaft. Greg groans and lifts his ass from the chair, making his length slide between our mouth. I stick out my tongue to feel this silky skin going by until my lips meet his balls.

He settles back on the seat again, his cock sliding between our mouths until our lips meet at the tip. My tongue circles the velvety tip and then pushes against Kara's lips. She makes a little gasping noise, her eyes suddenly wide, and I prod her teeth apart with my tongue and then use my mouth to push Greg's cock into her mouth. She swallows the knob, making happy slurping sounds as spit trickles from her lips, and I lick from the base to Kara's mouth, capturing the tangy mix.

"Make it wet," I say, "wet and sloppy." I reach between Greg's legs and squeeze his balls, making him gasp and push a little deeper into Kara's mouth. "Guys like it wet and sloppy, don't they?"

Greg grunts and moans, a smile on his lips, and he closes he his eyes as we slather his shaft with our tongues. I'm sure he wasn't expecting an extra sloppy double blowjob when he came by to fix the faucet; I'm glad we can give him a morning to remember.

Kara is a quick study at the wet and sloppy technique. Spit bubbles from her lips and cascades down Greg's shaft. I catch the trickling cream and smear it with my tongue around Greg's balls, and then give a quick lick to the sensitive skin below his balls, which makes him gasp. I lick my way back up his length and take the head from Kara to give it a firm suck, swallowing the frothy mix of saliva and pre-cum before giving it back to Kara, who takes it for a greedy, slobbering suck of her own.

"Oh fuck," Greg groans, head thrown back. He rests a hand on each of us, guiding our heads back together around his throbbing shaft. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum ..."

Kara and I press our lips together around his cock, and Greg starts to fuck the tunnel we've made with our mouths, grunting as he thrusts. I reach for his balls and find Kara's hand already wrapped around them. I press my fingers between his legs, putting firm pressure on his puckered asshole, and Greg lets out a shout as a jet of cum blasts into the air, splashing against Kara's cheek. My fingertip pushes its way into his rectum and another burst shoots up, landing in my hair.

I wrap my lips around the head of his cock and suck the next two pulses into my mouth, moaning as the hot spunk splashes against the back of my throat. Kara pushes her lips against mine, and the jizz trickling from my mouth coats her chin. I lick the musky mess from her face and she giggles, pushing her tongue into my mouth to steal a taste for herself. We trade a tangy bundle of jizz and spit back and forth for a few minutes while Greg collapses into his seat, eyes closed and panting, his cock flopping against his thigh, still quivering and leaking a dribble of seed. The hummingbird on his chest shimmers with his pulse.


seven
Evening the score
[image: ]


"I'm really sorry about last night," Jacob says. He's standing on the porch of the little house on the beach, clutching a fistful of roses in a pink paper cone, wearing a red tank top and yellow and blue striped trunks. The sun has started to set behind him, but the evening air is still warm enough that Janine feels comfortable in her bikini. She had been planning on a dip in the water before urging Kara to come out to make another run at Tiffany's score.

Janine looks him up and down, hands on her hips and a cross between a smile and a smirk on her lips. Jacob shuffles uncomfortably from foot to foot and holds the flowers out at arm's length. After a moment of considering them, Janine takes the flowers from him and sighs.

"It sure wasn't the night I was planning," she says, then steps out of the doorway and ushers Jacob inside with a wave of her arm. Hanging his head sheepishly, trying to hide a smile, Jacob steps through the door and into the kitchen.

"Look who's here!" Janine calls as she steers Jacob toward the living room.

Kara is sitting on the couch, still in her bikini as well, with a paperback — a steamy little romance about a Tour de France cyclist and the woman who owns a little boulangerie in the village where he's training. She looks up and blinks at the sight of Jacob.

"Last time I saw you," Kara says, a smile creeping across her face, "you were lying on your back in the sand mumbling about the stars."

Jacob blushes, scratches his head, shuffles his feet some more.

"Yeah," he says, "the stuff Tyler got was a little stronger than we were expecting."

"You were absolutely stoned out of your gourd," Janine says with a laugh, coming out of the kitchen with a pitcher in one hand and a stack of plastic cups in the other.

"Tyler said it was supposed to be like a cross between Molly and Viagra," Jacob says. "I thought it would ... er ... help with the ... performance ...?"

Janine laughs and sets the pitcher on the coffee table in front of the couch, then puts out the cups and pours. The ice in the pitcher crackles.

"What, keep you in the game longer?" she says.

"Yeah," says Jacob. His face is bright red.

"Didn't he make it to the first down?" Kara asks, setting her book beside her on the couch.

"Well past the first down and into overtime," Janine says, "though I did take early possession of the ball."

"I thought my defense was pretty good, though," Jacob says with a grin.

Janine sighs and closes her eyes. "I have no complaints about your scoring," Janine says, a smile curling her lips, "and you made some nice long passes." She steps to him and takes his elbow. "Really, really long ..."

Kara starts to get up from the couch, but Janine puts her hand on her shoulder.

"Stay," Janine says, "scoot over."

Kara puts her book on the floor and slides over to make room for Janine. Janine tugs at Jacob's elbow, and he sits down beside Janine, his bare leg against hers, and smiles awkwardly as he reaches for one of the cups.

#

Janine

I wasn't expecting Jacob to come over after the absolute flop that was the rave — I expected my last memory of him to be Jacob and Tyler lying in the sand, slack-jawed and glassy-eyed, mumbling about how many colors were in the stars while I fruitlessly squeezed the limpness between his legs. I might have skipped the dalliance with Greg if I'd known Jacob was going to make amends; not that I feel any sort of allegiance to Jacob — a too-fast blowjob and some really good head hardly makes us a couple — though I'm glad I didn't. What had started with spite had ended with some mind-blowing discoveries, and I'm anxious to pass some new knowledge about my pussy to Jacob.

"Relax," I say, squeezing Jacob's knee. He looks anything but relaxed — certainly not as relaxed as he was after taking whatever Tyler gave him last night — and he sniffs cautiously at the cup in his hand.

"Lemonade," I say. "Just lemonade. Kara and I kind of overdid it last night, too, so we're taking it easy this evening."

"Oh, great," Jacob says, a smile cracking his face just a little bit. He sips from the cup, his eyes crinkling at the sourness, and looks over the rim at me as I reach for a cup myself.

"To sand and surf and sun," I say, raising my cup.

"And stars," Jacob says with a little laugh, tapping his cup against mine.

"And victory," Kara whispers. I glance over at her and see that she's smiling playfully, holding her cup toward mine. We tap rims and grin at each other.

#

Kara

"You should get more comfortable," Janine says, tugging at the hem of Jacob's tank top. He blinks, puzzled, and she says, "Your shirt's all sweaty, doesn't it itch?"

"Oh, um, maybe?" says Jacob. "We were doing some hackey sack this afternoon, I guess it got a little hot."

"So, take it off," Janine says, giving the hem a pull.

Jacob smiles and starts pulling the tank top up past his smooth, firm stomach and toward his broad, hairless chest, and then pauses. He looks across Janine at me, a questioning look in his eyes. I shrug and smile; I'm sure I can guess what game Janine is up to, and if I play along I'm sure he will, too. Jacob finishes removing his shirt and lets it drop to the floor.

"Isn't that better?" asks Janine, pressing a hand against his belly. He nods and throws another glance at me; I shrug and wink.

Jacob drains his cup in one swallow; his Adam's apple bounces as he the lemonade pours down his throat, and I can't help but imagine my lips pressed to his neck. His chest looks slick with sweat, and my mouth waters at the thought of running my tongue around his nipples. My hands are shaking, and I spill a little of my lemonade when I raise my cup to sip.

"What are your plans for the rest of the night?" Janine asks.

Jacob shrugs. "I guess ... the guys and I were going to check out that club at the other end of the beach, maybe ... just hanging out, probably ..."

"So you bring a girl flowers," says Janine, resting a hand on his thigh as she leans against him, "but you make plans with the guys instead?"

"Well, I didn't want to assume," says Jacob. "I mean, the rave and everything ..."

Janine's hand slides further up his thigh, resting above the hem of his trunks. I can see a bulge forming between Jacob's legs, and he squirms, the lemonade sloshing in his cup.

"Do you think whatever you got from Tyler has worked through your system?" Janine asks, leaning in to give Jacob a kiss. My belly tightens when her leg brushes mine while she lets her breasts push against Jacob's chest.

#

Janine

Jacob's mouth tastes salty and sweet. My tongue circles his lips, tasting sweat, and then finds the tangy sweetness of the lemonade when it seeks out Jacob's tongue. Our tongues dance back and forth between our mouths as I press myself against him; my nipples stiffen under my bikini top, and I wonder if he can feel them against his bare chest.

My nipples aren't the only things stiffening; when my hand rises along the smooth fabric of his shorts, I feel the pulsing beat of Jacob's cock. I think I have the answer to my question when I let my fingers dance across his cock: everything appears to be in good working order.

Jacob pushes my hand away, but not very forcefully. His hand slides down over my ass when I lift a leg across his lap, and I bring my fingers between his legs again, meeting no objections when I gently pinch the bulging head of his cock. I straddle him and put one hand on his chest to steady myself while the other squeezes his bulge.

"Wait a second," Jacob splutters, pulling his face away from mine, but not taking his hands from my ass. "Um, should we, um ..."

His eyes dart over at Kara, still sitting next to us on the end of the couch. I glance toward her and catch her eyes, wide and sparkling. Her lips are parted, and her tongue flicks out to dampen them. I smile at her, and she lets out a sigh.

"Don't mind me," Kara whispers, her voice scratchy.

"See?" I say, turning back to Jacob. I give his bulge a firm squeeze, and he gasps, both hands pulling me closer to him. "Don't mind Kara. Kara doesn't mind."

I press my mouth against his, and he moans into me. My thighs press against his hips, and I can feel his bulge through the fabric of my bikini bottoms. My pussy tingles with anticipation.

#

Kara

"I need to get absolutely railed," Janine says with a gasp, pulling her mouth away from Jacob's. "Right now!"

She hops off the couch and grabs Jacob's hand, tugging him to his feet, and then throws her arms around his neck. His hands roam up and down her back, and then down to her ass; from where I'm sitting, I can see his fingers slipping under the waist of her bikini bottom and then stroking the full, round globes beneath the pale yellow fabric. My pussy tingles and it's all I can do to keep my own fingers from doing some exploration between my legs.

"Upstairs," Janine says, breaking off her kiss again. Her face is flushed and her eyes are wide, and I can see the hard points of her nipples straining against her tiny top. "Now!"

She tugs at Jacob's waist band, finding the velcro that holds his trunks closed, and reaches her fingers inside. Jacob groans, and when I see Janine's hand emerge with his rock hard cock between her fingers, I groan, too; the tingle between my legs is a burning fire now.

I watch Janine lead Jacob by his cock like it's a throbbing, fleshy leash, and he stumbles after her toward the stairs. I sit frozen on the couch, mesmerized by the sight of the lovers making their way to Janine's room. My willpower is flagging already, and I shift uncomfortably, wanting desperately to touch myself.

When they go upstairs, I think to myself, I'll give them a few minutes and then go get Plastic Fantastic and fuck myself silly while I listen through the walls ... The thought comforts me a little — I know I'm going to get off, probably several times, I can wait a little longer ...

"You, too," Janine says suddenly, looking over Jacob's shoulder right into my eyes.

I blink, stammering, "Wait, what ...?"

"Come on!" Janine shouts, abruptly pushing Jacob aside and reaching out her hand for mine.

I take her hand and let her pull me to my feet. My heart is racing and I feel dizzy. Is this really happening? Is Janine inviting me into her bed with Jacob?

Jacob has come back to us and wraps his arms around Janine, his cock pressing against her ass. Janine pulls me into an embrace, and suddenly Jacob's hands are running up and down my back while my breasts push against Janine's. I feel fingers tugging at the knot that holds my bikini top in place, and when the fabric drops away, I feel Janine's thumb stroke my stiff nipples, sending an electric charge to my core.

Janine pushes her hips back against Jacob and grips my waist with strong fingers, dragging the three of us toward the stairs in a shuffling tangle of limbs and mouths. I reach around Janine and feel Jacob's heart pounding inside his chest. My hand runs toward his hard, flat abs, then over the curve of his hips to the throbbing shaft pressed into Janine's ass. Janine's lips brush my throat and I quiver against her.

"Upstairs," Janine repeats, her breath hot against my skin, "I need to fuck."

#

Janine

We stumble, all three of us giggling, into my bedroom. I'm sandwiched between Kara and Jacob: Jacob's cock presses against my ass, all the way up to the small of my back, and Kara presses her bare tits against mine. Jacob undid my top while we were making our way upstairs; it fell on the stairs someplace, and it's a wonder we didn't trip and fall and break our necks making our way up.

My room is a mess — maybe I should have steered us into Kara's instead? — and my feet get tangled up in a pile of clothes on the floor. Jacob catches me in his arms before I can fall, and guides me onto the bed. His hands are on my hips in a flash, tugging at my bikini bottoms; I lift my ass and wiggle my hips until they're past my knees, and then I kick them free and lie back with my legs spread wide, one hand on my belly with my fingers tugging at the tuft of dark hair above my pussy.

Jacob looks down at me with hunger in his eyes; he licks his lips and smiles. I can see Kara over his shoulder, and she has a hungry look, too, and I feel a jolt of desire run through me.

Does she want me like Jacob wants me? I wonder. And do I want her? Fuck yes, I do ...

There are no preliminaries in Jacob's plan — he kneels beside the bed, takes a deep breath like he's about to dive into a pool, and suddenly his mouth is on me, lips and tongue seeking the nectar that's flowing from my pussy. I cry out and grab his hair, and he sucks the stiff nubbin of my clit past his teeth. It's almost too much; I was wound up into such a state of excitement that his mouth on my cunt sends waves of arousal through my body and I can hardly breathe.

When Jacob ate me out the other night, his touch was playful and light, teasing me up and down the waves of arousal before tipping me over into an orgasm that made me quiver all over. But his technique now is desperate and ravenous, no finesse at all. His mouth roams all over my cunt, spreading my juices over my belly and down my thighs, sucking at my lips and biting at my clit and probing my channel with a curled finger. I am soaked and open and raging with lust.

I feel the bed shift above me, and I look back through a haze of lust at Kara climbing up by my head. Her bikini bottoms are gone now, too, and her smooth-shaved pussy glows in the moonlight falling through the window. She sits behind me, a leg on either side of my body, and cradles my head in her lap. Her fingers brush against my face, and I suck one into my mouth, running my tongue around her knuckle the way I ran it around Jacob's cock.

Jacob's head pops up from between my legs, his face slick and shiny and his eyes blazing. He stands, pushing his trunks down past his knees and taking his cock in his fist; a smear of clear liquid spreads across the velvety head as he runs his hand up and down the shaft. My pussy trembles, anxious to be filled.

And it appears that Jacob is just as anxious to fill me. He climbs onto the bed, kneeling between my legs, and runs a finger up my slit. I groan around Kara's fingers as she slides another into my mouth. Her other hand has slid over my chest and she cups one tit in her palm, pressing the painfully stiff nipple until I arch my back. Jacob leans forward, teasing my entrance with the head of his cock, holding himself up on one hand as he stares down into my eyes.

With a sudden tilt of his hips, Jacob is in me, pushing deep into my cunt like a hot knife into butter, and I let out a moan when he's as deep as he can go. He holds himself there, cock twitching inside me and body quivering as he braces himself above me, eyes burning into mine. Kara's hand is sliding down past my belly, fingers grazing the hot, wet coupling of our bodies; we lie frozen, my body a butterfly pinned to a board by Jacob's cock.

And then he fucks me, with long, firm strokes he fucks me, and I throw my head back against Kara's belly and wrap my legs around Jacob's waist. I rise to meet his thrusts, my heels drumming against his back. Kara grunts beneath me, eyes fixed on Jacob's shaft, sliding wetly in and out. My first climax rages through me and I cry out in exquisite agony.

#

Kara

I can feel Janine's climax rippling through her body and into mine. She shakes against me, arms flailing and head thrown back, and I look down her body at Jacob's cock, shiny with Janine's juices, as it slides in and out of her cunt.

Jacob slows his thrusts and leans into Janine, pressing his mouth to hers. Then he reaches up and pulls my face down to his; his lips are hot and wet, and he sucks hungrily at my mouth. I tangle my fingers in his hair, feeling the damp sweat on his scalp.

Janine suddenly bucks her hips and rolls, forcing Jacob over onto his back with a grunt. I scramble out of the way and watch her straddle his waist, hands on his chest and eyes wild, her black hair a tangle around her shoulders. She lifts her hips, grasps his cock, and slides herself down onto him with a long, low groan.

I watch her roll her hips above Jacob, taking full control of the fucking. He reaches up to grasp her tits, panting as Janine rides him. I'm mesmerized by the sight of her clit sliding against his groin with every thrust of her hips.

My pussy is a raging inferno of desire, and when I look down at Jacob's face, chin and cheeks still wet from Janine, I see exactly what I need to quench the flames. Or maybe stoke them higher ...

I throw a leg over Jacob's chest and slide myself back until my cunt hovers over his mouth. He grasps my ass with both hands and pulls me to him, and I'm in ecstasy the moment his lips and tongue meet my delicate flesh. No wonder Janine came so fast, and so hard, on Jacob's mouth — he knows exactly what he's doing when he probes my core with his tongue.

I fall forward and rest the top of my head against Janine's chest; she cradles my face between her hands and increases the pace of her thrusts. Below me I can see their coupling, the base of Jacob's cock nestled between Janine's lips, and I can hear the delicious wetness. I press my face to Janine's stomach, hands on her thighs, and cry out as Jacob's flicking tongue pushes me over the pinnacle of climax. Janine holds my head against her chest; I can feel her heart pounding against my cheek.

"Oh fuck!" Janine gasps, suddenly falling back on her heels.

Jacob's cock pops free with a slurping sound and then explodes, sending a stream of hot cum splashing against my tits. He shivers and groans into my pussy, the vibrations enough to send me over the edge again as cock pulses out more bursts of jizz that fly wildly against his chest. Janine laughs as she watches the throbbing shaft.

I grab his cock in both hands and drop my mouth onto its velvety head, licking the creamy, salty discharge. It's hot against my tongue. I scoot toward his feet, slide down his body, and straddle his waist with his penis aimed at my channel. I'm so drenched from his tongue and my nectar that it slides in easily, and with Janine bracing me with her hands on my hips and her mouth suckling at my neck I fuck myself up and down Jacob's stiff rod.

"You're so beautiful on his shaft," Janine says, threading her fingers through my hair and pulling my face close to hers. "Ride him, Kara, fucking ride him!"

And I do, I ride him hard, driven as much by Janine's lips on my throat and hands on my tits as by Jacob's shaft in my cunt. I feel surrounded by desire and lust, the center of a raging, passionate fire. Janine holds me as I drive my down against Jacob, grinding my clit against him. I feel my channel tighten around his rod, I feel him tense beneath me, fingers digging into my hips, and when I come I feel the blissful, flooding warmth of Jacob erupting again, filling my cunt with his seed. Janine catches me in her arms when I fall forward, laughing and sobbing, my thighs like I ran a marathon.


eight
The sweet taste of victory
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Janine

No matter how hard I suck, I just can't get Jacob's cock to stand stiff again. The taste of his drying seed, and of the honey that gushed from Kara's and my pussies while we took turns riding him, is the most delicious mix of flavors, and my belly clenches with desire as I roll my tongue around the ridge of his velvety head. Where before it jabbed at the back of my throat, hot and hard, now it's slack and limp between my lips, and it rolls loosely inside my mouth. I want so badly for it to throb to life again that I feel hot tears of frustration pooling in the corners of my eyes.

Finally, I let it slip out of my mouth and look up, pushing the hair from my eyes. Kara is curled up against Jacob's shoulder watching me, covering the smile on her lips with her fingers; there's no hiding the laughter in her eyes, though.

"Fuck," I say, wiping the back of my hand across my mouth. "I guess he's done."

"I think he might be dead," Kara says with a giggle. "Did we fuck him to death?"

I put a hand on his belly, feeling the gentle rise and fall of his breath. Sweat and jizz is pooled in his navel, and his eyes are closed, jaw slack with exhaustion. I reach up to touch his face; he doesn't stir.

"He's not dead," I say, trying to choke back my own giggle, "but he could be in a coma."

"Well, shit," Kara says. "I didn't know that could happen."

"I've had guys pass out on me before," I say. "But usually they were drunk or high."

"Jacob was holding up pretty well there for a while. How long have we been at it?"

I look at the digital clock on the bedside table, and almost don't believe my eyes. Then I look out the window at the black, cloudless sky and the stars twinkling out over the gulf.

"Three hours," I say, "give or take."

Kara laughs and leans back against the headboard. I'm struck by how pretty she is, her reddish-brown hair hanging loose over her shoulders, her heavy breasts glowing in the dim light cast by the hall light, her green eyes sparkling.

"Yeah, no wonder the poor boy passed out," Kara says.

"I feel like we were doing most of the work at the end there," I say. I close my eyes, picturing Kara riding Jacob's cock like a Valkyrie warrior swooping down from Valhalla, her head thrown back, tits thrust forward, slamming herself against his hips. He was lying back on the pillow, gasping for breath, while I stroked his cheeks and pinched his nipples.

"You were amazing to watch," says Kara. She slides down along Jacob's side and touches my thigh; I feel a tingle buzz through my body when her fingers stroke my sweat-slick skin. "I almost came just from seeing you ride him."

"Me? What about you?" I say. I rest my hand on her belly, feeling the rise and fall of her breath under my palm. "You were like a fucking tornado the way you slammed into him." I look down at my hand and let my eyes fall lower, peering into the shadows between her legs. "The way your clit was gliding along his shaft ..."

"Oh, fuck, that felt good," Kara says with a sigh. "I could really work all the angles on top of him — it was like fucking my vibrator, but better."

I blush, remembering how I spied on Kara the other other night with the glow sticks and dildo. She was in absolute control then, and in absolute control when she took a ride on Jacob's shaft, unafraid to seize his cock for her own pleasure.

"Ummm ... the other night," I start, my face hot, "after the rave, I saw you, um ..."

"Oh shit," Kara says, the blush in her cheeks getting bright. "You saw that?"

"It turned me on," I say. "A lot. I kind of jilled off ..."

"Kind of?"

"Okay, I rubbed one out, hard, leaning against the door watching you."

"I was so fucking horny," Kara says. She squeezes my thigh. "That rave was such a bust."

"All those dicks, just going to waste," I say. I look down at her hand, imagining it sliding higher up my leg.

"If I'd know you were watching me," she says, leaning in close enough that her tits brush against mine, "I would have put on a better show."

"It was a pretty great show as it was. I liked the lights."

"Fucking strobe lights," she says, and snorts a laugh. Her head falls against my shoulder and she giggles against me. I put a hand on her back, pulling her closer.

"I like the way you look when you come," I whisper, my voice catching in my throat. "Your mouth goes wide and your lips tremble and everything tenses up ..."

"You're beautiful when you come," Kara says. She looks up, and her lips are close to mine. "When Jacob was licking your pussy and you grabbed his head, I thought I was going to pass out, it was so hot."

"I almost passed out," I say. "He knows how to eat pussy."

"It's too bad he's not awake to give me some pointers," Kara says, "because I'm about to do some pussy eating myself."

Her lips brush against mine, gently at first, and then hard and wet, her tongue pushing into my mouth. I wrap my fingers in her hair and pull her down onto the bed beside the sleeping Jacob. She rolls on top of me, her tits pressing against mine; she tastes like mint and jizz, my favorite flavor combination.

#

Kara

It's almost like I'm licking my own pussy when Janine and I stretch out side by side, head to toe, beside Jacob. When my tongue flicks against her pulsing clit, hers does the same against mine; when she sucks my soft, delicate petals into her mouth, I draw hers between my lips, savoring the musky nectar that coats my tongue; I slip a finger into her channel, pressing against the walls of her vagina, and suddenly Janine is finger fucking me with abandon.

Then it becomes a competition, a race to the finish. I don't know, though, if I'm racing to finish myself, or racing to finish Janine. I want to come, but I want her to come, too — I want to be absolutely drowned in the juices flowing from her quivering cunt. Her thighs shake against my cheeks and she pumps her hips against my face as I lick and probe and suck. My scalp tingles with the sensations that flood my body behind the onslaught of Janine's tongue.

When I can't hold back my climax another second, I squeeze my fingers into Janine's ass and pull her hard against my mouth, and scream into into her trembling quim. She screams into mine, too, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through my body until I can't take another moment and fall away from her, collapsing on my back, panting as I stare up at the dark ceiling.

"Holy fuck," I hear Janine gasp beside me. I feel her shaking next to me, her own climax still coursing through her body. "Holy fucking fuck, Kara, what did you do?"

I throw an arm across my eyes and laugh, tits jiggling. My nerves are jangling and my breath comes in short, sharp gasps — what did I do? Holy fuck indeed, whatever Janine did to my body has rendered me speechless and giddy.

"What did I do?" I gasp. "What did you do, Janine! I've never come that hard in my life!"

Janine curls herself around my legs, licking my toes until I giggle, and then sits up, leaning back against Jacob. Jacob starts snoring, and we both giggle.

"I never guessed you were an expert muff diver," Janine says.

"What, me?" For some reason I feel like I need to set the record straight, even though the taste against my lips tells me that I might have found a new favorite delight. "No way, Janine, that was a first for me."

"Seriously?" she asks. "You definitely knew what you were doing."

"Well, I know what I like," I say, feeling my cheeks burning, "so I guess I did what would get me off."

"That strategy definitely worked," Janine says, then lets out a long sigh. She stretches out again, this time with her face close to mine. "Your tongue is amazing," she whispers.

"So is yours," I say, brushing her sweaty brown hair out of her eyes. "And your pussy is delicious ..."

#

Janine

I'm half awake, lying blissfully between Jacob and Kara, when I hear my phone ping. I blink and look around, a little dizzy. Light is streaming through the window above the bed, and the clock on the nightstand tells me that it's past noon. Which is clearly impossible, except that my stomach is grumbling and my mouth is dry.

I roll over onto my belly, careful not to disturb Jacob and Kara, who both appear to be deeply asleep. Jacob's cock, which we had ridden into submission the night before, rises stiffly from the tangle of black hair on his groin — it appears that we did not, in fact, break him, despite his blissful repose while Kara and I fucked each other silly all night long.

My phone is glowing on the nightstand, and I reach for it, brushing Jacob's shoulder. He makes a sighing noise and shifts, his erection bouncing. When I pull my phone up to my face, I see that there's a text from Tiffany: "6 [eggplant emoji] 1 [tulip emoji]"

I laugh; how can she be pulling numbers like that? I thought she was at a half-deserted resort, trapped with her parents; Kara and I are deep in Spring Break central, and we're doing half her numbers.

"3 [eggplant emoji]" I tap out, and then look over at Kara, sleeping against Jacob with a look of quiet rapture on her lips. "1 [tulip emoji]" I add, looking at the beautiful pink lips between her thighs.

Kara stirs and stretches, her fingertips brushing my breast before she rolls over and snuggles against Jacob. I stroke her hip, careful not to wake her, and stretch against her back. Her hair is a tangled nest from our passion, and smells of our sweat and nectar; I breathe in the scent of our lovemaking and sigh. Jacob's cock stirs; I wonder what filthy dreams are racing through his mind. Surely they can't be filthier than my intentions for when he wakes up. I stretch an arm across Kara's hip and rest my fingers on Jacob's belly.

Tiffany probably thinks she's winning our competition, having her way with every cock at the resort. But I'm secure in my own victory, with my arms wrapped around the most delicious prize.


How I Won Spring Break
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How I Won Spring Break

Tiffany thought that her spring break would be a hedonistic romp with her friends in celebration of their impending graduation, but her parents insist that she join them for one last family vacation at a half empty resort that caters to a much older crowd. With her friends to egg her on in their group chat and the help of a very tiny bikini, Tiffany manages to make the best of her situation, and even pulls far ahead of her friends in their lusty competition -- that she's good at attracting multiple lovers at once certainly helps run up her numbers.


Join Tiffany by the pool, on the beach, on the snorkeling excursion, and in the neighbors' condo as she puts her naughtiest desires to the test!


Spring Break Bonus!
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Spring Break Bonus!

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

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


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

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

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

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


Beach Volleyball Bump
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Beach Volleyball Bump

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


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


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