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Chapter 1

When I arrived at the resort, the vacation I had been looking forward to for over a year, the only thing I felt was emptiness. I stepped off of the shuttle bus from the airport after my first flight ever and waited for the driver to open the hatch for everyone’s luggage. The warmth from the tropical sun engulfed me, something I’d been dreaming of after the last three months of bitter cold. But all I wanted to do was find my hotel room, close the curtains, and go to bed.


My ex-boyfriend and I had planned this vacation together. He had gone on trips before we’d dated, but I never had. I couldn’t bring myself to spend the money even though it was something I’d always wanted to do. However, Tyler wanted to go more than anything, so I made it a priority, despite him choosing a resort that was way out of my budget. It was going to be our three-year anniversary, and everyone from my mom to my coworkers to my friends all said that he was definitely going to propose.


Two weeks before we were supposed to leave, his phone rang while he was in the shower. I answered it, thinking it was the pizza delivery guy we were waiting for, but instead I heard a woman’s voice. After I looked through his phone and found out everything, I knew I had to break things off. Even as he begged and apologized. 


So I arrived here alone. I tried everything I could to get my friend Sara to come, but I couldn’t. Then I told myself I wouldn’t go at all, but seeing the nonrefundable price tag made me sick. I decided I would use the solo vacation to reset myself and return home fully healed and calm. But right now all I felt was anger.


I was mad at myself for being with Tyler in the first place. I was mad at him for doing what he did, and I was also mad at myself for answering the phone. Maybe if I hadn’t, I never would have found out.


I dragged myself down the path, passing beautiful palm trees and through the softest, salt-scented breeze, and found my room. It was in a series of long single-level bungalows that looked like a row of motels, each with a separate entrance. I closed the door behind me, kept the light off, and collapsed into bed. It was only 2 PM, but I needed to sleep. I turned up the A/C and had the best 3-hour nap of my life.


I awoke to lively music being played by a band closer to the main resort. It wasn’t loud, but the beautiful sounds carried easily through the air. Something about the sound, the sleep, and waking up in a new place lifted my spirits. So did the idea of a cold, fruity drink.


I filled a small bag with a book and some water and slipped on a cute tie-dyed blue and pink wrap skirt with a matching cropped tank top. I took my long, blonde, wavy hair out of my airport bun and put on some flip-flops. It was still bright outside. I made my way down through the different paths, holding the resort map in my hands.


I made note of some of the all-inclusive restaurants on the resort and walked through the main building and front desk. I passed a few shops and a spa and walked down past the fitness center. Soon I found myself outside surrounded by multiple pools with swim-up bars, hot tubs, chairs with umbrellas, and paths down to the beach.


I found a chair close enough to hear the live music but far away enough to avoid the main bulk of the crowd. There were a few people lounging near me, couples and single people tanning, reading, or typing on laptops.


I was happy we’d picked an adult resort because it also seemed less crowded than what I’d anticipated. I sat down with my book, which turned out to be more of a decoy while I found myself people-watching instead.


There were a lot of couples. It wasn’t that I was looking for a rebound or anything, as much as my friends had encouraged me to have a vacation fling, but it did make me feel a bit strange to be single.


A few chairs away, on the other side of the main path, I saw two friends on vacation. The older women lounged beside each other, talking and laughing. They had to be in their late 40s or maybe even early 50s, but they looked incredible. I watched them for a moment, wishing that my friend Sara had been able to come with me. She tried to get out of work for the week, but they were short-staffed. That could have been us. Sitting together, gossiping, and sipping fancy drinks.


But then I saw something that Sara and I wouldn’t have done. One of the two women with shoulder-length blonde hair and a gorgeous, curvy body pushed her friend’s long, dark hair aside and whispered something in her ear. Her lips lingered there, curving into a smile as she listened to her friend’s response, hanging off of every word that her toned, dark-featured friend responded with. Then her lips moved from her ear down to her neck, kissing it gently once. The other woman moved back away from her. It happened so quickly that I wondered if I imagined it. 


I looked from the curvy blonde back to her friend and caught her piercing eyes. She was watching me watch them.


I almost jumped and looked quickly back down at my book. I could feel my cheeks get red, and I couldn’t stop thinking about them. Were they a couple or just close friends? Maybe they were strangers, or they were cheating on their husbands with each other. They could have even been from a different country where maybe that closeness wasn’t so taboo between friends. Either way, I’d been caught looking, and it wasn’t my business. I looked up again when enough time had passed for it to feel safe to sneak another glance, but they were gone.


After reading for quite a while, my stomach growled loudly, and I realized I hadn’t eaten yet today. The sun was moving toward the horizon. It wasn’t quite sunset, but it would be soon. I looked through some of the menus in the brochure, and I decided on a Mexican restaurant. Tyler hated Mexican food.


I arrived at the front door and realized I’d made a mistake. It was extremely busy. I looked around for a few minutes but started to feel a bit embarrassed. Not only was I the only person alone, but I was also the only one unable to find a table. I started making my way back toward the entrance, but that’s when someone gently grabbed my arm.


“Hey, we’re leaving in 5 minutes. You can have our table. Take a seat.”


I looked at the person who’d gotten my attention, and it was the blonde from earlier, sitting at the table with that same friend. They were both stunning, now that I could see them up close. They must have been rich housewives on vacation.


I felt the anxiety leave my body, and I sat down quickly.


“Thank you so much. I thought I’d have to go somewhere else.”


“Of course. I’m glad you didn’t leave. This place is worth the wait. I’m Michelle,” said the blonde woman. “And this is my friend, Natasha.”


Natasha smiled politely and waved. Her icy blue eyes and golden tan stood out so much more with her dark hair.


“I’m Alexa. It’s nice to meet you both.”


“I think we saw you earlier. Are you here alone?”


I swallowed hard. I looked at the woman I’d made eye contact with earlier, Natasha, but she was looking elsewhere.


“Yes, I am. I just got here today. It was supposed to be a trip with my boyfriend. Umm, ex-boyfriend. Tyler. But we broke up a couple weeks ago. It was our three-year anniversary.” I had to tell myself to stop talking. Why was I trauma dumping on these two happy vacation goers?


“Aw, Hun. I’m so sorry to hear that. You and Tasha have that in common at least.”


“Yes. Well, not exactly. But Michelle was my last-minute plus one,” Natasha said and took a sip of her drink.


“That’s me!” Michelle laughed. “I was happy to leave my husband at home. Tasha wasn’t in a very long relationship, though, maybe more like three months. So it doesn’t really count.”


“Have you been here before?” Natasha asked, ignoring her friend’s comments.


“No, um… I haven’t been on vacation anywhere before. So that’s why I couldn’t cancel, even though I was alone.”


“Oh my god, honey, your first vacation? Fuck him. You need to live it up.” Michelle smiled. “Hey, you know what? We’re going to the Pearl Club tonight, on the west side of the resort, by the beach. They have some 2000s DJ thing. You should come with us.”


Natasha looked at her friend for a moment, as if communicating with her silently.


Michelle turned back to me.


“No pressure though, if you just want to relax. But if you decide to, please come find us there. It will be fun. We’ll be there after 10 PM.”


My instinct was to say no. I wasn’t an extremely social person, especially with people I didn’t know. But this was my vacation, my fresh start, and I wouldn’t be sleeping until late after the nap I had today.


“Okay, thank you. I might take you up on that. Maybe. I’ll see how I feel after I eat.”


“Great! I promise you won’t regret it,” Michelle said before putting her hand up to call over a waitress. “Hi, yes, we’re leaving, but she is taking our table.”
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Chapter 2

The waitress handed me a menu and got me water while the two women left. I felt so lucky to meet people that I felt comfortable enough to talk to. Even if one of them was a bit quiet. Going to the club on my own would be out of the question, but I had really been looking forward to dancing. Where Tyler and I lived there were no clubs or bars like there had been when I was in college.


I ate my food and made it back to the hotel room. It was 9 PM. I jumped in the shower, finally washing the airport germs off of me. I felt even more awake after the shower, so I opted for a dress instead of my pajamas, and did my hair and fixed up my makeup. Nothing crazy, but I didn’t want to look frumpy either. These women were very well put together and probably quite a bit more wealthy than I was. I didn’t want to stick out.


My dress was a short and simple little black dress, with spaghetti straps and a bit of sparkle. I paired it with some black heels, and straightened my long, blonde hair. I put my map in my small purse along with my hotel key and phone, and walked through the busy night pathways to the Pearl Club.


The night club was extremely busy already. I pushed through the crowds of people dancing and talking, until I finally found my two new friends. I almost didn’t recognize them now that they were dressed up and wearing makeup. They stood talking by a post to the left of the dance floor, speaking close in each other’s ears.


Michelle’s arm was around Natasha’s waist and it was dangerously low. Maybe it was just a generational thing? They didn’t seem to have any noticeable accents either. I thought for a moment about turning back and pretending I couldn’t find them if they asked the next day. They looked like maybe they needed privacy. But it was too late. I made eye contact with Michelle.


She let go of Natasha and held her arms out for a hug as I approached. I embraced her, and felt her squeeze my back tightly. It felt so comforting, and I felt relief again. I realized I must have just been anxious.


“So happy you could come, you look amazing,” she said against my ear, over the loud club music, and then let me go.

Natasha put her arm to my shoulder and brought me in close. Not quite a hug, but a pull. Then she leaned into my ear as well, her lips brushing against me.

“Thanks for coming, Lexi.”

I felt a shiver down my neck as she said my nickname. I hadn’t heard anyone call me Lexi in years.

Both of the women looked incredible. Their perfume clung in the air like a cloud pulling me in. Michelle wore a long white dress that almost glowed in the club’s blue lights, and Natasha wore a strappy black fitted dress. They both wore real jewelry, which surprised me because everyone had told me not to bring anything valuable. Maybe they didn’t care if it got lost or stolen, or maybe this resort was different. Not only was it extremely expensive, but that was after we’d gotten a deal too.

I tried to guess their ages. They both looked like maybe they’d be one of my teachers in college, or one of my supervisors at work. I tried to guess around 50, but with their makeup it was hard to tell. Michelle seemed to have filler and some other light work done, but at the same time they both seemed so naturally beautiful. I wondered what they looked like when they were 25 like me.

“You both look amazing,” I said over the loud music, and they both stepped closer.

“So do you, hun, and you look like you need to dance,” Michelle said, grabbing my hand. Natasha nodded in agreement.

I let them drag me out onto the dance floor. We weaved in between groups of people, Michelle’s hand clamped tightly around mine. Finally she found a spot that she was happy with.

It took me a bit to loosen up, but the confidence of my new friends made it easier than it had been for me in college. I knew some of the songs, but they both knew almost every word, laughing and singing to each other as we danced.

They were still quite touchy with each other, but it made sense at the club. Even when I’d go out with my friends in college, dancing was always an exception to how physically close we’d get. Especially if there were guys watching us. So when Natasha grabbed my hand and pulled me in closer, it didn’t seem that unnatural.

I noticed the crowd was a lot more dense now. The more people who bumped into us, the closer Natasha and I got. I didn’t care anymore what I looked like, because who was watching?

Suddenly there were hands on my waist. It was someone behind me. I felt them press their warm body up against mine. The feeling was amazing. Even though Tyler and I had broken up only two weeks ago, we hadn’t been having sex for quite a while. I blamed myself for it, but after I caught him cheating I wondered if maybe it was because he was losing interest. It had been a long time since I’d been intimate with him in a way that actually felt enjoyable.

Lips were against my ear again, and I heard Natasha’s voice.

“It’s just me.”

I put my hands over hers without even thinking, and she wrapped them around my stomach, pulling me in even tighter. I felt her whole body pressed up against my back, and I couldn’t help but move against her, grinding myself slightly. It reminded me of how I would dance with some of my friends when we had a bit of an audience, but this was different. It just felt good.

I didn’t realize Michelle had left for a moment, but when she returned and saw us, she joined in. Her hands wrapped around my waist and she pressed her body up against my chest and stomach, one of her legs in between mine. I was sandwiched in between the two women, held tightly while they danced against me, and I couldn’t help but enjoy the feeling.

I wrapped one arm around Michelle, pulling her closer. Her leg moved further up in between mine, her thigh almost against my pussy. That’s when I realized I was throbbing. I hadn’t been touched like this in so long, and it wasn’t for a man or by a man. It felt so different.

Before I even realized, I was grinding myself against her leg as we danced, and she was watching me intently. Natasha held me even tighter, and I felt her head resting on my shoulder, her breath under my ear. I reached my hand up and held the side of her head, and that’s when I felt her lips kiss and suck down my neck.

I moaned without even realizing. It wasn’t loud, but both of the women could hear it. They were so close to me they could probably feel it vibrating through my body. Natasha’s hands moved, one up to my breast, and the other one on my lower stomach. She pinched my nipple through my dress, and the feeling crawled down in between my legs, where Michelle pushed against me even more.

“God, you’re so fucking hot,” Natasha whispered in my ear. Her hand moved lower, pushing between Michelle and I.

“Ladies, and gentleman, good evening!”

A voice cut through and the music was turned down slightly. Michelle and Natasha let go of me, stepping away slightly. My whole body reacted to the sudden lack of physical touch and that was when I realized how far I’d let them go. I felt my cheeks flush with embarrassment.

“We hope you’re all having a great night at club Pearl! The only club on the south of the island that’s open until 4 AM!”

“I’ll be right back,” I said to the women, and headed to the bathroom before they could say anything.

Even when I got to the bathroom I could still hear the DJ droning on. One of the women in the bathroom groaned.

“Okay we get it, just play some music.”

I was grateful that the bathroom was mostly empty. I looked in the mirror for a moment, fixing my hair. I touched my neck where Natasha’s lips were, and I could still feel them there, her long dark hair draping over me. I was so turned on it was crazy. Was this just normal dancing to them? Maybe it was something with the age difference. Maybe they were a bit more adventurous in their clubbing days. Michelle was married, and Natasha seemed kind of quiet and shy, unless she was whispering in my ear… or grabbing me…or sliding her hand down my stomach…

I snapped back to reality when I heard music start playing again. I knew I couldn’t hide in here forever, and I didn’t want to. My body so badly wanted to go back out to them and see what was next. If we hadn’t been interrupted, how far would we have gone? But my brain was screaming with a strange guilt and shame that felt different than my normal anxiety.

I figured going back out to see them would be much better than if they came to find me. I didn’t want them to think I was unstable. So I left the bathroom, and I ran into them a bit closer to the edge of the dance floor.

“We were just coming to find you! Is everything okay?” Michelle asked, as Natasha listened.

“Yes, great! I am starting to get a bit tired, but I’m not ready to leave yet.”

“You had a long day,” Natasha said with a comforting smile.

“Yes, but it’s not even midnight yet! At least stay until then.”

“I will,” I said, putting my empty cup down on a nearby table. “I promise.”

Michelle smiled and grabbed my hands, pulling me back into the crowd with them. We went back to dancing normally, still quite close, but not quite as close as before. Maybe they thought it was too much for me to handle. Maybe it was, but I couldn’t stop thinking about it. It took everything in me to not grab them and pull them in close again, to finish what we started. I wondered if that’s what they were waiting for.

They acted so normal now, and I realized I’d probably been overreacting. Even grinding on Michelle’s leg wasn’t the worst thing I’d done with a friend at the club. But the way that Natasha’s lips ravished my neck, her hand on my breast, and the words she whispered in my ear were what really pushed it over the edge.

The club was still busy as it got later, and people were starting to break out of their own groups and couplings, the occasional person joining our little group. Michelle had a guy half her age grabbing her waist while she ground her hips back against him, and a few women passed through occasionally, dancing closely and moving on again.

We chatted, laughed, and danced until about 12:30 AM, before I checked my phone to see the time. Michelle was still quite distracted by a group that had formed around her, so I got Natasha’s attention.

“You sure you’re good to walk back on your own?”

“Yes, thank you. I’ll be okay.”

Natasha pulled me in for an actual hug this time, lingering for a moment, and then let go.

“About earlier-”

“It’s okay,” I said, cutting her off. “I had fun tonight.”

“Good. We’re getting brunch tomorrow at noon, at that cafe by the front desk. Meet us there.”

“Okay, that sounds fun,” I said and pointed to Michelle. “Make sure you watch her.”

“I can’t take my eyes off her for a second,” she said, laughing. “Good night, Lexi.”

I said goodnight, trying not to acknowledge that she called me that nickname again. Or that she hadn’t asked me to come to brunch, but just told me to. I walked out of the club and back to my room.

As soon as I closed the door I realized just how tired I was. I stripped my clothes off, not even bothering to change, and slipped into the bed naked.

But as tired as I was, my body was completely awake. I touched myself and realized I was still so wet.

I kept thinking back to where things were going before that DJ stopped the music. Would Natasha’s hand have kept moving down my stomach? Would Michelle have gotten even closer? Or would they pull away anyways, realizing it was just dancing and we were only just having fun.I fell asleep during my guilty fantasy of what Natasha would do to me with her hands.
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Chapter 3

When I woke up in the morning, it was already 10:30 AM. I had trouble getting out of bed, realizing that despite my nap the day before, I had really needed the sleep. I got dressed, putting on a bikini underneath a loose white sundress with big daisies all over it.

All of the clothes I’d bought for the vacation were with Tyler in mind, especially since it was going to be our anniversary. I’d packed my bags over a month ago, filling my luggage with lingerie, skimpy bikinis, and the kinds of dresses that I knew he would like to see me in. This was supposed to be our anniversary, it was supposed to restart the spark between us, so I had planned accordingly.

It wasn’t even a question at this point whether or not I was going to brunch. I was definitely going, I had to. Not only was I so hungry I could faint, but I needed to see Natasha and Michelle again. I wanted to know what they had to say about the night before, if anything, and I wanted to get to know them a bit better. I killed some time unpacking my suitcase until it was almost noon.

I put on big sunglasses, filled my bag with sunscreen and my book, and headed over to the restaurant. They had indoor and outdoor seating, but I didn’t have to look for very long. I could see the two women sitting outside on the patio at a table with a big umbrella, sipping on coffee.

“Good morning,” I said as I approached the table. They both looked tired, but perked up when they saw me.

“Morning! Hope you don’t mind sitting outside?” Michelle asked, pulling out a chair for me.

“Not at all. I mean we are on vacation, we should be outside.”

“That we are,” Natasha said, looking at her friend. “Do you know how late Michelle stayed out last night?”

“Oh come on, Tasha. You don’t need to bring that up.”

“4 AM. What did the DJ say? The only club that’s open until 4 AM.”

“On the south side of the island. I had to make sure he was telling the truth.”

Natasha smiled, and turned her attention toward me. “Sleep okay?

“I slept great. That was my first flight yesterday, and I think it took a lot out of me.”

Michelle almost dropped her coffee, she put it down so fast.

“First flight? Are you joking?”

The waiter came over and interrupted our conversation, and I was a bit grateful for it. I realized maybe I should lie a bit. I could be anyone I wanted here. A rich influencer who travels to resorts for free, while my six foot tall firefighter husband stays home and takes care of our perfect, smart children. I wasn’t that good at lying, but I could at least try not to embarrass myself.

We ordered our food and then changed subjects, talking about some of the things happening around the resort, adventure excursions and day trips.

“Honestly, I just want to lounge today, and do nothing. Then I want to have a nice steak dinner, and relax in the hot tub.” Michelle stretched out in her chair and yawned. “Did you guys prepay for anything, like… before when you were planning the trip?”

“I don’t think so. I’ll have to double check later… it would be nice to go do something.”

“I usually charter a boat when I’m here. There’s some nice islands out off the coast,” Natasha said, earning a look from her friend.

“Yes, Tasha likes to rent boats to have privacy with one of her many hot girlfriends whenever she brings them here. Well what are you going to do this time? Rent a boat for me?”

It all made sense now. Natasha having girlfriends. She never had said she broke up with a boyfriend before her vacation. The way she touched me, the way her lips found my neck so quickly, it all made sense. But what about Michelle? She had also looked at me like she was going to devour me. She danced with a lot of people the night before, but she was not as intimate with any of them except for me.

“Sure, if you want a preview.”

“I don’t need a preview. I’ve seen that show many, many times.”

They were so open about it, so casual. Michelle was married to a man, but were they insinuating that they had been together?

“You’ve been here before?” I asked Natasha, trying to act cool and change the subject.

“Yes, she’s on vacation more than she works, these days.” Michelle said, answering for her.

“I have a lot of vacation time, and I really like it here.”

“Vacation is the perfect time to try new things. Explore, see what you like. What happens here stays here,” Michelle raised her glass of orange juice as if she was making a toast, and took a sip.

“Wait, so are you guys like… never mind.” I needed to mind my business, and I was starting to think maybe I wasn’t very good at that.

“No, it’s okay. Go ahead,” Michelle said.

“Are you two, together? Like I know you said you’re married, but…”

“Oh no. Well, I’m happily married, but Tasha and I go way back. Like college.”

“We used to get into trouble together.”

“The fun kind,” Michelle continued, with a wink. “I got married ages ago, but we’re still close friends. But you know… married life can be pretty boring. So I like to tag along with Tasha sometimes to join in on a little fun when she brings a girl out here. Except you’ll never catch me on a boat. I get seasick so easily.”

“Does your husband ever…?”

“Oh god no. No, he doesn’t like to go anywhere. Says his feet are meant to be on the ground, not on a plane. And… what he doesn’t know doesn’t hurt him.”

Natasha sat silently, watching me while her friend did all of the talking. It seemed like she was trying to read me, but I was trying as hard as I could to be non never mind.

Then it hit me. Last night, the way they were touching me… maybe it wasn’t as innocent as I thought?

“So, um. About last night?”

Michelle smiled, and took her time responding while Natasha’s gaze stayed on me.

“Last night was really fun. But I’d be lying if we weren’t trying to see if you were interested.”

“You seemed very interested,” Natasha said, her eyes moving down my neck to my collarbone, and back up to meet my eyes again.

I was so flustered all of a sudden. Normally I would have been a bit weirded out, politely said no thank you, and would have ignored them for the rest of the trip. I’d go home and tell my friends “oh my god, can you believe what happened?”

Not only were these women and I’d never even thought of one in a sexual way before last night, but they were so much older than me. I couldn’t even imagine dating a man who was five years older than me.

So why was I feeling so nervous like this was a possibility? I thought of how experienced they both were, and I didn’t even know what sex with a woman would be like. I didn’t even know what to fantasize about if I were to close my eyes and think about it. But at the same time I felt so flattered and wanted. After months of not being touched, the way they touched me last night felt like a puzzle piece that was missing.

“I mean, I don’t even know what I would do, I’ve never even thought of-” I looked around to make sure no one was near the table. “Women, like that.”

“We would take good care of you.” Natasha’s icy blue eyes made me believe every word she said.

“Listen, it’s not like we’re vultures, or anything. It’s nice just having someone different around too. I get so bored with this one,” Michelle laughed, pointing at Natasha. “We’re running out of stuff to talk about, it’s agony. We’re having a low key night tonight. We’re going to order dinner in, and enjoy the hot tub overlooking the peninsula. We’re a bit more isolated from the rest of the resort. You should come.”

“If you want,” Natasha added.

“I wouldn’t want to…intrude.”

“You’re not.” Michelle reassured me. “We’re inviting you. No pressure, just hanging out and getting to know each other a bit better. Nothing needs to happen, but if it does, that’s okay too. Don’t think too much. Just come.”

“What time?”

“Around 7 PM is good. We can eat dinner before we watch the sunset in the hot tub. Do you have your map?”

I handed it to Michelle, and she circled it with an imprint from her long, manicured fingernail.

“This one here. Number 6.”

“Okay. I really don’t know. I might come at least for dinner. Maybe.”

“Plenty to eat,” Michelle said, and Natasha hit her arm. “I’m going to go lounge by the beach. You can join us today if you want too.”

“No,” I answered quickly, almost too quick. I was trying to rack my brain for some imaginary excuse. I was going to need all day to process what we’d talked about. “Thank you though. I’m going to do some exploring today.”

“Well, you’re always welcome to join.”

I stayed at the table while they both got up to leave. Michelle was already out the door while Natasha was still standing up. She wore black shorts and a white tank top, and her long black hair was pulled up in a bun. She put her sunglasses down over her eyes, and before leaving, I felt her hand on my shoulder.

“See you tonight, Lexi.”

The way she said it, made me feel like she could see right through me. She knew I was going to be there, before I’d even made up my mind. Just like the way she’d decided I was coming to brunch. She was gone before I could respond, but what would I even say?

I swirled my coffee around in the cup, watching it as my brain took me somewhere else. This was so unlike me. I was always so good. Even in college, I’d never slept with someone until after the third date. I’d dated a few guys, then Tyler. Apparently he was out having his own fun, while I was at home practicing housewife. Cleaning, cooking, wondering what it would be like to have a baby, even though I never even wanted one, but I knew he did. I made sure to be perfect for him.

Now I was two weeks out of a relationship, and I was talking to two strange older women over brunch about having a threesome or whatever we were even discussing. Letting them touch me all over in the club, in public, moaning and grinding against them. And the worst part was that I wanted it so badly. I wanted more. Who was I?

I needed to think, and I had to keep busy after saying I’d explore. I walked through the restaurant out into the lobby, looking for a quiet place.

When I saw the sign for the spa, I knew it was where I needed to be. I looked at their service menu and it wasn’t too expensive. I figured I probably would have spent a lot more if I’d chosen to go to the casino.

I booked the package that had a full body massage, a manicure and pedicure, and a bikini wax. I’d had a wax scheduled for last week but I’d canceled it. Now I was thinking I might need it.

The women at the spa were so nice. They led me to a shower where I rinsed off and put on a robe. Then one did my nails while the other did my toes and a hot stone massage on my calves. Part of me couldn’t deny the comparison of these two women working on my body, to the women I might see later. After my nails were finished, the woman moved on to give me a scalp and neck massage. Every time she touched my neck, I thought of Natasha.

One of the women gave me a bikini wax in a small private room, and it was the first time I was worried that maybe I was too turned on to get one. I almost felt guilty, it wasn’t anything to do with her, but I was aching. Every time she touched me I jumped. She kept telling me it was okay, thinking I was scared of the pain.

My body felt on fire. I thought about canceling the massage, but the table was ready for me. Soft music played in the room and they told me to lay down on my stomach. I felt like a dirty old man going into a massage parlor with an erection, but I really didn’t expect my body to react like this. I thought I’d get some peace to be able to think about tonight, but instead I spent the whole time trying not to moan while the two women massaged me. When they asked me to flip over I was almost shaking.

“Actually, that’s okay. Thank you.” I said, feeling so embarrassed. They looked confused, but I made sure to leave a good tip in the change room after I ran off and got dressed.

I felt less relaxed than when I went in. My body felt so tense, even though my muscles were relaxed. I found a quiet place to read, far away from the beach or any of the pathways leading to Villa #6, and tried my best to just focus on my book.
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Chapter 4

By 6 PM, I was squirming. I had no idea what to wear even after pulling everything out of my suitcase. I was shaking, unsure if it was from nerves or anticipation. As the day had gone on I’d accepted somewhere along the way that I was going tonight. I couldn’t think of excuses because I didn’t have any. I hadn’t even thought about it as if I were on autopilot. I couldn’t explain why I trusted them so much. I kept telling myself that I was just going to go for dinner and the hot tub and I would tell them I wasn’t really interested in anything else.

But going at all felt like agreeing. I had no idea what I wanted. I just knew I had never felt so turned on. I even tried to masturbate, but I hadn’t brought a vibrator and I didn’t know how to cum without one so it just made the aching worse.

I changed bikinis to one that was a bit more sexy, a hot pink one that pushed up my breasts a bit more than the others. The band for this one was high on my waist, which after my wax made me feel so confident. It had a thong back, which initially I’d thought would be too much for the resort, but I’d seen so many women wearing this style of bikini since yesterday that it just seemed normal.

I stepped into another sundress, this one was longer and looked like an ombre sunset. I thought they must think I was poor, not wearing any jewelry again, but I knew my costume jewelry wouldn’t survive the hot tub. I wanted to look good, but did I really want to look hot?

I looked again at the map and noticed that Michelle wasn’t exaggerating. They really were quite isolated. I could hear my neighbors coughing and snoring all night, but their villa seemed to be one of ten that were in their own section, and even the ten were quite spread out. I walked toward their neighborhood of small houses until I found the right section. It was a lot further than I thought it would be.

I checked the map a few times, thinking maybe I had it wrong. The villa was huge in comparison, it was more like a cottage. I walked up the stairs in the front, and there were quite a few. I knocked on the door, and heard a voice yell for me to come in.

The villa was enormous inside. There was a full black and chrome kitchen to my left and a big dining table, completely open into a living room with a couch, a TV, and a huge bay window with a small seating area outside. The view was incredible. The water and shoreline on this side of the resort were further down a small cliff, and the hot tub was right near the edge of it. Trees lined the edge of the property for privacy, but it was mostly open, the bright sun slowly making its way to that side of the sky. It wouldn’t be sunset for another hour, so the brightness would have been unbearable without my sunglasses.

“Welcome to #6, Alexa!” Michelle stepped out of one of the rooms, and I almost gasped when I saw her. She was wearing her bikini top with a wrap skirt, her large breasts almost bursting out of the bottom and sides. Her hair was up in a clip, and I could tell she got a lot of tanning done today.

“It’s incredible here. You guys definitely aren’t allowed at my place after this.”

She laughed, like it was nothing.

“Tasha always gets this one. She won’t come if it’s not available.”

“It is different from the others,” I heard Natasha say from beside me. I didn’t realize there was a bathroom to my right.

She wore a black bikini, with no cover or skirt. I couldn’t help control my eyes as they roamed over her toned body. She wasn’t wearing heels but she was still so much taller than me. Her hair hung over her shoulders, naturally a bit wavy, maybe from the salt water. It reminded me of mine, but dark. I couldn’t help but notice the little sun marks on her skin, her freckles, all the way up to the small lines around her eyes.

Both women were so stunning that I started to feel self conscious. I’d thought since they were older, maybe I wouldn’t feel like I was competing. Seeing them on the first day was different, they were so far away. But now they were close enough to touch.

On the first day, I told myself. That was yesterday. I’d only known these women for 24 hours, and I was sitting here lusting over their bodies, accepting an invite to their villa to potentially participate in something so dirty and out of my comfort zone. These were strangers.

“Michelle’s not hungry, so she doesn’t want to order-”

“No, that is not what I said. I said I’m not sure if I can eat yet, but if Alexa is hungry we can order.”

“I can definitely wait. I’m not super hungry.” I couldn’t even think of eating, I was way too nervous.

Michelle smiled. “Okay good, I felt so bad but I have no appetite. I’m going to go sit on the porch for a bit, then maybe we can get in the hot tub?”

We sat outside, Michelle and I at a table while Natasha got the hot tub ready. I found it hard not to stare at her, but we both sat and watched her as she uncovered it and cleaned it before turning it on. I wiped my sweaty palms on my sundress. I’d thought we would have more time before getting in the hot tub together.

“So you’ve never… been with a woman or anything before?”

“No. Hasn’t even crossed my mind before to be honest.”

“Wow, I can’t imagine that. I guess for me I like both. But I love the life I have with my husband. He’s my rock. This is just fun.”

“What about Natasha?”

“She only likes women. Tasha is strange. She’s picky or something, I don’t know. I wouldn’t call her a player or anything. She’s had many serious relationships, but she always tells me that she just can’t find the one. I think she’s too much of a catch. She can have anyone she wants, but she seems to pick the women who use her.”

“That’s awful,” I said, watching Natasha bend over the side of the hot tub to reach something.

“I mean, it’s unfortunate, but she’s got a great life. Good job, money, lots of free time, and women falling all over her. I think she’ll be okay.”

“You haven’t thought about… like, getting into a more serious thing with her?”

Michelle laughed so hard it got Natasha’s attention for a moment, but she quickly turned back to what she was doing.

“God no, I mean. I’ll have fun with her, we like to share, sometimes we have a bit of fun on our own. But we’re too similar. She likes things a certain way and so do I. We’re like oil and water, you know?”

“Not really,” I said, a bit too bluntly. “I mean, like you’re just not compatible?”

“In so many ways. She likes to be in control, and so do I. Especially sexually. The things she likes to do, I like to do as well. I mean… you’ll see later, if that’s something you want.”

“I couldn’t imagine liking being in control,” I said, feeling a bit naive. I’d never even really initiated sex before, it was just something I waited to have happen to me.

Michelle smiled. “This is exactly why I knew you’d be perfect for us. I wish Tasha heard you say that.”

“Say what?” Natasha said, walking toward us. “I heard my name.”

“Nothing, none of your business!” Michelle laughed and stood up. “I’m going to get a drink.”

Natasha sat down at the table, a bead of sweat dripping down her forehead. She took a huge drink of water.

“Was she telling you lies?.”

“She was telling me a lot, but I don’t think they were lies.”

Natasha just smiled and took another drink of water.

“It should be like ten more minutes. I know it’s kind of warm out now, but as soon as the sun starts to set, the hot tub is just perfect.”

“Is this a bad time to tell you I’ve never been in a hot tub?”

Natasha looked in disbelief.

“I guess this is turning into a lot of firsts for you, isn’t it?”

“I guess we’ll find out.”

As soon as I said it, I wanted to take it back. I felt so shy. It was so unlike me to be so direct and flirty, but I couldn’t help it. I thought about laughing it off but not only was it too late, but she hadn’t even smiled when I said it. Her eyes were on me, I could tell even with her sunglasses on. I could feel them like they were hands, roaming down my body, doing whatever she wanted to me. Taking control, like Michelle had said.

“We will,” was all she said before Michelle returned and stood in front of us.

“I’m going in now. I’ve waited all day. You guys coming?”

Natasha got out of her chair and then held her hand out. I grabbed it, and she pulled me up. I followed them over to the hot tub.
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Chapter 5

Almost as if it was meant to be, the sun dipped behind a hazy cloud, making it a bit easier to see. The sky was turning pink and cherry red. It was still nice out, but the bubbles and steam from the hot tub looked warm and inviting.

Natasha reached for the tie on Michelle’s wrap skirt and pulled it with ease, letting it drop to the ground. I pulled my dress over my head, threw it on the ground with the skirt, and took off my sunglasses as well after seeing them both do the same. Natasha got in, then held her hand out to me so I could balance myself. I grabbed her hand and walked up the two steps, climbing in across from them as I felt both of their eyes on my body. It was like I was prey, and I was cornered.

I sunk in. The warmth of the water felt incredible on my skin and the jets against my back felt even better. I relaxed right away, just as I had tried to do at the spa earlier.

“How are you feeling?” Natasha asked, and I knew right away she wasn’t asking about the hot tub.

“I don’t know.” I said, and took a breath. No, that wasn’t quite true. I needed to be honest, especially with the dull throbbing in between my legs. “I mean… I can’t believe I’m saying this. But I think I’m open to…you know. Trying some stuff, maybe. I trust you both.”

“I had an idea to kind of ease you into it. But it would be out of your comfort zone.”

Michelle shot Natasha a look.

“No, Tasha. I think that will be too much for her.”

“What is it?”

Natasha moved close to me, her hands finding my hips. Even just her hands on my skin under the hot water was enough to make me stop breathing. She moved me from where I sat, over about a foot.

“Feel that?”

A jet was positioned almost perfectly where the seat was, and if I moved the right way I could feel it shooting the warm water right at my pussy. As soon as I felt it I couldn’t help but bite my lip.

“Mmm, yes. I feel it.”

Natasha grabbed my wrists gently.

“I wanted to tie your wrists behind you, to this handle, and make you sit here for a few minutes while you watch us. Feeling this.”

Something was changing inside me. It was either the jet, the way Natasha held my wrists, or the thought of being restrained, but something was making me feel like an animal.

“Yes. I want that. Please.”

Michelle looked surprised, but Natasha just smiled, like she knew I would agree. Like she could see right through me again. She straddled my waist, only barely touching me. I thought she would pull my arms straight back, but instead she lifted my arms and fastened them behind my shoulders and neck, tying them to the handle on the side of the tub so my elbows were above my head.

My back arched as I got the jet at the right angle, and my breasts pressed out in front of me. My whole body was accessible. They could do anything they wanted to me. I squirmed, my bathing suit suddenly feeling too restrictive and modest.

“That okay?” Natasha asked, as she backed away from me.

“Mmm. Mhm,” was all I could say, feeling like I was in a trance.

Natasha turned to Michelle and kissed her. It was so passionate, I could see their tongues fighting for dominance as Michelle let out a small moan. Their wet bodies pressed against each other, slipping.

Natasha grabbed her wrists and pushed them against the sides of the hot tub. She kissed down Michelle’s neck, and then used her teeth to grab the tie holding her halter bikini top on and pulled. She let go of her wrists, and Michelle grabbed Natasha, pulling her in closer, desperately.

“You better be good, or else I’ll have to tie you up too.”

“You wish,” Michelle said. Even though she said they both liked control, she seemed to enjoy what was being done to her.

Natasha reached behind and pulled off the rest of Michelle’s bathing suit top. None of us were exactly small chested, but the blonde’s breasts were huge. Natasha’s mouth found her nipples and sucked each of them greedily, flicking her tongue. Then I saw her bite down gently, which at first scared me, but the noise Michelle let out as the teeth gently ground back and forth made my clit so hard it hurt as it throbbed.

Natasha stopped, sitting up a bit. Her long, dark, wet hair stuck to her back. She ignored Michelle’s pleading to continue, and looked over at me.

“I bet that bathing suit is bothering you now, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” I moaned, my hips grinding gently against the jet. I couldn’t handle the way she looked at me.

She moved back over to me, and pulled the strings of my bikini top so gently that I didn’t even feel her. I didn’t feel her hand either, as she was so careful not to touch me. She pulled it off and threw it into the pile of our clothes on the ground.

“Please?” I asked her, so quiet that it almost came out as a whisper. She looked at me like she wanted nothing more than to suck on my nipples like I wanted her to, but she resisted, leaving me while she made her way back to the other side.

Michelle looked at me now like Natasha had been. Hungry eyes, touching me all over. The jet wasn’t enough. I needed to be touched, and now I couldn’t even touch myself.

“Oh fuck, fuck Tasha,” Michelle said suddenly, as I saw Natasha’s hand under the water, her strong arm moving back and forth. I couldn’t see if she was rubbing her or fingering her, but I didn’t care. I moved my hips against the jet in the same rhythm of her arm. Michelle watched me still, moaning as Natasha continued.

I couldn’t help but put on a show, now that I had her audience. I thought I might start crying if I had to wait any longer, maybe I could entice her to come over. I threw my head back, arching myself over the side of the hot tub. I picked up the pace, trying everything I could to get an angle from the jet that would be enough to get me off. I couldn’t but I got a feeling close enough that it felt like someone was keeping me on the edge just enough. I tensed my legs, not even sitting on the bench any more, and my breasts bounced as I grinded my hips.

I was so horny I felt like my brain had left my body. I almost forgot where I was until I lifted my head and opened my eyes to see both of them staring at me.

“Mm, keep going, Alexa. You look like such a desperate little slut.”

Michelle calling me a slut was so shocking and unexpected, but what surprised me more was how much I liked it. I was a slut, the word that had been haunting me since yesterday, that I didn’t dare say. Ever since the club, that was what I felt like.

“I can’t…anymore… I need- please…”

“What do you need?” Natasha asked, her soft, calm voice cutting through my gasps. She moved a bit closer to me.

“I need someone to fuck me, please. Touch me. Anything.”

“Go ahead. Ask. Beg for it. Tell us what you are and what you want.”

I felt so embarrassed, but I knew she’d give me what I wanted. I didn’t know if I was about to humiliate myself even more.

“Please. I’m a desperate little slut, I need to be fucked. Please fuck me, oh my god,” I begged, as I felt my pussy throbbing like crazy from how turned on I was. I was scared if someone touched me, I might just cum right away.

I waited, afraid that they would laugh at me, but from the look on their faces I knew that wasn’t a possibility. The tone had changed. Natasha swallowed hard, while Michelle moved off the wall and joined her friend in front of me.

“You’re a fast learner, huh?” She said, biting her lip. “You know Alexa… we like to be a bit rough with needy sluts like you. Do you think you can handle that? Or do you want us to go easy on you?”

“I don’t care, I don’t care what the fuck you do to me,” I wanted to cry, I needed it so bad. I never knew I could be in so much pain from being denied. I wondered if this was what men felt like when they were left hanging. The pain in my swollen clit hurt all through my pelvic bone, and my nipples ached just the same.

I knew they were surprised, and I was too. They probably thought they would have to take a long time to break me down like this, to make me beg and squirm. But something had unlocked inside of me.

Michelle’s hands found my knees and she pushed them open. Her hand cupped my pussy and pushed against it, her fingers pushing against my tight hole while her thumb gently touched my clit. At the same time, I watched eagerly as Natasha stuck out her tongue and pressed it flatly against my nipple, licking me slow while her eyes met mine.

“Yes, thank you, fuck,” I moaned loudly, the relief flooding over me. I was sure my voice was carrying but I really didn’t care and they didn’t seem to either. Maybe they wanted people to hear me.

“Don’t thank us yet,” Michelle laughed, and then took my other nipple into her mouth while she started fingering me. She curved her fingers and used a pulling motion, rubbing against what must have been my g-spot. I’d never felt anything like it before, the pleasure so deep and different than my clit. Her teeth gently bit and pulled like what was done to her earlier, making me realize that I could probably cum just from that feeling alone if she did it for long enough.

I felt another hand against my clit, and I knew it was Natasha from the way she looked at me to see how I responded. She took her mouth off of my nipple, grabbed my hair in her hand and pulled it roughly. Her mouth was back at my ear, her lips sucking at my ear lobe. Her fingers on my clit moved so quickly, I couldn’t even process what was happening.

“Listen to me, slut. You’re going to cum for us, got it?”

I moaned in agreement. I was going to cum any second, and I wasn’t sure I was going to be able to stop.

“Use your fucking words.”

“Yes, yes, I’m going to cum for you!”

“You’re going to cum, and it’s going to be the first of many. We’re just getting started. We’re going to use you tonight like the greedy whore you are, and you’re going to take it like a good fucking girl. Got it?”

“Yes, fuck Natasha. I’ll be a good girl for you, I promise, I promise, fuck, I’m going to cum, oh my god!”

I’d thought I’d cum plenty of times in my life from my vibrator, but it had never felt anything close to what they did to me. I usually stopped right before it felt like it was too much, but there was no stopping when I wasn’t in control. I focused on Natasha’s breath on my neck and fingers rubbing my clit, while Michelle fucked my g-spot and bit my nipples harder as I came, harder than I thought I could stand. I couldn’t even move very much with my arms restrained behind my head, getting more and more sore as I pulled and tensed. I felt myself sliding forward, the only place I could move, but their hands held me still. My whole body shook as the waves ripped through me.

Finally when I was done, I felt them stop touching me, but I knew I was far from done. I was even hornier now that I’d cum, knowing that it was possible to feel like that. I also wanted to give it back to them, but I didn’t know how. I wanted to suck Michelle’s tits and make her scream and moan. I wanted to break Natasha’s hard exterior, and see what she looked like when she was a mess like me.

“Thank you, thank you,” I gasped as I felt Natasha undoing my wrists from behind me.

“Let’s go inside,” she said, rubbing my sore arms. “Can you walk?”

It felt like such a stupid question. Of course I could walk. But when I went to stand I could feel my legs wobbling already sore from how tense they’d been.

“I think so,” I responded, as they started to slowly feel a bit more normal. She stepped out of the tub and helped both of us out.

“I’ll meet you inside in a minute.”
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Chapter 6

Michelle and I made our way up to the house without her. Once we got inside, she grabbed a towel off of the table by the back door, and dried me off. She made sure to pay special attention to my body, pinching my slightly sore nipples as she dried my breasts, and rubbing my clit when she passed in between my legs. I wanted to do the same to her, but she dried herself off with the same towel, quickly.

I thought we would wait for Natasha to come in, but I realized that Michelle must have been aching. She never got to cum after Natasha teased her. She walked me over to the living room, and told me to lay down on the area rug in the middle of the room. She left for a moment and came back with something in a bottle. When she poured it over me, I realized it was some kind of oil. She rubbed it all over me, on my breasts, stomach, and in between my legs. She rubbed it on herself too, and then straddled my body.

I was almost overwhelmed with her body. She was so curvy and natural looking, her big breasts and her hips with a deep crease where she straddled me. I was glad that she was just as commanding as Natasha because otherwise I would have no clue what to do with her.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” she said as she ground her body over mine slowly, rubbing her pussy against my oiled body. I watched her face as she concentrated. This wasn’t about me, it was about her.

I didn’t even realize that Natasha had walked into the room, until I heard her clear her throat.

I tilted my head to the side and saw her sitting on the couch. She was still wearing her bikini but had dried off.

“Stay there, it’s my turn,” Michelle said to Natasha, who put her hands up innocently.

Michelle moved up to straddle my chest. She grabbed one of my breasts, holding it still. Then she rubbed her clit over my nipple, grinding her wet pussy against my oiled up breasts. It felt almost like a mouth over my nipple, but the view I had of her body was amazing. She pushed two fingers in my mouth and I sucked them hard while she fucked herself against my chest.

“God I love having a new toy to play with. Look how she just sits there and takes it. Is that all you’re good for, Alexa? Just a toy for me to use and fuck all night?”

I moaned loudly around her fingers in agreement. I’d be whatever she wanted me to be. I tried to touch myself, but she wouldn’t let me, taking her fingers out of my mouth and pulling my hands away. She crawled back down to my lower body, opening my legs, and kneeling between them. She straddled one of my thighs, then pulled up my other leg. Moving forward, I gasped as I felt her pussy rub against mine, right between my legs. She had the perfect angle, holding my legs apart.

I couldn’t believe how incredible it felt, her wet, slippery pussy grinding against mine. I turned my head to look at Natasha and she watched us, hungry and impatient.

“Oh my god, you feel so good, fuck,” I moaned as she grinded herself harder against me. It was like being fucked without penetration.

Michelle just laughed. “Tasha, would you please come and shut her up?”

She didn’t need to be asked twice. She grabbed a pillow off of the couch, and put it under my head, her hands so gentle and soft. She pressed her finger against my bottom lip, teasingly, and then took off her bikini. I watched eagerly as she climbed on top of me, my body still rocking slightly from Michelle’s thrusts. Even though I didn’t know what to do, I figured I could at least try to figure it out. I stuck out my tongue as she lowered her clit against my mouth, facing Michelle.

“Mmm,” she moaned softly, rubbing herself against my tongue. I wanted to suck her clit but the angle she was at made it hard to do anything other than stiffen my tongue so she could use it how she wanted.

She grabbed my breasts, pinching and pulling at my nipples while Michelle picked up the pace, fucking her pussy hard against mine. I felt myself getting so close, but Michelle let out a loud cry as I felt her shaking over top of me. I wished I could have watched her cum, like Natasha had gotten to.

I was hoping she would continue touching me, but she didn’t. Just like she’d said before, I was her toy. I couldn’t even beg for it with my mouth being used.

Natasha turned around, and lowered herself back onto my mouth, and suddenly it almost felt a bit natural to me. Especially since I was so horny that I felt hungry for her, and the angle was so much better. I wrapped my arms around her thighs, holding her still. I was surprised that she let me. Her hand found my hair, holding it tightly, her fingers laced close to my scalp. I sucked her clit and flicked my tongue over it, experimenting until I found what she liked best. I watched her face as she settled over me, letting me ravish her with my tongue and lips.

“Mmm, fuck Lexi, your boyfriend is such an idiot. Giving up a mouth like this…”

I moaned loudly against her, the encouragement making me pick up the pace. The way she called me Lexi, made me want to do anything she told me.

I caught sight of Michelle as she got in front of Natasha on her knees, behind my head. I watched as they kissed, the hand in my hair holding me even tighter in place as her hips picked up the pace even more. Michelle then moved down to Natasha’s breasts, sucking on her nipples hard and loudly popping her mouth off of her.

“Come on Tasha, cum on this dumb slut’s face. I bet she’ll even thank you for that too.”

That was enough to send her over the edge. I watched as she came, her whole body shaking, eyes closed, and her legs and thighs gripping around me. She was a lot quieter than Michelle had been, which made every little moan and breath seem so much more significant.

“Fuck, Lexi. Look what you did to me.”

I felt her wetness against my face and stuck out my tongue eagerly. I licked her pussy, cleaning up her sweet, creamy cum, savoring the taste of her.

“What do you have to say?” Michelle asked as Natasha started to move away from me.

“Thank you for cumming on my face.”

Michelle laughed at me. “See?”

“You’re welcome, babe. You like the taste of pussy, don’t you?” She held my jaw and ran her thumb along my bottom lip again, this time watching me intently.

“Mhm,” I managed.

She stared at me for a moment, and I wasn’t sure if she was just deep in thought or deciding to say something and choosing not to. Either way, she moved on, turning to Michelle.

She said something I didn’t quite hear, but Michelle agreed, and they both stood up. They helped me off the ground, and walked me toward one of the bedrooms.

Natasha turned on the light while Michelle helped me onto the bed. Her hands rubbed in between my legs, teasing my freshly waxed bikini line.

“I bet you want to cum again so badly, don’t you?”

“Yes, I really do…”

“So this is okay so far? I want to make sure before we continue. If not, it’s okay, just tell me and we can change or stop, at any time. We won’t judge you for it, I know it’s a lot. Just say it if we’re being too harsh.”

“No, it’s good. Amazing. You can do whatever you want, please. I trust you.”

“You’re too trusting, but you’re in good hands.” She smiled, and gently pushed the hair out of my face. “There’s so much I want to do to you…”

“Then do it, please,” I begged, my empty pussy clenching and pulsing. I felt like such a mess, and I probably looked like one too, but I didn’t care. I’d never felt better in my life.

Without another word, Michelle pulled me into the center of the bed. She pulled my left arm and I watched calmly as she tied it to the bed post with a silky, red tie. She looked surprised that I had nothing to say, and I was a bit surprised too, but mostly I was just excited. Any nerves of fear I had left my body when Natasha called me a good girl in the hot tub.

“Tasha’s so much better at tying knots than I am…”

I thought she might tie my legs too, so I opened them slightly, but she didn’t. Instead she grabbed another tie and wrapped it around my head over my eyes, blindfolding me.

“You’re not even going to know who is touching you, or what is happening next. And if you’re good I’ll keep your legs free.”

At this point I didn’t really care if my legs were free or not, what difference would it have made? I waited for what felt like forever. There was weight on the bed, and then it was gone. Footsteps, and then nothing. The door closing. I didn’t even know if anyone was in the room until finally I felt a warm hand run down my inner thigh.

I let out a gasp, which turned into a moan when I felt someone’s breath in the same place. I felt embarrassed for the first time tonight, even though they had already seen and felt almost all of me, but this was different.

I had only had someone go down on me twice. The first time was a quick hookup in college, and he wasn’t even there for more than a minute before I was pushing him off. It felt too intimate, too much. The next time was with Tyler after I asked him a few times. He said it wasn’t something he did, but finally when I convinced him it was so short and misguided that I never pushed for him to do it again.

The breath was replaced with a tongue, licking slowly up my thigh. Then lips that kissed slowly up even higher. I so badly wanted to watch, wanted to see who was doing this to me. But at the same time I was grateful for the blindfold, because I didn’t know if I would be too shy to look. I’d felt more comfortable when Natasha was riding my face.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned slowly, feeling a tongue against my clit. I rolled my hips forward, but then my legs were pushed down, and my ass was grabbed roughly, holding me still. There would be no tapping out this time no matter how good it felt, and I knew that whether it was Michelle or Natasha, they would know exactly what to do.

The tongue licked slowly around my clit and then over it, making me jump slightly and grab at the ties around my wrist every time. Then the tongue licked down to my pussy, pushing inside and teasing my hole.

“Mmm, you taste so fucking good, Lexi.”

Natasha’s voice growling against me vibrated through my body. I squirmed but she held me tight, her nails digging roughly into my ass.

“Stay still. Michelle told me to wait for her, but I couldn’t help it.”

I tried my best to stay still for her, but it was hard as her tongue crawled back up to my clit. This time she wrapped her lips around it and sucked, flicking her tongue against my hard nub. I let out a noise so desperate that it didn’t even sound like me. I didn’t think I could even last a minute like this, her hot mouth coaxing me to orgasm.

“Fuck, Natasha, that feels so fucking good…”

I felt my legs tensing, and Natasha backed off a bit, wanting to make this last. I wanted it to as well, but I also didn’t know how long I would be able to wait.

“Tasha, I asked you to wait for me.”

“I couldn’t.”

Her lips moved away and then she let go of me, her weight leaving the bed. I was shaking with how badly I wanted her to come back, but I knew there was no point asking or moving around. This is what they wanted, and right now I’d give them anything.

Every footstep or light brush against my skin made my whole body pulse. I could feel the mattress shift, and shift again. I could feel someone beside me and I could almost make out a shadow through my blindfold.

“Oh my fucking god, fuck-” I cried out. With no warning, I felt a mouth suck one of my nipples, and a moment later, a second mouth did the same to the other side.

They sucked so loudly, moaning and slurping and I felt like I would explode. Every lick and bite went down between my legs, and I felt myself getting closer. It never even crossed my mind that I could possibly cum without my pussy being touched, but I could feel it building quickly. Was I really this desperate that just someone playing with my nipples for a few minutes could be enough for me to get off?

“Please, you’re going to make me cum, you’re going to fucking make me cum, oh my god…”

Michelle laughed, replacing her mouth with her fingers, pinching and rolling my nipple roughly.

“Aww, you say that like it’s a bad thing? Would you rather not cum?”

I didn’t even know at this point. My pussy felt so empty, and my clit burned with how swollen it was. I’d never wanted to cum more than I did right now, but at the same time it felt so badly like something was missing, and I would be left unsatisfied.

“Hm. I guess she doesn’t want to, Tasha,” she said, letting go of me. I felt Natasha’s mouth leave my other nipple.

“No, no I do! Please… please let me cum?”

“I don’t think you do. It’s okay. We can make sure you don’t refuse an orgasm ever again.”

I wanted to beg and scream, but I did whatever I could to hold it in. I knew waiting would be worth it.

“Do you know what happens to girls who don’t cooperate?” Michelle asked, and I felt her push my lower body to the side, my knees bent and ass exposed. “They get punished. And when you walk around the resort for the rest of the week in your slutty little bikinis, everyone is going to know.”

I felt her hand rubbing my ass, and I knew what was coming. I braced myself, waiting for her to spank me. It was something I’d never thought I wanted, but now my heart fluttered with excitement.

However, before I felt any pain, I felt pleasure. There was an object between my legs, pushed onto my clit, and suddenly I realized it was a vibrator. I cried out desperately when they turned it on, finally feeling some relief on my aching clit. But almost just as quickly as it started, it turned off, and I yelped as a hand came down hard on my ass.

“Oh what’s that Alexa? Did you like having the vibrator on your clit?”

“Yes, please! Please, I want to cum, I need to.”

“Mmm, I really don’t think you do.”

The vibrator turned on again, but I couldn’t relax knowing what was coming next. It turned off again, and I felt another smack, this time a lot harder. The pain spread, numb over my skin, but somehow I wanted more. The realization that this was what I deserved made me even more desperate. I felt like I was right at the edge and having it pulled away from me.

I stuck my ass out, spreading my legs slightly, and this time heard Natasha’s voice.

“I think she likes it. You do, don’t you?”

“Yes, I do…”

“Well we don’t want that. It’s supposed to be a punishment.”

I realized it must have been Michelle hitting me, and Natasha using the vibrator. Good cop, bad cop. Natasha pulled my leg to the side even more until I couldn’t move any further from the restraints. She held my leg in place tightly as she kept the vibrator against my clit.

I waited, my whole body tense as I tried to anticipate what was coming. There was no way I was going to refuse whatever they were about to do to me, no matter how much it hurt.

I jumped as I felt something against my already sore ass. It seemed to be a wooden paddle of some sort. I braced myself until I felt the vibrator suddenly turn on. Thrusting myself against it I moaned loudly, and I was thankful that Natasha held me still because I would have been all over the bed.

Michelle spanked me hard with the paddle, and the pain exploded through my skin, stinging and burning. It hurt way more than her hand had, but Natasha kept the vibrator on this time, keeping it firm against me. I didn’t know whether to scream with pleasure or pain.

“Are you going to listen and behave next time?” Michelle said, hitting me again.

“Yes, I am, oh my god!”

“I don’t know if I believe you.”

She spanked me again, and this time it was almost unbearable apart from the vibrator droning against my clit. But if it wasn’t for the pain, I probably would have already cum.

“Michelle, please. I promise I’ll listen! I’ll be good for you, please!”

The vibrator stopped, and I felt a hand rub my sore skin.

“That should teach you what happens to sluts that are ungrateful.”

I wanted more than anything to ask for them to turn the vibrator back on, and make me cum. I wanted to so badly I could cry, but I knew I wouldn’t be allowed to if I asked.

“Thank you for teaching me.”

“You’re so polite, Lexi.” I could hear the smile in Natasha’s voice.

“What do you say we reward her with a show? For taking her punishment so good?”

Michelle pulled the blindfold off of my eyes, and for a moment it felt so strange to see them again. I felt so comfortable that I’d almost forgotten they were two strangers, with faces I hadn’t even fully memorized.

Not only were they both still so strikingly beautiful, Natasha’s high cheekbones and Michelle’s freckled dimples, but they both looked just how I felt. Hungry, flushed and desperate. The way they looked at me made me feel like I was the dinner they had planned to order in.

Michelle hovered over me, running her hand along the side of my face, while Natasha walked over to the side of the room.

“You’re doing so good, baby. We’re going to make you feel so fucking incredible.”

“I feel like that already,” I said, and she smiled at me.

Natasha returned, her long hair out of her bun, parted at the side messily and falling down her shoulders and almost to her gorgeous breasts, her nipples hard and her skin flushed. I realized that even though she seemed to take control, she seemed so much more quiet and reserved than Michelle. I could see why they worked so well together, but I could also see what she had meant about them not being compatible.

When she knelt on the bed in front of us, I looked down and noticed that she had a strap on, with a medium sized dildo attached to it. I could feel my pussy almost contracting. I needed it inside of me, even just near me. I didn’t care how I came, but the thought of having someone pound into me and stretch me out made me lose my mind. I was wetter than I’d ever been, anticipating the feeling of being full.

“I bet you want to be fucked so badly, don’t you, slut?” Michelle asked, running her finger down my throat. I swallowed hard and nodded eagerly, but she continued. “What a coincidence. So do I.”

Michelle climbed on top of me, straddling my waist. She bent down, not fully touching me, except for her large breasts that pressed against my chest.

“In fact, I want to be fucked so badly, that I want you to feel it too.”

Natasha pulled herself closer, and I realized that I had been too hopeful to think that she was going to give me what I wanted so badly. I watched as she grabbed Michelle’s hips, pulling them back, and pushing against her. Michelle’s mouth opened slightly, her eyes closing as she felt Natasha enter her.

I wanted it to be me more than anything. The way she was being held firmly, the look of relief and ecstasy on her face as the pace picked up.

I could feel everything. The slamming of Natasha’s hips, Michelle’s body shifting forward with each movement, pushing against me. She lowered herself, letting her whole body rub against mine, her body still slightly oiled. She moaned against my neck, her hips slamming back against the thrusts.

“Oh my god, fuck me harder!” She cried out, against my neck. I felt so helpless. I couldn’t even touch her with my hands restrained, and I couldn’t reach her with my mouth. I couldn’t even move my hips to beg silently because I was pinned by the weight of them.

I should have been happy to enjoy the show so close, but it felt like every thrust was for me. I kept thinking maybe she would slide inside me just once, but it didn’t happen. I’d never felt so jealous in my life that it physically hurt.

I could feel Michelle’s orgasm, her legs shaking and tensing around me, her screams into my neck so intense I felt like I couldn’t breathe. She came so hard I could feel the wetness dropping down over me as Natasha kept fucking her hard, making sure she finished her off completely. She collapsed on top of me for a moment, catching her breath, before crawling off of me like I wasn’t even there in the first place.

“Your turn?” Natasha asked, with a smile.

“Yes, please…. I need it, I need it so bad.” I was almost sobbing.

Natasha stood up and took the strap-on off. I whined, but she only smiled.

“I’m gonna leave you guys alone for a minute, Tasha. Don’t have too much fun without me.”

Michelle left the room, shutting the door.
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Chapter 7

Natasha started undoing my wrists. Were they done with me? I was going to lose my mind. I needed to cum so badly, I couldn’t wait any longer.

But then she turned to me, after undoing the first tie.

“Go ahead, Lexi. It’s just us. I want to hear you beg for it.”

She was undoing my other wrist, and I couldn’t shut myself up. She was going to give me what I wanted.

“Please Natasha, I need you to fuck me. I’ll be so good for you, I promise. You can do whatever you want to me… just please let me cum, please?”

She released my other wrist, but it didn’t even matter, I kept my arms above my head. She knelt down, one leg in between mine, holding my thigh in between her knees. That’s when I realized she hadn’t gotten rid of the strap, but she’d taken the dildo off of it.

“I didn’t tell you to stop.”

She pressed the head of the dildo against my wet, throbbing pussy, just enough so that I could feel it there, ready to enter me.

“I need it so bad, Natasha, fuck. I can’t wait any longer… I’m… fuck- I’ll do whatever you want I’ll be your little slut, I’ll be yours…”

Finally I felt her push the entire length inside me. I was so wet that it slid in so quickly, filling me entirely. But she didn’t make me wait any longer. My words turned into moans and cries, I’d never felt anything so incredible after being denied for so long. She fucked me so hard and fast that I knew I would be cumming soon just from this. She leaned down over me while her hand worked, watching me, her gorgeous, wavy black hair with silver swirls sticking to my drenched body.

She leaned down to my ear, her breath on my neck sending shivers through my body.

“You’re mine, your body belongs to me right now, you got that?”

“Yes! Fuck, yes Natasha, oh my god…”

“You’ve been such a good girl for me tonight, Lexi. You’re going to cum for me, understand?”

“Yes, yes, I’m going to cum…”

I felt like I was in a trance. My whole body calmed down, and I was so focused on the orgasm building inside of me. I’d never cum before from penetration, but I was soaking wet, and the speed at which Natasha moved her arm was faster than I could ever expect to be fucked. I didn’t even have to think, or concentrate.

I came so hard and quickly that I didn’t even have time to tense up like I normally would. The waves were back, but I came so much that I could feel the liquid splashing on my thighs as Natasha kept fucking me hard, not slowing down. The noise of my wet pussy being fucked so quickly was almost embarrassingly loud, if it wasn’t so hot.

“More, Lexi. I want more…”

More felt easy, because I hadn’t felt like I’d stopped. She kept the same steady speed, milking me of every last drop. I was so out of my body that I didn’t realize how hard I was gripping the sheets or how loud I was crying out until she slowed only slightly at first, and then brought the rhythm to almost a stop. I was so turned on still and sensitive that her slow drags of the length in and out made me jump. Finally when she stopped, I felt back on earth.

Natasha wrapped herself around me, so gently that I found it almost jarring. Her lips brushed against mine, testing at first, and then she kissed me so hard I realized how desperate she must be feeling too, but it was different than how she kissed Michelle. It was slower, each movement deliberate and possessive, not combative.

I kissed her back the same, feeling strange that it was happening at all after how rough and demanding she had been. Her gentleness was exactly what I needed.

“Too much?” She asked. I didn’t know if she meant the kiss, or everything else, but I would have answered the same to both.

“No, not too much at all. So, so perfect.”

We laid there for a while together. I caught my breath as she stroked my hair and my body. I wanted to reciprocate after she’d given us so much, but I knew she would have initiated if that was what she wanted. Besides, I wasn’t even sure I’d be able to walk back to my room after the night we had.

After a bit, Michelle knocked lightly on the door, checking in with us. She brought me a big, cozy white robe, ice-water, and the menus for the resort restaurants that were still open for us to order from. But none of us were hungry.

Natasha left for a moment, and Michelle sat beside me in the bed. She wrapped her arm around my shoulder.

“You did so good tonight, Alexa. We weren’t going to push you so far. I mean, we didn’t even know if you were going to let us touch you tonight. But the way you responded… you really did have a good time?”

“I did, I-I’ve never done anything like that before, I mean obviously. I never even thought… I don’t know. I felt taken care of. Like you knew exactly what I wanted before I did.”

Michelle laughed. “Well, you know, it’s definitely not our first time. When you get to my age you just go for exactly what you want. But you know-” she started, turning her body to face me. She held my hand in between both of hers.

“We’ve done this more times than I’d like to say, really. With different women Natasha has been dating, or friends. But not really like this. Not a total stranger, or someone so much younger.”

She looked at the door for a moment, and then lowered her voice.

“I shouldn’t be telling you this because she’d kill me. But this is the first time that Natasha has pulled me aside and asked for me to leave. I mean we’d take turns, but she’s never asked me to, you know, close the door and find something else to do for half an hour.”

I didn’t know what to say. It had felt so intimate being alone with Natasha, the way she said I was hers and kissed me how she did.

I didn’t need to respond, because Natasha was back at the door. She was dressed in black sweatpants and a fitted white t-shirt with no bra.

“Stay here tonight. We have whatever you need, just ask, okay?”

“Okay, thank you.” It wasn’t a question, and I wouldn’t argue. I didn’t want to go back to my empty hotel room.

“Yes and sleep wherever you want. I’m in the room by the kitchen, Natasha is down the hall, or you can stay here in the spare room.”

I didn’t want to sleep alone but I wasn’t about to say that. It felt like overstepping to ask to sleep in one of their beds. I wanted to be close to someone, and I was still feeling so horny and needy, even though I didn’t think I had anything left to give.

“Maybe I’ll stay here.”

“Okay, well I’m going to have a bath before bed. Have a good sleep.” Michelle said, leaving the room.

Natasha stood at the doorway.

“You’re okay here? By yourself?”

“I mean, yeah. I don’t want to…intrude or anything.”

“You wouldn’t be.”

I didn’t want to tell her how badly I wanted to be in her bed or even Michelle’s, anywhere but here by myself. But it didn’t sound like she wanted to be alone either.

“Are you sure I wouldn’t be?”

Natasha didn’t answer, probably done with my inability to tell her what I wanted. She knew.

“Let’s go. I’m going to sleep now, but if you want to have a shower there’s another bathroom. There’s an extra toothbrush and I could probably find you some pajamas.”

“I’m so tired,” I said, getting out of the bed. I wrapped the robe around myself. I wanted a shower, but I couldn’t do it, and I didn’t care if I wore clothes ever again. “Maybe just a toothbrush.”

I followed Natasha to the bathroom, brushed my teeth and cleaned up a bit. I looked at myself in the mirror. I didn’t look as bad as I’d imagined, but I definitely looked exhausted. My eye makeup wasn’t too smudged, but my lipstick was long gone, and so was my foundation. I washed my face and smoothed out my hair into a ponytail.

When I sat down on the toilet for a moment I winced at the pain. When I stood up I looked in the mirror, shocked at the bruises that had already formed on my ass. I imagined myself the next day, walking around the resort in my bikini, being followed by whispers and stares.

When I got to Natasha’s room, she was lying in the bed. I took my robe off and crawled under the blankets with her. I didn’t even need to position myself. She grabbed me right away, pulling me in close to her, her arms wrapping around me like we’d done this before. I guess she had, with plenty of other women in the same bed.
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Chapter 8

I fell asleep so quickly and so hard that I didn’t wake up until morning, the warm sun pouring through the window, and Natasha nowhere to be found.

I put on my robe and went to the kitchen, where I found Michelle making coffee.

“Sleep okay?” She asked, smiling.

“Amazing, I don’t even remember sleeping.”

“You must have been so tired. If you want to hang around here for a while, you should. We’ll order breakfast in, and then I’m going to tan out back if you want to join me.”

“Where’s Natasha?”

“Oh, at the gym of course. She wouldn’t miss it a single morning, even after a night like last night. She’ll be back soon I’m sure.”

Michelle and I had a coffee at the kitchen island, and then I took a shower while we waited for breakfast to arrive. I put my bikini back on and my dress overtop. While we ate outside my hair dried almost immediately in the sun.

“Are you going to tan with me today?” She asked, standing up and stretching.

“I’d love to.”

“You can’t tan nude on the resort, but here you can. If you want.”

She peeled her shirt off, and then undid the halter tie of her bikini top around the back of her neck. She turned around in front of me and didn’t even need to ask, I was already undoing the back of it for her.

Seeing Michelle naked in the daylight did something different to me. I had woken up feeling less shameful than I thought I would after everything from the night before. But it brought me back to reality again, seeing how comfortable and carefree she was.

I took off my dress while Michelle got tanning lotion and pulled the chairs over to a good spot.

“Only two chairs?” I heard, and looked up to see Natasha smiling.

She wore gray, high waisted leggings and a matching sports bra, holding three big pink lemonades with ice from the resort cafe in a tray. Her gym bag was over her shoulder, and her hair was like mine had been, drying quickly in the tropical heat.

“Three it is!” Michelle yelled back, grabbing another lounge chair and dragging it over.

“Sorry about this morning. I had to get to the gym before it got busy.”

“Oh my god, don’t be sorry. I was out cold.”

Natasha handed the drinks off to Michelle, and went to change while we laid on the chairs. I kept my bathing suit top on, and we both laid on our stomachs.

“Tasha can put lotion on us when she gets here, I’m not getting up.”

After a few moments we were comfortable, chatting lazily to each other, sipping our drinks.

“Holy shit, Lexi. You’re so bruised.” Natasha sounded surprised as she walked over to us, as if she had no part in it.

“Yeah, about that,” I said, laughing. “I saw it last night.”

“Oops,” Michelle said nonchalantly, lifting her head to look. “I didn’t think I was that hard…”

“I must bruise easily, I guess. It only hurts a bit.”

Natasha grabbed the lotion, and I watched her rub it over her blonde friend slowly without even being asked. She made sure to get every crevice, massaging it from her neck down to her toes. I curled mine as I watched, thinking of how ticklish I was. I had to catch my breath and calm myself, knowing that she was coming to me next.

“Mmm, thanks, babe.”

Then I felt her knee on the side of the chair as she leaned down over top of me. Her strong hands were like liquid running over me, not missing a single inch. She rubbed behind my ears, down my neck and shoulders, the back of my arms, and all over my back. Her firm touch made me squirm, all I could think about was flipping over and begging for her to do the same to the front of me.

When she got to my ass she paused for a minute. I thought she was going to skip it entirely, but then I felt her hands gently rubbing me. She started softly but then tested me, pressing down more and more. She’d already covered me in lotion, but it wasn’t about that anymore. The soft pain and her firm hands made me let out a moan. I felt embarrassed at first, but then I realized that’s what she had been trying to get from me.

Her hands moved to my thighs, and her thumbs pushed in between them as she dragged her hands down. I squirmed underneath her but she continued down, making sure to get the bottoms of my feet too.

“Thank you,” I said, and she winked at me.

“Michelle? What about me?”

“Alexa can do it, can’t you babe?”

“Yes, of course,” I said, getting up.

Natasha laid down as we had. I was a lot more nervous than I’d been a moment ago. I tried to steady my shaking hands as I grabbed the lotion.

I was shocked at how toned she was. She looked incredible, of course, but once my hands were on her I couldn’t believe how firm her muscles were. I was just supposed to be putting tanning lotion on her, but almost instinctively I massaged her. She sighed immediately as I started. I’d given lots of massages to Tyler and had gotten kind of good at it.

“Your back is so tight,” I said, squirting more onto her back and using it like massage oil.

She didn’t respond with words, but I could feel it in her body. She relaxed but her breathing intensified, the softest groan escaping from her lips. It was nice for once to feel like I had a bit of experience with something too. I made my way slowly down her back and arms, taking my time.

When I got to her ass I massaged it slowly, and then pulled my hands down the sides of her hips. She had her bikini bottoms on too, as did I, but I made a point to slip my fingers underneath the waistband in the back and on the sides.

She did the same as I did when I massaged her upper thighs, spreading her legs slightly. I rubbed my thumbs in circles on her inner thighs, right along the edge of her bikini. She pushed her ass up toward me, opening up her legs even more and I rubbed my fingertips over her pussy, pressing softly against her through the fabric. The way she responded made me realize how badly she must have wanted it, her hips moving back toward me.

“Feeling a bit more bold today?”

“Very.”

Natasha just laughed and settled back down. I wanted to keep going, but instead I just continued down the back of her thighs and feet.

“Mmm, thank you.” She looked up at me with half lidded eyes, and I wondered how much more she would have let me get away with.

We laid on our stomachs for a while, mostly staying silent. I wondered if they were deep in thought, or if they were fantasizing about being touched again like I was. Finally Michelle turned over onto her front and put on her own lotion after we both refused. Not only did I not want to get up, but I knew I couldn’t trust myself.

I took the lotion when she was done and did the same, taking my top fully off. I rubbed lotion up my legs, over my stomach and then my breasts. I had the feeling I was being watched, and I noticed Natasha’s eyes burning onto me.

“Keep going.”

I was already so turned on from her touching me earlier, so having her watch made it even more unbearable. I was completely on display, nowhere to hide, and I loved it.

I rubbed my breasts again, this time slower, more deliberate, pausing to pass over my nipples. Then I finished my neck and face, and passed the lotion over to Natasha.

But she didn’t turn over. Instead she just kept watching me as I laid back again. Waiting for more. I put my sunglasses back on and laid back.

“God, it’s hot out here,” Michelle said, sitting up and grabbing her drink. She looked over at me. “You look overheated.”

“It’s okay, I don’t find it too bad.”

She opened the lid of her cup. It had been full of ice cubes, but now only a few remained. She grabbed one and turned toward me.

“I don’t know about that. You really look like you need help cooling down,” she said, and I gasped as she dragged the ice cube down my neck and over my collarbone. It started melting on my hot skin right away, dripping down my chest. “Too cold?”

“No… it feels good.”

She smiled and dragged it down even lower, circling my breasts. Natasha continued watching from her chair, still lying on her stomach, her head turned on top of her folded arms.

“Oh my god-” I gasped as she finally dragged it over my nipple. I’d never felt anything like it before and the cold made them harder than they’d ever been.

“See how hot you are?” She said, grabbing another ice cube. “You want a turn, Tasha?”

“No. I want to watch.”

Michelle dragged the ice cube slowly down my stomach, and I arched my back, my legs opening as if I’d been commanded. Natasha reached over lazily and tugged on the string of my bikini bottoms, and they came undone at the side.

“Fuck, Michelle,” I whined, as she pulled the rest of the fabric off of me, and ran the ice over my shaved pussy.

My skin really was so hot, but the biting feeling of the ice left a trail that I could feel long after it had passed. She pushed it over my clit, and it felt numbing but also so intense that I couldn’t keep still or quiet. It almost hurt, but I didn’t want her to stop, I wanted to be touched and I didn’t care how it happened. But she brought it lower, pushing what was left of it inside of my already wet pussy. I shivered around it, holding it inside of me as it melted.

“Should I keep going?”

I opened my mouth to answer or beg or whatever it took, but of course she wasn’t asking me.

“No, stop. I want to see something.”

“See what?” I asked, breathing heavily.

“I want you to stand up and straddle the arm of your chair.”

“Wait, you want me to…”

Natasha just looked at me, waiting, knowing I would do whatever she asked. I stood up, completely naked except for my sunglasses and silver locket necklace. I straddled the arm of the chair, one knee on the lounger and one foot on the ground.

Michelle grabbed my bikini bottoms off of the ground and stood up. She grabbed my wrists and pulled them behind me, and tied them together with the ties of my bathing suit. I wondered if this was something they’d rehearsed or done before, or if they just did whatever they wanted to see how far they could go.

“Go ahead, give us a little show,” she said after tying my wrists. “Show us how badly you want it.”

I felt so humiliated and turned on. A few minutes ago, I’d been upset that I couldn’t touch myself after she was done with the ice cube, because I knew I would probably be scolded. But this was different. No hands; just the wetness from my pussy, the melted ice cube, and the tanning lotion on the hard arm of the chair.

I lowered myself entirely, and slid my swollen, throbbing pussy against the arm rest. If it were any thinner, I wouldn’t have to work so hard to make my clit have any contact, but I had to really push and move forward hard each time to really feel it. But it was more than enough to feel good. Even with both of their eyes on me, the embarrassment somehow started to slip away.

“Look how fucking desperate she is,” Natasha smiled, lifting her head. “Take her sunglasses off. I want her to look at us.”

Michelle pushed my sunglasses up on top of my head, and now it felt too real. I looked at them briefly and then back to the bottom of the chair. But I heard her voice again.

“Eye contact.”

I cried out loudly, hitting just the right spot, mixed with the shame of having to look at them. Not that they were looking at my face the whole time.

I started to enjoy how turned on they both looked from what I was doing. Natasha bit her lip, and Michelle flushed, not sure where to keep her eyes. Even though I was tied up and being told what to do, for a moment I felt like I had a bit of power and I needed to use it.

Picking up the pace, I made sure to arch my back and let my breasts bounce slightly as I fucked myself. I was enjoying it and I wanted to make sure I looked like it too. If I wanted to try and get one of them to break, I would have to make sure I was irresistible.

“Oh my god, it feels so good, fuck…” I watched Michelle as I said it, and her eyes snapped back up to mine. It was the second time I thought maybe with her there’d be a chance she would touch me. Natasha hadn’t even done more than lift her head, but Michelle sat on the edge of her seat. “I’m so close. Please, I’m so fucking close…”

“Stop.” Natasha demanded, and at first I thought she meant to stop pandering to Michelle to try to get out of this. But she repeated herself and sat up. “Lexi, I said stop. Stand up.”

I hadn’t been lying when I said I was close. I stood up, pulling myself wet and dripping away from the chair. Stopping now hurt, my pussy aching immediately. I pulled my leg off of the lounger and stood up.

“Get on your knees and make Michelle cum, then me. Then you can get what you want.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I dropped to my knees so eagerly that Michelle looked shocked for a moment, she wasn’t even ready. She positioned herself near me and opened her legs. I let her guide me, my hands still tied behind my back, and she grabbed my head and pulled my mouth to her clit. The smell of coconut on her skin engulfed me.

“Finally I get to use your greedy little mouth,” she said, moaning loudly as I licked her. “You’re so obedient. What wouldn’t you do?”

As she pulled me forward I realized that if I moved just right I could feel my nipples rubbing against the side of the lounger. It gave me the smallest amount of relief while I licked and sucked at her pussy. It was nice not having my hands because it meant I didn’t really need to know what I was doing. All I had to do was let her use me, and try to recreate with my tongue what Natasha had done to me the night before.

“That, just like that, fuck,” she moaned, grinding hard against my face as I sucked her in between my lips, my tongue flicking over the nub. “Don’t stop.”

I hadn’t even realized Natasha had come over to sit to the right of her until I felt my sunglasses being pulled off the top of my head. They had started to slide back, close to Michelle’s gripping hand, so I was thankful they were gone. I felt her fingers gently pushing the hair out of my face, as it had stuck to my wet, spit and pussy soaked cheeks. Then she leaned over behind me and untied the bikini around my wrists, freeing me.

She had intended on waiting her turn, but now she couldn’t. Her hand pulled mine in between her legs, and I desperately did whatever I could to make her feel good while Michelle fucked my face. I was grateful to be right handed, easily dipping my fingers inside of her. She was so wet that it surprised me. I pulled them up to play with her clit, doing my best to not interfere with the rhythm I had with my tongue.

“Alexa, I’m going to cum all over your fucking face,” she moaned, her legs shaking. I moaned in response and I wasn’t sure if maybe the vibration was what did it, but she came hard, quivering over me as I kept my tongue moving until she pushed me away, and then let her pull me back to lick her velvety pussy lips cleaning her up.

I wasn’t done, I’d barely started, savoring the taste of her. But I’d slowed my hand on Natasha to almost nothing, and she was done waiting. She stood up, grabbed my head, and guided me back gently, even though she held my hair a lot more rough than Michelle had. The back of my neck pressed against the other chair while Natasha stood over me, one knee resting on the chair beside my head.

She pressed her pussy against my mouth, grinding and thrusting herself all over my tongue. I had enough room now to let my hands really wander, even as she pinned my face to fuck herself with my mouth, much more rough and desperate than Michelle had. I pushed my fingers inside of her roughly, thinking of the night before. I wanted to make sure I fingered her just as she had pushed the dildo inside of me, needy and unforgiving.

My jaw was already sore from Michelle and from last night. I wondered if this was something someone gets used to. Would my muscles get worn in like I really was made for this? If she did this often enough, would my mouth mold to fit her? I didn’t care how much it hurt me. Not only did I want to make her feel good, but I knew if I did a good job then they would make me cum and I desperately needed to.

The noises Natasha made, her almost shy sounding, half-growled moan made me want to live on my knees for her. I pulled my fingers the way they’d both done to me, feeling a soft pad that made her legs shake when I touched it.

“Good girl…yes. Just like that. God, you fucking love this, don’t you slut?”

I moaned so loudly against her, the muffled noise sounded like I was the one on the receiving end. I did love this, I loved being on my knees for her, feeling the way she just grabbed me and took what she wanted. I loved how she spoke to me, and I loved earning every bit of her approval, whether it was a moan or the way her eyes watched me. Everything felt like a reward.

I wanted her to be a desperate, dripping mess, just as she had made me the night before. I fingered her so hard and as fast as I could, pushing in and out of her hole almost entirely and pulling my fingers in against that sensitive spot inside of her.

“Right there, don’t move. Fuck- fuck, Lexi!”

Her words turned into an almost cry as she came. It felt so good to have her tightening and pulsing around my fingers as I kept fucking her. Her grip didn’t loosen on me, so I continued, even though I could feel her wetness running down my hand, her body shaking.

“More, Lexi. I want more…”

Part of me would have loved to deny her, tell her she’d have to earn more, or pull away right before she was ready to cum and watch her squirm and beg. But even if I could, I didn’t want to. I was in a state of complete bliss, and I couldn’t think of much I wouldn’t do if she asked when I was feeling this way.

It didn’t take long before she was cumming again. My fingers were so slick that I felt like I was fucking her even deeper and fuller than before. She never stopped her pulsating or movement, riding out a long wave of a second orgasm. I glanced up and saw her head was thrown back, eyes closed and lips parted. She was almost completely silent.

This time as I pumped my hand inside of her, I felt her completely lose control. My hand was so wet, it was dripping down and splashing on my chest, and I realized I’d made her squirt. Every time I pumped my fingers it seemed like more. Her silence turned into small, cry-like moans, as she finally pulled away from my face, still holding me by my hair. I pulled my fingers out of her.

She watched me for a moment, gasping, and I looked up at her waiting and salivating.

“Please let me taste you? Please, Natasha.”

She actually laughed, not realizing that I had been waiting for it. I stuck out my tongue, and she rubbed herself against my tongue, sucking air through her teeth as I pushed my tongue into her hole. I couldn’t believe how much she’d cum. I’d only seen it happen in porn, and I always thought it was fake.

I moaned as I licked her, and she laughed again.

“You do like that, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I said against her. “I love the taste.”

“You poor thing,” Michelle said, watching from the side. I didn’t even realize she was there the whole time, so lost in what I was doing. “What a waste for you to have gone so long without knowing what you’re truly good at.”
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Chapter 9

Natasha pulled away, and got on the ground with me. I thought she was going to kiss me. She looked like she wanted to, but maybe she thought it would be too intimate with Michelle here. Just like last night. I hadn’t really thought about how she’d wanted me all to herself. I hadn’t had any time alone with my thoughts, but now wasn’t the time to think either.

It happened so fast, both of their hands on my body. Natasha pulled me forward over the chair that Michelle had been sitting on, bending me over so that I was still on my knees on the ground, my ass sticking out. I was hinged completely at the waist over the chair.

Michelle took my arms and pulled me, placing my hands on the ground on the other side, my stomach flat against the seat of the chair, like I was a table over top of it. She pulled the back of the chair up, and I realized that now I was underneath both of the arms, one across the back of my shoulders, and the other at my waist.

She lifted my wrists above my head, tying them again, this time to the arm of the chair, behind my neck. I was pinned here, completely free to be touched however they wanted and I couldn’t do anything about it. My breasts had been just barely under me, pushing against the chair, but she pulled them out in front of me.

Natasha’s hands were already on my ass, pinching the sore, bruised skin. My knees were already apart, but I stuck my ass out, trying to open my legs more. The dull pain made me want to feel what I felt again last night.

I jumped as Michelle’s tongue swirled around my nipple, and then she pinched and pulled at the other one, her expert fingers making me squirm right away, pulling against my restrained wrists.

The hands massaging my ass gripped my sore skin in handfuls. Suddenly, I felt a tongue licking at my asshole. I’d never felt anything like it, never had anything so intimate done to me. It wasn’t even anything I’d considered in my life. My body writhed in response, her wet tongue making my legs shake.

“Natasha, oh, fuck, what are you- oh my god…” I trailed off, as her tongue pressed hard against my tight hole, drawing rough circles around me.

“Mmm, are you shy or something? You want me to stop?” She asked, pulling away.

“No, no, please. Please keep going, please!” I realized I just needed to shut my mouth or I was going to mess this up for myself. I relaxed, and felt the tongue return, along with fingers rubbing my pussy.

I felt like I was in a trance, having things done to me that I never could have even imagined. I had no idea my nipples could feel so good; I didn’t even know what she was doing to them, but it felt just as good as if someone was rubbing my clit. Plus the licking at my asshole sent a sensation through my lower stomach that I’d never felt before, paired with the feeling of having someone do something so explicit to me.

Natasha’s fingers pressed inside my pussy, but right after I felt her spit, and then she replaced her tongue with her thumb. She pushed it inside me as well and fingered my tight hole as she pumped her fingers in and out of my pussy. I’d never had someone so much inside me before. Her teeth gently dug into my ass on my sore, bruised skin, and I completely lost control. If we didn’t get a complaint from a neighbor, however distant they were, I would be shocked. My throat hurt from my gasps and screams.

Michelle moved onto the chair laying beside me. She kept sucking one of my nipples, holding my breast firmly so that she could reach, but her other hand now snaked down under my stomach and found my clit. She popped her mouth away from me for a moment.

“Look at this greedy fucking whore, Tasha. She can’t get enough.”

I couldn’t find words, my whole body was completely stimulated. I had no idea I could feel so much at once, so many different types of pleasure. I thought I would cry with how overwhelming and incredible it felt, but I couldn’t even do that. I was so tense that my muscles hurt.

“I bet she’d let us do anything to her right now. What a pathetic little mess.”

“Oh my god, I can’t- I can’t take any more, fuck. I’m going to cum,” I cried out, so close and shaking.

It was almost like I couldn’t cum because I didn’t know where to focus, but it was going to be pulled out of me anyways. They weren’t even fast or hard, in fact they were almost too slow, but that was what was edging me so painfully close.

“First you’re going to tell us what you are, Lexi.”

I wasn’t even sure I knew my phone number or address, or even what country I was in right now. Words were lost to me.

“I can’t- no. I don’t know…”

“Do what I say.”

I could feel my eyes literally rolling back as I started to cum. I thought maybe they’d stop, threatening me to speak before I was allowed to finish, but instead they just kept going. My orgasm shook through me, however maybe because they were being so strangely gentle, or maybe because there was so much going on, but I could feel it just going on and on, without me getting overstimulated.

“Fuck. I’m your whore, I’m yours I… oh my god, I’m so desperate and needy… I need you- I need you to show me what I’m good for. To show me that I’m nothing more than your fucking slut. Yours to fuck whenever you want me, fuck, please I can’t think, I need-fuck I need more, I need more…”

My toes curled and cramped hard as I came again. I was almost sobbing. I didn’t want them to stop, whining as I felt Michelle move away from me, but I didn’t know if I could handle more, even as Natasha’s fingers pulled out of my pussy and rubbed my clit faster than I could handle, thumb still pressed into my ass holding me in place.

Michelle got on her knees in front of me, and grabbed my chin roughly in her hand. She grabbed my hair again and turned my head up to look at her.

“That’s it, Alexa, just a bit more, you’re doing so good. Just give us one more.”

She shoved her fingers in my mouth, and as soon as I started to suck, it seemed to magnify the feeling of Natasha’s fingers on my clit. As I came one last time, it took everything in my power to not bite down on her fingers that filled my mouth, just to grip something. I just moaned and shook. Even after Natasha pulled away from me I felt my muscles contracting over and over uncontrollably, stimulating me even further. I couldn’t take any more and there wasn’t even anything happening to me.

Natasha’s hands rubbed my thighs and stomach, calming me down slowly, my muscles finally stopping the shaking orgasms. Her hands caressed my back and waist, feeling like when she had put the tanning lotion on me. Michelle’s fingers left my mouth, and she rubbed the side of my face, bringing me back down to earth.

“Good girl, Alexa. You did so well.”

She got up and untied me, then reclined the chair back down. Natasha’s arms slid under my body and she lifted me easily, putting me down gently on my back on the lounger. I was surprised at how strong she was.

“I’m going to get some more drinks, okay?” Michelle asked and then caressed my hair before leaving.

Natasha crawled onto the lounger beside me. She wrapped her arm around the front of me, her face buried into my neck, and her leg wrapped around mine.

“That felt so good, I feel incredible,” I said, my whole body on a high. I felt like I’d run a marathon.

“Tell me more.”

“I’ve just never had anything even close. I don’t even know what too much is, or what’s coming next. It’s addicting. You’re so… I mean you both just…know.”

Natasha laughed.

“I would hope so. I’ve been fucking women for thirty years. And I know what I want.”

The way she spoke made me want so much more of her. I was only 25 so it should have put things into perspective but instead I just wanted to kiss her so badly. I knew I was vulnerable right now, so I had to remind myself that she was a stranger. She was so experienced and confident, that I knew even despite what Michelle had been saying last night, this was just fun for her. But I was okay with being a vacation fling, as long as it meant I had a few more days like this.

“But um… earlier. When you did that to me. That doesn’t happen often.”

“When you- when I…” I didn’t know how to talk about how much she came without it sounding awkward from my inexperienced hesitation, but she just nodded.

“You made me feel so fucking good. You let me get what I needed. Sometimes I end up giving more than I get back. But not with you. So thank you.”

I wanted to tell her that I would make her cum every day like that for the rest of her life. If she’d let me, I’d give her whatever she needed, whatever I could offer.

“Of course. I mean I should be thanking you. I think if you knew about my last relationship, like…you’d be surprised. I’ve cum more in the last twenty minutes than I had for three years.”

Michelle came back quicker than I thought, before I got a response. When Natasha heard the door she sat up, only keeping a hand on my shoulder. It was as if she was worried about getting caught with her guard down.

I got dressed again, as did Natasha, but Michelle took her bathing suit off again as soon as she got back from the main resort. We lounged again with our drinks. Michelle was such a good icebreaker, immediately laughing and joking us out of our serious conversation, while still finding ways to delicately praise me.

I felt so silly with only my dress from last night and my bikini. The sex we’d been having had lasted so much longer than I’d thought, it was already afternoon. I liked staying here with them, but I worried that I was overstaying my welcome.

“I’m going to go back to my hotel,” I said and Natasha sat up, looking a bit concerned. I wondered if she thought maybe she had been too harsh with me. “I’m just tired. I want to get some new clothes, and I should probably reply to some of my texts.”

“Do you need me to walk you back?”

“No, no it’s okay. I’m good, I promise.”

“We’re going for dinner tonight,” Michelle said, raising her sunglasses to look at me. “Come with us. At… what time did you make the reservations again?”

“7 PM. It’s the restaurant on the beach, by the water. I wanted to be there during sunset.”

“Of course, that would be amazing. You can still add me to the reservation?”

“I already made it for the three of us.”

I felt my cheeks get hot. It hadn’t crossed my mind that they would automatically include me in their dinner plans. Maybe they had expected me to stay right through.

“Oh that’s great. Yes, I would love to come.”

“Make sure to dress up, it’s pretty fancy,” Michelle smiled. “It’s called The Shore House. I’ll text you the menu.”
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Chapter 10

I gave them each my number, and said goodbye awkwardly. I knew I’d be seeing them later, but it was hard to leave so casually after everything we’d done. I hadn’t been alone with my thoughts since coming here, and the idea made me nervous.

Walking back through the resort, it surprised me that there were so many people. I had known that there was, but for the last day it had felt like I was at someone’s private home, far away from everyone else. It felt like a walk of shame and I expected everyone to look at me and know what I’d done and who I was. I imagined someone saying “there’s the woman who was almost engaged two weeks ago, now she’s just a lesbian slut.” But of course no one did. No one knew me, or who I was, and they probably didn’t care. Everyone was happy and relaxed, and I realized apart from my self doubt, that I was too.

I got back to my room and took a long nap. It was so unlike me, I couldn’t imagine napping at home and I felt a bit guilty about sleeping again during my vacation, but it made me feel completely rejuvenated.

I sat down to look at the menu for the restaurant but it wasn’t anywhere in my vacation package booklet. I looked at the text Michelle had sent, and realized it wasn’t in the all inclusive package. I looked at the entrees, and the prices were insane. $80 for dinner, not including anything else? It wasn’t that I couldn’t afford it at all, but I couldn’t imagine paying that much when every other place was completely free.

However, there was no way I wasn’t going. I would have paid triple. I enjoyed both of their company, and I loved knowing I wouldn’t have to spend any time alone here, but I also felt my stomach flutter when I thought of Natasha. Every time I finished a thought, she was my new default, like a screensaver for my mind. Her touch, her eyes, her voice… I felt so stupid. I didn’t know her at all, not even a little bit. I didn’t know what her life was like, what clothes she liked to wear, if she even drank coffee or what state she lived in, or even what country, for that matter.

Would I even date a woman? At that moment on vacation, I felt like I would do anything for her. But was it just because I was lonely and desperate? Because Michelle was married but Natasha was single? Was it just that I couldn’t be alone so I would cling to the first semi-available person?

I imagined how that would play out. Going home and telling my parents and my friends about my new lifestyle. “Yes, that’s right. I guess I’m a lesbian now. Also she’s probably almost double my age, and I fucked her friend too.” They’d think I’d absolutely lost my mind, that the breakup had made me rebound into another dimension. It’s not that I was homophobic or anything, but they knew that there was no way I had ever been attracted to a woman before. Was I just being fake?

But it felt so good, and so real. Obviously the sex was amazing. I couldn’t even put it in the same category as sex, it was like something else entirely. But there was another strong feeling pulling me to her. Maybe Michelle had gotten into my head, but I did feel like she was treating me differently. There was no way she treated every fling like that, right?

I opened my texts to see a bunch from friends and family who probably thought I’d been kidnapped. I replied to everyone, letting them know I was having an amazing time, and no I didn’t have any pictures. If I did have pictures of what I’d been doing on vacation so far, I certainly wouldn’t have been sending them.

There was such a strong urge to tell someone what was going on. I wished I could talk to one of my friends, but I also didn’t want to second guess anything. I didn’t need anyone to bring me back to reality, out of this strange paradise I was experiencing. I wanted to enjoy dinner and not think about home.

But I couldn’t help it. I read through my best friend Sara’s dramatic texts about missing me, and then replied.

I’m sorry I didn’t answer. I was so busy. I’m having fun…not in the way you’d think lol.

I put my phone down, but it buzzed with a reply right away. I opened my messages.

OMG. Wait like how? I feel so bad I couldn’t come… I’m glad you’re having a good time.

I took a deep breath. I couldn’t tell her everything, not without processing it. It was also a bit embarrassing crushing on someone who was so painfully unavailable. I didn’t want to get too excited.

I kind of met someone, well, I met two people. Older. It’s good, I’ll fill you in later.

Sara was typing back immediately.

?????? Swingers?????? WTF call me!

I laughed. If only she knew. I put my phone down for a minute, deciding if I should phone her or not. But I knew there would be too many questions that I wasn’t ready to answer. Instead, I looked for something to wear for dinner and ran a bath.

Not exactly no! Omg I can’t wait to tell you everything. But I’m going for dinner so I have to get ready.

I got ready to leave, avoiding my phone. It was early but I wanted to walk around the resort a bit. Especially now that I looked good and not like a sexed up, tired, sweaty mess like I was earlier.

Dinner with swingers. I can’t believe you! I’m glad I didn’t come with you, four is too many. Just kidding, have fun!

It really could have been such a different trip. I almost didn’t come here at all. As much as I loved Sara, I was grateful now that she hadn’t come. Even apart from Michelle and Natasha, I needed this alone time.

Looking in the mirror made me feel like a different person. The last time I looked this good was well over a year ago. My skin had a nice even tan thanks to the morning, my face was glowing, and my hair sat in the most perfect bun I’d ever made. I left out a few curly pieces of hair to hang down by my ears, forehead and neck, and I put large, silver teardrop earrings on to match my locket and a silver chain bracelet I had. The jewelry wasn’t real, but that was okay, it would be better than nothing. The dress I wore was the one that I was hoping to be wearing when Tyler proposed to me, an A-line wine red colored dress that hit just above my knees. It made my legs look long, and so did the shoes I wore with it, black heels that had ties that crisscrossed over my ankles into a bow.

I walked around the resort, sticking to the main pathways so that I didn’t have to worry about tumbling in my heels. The weather was perfect. No breeze, just the sound of laughter, the ocean, and birds getting ready to settle in for the night. I hadn’t swam in the ocean yet, but even just being this close to the water the past few days was healing.

Now when I walked by, people’s heads were turning. I could feel eyes on me, and not in a bad way. I felt hot, expensive, and like I had dinner planned with two gorgeous women at a pricey restaurant on the beach at a tropical resort. If I were to have vacation photos done, it would be right now.

The restaurant was quite literally on the beach. Thankfully there was a paved pathway out to it. It was a big square building with glass windows facing the water for the view, but also had some outdoor seating as well, separate, as to not obstruct the ocean view. It wasn’t super busy, but there were enough people that I couldn’t easily spot the table, if they were even here yet.

“Do you have a reservation?” The woman at the front table asked. I panicked for a moment, I didn’t know their last names.

“Umm… it might be under Michelle, or Natasha.”

“Natasha Sinclair?”

“Yes,” I said, sounding confident, even though I had no idea. For some reason hearing her whole name sent a shiver through me.

“Right this way,” she said, smiling and grabbing a menu.

We walked out to the outdoor seating. It was so clean and everything looked brand new. The tables with white cloths, black chairs, and flowers or candles on each surface. We walked past couples and groups that oozed money. I couldn’t believe I was at the same resort as these people.

I saw Michelle and Natasha and instantly felt like an imposter.

Michelle wore a long, turquoise dress that hit her ankles just in the right place, as if it had been hemmed perfectly. It probably had. It clung to her curves, showing her incredible body as if it was see through. She wore a lot of jewelry, her expensive watch catching the light of the bright descending sun. Her bright blonde hair was straightened hitting her shoulders perfectly, looking like she had just gotten it cut and styled.

Natasha was strikingly gorgeous, wearing a crisp, white button-up fitted, collared shirt, with the sleeves rolled up to expose her tanned, muscular arms. She wore wide legged sand colored pants, and leather sandals. Her dark hair was styled in loose curls instead of her beachy waves, and she wore soft makeup with mascara. But what I noticed most of all were her square, thin framed glasses.

My dress I’d gotten online and my on sale shoes suddenly felt like rags, but when Natasha saw me and lit up, I relaxed again. I needed to get out of my head. I doubted they thought I was rich.

“There you are, Lexi.” She took her glasses off, setting them on the table and watched as I sat down.

“Can I get you anything to drink?” The waitress asked.

“Yes, just water is fine, thank you.”

“Sparkling? Or bottled.”

I hesitated, slightly tripped up by the question. I’d never been asked something like that before.

“Just bottled.”

“You look amazing,” Michelle said, her eyes trailing down my neck to my dress that suddenly felt even lower cut than it was.

“Thank you, so do you both. Thanks so much for inviting me.”

“Of course,” said Natasha.

She put her reading glasses back on and looked at the menu. I swallowed hard. Something about her glasses with her piercing blue eyes made her look even hotter than I could have imagined. I wanted to tell her, but it seemed so inappropriate here.

“Usually Tasha just squints at the menu and then asks me to read it.”

“It’s not my fault they make the words so small,” she said, and Michelle laughed at her.

“Some of us already chose what we were getting hours ago,” she said, looking at my closed menu. “Right, Alexa?”

I nodded, smiling. “I’m so indecisive, so I wanted to make sure.”

“I know exactly what you like. You should have let me pick.” Natasha winked at me and I blushed.

“Oh please, you can’t even make your own mind up,” Michelle said, teasingly.

The waitress returned with my water and pulled out a tablet.

“Everyone ready to order, or do you need a few more minutes?”

Natasha piped up first, still holding the menu in front of her.

“I’m going to get the Australian rib-eye, rare, with the peppercorn sauce and the fondant potatoes…with whichever seasonal vegetable you have right now. I’d also like to order scallops for the table,” she paused, looking at me as if asking if I was okay with seafood. I nodded. “Yes, scallops. And oysters with lemon.”

“Of course. I’ll have to double check on the vegetables…”

“Surprise me.” She closed the menu and took off her glasses. Even the waitress looked intrigued by her, getting a bit flustered.

“Yes- yes, absolutely, ma’am. And for you?”

“I would like the lobster rolls, please. With extra lobster. I’ll also have the tarragon coleslaw, and the fondant potatoes instead of the pommes purée.” Michelle handed her menu to the waitress.

“Perfect, and for you?”

I felt like a cheap date, even though I figured I’d be paying for mine anyways. The steak Natasha had ordered was the second most expensive thing on the menu, the first being a meal for two. I didn’t know about the scallops and oysters, but I couldn’t imagine. The lobster rolls were also quite expensive on their own, but I didn’t even want to think about how much extra lobster would cost.

“Could I get the mushroom risotto with roasted chicken, please?”

For some reason I expected everyone to laugh. Look at this girl, ordering the cheapest thing on the menu, but nobody did. The waitress just smiled and thanked me, taking the menu.

Then it occurred to me that they may not have even looked at the prices. I knew they seemed to have money, but I was learning I didn’t have much of a concept of what that meant. I did however notice that Natasha’s sandals were from last year’s summer collection of one of my favorite designers. Favorite to look at, not buy. They cost more than this whole dinner and my rent for two months combined, I was sure of it.

“I can’t get out of that call tonight,” Natasha said to Michelle.

“What? Why would you have to answer them? I thought you were on a no contact leave.”

“I am…but they said it’s urgent. For them to interrupt me on vacation it must be. I’ll be pissed if it’s not.”

“What is it?” I asked, feeling completely out of the loop.

“Work, well. Whatever you want to call it. I have an emergency meeting tonight. I was hoping to have…other plans.”

I wondered if those other plans were going to have involved me or not. The way her eyes lingered on me after she said it, drinking me in, made me think maybe they did.

“Tasha sold her company… What, 3 months ago? But she has a contract to still work with them during the transfer for two years.”

“Your company?” I hadn’t meant for it to sound so shocking, but I genuinely was surprised.

“Yes,” Natasha replied, looking a bit shy suddenly. “It was a good offer at a good time. I was lucky it happened when it did. It’s not a big deal.”

“No. She’s being modest. It was a big sale, actually crazy. She’d been getting offers for years and she didn’t settle.”

“Never settle until you’re sure.” She paused, and took a sip of her drink. “Anyway, yes, I have to report to them. But I have specific conditions, and one is to not contact me during vacation.”

“I mean I don’t really blame them, Tasha. You’re always on vacation.”

She opened her mouth to defend herself, but the waitress returned with our starters. I’d never had scallops or oysters, but they looked so refreshing and delicious. Who was I to be picky, after where my mouth had been the last twenty-four hours? The scallops came in a buttery, yellow sauce, and the oysters were slick and wet looking, on ice cubes with lemon wedges and decorative flowers.

I didn’t know how to eat either of them, so I watched as Michelle pushed a scallop onto her fork with a knife and popped it into her mouth, chewing.

“Oh my god, these are so fresh.”

Natasha grabbed an oyster, and squeezed a lemon slice overtop like she had done it thousands of times before. She probably had. She brought the shell to her lips and sucked it back gently. Something about it was so hot.

“Mmm, these too. Go ahead Lexi.”

I followed suit, worried they would watch me and scrutinize but they didn’t. The food was delicious. With every bite I hoped this wouldn’t be how I found out I had a shellfish allergy. Each one tasted better than the last. But I couldn’t help but lose focus on the conversation every time one of them slurped back an oyster seductively.

“So anyway. Lexi, I don’t know if it’s overstepping, but I chartered a boat for us tomorrow. Michelle has a spa day planned for herself so it’ll just be us. If you’re free, we’ll leave at 10 AM. If not, I can cancel.”

Michelle looked at me, eager to see my reaction. I knew she had to be enjoying this a bit. I felt like she could see right through both of us. Not only did she know her friend incredibly well, but she could tell that I was out of my element in every way possible.

I was completely flattered that she’d arranged for us to spend time together. In fact, I was over the moon, my head swimming with possibilities of what could happen tomorrow. But at the same time I couldn’t help what Michelle had said yesterday. Tasha likes to rent boats to have privacy with one of her girlfriends whenever she brings them here.

Obviously all I could think about was the things Natasha would do to me. I wanted her so badly, she made me feel insane with how horny I was. I was like a new person. Earlier, I had physically felt like I could jump across the table at her when I saw her with her glasses. But the idea of being just another fun, vacation boat fling made me feel empty, even though I would settle for any part of her I could get.

“Of course, I would love that.”

“Perfect. Which room are you in? I’ll arrange for pickup.”

Pickup? There weren’t any cars on the resort, but I gave her my room number and she typed it into her phone.

As soon as the sky started to turn yellow, pink, and deep red, our food was delivered. I paused for a moment, taking in the scenery. Apart from the incredible women I was sitting with, and the delicious, beautifully plated food, I really was in paradise. Birds I’d never seen in my life fluttered around us, waves licked the shore, and everything from the trees, to the ripples in the sand and the coastline were more than picture perfect.

“You okay?” Natasha asked, and grabbed my hand.

“Yes, of course. Just happy.”

She smiled, her thumb rubbing a circle on my wrist, and then let go.

We ate dinner, laughed, and got to know each other a bit better. I dodged a few personal questions so I didn’t sound so inferior, and they did the same to seem less out of touch, modestly talking about their careers and home life. Michelle mentioned missing her husband and wanting to call him tonight, and Natasha stressed over her call. I didn’t tell them that I was working retail and couldn’t find a job in my field for the last two years, instead, I told them I’d just graduated and was taking some time to myself.

“It must be a bit difficult for you and I’m sorry we weren’t more considerate,” Michelle said, getting a bit more serious. “I mean you and that… whatever his name was. We might have been a bit selfish when we first saw you.”

Natasha’s eyes dropped down to the table looking a bit uncomfortable, and I wondered if this was something they’d spoken about.

“No, don’t be sorry. I’ve had an amazing time, I don’t have any regrets.”

“I’m glad to hear that… but I do wish maybe we had gotten to know you a bit more first. I think both of us didn’t know if it was going to go much beyond the club, and then things moved so fast. Could you tell us more, if it’s okay?”

“Of course. What do you want to know?”

I could tell that Michelle was someone better suited for these types of conversations, she was so gentle and careful. Not that Natasha wasn’t, but she seemed much more comfortable letting Michelle speak. Owning a business, however, meant that she was probably great at confrontation. Just not like this.

Part of me just wanted to keep Tyler out of this completely. It just added to feeling like an imposter. Would Natasha think less of me to know I was in love with a man two weeks ago? Would she just feel bad for me and lose interest?

“Well, everything I guess. You mentioned that you broke up.”

“Yes so…we were dating for three years. It was good at first, I mean, it was good enough. But we started to fizzle out a bit. I thought that was normal for couples, maybe it is. Anyway, he planned this vacation for our anniversary. I wasn’t sure about going, but he was dropping a lot of hints about proposing, and so was everyone else we knew. So I got my passport and paid for my half..”

Natasha interrupted me, the sharpness and bite in her voice surprising me.

“You had to pay for your half? Of the vacation he planned?”

“Tasha. God. Let her finish.”

“Yes,” I said, trying hard not to laugh. “Tyler wouldn’t buy me dinner, he definitely wouldn’t have paid for a vacation. Anyway I bought a bunch of vacation clothes and whatever. Then a couple of weeks ago we ordered pizza and I answered his phone while he was in the shower. I thought it was the driver. I don’t like to snoop or anything but it was a woman’s voice. I hung up and looked through everything I could. I took screenshots and sent them to myself, saved numbers, everything. He was sleeping with two different women that I found, and messaging anyone who would accept a friend request online.”

Michelle gasped. I thought it was a bit funny, knowing that all of her little trips with Natasha were behind her husband’s back, but I didn’t know their relationship. Maybe he really did know about everything.

“So I broke up with him. I tried to wait until the next day, I wanted to call my friends, plan it out, make sure I dug through everything. But I couldn’t do it. It started to make sense why we’d fizzled out, he’d moved on. I still think he was planning on proposing, his family really liked me, and he felt comfortable with me. I did a lot for him… everything, really.”

“I’m so sorry,” Natasha said, grabbing my hand. “Really, that’s awful. And so…recent. Good for you for ending things though.”

“It’s okay. I mean it’s fresh, but I wanted to use this time to start over. I’m glad I met you both, I haven’t felt this good in…almost three years. So don’t feel bad or anything, you’ve helped me a lot.”

“Could you imagine? Just Tasha and I, stuck here together bored while you… never mind. I don’t want to think about it.”

“What day do you leave?” Natasha asked me. It hadn’t even occurred to me that they weren’t a permanent fixture, even after hearing about their home lives.

“I’ve got 6 nights, so… I guess, including tonight, four more.”

“We leave on Thursday morning. So two nights. Tonight and tomorrow night.”

It was real now, an ending. I didn’t want to think about it. She saw the look on my face, and quickly continued.

“Where’s home? What city?”

“I flew out of Boston.”

She didn’t say anything, just stared down at her drink for a moment. It felt like the air was heavy, until Michelle chimed in.

“I absolutely love Boston.”

“I’ll be right back.”

Natasha stood up, and I found it hard to not just stare at her. She looked incredible, and she was starting to feel familiar. I wondered if she could extend her vacation, but with whatever was going on with her work, I doubted it.

Michelle watched her leave too, but as soon as she walked inside, she whipped around to face me.

“Alexaaaa,” she smiled at me after dragging my name out slowly in a singing, playful voice.

“What is it?”

“You better be careful. She might take you home with her. She really likes you, a lot.”

“I don’t know, I mean she’s not… I don’t even know if she-”

“Alexa. I’ve known her since college. We’re both 48. When we see something we like, we just take it. Especially Natasha. Nothing stops her.”

“What would I even offer her?” I said, hating the way my voice sounded, so insecure and young. But I couldn’t help it, because it’s what I was.

“Natasha is the one who likes to offer. She loves to spoil, she’s even generous with me. She just wants someone that appreciates it and likes her. But do you know how many women she’s dated that would refuse to eat anywhere but here or off resort? Girls begging for her card, so they can go to the casino or the shops. She’d let them push and push. Trust me. I’ve seen them, and fucked them.” She laughed. “You’re different.”

Natasha returned, and the waitress came by to take our plates and ask if we wanted dessert. We all declined, and after sitting for a bit longer, Natasha’s alarm went off.

“Ten minute warning, I have to leave now if I’m going to make that call. Not that they wouldn’t have to wait for me.”

“I should call Brian, I haven’t really talked to him much. I can walk you home though, Alexa. You can let me in, maybe we can have some fun without Tasha. Are you sure you don’t want dessert? I’ve got something in mind.”

Natasha gave her a stern look.

“I’m kidding, no, that wouldn’t be fair, would it? Leaving out poor Tasha who’s going to have you all day tomorrow, all to herself…” Michelle winked at me, but she looked serious even after changing her tune. “But seriously. I can walk you home.”

I swallowed hard, trying to read their faces. If it wasn’t for what Michelle had said to me about Natasha, I would have taken her up on the offer. The way she looked at me made my clit throb. I still didn’t even understand how this worked between them. Why would there be a feeling of jealousy if this was something they did often? Did Natasha only let Michelle share, but not do anything without her?

“No, it’s okay, thank you. I might hang out around the resort for a bit. But umm.. The bill? Do we pay inside?”

Michelle laughed, and Natasha looked at me like I’d lost my mind.

“No, God no, honey. Natasha has her card on file. You’d never pay for dinner.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling a bit silly. I had thought there was a good chance of her paying, but it would be wrong of me to assume.

“You’d never pay for anything.”

The way she held eye contact after she said that made me start to believe what Michelle had been saying earlier. I wondered if she was trying to test what I was feeling. She was used to women throwing themselves at her, I mean who wouldn’t? But the fact that I hadn’t even dated women before, and that I was freshly out of a serious relationship probably made her feel like she might have to do the chasing, and that wasn’t something she was used to. Or maybe she was trying to figure out if the investment of her time was worth it. If she wanted me and then after this was over I went back to Tyler, she would probably be devastated.

That is, if what Michelle said was even true. How was I to know that this wasn’t just a big ruse that they did to get sex, play with someone’s feelings and leave them behind? Michelle might not even have a husband, how did I really know? She didn’t wear a wedding ring. Maybe her and Natasha were together, and this was a fun little thing they did on the side, for the thrill of it.

I couldn’t think about it.

“Thank you so much. For dinner, and for everything.”

“You’re welcome,” Michelle answered, laughing. We walked out of the restaurant and up the path before it split.

“10 AM tomorrow. Wear whatever you want. It’s just me and you. Bring sunscreen.”

“Okay, thank you.”

Natasha leaned in and kissed my jawline, just under my ear. I shivered, I wanted more. I needed her. I’d get on my knees right here and do anything for her, but she just smiled and turned to leave with Michelle, who waved and gave me a knowing look.
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Chapter 11

I knew I needed the night alone, but it was so hard. I tossed and turned, overwhelmed by my thoughts and uncertainty about what I felt and what Natasha felt and what any of this even meant. Plus I was so incredibly horny I couldn’t even sleep. I’d wake up, my clit pulsing, and I’d rub myself enough to go back to sleep. I didn’t bring any toys with me, obviously thinking I would be doing yoga on the beach and meditating at sunset, not having so many orgasms that my muscles ached. Touching myself with them around was different, and having them touch me was always incredible, but I just couldn’t satisfy myself on my own.

I fantasized about hearing a knock on my door. Natasha and Michelle both knew my room number now, maybe one of them would sneak over. My mind went wild. The thought of Michelle defying Natasha and coming over to fuck me made me squirm. I imagined opening the door and her pinning me against it, hands on my body. Her mouth against my neck, telling me “Tasha doesn’t need to find out.”

Or maybe Natasha would come and take what she wanted, just like she always did. Angry from her call and wanting relief, unable to wait until morning. I wanted to text one of them photos of myself, or show up at their door on my knees begging.

But it was late. Michelle had a full spa day planned, and I would see Natasha all day. I really was so greedy.

Finally, at some point I managed to get some sleep and I woke up when my alarm went off. I groaned and stretched, my whole body feeling even more sore from the last few days. I felt like I would probably have rock hard abs soon from how much they ached from the last few days.

I was ready, waiting around outside my room, and just a bit before 10 AM a man in a golf cart showed up at my door.

“Ms. Sinclair’s guest?” He asked, and I nodded. “Sorry it’s not a limo,” he joked.

“It’s okay, this is more my style,” I said, climbing in beside him.

He drove me down the main pathway, way past where I was familiar. We kept going, passing maintenance buildings and trucks delivering shipments, finally turning before a wooded area. Soon we were nearing the water, approaching a dock with a handful of bright white boats.

We got out and made our way down the dock, stopping about halfway. I knew nothing about boats, but I could tell that this was no fishing boat my uncle out east owned. It was quite big for two people, sporting a large seating area and a full sized door leading to the interior of the boat. There was a separate enclosed area up ahead, where I assumed the controls were.

We stepped on the boat at the same time Natasha opened the door. Her hair was up out of her face in a big, messy bun, her high cheekbones on display. She wore a white tennis skirt, with a matching sleeveless top, a blue outline along the stitching. She had a similar pair of sandals on as yesterday, the same brand, but this time matching bright white.

“Ms. Sinclair, your guest.” He said, speaking like he was presenting her with a gift. “Are you sure you don’t need a driver today?”

“Positive.” She said, and pulled out her wallet. I watched her count a few bills and hand them to the driver. “Thank you. We’re just cruising today, we might head to Marea Point.”

“Gorgeous day for it,” he said, pocketing the money. “Back at 4?”

“We’ll see. I’ll radio you if we’re late.”

“Enjoy,” he said, shaking both of our hands and stepping off the boat.

“You look so good,” she said, her eyes searching over me. “We kind of match.”

I wore a long, flowy white skirt and lace, light blue halter top. Underneath I wore lingerie but I wasn’t sure if there was any point. I didn’t think I’d be dressed for long. I had a bathing suit in my bag, just in case, but Natasha hadn’t mentioned me needing one.

“Thanks, you do too. You always do.”

She rolled her eyes a bit, and walked toward the dock. She knelt down to untie the ropes, her fingers moving gracefully, and then she walked past me to open the door.

“Come on. I’ll give you a quick tour, but we should get going.”

We entered the boat, and it was not what I was expecting. The inside was immaculate. There was a couch and a bed, and it wasn’t all cramped together like I thought it would be. There was a leather couch with a few neatly folded blankets, and she showed me a bathroom that even had a shower. There was a small kitchen with a coffee maker, microwave, and a single burner stove top. The bed looked comfortable, small but enough for two people, sleeping closely. There were large windows to the side leading out to a small seating area with two built in chairs. We walked outside, and up three stairs to another door that led into an enclosed area with two chairs, the boat wheel and a bunch of controls I didn’t understand.

“What’s that?” I asked, seeing a delicate chain with a photo hanging from the boat key. It was a photograph of two people, but hard to make out.

“Oh, just…nothing. Ready?”

I didn’t care to push, but it was definitely something. I wanted to grab it and look closer, but she seemed to want me to drop it.

“Yes, this is… crazy. I’ve been on boats but not like this.”

She just laughed, like it was nothing. She pulled a lever that looked like an anchor, and I watched patiently as the boat whirred to life and we started to move.

Once we were cruising a bit, she opened one of the windows, letting some air in. I relaxed back into my chair feeling the wind in my hair.

Watching her drive the boat made me want her even more. I could barely even drive a car. After dinner, a long night alone, and now watching her in a short skirt powering an entire boat, I knew I couldn’t wait any longer.

“Sleep okay?” She asked, but my hands were already on her, feeling her waist with one hand, and her thigh with the other. I rested my forehead against her shoulder. I wanted to crawl right into her skin.

“No, I slept awful.”

“Couldn’t wait?”

I slid my hand in between her thighs, but she grabbed it with hers.

“I’ve thought about you all night,” I said, not caring how desperate I sounded. I couldn’t play it cool. “Through dinner, while I was trying to sleep, as soon as I woke up…”

I watched her swallow hard. I could tell she wanted me badly.

“Me too. But just wait until later.”

“I don’t want to wait.”

She looked at me, almost like a warning.

“Since when did I start letting you decide? Wait. It will be worth it.”

I knew she was right. I knew she had plans for us, I couldn’t argue. I felt like my hands were glued to her, and it hurt when I ripped them away.

“Okay, you’re right.”

“Trust me, I’ll take care of you today.”

I knew what she meant by that. The way her voice lowered, the way she grabbed my thigh after and didn’t let go, letting me know that she wanted me just as badly. But I couldn’t take it. I couldn’t be here this close to her, with her touching me.

“I’m going to make a coffee, do you want one?”

“Wow, look at you settling in already. I’d love one. One sugar and a splash of cream. There’s food in the fridge too if you’re hungry, or I can make something later.”

“I can wait until later.”

I opened the door and walked down to the main section, my hair blowing like crazy in the wind. I waited for the coffee to brew, and looked around the place. It felt so comfortable here, almost like it was lived in. Their rentals must have been expensive, although I didn’t even want to think what Natasha paid to have me here alone for the day. We had the whole resort, her entire villa and my room, but she wanted it to be special for me.

I made our coffees, and I felt a bit more relaxed. Natasha was starting to become less of a stranger. Now not only did I know what she did for work, kind of, but I knew that she liked coffee and how she drank it. I knew she could drive a boat, buy expensive shoes, lift me with her strong arms, hold me down and fuck my face the way she liked…

My thoughts wouldn’t stop trailing off. I knew in a way this trip was a bit romantic, at least it was from the outside. It wasn’t that I didn’t want it, I was obsessed with her. I knew I was being unreasonable though. I’d been upset last night about being invited on one of her little boat sex excursions, but now that I was here, that was all I wanted. But they’d unleashed something inside of me that I couldn’t seem to turn off. I wasn’t like this back home.

I walked back up to the “helm” as Natasha had called it, grateful that I found lids for the disposable coffee cups so the coffee didn’t fly all over me in the wind.

“Thank you, I needed this. And it tastes better when someone else makes it.”

“It also tastes better when it’s made on a boat,” I said, and she laughed.

“Oh. I don’t know if we may have hit some kind of cell phone service patch, but your phone would not shut up.”

I grabbed my phone off of the floor, not even realizing it had fallen out of my pocket. I read through the text messages on my phone, and I felt a slight bit of panic.

“Oh my god,” I said, unable to hide the panic in my voice.

“What is it?”

“It’s Tyler.. Like, um, my ex. I have him blocked but he must have a new number. He’s freaking out. Says he tried to come to the resort, but they wouldn’t let him on the property. Said he’s blacklisted.”

“Why would he try to come to the resort?”

“He said he found out I went alone, and wanted to use his half of the vacation he paid for.”

“Interesting. His half that he paid for.” She shook her head.

I put my phone down, grateful that he hadn’t been able to just show up at my room. It could have been last night, when I was so desperately horny. What if I had opened the door thinking it was Natasha or Michelle, and it was him?

“Oh my god, I’m so relieved. I absolutely did not think he would try to come. I mean he told me he didn’t want to come, that I deserved the tickets after what he did. I hope he can’t like… try to fight it or something.”

“He can’t.”

“How do you know? Maybe he can convince them, I mean his name is on the ticket.” I could feel myself panicking slightly as I wondered about the possibilities, and it was apparent in my voice.

Natasha looked at me and then sighed. She adjusted the speed so that we were on an extremely slow crawl, the waves rocking the boat. I was thankful that I didn’t get seasick easily.

“The first night we met you in passing, at the restaurant. You told us what happened. I reached out to my personal contact at the resort and asked to have him blacklisted.”

“What do you mean? You can just…do that?”

“Lexi. I don’t want you to get the wrong impression about me, but I should be honest with you.” She turned toward me, and grabbed my hand. “I own the villa that Michelle and I are in. I own this yacht. I spend a lot of money at this resort, and they want to keep me happy. So they do what I ask.”

It wasn’t a rental. No wonder the boat was so comfortable… or yacht, as she’d called it. The keychain made sense now, and so did the villa. No wonder they were so relaxed here. There were no photos like a home, or personal decorations, but the villa didn’t feel like a hotel, and this boat didn’t feel like a rental.

“But you didn’t know me. Why would you do that?”

Natasha looked a bit shocked but also relieved, maybe expecting me to have a bigger reaction to the house and the boat. She said it so matter of factly, and even though I was shocked, I didn’t know what difference it made. Owning a villa vs renting a villa, owning a boat vs renting a boat; both seemed so far out of my world that they didn’t seem very different at all.

“I knew enough, so I handled it. I like to take care of things. It didn’t matter if I knew you or not. You deserved to enjoy your vacation.”

The feeling in my chest that bubbled up was unlike anything I’d felt before. Cared for in such a way that I could never even dream of, by someone so incredibly rigid and mysterious. Every other sentence I learned something new, some secret that she was hiding to humble herself. What was left to know? Yet I felt like I knew her better than I’d known anyone else.

“You’re so fucking hot,” I said, grabbing at her again. She laughed harder than I’d ever heard from her. She pushed my hands off of her, and sped up the boat again.

“I said wait. We’re almost there.”

I looked at the messages again. I wanted to write back something shocking and life-ruining. ‘Sorry, I’m on a huge yacht with a rich sexy lesbian that tied me up and fucked me like a slut at her villa yesterday with her best friend. Oh, and she also got you banned. Have a nice life.’ Maybe with a selfie. Instead I used whatever restraint I had left to block this number too, and turned off my phone.
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Chapter 12

When we got to shore at Marea Point, watching Natasha anchor and tie the boat was much different now. It was hers. No wonder she was so comfortable here, and so good at tying knots, as Michelle had remarked at the villa. I could sit here in the large seating area all day, just watching her hold the rope with her strong arms.

“Are you hungry? I can make something,” she said, stepping on the boat, but admiring her rope work.

“I’m hungry. Not for food. Are you hungry?”

She turned around and gave me a look. But instead of the same look she’d been giving me all morning, denying my advances, this one was different. Darker.

“I’m fucking starving.”

She stepped towards me, her hand cupping my jaw, and kissed me in a way that felt like I was being devoured. She pushed her tongue in my mouth, exploring it while her hands grabbed my ass hard through my dress, almost lifting my heels off the ground. The skin didn’t hurt like it had yesterday, but her hands were so rough regardless.

I moaned against her mouth, feeling her tongue tease against mine. I sucked it gently, but she wasn’t going to wait. Her hands grabbed at my halter top, undoing the ties behind my neck.

Her lips moved down my jaw to my neck, and she sucked the skin. Part of me worried that she would leave a mark, but then I wondered why that would make me worry? I was on vacation, and I would be reminded of her after she left tomorrow. The hands that pulled at my top, letting it pool around my waist, now traced circles over my nipples through the fabric of my lingerie.

“Oh, fuck, Natasha,” I whined, as she nibbled and sucked hard on the sensitive skin on my neck. My nipples begging to be freed from my restrictive clothing, so I could feel her on my skin just that little bit more. I shouldn’t have even worn the lingerie, what was the point?

“I want everyone to see that you’re mine when we get back.”

“Yes,” I breathed against her, as she kissed down to my collarbone.

I realized that my heels actually were leaving the ground, as she lifted me and set me down on part of the outdoor sectional seating. The white leather was hot on my back from the morning sun, almost too much to handle until I got used to it.

“Do you know how hard it’s been not to touch you? Do you know how hard it was to stay away from your room last night?” She got on her knees in front of me, pulling off my skirt. “I’ve been so fucking patient with you all morning. I’m done being patient.”

I thought maybe I should have messaged her last night. She probably would have answered and come over. But then I wouldn’t have been able to see this side of her. I couldn’t believe I’d thought earlier that I was being too desperate.

Once my skirt was off, she looked up at me, admiring the lingerie I wore. It was lacy too, but had a soft stretch to it. A matching, dusty rose pink that looked even better than when I’d first bought it, now that it was against my sunkissed skin. The top bralette was almost see through, the lace so thin, that when she had rubbed my nipples it had felt so close to being touched naked. The panties I wore were a thong, with the same stretchy, lace fabric, but they were crotchless. The big split down the middle was only evident when she spread my legs apart.

She looked up at me like she’d won a game that I didn’t know we were playing.

“Don’t get me wrong, I love Michelle,” she started, lowering her face closer to my pussy, her hands pressed against my thighs, holding my legs open. “But it kills me to share you. Today, this is all mine.”

She dipped her tongue into my pulsing pussy, and fucked me slowly with it, the warm, wet muscle swirling inside of me. I cried out, grabbing the sides of the sofa. I wanted to grab her head, but I doubted she would let me. Besides, I didn’t want to mess up her hair, even though I knew she would gladly mess up mine.

“Fuck, Natasha. It’s yours, it’s yours,” I cried, and she looked into my eyes as she dragged her tongue up to my clit. She didn’t have to look at it to know she was in the right spot, she could feel with her tongue and see my face to know she was right where I needed her.

She pressed her tongue against my clit and held it there firmly, and I didn’t need to take any hints. I lifted my hips eagerly, grinding my clit against her tongue as she stayed still, watching me desperately move against her. I didn’t care if she made me do the work, as long as it was her mouth I got to use. Besides, I had to keep up my new ab routine.

Satisfied, she pinned my hips down now with her strong arms, watching my squirm for a moment as her tongue stayed still on my clit, but I couldn’t move. Then she sucked me so hard I screamed with pleasure. It was like I was an oyster and she was slurping me back, using her whole jaw to coax me with her mouth. I didn’t even think to ask what the chances were that anyone was on this island, and I didn’t care. I was hers and she could do whatever she wanted with me. Nothing else mattered.

That’s exactly what she did, whatever she wanted. Stopping almost as soon as she had started, she smirked as I pleaded for more.

“You remember what we said before?” She asked, rubbing slow circles with her thumbs on my inner thigh. “If anything I do is too much, or you’re done or anything… Just tell me to stop, okay? I know this is all new for you.”

“Yes… but don’t stop…please.”

“I’m serious.” She sat back for a moment. “Even if you’re not sure what you want, just check in with me, okay? I don’t want to hurt you, I just want you to feel good.”

“Okay, I will. I’ll tell you.”

“Promise?”

I nodded. “Yes, I promise.”

“Good. You brought sunscreen?”

“Yes. It’s in my bag, inside.”

“Okay let’s go in, you can get it, then I want to show you something.”

I was already so horny, just in a constant dull state of throbbing since dinner. But now I was feral. Especially after seeing her in between my legs, and the way she grabbed me and moved me like it was nothing. My body was completely activated.

“Get your sunscreen, I’ll meet you out on the side deck,” she said after she held the door open for me, and we went inside.

I took a sip of my coffee, my mouth already parched. It wasn’t extremely hot out, not like it had been yesterday, but just from my breathing I already felt thirsty. I took out my sunscreen, and waited on the side deck, sitting in one of the two swivel chairs. The doors from the main cabin to the patio were slightly tinted glass doors, doubling as large windows. I tried to glance inside to see where she was, but I could only see my own reflection in the glass.

The ocean laid before me, gently rocking the boat, but there was barely any wind. It was so peaceful. It must have been a very quiet area, we’d driven quite far, but I couldn’t tell how big the island was. My lingerie felt like a bathing suit, and I could lounge out here all day. I kicked my heeled sandals off.

I heard the door behind me open, and turned around in the swivel chair to see Natasha holding her coffee cup and rope. She looked so natural after watching her tie and untie knots all morning, that it didn’t occur to me right away that the rope was probably for me.

“You need more coffee?”

“No, I’m okay. I just finished mine.”

She sipped the rest of hers, and set the cup down off to the side. Then she set the rope down too.

“Come here.”

I walked over to her, and she grabbed the sunscreen out of my hand. With my shoes off she towered over me. She turned me around, in front of the large window, and I could see myself clearly. It was almost like a full mirror. I watched as she stood behind me, putting the sunscreen in her cupped hand. She rubbed them together, and dragged them down my stomach.

She watched me in the reflection, her arms wrapped from behind me, rubbing the sunscreen into my skin. I thought I was going to explode. Her hands were so firm, and so was the focus in her eyes. I didn’t know how long I could watch.

“I fucking love these,” she slipped one hand under my bralette, and the other in between the fabric of my thong. “But one has to go, just for now.”

She pulled the bralette over my head and set it gently on one of the chairs. Then her hands rubbed the sunscreen onto my breasts, roughly grabbing at my nipples as she massaged it in. I moaned, putting my hands over hers, trying to keep her there, but she wouldn’t let me.

“This is why I brought rope. You can’t seem to listen.”

I put my hands at my side quickly, but I wanted to disobey her. I wanted to be bad, defy her, so that she had to tie me up. But something told me that was going to happen anyway. I moaned as she continued, rubbing my arms, and ass, in between my thighs, and down my legs and feet.

“What shoes were you wearing?” She asked, and I pointed over to the deck, where my wedge heeled sandals were. She nodded. “I should have told you to wear stilettos. I’d love to watch you try to walk on the boat in them.”

I waited for her to say ‘next time’, but she didn’t. Another check in the ‘this is a one time fling’ column. I wasn’t going to say it, so I let it go.

Natasha grabbed the rope, and I realized there were a few different ones. Some were thinner and shorter. She set them on the chair.

“Arms behind your back. Obviously I can’t trust you to be good.”

I gulped, looking at us in the reflection. I saw the stretch of empty water behind us. I knew I shouldn’t be doing this. On a boat in the middle of nowhere with a stranger, letting her tie me up so I couldn’t even move. She could do anything to me, no one would know or hear me if I yelled. The money and resources she had made me realize she could probably get away with anything she wanted. Any normal person would refuse.

But I trusted her more than anything. There was nothing I wouldn’t let her do, and I wanted this so badly. The idea of having to rely on her like this, being so vulnerable and dependent made me feel so calm. I knew she would take care of me, I had nothing in the world to worry about.

“Arms, not just hands,” she said, and I felt the rope tug.

I gasped. She started at my elbows, and wrapped the rope down to my wrists. They didn’t touch, I wasn’t that flexible, but I felt the pull in my muscles as they settled.

“That’s a bit of a different feeling, huh?”

It was completely different. I couldn’t even move my arms an inch. This was nothing like having my wrists tied, not even close. My back arched slightly, pushing my breasts out even more in front of me. My clit was so hard I could feel it when I shifted the weight on my legs.

“Yes,” I breathed, suddenly not feeling as embarrassed seeing myself in the reflection. “It feels good.”

“I know.”

Natasha grabbed another rope and pulled it from around my back to the front of me, underneath my breasts. She crossed them in between, and lifted one side of the rope to my mouth.

“Open, and bite down. Keep your head up”

I did as she said, my body shaking. Not from fear, but excitement. I kept my eyes on her through the window, keeping still. She wrapped one side of the rope around my breast, and I lost track of what she was doing. I didn’t know what was a knot and what wasn’t. All I knew was I felt the rope tighten around my breast, squeezing it. It didn’t hurt, but it was firm.

She took the rope out of my mouth and did the same on the other side, then pulled them both up. She crisscrossed them below my neck, and then tied the ropes behind my neck, lifting my breasts. They looked swollen, and felt harder. My nipples felt like they had yesterday when Michelle played with them, so sensitive and throbbing that it was like an extension of my aching clit.

She tightened the rope a bit more, watching my face until she was satisfied.

“Please, please touch them, fuck, Natasha.” I couldn’t help it, I needed stimulation.

“Don’t make me gag you, Lexi,” she warned, and I whimpered in defeat. “I plan on making you talk.”

I wondered what she meant by that? I assumed she would make me say things like she usually did, humiliating me, making me beg. But the way she said it made me feel like she was going to uncover my darkest secrets.

“Spread your legs for me.”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I took two small steps with either leg, my pussy and legs shaking slightly.

“Mmm, look how eager you are. Do you like seeing yourself like this?” She asked, turning around to the console that was in between the two swivel chairs, opening it and taking something out.

“Mm, yes, Natasha. I do.”

She brought out a metal bar with two cuffs on either side, and knelt down in front of me. She put it in between my legs, fastening the Velcro cuffs around my ankles. I watched her on her knees bent over, her skirt too short to cover her white thong.

When she stood up I realized that the bar would keep me from closing my spread legs. I couldn’t bring my ankles in. Not that I would have dared close my legs anyway, but knowing that I couldn’t made my heart race faster. I felt like a sex doll, just existing for pleasure.

“This might hurt at first, but it will feel good.”

I hadn’t realized she was behind me again. She rested her chin on my shoulder, watching me. Her hands held two, small black silicone circles. She squeezed them in each hand, and put them over each of my nipples and let go. They stayed on each hard nub, the silicone fighting to regain its shape, sucking my nipples hard. It was like a pinch, but also felt like a mouth.

I could imagine them feeling good even just normally. But my breasts were already squeezed, feeling swollen and stretched, so it felt unreal and intense. So much pain and pleasure at the same time.

“Fuck, fuck, oh my god!” I yelled, surprised and overwhelmed at the feeling. Natasha watched me intently, trying to gauge how I was feeling. “God that feels, fuck, it feels so good, Natasha…”

She smiled, satisfied, as I squirmed the best I could. But every time I moved, they seemed to settle more, sucking me in. My nipples must have been so swollen already.

Her hands touched my stomach, and I almost screamed, gasping and thrusting. Her hands were so close, I needed them lower.

“Please fuck me, please, oh my god…”

“You really need to learn to shut up. From now on, you only speak when I ask you a question. If you speak out of turn, you’re getting punished. Not in a good way. You won’t like it. Got it?”

“Yes,” I cried, her fingers sliding even lower. I wished she’d just let me beg. Maybe then I could convince her. If I felt like this, then she must be completely throbbing. I couldn’t think about it, I needed to think about anything other than her hands or her wet pussy, or her white thong.
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Chapter 13

“I think we need to establish some things first.”

She let go of me, and pulled off her shirt. Her white bra looked so crisp against her skin. She lowered her skirt and stepped out, throwing her clothes over with my bralette. I was close to drooling when I saw her body, I couldn’t even think.

“So you’re going to talk. When I ask you a question, you’re going to answer, no hesitation. Complete honesty.”

“Okay, I promise. I will.”

“I didn’t ask you. I know you will. You don’t have a choice.”

Fuck. I’d already messed up. She stood behind me, pressing herself against my ass. One hand held my hip, and the other finally rubbed my pussy. She dipped her fingers inside of me, and then used my wet juices to rub my clit.

Her tongue had been on me no more than an hour ago, and it felt incredible. But with the restraints, the sucking on my nipples, and the forced reflection of my flushed face and spread legs made the feeling of her rubbing me even more intense than anything I’d felt so far. I was grateful she didn’t have a vibrator in her hand, because I genuinely would have had to tap out.

Her fingers were so wet from me that she slid so easily across my clit. I did everything I could to not say any words, but the noises and cries I was making were unlike anything I’d heard come out of my mouth. She didn’t say I had to be quiet.

“Tell me the truth. Use your words. How do you feel about me?”

My head was swimming. I would do a better job answering math questions, than having to find the words for how I felt.

I didn’t want to come on too strong. I knew she was way out of my league. She was so experienced, rich, successful, gorgeous. If I told her how I really felt and she rejected me, I didn’t know if I’d ever live it down. If this really was just a game for her. I had no reason to value my pride so much, especially not after how easily I’d fallen for her. But I couldn’t lie.

“Lexi,” she warned, sternly.

“I- Natasha. I really like you a lot. More than I should.”

She rewarded me by speeding her fingers up slightly.

“More.” Her lips found my neck, licking gently at the sore spot on my neck from earlier, red and blotchy.

“I’m- God, I’m fucking obsessed with you. I can’t stop thinking about you.”

“Mmm, that’s what I like to hear. Is this just sex for you? Or more?”

I shook my head quickly. That one was easy.

“More. It’s more,” I’d gone too far to come back now. “Everything about you, you’re so sexy, I want to know everything about you…”

Her hand on my hip came up to grab one of my tied breasts. She held it in her hand and shook it slightly, the nipple sucker pulling and readjusting. Except now it only felt good, like someone was there with their mouth, working me over and over. If she didn’t have her arms around me my knees would have given out.

“Would you come visit me after this vacation ends?”

“Yes, please, yes. I want to so badly.”

I felt relieved when I saw her smile. She did want this too, she wanted to see me again after. There would be a next time.

She pinched my clit between her two fingers, and moved up and down, jerking my clit slowly, popping it between her fingers and out again, like I was fucking them. Her hand moved to my other breast. I was dripping so much that I was pretty sure I’d cum without even having a full orgasm. I didn’t know if that was even possible, but after the last few days I was realizing I didn’t know much of what was possible for me, physically or mentally.

“Would you give up your old life for me?”

My old life. What was left of it? I didn’t even know what state she lived in, but what was I going back to? I loved my friends and family, obviously they would still be in my life. But when I got back I would have to start looking for a new apartment, I couldn’t afford to keep it without Tyler. I hated my job and I didn’t have anyone to go home to.

“Yes, I don’t care. I would. I will- fuck Natasha!”

She had moved her hand off of my clit, and my body shook. Did I answer wrong? I didn’t care. There were no wrong answers, it was how I felt.

“This will hurt, sorry,” she said quietly in my ear, and gently grabbed both of the nipple suckers. She pulled them softly, breaking the suction, and even though she was so careful, I screamed louder than I had as the blood rushed back into them. I looked down and almost didn’t recognize them. They were so puffy and swollen.

However, the pain went away quickly. Natasha stepped in front of me and took one of them into her mouth. She sucked gently, her fingers slipping back to my clit. Not only were my nipples a bit sore from being swollen, but they were also so much more sensitive.

“Fuck, fuck, Natasha, I’m going to cum. Oh my god you’re going to make me- you’re going to make me fucking cum!”

I thought she would scold me for speaking out of line, but she didn’t. Instead she held me tight with one arm as she continued, knowing I wouldn’t be able to keep my balance. She was right. I’d never cum standing up like this before, especially not without my arms to balance myself or being able to move my legs. She switched nipples as I cried, the orgasm coming through me in waves. My whole body jerked under her fingers.

“God,I need to fuck you, Lexi,” she said, and the desperation in her voice shocked me. “Get on your knees on the seat of the chair, face the window.”

She disappeared inside, leaving me teetering, my legs shaking so much. She hadn’t given me more than thirty seconds to recover from how intense that was. I realized I could move even with the spreader so I walked carefully behind the chair. I rested one knee on the edge, and then the other, feeling the comfortable leather cushion under my knees. This was much more comfortable. I inched myself forward and sat back on my thighs, coming down slightly.

Natasha came back quickly, holding the strap in her hand. I felt myself come back alive. I needed it inside me. I needed her to fuck me, like how she fucked Michelle.

The back of the chair was low, so when she pushed me over it, my tied breasts hung over the other side. I watched in the reflection again. I looked so eager and hungry, and so did Natasha. There was no more embarrassment in seeing myself like this, just excitement. I couldn’t help but think again how much of this was for my pleasure. I just wanted to service her, but instead she was making sure that she took care of me first.

She didn’t wait when the strap was on her. She pushed the dildo inside of me quickly, filling me completely, the only warning I got was her hands grabbing onto my hips. The feeling of her body slamming against me as she fucked my pussy made me feel like an animal.

She grabbed my hair hard, pulling me back a bit towards her, and her lips found my ear. She sucked my ear lobe and it sent such an intense shiver through my body that she could feel it.

“Who do you belong to? Say it. My full fucking name. I know you know it.”

Surprisingly I did know her name, and mine too, and I wasn’t sure there was much else in my head as she slammed into me, over and over.

“Natasha Sinclairrr- Fuck! I belong to Natasha Sinclair.” I looked her in the eyes through the window as she fucked me.

“Tell me you’ve never felt like this before. With anyone else.”

“I haven’t, oh my god… I haven’t felt like this before, no one could make me feel as good as you do. Nobody else could do this to me…”

“Nobody else gets to touch you. You’re mine, do you fucking understand that? Promise me no one else gets to touch you,” her voice growled into my ear, so soft and desperate, but I couldn’t be as quiet as her.

“I promise, Natasha, no one else- no one else can touch me. Just you.”

I thought about Michelle yesterday, joking about coming home with me while Natasha took her business call. The glare she received. I wonder if they talked about it. But I couldn’t think of it now, as Natasha’s hand went back to my clit, rubbing me so fast I couldn’t even believe it was her hand.

“That’s it, slut. Cum for me.”

I was cumming before I had even realized. At this point there was no tensing, no squirming. I felt myself let go so hard that I could hear the liquid splashing on the seat and down my legs, as Natasha kept fucking me. She was in so deep now, I was so soaked that she slammed against my cervix easily. All I could do was scream. I’d never felt so good. I didn’t want to look at myself in the reflection, embarrassed by the faces I was making, but she held my head still.

“Mm, God, you’re such a fucking good girl for me, Lexi. But you made such a mess, squirting all over my nice leather seats. You’re going to have to clean it up.”

She pulled out of me, and I felt her strong arms lifting me. She placed me onto my knees on the ground. My brain was so caught up in the fact that I’d squirted for the first time, that I barely realized what she wanted me to do until she guided my face into the liquid on the chair.

I licked and slurped up the liquid, feeling like such a completely wrecked whore. I’d never imagined someone making me do this, but here I was, happily licking up my own squirt off of a chair that looked clean, but who knew? I moaned, the liquid spreading over my face and in my hair, sticking to me. I grinded, still not even satisfied after all of this, my greedy pussy still needing to be touched while I made a mess of myself. I felt crazy, and I didn’t want it to end.

Thankfully it wasn’t ending. Even though I felt Natasha undoing the ropes she’d tied, freeing my breasts that now felt so heavy, and my arms that didn’t feel like my own any more, I knew she wasn’t close to being done. She removed my panties, uncuffed my ankles, and then pulled me down onto the dock on my back. She took off her bra and panties and straddled my upper thigh. Finally seeing her naked body again after she’d seen me from every angle made me want to drool.

“I think you’ve probably talked enough, don’t you think? And you’re a mess.”

I nodded. I didn’t want to talk any more. I didn’t even think I could beg, I didn’t have it in me.

She took her panties and used them to wipe up the rest of my squirt, and then wiped my face with them. They were wet against my cheek. She pushed my hair out of my face, pulling an elastic off of her wrist and securing my hair into a high ponytail.

I liked the feeling of her taking care of me, the gentle way she cleaned me up. But there was never one without the other.

“Open your mouth.”

I did as she said, and she pushed the soaking panties into my mouth, and closed my jaw. I thought I was going to lose my mind, tasting my wet squirt and her pussy juice on my tongue. Thinking of how she wore them all day in the sun, sweating as she fucked me mercilessly, the taste of her sweet body lotion mixed with her scent.

“I know you can’t tell me to stop if your mouth is full, so just take them out if you want me to stop okay? But I’ll be gentle.”

I didn’t care if she was gentle or not. I’d realized that about myself over the last few days. I’d always been so reserved, letting Tyler fuck me in missionary in the dark and telling people we were happy. I’d served my time already with gentle. I wanted someone to take control of me, decide what I wanted, and make it happen.

I nodded, my whole body shaking. I’d just squirted, but I needed more. Was there ever going to be an end to my desperation? Or would I feel like this all of the time?

However, now I was spoiled. Natasha held my leg, as Michelle had done the first night, pulling her pussy closer to me, and dragging it against me. I was still soaked, my pussy probably still leaking, but even still I could feel the difference in how wet she was. I could see it, her glistening pussy dragging slowly against mine.

I focused on her body. Her muscles, tensing as she slid against me, her gorgeous, tanned breasts bouncing slightly every time she moved forward, her hands resting on my stomach for leverage. I could even feel how hard her swollen clit was against me.

But then it dawned on me. My hands were free, my whole body was. I tested her, holding her hips gently, and I saw her smile as she noticed me realizing she was going to let me touch her. I grabbed her hips, pulling her roughly against me. I even lifted my hips and grinded myself against her, but she didn’t try to stop me.

I didn’t know what took over me. I pulled her panties out of my mouth, tossing them to the side, and then I sat up. I grabbed her hips, and pulled her down to the side, laying her down. I knew that she was way stronger than me, but she let me push her down. I climbed on top of her, holding her down and grinding hard against her, my hips thrusting hard. She moaned loudly, moving herself quickly against me.

“Fuck, Natasha. What do you like? Tell me what to do.”

“You’ll figure it out.”

I felt so nervous, but I knew she would guide me. I had earned this. She was probably just enjoying someone else letting her lay back for once. She was still in control, just differently.

I sucked on one of her nipples, surprised at how soft it was in my mouth, and how much I enjoyed it. She bucked her hips, and I pushed my fingers in between her legs, finding her clit easily. Tyler always told me he couldn’t find it, but how could I miss this? She was so hard and swollen, and her whole body reacted as I rubbed her.

“Ohh, Lexi,” she moaned, and the low sound was addicting. I could feel it in my veins. I needed more, I needed to hear her let go.

I moaned against her nipple, and then nibbled it slightly. She gasped arching her back. I did the same to her other one, rubbing her clit faster. I could feel her legs opening more.

I sat up and leaned over to where she’d discarded the wet strap on. I took the dildo out, dragging it over her clit, and then pushed it gently against her hole. She pushed herself towards it, her hips begging.

I wanted to tease her, drag it out, make her beg for me. But I couldn’t, I was too impatient. I pushed inside of her, surprised how easily she took it. I held it by the bottom and moved to her side, keeping her thigh between mine to hold it in place. I fucked her slowly with it, dragging the dildo out entirely and then pushing it in all of the way, savoring the groans she made.

“Harder, Lexi, please,” she moaned, and I obeyed quickly, finding a rhythm.

I was salivating watching her. I got comfortable, laying my head against her and flicking my tongue over her clit while I fucked her, and I realized now she was done restraining herself. She grabbed my head, holding me in place while I sucked her, making sloppy noises and moaning like Michelle had done.

“I need it, fuck- I need it so bad.”

Now that she was holding my head so firmly, I used my hand that had been helping me hold my balance, and grabbed her breast. I pinched her nipple, rolling it like I’d learned from them, as my other hand fucked her dripping pussy mercilessly. She held my hand on her breast now too, and I felt like a toy again.

“Yes, Lexi, don’t you fucking stop, oh my god, don’t stop…” she screamed, and I could feel her cumming. Her legs closed hard around my forearm, so hard that I couldn’t keep fucking her. She just held me there as the waves rolled through her, her hand still firm in my hair as I sucked her. Finally it was too much for her, and she pulled me away.

Natasha’s arms were around me quickly, pulling me close to her, stroking my hair and waist. I wrapped myself around her, grateful for the sunscreen as the sun started to really beat down on us. I could fall asleep like this, so calm and completely spent.

“Fuck, you literally make me lose my mind. You meant what you said?” She asked, breaking the silence. “That you would visit me?”

“Of course, I meant everything. Every word. I… I was worried this was just a temporary thing. Even this morning, I was trying to guess if you were serious.”

“Do I not sound serious?”

“No, it’s not that. I just didn’t get why you would want me, when you could have anything. Not to be hard on myself but I need to be realistic.”

Natasha laughed.

“God, you really have no idea how different you are from who I normally end up with. You’re such a breath of fresh air, and you drive me fucking crazy. Of course I’m serious.”

She sat up and I got up with her, dragging my body off of the hard deck.

“Actually, I should tell you. I leave tomorrow, and you leave…not the next day but the one after, right?”

“Fuck that’s so soon. Yes.”

“After dinner last night I got you a ticket from here to my house, and then from my house to Boston, a few days later. But you’d have to leave one day early from here. If you don’t want to, they’re refundable. No pressure.”

Again, Natasha knew what I wanted before I did.

“You’re amazing.” I said, and didn’t let her respond, kissing her back harder. She let me for a moment, and then pulled away.

“We need to go inside, I’m genuinely so hungry now. I didn’t eat after my workout this morning.”

“Which workout?” I said, and she laughed.

“Come on,” she helped me up off the ground.
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Chapter 14

I found my lingerie and wore it like a bathing suit, and she pulled her skirt and shirt back on, but left her bra and her soaked panties on the deck.

I walked inside, opening the fridge and cupboards. I started pulling food out. Fruit, crackers, cheese, and meat. Whatever I could find that was fresh, and easy.

“Stop, Lexi. Let me do that.”

“No. Sit down. Let me take care of you for once.”

She smiled, sitting down and letting me take over.

I arranged plates for us, and we sat down on the couch inside and ate. Natasha was definitely hungry, and I enjoyed watching her eat the food I made for her. I could get used to seeing her like this. I picked at my food. My stomach growled, but it was also filled with a feeling like butterflies from how hard I’d orgasmed earlier. I still couldn’t focus, not after everything we’d done, and what I’d said to her.

After we were done, she grabbed my feet and pulled them onto her lap, massaging them. I groaned, stretching myself out, feeling like putty. Her strong hands moved up to my calves working my muscles.

We spoke a bit about the island. There was only one dock, so she wasn’t worried about anyone else being there. She had wanted to take me on the island for a walk and maybe lunch, but had a feeling we wouldn’t make it that far.

“Next time,” she promised. Finally, a next time to look forward to.

Suddenly, her phone rang, causing us both to jump.

“How are you getting a call out here?”

“I have a satellite connection. For emergencies.” She reached forward onto the table, grabbing her reading glasses. She took a look at the caller ID. “And this isn’t an emergency.”

Those fucking glasses, she looked so hot, it was unreal.

“What is it? Is the building on fire? It better be.” Her tone was so sharp and biting. She was pissed.

I heard a voice on the other end, but from the words they said all I could make out was “Ms. Sinclair.”

“Yes, and what did I say? No. No. And that’s the point. Tell Marcus I don’t care. Yes. That’s literally what I’m paying him for.”

I went to slide my feet off of Natasha. I thought maybe I should give her some privacy. But she grabbed my calves and held them firmly like a life raft.

“I’m back tomorrow, it can fucking wait. I told you both last night when you did this. Yes, and you can tell him that too. I’m on vacation. Do not call me unless someone is dead. Do you understand?”

She hung up without waiting for a response, and tossed her phone on the table. She pushed her glasses up onto her forehead.

“Sorry, Lexi. I’m not normally so harsh with them, but I’m at my wit’s end.”

“No, that- that was so hot.”

Natasha looked at me like I had lost my mind, it was obvious her blood was still boiling.

“What?”

“The way you spoke to them. So like…commanding. And with your glasses on, fuck it was so hot.”

“Really? Like this?” She asked, pushing her glasses back down.

“Yes, like that. Like a hot professor type of thing. You look so good.”

“Hot professor, huh?” She asked, sitting on the edge of her seat, pushing my legs behind her. Her hand snaked up my thigh. “Should I teach you a lesson?”

“Please,” I begged, sinking down the couch until I was laying down, my head on the armrest.

Natasha grabbed me and dragged me down even further, so my head was on the couch too. Then she climbed over me, kneeling over my face. I looked up at her, wearing her glasses, her hair still somehow in a perfect bun. She lifted her skirt up, and pressed herself against my mouth.

“I think I’ve taught you enough lessons this week. Show me how good of a student you’ve been, how well you’ve listened.”

I licked at her clit, keeping my tongue firm and moving it as fast as I could. I spit on her, coating my tongue, moaning as she rubbed against me. She dragged forward, letting me tease her hole, and then pushed back again. I sucked at her clit hard, watching her mouth part and her hands move to her breasts.

“Mmm, look at you, making yourself useful. More. Suck me harder.”

I did it, even though it hurt. I sucked her like I was drinking her back, over and over again. My jaw was so sore from the last few days. From this, from tensing while I came, and from moaning and begging over and over. I was surprised I had a voice left, let alone feeling in my face.

“Aw. Does your jaw hurt?”

I nodded, groaning against her in agreement. But still I sucked and licked at her harder than I had all week, watching her stomach muscles contract, her thumb and forefinger playing with her nipple, and her icy blue eyes staring at me through her glasses. Her hand held my head, where it felt so natural, like I was meant to be held in place and fucked like this whenever she wanted.

“You’ll get used to it. Don’t worry, I’m still breaking you in. I’m going to need this mouth between my legs when I’m working from home next week.”

My mind went wild, imagining this being a part of my life. A normal part of my day. Getting on my knees and letting this beautiful woman have her way with me. My mouth just a device for her to use. I couldn’t help but touch myself as I thought of it, my fingers finding my clit. I moaned loudly in agreement, begging for it against her clit.

“We still have to work on your patience though,” she said, and got up.

“No please, I’m sorry. I’ll be patient.”

“Relax,” she said, laughing at how quickly I got defensive.

Then I realized what she was doing. She turned around, straddling me again, but brought her body down to lay against my chest. I felt her breath on my lower stomach, and I found her clit with my mouth again, holding onto her thighs and ass to keep her where I wanted. I had a bit more control now, I could play with her pussy and move my whole jaw.

But there was no focusing on anything like that. The second her tongue flicked against my clit, I fell apart. I was moaning, sucking her, thrusting and squirming. Something about being brought to the edge while my mouth wasn’t free made it feel even more intense. She must have felt the same, louder than I’d heard her before, muffled against my clit while her lips and tongue worked me like fingers. I needed to watch her, I didn’t even know what she was doing, except that I was cumming before I could even realize, my legs moving wildly.

She held me down, and I realized she wouldn’t stop until she came too, but she was so close. I needed to focus. She started to shake and I kept going, not stopping or slowing down until finally I felt her lips pop off of my clit as she screamed against my thighs.

“Lexi, fuck- fuck! Just like that, ah…”

She shook overtop of me, her whole body pressed against mine, vibrating against me. I continued until she moved away, but then I grabbed her hips and pulled her back towards my face, roughly. I licked her pussy, cleaning her up, sucking gently on her soft, velvety pussy lips and swirling my tongue in her shaking hole as she whimpered against my leg.

She stood up and then sat beside me, her whole body wrapping around me. I held her, catching my breath, until finally I drifted off, adding another vacation nap to my list.
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Chapter 15

“Lexi, we have to go.”

Natasha’s voice cut through my sleep, and I woke up. She was stretching, glasses on, typing a number on her phone.

“Hi, yes, sorry. I lost track of time; everything is okay. Yes, we’re heading back now. Okay, thank you.”

She hung up. It must have been close to 4, the time we were supposed to be back.

“Come on, sleepy. Let’s go home.”

Home. I smiled, getting up off the couch. I went outside and found my clothes. I got dressed again and cleaned up, bringing in the rope, sunscreen, coffee cups, and whatever other mess I could find. Natasha had already brought in her panties, bra, and strap.

Natasha returned from untying the boat from the dock, and I followed her up to where the controls were.

“You don’t have to watch me drive; you can go back to sleep if you want.”

“I like watching you drive. It’s impressive.”

“It’s not.” She said it bluntly, but I could tell she liked it.

We arrived back a bit after 5 PM. The man, who I learned was named Charlie, waited on the dock for us.

“I’m sorry—,” Natasha started, handing the keys to Charlie, but he cut her off.

“Ms. Sinclair… you have a GPS tracker, and there’s no storm. I knew you were okay. As long as you enjoyed yourself.”

She smiled at him.

“You have no idea.”

He finished tying the boat, and Natasha grabbed my hand, pulling me toward the path.

“Come on. I want you to stay with me tonight.”

Natasha drove us back in another golf cart, parking it beside her villa. Michelle was home, but she only said hi briefly, asking how our trip was, and then left us alone. I wondered if Natasha had asked for space again.

We ordered pizza to the villa and laid in her bed. We’d slept for hours today, but I was still so tired. I had too much sun and too many orgasms and emotions. I was overwhelmed but grateful to not be alone. Natasha let me pick a movie, but we didn’t watch much of it, joking and laughing with each other before falling asleep again in her bed. It felt so safe and normal, like it was my own room.

When I woke up in the morning, the bed was empty. Natasha must have been at the gym. But as soon as I sat up, she walked into the room with two coffees, still wearing her pajamas.

“No gym?”

“No, I can go tonight. At home. I wanted to be here when you woke up.”

Michelle had said she never skipped the gym in the morning for anything. I felt so lucky. Natasha crawled back into bed, putting her glasses on and reading her texts, while I rubbed her stomach and legs, drinking my coffee. I tried my luck, rubbing in between her thighs, but she grabbed my hand.

“Wait until we’re in Vegas.”

She sent me the tickets last night, and it didn’t seem real. I wanted to spend the whole day with her, but they were leaving the resort at 11 AM.

I watched her pack, offering to leave so she could get everything done, but she told me to stay.

“Take the golf cart later after we leave and move your stuff here for the last night.”

I hung around in the kitchen while she and Michelle grabbed the rest of their stuff. I couldn’t believe I was going to be staying here tonight, by myself. It would make my last evening a lot more relaxing.

Michelle came over to hug me, her arms squeezing me so much I almost couldn’t breathe.

“Thanks, hun. For everything. For making Tasha wear her glasses so I don’t have to read her texts to her anymore. And for giving me such a good time.” She cupped my cheek, her lips dangerously close. I knew I wasn’t supposed to do anything, but she was still so attractive, so magnetizing. “If I had it my way, I would have fucked you in the shower this morning like I wanted to… but Tasha’s so mean…”

I looked at Natasha over her shoulder, and she just smiled at me.

“Wouldn’t even let me have one last little taste. Not even just a bite. Like this one.” She pressed her fingers softly against the mark on my neck that Natasha had given me the day before. There were no scarves to wear on a tropical resort. “Sending me home to an old, cranky man.”

“Her husband, mind you. That’s how she talks about him.”

Michelle rolled her eyes, ignoring her.

“It’s like she doesn’t get it. Anyways, if you get sick of Tasha, text me and I’ll rescue you. I live like 30 miles away.”

“Okay,” I said, humoring her. “I’m almost sick of her already, so keep your phone on.”

Natasha gave me a long kiss as Michelle watched on. I knew Michelle was joking, but from the way she looked at us, I wondered if there was some truth. If she was jealous of me, or of Natasha, or just wanted to join in regardless. Natasha’s hands grabbed my ass, and I moaned against her mouth as I felt her fingers slip dangerously close in between my legs.

“Two days. I’ll text you; I’ll pick you up from the airport or send a car, depending on work.”

“Okay, thank you so much. I can’t wait.”

I watched them leave, dragging their luggage down the pathway to the main resort. I watched the clock, waiting until I knew they were gone.

Natasha had texted me the door code, so I locked up the villa and took the golf cart to my room. I looked in the mirror when I got there, examining the mark on my neck.

I thought about covering it up with makeup, but I couldn’t. She’d left it deliberately; she wanted everyone to see, and I wanted to see it too. I was on vacation, having fun like everyone else. I’d come here to be a different person, to heal and let go, so what did it matter?

I packed my things and drove back to the villa. The door code worked, inviting me into the life that was now mine.

As I crawled back into Natasha’s bed, smelling her around me, feeling her here, I reflected on how different things could have been. If I hadn’t answered Tyler’s phone. If Sara had been able to get time off. If I’d gone to a different restaurant that first night or denied the club invite. Even if I’d taken my first seat at the resort anywhere else, I would have missed Michelle and Natasha’s public intimacy. Missing Natasha’s icy gaze when she caught me staring.

But that’s not what had happened. Everything led me to where I had ended up. Two more days to shed my old life, process, and relax.

Then Las Vegas. Natasha’s city. Natasha’s home.

Natasha.

I fell asleep in her bed, enjoying a long, late morning nap, dreaming of stepping off of the plane and into her world.
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“Maybe I need to make this more clear for you, Harper. You’ve thought of me for… whatever. A few months. I have also been thinking of you. Maybe not quite as long… but the way you’ve made me feel has been driving me crazy. I like to pay attention to signs, and getting stuck here with you felt like a flashing, pointing arrow. We’re alone, no one can see us, and we’re technically not at work. I just want to have fun. So show me how I touch you when you imagine it.”

Junior analyst Harper Chen knows she shouldn’t be fantasizing about Diana Stone, a sexy, older executive at her company that is completely out of reach. When they get stuck in an elevator together, Diana confesses she has some fantasies of her own about the younger employee that will push the limits of Harper’s imagination.

By the time the doors open again, Harper belongs to her. Can she handle what Ms. Stone has in store for her next?

Bent Over Her Desk: A Rough Lesbian Erotica is a 20,000 word story about a woman being dominated by her boss’s boss at work.
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