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Debra liked being on vacation. The resort was great. The beaches were great. The ocean looked amazing.

And the drinking age here was only 18! So she liked that, too.

What she didn’t like was that her family weren’t here by themselves. No, her family and her neighbors had all booked a big trip together to get a better group rate.

Their kids were awful, constantly trying to hang out with her. Their dad, Bill, wasn’t so bad. A bit of a silver fox, actually. She’d eyed him a few times on the beach so far. He kept himself in good shape.

And once or twice she thought she caught him sneaking a peek at her in her bikini, too.

She wondered if maybe when they all got back home if she shouldn’t do something about that.

Maybe come on to him when she knew he was home alone, see what he might do.

Maybe just give him a good show from her bedroom window or the backyard sometimes. Who knew?

It sounded exciting, anyway.

There were plenty of hot guys on the beach anyway, so it wasn’t like her options here were limited.

College started for Debra in the fall, and she wanted to get as much fun in as possible before then.

So even though her father had explicitly told her not to go to any of the resort’s clubs or to order any alcohol at the bars, she did both at every opportunity.

And so far she hadn’t been caught.

With that in mind, she intended on going out again that night, after her parents turned in and after the kids were well asleep so she didn’t have to worry about being followed and tattled on.

She slipped on a sexy, hip-hugging dress. She left her panties off.

She’d always wanted to hook up with a guy in a club or bar bathroom. It sounded so risky and hot.

Just thinking about it got her a little wet, and a delightful shiver ran up from the base of her spine.

So night came. The kids went to bed, and then the rents. At least, she thought that they did. She had a separate bed in a room in their suite, and didn’t hear anything but gentle snoring.

So she snuck out barefoot, not putting her pumps on until she got out into the hall so that they wouldn’t click against the floor and wake someone up.

The elevator ride down was incredibly long and boring, but the club more than made up for it.

She got a few screwdrivers into her and enjoyed the buzz. 

She enjoyed the hands of the guys on her hips as they ground their bodies together on the dancefloor.

She liked the hard cocks pressed up against her ass the most, and wondered which guy she wanted to lead off into the bathroom for some more adult fun.

Then this hot guy started grinding up against her. He felt so big and hard already. His lips pressed against the back of her neck and against her bared shoulders.

Yes! This is it!

She turned around and gave him a knowing look and a wink, then looked over at the bathroom.

When she took his hand, he started following with no questions.

Then someone else grabbed her by the shoulder.

“Hey!” she said, her voice barely audible over the thud of the music.

Bill had her in his grip, a looked of amused exasperation on his face. He leaned in close so both she and the guy could hear.

“Your dad saw you slip out. He wants you back your room, now.”

The guy she wanted to fuck didn’t help at all. Bill was much bigger than him, and after a moment he backed away and disappeared in the undulations of the crow.

Bill, meanwhile, lead her out of the club. Her ears rang a little when they got into the relative quiet of the lobby.

“I’m sorry, but you were being a bit of a shit. Your dad asked me to see you back up to your room.”

He pressed the button for the elevator and they waited. Debra tugged on his grip, but it was no use.

Frustration mounted in her. She winced as she felt her juices begin wetting her inner thighs.

Then the elevator door opened and he pulled her in. The music died completely as it closed on them. He hit the button for the top floor, where her room was. Debra knew from experience it was a long elevator ride. Almost five minutes. It was a very tall building.

The tinted globe of a security camera glared at them from one upper corner. 

“Don’t you understand what you just did? There was a guy I wanted...”

Bill smirked, raising an eyebrow and looking at her from the corner of his eye.

“Yeah, yeah. Next time, think before you try and sneak out. Maybe he’d be bending you over that table right now if you hadn’t done that.”

He seemed to relish blocking her lust like that. Indignation rose as a boiling ball in her stomach.

“You were watching us? You god damn pig!” 

“Yeah, I was watching.”

Shrieking, Debra shoved him. Caught by surprise, he stumbled against the opposite wall. The elevator rocked at the sudden impact. His mirth broke with a snarl and he advanced on her.

Realizing what she’d done, Debra backed into a corner. He grabbed her shoulders, slamming her back. He put his face an inch from hers.

“We’re not in the States right now. I could beat you to an inch of your life and no one would bat a fucking eye. Do not fuck with me.” His teeth had pulled back in a snarl as he spat the words at her.

A shiver ran up her back, and she felt her body breaking out in goosebumps. Her pussy felt wetter than ever. Holy shit, Bill is so fucking hot! 

She wondered what she’d have to do to get him to fuck her.

“Fuck you!” Debra said.

She pushed her face forward and kissed him, their lips smacking together.

Bill pulled back, a shocked look in his wide eyes. He still had her by the shoulders, and she felt his fingers tighten. He shoved her harder into the corner, looking over his shoulder at the camera.

“Damn it...” he said.

He kissed her back. Debra’s hands shoved under his jacket, feeling the hard muscles under his shirt. He grabbed her by the knee, pulling her leg up against him. 

Pushing his fingers under her skirt, he felt her naked flesh. Debra moaned as those fingers pushed the lips of her pussy apart, finding the wetness between them. Bill pulled her head back, kissing her neck.

She could see over his shoulder, then. The eye of the security camera glared at them. She wondered who was watching on the other side. She wondered if they were hard now, too. Was the guard on the other side pulling his cock out and stroking it while he watched Bill’s lips on her long, pearly neck?

A jolt of adrenaline surged hotly through her veins. She moaned as Bill pushed a finger into her, stretching her opening out as his finger moved in ever-broadening circles. 

She looked at the floor indicator. It continued counting upwards toward the top floor. 

They could be stopping at any one of the coming floors to pick up more passengers. 

She groaned as her pussy clenched, releasing more wetness onto his fingers.

Debra couldn’t help looking at the security camera. She winked up at it.

Bill pulled his finger out of her. He yanked back on her hair, arching her neck even more as he stopped kissing her. He brought the finger he’d use on her up between their faces. She watched as some of her juices trickled down to his knuckles. Her pussy had completely coated him.

“Lick it off,” he said with a snarl.

He shoved the finger into her mouth. Debra’s tongue swirled around it, tasting herself. Her hips bucked against his body. He started running his finger in and out of the tight ring her lips made around it. 

She looked at the camera as she felt his cock jerk against her body. 

“Yeah, that’s it. Suck all of that pussy juice off. You like the taste of it, don’t you? You like having something long and hard locked in those tight lips of yours...”

Moving her hand down, she massaged his cock through his pants. The elevator ticked off another floor, bringing them ever closer to their destination. There wasn’t much time. The urgency filled her body, energizing every fibre.

He pulled his finger out of her mouth, then put it into his own. He made a satisfied noise as he tasted her on him.

Then he grunted as she shoved him into the opposite corner, directly under the security camera. 

Debra attacked him, leaping into his arms. His large, strong fingers lifted up her skirt and squeezed her bare ass as they kissed. Letting out a husky laugh, Debra sucked his bottom lip between her teeth.

His eyes widened as she bit down on it, harder and harder. Then she let it slowly pull out from her mouth. One of her hands still massaged his cock, and she felt him pulse in her grip as he watched.

“You fucking asshole,” she said to him, “Your cock is so hard. Did I do that? Am I going to get in trouble for it?”

She wanted him so badly. There was no way she was willing to wait until everyone got home from their trip to do this. She needed him now.

She put her hands on his chest, then slid down onto her knees in front of him. He grabbed onto the handrails beside him as she undid his belt and yanked his pants down his thighs.

Bill’s hard cock popped out from his briefs. Debra grabbed it, pulling the skin as far back his shaft as she could. She looked up at the camera, again wondering who was watching, and what they were doing. 

Bill had gritted his teeth, and his eyes were scrunched shut. She squeezed him and he grunted. She’d pulled the skin back as far as it would go, and she knew it had to hurt a little. The head of his cock was taut enough to shine. 

“Is this what you want?” Debra said.

She sucked the head into her mouth. He grunted as her tongue swirled around the ridges. Her lips tightened on him as she sucked as hard as she could. He cheeks caved in, forming around his hard shaft.

Then she pulled back, wiping at her mouth.

“Huh? Is that what you want? My mouth around this hard cock?”

Letting go of one of the rails, he grabbed the back of her head and pulled. Her lips slid back down him, taking nearly every inch of his throbbing shaft. He groaned as precum leaked out onto her tongue. 

Debra made gagging noises. Tears ran from the corners of her eyes, smearing her mascara in long, black streaks down her cheeks. 

He swelled in her lips as she pushed against his body. Her fists beat against him as her lungs burned. She kept sucking, loving the way he kept getting harder and bigger in her mouth.

Finally, he let go. She fell back, catching herself with her hands. She coughed, looking up at him with lust burning in her eyes. 

“Fucking asshole. Screw you for kicking me out of the club. Think you’re such a big man, pulling a girl half your size out like that?”

His cock dripped with her spit. She watched as a ropey strand trickled down his length, then down to the floor. 

The floors kept counting up. She knew it wasn’t going to be much longer. Her body burned with desire and hatred, mingling hotly.

Bill grabbed her by the armpits and hauled her to her feet. Growling, he turned her around and threw her into the corner.

“Spread your fucking legs,” he said, kicking her feet apart.

He shoved one hand between her legs. Debra moaned as he pushed two fingers into her pussy. She shuddered as she stretched around him. He curled his fingers against her a few times and she moaned. His thumb pressed against her asshole for a moment, and she cried as her tight rosebud parted a little over the tip of his thumb.

Then he pulled his fingers out of her. His hands moved to her breasts, squeezing the firm mounds, exciting her nipples. 

She pushed her ass back, snarling as she felt her cock push against her lips. She slid her wet slit over the top of his cock, soaking his shaft with her juices. 

He squeezed her breasts, sending a shooting pain through her body.

“Fuck!” Debra said. 

He spun her around by the shoulder. She grabbed the rails on either side of her as he bent down. His arms hooked under her knees. Grunting, he lifted. 

“God!” Debra said. Her knuckles turned white as they gripped the metal railing harder.

Bill snarled at her as he moved his hips. His shaft slid along her slit again, rubbing against her little love button and sending lusty sparks up her spine.

Debra let go of the rails and put her fingers in his hair. She jerked his face to hers, sucking in his bottom lip again. She stared him right in the eye as she bit down on it. He squirmed in pain as he tried to find her opening.

She bit down harder when he did. It took him only a moment of straining against her tightness before her body surrendered to him.

He cried out in pain as her teeth sank deeper into his lip. She had to let him slip free as he buried his cock in her. Her head arched back, hitting the wall of the elevator as the walls of her pussy spread apart around his shaft. 

He felt so intensely hot in there. He slid back a little, then thrust back inside. Their bodies slapped wetly together again and again. 

“Fuck you!” Debra said, pulling at his hair for a moment before scratching at his face.

Bill responded by slamming her body harder into the corner of the elevator.

In the upper corner, the eye of the camera watched them. She screamed for it as he drove his cock hard enough into her pussy to slam her against the wall.

He felt so big in her. She still had to stretch around him each time he filled her up. Her pussy pulled at his cock as he withdrew out of her for each thrust. She’d coated his shaft in her juices, and they dripped back along him down his balls.

As Debra arched her head back again, Bill lunged for her neck. His lips attacked her flesh as he sheathed his cock in her tight, wet pussy again and again. He sucked on her, leaving a string of hickies that made her moan.

A bead of sweat moved down his forehead as he continued fucking her hard and fast. Their bodies slapped together, pressing her back against the elevator again and again. 

She saw her toes begin curling. Her arms wrapped around his shoulders. Her nails pressed into her palms as she winced in sexual agony. Her pussy tightened up around him like a snake constricting its prey.

“I’m going to come all over your hard cock,” Debra said in his ear.

He grunted in response. She felt him swell, hardening against the soft and slick walls of her sex.

“Harder! Harder!” Debra yelled at him as the elevator began slowing. The next floor was their stop.

Her pussy clenched up around him and she screamed. He grunted as his cock hardened even more. Her toes curled, tightening the muscles in her feet as an incredible heat filled her pussy. 

She screamed as her whole body went rigid. Awareness of the world dropped away. Somewhere, an electric “ding!” sounded, but she didn’t know what it meant.

All she could feel was her pussy holding his cock tightly in her body as it flexed in her. Hot spurts of cum filled her up

“God!” Debra screamed. She gripped him desperately.

The world crashed through her. The elevator doors opened, revealing a long hallway lined with doors with room numbers on them.

The elevator door began to close. Swearing under his breath, Bill put his hand in the opening to stop it. 

Debra, shuddering still, her body weak and drained, climbed down off him. Her toes had clenched so much that her feet hurt. She pushed her dress back down her thighs. 

They barely got themselves together by the time the elevator reached her floor.

Debra’s pussy ached and throbbed along to the beat of her heart. Bill’s cum was hot inside her, so deep hardly any dripped out down her thighs.

“If your dad asks you about how you look tell him it happened in the club, because that’s what I’ll be saying. Now, get your ass back to bed.”

They went their separate ways.
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