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​ Author's
Foreword

This book contains adult content – and it
crosses various boundaries even for that. If you are too young to
be reading depictions of sexual activity or have limited tolerance
for such content, including activities that are, well, not
‘vanilla,’ let us say, perhaps you should look elsewhere. On the
other hand, if you consider yourself to be open-minded, well, let’s
see... There is nothing here that hasn’t been done before, after
all...

As I have indicated before, my characters are
what they are, and they speak for themselves, not for me. Don't
assume that because one of them presents an attitude that you find
offensive, or whatever, that I'm providing you with MY opinions –
look around and you'll see another character with a differing
viewpoint.

*-*-*-*-*-*

A special thank you to Tomken, who edited this
work and corrected my numerous mistakes...

Enjoy!

T. H. B.
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​ Chapter
1

 


"This blows, Clint!" Jack fumed. "Two days
we've been here and I can't even find anything I want to take a run
at in this 'island paradise'! Everything out there is either old or
fat or ugly or married – or some combination!"

"It's not that bad..." I chided – although he
DID seem to have a point.

"When I think of the money I spent on this
place..." Jack grumbled.

"Well, you got half of it back already," I
reminded him. "Besides, when you bought the package, you were going
to bring your own supply with you. Is it any surprise that the
place is full of married couples?"

Jack grunted. "I guess not." Jack had bought a
two week package for this all-inclusive Caribbean island resort
three months before, planning to take his girlfriend Charlene with
him – but they'd broken up, leaving him in a lurch with
non-refundable tickets. As a fallback position, he offered me a
ticket if I would pay my half of the fare. I was cool with that, so
we made the trip and were 'dear hunting' for 'two-legged dear' –
meaning women. The plan was to show up and take our pick of a
plethora of bathing beauties – but Clausewitz or somebody noted
that no plan ever survives contact with the enemy. In this case,
the 'enemy' – the opposite side in the war of the sexes – was
either heavily escorted or unworthy of engagement, by most
standards.

There was some rough trade out there – and you
couldn't identify targets. Just because some women ran in groups of
two or three didn't mean their husbands weren't at the golf course
up the street for the morning, or out touring the island in jeeps
or ATVs or something. Ages were all over the place, but it seemed
like the majority of women present were actually OLDER than we
were!

"Well, we won't find a damned thing if we
don't settle somewhere and work on a little reconnaissance," I
noted.

"Fine. Let's get a drink first. You'll spend
all day just looking, anyway." Jack wasn't exactly in awe of my
skills at attracting women. In fact, that was why I was here – I'd
hoped to get lucky in the expected target-rich environment, even as
clumsy as I was. THAT had gone thud... We got drinks at the bar and
walked the edge of the beach, but there seemed to be only couples
lying on loungers under the thatch umbrellas, so we hit the bar a
second time and settled on loungers along one side of the
pool.

"Don't let me fry," Jack admonished, and I
nodded as he lowered his hat over his eyes and settled back to
snooze. I turned on my tablet and took advantage of my sunglasses
to eyeball the parade while pretending to read. I had the thing in
camera mode and occasionally would give it the finger-flick that
caused it to zoom when something halfway decent happened
by.

I was just backing off from the discovery that
a woman who at first glance had a halfway decent build was probably
pushing sixty when I discovered someone I'd seen before shuffling
along the opposite pool edge.

She was big – tall as well as wide, but not
AWFUL thick. I'd seen her in the breakfast buffet – in fact, I'd
seen her more than once. She was wearing one of those beach
cover-ups with the long skirt that can cover a multitude of sins –
and I could tell that this one was doing just that. She was blonde
– and I suspected that it was a bleach job, but if it was, she'd
been meticulous about making sure she wasn't showing any dark roots
– and she had her hair up in this style that looked like it had
been braided starting at her widow's peak and working back along
the top of her head like a zipper or something, and then tucked
under. That she was heavy was undeniable – she had wide shoulders
and a back that looked like a continuous slab of meat, not to
mention the hump at the base of her neck. Her breasts weren't big
and were wide-set. The top of the cover-up and her bathing suit
weren't designed to press them together – which was a good thing,
because it just wasn't going to happen. She had big hands and big
feet and a gold ankle bracelet peeked out from under the skirt as
she swept along, her hips rocking. Her features were thick but not
ugly, although her nose was a little short and Jack was going to
compare her to a hog for certain if and when I pointed her out to
him. That kept me quiet...

She was trying her damnedest to be sexy, but
she had too little – or maybe too much – to work with.

She settled onto a lounger under one of the
little pavilions across the way from me and turned sideways on it,
arranging her towel on the back. I went back to my tablet, but kept
the camera on her – and in a moment, she stood and started working
her way out of the cover-up.

I zoomed in – it would be entertainment, at
the very least. It WAS, too! She started out trying to get out of
the top by pushing it down – but it took her strapless bathing suit
top with it on one side, putting a breast on display. It was about
as expected, relatively small for her large frame, with a brown
nipple centered on a pretty good-sized areola. She glanced around,
embarrassed, as she tucked it back into her bathing suit
top...

...And I don't know what came over me, but I
dropped my tablet in my lap and clapped soundlessly while looking
directly at her!

She went cherry-red in a blush and covered her
mouth, her eyes popping. I grinned at her, pointed at her other
breast and waved my finger, shocking her a second time – but then
she glanced around furtively and reached up to expose her other
breast for a second. I clapped again, and she looked pleased, but
waved a finger at me, then turned away to start working the cover
up over her wide hips and over her head, the first method of
removal having failed. I went back to my tablet, but I watched her
in it, knowing that she was watching me out of the corner of her
eye.

Meanwhile, I sat there wondering what had
gotten into me! I didn't do wild and crazy stuff like enticing
women to bare their breasts – I just didn't. But I'd done it with
this one...

As I watched while pretending to read, the
cover-up went over her head, exposing the sins it had been
concealing – and things weren't good. The blonde had a set of
cellulite-pocked thunder-thighs that extended all the way to just
above her knees, then narrowed in a way that made them even more
grotesque at that point. The knees themselves – and the calves
under them – were merely of a reasonable size and muscled well;
they fit with the rest of her, being big and thick, but not out of
proportion. Her ass wasn't humongous, but it was definitely the
anchor point for those thighs. She looked up to see what I thought
of things, but I was apparently ignoring her – and it put an
immediate pall on her. She put down the cover-up and wandered back
to the edge of the pool, moving off to the steps on the right end
of the pool from where I sat, working it – or trying to.

"Get a load of THAT porker!" Jack rumbled
without moving. At some point, he'd jacked back his hat far enough
to see; I hadn't noticed.

"She's trying to be sexy," I apologized for
her.

"...And failing..." Jack glanced at me. "Have
you seen the old fat cow she's running with?" He nodded and I
picked up her girlfriend coming out from under the pavilion; I'd
not even bothered to look at her as she preceded the blonde to
their current location. She had big jugs sitting on an even bigger
belly over a pair of wasted-looking legs, and walked like a fat hen
– or maybe a duck. She was well over fifty, too, in my estimation.
At least the blonde appeared to be somewhere in her late
thirties... I was in the process of lowering my standards, but
there WERE limits!

"Yeah," I agreed, "Not interested."

"And the blonde?" Jack gave me the
eye.

"What are we here for?" I asked him,
defensively.

"Suntans."

"That wasn't the original plan, as I recall,"
I chided.

Jack grimaced. "Yeah, okay, pussy. But all
we've got here is beer-belly husbands and their little fat
wives..."

"Well, that isn't everything," I pointed out.
Before he could get going with a response, I pressed on with, "Did
you expect to find the love of your life or something?"

Jack frowned. "No. Just something to do the
horizontal bop with."

"So how beautiful does this piece have to be,
exactly?"

"Well..."

"Would you say that attitude is more important
than being USDA Grade A?" I insisted.

Jack grimaced. "Yeah, but..."

"How much attitude have you seen out
there?"

"Doodly-squat."

"Blondie has the attitude. She's looking. And
she's got a little moxie. She showed me a titty a bit
ago."

"No shit?"

"No shit."

Jack rubbed his jaw. "Well, you might have a
point, I guess."

"What's the worst that can happen?" I asked
him. "Even if she chases me around the place for two weeks, we're
going to part company at the end of it, right?"

"Yeah, shit – I guess you're
right..."

"The other thing is that I'll at least be
visible. We haven't made ourselves known, you know? There IS pussy
here – but they're probably having the same problem we are
separating viable candidates from the herd! Once we have something
working, we'll be a lot more visible."

"We?" Jack chuckled. "I'll let you run that.
I'll play wingman and see if your antics scare up anything
decent!"

I shrugged, sighing. "Yeah, you do that." I
went back to watching Blondie – without making things
obvious.

She was playing up, too! She was talking to a
couple of old married farts there in the pool – and being sparky,
apparently, since their wives were making disapproving faces – but
she kept checking me out of the corner of her eye. Instinct had me
not letting her see me looking back – it was time to pretend
disinterest and see how far she would go to get my attention. I
pretended to have tuned her out and the wives were pretty
disapproving, so she shut down fairly quickly. She and the woman
she was with went off to the edge of the pool and hung out there
for a bit, both of them eyeing me off and on. I watched them via my
tablet, training the camera on them and pretending to read as I had
before. After a bit, they climbed out and slowly paraded along the
far side of the pool to the pavilion and settled on loungers. I
waited until it was clear that they were going to hang out and tan
for a bit, then got up and circled the pool, working my way in
behind them.

The girlfriend was talking when I arrived in
earshot. "Something will turn up."

"I don't think so," the blonde replied. "I
think we wasted our money coming here. Everyone is old or
married..."

"That guy you were watching wasn't," the
girlfriend pointed out. "I bet his friend isn't,
either."

"They're probably gay," the blonde sighed.
"They probably think WE'RE gay!"

"Didn't you say he looked at your boobs?" the
girlfriend asked.

"Yeah. He SEEMED interested, but..." She
looked across the pool toward my empty lounger and shrugged. "He's
gone..." She turned and dug in a bag beside her lounger and
surfaced a bottle of suntan oil. Without looking at her girlfriend,
she waved the bottle, saying, "Will you do my back?"

A hand reached out and took the bottle – and
as I grasped it, I realized that the hand belonged to me! I looked
to my left, where the girlfriend was sitting there, gazing at me
bug-eyed, and put my finger to my lips. What had come over me
wasn't clear, but I was committed. I poured a dollop of the cream
into my palm and handed the bottle to the girlfriend, then stepped
up and began spreading it on the blonde's broad back.

Her flesh was dense, not blubbery. Somehow, I
wasn't surprised. I worked her neck and shoulders, sticking a hand
out at one point to get another dollop of suntan oil from the
girlfriend, who had recovered her wits and sat watching me, her
eyes dancing. I was working her armpits and edging my way toward
the outsides of her breasts when the blonde straightened a bit and
said, "I, uh, think I can get that, Justine."

Justine found her voice at that point and
asked, "Are you sure you want to, Hon? He's doing a pretty good
job."

"He?" The blonde's head cranked around and her
mouth popped open. "Omigod! What...?"

"You wanted your back done..." I
replied.

"He was there, suddenly, and took the bottle.
I didn't see any reason to stop him..." Justine started cackling at
that point.

"I... Y-You..." the blonde
stammered.

I left a hand on her shoulder but raised a
finger to my lips. "Sshh. You're about to have a fit because I
touched you – when you know damned well that you WANTED me to touch
you! It's a knee-jerk reaction and you're going to be REAL unhappy
if you run me off..." I was talking out of my ass big time, but she
settled down a bit.

"Wh-what do you want?" she asked, half-turning
to me.

I had had to release her shoulder, so I
collected it again, this time from the front. "What do YOU want?"
It was purely a tactic to give me a moment to come up with a good
answer – and it worked.

"I..." She stopped for the same reason I had –
there was no good answer.

I took a run at it anyway. "A good
time?"

She cocked her head, measuring me, "As in,
'for a good time call'?"

"I wasn't going there."

"Where WERE you going?"

"Why were you there?" I pushed
back.

"I..." She sat for a moment, looking away.
"It's what I expected."

I sighed. "I'm going to go out on a limb,
here, but I'm betting that five minutes ago, you'd have been happy
to have that."

"I WOULD N...!"

"What did you come here for?" I cut her off.
"We both know that you don't expect to find the love of your life
here, so that limits things, doesn't it? On the other hand, you
haven't committed yourself to anything, either! I'm thinking that a
man's touch shouldn't be unwelcome – but I sneaked in under the
radar and you're still trying to get your defenses up, even though
you really don't WANT the result! You're about to tell me that
you're not that kind of girl – which is stupid, since we both know
you WANT to be!"

The woman sat there, glaring at me in
consternation, then opened her mouth...

...But Justine snapped, "Renata! The man is
right! Don't be a fool!"

Renata shut her mouth, shifting her surprised
gaze to her friend.

Justine turned to me and asked, "How long were
you there?"

"Long enough."

Justine turned back to Renata. "See? You're
unmasked. Don't play games with the man." Then she smiled an evil
smile and added, "Not THOSE games, anyway."

"Justine!" Renata gasped.

"Oh, go on!" Justine retorted, "Who do you
think you're kidding, anyway? Settle back and let him oil your
boobs – it's what you WANTED him to do!"

"I..." Renata started another denial, then
shut up, gazing at me. "What do you want?"

This time, I had an answer. "I want to oil
your boobs!" I replied, grinning and wrinkling my nose.

"Is that all?" Renata smirked a little,
finally getting her feet under her, mentally.

"That's for me to know and for you to find
out!"

"Well, then!" Renata arched her back, lifting
her chest.

I stepped around and took her shoulders,
saying, "Your back is done, but there are other places. Settle back
on the lounger and I'll see what I can do." Justine obligingly
offered the suntan oil and I took it, collected a dollop, and
started working on Renata's neck and ears from behind. As I moved
my hands to her chest, I looked across the pool to find Jack
grinning and shaking his head.

I did her titties – and she enjoyed it. Then I
did her legs, starting at her feet – which were quite nice and
sported a professional-grade French pedicure – and moving all the
way up over those thunder-thighs to her crotch. There was meat
under that fat. I watched her eyes smolder both of the times I
worked the hollow of an inner thigh – and I made sure to get a
finger under the elastic of the leg band on each side while I was
there. Early protestations to the contrary, Renata never uttered a
peep – but she sucked in a lot of air both times, and let it out in
a sigh when I withdrew. When I came back up and resumed rubbing her
neck, her hand found the ridge in my swim trunks and she muttered,
"Maybe I should oil YOU!" her voice smoky.

"Maybe," I agreed.

She got up. "Sit! I'll do you!"

"Okay." I settled onto the lounger, staying
upright. Renata applied oil to my back, taking her time – and we
both enjoyed it. She did my shoulders, my neck and chest, then
circled around to do my legs. I was still sitting up sideways on
the lounger, my feet on the tile. Renata got down on her knees and
opened the bottle, but she knelt there, gazing at my crotch. After
a moment, she closed the bottle and looked up.

"I can't wait any longer," she said
quietly.

"For what?"

"Don't make me beg..."

I leaned up and collected her chin, bringing
her lips to meet mine for a kiss. "All right. Why don't you show me
your room?"

"Okay." She settled back so I could rise to my
feet, then clambered to hers. "This way." The way she took my hand
let me know that she wouldn't be releasing it until we were in her
room. She gathered up her bag, one-handed, and shot a look at
Justine, who looked away, muttering, "I think I'll work on my tan
for a bit, Hon. I'll see you later." That was the last hurdle;
Renata tugged on my hand and we headed for her room.

It wasn't far from mine, a few doors up the
hall on the other side. She had a better view, actually, although
we weren't going to be looking at that point. She stopped at the
door and released my hand to dig in her bag for her key card,
hurrying lest I decide to run off, it seemed like. She opened the
door and went inside, then stood there, holding it open and said,
"I don't do this."

"Neither do I," I replied. It was the right
thing to say; she backed up and I made my way inside.

Once I was inside, she closed the door, moved
past me to the foot of one of the two beds and started peeling out
of her suit, her eyes troubled and her lip caught in her teeth as
she waited for my reaction. She was worrying over nothing – we were
past all that. There were no surprises, anyway. Her pubes were
darker than her hair – but not a LOT darker – and I'd felt up just
about everything, so I knew what was there. I stepped in to rub her
neck while she was still bent over, peeling off the suit. The
thighs really were the worst of it – and they'd already been on
display.

Then her suit was gone, flicked away to land
in front of the clothes cupboard. Renata remained bent at the
waist. I said nothing as her hands settled on the waist of my suit.
She began peeling it down gently, but my erection caught in the
waistband and she had to pull the cloth back up and out to clear
it. Then it was free, and Renata gasped, "Ooooooohhhh!" gazing at
it from mere inches as she worked the suit on down my legs. The
farther the suit went down, the closer her face got to my erection
– until the top of her head was literally pressed against my belly
and I could feel her breath on my cock! My swimsuit cleared my
knees and fell to the floor, but Renata didn't go anywhere.
Instead, she put her hands on my hips and stood there, bent over,
gazing at my cock from a distance so short that she HAD to be
eyeing it cross-eyed!

I stood there for a few seconds, then reached
out to rub her broad back. "Renata, Honey..."

That seemed to galvanize her. She grasped my
cock and gasped "It's HUGE!"

"Well..."

"It IS!"

It's good sized, I'll admit. But huge? Not
really. Still, if she was happy, I was happy...

She looked up, finally. "I want
it!"

"Okay."

"Now!" She didn't let go – and she backed up
to the bed and backed onto it without doing so. I HAD to follow –
there was no escaping that grip! She stopped and lay back with her
knees up – and SHE rubbed the tip of my cock along her split! She
had a gash, too – it wasn't any tiny thing. It was puffy, the lips
were retracted and there was a finger's width of pink channel there
with a hole at the bottom and a lightly-hooded pink pea at the top.
Renata parked the tip of my cock at her opening and looked up at me
– and her eyes begged me to do what I was going to do
anyway...

I snapped my hips and drove the first four
inches of my cock into her surprisingly hot, wet cunt!

"Ooooohhh! Yesssss!" Renata clutched my upper
arms and wrapped her legs over the backs of my thighs, putting her
feet under my shins. I was all tied up and couldn't go anywhere –
but going somewhere else was the last thing on my mind! I pulled
back a bit then drove forward, looking for another couple of inches
of tight pussy – and finding it.

"Yesss!" Renata's eyes shone as she gazed up
at me.

"Yeah, Baby! Fuck!" I backed a bit and went
for root-deep! DAMN! It was NICE in there! My dick LOVED it! I
rocked my hips and went for two, then three, then four... I got a
rhythm going and went drilling for pussy oil, rocking and pumping.
I had a hot mouth to kiss, nipples to suck and Renata gasped and
moaned and surged and rocked... She would get tense and tight and
she couldn't seem to get a lot of sound out when she peaked, but
the look on her face said that if her lungs would let her, she'd be
screaming! I didn't last long the first time – but she was on her
way to two by the time I did and she wasn't letting me go anywhere,
so I just took off again. That was when the party REALLY got
going!

I fucked and fucked – and fucked some more!
Renata never really loosened up – it was nice and tight ALL the
time -- but when she peaked, it got REALLY tight! Things got really
wet at least once – and I bet it was twice, and maybe three times.
Things got good, then better, then AMAZING – then they were out of
control and I made a noise like Tarzan would if he got wrapped
around a tree limb halfway through his yell while I erupted in
Renata's clutching cunt for a second time, then collapsed, wasted,
as the adrenaline rush dissipated.

*-*-*-*-*-*

I awoke not much later to the feel of a hand
stroking my back from the base of my neck to the top of my ass. I
must have stirred; Renata whispered, "Thank you."

"Thank YOU!" I gusted.

"Where do you live?"

I got cautious. "New England."

The hand stopped. She sighed.
"Pittsburgh."

I got it – the length of our relationship had
been defined. "Pennsylvania?"

"Yeah." She resumed stroking. "We leave
Sunday."

I rose up enough to meet her eyes. "This is
part of the whole island adventure thing. It was never supposed to
last – it's to be enjoyed while you can enjoy it. You can't afford
to live here, I figure – and you'd probably get bored. But you'll
take home the memories, and maybe they'll help you find something
there."

She closed her eyes and sighed, then smiled
gently. "So, take it as it comes?"

"That's all either of us can do. It's an
experience – something you can tell your girlfriends you did. And
you can spin it however you like."

"Kind of like 'What happens in Vegas stays in
Vegas,' right?" Her eyes danced.

"Yeah. Like that." I smiled back.

"Let's clean up. The maid is gonna
FREAK!"

"Yeah, you'd better ask for a
cleanup."

*-*-*-*-*-*

We showered together in the big,
glass-enclosed tile shower – and there was some grab-ass, but it
was light-hearted and not heavily romantic. When we returned to
poolside, the sun was low in the sky, reddened with sunset. I
dropped Renata next to Justine and went over to where Jack was
snoozing. "I hope you rotated every once in a while and kept up the
sunblock!"

"Eh? What?" Jack snorted a bit. "Yeah,
periodically. So, how was the porker?"

"You'd be amazed!" I replied,
chuckling.

"She's probably waxing romantic..."

"We're past that."

"So, what? Fuck buddies?"

"Maybe a little more romantic than that. I'm
her fling." I cocked my head. "Isn't that what we're here
for?"

Jack grunted. "Yeah, probably."

"Okay, then. Go get cleaned up – we're having
dinner at the Blue Cockatoo at eight."

"I suppose that I get to entertain her fat old
porker girlfriend..."

"We'll keep things light, I
figure."

Jack got up and headed off,
grumbling.

*-*-*-*-*-*

Justine looked better in a dress than she did
in a bathing suit, and she was a decent conversationalist, but Jack
turned his attention fully onto Renata. I was somewhat surprised;
apparently, he decided to lower his standards after hearing that
she got two thumbs up from me. When Renata made the offhand remark,
"We're doing the bus tour tomorrow," Jack was all over it, turning
to me and saying, "Say! We haven't done that!" I stammered
something, trying not to look stupid – it hadn't been on his top
ten list when we went over the attractions. Nothing would do,
however, but we should run off to the concierge and get in a
last-minute reservation...

*-*-*-*-*-*

The next day on the bus tour Jack cut me out
totally, sitting with Renata and taking all of her attention. I got
to sit with Justine, who wanted attention I didn't really feel like
giving. She got more and more aggressive about it as the day went
on, too. By the end of the day I was hard put to fend her off! I
got away and went to a bar at the other end of the resort to drink
and sulk, but headed back to the room about ten. There were
suspicious noises coming from the room; when I stuck my head in the
door, they got even MORE suspicious! When I entered the room fully,
I discovered that Jack had Renata up on the bed and was pounding
her doggie-style. I stood there looking disgusted until Jack looked
up and said, "Hey, there you are, Clint!"

"Yeah, here I am," I rasped.

"Now, don't get pissy. Get you some. Renata
wants to be doubled on – don't you, Babe?" He rubbed her back with
his hands.

Renata raised her head, her eyes glassy. "Uh
huh." She was red-faced and experience told me that she was close
to orgasm.

"I don't want to disturb you guys..." I
muttered.

"Please," Renata croaked. "It's something I
haven't done. I want to be bad..."

"Really?"

"Uh... huh..." Her eyes got wild and her
nostrils flared; I watched as she jerked and shook while an orgasm
washed over her. That made up my mind – it made me too horny to
resist. I shucked out of my swimsuit and bellied up to the edge of
the bed. Jack adjusted his stroke and moved with Renata as she
crawled forward to suck my cock.

"Damn, Clint!" Jack gasped as Renata wrapped
her lips around my glans, "I didn't know you were hung like
that!"

"Yeah, well..." I figured it was just as well
that Jack hadn't been looking, frankly.

"Grab her head, Man," Jack puffed, "Use
her."

I gazed down at Renata, "Is that what you
want?"

"Uhb huhb."

"Fine." I was a little pissed, anyway. I
grabbed her head and started feeding her my length, controlling
things. She started gagging pretty quickly, but I controlled things
such that she didn't puke and she didn't complain.

"Yeah, nice!" Jack croaked. "She really
tightens up when she gets ready to heave!"

I was a little surprised; she'd seemed plenty
tight to me. I took a serious look at where the action was on the
pussy end of Renata and discovered that Jack was kind of narrow and
that I had a couple of inches on him. It didn't seem politic to say
anything – besides, he'd already noticed. I just kept feeding
Renata, pushing her here and there, looking for the point at which
what I was doing didn't bother her as much anymore.

Jack pulled another orgasm out of her, after
which she seemed to have gotten used to my cock bashing the back of
her throat, so I stepped up the pressure. There was a pop – felt,
rather than heard – and my glans slid into her throat. Renata
thrashed a little, so I backed it out, but when she settled down, I
fed it to her again a couple of times without pressing deep, then
forced her again. This time, she gazed up at me with glassy eyes
for the moment I left it in deep. I could tell that her belly
locked up, but her eyes had this look in them... I backed out again
and short-stroked her a couple of times, but she had that look...
I'd never seen anything like it before, but I knew what it was. She
had rolled over completely, and she wanted it – and if she puked
all over the place, it was unimportant. I got it; I started looking
for mine, going deep when I felt like it – every third stroke or
so.

I don't know how long we went – several
minutes, at least. I noticed that Renata didn't seem to be on the
orgasmic cycle she'd been on when I arrived; she was waiting for
something, I realized. Guessing what didn't take any mental leap.
Having realized that we were ALL hanging, I picked things up.
Renata gazed up at me with that look in her eyes – and it helped; I
got a head rush. Pretty soon, my cock swelled and things got
seriously good. I gasped out something and my balls let loose – and
Renata howled around my cock, gurgling on my cum while she shook
like a leaf! Jack went, "Jeezus! SHIT!" and started bucking, and I
knew he was unloading in her.

Finished, I started to stagger back, but
Renata reached out and grabbed my hips while she made hot oral love
to my cock, pushing the edge of the envelope of my post-orgasmic
sensitivity to prolong my pleasure. Her eyes had this creamy look
in them...

When she let me go, I knew she was done. She
dropped her head onto her crossed arms and her ass was still up,
but that was because Jack was holding it there. I caressed her
cheek for a moment, then stepped back and collected my
swimsuit.

Jack was still pumping, but I didn't see
Renata providing him with much but a hole to masturbate himself in.
"Don't you want a piece?" he puffed.

"No, it's okay. You go ahead." I gathered my
shit and headed out the door...

...Only to find Justine just
outside!

I stood regarding her. "Do you want to go
inside?"

"No."

"Jack might..."

"That's all right." Justine gathered herself.
"Where are you going?"

"To get a drink and see if anything
entertaining is going on."

"Can I come with you?"

I shrugged. "Yeah."


 


​ Chapter
2

 


I did what SHOULD have been some serious
drinking. The bartenders were really adding alcohol to my drinks
and I could taste the stuff – but I didn't seem to be able to get
drunk. About midnight, I gave up and headed for my room, Justine
trailing me a few steps behind. We'd talked some, but I was still
trying to avoid her as I headed for bed. When I got back to my
room, however, I discovered Jack and Renata cuddled up asleep in MY
bed! The reason was clear – Jack's was a mess!

Justine had followed me inside, catching the
door before it closed. Taking my hand, she said, "Renata isn't
using her bed," and tugged me toward the door. I knew where this
was headed, but there didn't seem to be any other solution, so I
let her lead me to their shared room. Once there, Justine turned to
me and said, "I know you have no interest in me – but I need it.
Just use me. I have no expectations." She went to her knees at that
point and tugged my swimsuit down, at which point she started
talking to my little head directly. I hesitated too long and she
was too talented; my little head took notice and took charge.
Justine knew all about deep throat, too – and collected my hand and
put it on the back of her head to let me know that I could have
anything I wished from her while she swallowed my cock the first
time. Since I didn't want to be there, I was a little bit brutal,
initially – but Justine didn't seem to care; she just absorbed it,
moaning around my cock while she jilled herself through the leg
hole of her swimsuit.

But I didn't want another blowjob. I let her
go plenty long enough to change my mind about having sex with her,
but I wanted a fuck, so I pulled her to her feet and directed, "Get
out of the suit!" Justine did so immediately. The result wasn't
anything amazing to look upon, but we were beyond that. I pointed
at the bed and she crawled up onto it. I followed her up and took a
look at her gash – which made Renata's look petite! It had this
look to it, too – hard to explain, actually, but the best
description might be used, or rough – maybe unfinished. It wasn't
smooth and tight looking – it was wet and looked like it had seen
hard use. That didn't bother me in that moment – I was going to use
it hard, too! I rubbed my glans between the lips, soaking up
lubrication from her channel and poked the hole at the top of her
pink split, pressing my glans into her cunt.

She was a little dry, as it turned out – but
she had lube on the nightstand, a bit of preparation that irritated
me some. I drizzled some lube down her ass crack, then backed and
filled a bit to get it inside her – but I was impatient and angry
so I wasn't all that slow and gentle. Justine just grunted and took
it. I was in deep and hammering way fairly quickly in any
case.

I wasn't hurting her, anyway – or not enough
for it to matter. In no time, she was grunting, "Fuck me!" and
rocking her ass back to take my stroke – and in mere moments, she
gasped, "Cumminnnng!" while locking up and shaking like a leaf! I
just held her wide hips and kept pounding that nasty-looking
cunt.

We were at it for a while. I let go in her
during her second climax, but I wanted more, so I just kept on
going. Justine wasn't EVEN going to complain! At one point, I
started playing with her bunghole, which appeared to have seen as
much use as her pussy. She just looked back at me and said, "If you
want it, take it."

I told her, "I like it where I am," but I
slicked up my thumb in some leftover lube and jammed it into her
crinkle – and she got off on it, it seemed to me.

She was working her way through her seventh or
eighth peak when her pussy sucked my third load of the night out of
me – and it was good; I admit it. She collapsed forward after, but
when I made to get off the bed, she grabbed my wrist and held me in
place while she worked her way around to suck me in and clean our
mixed juices off me with her mouth. After that, she said, "Thank
you," and let me go. I climbed into Renata's bed and
crashed.

I woke early and got up to take a piss. When I
came back into the main part of the room, Justine was
awake.

"Thank you," she said. "I know you didn't want
to do it and I know you were angry about that and about Jack and
Renata – but you gave me everything I could have hoped
for."

I grimaced. "I feel a little bad about
that."

"Don't," Justine replied, smiling.

"I was a little rough..."

"I like it like that, actually."

"Well, there was the attitude..."

"I asked you to use me. You used me. We
weren't here for tender romance. You fucked me – and it was good,
VERY good! You have nothing to be ashamed of."

"All right..." I stepped into my swimsuit and
turned for the door.

"Goodbye, Clint," Justine murmured, "Thanks
again."

I thought about saying something inane like
'Don't mention it,' but I let it go.

It was too early for the breakfast buffet, so
I went for a swim in the ocean, then dove into the swimming pool
for a rinse before heading for my room to get a shirt. When I got
there, Renata was gone, so I showered and got into a new outfit.
Jack was busy snoring into my pillow. I figured that I didn't need
to awaken him just to call him an asshole, so I headed on off to
breakfast.

*-*-*-*-*-*

I was barely settled with my omelet and coffee
when Renata came through the beaded curtain at the buffet entrance,
picked me up with her eyes and padded diffidently over to me. When
she waved at the seat across from me, I asked mildly, "You're not
spending the morning with Jack?"

"No." She blushed a bit.

"What's that all about?"

Renata gathered herself. "You're better – in
every way, I think – but Jack was aggressive, and I couldn't say
no. He... pressed for things, and I realized that I wanted to do
them, to have those experiences. He pressed YOU, too, when you came
in – and I got the benefit." She raised her eyes to mine. "I'd
never taken a man's cock into my throat."

"Jack could have gotten you there," I
grunted.

"No, he couldn't. In the first place, Jack
doesn't pay a lot of attention to anything but what Jack wants –
and in the second, he isn't as... gifted as you are. You have the
tools – and you know how to use them. If Jack HAD the size
required, he'd have made me miserable with it, not given me a
mind-blowing orgasm as I tasted his seed!"

I glanced around; that last utterance had been
just a bit loud for the room. There WERE a couple of sets of
eyeballs on us... "Maybe we should
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