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A giant clock was on the wall, and Grace
wondered if it had stopped. The last hour before summer camp
started was always the worst. Sometimes that hour seemed like an
eternity. Alicia had already graduated high school and thought she
was too old for summer camp, but Grace needed it, especially since
Alicia would be home all the time doing most of her advanced
studies on the internet. Alicia was a savant in math and computers
and had her choice of what school to attend. A good education can’t
be bought it must be earned but when you are rich they come
begging. Grace never attended college. It wasn’t necessary. She
never had to earn a living.

“This food isn’t very good,” Alicia said.

“Well, we can’t compare it to Mrs. Garrett’s
meals. They must fix food for a couple of hundred people. She only
cooks for us.”

To lead by example, Grace, ate the sloppy Joe
even though it had the consistency of cement and was bland. As they
ate, Mr. Wilson got on the stage, introduced the new camp
counselors, and reviewed the camp rules. This year they had two
horses.

“Horseback riding should be fun,” Grace
said.

It’s a computer camp. Why do we need
horses?”

“Don’t be afraid to try new things.”

After all the festivities in the cafeteria,
Grace walked with Alicia to her room. There were two campers in a
room. Her roommate was sitting on her bed.

“Look at my new MacBook Pro Alicia
said.”

“It must be nice to be rich,” the girl
responded.

“I’m sure Alicia will share,” Grace
said.

“Of course,” Alicia responded, and she
turned it on, and they started talking about graphics, storage, and
ram, all foreign concepts for Grace.

“Well, honey, I’m going to leave; give me a
big hug.”

They hugged. “I’m going to miss you so
much.” As Grace walked out of the building, she knew Alicia would
be showing off a little, but Grace was the heiress to Carlton’s
fortune, so why not give her child the newest and best things? As
she drove, there was a momentary pang of guilt for abandoning her
daughter, but she needed the four weeks of summer camp more than
Alicia did. She needed it every year.

Alicia could be a real handful. She wasn’t a
brat but hard to deal with because she was more intelligent than
all the adults around her. She not only had a high school diploma
but also an associate degree. She needed a special school because
most college courses were too slow and boring. Math and computer
algorithms were the only things she was interested in. The camp was
the only place where she could interact with people at her
level.

Grace slowed down and put on the curse
control when noticing that she was going twenty miles over the
speed limit. She hurried to the Thunderbird Resort and Conference
Center and got the most expensive room, a Jacuzzi suite.

As she filled out the registration form, a
man took her bags to the room. Grace was going from one foot to the
other like she had to pee while the clerk listed the resort’s
amenities, but it was just another intolerable delay to what she
needed and craved. She got in the elevator, and a woman came in and
was several inches taller in the six-inch spike heels. She had
shoulder-length blonde hair, pale skin, and deep green eyes.

“What are you looking at slut?”

Grace stared at the big flesh mounds
sticking out of the low-cut top. The woman came closer. “You want
some of this, don’t you, honey.”

She grabbed the back of her head and pushed
it down. Grace licked the sweet cleavage. When the elevator door
opened, she kept a grip on the back of her hair and guided Grace
down the hallway to her room. They went inside, and she pushed
Grace down on the bed. She straddled her and slapped her face.

“You fucking whore.” She lifted the skirt
and moved the panties out of the way. Grace was smothered by the
shaved pussy as she rubbed it all over her face. The pussy lips
were pierced and had rings in them. Grace grabbed onto the rings,
spread the pussy apart, and drove in her tongue.

“That’s it whore; eat me and get me off, or
I’m going to beat the crap out of you.”

Grace was chewing and licking her face
getting all slick with juice. A ring was in the clit; she grabbed
and twisted it, the pussy gushed more fluid, and Grace tried to
swallow every drop. She raked her pussy over her face until her
body shook with a powerful orgasm. She moved down and pulled down
the blouse and cups of the bra. Grace grabbed onto the big tit with
both hands.

“That’s it, suck on mommy’s tits.”

She sucked on the red nipple and massaged
the tit. Grace twisted both nipples while filling her mouth with
the warm, soft flesh.

“Is my baby ready for her treat?”

“Yes, please, I need you.”

Grace quickly removed the soaked panties and
slacks and pulled her legs back. Then it was pussy slapping pussy,
clit slapping clit. The rings were driving into her shaved pussy
and leaving marks. Grace grunted and moaned as the slapping sounded
louder because both cunts were sopping wet. She ground the rings
into her pussy, and they kissed while both felt such a beautiful
release.

“Do you love me?’

“Yes, Eloise, I love you,” Grace replied.
She didn’t know why Eloise had to hear it all the time.

“Nice room.” It was two large rooms. One had
a television, bar, sofa, and chairs. The other room had a
king-sized bed and a Jacuzzi. There was a bathroom with two sinks
and a shower that you could adjust to having steam come out. Eloise
got up and turned on the Jacuzzi. Grace sat up and took her blouse
off.

“Just don’t put any bubble bath in,” Grace
said.

“Don’t worry; I won’t make that mistake
again.” Once Eloise put in just a capful in wanting bubbles, it
produced so much that it overflowed and ran onto the floor.

Eloise sat beside her on the bed and helped
get the bra off. Grace didn’t need one. The entire tit could be
covered up by a hand.

“Get the nail file.”

She got it out of her purse. Eloise took the
file and then ran the rasp over the nipple. It made Grace shake
because the pain was intense. She used the point to put marks on
the tit. That hurt, too, but it also made her wet.

“I do love marking up your tits, marking my
territory.”

“Better check the water.”

Eloise got up, turned it off, and then got
in. Grace got in and pushed the button, turning on the jets. They
were across from each other.

“I wonder why they put mirrors around it?”
Grace asked.

“I have no idea. Maybe some people like to
look at themselves. So how long have we been coming here?”

“This is our fourth year.”

They met online in a support group for
parents with gifted children.

“How is Grant,” Grace asked.

“He thinks he’s an adult. I don’t have to do
what my mother says. It’s hard to discipline a music prodigy.”

“I don’t even try with Alicia. It’s hard
when she’s smarter than everyone else.”

“That’s why we need this, why we deserve
it.”

Eloise stretched out her foot, and Grace
spread her legs. She massaged the pussy with her toes. “When are
you going to make an honest woman of me.”

Grace looked at her and knew what she wanted
but wasn’t ready. “I have my foundations and charity work.”

“I don’t think they care if you are
bi-sexual.”

“They are very conservative.”

“You have that seventeen-room mansion all to
yourself. Wouldn’t you like me in your bed every night, doing you
in every room?”

“I have to think about Alicia.”

“That’s just an excuse. I’m not going to be
around forever.”

“Are you giving me an ultimatum?”

“No, not right now, maybe someday.”

“Let’s just enjoy this.”

“I want to be with you all the time because
you are such a beautiful slut.” Eloise pressed her foot harder into
her pussy.

“I have a one o’clock appointment with
Gerald,” Grace said.

“I have one at three. I can’t wait to feel
his strong hands and fingers on me.”

Grace moved one of the water jets so it hit
her foot.

“Oh, that feels so good.” The Jacuzzi shut
off. It had a fifteen-minute timer. Without it, guests would just
let it run. Grace hit the button again. They closed their eyes and
let the warm bubbly water caress their bodies. When it turned off
again, they both had trouble getting out because every muscle was
relaxed. They dried off and flopped on the bed.

“I’m hungry but don’t want to move,” Grace
said.

“Me too; there is room service.”

“Good, then we don’t have to get
dressed.”

Grace ordered chicken penne pasta and salad.
Eloise ordered a double cheeseburger and fries.

“You are eating kind of heavy,” Grace
said.

“I need the calories for the abuse I’ll give
you later. Am I getting too big?”

“No.” She had a paunch around the middle,
but Grace liked sucking on it.

“Another reason for me to move in with you
is to eat healthy since you have a private cook, use the exercise
room, and get in good shape; then I can abuse you better.”

Eloise got between her legs. Grace pulled
the legs back and upturned the pussy. She was hoping the room was
soundproof because she was yelping like crazy. After all, Eloise
was eating, licking, and sucking. She knew what to do and gave her
a nice orgasm before the food arrived. Eloise got a DVD from her
purse and put it in the player.

“What is this?” Grace asked.

“Something I got off the internet.”

It was a sales video for a fuck machine. One
woman had a big dildo going in and out of her pussy while holding a
vibrator onto her clit. One had a dildo pumping in and out of her
ass. One had a double, one going in and out of the ass, one going
in and out of the pussy.

“Wouldn’t it be luscious to have one of them
in one of your rooms? We could lock the door so we wouldn’t be
disturbed.”

“Please turn that off. I can’t watch that
while I eat,” Grace said. “Put on a music channel.”

Eloise searched through the channels and
found easy-listening music.

“You wouldn’t want one?” Eloise asked.

“I didn’t say that.”

“Are we going to the bar tomorrow?”

“Aren’t we getting too old for that?” Grace
replied.

“You mean me, and no.” Eloise was ten years
older.

“All the men in there seem so young.”

“If they are old enough to drink, they are
old enough to fuck. I’m just looking for a young stud that is super
horny, a guy who wants to prove what a stud he is and give my pussy
a good hard fucking. I want to feel it for days.”

“We’ll see.”

“You have trouble making decisions.”

“I know,” Grace replied.

“If I moved in with you, you wouldn’t have
to.”

Grace grew up smothered by her parents. They
made every decision for her. When they died in a plane crash, she
had lawyers, estate planners, presidents of many companies, and
even household staff. Even the decision to have a child was made
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