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This story contains sexually explicit acts
involving consenting adults. They are not intended for minors under
the age of eighteen. All characters depicted in this work of
fiction are eighteen years of age or older.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. The authors
acknowledge the trademarked status and trademark owners of various
products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used
without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not
authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark
owners.

Please remember that you’re reading fiction.
In the world of fiction and fantasy, sexually transmitted diseases,
unwanted pregnancies and the emotional ramifications of intimacy
are controllable by the author. In the real world, that’s not the
case. Please practice safe sex and take care of yourself and one
another. Character’s physical descriptions may be idealized in my
work, but I feel it’s valid and justified. Because each of us is
beautiful to those who love us and we look perfect when the lights
go out. I hope you enjoy reading my stories as much as I do writing
them.
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Prologue

 


I never go on vacation. My work requires a
lot of travel so I don’t get a thrill out of dragging my stuff
through the airport to stay in a hotel. When I’ve had time off, I
stayed home. It gave me time to make the most out of my place and
fix it up just the way I wanted. Real Estate development gives you
chances to grab prime properties before the public knows about
them. I’d done that. I bought a penthouse condo in one of two
lakefront towers while they were still being built.

The timing let me work with the builder and
designer to build a dream house in the sky. The view was incredible
and it was all mine. It was a perfect place to kick back and
unwind, party and entertain or take a staycation.

After four years with no vacation, my boss
told me to take some time off and get out of town. He knew if I was
around, I’d be shopping the competition or looking for new projects
in my free time. That night, the doorman from my building handed me
a flyer and asked if my company had put them up. It was a
promotional offer for residents of the towers to spend a week at a
resort.

The pictures looked great and it would
definitely be a change of pace for me. They had all the standards:
golf, boating, swimming on the beach, snorkeling and an assortment
of bars and clubs. If the flyer was any indication, there were
dozens of women there with a strong aversion to wearing anything
but tiny swimsuits or skin-tight dresses. So many years of focusing
on work had left me with almost no love life. Maybe a fling at an
exotic resort was what I needed. It would be worth dragging my crap
through the airport to go there.

I signed up and took a week off. My assistant
looked like she was going to have a stroke when I told her. My boss
slapped me on the back and told me to go have a good time and come
back ready to kick some ass. A few days later, I was on the beach.
I spent a week doing nothing. It was exactly what I needed. With
only a couple of days left, I decided to sit on the beach and drink
while I checked out the women there.

 



The Girl in the Red Bikini

 


The top of her bikini strained to hold her
full breasts upright as she lay on the beach. Her hair was messy,
blown by the wind and damp from the heat of the sun. A glance I got
of her as I passed was enough to make me want to see a lot more of
her. For the next hour or so, I watched her soak up the sun. She
was the hottest girl I’d seen since I got to the shore. I tried to
be nonchalant because I thought she might be pissed or insulted if
she caught me staring.

I knew I’d been caught when she walked over
and blocked the sun from my eyes. She looked good lying in the
sand. With the sun behind her, she looked positively angelic. The
look in her eye made it clear she was no angel though.

She only stayed long enough to write her room
number on my hand before she walked away. As I got up to follow
her, she turned and shook her head. With a wicked smile she said,
"30 minutes."

As she headed back to the hotel, she looked
over her shoulder and caught me checking out her ass. Twenty-nine
minutes later I was standing at her door waiting for the final
minute to tick by. Freshly showered and dressed, I was curious and
aroused. When the door opened, I was disappointed for a moment. She
was wrapped from her chest to her ankles in a huge white fluffy
towel. Her hair was still a little damp but now it was combed out
and styled. Her makeup was impeccably done and her lips were
glossed in a delicious cherry red. She leaned over and gave me a
kiss saying, "Come in."

Before I said a word, she walked away. Her
towel hit the floor and stepped free of it before the latch clicked
shut. Her ass looked delicious and her skin glowed from her time in
the sun.

She asked, "Would you like to sit down or
have a drink?"

Though my mouth was dry I said, "No, thank
you. I'm fine."

"I was just getting ready to lie down and
rest for a bit," she told me. I wondered if she were indulging in a
little exhibitionistic fun at my expense until she added, "Would
you like to get comfortable and join me?" She turned to show me the
rest of her incredible body. I could tell know that her bikini
didn’t have to work too hard to hold her breasts upright. They were
as firm as they were full and round.

I returned her lascivious smile and said,
"I'd love to."

“Good,” she said. “Would you like me to help
you get out of those clothes?”

“Yes, please.”

“I love a man with good manners. But I also
like a man who knows how to take charge.” She looked me in the eye
and asked, “What kind of man are you?”

I cupped her cheek and said, “I’m a man who
makes sure he’s welcome and treats a lady like a lady…and a slut
like a slut.” Then I cupped her breast and asked, “Which kind of
woman are you?”

She purred as her nipple hardened against my
palm. “It depends on where I am and what kind of mood I’m in.”

I chuckled and said, “Well, I think a woman
who walks up and offers herself to a stranger on the beach is a
slut.”

Her lips wrapped around my nipple just after
she said, “I think so too.”

As my shirt slipped off my shoulders, I used
a fistful of her hair to guide her to the floor at my feet. Her
nimble fingers made quick work of my belt. In an instant she had my
pants down and was rubbing my rapid growing dick through my boxers.
“Do you want a taste of my cock?” I asked her.

“Yes.”

“That’s a good girl. I think you should show
me how badly you want my cock first. Lie back and let me see this
fine body of yours.”

The look in her eyes gave her away. I knew
she was uninhibited when I saw her on the beach. I’d guessed
correctly that she would be submissive with a dominant man. Now I
also knew she had a strong love of exhibitionism. Her eyes glazed
over but she never stopped watching me as she lay back on the bed
and caressed her body.

First she ran her fingertips along her
curves. Then she opened her hands and squeezed her breasts until
she let out a low moan. She weighed her full, heavy tits in her
hands like she’d had lots of practice before she focused her
attention on her hard nipples. She flicked them with her fingers
then rolled them between her finger and thumb. They stood out long
and hard by the time she was done.

I let my gaze follow one hand as it slid over
her flat stomach to cup her clean-shaven mound. The petals of that
flower opened when she stroked them and let a wonderful aroma out
into the air. She spread her lips with her index and ring fingers
as her middle finger slid into her hot, wet core. She bit her lip
to keep from making a sound as her body quivered
uncontrollably.

I didn’t know if it was the situation or her
masturbation that excited her more and I didn’t care. Her clit
hardened and lifted out of it’s hiding place and she was ready for
it. This girl knew her body well. As soon as I saw her clit rise,
she began to circle it with her fingers. The harder it got, the
faster she went. Soon she was groaning and writhing on the bed in
front of me. I knew she was close to coming and I thought about
letting her finish but I decided not to. It was time for her to
take care of me.

“Enough,” I told her. “Come over here and
suck my cock right now!” Both frustration and the empty feeling
left as she pulled her hands free from her hungry pussy made her
shudder as she got up from the bed. She knelt at my feet and was
rubbing my hard cock with her cheek in an instant. “Do you want to
suck my dick?”

“Yes,” she said quietly.

Her fingers danced up and down the length of
my shaft, chased by her lips and tongue. “Then lick it. Kiss it.
Show me how much you want it.”

She started with my balls, giving them a warm
wet bath with her agile tongue. Then she worked her way up one side
of my thick rod and down the other. When she reached the base again
she held my cock against her flattened tongue and gave it a long,
slow lick all the way from my balls to the head before she
swallowed me deep into her throat. Even with my cock so well
lubricated, it wasn’t easy for her. She got about half way down and
paused. I saw her look up wide-eyed and a little afraid before she
overcame her gag reflex and kept working my cock into her open
mouth, one agonizing inch after another.

When she got me all the way in her throat,
she looked up at me with a smile in her eyes. She slowly lifted her
head and freed my shaft. After couple of shorter strokes she looked
at me and said, “Fuck my face with your cock, please.”

I took her hair in my hands and began feeding
her cock, moving her up and down faster and faster. She was moaning
and playing with her tits and cunt as I used her like the slut she
wanted to be. My balls pulled up tight and were ready to dump my
load into her thirsty mouth but I wasn’t done yet. Despite her
protestations, I pulled her off me. Using her hair like the reins
of a horse, I led her to the bed where I shoved her face down on
the crisp white sheets. In the dresser mirror I saw her drag her
hard nipples over the cotton surface. She arched her body into a
beautiful curve. Her ass lifted up and her cunt opened to give me a
clear path. Taking my cock in hand, I put one hand on the small of
her back to hold her down as I rammed into her.

Her head lifted up and she screamed as I
bottomed out in one, long, deep thrust. I gave her just a moment to
get used to my length and girth before I began to saw in and out of
her clinging hot pussy. The sheets were balled up in her fists as I
took her body as my prize. She held
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