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Keeping Score

Pacific Palms Resort Story 1

I. Wednesday, early morning

Brandon Stephenson was having a frustrating dream. The beach at Pacific Palms Resort where he had been sunning himself for the past few days had been transported to the kitchen in his condo in snowy Chicago. He was in the living room, ready to do another webcast. His sister, Clara, was behind the camera. She didn’t seem to notice the white sand threatening to spill over from the kitchen floor onto the living room rug. She certainly didn’t notice Julian. He stood in the shallow water by the stainless steel refrigerator beckoning to Brandon. Not the Brandon who was wearing a long-sleeved shirt and ready to start another episode of “Brandon’s Swag Bag,” but the Brandon who was wearing swim trunks and watching the dream. Julian, beautiful Julian, smiled. Brandon sighed. And then he woke up.

After several seconds, he remembered that he actually was at the Pacific Palms Resort but not in his own room. He looked at the sleeping form next to him. He was very pretty, whatever his name was. What was his name? Scott? Jim? Pedro? Brandon’s tongue felt thick, the inside of his mouth dry and gummy. What had he been drinking yesterday? He was naked with his hard on swaying in the mild tropical breeze. Bits of the night before came back to him in flashes. He and what’s-his-name had hooked up on the beach. There had been a bonfire. This was what’s-his-name’s room. Brandon rummaged around quietly and found his shorts on the floor half hidden under the bed. He stood up carefully and slipped them on. He snatched his tank top from the back of a wicker chair, pulled it over his head and slid his feet into his sandals. He crept as stealthily as possible to the door, opened it, and stepped out onto the bungalow’s little patio.

II. Sunday, arrival, a few days before

Brandon caught first sight of the resort as the plane banked gently before landing on Morrell Island. He was gobsmacked by the island’s beauty. Sure, he was glad to be getting away from what was shaping up to be a dreary late winter in Chicago—damp, cold, and cloudy—but he was also just stunned that there was any place on Earth that looked so good. What he was looking at as the plane landed on the island’s small airstrip was unbelievable. He never thought he’d see anything like this tropical splendor except on a screensaver on his laptop.

Besides Brandon, there were two dozen other passengers on the plane searching for summer or love or both. He and his seatmate, a cute biotech manufacturing engineer named Chris, had engaged in some friendly flirtation during the flight. Brandon had shared a bit of gossip he had picked up when he was working the red carpet at the Oscars the week before. Chris told him a little about what he did at his job. They agreed that the Pacific Palms Resort was just what they needed right now. The resort was well known in gay circles as a great place to get laid, unwind, and do as little or as much as you wanted.

After getting his bags, Brandon climbed into a golf cart trolley that seated about 10 adults. The shirtless driver announced that his name was Rogelio and that he would be delivering them safely to the resort. Rogelio was, like most of the resort staff, male and exceedingly good looking.

“There is nothing like Pacific Palms in the world!” Rogelio declared. “I would say only Colombia, my home, has beauty like this, but even there, you do not find the tranquility that you have here.”

“So, I guess no drug cartels lurking amongst the bougainvillea here,” Chris said in a low voice to Brandon.

“I guess not,” Brandon whispered back.

They both chortled.

Rogelio glanced over his shoulder at Brandon and Chris. “No, no. Believe me, please. It’s true. It’s why we don’t have autos here. The autos are not tranquil. Mr. St. Eve insists on tranquility.”

Ah yes, thought Brandon, Mr. St. Eve, the owner of the resort and possibly the whole island.

Brandon spent the rest of the drive taking pictures of the scenery with his phone as they bumped along the road to the resort. The island was a fantasia of color. Bougainvillea with purple, yellow, and red leaves lined the road. The blue he saw on one bird was so vivid and so vibrant he thought that this must be what taking psychedelic drugs was like. He thought he saw a small monkey scrambling up a palm tree. They passed other golf carts and golf cart trolleys as well as bicycles and scooters like Vespas. He snapped photos of some of the men walking up and down the road. Many of them were shirtless. They were all wearing shorts or thongs. He couldn’t decide which he liked looking at more—the natural beauty of the island or the natural beauty of the men.

For the first time in Brandon’s life, he felt as beautiful as the men he saw. He surprised himself when he realized that he was ready to go shirtless. He’d been a chubby adolescent and then a chubby young adult. The comments he overheard in the gay bars of Chicago could be just as sharp, if not more so, than the ones from his high school’s bullies. But life had changed.

Last year’s New Year resolution was to get in shape, as always, but this time he actually followed through. He lost thirty pounds, an extra chin, and the muffin top that spilled out at his waist every time he zipped up his jeans. His man boobs were now pecs. His stomach, while not quite yet a six-pack, was flat. His thunder thighs were now called quads. His personal trainer, who was also gay, advised him to pluck the hairs that popped up between his eyebrows. He did. He moisturized and tanned his pasty white skin, not too dark, just a little color. Fortunately, his chestnut brown hair had always been full and thick. He was beautiful, although he didn’t always believe what he saw in the mirror. 

Now, he wanted a man. This vacation was a gift to himself. He really needed to get laid. Maybe he would fall in love, but a little easy, quick sex would be more than enough. The Pacific Palms Resort was certainly perfect for the latter, if not the former.

Rogelio drove the golf cart trolley up the hotel’s driveway. The hotel was perched on a bluff overlooking the resort’s showcase white sand beach. The resort offered other types of accommodations, like cottages tucked in the rain forest near the hotel and small bungalows on the beach. Brandon had booked a suite in the hotel. He reasoned that he could afford it. His YouTube webcast, his baby that took all his time, had been getting more and more hits over the past year. That meant more advertising dollars. His devoted fans told him he was fabulous whether he was fat or not. The revenue stream that went through the stratosphere after he lost weight said otherwise.

The hotel concierge, bearing a name tag identifying himself as Simon, reminded him about the newcomer’s party starting in an hour’s time on the hotel verandah.

“There’s information about that and the other activities and festivities here at Pacific Palms in the welcome package,” Simon said. He smiled and winked.

Brandon thanked him. Simon was cute, but travel fatigue was starting to work its way to his brain. He followed the porter in a daze to his suite. He barely registered what the porter said as he pointed out the features of the room. He tipped him and fell backwards onto the king-sized bed. He was quickly fast asleep.

The newcomers’ party had been going for about 45 minutes on the hotel’s verandah by the time Brandon got there. The power nap and shower had been just what he needed.

“Welcome to Pacific Palms,” said a man behind him.

Brandon turned toward the sound of the voice and saw a man of about average height. His height, however, was the only thing that was average about him. This man who was holding his hand out to Brandon had a broad chest and strong features. His skin was almost, but not quite, ebony colored. He had the build of a gymnast. His pecs were near to bursting out of the Pacific Palms polo shirt he wore. His torso was a perfect V, tapering from the chest down to his slim waist. He wore light blue shorts that covered his ass and his crotch bulge but not much else. They showed off his muscled thighs and calves to great effect.

“Do pardon me. I didn’t mean to interrupt your reverie. My name is Julian.”

Brandon shook his hand. “No worries, but this is such a beautiful place—the birds, the colors, the trees—it’s hard not to just stand around and gaze in wonder.”

“You were gazing in wonder at the trees?” Julian smiled. “You are unusual then, sir. Most of our guests don’t come here for the trees.”

Brandon blushed, although he didn’t know why he was blushing. He cleared his throat.

“So, what do you do here, Julian?” he asked.

“I am the fitness director, sir. I make the schedules. I decide what classes to offer. I hire our fitness instructors. I teach several classes, sir,” he said.

“Please. Call me Brandon,” Brandon said.

“Certainly. And what do you do out in the world, Brandon?”

“I do a web TV show. I have a YouTube channel. It’s mostly reviews of movies and TV shows with a little gossip thrown in. It’s called ‘Brandon’s Swag Bag.’ It’s really taken off in the past year,” he said. He loved talking about the show. “I’m getting more recognition. In fact, I just did the red carpet for the Golden Globes, Grammys and Oscars.”

“Ah, the red carpet. I do enjoy that. I enjoy seeing the outfits. Such beautiful people,” Julian said.

Brandon noticed that Julian had a way of smiling and speaking that caught him off guard. He couldn’t tell if Julian was sincere or if he was making fun of him.

“Your accent sounds Jamaican. Are you Jamaican?” Brandon asked.

“Of course, he’s Jamaican,” said another voice. This voice was not as soothing and warm as Julian’s. The man who owned the voice had come up just behind Julian, who turned to let him into their little circle.

“I’m Jay. Jay Kwon,” he said, shaking Brandon’s hand. “Are you giving my man Julian the third degree?” He placed his hand proprietarily on Julian’s shoulder.

Julian performed the Pacific Palms employee smile. He cast a glance down at Jay’s hand on his shoulder and lifted one of his eyebrows so quickly that Brandon almost missed it.

“Good to see you, Jay. You have your Sunset Slam, I see,” Julian said, nodding at the drink in Jay’s hand.

The drink was a garish color, a sort of bright yellow and orange combination. Jay puffed up.

“It’s my own recipe. The bartenders know even before I open my mouth now that this is what I want,” he said and took a swig. “It’s got quite a kick.”

Brandon pegged him to be in his mid-thirties, but he had the irritating, glad-handing manner of a sixty-year-old Kiwanis member.

“Gentlemen, please excuse me. It was a pleasure to meet you, Brandon.” Julian nodded to both of them and left.

Jay smirked at Brandon and then trotted after Julian.

Brandon made his way over to one of the bars to get a drink. That was a fine man I just met, he thought. He looked up to see Chris waving to him. He went over to where he was standing with a few other guys.

“So, you just met Julian,” said the blond guy named Tony, whose tan was that of a sun junkie. “What do you think?”

“What do I think about what?” Brandon said, playing dumb.

“About your chances with him, idiot,” Chris said.

“He’s impossible to get into,” snickered one of the other guys. This one sported a military buzz cut. Brandon thought his name was Mike. “No one’s won the wager yet.”

“Oh, you’ve tried, have you?” said another one. This one’s name was Jeremy.

“What’s this wager?” said Brandon.

“The hurdle is that Great Barrier Reef called Jay Kwon. I saw you met him, too,” Tony said. “And the wager will be won by anyone who can get Julian to suck his cock. It’s five dollars to get in. Winner gets the pot, and of course a blow job from Julian. But, if Jay can’t get it done and he’s blocking everyone else, I doubt we’ll have a winner this week.”

“Yeah, what’s with him?” Brandon asked. “He acts like he owns Julian, which would be pathetic if it weren’t kind of racist.”

“Apparently, Jay is Julian’s shadow. If you see Julian somewhere, Jay will be hovering nearby. This is Tony’s second week here, so he has seen Kwon the Reef in action,” Chris said.

“I tried chatting up Julian my first few days here last week, but Kwon was like a barnacle. You just could not scrape him off.” Tony sighed. “The only time you didn’t see Kwon a foot away from Julian was in the yoga and Pilates classes he teaches. Kwon doesn’t go in for fitness.”

“It’s too bad,” Mike said.

“That Kwon is headed toward a flabby middle age?” Chris said.

“No, that he’s such a stalker creep. He’s rich. His father makes millions off the backs of Chinese and Indonesian indentured servants at his factories that spit out all the crap we buy from our Big Box shopping centers. I could do so much with that kind of money,” Mike said.

“Anyway. Kwon isn’t the only thing between us and Julian. Mr. St. Eve frowns upon fraternization between staff and guests,” Tony said. “Not that it doesn’t happen, mind you. You just have to be very, very discreet about it. So, Brandon, do you want to give it a go anyway? Five bucks gets you in the betting pool. I don’t know what will get you closer to Julian.”

“I’m in,” said Brandon pulling five bucks out of his pocket. “Julian is beautiful. I want.”

After that, the conversation moved to more pleasant topics, such as the week’s parties, the fitness classes and the guy who was rumored to be selling lube at the resort this week.

Mr. St. Eve put in a brief appearance at the newcomers’ party. He had a kind and charming word for everyone, the new guests in particular. He was a tall light-skinned Black man, probably a shade over six feet. He was slender and well groomed with a sleek bald head and a neat salt-and-pepper beard. Brandon couldn’t place his accent. It seemed faintly transatlantic, but it was clear he thought highly of Julian. 

“You must go to his classes, Mr. Stephenson,” he said to Brandon. “Yoga, Pilates, Zumba. Any of them will do. Our Mr. Bailey can work wonders.” And then he was gone, moving swiftly across the verandah and back into the hotel.

Brandon clutched at one piece of information. He now knew Julian’s last name. He said his full name to himself—Julian Bailey.

Later, he and his new resort friends wandered down to the beach and played around in the surf. Brandon and Chris sat on the sand. Chris’ hand slid onto Brandon’s thigh. Brandon looked down at it but made no attempt to move it. He didn’t say anything. Honestly, sometimes he had to remind himself how much more attractive he was now. This stuff would happen. He was going to enjoy it, so he just went back to looking out at the ocean as Chris’ hand massaged his thigh, then moved up toward his crotch. Brandon felt his dick start to stiffen as Chris started to rub it through his shorts. He hadn’t been completely flaccid before now. He thought meeting Julian might have had something to do with that.

Chris unbuttoned Brandon’s shorts and dipped his hand inside. He pulled out Brandon’s cock and balls. He spit into his hand and started stroking Brandon’s dick. Brandon lay back on the sand, letting it all happen without a word. Chris’ hand was warm and smooth on his dick, and he liked it when Chris rubbed his balls. When Brandon got close to coming, Chris leaned over and took his meat into his mouth. It didn’t take much time at all for Chris’ tongue to bring him to climax. He bit his lip to keep from crying out as his cock spasmed and shot his load in Chris’ mouth. He looked toward Chris and saw that some of his milky spunk had dripped out of his new friend’s mouth. Chris smiled, dabbed at the corners of his mouth with a towel, leaned back, and then started talking about the beach as if nothing had ever happened.

Score: One blow job, not from Julian.

III: Monday afternoon

Chris had assured Brandon that the beach volleyball tournament would just be a good time, fun, and not intensely competitive.

“How competitive could it be? The winning team gets a bottle of champagne,” Chris had said. “We’ll mostly be drunk anyway.”

Brandon couldn’t stop thinking about Julian, but he couldn’t find him. So, Brandon went to volleyball. Tony hadn’t gotten the memo about this just being fun. Tony, who miraculously was even more tanned than the day before, claimed to have played volleyball at UCLA on a scholarship. Therefore, he took all volleyball, even the sort played on vacation at a resort, seriously. Tony chewed out Brandon for missing what he said was an easy dig.

He gave Tony the stink eye and wondered how long he would have to be here. His poor serving was the last straw for Tony. When it was his turn to serve, he sent the ball sailing out of bounds and into the shallow water by the beach. It landed with a comical plunk. Tony convinced him to swap out with one of the spare players.

“No problem,” said Brandon as he made his graceful exit, although he really wanted to tell Tony that he could suck on his used sweat socks. He took a seat on the sidelines, and a waiter promptly offered him a drink. He ordered a melon martini that he sipped as the other players, to Tony’s increasing frustration, flailed on the sand.

Brandon really needed this vacation. The show was going well but dating in Chicago was not going well. Clara, his younger sister, had urged him to take a break. Meet some guys, have some fun, she had said. It was she who had texted him the link to the Pacific Palms Resort website a few months ago. I will break into your apartment and put pudding in all your shoes while you sleep if you don’t check this out, she had added in the text. Her threat had made him laugh, as it was supposed to, and it spurred him on to look into a trip to Pacific Palms.

Julian intrigued him, tickled all of his senses in a way no man ever had, but, for the moment, the man sitting next to him on the sidelines would probably do, although he wasn’t exactly a consolation prize. Brandon turned to him, introduced himself, and was delighted with his perfect smile. Actually, he was quite the prize. He just wasn’t Julian. Indeed, he was very different.

He wasn’t tall and measured a few inches shorter than Brandon. He was cute. In addition to the perfect smile, his light brown eyes sparkled. His hair was black and his skin a light dusty brown. Brandon guessed he was of Indian or Pakistani descent. He was shirtless, which showed off his beautiful six-pack abs. Brandon really wanted to lick them. His purple thong left very little to the imagination.

They conversed briefly. Turned out his name was Gihan, and his parents were Sri Lankan, although he was a confirmed New Yorker, born and bred. They kept talking, inching closer to each other. They took delight in Tony’s obvious frustration that his resort volleyball teammates were not up to NCAA volleyball standards. At some point, Gihan placed his hand on Brandon’s knee.

“I’ve finished my drink, and I’d like to get out of these sweaty clothes,” Brandon said.

Gihan’s smile got a little bigger. “Shall we?” he said.

He didn’t have to say much more, thought Brandon. Gihan nodded toward a shed farther up the beach and started walking toward it. Brandon followed. The back wall of the shed was significantly wider than the shed itself for no apparent reason, although it made a fabulous, and well-hidden, place to get closer. Gihan got up on his toes to kiss Brandon, who leaned down to meet his tender lips. The ocean waves kept hitting the beach with a swooshing sound. The sun was still high in the sky. They kept kissing. Gihan’s hands held Brandon at the waist, and he started tugging on his shirt.

“I thought you wanted to take this off?” Gihan said, raising his eyebrows.

Brandon pulled his shirt over his head and threw it into the sand. His dick started to make a tent out of his shorts as it got just a little bit harder. They kissed more intently. Brandon opened his mouth to let in Gihan’s tongue. He felt Gihan’s hands sliding up and down his sides.

Then Gihan stuck his finger in the waistband of his tiny shorts, and said, “These too?” Brandon slipped his shorts off and threw them next to his shirt. His cock popped up to attention.

“I really want to lick your abs,” Brandon said.

“Then you should,” Gihan said.

Brandon kissed Gihan’s neck and then slid his tongue down to his pecs. He circled Gihan’s nipples until he was able to give them a little bite. Gihan moaned and ran his fingers through Brandon’s hair. Brandon sank to his knees as his tongue followed the faint line of soft hair down the middle of Gihan’s chest to his navel. He caressed Gihan’s navel with his tongue and then pulled down Gihan’s thong. His cock sprang up. Brandon started rubbing it and then kissed the ball sac. Gihan moaned and started breathing heavily.

Brandon ran his tongue all around the sac before filling his mouth with Gihan’s dick. The more Brandon sucked, the harder it got. He massaged Gihan’s ass cheeks, moving his hands closer to Gihan’s asshole. With one hand, he pulled on Gihan’s ass, spreading his crack wide. His other hand he used to stroke Gihan’s asshole.

Gihan started to yell. “Oh, yeah, God, oh yeah.”

The air smelled so sweet and sexy. It was ocean-salty with an added layer of Gihan’s sweat. Brandon pulled away and spit on his hands. He locked eyes with Gihan and smiled. Gihan smiled back and then Brandon took his cock into his mouth again. He reached his saliva coated hands around to Gihan’s asshole. He grabbed his ass cheeks with both hands, separating them just enough to slide one finger in. Brandon’s mouth kept pumping up and down Gihan’s cock. His finger plunged in and out of his asshole.

Gihan started to spasm. He cried out and gripped Brandon’s head with his hands. Brandon felt Gihan’s cock jerk inside his mouth.

“Oh yeah! I’m coming!” Gihan said. “Oh baby! Yes!”

Gihan pulled his dick out and squirted his cum onto Brandon’s willing tongue. Brandon, still holding on to Gihan’s butt cheeks, started coming too. His milky load landed on the sand. Gihan got down on his knees and kissed Brandon deeply.

“Oh yes. That was much better than volleyball. And you are much better at sucking cock than you are at volleyball,” Gihan said and laughed.

Brandon was flattered. He watched Gihan pull on his thong and stuff his cock and balls into the tiny spandex. One more kiss and Gihan returned to the game, which appeared to be mostly over, although those involved were still whooping loudly.

Brandon took a moment to lie on the sand and stare at the waves rolling ever closer as the tide came in. I wonder what Julian tastes like, he thought. I wonder what he’s doing now.

Score: Blow jobs received: 1. Blow jobs given: 1. No bet won.

IV. Tuesday morning

One of the most enjoyable repasts at Pacific Palms was the resort’s own version of elevenses. At 11 a.m. or shortly thereafter, guests could tuck into rather good tea, cocktails, of course, and the sumptuous fruit buffet. There were, naturally, fruits familiar to Brandon like bananas, mangoes, coconuts, avocados, kiwis and papayas, but he was more intrigued by the fruits that were unfamiliar. 

Gihan took great pleasure in being his fruit buffet guide and grabbed a plateful of the most exotic ones. They took a seat, and Gihan sliced open a brilliant pink and green oblong fruit. He used his spoon to scoop out the bright white flesh dotted with tiny black seeds and brought it toward Brandon’s mouth.

“This is dragon fruit from Vietnam,” Gihan said. “It’s sweet and juicy, like you.”

Brandon swallowed it. It was like a kiwi, but unlike anything Brandon had ever tasted before.

Next, Gihan peeled what could have been a large grape, but it was a deep, dark red color on the outside. The skin was rough and scaly but, underneath was creamy beige flesh. He held the large pearl-like fruit by Brandon’s mouth.

“This is a lychee,” Gihan said. “Mostly Chinese but available all over Asia. There’s a seed that you need to spit out.”

Brandon cautiously bit into it finding the seed. He spit that out, but the flesh, oh, it was so sweet.

“How do you know all this?” said Brandon.

Gihan winked. “South Asian parents and lots of travel. Oooh, you’ll like this one.”

He held up a deep purple fruit. It was so dark that it was almost black. It had a green cap and stem, and it did not look appetizing.

Brandon must have shown this feeling on his face because Gihan said, “Trust me.”

Gihan cracked open the fruit revealing a neon purple inside and more pale white flesh. Brandon opened his mouth.

“This one also has a seed,” Gihan said. “But it won’t hurt you.”

This fruit was so good, thought Brandon. He wished he could get fruit like this in Chicago. He closed his eyes so he could more fully enjoy the taste and the texture without distraction, and then he felt a hand on his shoulder.

“I’m glad you’re enjoying the fruit buffet, Brandon. It ranks right up there on our guests’ lists of favorite memories, after sun, surf, and sex,” Julian said. “Not necessarily in that order.”

Brandon opened his eyes and looked up in time to see Julian flash a brilliant, non-Pacific Palms Resort sanctioned smile and wink. That smile and wink made Brandon feel like the boy who had just won the favor of his object of desire.

“Yes, I certainly am. I have a great teacher, too,” Brandon said, nodding at Gihan.

“You’re in very good hands, then. Another perfect day, gentlemen,” Julian said as he gave Brandon’s shoulder a gentle, yet firm squeeze. “Don’t forget to enjoy it.”

Brandon watched Julian walk away from them and from the verandah. He lost interest in the fruit.

“Oh you. You have it bad,” Gihan said. He pinched Brandon’s arm. “Go. Go see if you can catch up with him before Jay Kwon traps him again.”

Brandon smiled and bid Gihan goodbye. Julian had long legs, but Brandon managed to catch up with him as he walked through the hotel.

“Julian,” said Brandon. “Do you have a moment?”

“But of course,” he said turning to him with that perfect smile. Their eyes locked.

“I was wondering if you had some time for a private yoga lesson?” said Brandon. Not bad for completely unplanned, thought Brandon.

“I do,” said Julian, who lowered his voice ever so slightly to reduce the chance of being overheard. “Would you like to go to the yoga studio now? There is no class scheduled there at the moment.”

Brandon readily agreed and they set off, but Julian turned a different way than he had anticipated.

“According to the resort map, we should have turned right back there to get to the yoga studio,” Brandon said.

“There is another studio I want to show you. It’s a bit tucked away. It’s older than the one closer to the hotel, but I like it better. Mostly staff uses it now. I think you’ll like it,” Julian said.

They walked for some time. Julian told Brandon about how he got the job at the resort and about his previous job and life as a mechanical engineer. He told him that getting the engineering degree from McGill University in Canada made his parents proud. He had thought they would be disappointed when he told them he had accepted the job as fitness director.

“But my Mum and Pop were very supportive. Pop said, ‘Who knew you were so versatile!’ I think it’s really because I am well paid that they have been supportive. I make more doing what I do now than I ever did as an engineer,” Julian said.

Brandon was suitably impressed. He said that his parents still weren’t convinced that his YouTube show was real work.

“And they’re right. It really isn’t work. I mean, all I do is comment on what other people do. They’d be thrilled if I had become an engineer,” he said.

They walked in an easy silence for a bit, the silence punctuated only by Julian pointing out a few trees to Brandon.

“You like gazing in wonder at trees. I remember,” he said and smiled his mischievous smile.

“Oh, shut up,” Brandon said. He poked Julian in the stomach and met with hard muscled flesh. He liked it that Julian seemed to have dropped his habitual formality on this walk. Brandon hoped it had something to do with his company.

They made it to the studio, but Julian stopped just short of the door.

“Shhh,” he said.

Brandon inched closer to Julian and leaned toward the door. He could hear sounds, moaning and heavy breathing mostly.

“Follow me,” Julian said moving to the side of the small building with Brandon following close behind.

They stopped at a window. Looking in, Brandon saw three naked men. He recognized Rogelio, the driver, and Simon, the hotel desk clerk, but he had never seen the third man before. Rogelio sat on a cushion on the bamboo floor with his legs spread wide. Simon sat on his hard dick with his back against Rogelio’s chest. He pumped himself up and down on Rogelio’s cock like a languorous piston. It seemed to Brandon as though he wanted to make the feeling, whatever he was feeling, last for as long as possible. Simon’s dick was hard, and it bounced and wobbled as its owner thrust up and down. He moaned loudly whenever he grasped his cock and balls, pressing them up against his flat stomach.

Brandon could just make out Rogelio’s face behind Simon. Rogelio regarded Simon with avid desire. He ran his hands up and down Simon’s back and would occasionally grasp Simon’s ass cheeks. The third man, with brown skin and curly black hair, stood off to the side stroking his own erection.

“I know Rogelio and Simon, but who’s the other guy?” Brandon whispered.

“His name is Edson. He’s from Brazil, and he’s only been here a month. He’s cute, yes?” Julian said.

Brandon nodded, aware that the threesome and the nearness of Julian were almost too arousing to bear. Brandon’s cock was pushing hard against his shorts. He looked down, and Julian was also obviously rock hard. Julian placed his hand on Brandon’s back.

“There is a rule against staff fraternizing with guests,” Julian said. “Under the right circumstances, I could be tempted to break it.”

Brandon gulped. He could come right now. He didn’t want Gihan or Chris or anyone else. He wanted Julian. All of a sudden, Brandon felt guilty and horny. He really shouldn’t have bet on sleeping with Julian. He didn’t want to win the bet. He just wanted to suck Julian’s cock right now. He turned and looked in Julian’s eyes and licked his lips. Julian ran his hand up and down Brandon’s back.

“You’re very handsome, you know,” Julian said.

For a long time, Brandon hadn’t thought he was as good-looking as some other guys, but he had started to believe it recently. Julian’s compliment sent him over the moon. They stood there staring in the window. The threesome inside didn’t notice or didn’t care.

Rogelio kept pumping his cock into Simon, who was thickly built and a dark blond. He was Latvian or Lithuanian. His hands reached up to his nipples and started playing with them. Edson, who was uncut, had his hand around his dick sliding his foreskin back and forth. He walked closer to Simon’s open mouth.

Edson teased Simon with his dick. Simon looked so hungry. Impaled on Rogelio’s dick and held in his arms, he kept trying to reach up to wrap his mouth around Edson’s sausage. Edson would bring it to Simon’s lips and then step back an inch. And then he let Simon take in the tip, which was wet and glistening with pre-cum. Edson leaned down to kiss Simon.

“My turn next,” said Edson. “Don’t wear out Rogelio.”

Simon smiled. “I’ll swap places, but only if you let me suck your cock.”

Edson agreed, stood up, and pushed his dick into Simon’s waiting mouth. Rogelio was pumping his ass. Edson was fucking his face. Simon looked like he was in heaven. He held Edson by his hips. Occasionally Edson’s dick would slide out of Simon’s mouth. Simon would attack the dick with his tongue, licking up and down the shaft. Edson held up his dick so he could bounce his nut sac on Simon’s ravenous tongue.

Edson pulled back and said, “My turn.”

Simon looked mildly disappointed before sliding his ass off of Rogelio’s still very hard dick. Rogelio pulled off his condom and put on a new one. He was ready for Edson to sit on him. Edson squirted a bunch of lube onto Rogelio’s dick and smeared some around his own asshole before spreading his ass cheeks and lowering himself down.

“Ah, sim, sim, sim!” yelled Edson.

Julian turned to look at Brandon and said, “Sim is Portuguese for yes. Are you enjoying yourself?”

Brandon nodded and thought, must be hard for Julian to stop thinking of the happiness of the resort guests. But, yes, he was enjoying this immensely. He had never watched a real live three-way. He’d never been this close to a man like Julian, a man he wanted so much.

As for the men in the yoga studio, Rogelio had quads of steel, and he was really using them to push his dick up and down into Edson. Simon approached Edson’s mouth with his still-hard dick. He slid his hand up and down the shaft while running his other hand through Edson’s hair. Simon’s back started to arch, and he looked like he was about to come. His balls bounced back and forth as he pulled his cock ever faster.

“Ja, ja, JA!” he yelled and then the white stuff started to flow.

First Simon came. Then Edson started to come. He slid his foreskin back and forth. It would come all the way forward and cover his whole dick. Then Edson would pull it all the way back to reveal the head. Then he turned his attention to his hairy balls. He played with them like they were super large marbles. And then his jizz started to flow, landing on Simon’s feet. Then






















































































































[image: image]


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Volumes~~]¢4 Boxed Set






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.jpg
Kendal( Morgdh

Pacific Palms Resort Story ()





d2d_images/scene_break.png





