
Table of Contents

Pan’s Paradise | The Erotic Adventures: Part Two | By Emelia Del Rey

Copyright

Author’s Message

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

About the Author

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Pan’s Paradise

[image: image]


[image: image]

The Erotic Adventures: Part Two

By Emelia Del Rey

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Copyright


[image: image]


This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, events, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. Due to inappropriate language and explicit sexual descriptions, this book is not recommended for any reader under the age of eighteen. 

Copyright © 2016 

Del Rey Publishing Inc.

All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, or stored in a database or retrieval system, without the prior permission of the publisher.

Jacket photograph used with permission of the owner. Copyright © 2016

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Author’s Message


[image: image]


This book is an experiment in serial writing. As such it will be released in 4-5 segments, or parts, assuming the readers, should there actually be any, like it. Erotica, to me at least, should be a combination of writing styles. Hard core, definitely, but not possessing a shoddy storyline. That’s where, in my opinion anyway, many pieces of erotic literature fail. Nor should it be about heaving breasts and engorged manhood. Sorry, but that belongs in a Harlequin book, not in mine. I am a firm believer in the three C’s: Cock, cunt, and cum. Possessing the second in the list, and enjoying the first and last immensely, I see no need in hiding sex behind frilly language. It’s raw, it’s in your face, and that’s the way I like it. I sincerely hope you enjoy reading it as much as I’ve enjoyed writing it. If you do, drop me a line at Emelia_Del_Rey1996@yahoo.com. I love to hear from my readers. Part two of the series will be out very soon. Ask to be added to my mailing list and you will be kept apprised of the release date.

Yours Truly,

Emelia Del Rey.
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“Seriously, Vic?” the voice of someone vaguely familiar said through the mists of my dreams. “You couldn’t wait one day?”

“Don’t give me that holier than thou bullshit,” my pillow yawned. “You’re just jealous.”

I opened my eyes. The pillow, as it turned out, was a rather plump and attractive breast, complete with rosy red nipple staring me right in the eye. The memory of what happened last night, in all its lurid detail, slowly percolated its way back into my consciousness.

“Aw, crap!” I looked down the bed at Vic and me. The blanket only covered half of us, leaving the other half on full display for anyone to see, including Noelle, who stood framed in the open doorway, looking none too amused. “This isn’t... I mean, it is, but... SHIT!”

“Relax,” Victoria giggled and pulled her breast out from under me, leaving my head to unceremoniously drop to the mattress. “She’s being a bitch, that’s all.”

“She’s not being anything but nice,” Noelle huffed. “Don’t you put ideas like that into her head either. It’d be just like you to poison Abby against the rest of us. I came by to tell you you’re late for breakfast, in case you’re interested. Everyone’s almost done. They’ll be nothing left if you don’t get your asses out the bed and into a pair of shorts quick.”

“Shit, shit, shit!” I swore as I jumped out of bed immediately after Noelle left and grabbed a pair of shorts from my wardrobe. I was going commando today, owing to the fact I didn’t want to waste time putting on any more clothing than I had to. “This isn’t good!”

“Relax,” Victoria sat up in bed and stretched lasciviously. “She’s just pissed because I got to you first.”

“What am I,” I sighed as I worked the shorts up over my hips and grabbed a clean T, “a new toy?”

“Way better than any toy I’ve ever gotten,” Victoria giggled. “You were wonderful.”

“Uh huh,” I grabbed a pair of shorts from her wardrobe and threw them at her. “Get your ass in gear. I don’t want to lose my job my first morning here.”

There was nobody in the dining hall when we arrived five minutes later.

“I can skip breakfast.” I said, not comfortable with the idea of being there without the others. “It’s no problem.” 

“Nobody’s skipping breakfast.” Victoria grabbed my elbow and pulled me to the back of the hall. “Especially not me. After last night, I’m starving! Cook’s in the kitchen. We’ll get her to whip something up for us quick. No biggie.”

All I could think of was Sue’s comment from the night before. About Cook not liking it when staff were late for meals. And we were definitely late. I don’t know why, but I had visions of the types of women occupying the places behind the counter of my school cafeteria. Not happy to be there, hating the snotty nosed teenagers they were forced to serve, but lacking in motivation to find a better job. I didn’t want to face that, especially not on my second day, but with Vic dragging me through the double doors to the back, I didn’t have much of a choice.

“Sorry we’re late,” Victoria announced cheerfully as we entered the kitchen. “It’s my fault. We overslept. Forgive me?”

Two things shocked me about the woman standing next to the grill. Firstly, she didn’t look like a Victoria Secret model. Around here, that wasn’t normal. Secondly, she didn’t look like a typical school cafeteria worker either. At least none I’ve ever known. She was a bit on the plump size, but in a healthy sort of way. Taller than me, but not by much. Full sized hips and chest, and black hair done tightly up in a bun on her head. Pretty, yes, but not young like the rest of them. If I had to guess her age, I’d say mid-thirties at least. And despite the lack of a smile on her face, I somehow knew she loved her job. Even with two precocious young adults who couldn’t haul their asses out of bed in time to make breakfast interrupting her post meal schedule.

“What have you been up to, Victoria?” The woman waved the spatula menacingly in our direction. “You know when breakfast is, don’t you? You ought to, you’ve been here long enough.”

“Oh please, Cook,” Victoria put on her best whipped puppy dog face, “not today. I had a rough night last night, that’s why we overslept. The storm...”

The middle-aged woman’s face immediately softened. She obviously had enough experience with her charges to know thunder and lightning weren’t easy on them. 

“You better not make a habit of this,” she grabbed a metal bowl of pancake batter from the counter next to the grill, “hear me? There’s a limit to my sympathy.”

“We won’t.” Victoria winked at me. “I swear.”

“Your word,” the woman laughed as she ladled the batter onto the red-hot grill, “is worth diddly shit. Sometimes I wonder if you’ll ever grow up?”

“You should know the answer to that, Cook.” Victoria grinned as we watched her skillfully flip the pancakes, already a golden brown on their undersides. “Never, that’s when. You wouldn’t know what to do if we did and you know it. What would be the fun in that?”

“Uh huh...” The woman pulled two plates from the rack above her. “Lord help me if any of you actually show up for mealtimes when you’re supposed to. I’d probably keel over from a heart attack if you did. I’m guessing this is our new employee.” She looked at me. “She hasn’t been here a day, and you’re already corrupting. In the worst ways, too, by the looks of her. What do you think of the nuthouse?” she asked. “I’ll warn you ahead of time, it doesn’t get much better.”

“It’s been interesting,” I said and put on my friendliest smile. “I’ll say that.”

“Interesting is one way to put it.” She flipped the pancakes onto the plates and smeared butter on the tops. “Fucked up is another. If you plan on staying the summer, you better have someone normal around here to talk to. The name’s Summer. Suits the season were in, don’t you think?”

“It does,” I laughed as she placed the plates on an island in the center of the room and motioned for us to sit. “Thanks. I hate putting you our when you have work to do. I’m Abby.”

“Eat then, Abby.” She smiled at me. “By the looks of you, you could use a good feed. Not much to you, is there? You’ll fit right in with all the other skinny asses around here.”

“There’s lots to her,” Victoria made a beeline for her plate and began wolfing down her breakfast. “She’s special. I’m starving!”

“I won’t ask why,” Summer laughed and motioned for me to sit, “because knowing you the way I do, I don’t want to know. Come, Abby, sit. If you don’t eat it, she will. What are you two up to today?”

It was a good question. I’d only found out the night before that there were no campers. What the heck does a summer camp counsellor do without campers? I would have asked, but the sight of the pancakes made my stomach grumble and my mouth water. I should eat,” I thought. I did sort of get exercise last night. I carefully cut the first morsel and placed it in my mouth. 

“OH, MY GOD! THESE ARE SO GOOD!” I exclaimed. I couldn’t help it - they were. Good didn’t do them justice. They melted like hot snowflakes on my tongue. “I’ve never had pancakes like these in my life!”

“Nobody’s better than Cook,” Vic mumbled, stuffing forkful after forkful of food into her mouth, her cheeks bulging to the bursting point. “Nobody.”

“Cook...,” the middle-aged woman shook her head and snorted. “Not a very imaginative bunch, are they? You never answered my question.”

“Supposed to show Abbey around.” Victoria drank from her glass of milk, emptying her mouth of its contents in one swallow. “Nick wants her to get to know the programs.”

I was too busy wolfing down my own breakfast to comment, but the thoughts in my mind must have been obvious on my face anyway. 

“I know,” Summer shook her head, “it’s an insane asylum around here. Don’t say I didn’t warn you. I mean, who has a summer camp without campers, right? Then again,” she looked at Victoria, “these ones are a lot like kids. Don’t know what they’d do without me.”

“Starve!” Victoria pushed her plate away and belched loudly. “Summer’s our adopted Mom.”

“As if I’m old enough to be your mother,” she snorted. “Nobody’s old enough to be your mother! If you see Nick,” she said to her, “tell him I want ten minutes of his time. And I don’t mean tomorrow either. The walk-in freezer is on its last legs. We’ve got to get someone in to fix it ASAP. We don’t, we’ll all be eating buckets of ice cream for dinner tonight.”

“I’ll tell him.” Victoria frowned as I finished the last pieces of pancakes and grabbed our plates to take them to the sink, “but you know how he feels about strangers coming on the property. It won’t go over well.”

“You don’t need to do that, Abby,” Summer said as I rinsed off the plates in the sink and stacked them neatly into the tray at the entrance of the dishwasher, “although the thought is appreciated. More than these one’s ever do, that’s for sure. You tell jolly old Saint Nicholas,” she turned her attention back to Victoria, “I could give a rat’s ass how much he dislikes strangers on the property. I need my freezer! I’ll schedule the repairs myself. I’ll call a service man in from three
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