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The Orange Blossom Nudist Resort series is a fictional book dealing with the sexual adventures of singles and couples at a fictitious nudist resort. The series is not intended to depict the actual nudist lifestyle but to take readers on a sexual fantasy.

Readers first follow the early adventures of Jim and Jane as they enter a nudist lifestyle. They start going to a topless beach, then nude beaches, and finally, the Orange Blossom Nudist Resort. They enjoy their new leisure-time activity with its sexual benefits. At first, they are afraid to tell anyone about their clothes-free adventures, but eventually, they confide in their best friend, Debbie. She is supportive and joins them for a couple of their nude beach trips. 

Debbie is taken by Jane and Jim's description of their latest adventure to the Orange Blossom, and Jane invites her to join them on their next trip. Debbie eagerly agrees and does the Orange Blossom in a big way as she releases her pent-up sexual desires. Read and see if Jim’s fantasies with Debbie come true. 

Eventually, Rachel, a co-worker of Jim’s, learns that Jim and his wife Jane have a naked secret, that of being nudists. After overcoming their initial embarrassment of being discovered, Jim and Jane invite Rachel and her husband to the Orange Blossom.

Also included with this book is a free bonus story, ‘The Bare Assets Band.’ In this story, readers learn how the band that plays in the nude came to be. The group starts as a regular nightclub band. Still, they had to overcome their modesty when the financial need required them to accept an offer to play at the Orange Blossom Nudist Resort. They end up doing much more than merely becoming nudists... 

This erotic fantasy has it all: Virgin sex, interracial, foursomes, voyeur, orgy, bondage, anal, striptease, nude beach, and more.

Also note: The Orange Blossom is an erotic fictional series and not intended to depict an actual or typical nudist lifestyle.
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Jim & Jane’s Tahitian Vacation

It all started innocently enough when Jim’s wife, Jane, began planning their summer vacation. Spending most of their lives in south and central Florida, they often went somewhere nearby, like the Caribbean. Other times, they would go north, to the Appalachian Mountains, to escape Florida's heat and humidity. 

Jane, however, was looking for something more exotic this time. She wanted more exciting tales and photos to share with our friends and coworkers. Their same old same old was not good enough for an Instagram world. 

They had saved up a little more money than usual, so they looked at Europe, Hawaii, or somewhere out west.  Wherever they ended up, Jim suspected there would be a beach.  For Jane, it is not a vacation without some sand and sun. Considering their budget and available vacation time, they would be able to take a couple of weeks.

After looking at many locations, Jane finally hit upon Tahiti in French Polynesia.

“Jim, Tahiti sounds like just what I'm looking for. Do you think we could afford it?”

“We probably wouldn’t be taking too many side trips on an island that size, and since we will be spending most of our time at the beach, that will save a little money. It definitely sounds like an adventure, Jane. Let’s run the numbers.” 

Jane liked the idea that they would be in a foreign country where they spoke French, which sounded romantic. She selected what looked like a lovely beachfront hotel. She wanted to relax and soak up the sun with a few side trips to explore the island and local culture. 

Now, Jane was not naive. They had been to various beaches where many women wore skimpy bikinis. Some wore thong-type bottoms, and a few even went topless on one of the Caribbean islands. Thongs are generally not allowed at most Florida beaches. Still, they had seen them at South Beach in Miami, where a thong bottom was allowed, but it was not the norm. Jane did not think she would be surprised by anything Tahiti would have to throw at her. 

She did not have a problem with the occasional eye candy for Jim at South Beach.  She was not a prude, as she liked to wear tiny string bikinis herself so she would have minimal tan lines. 

She felt more comfortable if more daring women wore skimpier attire at the beaches they visited. In that way, she figured she would not stand out or be made to feel paranoid wearing her little string bikini. She thought Tahiti would be the same.

Wrong...

Jane booked the flights and rooms for a beachfront hotel in Tahiti about a month in advance to get the best rates. They then waited patiently for their scheduled vacation to begin. After a long, agonizing flight in a cramped coach seat, they finally arrived in Tahiti and went to their hotel room to check-in. It was getting late in the evening when they arrived, so they decided to visit the nightclub in the hotel for a meal and a few drinks before visiting the beach in the morning.

They were ready for the beach after sleeping in and enjoying a leisurely breakfast. Jane wore her favorite black string bikini with a cover-up and her SFP 4 tanning lotion. Jim took his bottle of SPF 50. Jane always laughed at him, but he had no desire to test his luck with skin cancer. However, he did enjoy lying out to soak up the heat of the sun's rays. They were ready to head for the beach across from their hotel.

As soon as they stepped onto the beach, Jane was in shock. Most of the women were topless, including the women her age.

Jane quickly picked a spot and spread their towels out. They then went through the ritual of slathering on the tanning lotion. It was all Jim could do, not to stare at all the boobs. After all, Jim was a happily married man. Besides, he did not want to catch hell for staring or spring a massive boner in a public place. However, he could not help but sneak a few peeks. There were so many bold, bouncing titties on display, small ones, big ones, light ones, dark ones, firm ones, and saggy ones. As a well-endowed beauty walked by, with her breasts gently swaying in time to her steps, he had to swallow hard to keep his tongue from falling out. Better, pretend not to notice, Jim thought to himself. Not a problem, though. Jane was too busy looking for herself.

They both pretended to stare out at the ocean for a while.

Finally, Jane spoke up. “Most women my age aren't wearing tops. And some have skimpy thong-type bottoms.  I'm sure you've noticed.”

Now, how does a guy answer a question like that? Jim thought. It is the same as when a woman asks you if a dress makes her look fat. Jim couldn’t say he did not notice, and he definitely couldn’t comment on her age.

“Well...”

“Jim, I changed my mind. I want to check out more of the island.”

Saved! 

“You can stay here if you want to enjoy the sights.” 

Jim was not the sharpest tool in the shed, but he got this one. “I would rather we stick together. Let's return to our room and look at some of those brochures we picked up at the front desk.” 

After two days of exploring the island tourist traps, Jan found nothing else that caught her fancy. However, Jim was not the one who was going to be the first to suggest trying the beach again. 

On the night of the third day, Jane realized she was starting to get a farmer's tan. 

“How will I explain why I don't have an all-over tan to my friends and coworkers? I have been trying to avoid the beach because of all those topless women. However, I am going to have to swallow my pride. Just try not to stare at all the bare boobs too much. Obviously, you will enjoy this vacation a lot more than I will. You're going to owe me big time.” 

The next morning, they started as if they did the first day. Jane with her black bikini and SPF 4, Jim with his SPF 50.

After about an hour of lying out, Jim suggested they walk the surf. Jane sat up and looked around. There are only a couple of topless women, but they are outnumbered by several older women wearing one-piece suits. 

Then she spotted two women further down the beach. Although they were much older, probably in their fifties, they strolled along bare-breasted.

“Jim, oh my God, I can't do this. Look at those two, letting it all hang out. Everyone will think I'm an old prude.”

“Hell, Jane. Maybe you should give it a try.”

“But all the guys will stare at me. Would you really be OK with me being half-naked?”

“The guys have a lot of other women to look at, so it wouldn't be like they're just focused on you. Look at it this way. We will be flying home in a couple of days, and we will never see any of these people again. As I see it, I get a rare chance to show off my wife's hot body and let the guys drool over what I have. It would certainly make this a vacation to remember. We just won't be able to tell anyone about it.”

“Okay, but how do I get my top off without drawing too much attention? What do I do? Take my top off and simply fling it aside. That would be obvious.”

“I've got an idea. Lay face down, and I will undo your top. Continue to lie that way for a while and then casually roll over like you always go topless.”

“That's a dumb idea.”

“You got a better one?”

With that, Jane laid down, and Jim undid her top. She then carefully slid it away while keeping her boobs on the towel. Jim got restless after about half an hour. “Are you ready to try to roll over?” 

“Jim, sit up first and make sure not too many guys are hanging around.”

Jim looked around and saw what seemed to be a typical crowd of beachgoers. “Eh, there are a couple of guys over to our left checking out the girls. However, they seem to be preoccupied with checking out a couple of topless teenagers wearing tiny thongs in their sight. Those girls look like they are under 18. I bet those guys could go to jail for what's on their minds.” 

“They sound like pervs, Jim. Are you sure it is, okay?” 

“They may be perverts, but the same guys who check out 18-year-olds weren't normally interested in more mature women. Look, Jane, let us get real. You will have to wait forever for a totally deserted beach. If you are going to do this, sit up and bring your knees up to your chest; that way, you'll be partly covered. Then when you are comfortable, you can starch your legs out to expose your tits.” It was as good a plan as any. Besides, Jane couldn’t hide forever by lying on her belly. 

After sitting up, Jane looked at the two teen girls to her left. Not only were they topless, but they were also wearing tiny G-string bottoms.

“Those girls? How do you figure they could be teenagers? Their ass cheeks are on display for the whole world to see. Surely their parents wouldn't let them run around like that?” 

“I didn't look that closely, Jane. You may be right.” Jim was not going to tell her he had taken a second look. He was not about to admit he had noticed how perky their breasts were, with absolutely no sag whatsoever. Nor was Jim about to confess, observing how their nipple and aureoles were not as large as the more mature females on display. He would risk getting slapped silly for checking them out. Then Jim would have to convince Jane that her breasts looked just as tasty. He would then risk getting smacked a second time when bumbling through a clumsy expression of male appreciation. In truth, he felt Jane did have beautiful boobs. Although not huge, they had kept a youthful firmness. 

After a few minutes, Jane felt more comfortable. She decided it was time to get up and walk the beach. They strolled down to the water and turned to the right, away from the crowd of potential oglers. Jim took his usual position closer to the edge of the water. That way, Jane, who was shorter, would be at about eye level with Jim. Jane usually liked that, but not today. 

“Honey, switch sides with me. That way, you'll be between most of the sunbathers and me. That way, you'll be partly hidden by your body.”

“Still feeling shy, gorgeous? There's no reason you should.”

“I know it won’t do much good, but it still will make me feel a little better.”

It was a warm day, as most days were in Tahiti. Jane’s skin was already glowing, beginning to collect a faint sheen of sweat. Jim slipped his arm around her waist and felt the delicious heat of two nearly naked bodies in contact.

“You know what, Jim? This really feels nice. Normally, my top pushes my boobs against my body, making little pools of sweat collect on the underside of my titties.”

Jim watched a tiny drop of moisture run down between her bouncing globes before vanishing. He would have loved to chase it with his tongue.

“I also like how my boobs gently sway as I walk; it feels very free and even a little erotic.” Jane took Jim by the hand and squeezed just his fingertips. “We may have to go back to our room pretty soon to take care of a burning desire I'm starting to develop.”

“Same here. You're so hot without a top that I'm getting a semi,” Jim said. “These swim trunks aren't as baggy as when I put them on in the morning.”

“Are you sure you don't have a problem with my boobs hanging out like this in front of the other men?”

“Hell no, I trust you're not going to run off with any of them. Besides, I like showing off my hot wife, and most men with good-looking wives would do the same if they got the chance. However, if you continue to heat me up, that little rise you gave me will be a bigger problem. You know the old saying, the angle of the dangle is equal to the heat of the meat.”

They began approaching a hot-looking, topless woman in the surf as they walked. She had her back to us, but we could tell she was about Jane's age and size. Her boobs, waist, and hips were all about the same as Jane's. The big difference was that she was wearing a black G-string bottom. It had strings tied off in bows at the sides of her hips, like those on Jane’s suit. Instead of attaching to a triangular patch of cloth covering her butt, they continued around her waist to a silver ring at the top of her butt crack. A third string then led down from the ring and disappeared between the cheeks of her ass, presumably attaching to the small triangular piece of cloth covering her crotch in front. Her butt cheeks were on full display. Jim just wanted to reach out and grab a cheek in each hand. Oh, Jim knew they would have to return to their room soon. The woman's G-string was black, his wife's favorite color. Jane could not help but make the same comparison Jim was making.

“You think I would ever dare to wear a thong like that? Besides having an all-over tan on my boobs, I would have a tanned butt as well.”

“As I said before, Jane, we'll never see any of these people again. I say, go for it!”

“Are you ready to shop?” For the first time, on their vacation, she really smiled.

“Fuck, yeah!”

They returned to their beach towels, only long enough to get dressed and head back. As Jane lifted her arms to tie her top on, Jim could not keep his eyes off her beautiful tits.

By the time they got to their room, Jim’s cock was throbbing; he was in agony as it strained against the confines of his trunks, with all those lush naked boobs at the beach! Including his wife’s. Especially his wife's!

Jane entered first, and Jim closed the door behind them and immediately began to slide his swimsuit down past his hips.  This allowed his dick to spring free. As the trunks fell to his ankles, Jim stepped forward in a continuous walking motion and was instantly stark naked. Scrambled up from behind, Jane was caught by surprise as Jim slammed into her backside.  Jane could feel Jim’s rigid cock push against the silky fabric covering her butt.  At the same time, Jim reached around to cup her firm tits through her bikini top, one in each hand.

Jim squeezed her firm tits while kissing the nape of her neck, shoulders, and the shell of her delicate ears.

“Oh!” Jane moaned as she began humping herself back against his cock. Jane then reached down to rub her pussy through her swimsuit. Her thighs spread slightly to let her fingers do their work.

After a moment, Jane broke loose from his hands, gripping her tits, and turned around to face Jim. Her eyes were glassy with passion. Putting her arms around him, she gave him an endless soul kiss as her tongue went deep to explore the inner deeps of his mouth.

It was time. Jim slid his fingers under the bottom of her bikini top and raised it over her boobs, causing them to tumble free.

“Mmmm yessss," her voice barely moaned as his hands closed around her naked tits to rub her sensitive nipples.

“I've been staring at your gorgeous tits all day and can’t take it any longer,” Jim said. He then grabbed ahold of her bare boobies so that he could run his tongue around her super-sensitive nipples. Yes, fuck, yes. Jim began to suck. His tongue flickered over her right nipple and then the left, darting back and forth between them as Jane kept moaning and squirming.

He gently pushed her onto the bed as his hands slid to Jane’s bikini panties. The crotch of her bikini was soaked entirely through due to her flowing pussy juices. It was evident from the spreading dark patch that she was as turned on as Jim. Jim tugged down the top of her bikini bottom to reveal the top of her little copper-colored cunt bush. She kept it neatly trimmed in a narrow landing strip pattern—and landing his hard dick in that hot cunt below was all that was on Jim’s mind. He pulled the bottoms the rest of the way off as Jane opened her thighs to expose the soaking-wet pink interior of her pussy.

Jim ran his fingers across her slippery love mound before inserting two fingers into the wet inviting slit. The folds of her cunt lips pressed against his exploring fingers as he spread the crack of her pussy wide open to get to her clit. Her love nubbin was huge and swollen, an open invitation. Jim stroked it repeatedly, and she cried out in pleasure whenever he touched her there.

As a tease, he shifted his attention from her love button to her pink tunnel. His index and middle fingers began to slide inside her hot, drippy cunt in a series of deep, eager strokes. The only reason he removed his hand was, so he could use his tongue to stroke up and down Jane's cunt. He could taste her wetness, tangy and hot, oozing into his mouth and coating his tongue as he worked it up and down between her lower lips. Jane's clitoris was a bud of protruding hardness at the top of her cunt, beckoning Jim to lash at it repeatedly with the tip of his tongue.

“Mmmm, honey, I love that.” She slid her hands up to her tits to squeeze them and roll the nipples between her fingers as he ate her out. “Yes... Yes. Eat my pussy!”

Jim climbed between her thighs while keeping his tongue planted in her twat. He could feel the muscles of her cunt tightening against his face as if she were trying to trap his tongue deep inside her pussy. 

“Oh, Jim... Eat me!” Jane clutched at the back of his head to keep his face pressed against her cunt. 

She wrapped her thighs around his neck to better grind her oozing slit into his face. Her wet pussy humped against his tongue again and again. He shoved his oral digit up inside her love tunnel to make her moan. She was already loud, but he knew he could make her scream louder. 

He placed his hands on the cheeks of her ass to pull her pussy harder against his mouth and tongue. He was now licking her pussy in long strokes from her puckered pink asshole to the shiny-wet folds around her clit. Her juices gushed over his face, and the raunchy smell of female excitement turned him on even more. He concentrated on her clit, stroking it rapidly up and down. Jane squirmed on the bed, clawing at the back of his scalp, spreading her thighs further and further apart, hammering his mouth against her pussy. Her body tensed. Oh yeah, she was definitely screaming now.

“Oh, shit... I am coming! I'm coming!” She screamed as she lifted her ass off the bed. She arched her back as she came with a savage intensity that pressed her orgasming twat firmly against his face. Her sopping wet cunt juices smeared his face and began to run down her ass cheeks and onto the bed. Jim’s head rocked back with each spasm while his tongue kept stabbing in and out of her cunt.

“I'm coming again... I'm coming again...”

He let her come a few more seconds and then stopped. Prying her legs open, he slipped his face out of her gripping thighs. Standing boldly, he openly began to massage his throbbing cock.

“I can't stand this anymore. I have been imagining me was sliding my dick into your hot wet pussy all afternoon as I watched you parade around. Your boobs were bouncing around all over the place. And all those drooling guys watching you have been an absolute turn-on for me!”

“I've been horny as hell too. I wanted you to fuck me all afternoon.” Jane shuddered with lust. “So quit dicking around and use that dick of yours!”

Jim forcibly grabbed her ankles to spread her like a wishbone and then lunged forward to jab his swollen prick savagely into her waiting cunt. He watched intently as his cock plunged into her gaping wet hole. Her cunt lips gobbled the length of his shaft until their bellies were pressed so tightly together his balls would slap against her ass cheeks. The powerful internal muscles of her cunt sucked his cock even further inside her. He then quickly began thrusting in and out of her slippery depths. He let go of her ankles and fell forward, holding her on the bed by her shoulders. She raised her head to meet him, and their tongues intertwined in a lustful kiss.

Arching her back and fucking upwards, Jane screamed. “Fuck, Jim, God, FUCK ... I'm coming again.” Her cunt clutched his dick even tighter.

It took a while for Jane to come down from her orgasm. However, when she did, Jim pulled her thighs open more. Her pussy was all the more vulnerable and exposed to his wild hammering. Her fluttering pink hole lay wide open like a target pierced to the hilt by the shaft of a skydiving dick.

“Oh, fuck!” She arched her back again. Her hips bucked. She came yet another time again and maybe even again. She could not seem to stop. Jim could not hold out any longer. It was his turn. He moaned and then shouted as his sperm exploded into the hot wet depths of her cunt. Her vibrating love tunnel was like a soft velvety hand gripping around his cock, urging him to keep coming as it sucked his dick dry. He spasmed endlessly as her muscular pussy sucked a gallon of cum out of his dick, filling and overflowing her twitching love tunnel. 

After Jim’s orgasm subsided, he rolled off her and onto his back. As he turned, his cum-coated dick pulled out of her twat and made a plopping sound slapping against his belly. It was one of the most intense orgasms of his life. Afterward, they lay there on the bed for a while, satisfied and exhausted. 

Then Jane rolled over on Jim, put one knee between his legs, and wrapped her arms around him. As she kissed him, cum and pussy juices flowed out of her hot dripping cunt, to flood the bed. They drowsed off a little, neither one giving a damn about the fucking wet spot.

At some point, he felt her lips on his mouth and then on his ear. “That was hot. I must have come at least a half-dozen times.” She said after breaking off the kiss. “Now, let’s get dressed and go shopping.”

As they got up, Jane looked back at the cum and pussy drippings smeared all over the bed. “We'll have to clean that mess up later. Right now, I just want to go.”

Neither of them was in the mood for a lengthy shopping trip. Jane headed for the gift shop directly across from the hotel and went straight to a rack of G-string bikinis. She picked out a black one her size, similar to the one worn by the lady on the beach—except it had a gold ring with a few rhinestones around the edge.

“You must have seen these earlier since you went right to this rack,” Jim said.

Jane flushed a little. “Yes, I did. I thought I could not wear something like this in public without getting arrested. I never dreamed you would let me do it, even if it was legal. But when I saw the lady on the beach, I knew I wanted it. And then you said to go for it...”

“The gold accent makes this one look more expensive than hers. Are you ready to try it on?”

Jane went back into the dressing room. She returned a few minutes later with a big smile and the thong in her hand.

“I tried it on, and it fits perfectly. I would come out and show you, but I was a little embarrassed to model it in the store. You'll just have to wait until we get to the beach to see me in it.”

“Well then, let’s pay up and get going.”

They changed into beachwear in their hotel room, and Jane wasted no time. She picked out a tight-fitting tee shirt to use as a beach cover-up and headed straight for the bathroom with the G-string bottoms in hand.

She emerged in a few minutes, looking as sexy as hell. Her long wavy red hair flowing down her back emphasized how her tits strained against the material of her tight-fitting shirt. Her large, engorged nipples were clearly outlined beneath the fabric. It was apparent she did not have a bikini top underneath.

The tee stopped short of her crotch to expose the bottom of the black G-string, an open invitation to check out her itty-bitty bikini. Her tits swayed as she moved. She did a slow pirouette so Jim could enjoy every angle. The under-curve of Jane's two bare ass cheeks was clearly visible beneath the hem of the brief cover-up. From behind, she looked naked under the shirt except for the outline of the tiny G-string around her waist. 

“Take the tee shirt off so I can see the full effect of that little G-string.” 

“You'll have to wait until we get to the beach.” She wore a sly smirk. 

They worked their way across the crowded beach, thinking it did not seem this busy a couple of hours ago, as Jane looked for the best place to spread their blankets. She felt nervous again but finally picked a reasonably secluded spot, about halfway down the beach from the water's edge. She had no intention of going into the water. Her little bikini was strictly for catching the attention of ogling males and jealous females. One good-sized wave would mean she would be in big trouble, but she did want to get a few gawkers, just not too many.

As they spread their blankets out, several pairs of eyes were already probing Jane with more than casual interest. She was not yet daring enough to bend over to fix the corners, so she moved the fabric around with her toes.  Jim anchored them with their flip-flops and beach bag. After a few minutes of fussing with the beach blanket, she had nothing left to do but take off her shirt. 

Jim sat down with Jane, still standing, and lifted his gaze to the appropriate spot. 

“Are you ready?” She gripped the bottom edge of her shirt and raised it over her head. 

Several guys were watching Jane. Both Jane and Jim saw them and acted as if they did not notice them staring. First, she raised the bottom of the shirt to just under her tits and looked down at Jim for approval. He smiled, and Jane took the hint, quickly pulling the shirt off over her head, a gesture that allowed her barely constrained tits to pop free in Jim’s direction. After combing her fingers through her hair to get the tangles, she slowly made a single pirouette. On tiptoe, she turned around once to ensure Jim got a good view of her ass before she stopped and faced him again. Her petite figure gave her a very youthful appearance.

“Do you like it?”

“Hell yeah!”

His wife was standing in front of him in public for all to see. For all intent and purpose, she was completely naked except for the small triangle of black cloth covering her pussy. Several of the guys nearby could not look away from the sexy display. Jane noticed, but she did not seem to mind.

Jim was enjoying the envious stares himself. He knew he would be able to screw his hot babe’s brains out later, and all the gawkers would get were a few minutes of drool time.

“Let's go walk the beach, Jim. I want to show this little thing off.”

“Okay, but try not to shake that gorgeous ass of yours too much, or I'll shoot my load at a moment's notice.”

They strolled along the beach. Jane was getting a lot of attention, and she knew it and seemed to enjoy it as much as the watchers did. Jim had consistently told Jane what a smoking body she had, and Jane would always brush the comment off, saying that he was trying to butter her up to get into her pants. All this attention from the other guys made her realize that it was not just Jim saying it; they thought the same thing.

After she paraded around for a while, they laid out until it was getting close to dinnertime. They were both getting a little hungry and decided it was time to go to their room, change clothes, and get a bite. 

Back in the room, Jane removed her cover-up and flung it on the bed as Jim peeled off his trunks. With her back towards him, she slid down her thong. When it reached her ankles, she bent over and started to step out of it. 

Jim could not control himself any longer. He dropped to his knees behind her and buried his face in that delicious-looking ass. 

“Hey!!!” Jane let out a surprised yelp as he placed one hand on her bare butt cheeks and pushed them onto the bed. 

Jim gently pulled her legs apart so that he could get his face further into her ass. He stuck his tongue into her cunt from behind and ran it back to her asshole several times. Her cunt was sopping wet with pussy juices. Her winking pucker was now thoroughly juiced up with pussy juice and saliva, so he stuck his tongue up into her asshole as far as he could. 

Jane let out a satisfying “Ahh...” as he began to fuck her tiny butthole with his tongue. 

By this time, Jim had another raging hard-on. He felt her pussy with his hand and gently stuck a thumb up her cunt. Her juices gushed over his hand and onto the bed.

“Jim, I can't take it any longer. Stick your hard cock up my pussy right now!”

Jim stood up slightly, took his cock in hand, and guided it into that dripping snatch to enter her from behind, doggy style. He slid in with ease, going all the way. Grabbing her ass, he started pumping in and out. After a few short thrusts, Jane's body stiffened, and her pussy squeezed around his dick as she rushed toward orgasm.

“I'm coming ... I'm coming!”

Feeling her intense orgasm was more than Jim could stand, and he could no longer hold back. His balls began to blast their load as he pumped what seemed like a gallon of cum into her hot pussy. No sooner had he finished than Jane started to come a second time.

After she finished, Jim pulled out and collapsed in the center of the bed, and Jane crawled close beside him. For the moment, they were both too tired to stand, much less clean up. Cum, pussy juice, and saliva drooled from her dripping cunt onto the bedspread.

They were not sure how long they cuddled, but Jane remembered she was hungry at some point. “We really should get cleaned up for dinner. This bed is shameful, with two huge cum stains on the linens in five hours. What the fuck will the housekeeper think?”

“She'll think it's a good thing that Americans tip well. Besides, we'll never see her again.”

That evening, after dinner and another trip to the beach, they repeated their sexcapades once more. After three fucks in one day, Jane's pussy was sore, and Jim's balls were drained. However, they did not let up, as they only had a few days left in Tahiti. For the rest of the vacation, they would go to the beach, where Jane would flaunt her stuff; they would get horny, return to their room, fuck like bunnies, and then repeat. They were screwing three or four times a day, more than they did on their honeymoon.  

On the last day at the beach, Jane decided she wanted some personal photos for souvenirs. Therefore, they found a secluded cove where Jim used a digital camera to take some pictures of Jane topless in her tiny G-string bikini. He grabbed several shots of her walking along the surf's edge. In some, she walked toward Jim to show off her gorgeous bare boobs. In others, she walked away to show off her exposed derriere, dressed only in the small strings from the G-string wrapped around her waist and disappeared down the crack of her ass. These rear views gave little indication that she was not fully nude.

“Jane, I'd like to have a couple of shots of you and me together.” A young guy was not too far away, about twenty feet from the shoreline. He was probably in his late teens and was trying to act as if he was not watching. They both knew better.

“Do you think I can ask him to take some pictures of us?” Jim said, pointing to the guy.

“Sure,” Jane said with an evil twinkle in her eye and a devious smile on her lips. Jane had changed so much from being a blushing prude a few days ago.

“Hey, buddy. Do you think you could take a couple of shots of my wife and me?”

“Oh... OK.” He blinked, trying to look as if he had not been paying attention all along. Jim handed him the camera and walked back down to the water's edge by his wife. First, they turned toward the cameraman with their backs to the ocean. Jim stood behind Jane, slightly off to her right, with his left hand over her left shoulder. Jim purposely placed his wrist on the very top of her shoulder. This allowed his hand to dangle down. It was as if he was about to grab her exposed tit at any moment.

The young man took a couple of shots from his position halfway up the beach.

“You seem a little far away.” Jane waved him to come closer and smiled.

“Come closer so you can get a better shot.”

He hesitated. From the growing bulge in his trunks, it was apparent to both that the kid was getting turned on by Jane’s use of the term ‘closer shot.’ That phrase had multiple meanings. Not only would he get a better camera shot, but also, he would get a better view of the hot boobs his eyes had locked onto. One could develop a third meaning of the phrase and how it might affect the fluids collecting in his balls.

“It's okay, baby,” Jane said. “We won't bite.” 

He blushed, but if good manners required him to get close to Jane's naked ta-tas, how could a red-blooded man refuse? Therefore, he came forward to grab a few more snaps. Jane turned towards Jim as she seductively adjusted her G-string, first by pulling it away from her crotch and then letting her thumbs slide along the side strings to raise them on her hips.

When she moved in closer, she rotated her ass more toward him. Her tits rubbed against the side of Jim’s chest, and her crotch bumped against his leg. The young guy could not see the front of her G-string bottom, only her bare hip and butt cheek. From his viewpoint, she would have looked utterly naked except for the delicate string around her waist. His raging hard-on pushed out the front of his trunks. He looked embarrassed, if not in out-and-out pain.

After Jane had thoroughly enjoyed torturing him, she took their camera back. “Thanks, man.” She spoke.  

He walked away quickly without a word, adjusting his trunks as he did. 

“How long do you think before that poor boy jacks off?” Jane giggled. “Think he'll make it back to his hotel room?” 

“He'll be lucky to make it to the other side of that palm tree,” Jim said. 

“This is payback for all the times in high school when my boyfriend couldn't finish what he started, and I had to finger my wet pussy in the girl's room,” Jane said as she hooked her arm in Jim’s. “This time, I intend to take my guy back to my room and fuck his brains out.” 

“Oh, the joy of being brainless,” Jim said. “I can’t wait.”

By the end of the vacation, Jane’s pussy and Jim’s dick were as sore as they had been on their honeymoon.
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Got to Tell Someone!

Jane and Jim both agreed that Tahiti had been the most magnificent trip ever and that they would have to make it again soon. There was one big problem ... cost. They could not afford to go to Tahiti every vacation. Besides, waiting a whole year seemed like an unbearable prospect, even if they had unlimited funds.

Another problem was what to tell their friends, family, and coworkers. They did not have many photos, at least not that they were willing to share. Besides, they, sure as shit, could not tell them about Jane going topless in her ass-baring G-string.

Jim was hammered with questions no sooner than he had returned to work Monday morning.

Betty, the Finance Manager, who had an office directly across from his, was the first to ask about his vacation. “So, Jim, how was Tahiti? Tell me everything.”

“It was great.” He said, trying to keep it short and sweet.

“What did you do?” Betty asked him as her two assistants, Beth and Rachel, crowded around.

“We checked out the sights on the island, but mostly, we hung out at the beach. Just chilling, you know.” Jim said.

“So, how did it go around here?” He said, trying to change the subject.

“I want to see the pictures,” Rachel said.

“Erm, uh...” Why hadn't he prepared a better story, Jim thought to himself.

Beth giggled. “Let me guess. The topless beach bunnies there wouldn’t let you take their photo.”

That caught the attention of Big Ears, Mike, “Yeah, I heard at some of those island locations the girls go topless. You got to have some pictures?” 

Great! He had a crowd of coworkers around him. He was never this fucking popular when he came back from Fort Myers.

Beth turned on Mike. “Yeah, you'd get off on that, you pervert.”

“I always wondered what it would be like to go topless but never had the nerve,” Betty said. “Isn't there a beach over by the Cape that's fully nude, both guys and gals?”

“I heard that too,” Rachel said. “But my husband would have kittens if I said I wanted to go to a nude beach.  Hell, I'd be too embarrassed anyway.”

“Your husband is so controlling,” Betty said. “I divorced Dan, my first husband, over control issues, and now I am fighting with Bob over the same damn thing. Rachel, you are young, have a killer figure, and nothing to be embarrassed about. If you want to go to a topless beach, you should stand up for yourself and go. Now, this chunky, over-the-hill body with saggy tits.” She pointed at herself.  “That's something to be embarrassed about.”

“You're all a bunch of perverts. I have to get back to work.” Beth said and walked away. 

“I need to get to work, too,” Jim said, appreciating the convenient out Beth had given him. “I'm sure I have a ton of emails to go through.” 

For the rest of the day
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