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I squeeze into the small SUV with Jenny and Jeff. The invitation to go on vacation with them came at the best time for me. I'm about to graduate college and my parents gave me the funds for the vacation, claiming I'll be too busy job searching once I graduate. I have a few prospects out there, a start-up software and app company needs a financial director. A bank in town is looking for a new loan officer. My degree will be in business finance and I'm pumped about the job prospects. Truth be known, I'd rather jump in with the start-up company and grow with them. They have the investors and backing. Plus, I love tinkering with computers and know a little something about creating apps. Maybe they'd give me some freedom to play around with that department too.

Jenny peers around the seat at me and smiles. "Did you bring your Speedos?"

I laugh. It's a running joke that year before last I had forgotten my swim trunks and the only thing I could find in my size was a pair of tight Speedos. They loved teasing me endlessly about it.

"Nah, I have my hand-dandy trunks," I say. 

Jenny smells wonderful as always. She keeps flipping her brunette hair over her shoulder. I think it's to tease at me sitting all alone in the backseat. She and Jeff chat about idle stuff while I gaze out the window and daydream. I want this holiday to be a time of relaxation and not of trepidation about the future. I'm pretty solid about the two job prospects though, especially with the start-up company. It takes over three and a half hours to arrive at the beachfront home. I sit up and eagerly look for the tiny sports car that Priscilla Eddings drives.

"Is your mom not here?" I ask.

"No man. You think I'd do this with her here. She's jetted off to Paris for the week, meeting a new lover," Jeff said. Jenny shakes her head and rolls her eyes. 

"She has a business meeting in Paris," Jenny says. Priscilla Eddings is the best sales rep for a high-end cosmetics company. She often travels the world for the business. She's also a looker, sexy and fit. I enjoy it when she's around. Though she's very high maintenance, she enjoys showing off her fit body. Eye candy. My cock thumps in my shorts just thinking about her.

"Peter and Jessie will be staying with us too. We're meeting up later. They're flying in from DC." Jeff sets my bag on the driveway.

Peter and Jessie are friends. They both had internships in DC for their political science degree. Jenny will be the only female in a house full of males.

"Pick your room, Cruz," Jenny says to me. She and Jeff have their own rooms. There's another guest room and the den with a hide-a-bed. I sure don't want the den.

"You know, man, you can just stay in mom's room. She won't be back until two days after we leave. You'll have the best en suite bathroom too instead of having to share with the den." Jeff grins and punches Cruz in the arm.

"Okay, sounds good," I say as I pick up my bag.

"You may not find room in the drawers or closet for your things though," Jenny says as we climb the steps to the front door.

"It's all good. I'll just live out of my suitcase," I say. 

The room reeks of Priscilla. The bathroom vanity is covered with her perfumes and powders. A silk robe hangs precariously over the hook by the entrance. I smile as I finger the soft silky material. It's cool and flows under my hand. I imagine Priscilla in it, her nipples poking through the thin material while she rushes around preparing for the day. 

"Have everything you need?" Jenny asks. I jump back, my heart leaps into my throat. She startles me, and I blanch.

"Um, I guess," I say as I stutter for words.

"Towels? Washcloths? Hand towels?" Jenny's brow lifts. She didn't inherit her mother's golden hair or high cheekbones. She looks more like Edward Eddings with the lower brow and darker features. She's pretty in her own way. She shoves by me and looks under the cabinet. "Yes, you're good for a few days. We'll need to do laundry."

"Okay," I say and get out of her way. She reaches for dirty clothes hamper in the closet and pulls it out. 

"A few of my mom's things in there but put your dirty stuff on top. That way you keep it out of the way. Just wash her stuff in the washer separate from yours. That can pay for your stay in her room," Jenny says. She tweaks me on the chin as she walks out the door.

I exhale making my cheeks expand. My heart is racing. Why do I feel like she almost caught me? I wasn't doing anything bad. Just running my fingers over that soft robe. Put it out of your mind, Cruz. I shake my head. The stupidest things distract me now.

We enjoy a couple of days of lazing in the sun and surf. Jenny acts interested in me the way she flirts with me more than with Jessie and Peter. Might be because Peter has a girl back at the University and Jessie just isn't that interesting to her. I chuckle about it. I'm not sure if Jeff would be down for me going for his sister. She's just two years younger, but she's grown, of legal age.

The others took off for the boardwalk to a shrimp shack at the end of the pier. I'm not a fan of shrimp so I opt to stay at the beach house and order pizza. I don't mind the alone time. After I eat the pizza and watch some TV I grow bored. Outside the sun has set and the night is cloudy. Just an inky blackness stares down at me when I walk outside and peer up at the sky.

I meander around the large home, looking at the knickknacks and photos of Priscilla and her kids. I end up back in the bedroom, her bedroom. The pale pink and cream comforter beckons me to lie down. It's a very feminine room with flowers and pretty things. I open the window shutters and enjoy the cool ocean breeze flowing through the window. In the distance, seagulls call as they traipse the beach for last minute crumbs left behind by the day's beach dwellers. Turning back to the room, I spot the robe hanging on the hook just inside the bathroom. Plucking it down I bring it to my face, it smells of a freshly bathed Priscilla. I noticed the same scent left behind on the bed linens. I won't lie, I've jacked off in the bed every night I've been here. Somehow, crawling between the same sheets where a gorgeous woman normally lies gives me a boner. 

I open one of the drawers in the dresser because curiosity gets the best of me. If her robe is made out of silk, what about her underthings? The first drawer contains underwear, panties, in every color imaginable. Every pair is silk. My hand delightfully runs over the material. I love the way silk feels. I can't help it, I pull out a pair of pristine white panties. A soft lace lines the leg openings. Too easily, I pull off my shorts and jockeys, kicking the clothes across the floor. I giggle. Yes, masculine me, giggles. The panties slip over my legs and bind my cock and balls to me, but not tightly. Just snug enough I can feel the material slide over my stiffening phallus. A camisole the same color and same lace draws my attention in the second drawer. Yes, a matching set. I smile as I pull off my shirt and slip the luxurious item over my body.

The closet beckons. Priscilla doesn't hurt for evening gowns, that's for sure. I pull out a sequined royal blue number. The shoes don't fit, too bad though. I walk around the house in the blue sequined dress with the underwear underneath. My cock grows, and I walk into the hall bathroom and gaze at my silly reflection. The stiffy wants attention. Always. I try to walk back to the bedroom but my cock won't let me. Literally, it's pulsing against the silk panties, the body-hugging sequined dress presses it against me. Each step makes it grown longer and harder. I gulp because my hand won't listen to my head. It goes to my crotch, right there in the hall, and I rub one out. A darkness stains the dress. Immediately, I'm embarrassed even though I'm home alone. Dammit, now I've soiled Priscilla's lovely dress. 

I'm sure the dress is dry-cleaned only, but still, with hand soap and water, I wash out the evidence of my spooge. Just in the nick of time, I hang it back up in the closet and hope it will dry okay. Jeff, Jenny and the others walk into the house. I shove the soiled panties in the dirty clothes hamper with my clothes and the ones Priscilla left behind. No one will notice. The camisole isn't dirty, so I neatly fold it and slide it back into the drawer. Just in time, again. 

"Hey, you, we missed you. What did you do while we were gone?" Jenny asked.

Do I look guilty? I shuffle on my feet, the heat rising in my cheeks. Dammit, does she know? "I ordered pizza and watched some TV. Enjoyed some fresh air. Nothing much else," I say and smile.

"Okay. I'm hitting the hay. Tomorrow's a big day. We have the yacht booked for some deep-sea fishing experience," she says.

"Right, guess I'll hit the hay too," I say.

Whew! That was close. Had they come in a few minutes earlier, she'd have caught me with the dress in hand. After a quick shower, I dress in my jockeys. Scratchy cotton, binding, no fun. The remote doesn't find anything interesting on the flat screen TV Priscilla mounted above the writing desk. I toss it to the night table and roll over. My eyes wander to the dresser where all those lovely silk panties are resting. Little pieces of pure pleasure. I groan and roll away. Too much temptation. I'm a guy, for all's sake. I'm a manly man, who wears jockeys and farts and works out three times a week. Why in the fuck did I choose to sleep in Priscilla's room?

On my back, I shove my hands behind my head and listen. The muffled laughter coming from the living room indicates Jessie just told a joke to Jeff. Jenny is in her room. Yes, think about her. What's she doing? Probably brushing her teeth. Showering perhaps. Oh no, cock, stay down. I've dealt with you already. Jenny, naked under the pounding water. Hot steam billowing all around. I want to nail her, right there against the shower wall. The groan escapes my lips before I know it's happening. I just need to find a girl and get laid. That would satisfy the extreme itch I have in the sex department. The ceiling looms at me, I can barely make it out under the street lights illuminating the windows. I rise and close the shutters. Nope, too stuffy. I enjoy breathing the fresh salty air. Dammit.

Sleep evades me. The call from the dresser is loud. Finally, I get up and trudge to the drawer. In the dark, I fish around in that top drawer and pull out a pair of fresh clean panties. Ah, yes! Nice and cool and silky. The jockeys are off and pitched into the hamper. I slide my feet inside the panties again. The material is nice and cool. I squirm as I crawl
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