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      I never understood why my parents moved to this island when I was a baby, but as I look out at the sea of oiled, tanned bodies as they soak up the sun, I can see some of the appeal.

      My own bikini is a bit too small -- a coworker traded it to me in exchange for picking up her extra shifts -- and honestly, I like it better that way. The navy fabric digs into my titties, making their size even more obvious. I fix the bands a little bit to give me even more cleavage, my tanned flesh bulging a little at the seams.

      I pull the sunglasses down on the bridge of my nose, scanning for someone I have in mind. I’m finally off work and, as usual, I’m looking for a way off this island. It’s all fun in the sun for tourists, but living here is kind of a drag. The cool people are only around for a week or two, and then they take off back to their exciting lives in the cities, while I’m stuck here.

      Lonely, bored, and desperate for someone to whisk me away.

      I want to belong to someone.

      But not just any someone.

      The beach is filled with laughing couples, sexy men playing frisbee and volleyball, flirting with the girls. They’re all around my age, probably spoiled brats of millionaires, and I long ago learned that they might flaunt their shit, but they expect way too much for way too little.

      Older men are more my speed, but most of them are here with families, and I stare wistfully from the edge of the patio.

      I’ve just gotten off work and I’m allowed to enjoy some of the perks of the resort, so a cool drink drips condensation over my manicured fingers. I watch as one handsome man places a tender kiss on a woman’s head as he stands up and heads towards the tiki bar, and the longing swells within me.

      I want what she has. That tender romance on a beachy vacation, a handsome man who could spoil me rotten and show me the world.

      After nearly half an hour of scanning the crowds, though, and I’ve ruled out every last one of them.

      I sigh as I drain the rest of my drink, swirling the ice around in the bottom of the glass. The sun is high in the sky, and the heat is starting to get to me. I grab a cold ice cube out, and bring it to my neck, a sigh of relief escaping me as it begins to melt down my skin. A trickle of water follows the valley of my breasts, and I close my eyes in pleasure.

      “Natasha!”

      I spun about at the sound of my coworker’s voice, and just as I did, the glass slipped from my wet hand.

      I gasped as time seemed to slow down, and I watched it careen through the air before it crashed into a sunbathing guest’s head. He hadn’t even noticed what was going on, since he didn’t move to defend himself. He must have been napping!

      I rushed to his side on the lounge chair, my cold, damp hands going to his head, knowing that it was definitely going to cause a bump.

      “Oh god, I’m so sorry,” I apologized desperately, my hazel eyes lit up with concern. “It slipped out of my hand, and...”

      And I finally got a good look at him. This older, handsome man. In fact, handsome doesn’t even cover it. While he’s more than double my age, perhaps closer to triple, he’s still sculpted and muscular. His shoulders are broad, and though he’s sitting up on his seat now, hand going to his shimmering, silver hair… I can tell he’s over a foot taller than me.

      “Man, you’re really serious about making sure I don’t linger too long in the sun and get a burn, huh?” he said in his deep, husky voice, a good-natured smile on his face as he sat there, nude but for his swim shorts. It let me see almost all of him, from his bulging pecs, to his thick thighs and shapely calves.

      He wore sunglasses, but he lifted them up, showing his grey-blue eyes sparkling in the sun.

      I got lost in them, that’s the only explanation, because I don’t even remember my coworker coming to my side.

      “Natasha, what have you done? I’m so sorry, sir, she’s not working here at the moment, but I’ll go see about getting you something from the bar.” Elise gave me a sharp look of disapproval before she took off again, no doubt to tattle on me for assaulting a guest. She didn’t even give me a chance to explain, and it was her calling my name that had startled me!

      The handsome older man looked a bit surprised by Elise’s words, and he said to me with concern in his voice, “I hope you’re not gonna be in trouble. Hey, accidents happen. Especially with how slippery these glasses get in the heat.”

      It was rare to encounter a guest who was actually understanding. Most just acted like they were little kings or queens, and entitled to the world.

      “I’ll try and explain to her it’s no big deal when she gets back… Natasha, was it?” he said, minimizing the hit, but judging by how he was still rubbing his head, it was a deal of some sort.

      “I really clocked you, didn’t I?” I asked with concern, leaning in against him. I knelt at his side, my golden hair tickling his bare arm as I fretted over his head. “Well first thing’s first, you really shouldn’t have alcohol right now, despite what Elise said.” My thumb ran over the area I’d hit, and I could already feel a small bump there.

      I stood up, leaning over him to get a better look, oblivious to the fact that I was thrusting my tits into his face as I did so.

      “Yea, my name’s Natasha. Does it hurt when I touch here?”

      But he didn’t answer right away. Probably due to the fact a luscious pair of young, supple tits were practically pressed to his eyeballs… well, not really. But he was staring. And enthralled enough to not even complain about the pain. At least until I got a bit too aggressive with my testing.

      “Ooh yeah, that’s gonna hurt,” he said, giving a good-natured chuckle. “But really, don’t worry. I’ve been hit with far worse things than some pretty girl’s glass. And often intentionally,” he said with a wry smile that dimpled his cheeks, adding to the charm of his chiseled jawline.

      I looked down at him, my blonde hair wrapping our faces in a curtain, and a shiver went through me. I slowly licked my lips, our eyes locked together before Elise returned and I pulled away as if I were caught with my hand in a cookie jar.

      “Here you go, Sir, the manager said that your drinks for the rest of your trip are on the house. What room are you in?”

      His gaze was reluctant to tear from mine in that moment we shared. Me and this stunning, older man. But he eventually glanced at Elise, for a split second.

      “The penthouse. Under the name Trier. Victor Trier. Just checked in last night,” he explained, before finally looking Elise in the eyes. “And really, I don’t want a fuss about this. It was a slippery glass and the poor girl was surprised. It could happen to anybody,” he insisted. “It’d truly ruin my vacation to think she suffered for that,” he said with a tone of voice that held some authority, some tinge of threat that he meant it. That this high roller might never come back if he didn’t have his way.

      We got to learn that voice in hospitality. But I’d never heard it used before to help one of us.

      Elise was taken aback, and she looked almost... annoyed.

      But she gave him her winning smile and gave him that half bow, half nod thing we all did when deferring to some rich guy or another.

      “Of course, Mr. Trier. She’s off-duty anyways, we only wish for your stay here to be a memorable one.” Elise paused, as if waiting for me to excuse myself and go get privately chastised, but instead, I stayed at his side, my hand still lightly resting on his head.

      She turned heel, huffing her way back into the resort, and the two of us were left alone once more.

      “If you have the penthouse, why aren’t you on your private balcony?” I asked, my curiosity getting the better of me. “Did you not get a tour of your room last night?”

      He opened his mouth to say something, paused half a second, but then smiled.

      “You know what, a proper tour might be really nice. I could take something for this impending headache while I’m at it,” he said with a cheery, warm smile. “I know you’re off the clock, but… you can still earn a tip, no? That is, if you’re interested,” he said so charmingly.

      I was more than interested.

      My heart was pounding out of my chest, and my knees were trembling as I slowly stood up.

      He was everything that I was looking for, and suddenly I was terrified I was going to blow it.

      My gaze ran up and down the length of his body, and I licked my lips once more without even realizing it.

      “It’d be my pleasure,” I replied, my earnestness melting into my hospitality voice more than I’d have liked, and I cleared my throat gently. “I guess where you got in late, you just wanted to get to bed last night, huh?”

      He swung his strong legs over the side of the lounge seat, and rose up. And true to my estimation… he was towering. A giant among men. And he offered me his big, bulging bicep and that thick, veiny forearm of his.

      “Y’know what… I’m not sure,” he said playfully, “must’ve forgot with
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