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Not long after, the four friends stood inside the Subtropical Paradise feeling the hot, humid air glistening on their skin and listening to the echoing shouts and laughter coming from deeper within.

Rob adjusted the strap of the holdall on his shoulder and pointed ahead. “Cubicles down that way,” he said.

A pair of young kids hurried past, wet hair flying as they ran from the pool toward Sweets n’ Treat’s opposite. Lauren watched them go into the shop enviously.

“Don’t worry,” laughed Kate, “I promise to treat you to some fudge afterward for being a good girl.”

“Thanks,” said Lauren dryly.

Tom was scrubbing a hand across his stubble and looking toward the cubicles, a thoughtful look on his face.

“Hey, I’m thinkin’. Maybe we should go into one of the big family ones? Together?” he asked slowly, a grin spreading on his face.

Lauren laughed but Kate shook her head.

“No, I think it’d be sexier if we got changed as couples. It’d heighten the atmosphere. See the package before we unwrap the present.”

Lauren and Rob both nodded.

“Besides, we’ve got all week,” said Rob knowingly, and dropped a salacious wink that made them all laugh.

So Rob went in with Lauren and Kate and Tom took another cubicle a few doors down.

Lauren stripped down quickly then squeezed herself into her bikini. When she was done, she frowned at herself in the cubicles full-length mirror. She tightened the scruffy ponytail higher on her head with a scrunchie and turned this way and that thoughtfully.

The bikini top was tight but manageable. The small black triangles covered her nipples and a bit more of her breast, though the hard points of her arousal were clearly visible.

Her flat stomach looked fine, but it was the bottoms that caused the real problem. 

Not to Rob of course - he sat watching her, a noticeable bulge in his O’Neil swim shorts, his hand absently rubbing at his crotch.

“Jesus, Lau, you’re fucking amazing. You know that right?”

The bottoms were tiny - a thong really. A bare strip of black fabric half an inch wide at most. The front barely covered her smooth, shaved pussy. Anyone looking could clearly tell she was bald down there.

She felt both hot and cold at once and didn’t need to touch herself to know she was soaking. Thank God the bikini was black.

“Fucking hell,” she whispered. “I can’t go out there like this!” She didn’t know why she was whispering, but her face was flaming.

Rob laughed.

“It is pretty risqué, sure. But hey, at least it’s not the summer holidays yet. You won’t offend too many kids.”

Lauren reached down, running her hand up her slit over the bikini. It made her shudder, her knees trembling.

“See? You can’t keep your hands off yourself. What chance does Kate have? She’s going to fuckin’ explode.” Rob said, shaking his head. “I’m struggling to keep my hands off you myself.”
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