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It was the ideal environment for an absolutely stellar party; an isolated section of the beach all to themselves, an open bar nearby making mai tais and margaritas, and a practically infinite supply of cocaine. Music blasted from oversized speakers, and between songs they heard the crash of the waves nearby and the chatter of satisfied attendees. Beautiful men and women mingling, snorting lines of coke and drinking alcohol, dipping for a swim or groping one another. There was more than one illicit blowjob or fingering happening in public. But that was just the kind of party Jefe Marco had thrown.

It was limited to only around forty or so people, primarily Marco’s friends, family, and a handful of bodyguards. They were all scary looking men and women. Big, portrait tattoos and gothic script up and down their arms and legs and torsos, powerful muscles and swollen guts from fine eating and steroids, and of course guns and knives stuffed into waistbands and chest holsters. 

The one thing that was allowed into the private party was girls – the prettiest girls, with the nicest thighs, slimmest bellies, and biggest breasts. Some of the men brought their girlfriends, but many did not. When bikini clad latinas sauntered into the room, gently shimmying their plump bodies around, showing off their tramp stamp tattoos and waist jewelry, security was lowered just enough to allow them in.

One such woman was Raquel – she lounged in a comfy chair, underneath a parasol planted in the warm sand, sipping at a margarita while her thumb absently played with the salt on the rim. 

Raquel was a looker, and fit in well among the other ‘sluts’ allowed to join. She had a beautiful face, with a strong chin and a sharp jaw, but a button nose and lightly tanned mocha colored skin. She didn’t have the strong cheekbones or big lips of the other girls, but her heart-shaped face made her look innocent and young, which made her an immediate shoe in.

Her makeup was light, but it was all she needed to smooth out the beautiful, unblemished skin and bring her natural beauty out. Big, messy brown hair tumbled over her shoulders and danced before her eyes.

She was dressed in a green bikini that fit snugly around her curves. The fat of her breasts squished around the thick waterproof fabric of her top. As she sipped her margarita, she reached down and adjusted her bikini bottom again. Her ass was fat enough that she needed a size up from medium, it was pinching her a bit and loosening the strings on the hips only went so far.

All the food went right to my ass, she thought, irritably, as she sipped the extremely weak margarita. She’d been adding ice to it for hours now, trying to slow getting intoxicated as much as she could, while still looking like she drank.

She was spending a few minutes resting, ostensibly to put on some suntan lotion and get nice and loose, but that wasn’t her true goal. She spent much of it watching a face in the crowd she recognized. He was a latino man with a thick black beard, balding on the top of his head and with more muscles than half of the people here. She recognized the birth mark on his neck, as well as the shape of his face, height, eye color, and the gothic script tatoo across his back; sunt quae facta solo a deo ignosci possunt. His name was Paulo, and he worked for Jefe Marco.

Raquel had been watching him for minutes. He talked with friends, drank, danced to the booming latin music, stuffing himself with food and coke the whole time. He’d been getting fatter and more burly for years, and it looked like no one told him that. Not that Raquel was surprised – anyone who called him fat probably died within the hour. 

Eventually, Raquel stood up, placing down the nearly-empty margarita and slipping on her sandals. She trotted down the beach, right towards the man’s entourage. She passed through the throng of dancing, and tossed up her hands to join in. When people started cheering, she echoed it. 

Raquel spoke fluent Spanish, so it was very easy for her to be friendly to them. She beamed with her mouth full of straight and white teeth, laughed at their jokes, and made her way through casually. As though she was merely to find herself next to Paulo by mistake.

Paulo himself was exactly what Raquel expected from a drug dealer general – larger than life, an imposing personality, and visibly neurotic. He was jittery and energetic, prone to sudden swings in mood, and his hands went wherever they pleased. 

Raquel managed to talk with him briefly and brushed her fingers down his chest, over his great belly, and in exchange Paulo gave her left asscheek a firm grope. She wanted to scream and throw a deadly chop at his throat. She swallowed it and giggled instead. 

Eventually, Raquel found her chance. Paulo walked away, and his phone remained jammed inside of a shoe planted in the sand. She knew all eyes were on him, and so she snatched it up and pressed it to her thigh so no one noticed it as she walked away with it.

She walked back to her chair, which held her purse and her drink. No one said anything to her. She exhaled, and chugged her watered down margarita. So far so good, she thought, and grabbed her purse to walk towards the bathroom.

Once there, she quickly closed the stall door shut and plopped down on the toilet seat. The scent of urine and alcohol vomit was mercifully drowned out by the sea air. Finally alone, her whole body suddenly uncoiled – her face fell, losing the sunny smile and mask of pleasantness faded. 

She fished in her purse for a makeup kit – it opened, and inside was a small black rectangle, barely big enough to fit in her palm. She pressed this to the front of the phone, right at the front-facing camera, and hit a button on the side.

The phone woke up. There was a beat, then a second later, the lock screen flicked off, and went to the home screen. Raquel moved quickly, opening up a browser and typing in a long url string she’d repeated to herself a dozen times in the last month. 

The browser took a moment to load – so many people in one place was slowing the mobile connection down. Raquel cursed angrily as she waited for it, fingers tapping on her muscular thighs and foot tapping on the ground.

“Come on, come on,” she muttered, and sucked on her lips. 

The webpage fully loaded, and it was a wholly white page with two buttons on it – one at the top said “DOWNLOAD,” the one at the bottom said, “CLEAR.” She tapped the first one. An app started to download on the phone.

Step one, she thought, and shoved the hacking device back in her blush case.

Raquel stood up, Paulo’s phone still in her hand. She yanked down her bikini top, exposing both of her huge, round DD-cup breasts. She curled her bicep under them, did her best sexy look, and snapped a quick picture. A second later, she placed her foot on the toilet seat, and tugged her bikini bottom down to expose the patch of hair over her pubic mound, and the barely visible peek of the thin slit in her flesh that was her pussy. She snapped another picture.

When done, she plopped back down on the toilet. The app had finished downloading. She tapped her thumb on the browser, and pressed, “Clear.” The screen flashed for a few seconds, then the browser closed. Raquel opened the browser again – blank default screen. She tapped ‘History.’ Nothing about her digital intrusion showed up.

Raquel let out another exhale, and shoved her makeup kit back in her purse. That’s step two, she thought, and stood with her purse in hand. 

She looked down. Her breasts were still out. They looked bigger lately, plumper, and as she leaned forward she felt her back ache a little. All the bad food she’d been eating while on this mission had definitely gone to her curves. Her belly had a bit of chub to it, but it had nothing on her boobs threatening to explode out of their DD-cup bras.

“Fuck me,” she groaned, and wiggled her top back up over the dark brown nipples. “These things are fucking heavy.”

Before opening the door, Raquel took another deep breath, and brought the big, pretty smile back to her face. She stood up to full height, jutting her chest out, and told herself to remember to sway her fat hips around. 

She returned back to Paulo’s side. He thankfully had not noticed his phone was missing, and Raquel slid up next to him, brushing her hand up and down his side.

“Hi there papi,” she purred, and placed it in his palm. “You can have this back now.”

For a second, his oversized face looked furious, alarmed, and bewildered. But she brushed her fingers on the back of his phone, made eye contact, and said, “I put a little surprise in there for you.”

She turned to sashay away, and in that time Paulo opened his phone up. And quickly the anger and rage vanished, and he started calling out to her. Raquel didn’t look back, she just placed a big smile over her shoulder as she sauntered away, hips swaying with every step.

Raquel had done it four times so far. It was terrifying each time, but her marks always forgot when they saw the titties and pussy on their phone. Sometimes they got handsy, but she always managed to slip away, undoubtedly forgotten about once other girls crowded around them.

She planned on only bugging a couple of them. But just after her incident with Paulo she got approached by a tall man with a pistol tucked under his arm.

“Come,” he said, in thick Spanish. “Jefe wants you.”

Raquel’s stomach clenched, but she nodded and followed the man. “The boss?” she asked, in her cutest Spanish. “Who’s that?”

“The jefe himself,” the man said, and that was all.

When the party started she saw a section of the beach that was cut off from the rest by bodyguards. Big speakers behind him, a thick crowd of male and female bodies, a constant line of drinks and food, it was a VIP lounge planted in the sand. The exclusive party within the exclusive party.

Raquel’s stomach clenched when she saw Jefe Marco. The drug kingpin of Mexico himself. He wasn’t very tall, but he was stocky and wide, covered everywhere by intricate tattoos. A pistol was tucked into his belt loop, which Raquel instantly recognized as a SIG Saur 9mm, and some of the fat of his belly pressed into the grip. He was in the middle of chugging a beer, and when he finished it he gave a big grin and threw the bottle aside. 

He was several shades darker than Raquel, and not nearly as steroid-riddled as Paulo, but his face and body language spoke miles – he was jittery, fidgety, and animated. Undoubtedly having done multiple bumps of coke since arriving, as well as more than a few drinks. The man was enjoying his party to the fullest.

Raquel allowed herself to blend into the crowd, fading into being just another pretty girl shaking her ass around. It was hard keeping appearances up this long. She kept her smile bright, and as she waved around her drink she kept conveniently spilling it on herself while pretending to sip. She stole glances over at Marco while a girl grinded up on him. She didn't see his phone.

She eventually found it. But she knew she couldn’t leave with it, the bodyguards were standing there waiting for her. Her opportunity arrived when Marco turned his back to her, lifting up a pretty little lady who squealed in delight. She put her drink down on the sound stage next to the oversized speakers currently blasting Latino hip hop, her hand slid across and snatched it up.
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