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Foreword: Fever

VIOLET BLUE

Heat does strange things to people. Not the kind of heat from a fireplace set with blankets and champagne. Not the heat from a motorcycle tailpipe, set to burn your calf unless you hug your driver tighter with arms and legs. And not the kind of heat from a candle, dripping wax onto quivering skin.

Sure, those variations can make us feel electric and heady while sparking desire.

They’re not the kind of heat that makes us strange, impulsive, sex-drunk. The kind of heat that only summertime, dance floors, and weather can create: thickening the air, giving us a feverish feeling inside and out when we know we’re not sick, and making us sweat.

The stories in this book will give you that kind of fever.

The effect that summertime heat has on us is epic—and if you’ve ever been in an actual heat wave, you know what I mean.  I swear, if someone had invented the heat wave, that person is most certainly a pervert. Heat waves make us take our clothes off. We do exaggeratedly erotic things—for relief!—like rub our necks and chests with ice cubes, we’ll run though sprinklers fully clothed, we’ll even forgo panties just to try and keep things cooler, under control.

None of it really works, of course. It’s tough to remain in control when the first heat wave of the season hits. After a long, rainy spring there’s this one day where suddenly you go outside and where there used to be people in pants and coats, hats and scarves—all you notice is that there is a lot of skin on display. Girls in sexy dresses for the first time in ages, showing bare arms, pretty thighs, and even painted toenails in sandals. Men in tighter shirts, showing off thick sexy forearms and biceps, and even sculpted calves and thighs on those who reveal more in shorts.

It’s sex on toast. People move differently, and everyone’s checking out each other’s bodies. If a trip to the beach or park is in order, then it’s worse! Miles of skin. A celebration of tight and wet swatches of fabric teasingly hugging the most intimate and soft curves the human body has to offer. Everyone pouring lotions and oils all over their bodies and rubbing it in full well knowing everyone’s watching. And it’s like a real fever, like the heat got in everyone’s heads, because they’re rubbing these slippery, scented oils all over each other, too.

Reading the stories in Heat Wave take you to this kind of place in time and space, and much more. Alison Tyler culled the most evocative stories and scenarios that a heat wave could conjure up—many of which are as much familiar as they are fantasies. And what potent sexual fantasies they are.

Sommer Marsden’s “Boil or Bake” is so rich with erotic tension and punctuated with powerful visual storytelling elements, I could practically smell a beach bonfire in my hair when it was over. In it, a girl finishing the last days of her summer before returning to work finds herself at a beach fire with a muscled stranger: her heat-fueled impulses have her enacting a daring public encounter with him, onlookers be damned.

In “Amy’s Tattoo,” author Shanna Germain perfects the feeling of reckless lust when it’s piqued by the revealing of flesh in the summer heat. After five years, a woman notices her female roommate’s tattoo for the first time and it sends her spinning into a frenzy of urgent arousal in a story about girl perv voyeurism.

Like I said, we do things in the heat that we never thought we’d ever, ever do. Like the female protagonist in Savannah Stephens Smith’s “In Dependence Day.” Drinks with the boss and office coworkers lead to a quiet revelation that the boss is a dominant man and she, his underling, is a submissive female. What happens when they have a hot summer rendezvous at a seaside condo includes decadently romantic forced surrender as she strips at his command—and performs.

The stories are many and varied, and each is arousing, well crafted and unforgettable. One of the dreamiest, filthiest, most achingly romantic, and truly memorable is from the editrix herself, Alison Tyler.

In “Girls of Summer,” we find ourselves on the beach with girls checking out the boys, layered with the scent of pineapple coconut tanning oil and warm salty sea air. But a reverie goes somewhere far hotter, into the one that got away:  a bad boy who courted, handcuffed, spanked, and wrung hot desperate sweaty orgasms out of our heroine, making the beach boys look pale in comparison to what this man does to her. And what he does, well, it’s worth the price of admission to this hot and heavy collection.


Heat Wave is a devil in disguise: no innocent trip to the beach can be found between these pages. Perfect for poolside, when it feels like the barometer is going to burst, or a sizzling vacation read in the chill of winter. With its explicit erotic stories about outrageous sex spurred by searing temperatures—Heat Wave will give you fever.

 



Stay cool, and enjoy this hot little book.

 



Violet Blue 
San Francisco






Introduction

Summer...it turns me upside down.

All right, I stole that from an ’80s rock song, but the statement is true. My favorite season begins with an itsy-bitsy, teeny-weeny, yellow polka-dot bikini and ends when the boys of summer have gone. As a California girl, I live to indulge in the spirit of summertime year-round. The salt-scent of the ocean. The midday heat and the tropical oils and the drinks with paper umbrellas.

But I suppose it’s heat I really crave. The heavenly sensuality of hot skin and warm breath, of sultry arousal. Of a sweltering kiss. Be it during a midwinter getaway or even in a fantasy daydream while under an umbrella in the wet wildness of a sudden rainstorm, I guess what I’m really saying is that summer loving is a state of mind.

Of course, everyone has their own heat-flushed memory. Some recall making out on a Ferris wheel dipping over the  top as the sun set. Or screwing on a deserted sand dune. Or yearning for the neighbor in her barely there bikini. For me, the perfect description of an erotic heat wave starts with Nice—not “nice,” of course, because naughty is so much more my style, but Nice, as in the jewel of the South of France.

Good girls go to heaven.

Bad girls go to Nice.

That slogan-imprinted T-shirt greeted me when I stepped off the train on my first European vacation, and I must say, I liked the concept. It was time for me to find my naughty side. And where better to be naughty than in a city spelled “nice”?

On my first evening in town, I went for a walk along the beach. I felt very French, walking along the rocky shore and watching the water. I was so intent on mentally preserving the postcard-perfect picture that I didn’t notice a man at my side until he began to talk, in rapid-fire French, obviously asking me something, or wanting something he hoped I could give him.

He was handsome, with heavy black hair and burnished, almost polished-looking skin. He wore his sunglasses up on his head, so that I could see his eyes matched the faded denim blue of the sky. But though I was intrigued, I shook my head and kept walking. Doggedly, he persisted, until I finally turned to him and murmured, “Pardon me, I mean moi. Je ne par—I mean, I don’t speak—” Immediately, he backed off, apologetic, heading down to the beach, where young lovelies splashed in the last shimmering rays of sun. I watched him longingly from the path, and when he reached the girls, he made them laugh with his words.

I wondered what he was saying. What he wanted.

But I guess I know. He wanted what everyone wants in the heat of the summer, as the sky turns pale pink, electric orange, shades of turquoise. I wanted the same thing, but I didn’t know how to tell him—not in French. Didn’t know how to tell anyone, really. I was far too shy to speak my mind in any language.

Luckily, the authors in this collection don’t share my tongue-tied teenage trauma. They have their own sizzling scenarios, which they’re ready to bare to anyone willing to strip down and listen. These randy writers peel off their clothes with the abandonment of nude-beach lovers, and reveal their sensual sun-drenched stories in glimmering oiled-up perfection. Gathered together are the hottest sizzlers you’ll ever read, from the naughty midmorning escapade in Thomas S. Roche’s delightful “Tan Lines” to the pent-up lustful longing of Sage Vivant’s “The Yacht.” “Hot and Hazy,” by Debra Hyde, offers unusual ways to beat the heat, while “Spectators,” by Australian author Matthew I. Jackson, reminds us that summer comes at different times of the year in different locations. Several authors focus on exotic erotic experiences, such as Maxim Jakubowski’s “What I Did on My Holidays,” which gives a whole new spin to the mandatory post–summer vacation essay.

So put on your shades, lube up with that tropical-scented lotion, and get comfortable on your canvas beach chair. Because these sexy tales are sure to keep you entertained long after the boys (and girls) of summer have both come and gone.

 



Your Hot Child in the City,

Alison Tyler






Amy’s Tattoo

SHANNA GERMAIN

 



 



 



 



 



 




Ingredients: 

1/2 oz. dark rum 
1/2 oz. light rum 
2 oz. pineapple juice 
2 oz. orange juice 
splash of grenadine






Directions:

On a hot summer day, fill a tall frosted glass with ice, pour in rum and juice. Float the grenadine over the top. Sit back and sip—works almost as well as a cold shower.

 



I want to lick it. I can’t help it.

It’s partially the color—that deep red, almost crimson, darker than any real strawberry would ever be—pinpricked into the pale skin of your lower back. It’s partially the excitement  of seeing it for the first time, its beautiful round shape peeking out from beneath your white bikini as you lie in the backyard.

I catch my first glimpse of it from the living-room window, where I’m watering the plants—pretending to water the plants—when instead I’m watching you. I’ve already pulled on my swimsuit and grabbed a book, ready to join you in the backyard for some summer sun, but now I’m stilled, stopped by the sight before me, unable to break away. I know you can’t see me through the window, but holding the watering can gives me an excuse to dawdle in front of the glass and savor the sight of you for a few minutes longer.

You shift on the blanket, pull down your bikini bottom a little further in search of a lower tan line, and there it is: green crown, red berry glistening like a real piece of fruit, just asking to be fingered and plucked, sucked and swallowed. It’s almost enough to make me forget your lean runner’s legs, your bare back, the bright red braids that fall over the pages of your book. It’s almost enough to make me forget our vow—that we’d live together only as friends and roommates, that we would never ruin our five-year friendship by admitting there was something more.

I can’t believe that in all these years I’ve never seen it. You must keep it well hidden beneath the sweaters and long shirts you wear. Is this on purpose? I wonder. Do you know what it will do to me?


I hold the watering can at an angle, pretend I am concentrating deeply on the moisture needs of the philodendron, and feel my tongue start to ache inside my mouth. I imagine bending over you in the yard, running my tongue across the tattoo, feeling the bumps in your skin as  though they are strawberry seeds, sucking your sweet flesh into my mouth. The bold red color matches your hair, makes your pale skin glow in contrast. I wonder if it’s the same color as your nipples, if they stand out like raspberries against your chest when they’re hard.

I imagine being the one holding the needle while you lie in a chair, unable to see me, and let me press the colors and pain into your skin. You must trust me, I say, pressing my palm against your back to hold you steady, and you acquiesce, but I can feel the fear buzzing across your skin. I imagine you squirming just a little, trying to pretend that it doesn’t hurt, that you don’t feel the pain, that you’re really getting a tattoo for the way it looks and not the way it makes you feel. Why the small of the back, then? That one place where the pain is so intense that it makes your spine tingle with need. I know—I have one there too, but you’ve never seen it. It’s older than yours, a little more faded, a little softer around the edges. It says something, but I won’t tell you what, only that it’s waiting for someone to covet it, to run their fingers along it as though they’re reading erotica in Braille.

My cheeks feel flushed, and I tell myself it’s from standing too close to the window, but I know that’s not the truth. Your head is down on your hands now, the book is closed, and I wonder if you’re sleeping or just daydreaming. Are you imagining us together? Do you ever wonder what it would be like if, just one time, you reached across the couch while we were watching a movie? Or if we allowed those casual bumps in the hallway to linger, stop, stretch out until our fingers were fumbling and pulling and stroking against skin? Do you ever, as I do, lie in bed at night, whispering your fingers between  your legs, saying a name over and over so quietly, so softly, that no one but you can hear it?

I watch as you stir a little and crack your legs open slightly. The sun is high in the sky and I imagine you’re sweating, baby beads of moisture collecting on your tattoo like dew. If I were to lay my tongue against it, it would taste salty and sweet, more oyster than fruit. Just the way I imagine your pink lips would taste in my mouth, if I sucked your sweet juices until you were dry, until you were crying for me to stop, begging me not to. The skin beneath your tattoo would be sunwarmed, juicy, ready for me, perfectly ripe, perfectly ready to be grasped with two fingers and pulled into my mouth. It makes me want to run my finger up your spine, find out where the soft fruit ends and the hardness of your bones begins, to find out what I can crush and what will crush me in return.

I set down the watering can and run my hands down my stomach. Are you sleeping? I wonder, as I slip my hand into my bikini bottom, ready to blow it all if I have to, ready to lose our friendship, because I can’t sit here and watch anymore without touching myself, without at least pretending that my tongue is tracing the red fruit, tasting your flesh. I’m so wet that I don’t even need any lubricant—I just slide my fingers against my own pink flesh and rub, pretending that it’s your hand, that my own hands are squeezing your raspberry nipples, that when you’re done touching me I’ll be able to turn you over, lay you down on your stomach, finally taste the flesh beneath the tattoo. The thought of it makes me so hot I can barely stand up and lean my head against the window and close my eyes. I keep rubbing, praying that you’re not looking up, but hoping that you are, because I can’t stop myself, I don’t want to stop  myself. The taste of strawberries fills my mouth and then I’m coming, trying not to bang my head against the glass as beams of pleasure shine through me.

I take a few deep breaths, then open my eyes to see you lying just as you were before, your head resting on one bent arm. But as I step away from the window, I see you reach back and flick your suit down, low enough so that it uncovers the very bottom of your tattoo. The gentle curve of the fruit, the way it points down and to the middle, as though it’s an arrow or invitation. Then you look over your shoulder and smile, and I realize that you meant for me to see it all along.






Spectators

MATTHEW. I. JACKSON

 



 



 



 



 



 



“It’s like sport,” I argued. “Cricket’s for the backyard and footie’s with the mates before the pub.” I’ve never been one for sitting on the couch watching someone else have the fun. “Sport’s not meant for watching, and neither’s this.”

“Come on, it’s just a jape,” she insisted. “I want to see what’s so great. I might be missing out on something important.” She looked at me, perhaps worrying that she might have dented my male ego. “Oh, come on, it’s just a bit of fun,” and she gave me her steel-melting pout.

It was then that I knew I was lost to her game, even though it had started a month before, on one of those glorious Saturday afternoons we get after Christmas. The blue sky was interrupted more by birds and bees than by clouds, while the tangy sea breeze was just enough to cool my blockout-smeared back as I worked.

Where we live, late summer is bushfire season and one  must slash the undergrowth to starve any potential fire of the power to leap into the tree crowns, where no person might control it. A management issue and a reminder that we must learn to live with nature, the globe’s and perhaps, I mused, our own. And, so, there I was, in the gully beneath our house, slashing and contemplating these issues when, stopping the machine to replace the cord, I heard her.

At first, I wasn’t sure what it was. I worried that someone was in pain before I realized I was listening to a woman at the height of her passion somewhere on the other side of our small valley. Out of curiosity more than arousal, I scanned the houses I could see, wondering which she was in, thinking she was so loud she might, perhaps, be on her balcony or in her backyard, but I could see nothing.

I must have stood there, the slasher in my hand, for at least fifteen minutes while I listened to the disembodied pants, shrieks and screams, each seeming peak surmounted by even greater passion until her sudden quiescence came as a shock. Through her passion I wondered at the woman, the expressions on her face. Such abandon, I thought, would be the reward of maturity and hers would be the beauty of self-knowledge. Thinking that, my mind turned to my own little Ruthie, more able to take my breath away each day we live together.

In the quiet following the woman’s noise and, I imagined, orgasm, I was painfully aware of the erection tight in my shorts and the maladjusted underwear twisted about my balls. I only partially succeeded in adjusting my clothes, pushing my thoughts away as I applied myself to replacing the slasher cord. The image of the rough hands and solid stumpy fingers of Lawrence’s gardener flitted across my mind.

Later, as we ate our Thai salad on our own veranda overlooking the gully, taking in the cooling sunset, I remembered. “Did you hear that woman this afternoon?”

“What woman?”

“You didn’t hear her? This woman over the other side of the valley somewhere was having this amazing orgasm. It just went on and on. I thought everyone in the street must have heard it.”

Ruthie speared a piece of chili-streaked chicken from the bowl between us as she giggled, “Yeah? I didn’t hear anything. Do you think she lives there? Have you heard her before?”

“Maybe she’s just moved in.”

“Why don’t you let me know if you hear her again.” It wasn’t a question, and I was caught a little by her prurient interest.

The next weekend, I was working in the garden again, doing one of those chores one does to add value to the family asset. I’d forgotten the woman entirely until I heard her noise. I started to scan the house fronts visible from where I stood, before I remembered Ruth.

“That woman’s at it again,” I said, interrupting Ruthie at her desk.

“What woman?” Her mind was somewhere in her work.

“The sex woman. The loud one from last week.”

“Yeah? Really?” She pushed past me and threw open the French doors onto the veranda.

The noise pushed into the room accompanied by garden scents and the afternoon sun, making the air lushly viscous. My wife stood, framed by the opening, concentrating on the sound as her eyes and mouth grew into a wide grin. She laughed out  loud, the impolite cackle she usually manages to suppress. She fell against me, her face in the pit of my shoulder, snorting. I stood there, feeling a bit foolish, arms around my wife as we listened to an unknown woman’s crescendoing passion.

Ruth, face still against me, her giggles wetting my shirt, began rubbing the crotch of my jeans. I started to back into the privacy of the room but she slipped her other hand into the back of my trousers and held me in place. She found the zipper at the front, pulled it down, and hooked my growing erection out.

I felt the heat of the sun on the sensitive skin and worried that I might get sunburned, a thought never far from the mind with my carrot hair and fair skin. Ruthie’s fingers pulled at my foreskin, dragging it over my glans, working the hardness into me and I took a chance with the sun.

My cheeky little wife’s giggles quieted as the woman’s cries became more shrill, and she grinned up into my face, her eyes sparkling. I expanded against the bite of the metal teeth of my fly, and she changed her grip, encircling my cock, squeezing it to the edge of pain, speeding her strokes. Pinning me to her chafing, with her other hand she entered my ass, first one finger, then others stingingly crowding it.

The woman’s passion continued to rise as I came, my sight unfocused and my head dizzy as Ruthie kept working at me, creaming ejaculate across her knuckles while her pressure from behind trapped my hardness.

And then the woman was quiet and Ruth relaxed, releasing me. In the sudden silence a dog began to bark, somewhere down the gully, and it was joined by another and another.

The following Saturday, Ruth said she would be getting lunch a little late. She fussed about setting the veranda table with champagne, French bread, cheeses, half-shell oysters, and other delicacies. I was beginning to worry that I had forgotten something important, guests or an anniversary, when she finally called me to the table, set with just two places next to each other.

“What’s the occasion?”

“Oh, nothing.” It was an obvious lie, compounded by the skirt she wore. Skirts at home are not Ruth’s thing.

She poured me a glass of the champagne. She fidgeted about rearranging plates to her satisfaction as I watched her, wondering if I had done something or maybe she had. She broke some bread, spread it with avocado and offered it to my mouth. As I took a second bite, our coupledom was interrupted by the sounds of the woman, taking what was beginning to seem her regular passion. I looked at Ruth as a relieved grin spread across her face.

“Why don’t you relax and let me feed you?” And so she slipped morsels into my mouth, the bread, cheese, marinated mushrooms, olives and so on, to her choice.

The serenade grew more impassioned, and her arched fingers picked an oyster from its shell. I thought she was going to eat it herself as she leaned back, but her free hand pulled her skirt up, revealing her knickerless hair and peeking cunny. She slipped the oyster along the pout of her slit before dangling the creamy flesh in front of my face. I leaned forward, opening my mouth, but she pulled the morsel away and pressed it into her own mouth. Her grin grew even wider, lips glistening.

Her butt forward in her chair, Ruthie lifted her foot  into my lap, pressing against my erection as her labia parted. She rubbed another oyster against herself, then teased me, suspending it between us.

As I leaned forward and caught the mollusk in my mouth, she caught my hair and pulled my face into her bush. I licked at the tang, trying to distinguish fish from wife, as she adjusted her position. Pressing her heels into my back below my shoulder blades, she brought her opening against the tip of my tongue. I pressed into her, the hot walls tasting metallic against the sides of my tongue as I worked my nose against her bud.

My hardness and balls ached, caught between my lap and belly. I pushed my legs back, scraping the chair against the deck until it capsized as I wove my arms under Ruth’s legs, slipping my hands under her shirt till my fingers found her nipples. My ears, against Ruth’s thighs, were full of the sound of my blood, our juices, and my breath as I drew it past her sex.

I was lost in my favorite world, slick and aromatic, pressing my tongue into her quim, searching out her soft corrugations. Then she pushed harder against me and her growing pants vibrated against my face. Knowing she was close now, I could imagine the washes of emotion across her flushed face and her eyes wide. Her thighs tightened, grinding my ears against my skull, and I burrowed my tongue deeper, eager for a final delicate taste before she ejected me from her tenderness.

 



And so it was that Ruthie came to the decision that she had to see the third member of our tryst. She had the copy shop blow up the street map of our suburb, scanned the other side of the valley with my binoculars, and marked houses she thought likely. She directed our evening walks along the streets of the  valley, and when we passed single women or couples she’d lean into me, whispering, “Do you think she could be the one?” or “What noises do you think she makes?” Later in the nights, as we settled under our duvet, her scent would be rich as she initiated frenzied couplings.

I wondered at the line between innocent fun and stalking, variety and fixation. We disagreed on this subject, yet, through the week, we both anticipated the next Saturday with growing excitement.

The day finally came and Ruth was ball-achingly beautiful, flushed with expectation, in her walking boots and her arse-curved shorts and her erect nipples pushing against her T-shirt. I luxuriated in the sight of her as we debated, again, the propriety of Ruth’s quest and I trotted out my line about sex not being spectator sport, even as the heat of my thickened member against my thigh argued my hypocrisy. And so we waited, both knowing we were going to search out our unwitting partner.

And waited.

Until the coolness of the evening, hunger and our mutual disappointment drove us inside.

Neither of us felt like making a meal and, rather late, we decided to treat ourselves to a restaurant. Over our food we wondered what had changed for the mystery woman. Perhaps, we contemplated, she had become aware of our antics. Maybe she had even watched us on the veranda, carried away after her own passion. During our sweets, Ruth’s knee pushed its way between my own and I looked up at her face.

There was that grin of hers.






The Yacht

SAGE VIVANT

 



 



 



 



 



 



Renee slathered another layer of sun protection over her fair skin. She loved the sun, but it wasn’t inclined to love back. She vowed to return to Minnesota looking sun-kissed if she had to spend weeks coaxing her melanin to the surface.

“Pass the lotion over here when you’re done with it,” Pamela directed from her nearby chaise. “That is, if you don’t use it all,” she added, shielding her eyes to watch Renee more intently.

“If you’d brought your own, you wouldn’t have to grovel,” Renee replied with delight as she tossed the bottle to her friend.

“Ladies, please. There’s more suntan lotion on the island, I’m sure. We’ve got our errand boys to pick some up if we need it,” Susan interjected, glancing mischievously at one of the crewmen.

None of the women had determined conclusively  whether any of the three men spoke English beyond “please” and “thank you.” Pamela and Susan spoke boldly around the men; Renee preferred to exercise more caution. Her instincts told her these guys had been on their share of boats and probably knew more languages than she had shoes. She’d stick with discretion until she had more facts.

“Yes, but who could stand to be without the sight of them while they go off to do our bidding?” Pamela sat up now, smoothing the creamy concoction along the length of her tanned arms. She winked at Susan and smiled at Adam, who’d just shyly glanced her way.

“God, these guys are really built, don’t you think?” Susan observed, fixating boldly on Tyler’s fluid movements as he swung some boxes from the lower to upper deck.

Renee groaned. “Honestly, you’d think the two of you had never seen men before.” She put her sunshades over her eyes decisively.

“Holy shit,” Pamela gasped, followed by a quiet moan from Susan. Renee snatched her shades from her face and looked at her friends, both of whom were transfixed by something to her right. She turned to see Dean, recently shirtless, resuming his rail polishing as if his biceps weren’t completely riveting, pulsating under the hot sun.

“Mmmm,” Renee noted with curiosity. “I see what you mean.”

“Renting this yacht was the best idea you ever had, Renee. Travel really can be so broadening, don’t you agree, Pamela?”

“Don’t bother me. I’m salivating,” Pamela said, only halfjoking.

The women laughed, drawing the attention of the crewmen, who smiled with polite indulgence.

“Everything about them is so taut and finely tuned,” Susan said, as if the men were elsewhere. “They’re like expensive, hand-made instruments.”

“Why do I think you’ve got only one instrument on your mind?” Renee chuckled, still surreptitiously watching Dean’s muscles flex and relax. The midday sun instilled a growing restlessness in her and she wondered whether she should get up and walk around to shake it.

“Have you ever seen such tight little rear ends?” Pamela marveled.

Renee didn’t want to comment because she had, in fact, never seen such glorious male bodies collected in one place and so close by.

“Oh, man, it makes your mouth water, doesn’t it?” Susan asked.

Dean caught Renee’s eye and held it, grinning a devastatingly knowing grin.


I ought to put my sunshades back on, she thought. Yet, she could not will the movement as long as he looked at her.

She heard her friends talking. She suspected they might even be talking to her. In her mind, her tongue followed the slim trail of sweat traveling down Dean’s breastbone.

“Renee!”

Irritated, she turned with a jolt to Pamela. “What?”

“Which sailor do you think has the best butt?”

“Oh, good God,” Renee hissed, reaching for her wine cooler. After a few healthy swigs, she took a deep breath. There was no mistaking the moisture between her legs. She  felt herself swelling with desire under her swimsuit.

“Until I know how much English these guys speak, I’m keeping my vote to myself,” she finally replied.

“You’ve just given me a great idea,” Pamela said, getting to her feet carefully. She’d had several wine coolers since breakfast. With her hands on her hips, she spoke to the crew authoritatively.

“Gentlemen! Would you bring those gorgeous bodies over here so we can pick a winner?”
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