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         I am fascinated with art from various time periods, but not all art touches me the way that Expressionism does. When visitors at the art museum where I work as a curator ask me who my favourite artist is, I pretend to think about it for a while.

         “There are many amazing artists, but Picasso has always meant something special to me,” I’ll answer after a long pause

         Today is extraordinary. My body tenses with excitement several times throughout the day. It’s often like that before a new exhibition, but this time it is different. The works will start to arrive this afternoon. They come directly from an exhibition at the Tate, which has been a great success. We have decided to call the exhibition Picasso’s Women, even though it also contains paintings from other Expressionist artists. The name Picasso has a way of attracting visitors, while the word expressionism scares the guests away.

          
      

         I open a book from the Tate Modern Museum in London. I have leafed through it many times since the deal was sealed. I have doggy-eared several pages. These are the pages I go to first. I lean over the book, put on my reading glasses, and begin studying Picasso’s women from his early years. They are round and vulgar. Everything bulges and invites the viewer in. That was how he saw women, from the jutting breasts to the double nose, which appeared when he was close up for a kiss. I like his early view on women the best.

         When the same woman appears in his paintings several years later, her appearance is much sharper. She is more angular, mere geometrical. I flip to the double-page with the picture Le Réve – The Dream. The picture is one of his early works. It portrays a young woman sitting in a red chair. She has tilted her head a little to the side and her eyes are closed. Her one breast is peeping out over the corset, hands folded over her vulva, and she has a blissful look on her face. I let my index finger dance along the soft silhouette. The red, wavy couch, which almost accentuates the woman’s posture. All strokes lead to her vulva – the place that Picasso was so afraid of. I place my hand on the picture and let my fingers slide over the painters' brush strokes. I can almost smell the strong oil paint and feel the tension between subject and painter.

         The door to my office is open out to the current exhibition. I lean a little over the table – trying to see out. I hear a few voices from visitors but don’t see anyone. No one to notice that my hand slips under the table. No one to see me carefully unzip my skirt, or see me lay my head back in pleasure when I feel how excited the painting has made me. I am wet like a thick, fresh layer of oil paint on a stretched canvas. The book lies open in front of me, and I stare at the picture of the painting. My eyes wander over the pages. I see the woman’s gaze, the almost aggressive brush strokes, and the explosive colours. The anger, the ferocity, and frustration pouring out of the painting, and I can’t stop touching. The voices of the visitors grow louder. I rub hard against my wet vulva and cum quickly and breathlessly, before anyone walks past the open door.

          
      

         “The truck is here now,” says the guard.

         She stays by the door as she leans into the office. The sound of her voice startles me. I am always amazed at how she can move around without sound. Often, I jump at the sound of her voice or when I see her. It’s not that she is dangerous, but that her presence surprises me – suddenly she is just there. We walk down to the basement and the truck together. We talk about this and that. She mentions a date that she had last week. I try to ask about it, but my thoughts circle around the paintings. She says that she will see him again on the weekend. I nod but don’t get a chance to say anything else, as we walk around the corner and see the truck. They are already carrying the paintings inside. The manager of the museum is directing the carriers. In the split of a second I spot The Dream.

         “Are you warm?” The guard asks.

         “A little. It’s crazy finally seeing them. It is almost surreal.”

         We watch the scenery in silence. The sight of the paintings, blurred by the bubble wrap packaging, makes my fingers itch. I feel like ripping off the protective layer and carefully caress the painter’s brush strokes, but I don’t move. I won’t sneak into the storage before the others have gone home.

         It is slowly getting dark — the museum switches to evening lighting. The security grate is pulled down in front of the main entrance, and the others have checked out with their keycards. It is just me and the guard left. There isn’t anything suspicious about it. It’s often like that. My colleagues are busy picking up their kids and getting home to their families. I am just me, and at the museum I’m never really alone, I have the art. Sometimes the guard stops by. She likes talking. I always answer what she asks, but I make sure to make the answers short. It doesn’t seem to bother her, then she just tells me even more. Sometimes I think that she doesn’t have a lot of people to talk to. She is always very eager, and she speaks to me as if we are friends.

         “Are you still here?” The guard asks when she walks by.

         “Yes, I just have a couple of things I want to get ready for tomorrow. The exhibition out there is going on a trip to Stockholm,” I say and point.

         She nods. She has a pretty face, the kind of face that some people will be attracted to and others jealous of. She has long eyelashes, a slim nose, and full lips with a soft cupid's bow. She spends most of her workday in the surveillance room. It is so small that there is only room for her. She monitors everything.

         None of us has said anything for a while and not surprisingly, she is the one that breaks the silence.

         “Well, I’ll do my last round before I close down for today - hope you get on well with your work.”

         She raises her hand in greeting and silently moves away.

         “See you tomorrow.”

         I roll my shoulders and lean back in my chair, glaring at the clock. I don’t know if the guard has gone home or if she is sitting in the surveillance room, watching the monitors, but after fifteen minutes, I get up and go down to the storage.

         As soon as I step into the room, I put on the white fabric gloves. The light turns on automatically and reveals the paintings standing along the wall. At that moment, I feel like an explorer stepping into uncharted territory for the first time. The door shuts behind me, and with a start I look back, but I am alone. The woman from Picasso’s The Dream watches me from the other end of the room. Her face is even more distorted under the bubble wrap. I take out the painting with great care. For a moment I forget to breathe – the bright colours take my breath away. There are easels in the room, which we use for when we need to decide how the paintings should hang in relation to each other.

         Carefully, I place the painting on an easel so that it is in my line of sight. With a gloved finger, I follow Picasso’s brush strokes. In some places the paint pushes against the pulp of my finger. In other places the paint is thin, almost worn. All of the strokes lead to the woman’s vulva. I actually don’t know what happened between Picasso and his women, but the colours, the passion in his strokes, and the paint, which is almost smeared onto the canvas, suggests a certain tension between the painter and the subject. I think about the struggle between him and her. She fights for his attention, and he struggles to withstand. She lures him in like the doe does the hunter.

          
      

         With closed eyes, I trace the woman’s chest. Behind the silk shirt, my own nipples tighten and get hard. I really wish that someone would touch me the same way the art does. The hairs on my body stand up, and suddenly I feel warm — my finger slides from the woman’s breasts down her corset. I caress her arms until I end up in her lap. I pull off one glove and let the other finger trace the same pattern on my own body. The finger caresses my breast, which tenses up with expectation.

         It slides along my stomach until the skin beneath my belly button tickles. I unzip my skirt a little and let the finger continue its journey. I caress my smooth vulva, lean back a little, and look the woman in the eyes. The blush that has spread on her naked torso spreads to mine. At that moment, it is clear to me that she must be close to having an orgasm. The complexion of her breasts is very different from that of the rest of her body. I let a finger slide in and moan loudly.

         There’s no one left in the museum, not that I know of, but at the opposite end of the room is a camera, and the lens is pointing at me. I lay my head back and look provocatively at the camera. I increase the pace and squirm, all the while my eyes are locked on the canvas. Maybe the guard is watching. Maybe I fascinate her in the way that the art fascinates me – maybe I make her touch herself. My hand moves down my skirt; it hits against the fabric and makes the skirt flap. I open my mouth and moan loudly. Redness spread across my chest. My hands work faster as I throw back my head and scream out my orgasm. The fabric of the skirt falls limply against my leg.

          
      

         The exhibition turns out to be particularly popular, and it attracts more visitors than we have dared to hope. After the opening of the exhibition, I have made it my routine to come half an hour before my regular office hours so that I can get some alone time with Picasso’s women. I have only just unlocked the door to my office and put my bag on the desk when the guard suddenly stands in the doorway.

         “Good morning. You are here early,” I say, startled.

         “Yes, it’s all about getting things done, especially with the afternoon that lies ahead. They say it will be the warmest yet this year.”

         “Good thinking.”

         I toss my head in the direction of the table.

         “Well, I’d better get to it,” I say.

         Maybe it’s something I’m imagining, but I think the guard lets her eyes run slowly over my body before she turns around and leaves.

         There aren’t a lot of visitors on the hottest day of the year. Rainy days are usually the best. Today people are probably either at the beach, where there is a bit of breeze or at home in the shade. Art isn’t on the top of the list. It’s been a long time since anyone walked past my office, and I don’t hear the usual buzzing of visitors. I get up from my chair and stretch my arms over my head while I wiggle my body and stretch my back. It’s half an hour until we close. Half an hour until I will put on my white gloves and explore the oil paintings alone. Half an hour until I will push my finger against the bulging paint and imagine that it is still wet, with the consistency of fresh semen.

         I walk out into the exhibition. My legs are just as indecisive as my head. I contemplate which painting to present to the night school students next week. They will learn about the techniques, the time period, and then they will create an expressionist piece themselves from a live model. The heat is heavy and wraps around my body and pushes against my temples. This isn’t the time for decisions. Instead, I let my thoughts wander and the art seduce me. I am practically dragged around the exhibition, to all Picasso’s women. Maybe it is the heat, and maybe it is the oppressed wildness in the painter’s strokes that makes the sweat flow and gently run down my back.

         Suddenly, I hear steps behind me. I stop and let the male visitor examine the works without my interference. He walks close by me, so close that I can smell him. I swallow and observe him in secret. He is standing in front of one of Picasso’s late women. He has earphones in – my voice talking about the geometrical shapes and the warped mind of the painter. The man is dark and maybe a couple of years younger than me. He has strong shoulders and a broad jaw. A painter like Picasso would portray his body with triangles and squares. Everything from his jawline to his muscular body would be interpreted through the geometry. I look down when the man walks over to the next painting. I follow him and stand next to him in front of The Dream.

         We watch the masterpiece in silence, and even though none of us says anything, I can sense his excitement, and I want to touch him. He studies the paintings in the same way I do. His eyes wander around the painting, and I can just make out the bulge in his pants. I take a step closer to him. His chest rises and sinks with heavy rhythm. I watch the painting while he carefully steps closer to me. I swallow a couple times and close my eyes for a moment as I imagine his body’s contours under my hands. His fingers answer my thoughts as they carefully interlock with mine.

         We keep facing the painting. The woman in it stares at us. I study her and what she expresses with her body before she cums. The bell sounds, and a mechanical voice tells us that it’s five minutes to closing time. Everyone is asked to leave the museum. I turn towards the man and look him straight in the eyes. I try to hold his stare, and he makes it easy. We watch each other for what feels like several minutes, but in reality it was probably more like a few seconds. I wet my lips while I look at him questioningly. As his answer, he squeezes my hand, and I pull him along to a more secluded part of the exhibition.

         Finally, I think, as we turn the corner. He takes a step towards me, and like a rehearsed dance routine, our bodies find each other. His full lips close around mine. I close my eyes and let my finger run over his face as if his lines were the brush strokes of the painter. He has day-old stubble, which pushes insisting against the pulp of my finger. I think about how different it is with a real person. The subject and the person are each insistent in their way. He is rougher and more angular than Picasso’s women, but just as the women he insists on being seen and touched. His hands grab my waist and lift me onto the desk in the middle of the room.

         The desk is part of the more interactive part of the exhibition. Often children sit by the table and paint their interpretations of the art, which they hang up on a clothesline afterwards. Today it is me and the unknown man who are the artists. I unbutton my skirt and pull it up so that he has access. His wet tongue slides down along my neck and leaves a glistening line that makes it tickle under my skin. I lay back my head and let the buzzing sensation wash through my body. My eyes are closed for a moment, but when I open them again, I become aware that we may not be the only ones left in the museum. At the back of the room is a surveillance camera, and it is pointed down at us.

         I sit on the desk with my legs open wide while I stare up at the camera. Maybe the guard is watching us. I throw back my head and push the man’s head towards my vulva. A shiver runs through me as his cool lips touch my warm pussy. I bury my fingers in his dark curls, which are glistening with oil. He holds my waist. The contrast between his dark hands and my pale stomach seems pictorial and seductive. His dark face in my light pussy, light and dark, which will soon mix, like the colours on a palette.

         We rip off the rest of our clothes and throw it around the exhibition. I get on my knees across from his dick while he leans against the desk. The lens on the camera changes, maybe it zooms in. His cock glistens like wet oil paint. I usually take care of the art, it is my job, I can’t touch the paint, not without white fabric gloves, but I can touch him. I playfully lick him clean and greedily move down on him while I moan loudly. I imagine that we are the art that the visitors study. We are the ones they can’t touch.

         He pulls me back up and lays me across the desk. I seductively poke my bottom towards him. With both hands, I part my buttocks a little so he can see. He touches himself as he watches me. I think about Picasso and the woman in the painting and contemplate whether Picasso pleasured himself in the company of the woman. I throw a look over my shoulder at the man, and he places a hand on the small of my back and thrusts into me. He practically roars as he grabs my hair and pulls my head back. An immediate pain rushes to my scalp and makes me whimper. He releases his grip a little but keeps pumping in me. The sweat drips off me and runs down my spine like a watercolour painting. Drops from the man's torso fall onto my back, and the delicate colours mix with each other.

         His movements grow slower until he finally stops and sits down on the office chair next to the desk. His stomach muscles are visible and protrude from his body, like a thick layer of oil paint on a tight canvas. I gently run my fingers over them, and I think for a moment of the white fabric gloves, that I don’t need. I have to touch him. He holds my hips when I step over him so that I stand with one leg on either side of him. His arm muscles are tense. I can’t help but trace the outline of his body with my finger. I close my eyes and feel his angular torso, his broad shoulders, and defined arms. I sigh deeply as I push down on him. When I open my eyes, he stares at me.

         At that moment it hits me that he looks at me in the same way that I look at the art. He tries to take in every detail and every hint that I give him. He follows my body as I follow the brush strokes on the paintings. He tightens his grip around my hips and pushes down with a strength that makes me think he is close. Therefore, I hurry to wriggle free and change position. He stays on the office chair while I ride him with my back turned, staring directly at the camera. He holds my hips and guides me down on him. I lay back my head and moan loudly when he slides even further inside, but I don’t take my eyes off the camera. I am the challenging and provocative art, and the guard is the viewer that I invite in.

         He gently pushes me away and looks down on the floor. I lie down on my back, and he throws himself at me. I think he is just as close to cuming as I am. He penetrates me without difficulty and fucks me like Picasso’s woman fucked herself while he watched, but today it is not the painter who is watching.

         The camera moves a little to the left, then points its eye at us. With my hands around the man’s buttocks, I push him far into me. I start fondling myself, and he thrusts harder. I look at him and the camera in turn and think about the guard who might be watching. My body tenses up, my pussy tightens around him, and I cum. A couple of seconds later, white semen sprays from his dark dick onto my stomach. I spread out the semen as if it was thick oil paint on a canvas. Today I am not just the person who takes care of the art – I am the artist.
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The Lifeguard



Holiday, finally!

Kiara buried her toes in the sand of Playa de las Burras and soaked in the hot sun as it painted her face golden. There were very few tourists in Gran Canaria at this time of the year, especially in San Agustín. The white sunbeds were arranged in neat rows on the beach. The pale orange parasols didn’t match the worn-out green mattresses, and the paint was peeling off the tables. If Kiara squinted, she could see three tourists on sunbeds and two others walking among the cliffs on the left side of the beach. Nobody was in the water.

It wasn’t a great situation if she wanted to meet someone, but perfect if she wanted to be left alone. She didn’t really know how she felt yet. Maybe she wasn’t ready to meet someone new?

She thought about the aesthetics of the island for a while; her father was from here and it had felt very natural to come here to heal. When she saw the last-minute trip, she booked it straight away.

A warm breeze came from the ocean and blew through her hair. She pulled the towel closer around herself. The sound of the waves felt therapeutic, just as the scent of the seaweed. The closer to the water she was, the more her skin tingled. She couldn’t wait to be embraced by the cool water. It was all that she needed after a tough year in Sweden. She didn’t need a man; she didn’t need love. No, on this holiday she would take care of herself and heal. She would relax by the water by day and enjoy nice food by night. Alone. It was about time she learnt how to be alone.

The Atlantic Ocean water washed over her toes and gave her goosebumps. The horizon was flat against the sky. Kiara couldn’t see a cloud in any direction. She was sweating, and the cool water was going to feel so good. She just had to find a good spot where she could put down her towel and her bag.

She looked around and locked eyes with a man that was walking towards her, kicking the sand with each step. She felt butterflies in her stomach. He was wearing a red shirt, so tight that she could see his chest muscles through it, and he had a whistle around his neck. Broad chest. Dark sunglasses. You couldn’t see his eyes through them. He was probably a lifeguard, because the guard tower behind him was empty. He was barefoot, just like her—ready to jump in the water and save women in distress…

The thought made Kiara giggle even though she knew it was serious business. Tourists lost their lives in the Canary Islands every year, and even more would probably die if men and women like this lifeguard didn’t sit in their towers, keeping an eye out. Kiara often wondered what they looked at when they scanned the beach with their binoculars. Were they really just looking out for dangerous situations, or did they fall for the temptation to check out wet asses and breasts in tiny bikinis? She wouldn’t mind if this lifeguard checked her out.

He was walking in her direction now, right?

Either way, he looked good. Or… sexy. The air in between them was hot and electric; it was holding its breath for their first meeting. Kiara crossed her arms over her chest and shook out her strawberry-blonde hair. A move that normally made men stutter. He probably wanted her number.

 

It was incredibly warm and moist in the little booth, four metres above the beach; it was one of those days when the August heat made every pore sting and your tongue felt like the bark of a palm tree.

He was surprised that his phone was even working when he heard a message come through. Sure, it was both heat and water resistant, but it had been in his warm pocket for so long.

Red flag for Playa de las Burras. Increasing winds and strong current.

Alejandro had just finished reading the message from the authorities when a drop of sweat fell down on the screen, distorting all the letters. He sighed but felt a bit excited that something was finally happening. Something other than that British tourist’s skin turning redder than a lobster. Or that German couple chain smoking and fighting over who would get the next round of beer. Alejandro knew the swearwords of that language pretty well by now.

Five people on the beach. Six, including him.

So extremely boring.

He sighed again as he made his way down from the guard tower. Then he spotted her on the beach.

Where did she come from?

Alejandro slipped on the last step and landed on something hard in the hot sand. She looked like Venus with her strawberry-blonde hair blowing in the wind. She was standing by the water’s edge, digging her toes into the sand, completely lost in herself and the ocean. Alejandro’s heart skipped a beat.

Jesus, she is sexy.

She wasn’t naked, like Venus, but wrapped in an ugly beach towel. Or maybe that’s exactly what made her so sexy? The towel wrapped around her body like a second layer of skin, and he wondered if she was wearing a bikini under it? Maybe she was naked after all? Oh my God, his brain felt mushy.

In his whole career as a lifeguard, Alejandro had never changed a yellow flag for a red that fast. He swore to himself as the lines got tangled and the lid to the box that contained the flags fell down and landed with a loud bang on his fingernails. His fingers were pulsating from the pain when he put his sunglasses on.

Get it together!

She looked at him! She had probably heard the bang.

A beautiful face with big eyes was smiling in his direction. He tried to walk with strong steps and look confident, but his heart was racing. She crossed her arms under her chest and shook out her golden hair.

She is probably used to getting whatever she wants.

“I’ve just raised the red flag, miss. You’re not planning on getting in the water, right?” Alejandro’s voice sounded like he had swallowed the whole beach, and he cursed life for not making him a couple of centimetres taller. There he was, looking up at her. “Miss…?” he cleared his throat.

“…behave?” she said and laughed.

All the sounds of the waves disappeared, the water stopped moving and time stood still. Alejandro took a deep breath and the electric air burnt his nostrils. Her outlines became blurry, but her scent was very clear: vanilla and… wild strawberries? And wait a minute, was she making fun of him?

 

“I’m a good swimmer.” Kiara straightened her back to accentuate her height. She held her head high and let her towel slide up a little along her sweaty thigh. “I think I can handle the current.”

It looked like the man swallowed. His Adam’s apple moved and his eyes fell on her thigh as the towel shifter and more skin became visible. Did he understand what she was doing? Her leg was so sweaty that it must glisten, maybe even sparkle, in the sun. If that didn’t turn him on, he must be gay. Kiara felt a bit offended by the fact that he hadn’t asked for her number yet. He had only come over to tell her about the beach’s dumb rules. Men. Sometimes she didn’t understand them.

“I’m sorry…” He ran his fingers through his sandy, black hair. Sensually slow, as if he was trying to seduce her too. “The rules apply to everyone. No people in the water.”

Kiara pushed her arms together to attract even more attention to her cleavage. She smiled her heart-breaker smile. “And if you happen to turn around for a moment?”

“What?” He looked dizzy. She definitely had an effect on him. Good, all good. Not gay. He would give in any second now and let her go for a swim in the tantalizing water. She could hear the waves break against the cliffs next to the beach. The sound of vacation.

She buried her toes in the sand to show him that she was absolutely not going anywhere, and stared out over the water with a hand covering her eyes to protect them from the blazing sun.

“Yeah?” she continued with confidence. “If you spin around and check your phone or something for a moment.” She leaned forwards and placed a hand on the man’s muscular and warm shoulder. Squeezed it. Whispered to him: “I promise not to tell…”

“That’s not how it works.” He shook his head. Stone cold. “I’m sorry. I have to ask you to leave.”

“Oh, you are so boring.”

“I can lose my job.” He stared at her hand until she got the message and let go. He didn’t even compliment her beautiful nails. They were pink, like the ocean and the sky at dusk.

“So, what will you do if I get in the water anyway? Call the police?” She laughed and kicked a wave that washed over her ankles. “You can’t stop me.”

“Then I would have to get in and get you out.”

“Yeah, right.”

They stared at each other. His black eyes looked into her brown ones. Was he serious? Would he swim out and rescue her? She was tempted by the thought of spending some quality time in the salty water in his strong embrace, and she was sure he was very good at his job. But most of all she wanted to go for that swim.

She broke eye contact and her eyes dropped to the crotch of his tight swim trunks. Or well, shorts. What would they look like if they were wet? Kiara had to stop herself from splashing him with water. He looked sweaty. How would his body feel pressed against hers? Stop it. He was slightly shorter than her, but much wider. She would probably drown in his arms. She laughed at her own joke, and the man looked at her as if she was crazy.

No, this wasn’t going anywhere.

“This won’t be the last time you see me,” she said through her teeth and put a finger on his chest. “Just so you know.”

He smiled at her. “I’m looking forward to it.”

Game on.

Kiara would be back when the wind had calmed down a bit and when the current had turned. But most importantly, when this sexy lifeguard wasn’t here. Red flag or not, Kiara would swim today. She was sure of it.

But… maybe she should just…?

 

The finger burned like fire against his chest. And the nail dug into his skin. A pink cut in his heart. This time he only threw a quick glance at her hand, he didn’t try to stare it off like when she had squeezed his shoulder.

The reality was that he never wanted her to stop touching him.

His gaze followed her slim wrist, wandered along her tanned skin that was a bit too dark to be Scandinavian, and accidentally grazed her breasts. She was still holding her towel tightly wrapped around her, but he could still see that her nipples were stiff under the fabric. And wasn’t she exposing her thigh way more than she had been earlier?

On purpose?

Sure, Alejandro, sure…

He looked at her lips. She had stopped talking now. Her lower lip was slightly bigger than her upper lip and it was pouting, as if she had just said something that both excited and annoyed her.

“I’m looking forward to it.” He smiled and didn’t really know what it was that he had just replied to. Maybe that she was coming back tomorrow?

Alejandro couldn’t wish for anything more.

Something in her brown eyes made him think that he had said the right thing after all.

“But you’ll let me splash around a little here, close to the beach, right? Mister…? It’s so hot.” Then everything happened very fast.

But for Alejandro, everything was moving in slow motion.

She dropped the beach towel and it landed in a pile around her feet. Long and slim legs jumped out into the waves, a gracious back bent forwards and a cupped hand filled with water moved quickly in his direction.

Before Alejandro could react, the cold water hit his stomach and trickled down over his crotch.

Hadn’t she looked at his crotch a bit too long before? That was what Alejandro thought, before he screamed.

“Oy, miss, you’re making my job very difficult.” Without hesitation, he took three big steps out into the water. He put one arm around her back and the other behind her knees and lifted her up from the water. She was lighter than he’d imagined.

“Oh, is this how you save people in distress?” she gasped next to his ear. Her breath was warm and her voice soft. A firm breast pressed against Alejandro’s chest and he could feel her hard nipple. Her skin against his gave him goosebumps, and all his blood rushed downwards… towards…. it.

The one thing that couldn’t happen.

He looked around. The lobster was lying on his side, staring at them. The Germans were spilling beer and swearing.

“Just a bunch of crazy tourists…” he breathed into her golden hair, at the same time as he inhaled deeply.

A hint of sweat mixed with the vanilla and the wild strawberry. It was like smelling pure aphrodisiac. At least his body thought so. He wondered if she noticed his erection pressing against the side of her buttocks.

“Wasn’t it nice to cool off a little? You looked so hot in that… that shirt and those tight shorts.”

Alejandro could have sworn that she pressed her ass against his hand before she wrapped her arm around him and let him carry her up on the beach. He turned his back towards all the sunbeds and carefully put her down on the sand. He saw that also she was covered in goosebumps.

“Lovely.” He took a step back and placed his hands in front of his crotch. Maybe she wouldn’t see it. “You don’t look very cold, though.” He nodded at her and tried not to stare at her round hips and the forbidden V that was covered with a small piece of fabric. Her bikini top didn’t have any shoulder straps, that’s why she had looked naked under the towel. And now he saw it: her bikini was the exact same colour as her nails. Except by her pubic mound, where the water had changed the colour of the fabric. Slightly darker and more purple. Like a ripe plum.

“Are you done looking now, or do you need to cool off some more?” She was definitely looking there. Definitely. It was as if she could see straight through his hands.

 

It was just after eight when Kiara headed back to the beach, but this time she wasn’t wearing anything under her towel. Noting at all. She felt excited when she thought about what she was planning to do. Skinny-dipping on Playa de las Burras! What if someone saw her? There was a promenade just twenty metres from the beach, with a big hotel on the other side of it. A hotel with balconies overlooking the ocean.

With bare feet, Kiara stepped onto the golden sand and looked around. She could only see two other people. They were walking on the promenade, probably on their way to have dinner. The sunbeds were empty. The guard towers were empty. And the ocean was waiting for her.

The guard tower!

Kiara looked again, just to be sure. It was empty, right? After her impulse earlier—maybe it was actually some kind of test—she didn’t know if she felt relieved or disappointed.

Nada, niente, nothing.

She was actually pretty disappointed. And slightly annoyed. She didn’t know what it was about that man. All she knew was that he had made her wet in more than one way. And that her nipples had acted out…

He had looked like a wet Adonis when he picked her up like that. And it wasn’t only his muscles that flexed… She was sure of it.

Kiara shook her head. “Fantasies,” she sighed quietly. “You are here for a holiday, not to sleep with the first man you see.”

And where would I do it, in that case?

She felt how she started to blush. She’d better do what she came here to do, instead of giving in to stupid sexual fantasies. She looked up. The sky was orange and golden, and a couple of white clouds covered the setting sun on the horizon.

She ran to the water’s edge without thinking, threw her beach towel on the sand and quickly jumped into the ocean before anyone would see her. The Atlantic Ocean rocked her, cold and refreshing. It was as if every pore of her skin came to life. Wonderful! Salt on her lips and sand in between her toes. Water stroking her warm thighs. She was floating on her stomach, looking towards the beach. The red flag was down, or at least she couldn’t see it. A breeze rustled the leaves of the palm trees.
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