
To many of the Cancun locals, American tourists were all the same: loud, obnoxious, and fat. But after working at this Cancun resort for three years, Gabriel had developed a good eye for distinguishing the different varieties of American that frequented the ritzy hotel and spa every spring break and summer.  They were all fat. There was no denying that -- he rarely saw an American visitor who could be described as anything less than plump – but they varied markedly in their attitudes. There were some who were almost apologetic, obviously not accustomed to being waited on to this degree back home in the United States; these people tended to be polite in their requests and large in their tipping.  Then there were others who thrilled in the knowledge that their fat American wallets could buy forgiveness for almost any outrage against common courtesy. These people were loud and demanding, but they paid for the difficulty in huge gratuities. Then there were those that, for some reason or other, were used to receiving the royal treatment back home in the US. These people were the worst. They expected top-notch service, but, because they viewed it as their due, they were extremely stingy.


Gabriel could tell this new arrival was going to fit snugly into that third category, just as snugly as she fit into her swimsuit.  

Laurie Belmontes was a big girl. She and her two friends were college sophomores at some west coast university in the US, Gabriel couldn’t remember which one, but whichever one it was, they were obviously enjoying the meal plan.  Gabe couldn’t estimate Laurie’s weight, but she looked to be over 200 pounds of soft supple flesh, a bloated beauty with long raven tresses, plump ruby-red lips and perfect alabaster skin.  She was definitely fat, even by American standards, but her most outstanding feature was her breasts.  

Laurie was enormously stacked beyond belief with massive melons bigger than basketballs, bodacious bulging boobies that bobbed and bucked inside her clingy sundress as she struggled to dismount from her van, that jiggled so violently when she waddled down the beach that they threatened to pop right out of a micro bikini so scandalously skimpy that she might get arrested for public indecency even in the Spring Break capital of the world. And that bikini! A girl as plump as Laurie had no business wearing something with so little support, it left almost all of her acreage bared. It must have been quite risqué when she first bought it, but it looked like Laurie had filled out a little since then. Her growing gut and fleshy love handles spilled over the panties, while the bikini top was so small that the two triangles of fabric that contained her chest were less like a bra and more like a hiding place for her areola. The fabric didn’t do anything to disguise the fact that Laurie’s gargantuan knockers were topped with two big, fat, puffy nipples that, Gabriel noticed with coy suspicion, tended to stand at attention whenever the voluptuous vixen was popping sweets into her mouth or chugging one of te resort’s overpriced alcoholic drinks.

Her two friends were no less impressive: they were both just as hefty as Laurie, but they tended to carry their weight in other places.  The overly tanned brunette that Laurie referred to as Jen was a natural pear, carrying most of her excess pounds in her wide rear and heavy hips.  The other, a shy blonde named Alice, was apple-shaped with a big flabby belly and big meaty thighs. 


The three American heifers had driven down to Mexico to enjoy their Spring Break in luxury. In the second week of spring break, the three ample Americans were bigger than ever.  The only exercise that they got was the short waddle from their room to the beach and, late at night, standing in line at the hotel buffet for a few minutes so that they could gorge themselves yet again.  

Jen and Alice were tolerable in that they didn’t make Gabe’s work life miserable with outrageous demands and mean-spirited sniping, but Laurie seemed determined to wring every last bit of service out of her stay at the beachside resort.


Working his shift in the beach cabana, Gabe cringed as he heard a familiar sound wafting from the beach.

“Hey! A little service?”

With a sigh, he put down the glass he was cleaning and looked over to the source of the sound.  Across the crowded beach, he saw Laurie lying in a lawnchair, sunning herself.  As usual, she was wearing her skimpy red bikini and large, stylish sunglasses.  Seeing that she had Gabriel’s attention, she raised an empty glass in the air and rattled it meaningfully.  Another refill?

“Carumba, that girl drinks like a fish,” muttered Gabriel.  He flashed the corpulent cutie a big disarming smile – it was his job – after all, and made a big show of making another drink. Laurie had fallen in love with chocolate coconut Bacardi smoothies, one of the higher priced (not to mention higher alcohol-content and higher calorie) drinks on the cabana menu and she’s been swigging them at a near constant pace since she arrived.  

Gabriel jogged over to Laurie’s spot, carrying the cold shake. As he arrived, Laurie sat up slowly, pushing herself forward with her elbows. Her belly bunched up into several rolls as she moved, pushing out far enough to create a resting shelf for her monumental bosom.

“Hmm,” said Laurie, pushing her sunglasses down her nose and fixing Gabriel with an annoyed glare. “It’s about time, sweetie. I didn’t think I’d have to wait so long in a full-service resort like this. It’s really just unacceptable.”

“Absolutely, senorita, I completely understand. To make up for that, you’ll see that I made this one a large. But, don’t worry, I just wrote it down as a small, so they won’t charge your room any extra.”

He smiled again, hoping that would assuage the demanding diva.  He also hoped that a bigger serving meant a longer wait before he’d have to deal with her again.  Laurie glared at him again, the faintest hint of a smirk playing on her perfect lips.

“Well, aren’t you a sweetie,” she said, “That’s more what I was expecting.”  She put the overflowing cup to her lips and took a deep pull.  “Mmmm!”

Laurie squeezed her eyes shut and stifled a moan. She looooved these drinks so much.

“You know how to make these drinks pretty good, baby,” she said, turning to Gabriel again. She hadn’t yet noticed the whipped cream mustache on her upper lip. “What’s your name again?”

“Gabriel, senorita.”

“And how old are you, Gabriel?”

Gabriel swallowed. He was trying really hard not to stare into Laurie’s carvernous cleavage, but it wasn’t easy. Whenever Laurie shifted in her seat, Gabriel got a clear view of her bloated boobs trying to escape their cloth prison. He could even see the droplets of perspiration on Laurie’s chest, running down into the chasm between those planet-sized tits.

“I’m 17, senorita.”

Laurie sat back in her chair. “Oh my gawd, you’re like a baby! How cute! I used to eat up kids like you for breakfast back when I was in high school, but a college girl has her standards.  Now run along, baby, mama’s going to enjoy her drink.”

Gabriel didn’t need to be told twice.  He hurried back to the cabana, relieved to be out of Laurie’s notice for a little while. Staring at those boobs for too long was like staring at the sun!   

Laurie didn’t want anyone to know, but she was really enjoying her stay here. The pudgy princess loved that she was finally being pampered the way that she always felt that she deserved. Sure, it wasn’t like get life back home in the States was so hard; Franks certainly did his best to cater to her whims. But here, she had a whole hotel’s worth of staff to answer her every beck and call.  A girl could get used to this kind of treatment!  She wrapped her lips around the straw and sucked, pulling in a delicious mouthful of rich chocolate shake.  Heavenly!  Of course, judging by the way that Laurie’s already ample gut had begun to pop over the lip of her bikini bottom in the last week, she was getting TOO used to the star treatment. Still, if she sensed at all the dangers of her over-indulgence, her mind was too addled with sun and booze and ice cream to care all that much.

“Hey, Laurie, like, what was that all about?”

Laurie turned her head to regard her friend, Jen. Like Laurie, Jen had also been overindulging just a tad on this trip.  Jen hadn’t turned into an ice cream cocktail fiend like Laurie, but every night the three girls had their dinner at the hotel buffet, and those unlimited meals meant that they were all three ballooning.  Jen’s yellow bikini wasn’t as scandalous as Laurie’s.  Jen’s bikini covered more acreage with a top that more resembled a sports bra.  Her bottoms were a different story, since thong showcased her rounded, growing rear.  She was lying on her stomach on the lawnchair next to Laurie, her bikini top unhooked, her plump tummy squishing out to her sides, her big fat booty pointing up in the air, the twin orbs of her chubby butt cheeks nearly naked except for the thin strip of fabric wedged deep in her crack. 

Laurie smirked, taking another swig of shake. “Oh, it’s Spring Break, a girl’s gotta have a little fun.  Did you see that kid looking down my bikini? He was totally checking out my tits, it was so obvious!”

“Like, of course he was checking out your tits, Laurie! There, like, no way that he couldn’t notice them. They’re the size of beach balls.”

Laurie tried to hide her grin. She was very proud of her size, and prouder still of how her sweater puppies had grown since she started gaining weight. Subconsciously, she pushed back her shoulders as she took another sip.

“I’m just trying to give these kids a little thrill,” said Laurie, “Something to bring some joy into their sad little lives. After all, they don’t get to look at me all year long like some people do.”

“Like, I dunno if Frank would approve,” said Jen skeptically, thinking of Laurie’s boyfriend back home.

“I’m not gonna do anything,” snapped Laurie, “I’m just showing off my tits a little, okay? I mean, if you got it, flaunt it! Besides, you shouldn’t talk, look at the way you’re baring that big ass of yours for the world to see.”

“That’s totes different!” protested Jen. The zaftig, thick-thighed bimbo furrowed her brow as she tried to think of a justification. “Um, like, I need to have my butt out so I can get a good tan!”

“Uh huh, and that’s why you’re wearing that thong 24/7? Face it, booty girl, you just want to show off that colossal rump of yours. Would Craig approve of that, huh? I thought he liked to think of your butt as his private property.”

“Um, that’s not like fair! Like, people around here see butts everyday, so, like, it’s no big deal when they see mine! This place is, like, famous for big booties.”

“Jen, you ditz, you’re thinking of Brazil. This is Mexico.”

Jen blinked in confusion. “Like, what?”


“Check this out,” said Laurie. She jerked her head to indicate a gaggle of teenage boys standing at a distance down the shore, desperately pretending that they weren’t all staring agog at the two overstuffed bunnies sunbathing their bulging bodies.  Jen looked over at her fat friend to see Laurie sit up in her lawn chair, then stretch languidly, like a plump kitty cat waking up from a long nap. With one finger, Laurie pushed her designer sunglasses down her nose and frowned, peering down at her chest with exaggerated concern. Then she grabbed the straining straps of her inadequate bikini top and lifted them slightly, just enough to make her colossal cantelopes smoosh together and rise up.  At the same time, the top-heavy diva began to sway slightly, causing an instant and very noticeable jiggle effect in the two globular gazongas. The boys stared, mouths agape.


“Hey guys, what’s going on?”


Jen and Laurie turned to see their third friend, Alice, waddling up to them, flushed a.bright pink from her brief shuffle from the shoreline to their resting spot. Of the three, Alice was the only one who had yet gone in the water even a little. Alice started the vacation as a round little peach, but she was definitely getting rounder, so much that the floral patterning on her single-piece swimsuit could no longer disguise her gain. The flowers were stretched weirdly out of shape as the material strained around her thick thunder thighs and especially her rotund belly.  Alice’s swimsuit was so tight on her now that the indentation of her navel was clear through the rubbery fabric  


Alice plopped down on the lawnchair next to her two friends, which creaked under her bulk.


“Is that ice cream?” asked Alice, her eyes lighting up. The chunky blonde had just jiggled a good ten feet down to the shoreline and back, so she was already exhausted and hungry. The sight of the cold creamy treat made her drool.


“No,” said Laurie, “It is NOT ice cream. It’s a smoothie. There’s a big difference, honey.”


“It looks soooo good!” wailed Jen. “Can I have a little, okay?”


“Jen, darling, you know you don’t need just a little. You know how easily you put on the poundage, hmm? We could barely shove that big butt of yours into the cart o come down here, I don’t know what we’d do if it got any wider. Christ, I don’t know what your bikini panties would do if it got any wider!”


“But we’re on vacation!” moaned Jen, clutching her loose bikini top to her bosom as she rolled over and sat up.  “I can splurge a little!” She bounced up and down on the lawnchair.  Jen’s bounces were always a little extra springy given all her backside padding.


“Well, Jen, if you want to return home looking like the Goodyear blimp, that’s your problem. But some of us care about our figures.”


“You’re drinking it,” noted Jen accusingly.


“I can afford it,” said Laurie, “Besides, anything I eat goes straight to my boobs, so I don’t have to worry. You, on the other hand, send all your calories down to your bum and I wouldn’t want you to have any trouble fitting through doors on my account.”


Jen stuck out her lip in an annoyed pout. “Well, like, then I’ll just get my own! Where did you get that?”


Laurie pointed over to the cabana. Alice and Jen looked at each other, exchanging disgusted looks. The cabana looked waaaay too far away! The two lazy beauties didn’t have the willpower or energy to walk that far, even for ice cream.


“Maybe we can get them to bring some to us?” ventured Alice.


“Yeah! Like, that guy brought Laurie her drink, so he should be able to do that for us too! Let’s get his attention!”


Gabriel thought he might be free from nagging for a few minutes while Laurie was busy guzzling her new treat. He was wrong.  Returning to the cabana, he was greeted by an angry barrage from his co-worker Alessandra.


“Why are you waiting on that American cow hand and foot?” she demanded.  Despite working in the beach concession stand all summer, Alessandra had avoided what many employees jokingly referred to as the concession curse, where an endless supply of reduced price junk food just within an arm’s reach had caused multiple generations of concessionaires to blow up like party balloons. Alessandra didn’t have much of a sweet tooth – something that matched her firey personality.  It was true that Gabriel preferred women with a little more meat on them, but Alessandra’s curvy but slim body was still wildly enticing to any man.  She and Gabriel had enjoyed a brief summer fling, followed by a tempestuous on-again/off-again relationship, because Alessandra’s intense jealousy tended to make her difficult to tolerate for long.  Judging from that opening salvo, it looked like she was in one of her moods again.


“Because, Alessandra, it’s my job,” said Gabriel. “I’m paid to bring American cows whatever they want.”


“You’re being awfully attentive to that fat bitch,” said Alessandra, narrowing her eyes and staring out, across the beach, to where the oblivious Laurie was slurping down her creamy concoction.  The intense tropical sun had already baked the recently pale beauty to a golden brown. “Is it because of those tits? Dios Mio, those are just ridiculous. You know those must be fake, right? No way could a girl grow jugs that big, no matter how fat she is!”


Gabriel sighed. “It doesn’t matter whether they’re real or fake, I’m paid to wait on all customers – even ones with implants.” He didn’t bother to argue the point. He could tell from watching the way that Laurie moved, the way that her enormous boobs jiggled and swayed everytime that she reached over to the end  table to pluck up another sinfully decadent chocolate bonbon, that those helium hooters were 100% real.  Plus, in her short time here, Laurie looked like she’d already gained a few pounds, which had added to her already impressive bustline.  “Anyway, I’m too tired to argue now. That balloon-chested bitch has been running me ragged all day long. My shift is over and I’m out of here.”


Alessandra scowled as she watched her weary co-worker stagger out of the cabana and back toward the hotel.  A few moments later, she heard voices coming from the beach.  It was the two other fat girls, waving their fleshy arms and calling for drinks. God, they were all so lazy!  Alessandra noticed that while they were yelling, the third girl, the one with the massive jugs, had already finished her own shake and had upended the glass into her mouth to lick up the dregs.


“I can tell a piggy when I see one,” muttered Alessandra to herself as she nodded and flashed an insincere smile to the three bloated blimpettes. She made a big show of starting to mix the demanded drinks.  “I can sit in this stupid booth all summer and not gain any weight for one simple reason: I’m not a greedy pig who has to stuff her face all day. But I bet those gorditas on the beach won’t be able to stop themselves. We’ll see if they can keep distracting Gabriel when they’re too fat to waddle down the sand anymore. Ha, by the time I’m done with them, people will mistake them for beached whales!”


“Ooo thank you, this looks lovely!” Alice squealed when Alessandra brought her a coconut chocolate Bacardi smoothie.  Licking her lips, Alice took the giant glass in her pudgy little hands and gawked at it. It was huge! She didn’t even think the big glass that Laurie had been drinking from was this big!


Jen grinned widely as she took her own glass.  Laurie grimaced skeptically as she saw that Alessandra had brought another glass for her as well.


“I didn’t ask for anymore smoothie,” said Laurie snidely, laying back on her chaise and closing her eyes. In reality, she certainly COULD drink some more.  Those drinks were so sinfully delicious that Laurie could probably chug an entire keg’s worth before she’d get tired of them. Granted, all the ice cream and liquor that she’d already consumed was sitting heavily in her stomach, as evidenced by the burgeoning bulge just north of her pubic mound.


“Yes, but…uh… we heard that you weren’t  happy about having to wait for the last one, so we decided to give you your next one free,” said Alessandra. “In fact, we’re so dedicated to customer satisfaction, that we’re giving you free ice cre—I mean smoothies for the rest of the day. Just ask for me, Alessandra, and I’ll make sure you get anything you desire!”


“Ooo, like, that’s awesome! Thanks!” Jen chirped.


Alice nodded. “That’s really nice of you! What a great hotel!”


Laurie didn’t react, letting the silence hang heavy.  Eventually, she sighed. “Yes, that’s acceptable. See that we do get everything we want.”


Oh you’ll get everything you want, you fat bitch thought Alessandra smugly. If you haven’t exploded by the end of the day, I’ll consider it a failure. But I don’t think I need to worry about that when I’ve got such complete gluttons like you three to work with.


The plan was working perfectly.  Alessandra kept plying the three girls with free treats. Unfortunately, Laurie at first kept up the pretense of denying herself any treats a little better than Alessandra expected, meaning that she instead had to deliver the free treats to Laurie’s two gluttonous friends. No matter. Alessandra didn’t have any problem if the bootilicious bimbo and the bloated blonde both began to balloon up, as long as they took their busty friend with them.  Of course, they did. Laurie would refuse treats herself, but, as long as Alessandra gave Jen and Laurie more food than they could possibly finish, Laurie was sure to hoover up the leftovers.  It wasn’t soon before all three girls were happily munching away, constantly calling for a never-ending stream of treats. Alessandra was only too happy to oblige, filling the drinks with extra booze and cream, offering extra big portions.


By the end of the day, Alice, Laurie and Jen were all feeling the effects of their ill-advised gorging. 


The three stuffed, swollen sweeties lay gasping on their favorite chaises, so unbelieveably full that they couldn’t even move a muscle.  Alice was gasping, sweat pouring off of her forehead and down her chubby cheeks. Next to her, Jen was moaning loudly, unable to contain herself. The bottom-heavy girl’s pathetic groans were interrupted only by the occasional belch.  The third member of the titanic trio, Laurie was also feeling the effects of her insane binge, although she was determined not to show any discomfort, since she didn’t want anyone to think that she was some sort of fat pig who couldn’t control her eating.  Not that her composure could disguise that fact; her enormous swollen belly, stuffed to capacity with rich food and gurgling faintly with every wheezing breath, was already ample evidence of Laurie’s gluttony.  


As the sun began to dip beneath the waves, Alice turned to her friends.


“Um, guys? It’s starting…hic… to get a little chilly out here… hic… do you think we should…go inside?” The overstuffed girl could barely get the words out, since she was so crammed full of food that she could barely suck in enough breath to speak. Worse, her gluttony and boozing had left her with a bad case of hiccups and every hiccup painfully rocked her burstingly full belly. 


“Um…yeah,” said Jen, “Besides, if…we…like…stay here, we’re..hic!... gonna miss…dinner.” She finished her sentence with a loud belch that sent the tipsy girl into giggling hysterics.


“Miss…hic!...dinner,” mumbled Laurie drowsily. The idea of eating still more made her feel vaguely queasy, but at the same time she hated the thought of missing a meal. Partly because she was a greedy glutton at heart who didn’t know the limits of her own body, but also partly because she saw missing a price-included meal as a waste.  Laurie tried to shove herself forward with her elbows, but it was no use.  She was too stuffed and woozy to manage and the simple movement jostled her full gut painfully. She flopped back down, her titanic tits quaking violently but her overpacked drum-tight belly barely shaking at all.  


  “Guys..like…hic…help me up,” moaned Jen, holding out a pudgy arm to each of her friends. “I think I…can do it..if you help me up a little…”


“Oh, and then how are WE supposed to get up?” slurred Laurie.


“I’ll help pull you up..hic!...as soon as I’m, like, standing.”


“Fine! Grab her right arm, Alice, I’ll grab her left.”


It was a futile move since there was no way that Alice and Laurie could get any leverage over Jen from their reclining positions, but they were so distracted from their grunting and heaving that they didn’t notice Alessandra walking up to them again, carrying a tray with three shot glasses.


“Well, hello, senoritas,” said Alessandra, a smug grin plastered across her face. “I just came by to tell you that I’m about to go off shift, so I wanted to see if there was anything else that I could get you before I leave.”


Besides a forklift, she thought. Dios mio, I didn’t seriously think that I could fill them up that much! Even for Americans, these three eat like hogs. They might not have burst, but carumba they came close!


Alessandra was impressed by her handiwork despite herself. The three curvy cuties’ dome-like bellies bulged like gargantuan mountains before them, making them almost as tall lying down as they were standing up.  The three girls seemed to be having trouble seeing Alessandra, as they had to peer around their own mammoth girths to catch a glimpse of her.  Laurie, especially, was having trouble focusing, since she had an additional two obstacles in her way, her hemispherical hooters.  The three girls were so full that Alessandra was tempted to reach out and poke those bellies, just to test how much give remained in them and how close they each were to detonation.


“Ummmm,” said Alice, biting her lip.  “I, um, don’t know how to say this, but—hic! – we could use some help with –“


“Anything, anything at all?” interrupted Alessandra. “All you have to do is say it, and your wish is my command!”


“See, the thing is we’re kinda stuck and..”  Alice was blushing red at having to explain that they’d glutted themselves so much that they were unable to stand, but Alessandra cut her off again.


“Well, sounds like you three are in good shape, and you won’t need any more snacks tonight, huh?  Yeah, it looks like you’ve had more than enough to eat.”  Succumbing to temptation, she stepped forward and patted Laurie’s rounded middle.  It was tight, alright!  Just to be sure, Alessandra pushed a single finger into the apex of the raven-haired babe’s overloaded stomach and found it tight and hard as a bowling ball. The pressure forced a belch from Laurie’s slack lips.


“Hey! Stop that!” Laurie scowled, but she was having trouble focusing. She was too addled with alcohol to do much else. 

“I guess you guys want to spend the night here on the beach,” said Alessandra. “Well, that’s cool. I’m sure you’ll have a nice camp-out.  I don’t THINK that the tide comes up this far, so you’ll probably be okay. Then again, I wouldn’t worry about that: Fat floats. So if it does come up here, you three blimps will probably just float out to sea like a trio of inflatable pool toys, huh?”


Alessandra grinned again.  Alice and Jen stared at her in confusion, not certain if they were hearing her right through the alcohol haze.  Laurie shook her head to clear the fog.


“What was that?” she snapped. “How dare you…hic!”


“What? I didn’t say anything, you must have imagined it. But then again, you guys did have an awful lot to drink today. Don’t worry, I brought you something to help you sleep. Just a little nightcap!”


Alessandra bent down next to Laurie, plucking one shot glass off the tray and holding it to Laurie’s lips. “Here, just a little Irish cream to help you rest. Nighty night!”


Laurie opened her mouth to protest, but stopped as Alessandra tipped the creamy beverage in.  Laurie’s complaints faded away as she lost herself in the warm, creamy flavor and in a moment she was snoring.  With a smile, Alessandra tip-toes over to Jen and helped her to a glass as well.  Alice was the last to get a sip.  In a minute, all three girls were snoring loudly.  Their stomachs rose and fell with their heavy breathing, the faint sound of creaking fabric wafting across the beach as they did.


“Ha! Look at these hippos,” said Alessandra. “The best part is, they’re so drunk that they won’t remember a thing in the morning. They’ll just remember me as the nice girl who gave them free drinks, not the bitch that knocked them out. Wait till Gabe comes back for the morning shift and finds these three helpless elephants lying here. I wonder if they’ll have digested enough by the morning to move? I kind of doubt that, they’ll probably be immobile for the rest of their Spring Break. Let’s see if these tits are big enough to distract Gabriel from that!”


Snickering, Alessandra padded away across the beach. Her plan had worked perfectly!


In the morning, Gabriel returned to work to discover three bloated bunnies snoozing in the exact same spots that they’d occupied the day before.  Their swimsuits had finally given up the ghost, defeated by the growing girls’ insatiable gluttony.  Laurie’s busted bikini top lay in shreds around her, her ginormous naked jugs splayed to the sides of her overloaded gut.  Her bikini briefs had also split under the pressure, but her swollen paunch now covered her pubic mound completely, so she was spared that additional embarrassment. Next to her, a similar fate had befallen Jen.  She had rolled over onto her side at some point during the night, her enormously stuffed gut rolling out in front of her like she was snuggling a baby seal. Her top was still intact, but her panties had split straight up the seat, revealing a full view of her deep asscrack and a tushie so full and plush that it looked like two ripe melons ready to burst on the vine.  Alice, meanwhile, had filled her tummy with so much junk food that her swimsuit was practically strangling her.  Wearing a one-piece meant that, unlike Jen and Laurie, whose tums could simply spill free over their panties, Alice’s expanding middle was trapped as it inflated bigger and bigger like a helium balloon.  Her swimsuit had finally split entirely down the side, from hip to armpit, letting the soft creamy flesh of her flanks flop out. All three girls looked like beached elephant seals, swaddled in blubber, contentedly snoring away. 


“Dios Mio, we can’t have that!” he cried, rushing out to them with a handful of towels. He draped towels over each of the practically nude girls, hoping that no one else had noticed them yet. The last thing he wanted was to have some other tourist start raising a fuss about obscenity!


“Oh, it’s you,” murmured Laurie, opening one eye and snuggling down under her towel.  “Turn off the lights, sweetie, I’m trying to sleep and I have a pounding headache. But maybe if you could bring us some more of those free drinks like a good boy?”


“Free drinks? We’re not supposed to give visitors free drinks!”


“Yes, you are, your lady friend was bringing us plenty yesterday. Now that was good service, you could learn a little from her, honey, about proper customer service.”


“Oh,” said Gabe darkly. “I see.”


Alessandra was rather disappointed when her perfect plan ended up getting her fired. And while the extra pounds around Laurie’s middle didn’t seem to quash Gabe’s attention to service, she was at least edified to see the trouble that the balloon-chested American had struggling back into her car at the end of the trip.

