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	Erika loved the beach. She loved the salty smell of the breeze, the muted roar of the surf coming in. The cacophony of laughter, conversation, and music.

	But what she loved most of all was showing off her bikini body. As skimpy as she could get away with.

	While she was 18, technically an adult old enough to make her own choices, she still lived at home and her dad absolutely hated it when she showed off her firm, high breasts and pert ass in something that left next to nothing to the imagination.

	So when Beth, her best friend since forever, invited her to a beach day with her family she jumped at the chance.

	She and Beth walked along parallel to the water, which lapped up around their bare feet every few moments.

	"How did you even manage to buy that!" Beth said, giving Erica's slim and nubile body some rather judge-y side eye.

	"Amazon," Erica replied.

	She made sure her hips swayed nicely. Every time she looked back at the beach she caught guys of all ages either quickly looking away or staring with open hunger.

	Hunger for her. Erica smirked a little, enjoying every last second of it.

	"If your dad saw you he'd kill you. After wrapping you in a towel," Beth said.

	"Well my dad isn't here, is he? Also, jealous much?" Erica gave Beth a pointed look. Her friend wore a two-piece, but a much more covering one.

	Though just about anything looked covering compared to what Erica had on.

	"Hey! I'm sure some of those guys are checking me out too. Besides, my dad is here."

	"Oh, I know," Erica winked at her friend.

	"You're lucky if he doesn't tell your dad about today," Beth said.

	"I think he's lucky he didn't pop one in his shorts as soon as we came out from the change room."

	"Erica! That's disgusting!" Beth said, her sun-drenched face flushing red.

	"I dunno, Devon's pretty good looking for an older guy. Real silver foxy-type," Erica said. It wasn't really a lie, either. Erica would be lying if she hadn't felt a flutter low in her stomach when she saw Devon, Beth's dad, shirtless for the first time that day.

	"You're such a slut!" Beth said with a laugh. She gave Erica a playful shove.

	They played around like that for a bit, Erica loving how pretty much every male eye on the beach was fixed on them. She thought about undoing her top (by "accident" of course) but forgot about it when her own eyes crossed out over the water.

	"Hey! Your dad and sisters are out pretty far," Erica said, pointing.

	Beth looked. Yeah, Devon and Beth's two older sisters had swum out pretty far and were currently splashing at each other and generally frolicking.

	"Let's go!" Erica said, rushing out into the gentle waves. She had already gotten in up to her waist in the warm, salty water before Beth charged out as well.

	It didn't take them long to swim and wade their way out to the others. Erica was well aware of the way her her mostly bare breasts glistened in the sunlight. And in the way Devon couldn't keep himself from glancing down at them.

	He put on a smile, "I was wondering if you guys were ever going to join us."

	"I wouldn't miss it for anything!" Erica said, "Thanks so much for letting me come along! I've been waiting for a chance to put on my new bikini."

	"It's no problem at all," Devon said, "And I don't think your dad would've let you."

	Erica winked at him, "Would you have let Beth or the others out in this?"

	"Hah!" he barked a laugh, "Not in a million years."

	A brief silence took over then. Erica smiled at Devon, who nodded at her.

	"Dad!" Beth said in a put-on of a whiny voice. Everyone laughed.

	Everyone swam for a while, splashing and laughing. But Erica kept finding her eyes drawn back to Devon.

	Probably because every time she looked at him, she noticed him glance away. 

	There was something hot about that. It made her nipples perk up and push hard at the thin material of her top.

	She let Devon notice that, too.

	Gradually, she found herself swimming closer and closer to him.

	"Having fun?" Devon asked.

	"Too much," she replied. Then she splashed him.

	He looked at her with mock shock, then splashed her back. They splashed each other some more, somehow drawing closer and closer each time.

	It didn't take long before they stood right in front of each other. Devon was taller, and the water came up to just under his chest.

	"Erica! Come over here!" Beth called.

	"Coming!" Erica shouted back.

	"Don't have too much fun, now," Devon said. She tried not to look at the way the water run in glistening rivulets down his chest.

	He tried not to see the way those rivulets of water ran between Erica's heaving breasts.

	"Of course not," she replied.

	Then she spun around. It was half accidental, half intentional. She let her hand sweep low through the water.

	It brushed against the front of Devon's shorts. His breath caught.

	She stopped. Let her hand linger. Her heart tried to pound its way up through her throat, and her body went hot.

	She squeezed his cock through his shorts and he groaned, stiffening within the grip of her fingers.

	"Erica!" Beth said.

	Erica let go, leaving Devon breathing heavily. She winked at him, then paddled her way over to Beth.

	She couldn't get her mind off him. Off the way he got hard for her so quickly. Off how big he felt. She wondered how big he'd get at full mast.

	She wondered how that full hardness of his might feel pushing up through the tight loop of her pussy.

	After that she took every excuse to get close to him in the water again. She loved how unspeakably naughty it was to seduce Beth's dad right in front of her, without anyone knowing what was happening just below the surface of the water but the two of them.

	Once she turned away from him and backed up, pretending to accidentally bump her ass against his shorts.

	His hands grabbed her by the hips under the water and pulled her hard against him. Just for a moment.

	Once she dove underwater near him and reached up the leg of his swim trunks. She wanted to pull them down. Put her mouth on him underwater. But she couldn't risk it.

	Her own internal ache grew. This had all happened so suddenly.

	She couldn't get the idea of fucking Devon out of her mind. But how? The beach was so public.

	Her lungs began burning, so she breached the water, flicking her long hair back so that a spray of water glistened in the sunlight.

	"You should go with the other girls," Devon said loud enough so that the others could hear. Even though, for the moment, they seemed content with splashing each other.

	Beth did glance over there, giving them both a quizzical look. Erica's heart pounded as she smiled back as innocently as she could. "I didn't realize I swam so far!" she said with a laugh. "Sorry, Devon!"

	Under water, he grabbed her wrist. Her breath caught when he pulled her back against him. The hard bulge of his cock pressed against her ass. Her pussy quivered.

	Then he put his other hand against the flat of her tummy and slid it down. It went down between her thighs and found the swollen mound of her desire.

	He pushed against it and she stifled a moan. His cock throbbed against her.

	She wondered if she could slip her bikini bottom down. Wondered what he would do if his rigid cock found its way between her thighs.

	She'd never fucked in the water before. And she'd never fucked with so many other people around, either.

	"Erica! I thought you were coming over here!" Beth called over, bounding up and down in the water and waving as she did.

	Devon rubbed her pussy again, making her squirm against him. When the electricity dancing all over her skin calmed down she said that she'd be right there.

	Devon let her go, and she started drifting away from him. Her cunt throbbed with the memory of his fingers. And she couldn't stop thinking about how hard he was for her.

	She'd never fucked an older man before. Especially not her best friend's father. But she could think of nothing else.

	Then he grabbed her wrist again. Except this time he didn't pull her back against that delightful cock of his.

	"Wait a few minutes and then meet me in the women's change room." Then he gave her a light shove to send her on her way.

	Those were some of the most difficult minutes of Erica's young life. She could barely stand the anticipation.

	But then it happened. "You girls stay out here. I'll be back in a bit. Just need to check on something I forgot about in the car," Devon said.

	He waded his way back to the shore, and once he got there started towards the parking lot.

	Erica pretended to have fun for as long as she could.

	"J'll be right back," she said.

	"Where are you going?" Beth demanded.

	"I'm getting a cramp. I think I just need to go sit for a minute..."

	"I'll come with you-" Beth started.

	"No! I mean, you don't have to. I'll be super quick. I promise. You stay out here and have fun," Erica said, her heart pounding for a different reason. If Beth came in with her then nothing else could happen. And she couldn't wait any longer. She couldn't take it.

	"Oh, okay. Well I hope it stops soon. That's what you get for having that sandwich before we left!" Beth said.

	"Yeah, serves me right," Erica said as she started wading in to shore.

	The sun warmed her body quickly as the water sluiced off her, and sand felt hot against the bare soles of her feet.

	She didn't notice either.

	Soon she got to the change rooms. She couldn't stop thinking about how hard Devon had gotten. About how big his cock felt against her.

	About how it might feel as it slid as deep into her as he could push it.

	The beach breeze had dried her off pretty well. But it couldn't touch the wet heat between her thighs.

	She went into the change room, flattening herself against the wall as a couple bikini-clad girls rushed by.

	Inside were the lockers, the benches, the showers, and some private change areas in the back.

	And she was alone.

	She padded her way in, the tiles cool against her feet. "Devon?" she whispered.

	"Here," his response came from back in the private area. She went there and found rows of closed change rooms.

	"Where are you?" she said.

	Then the door closest to her opened and Devon pulled her inside. Out of the water, she noticed how much taller than her he was.

	She swallowed hard at the lump in her throat. Excitement and anticipation ran electric fingers up and down her body.

	Her breaths came quick and hot when he put his hands on her hips and pulled her against him. "I should tell your dad what a bad girl you're being." His cock was a hard bulge against her stomach. His fingers slid down to her ass and squeezed her pert cheeks.

	"No, don't tell him. I'll do anything..." she said, her stiff nipples chafing at the thin material of her bikini top.

	"I always knew you were trouble," Devon said.

	"You have no idea," she replied. Someone had left their towel on the hook on the back of the door. She grabbed it and tossed it down onto the floor.

	Then she knelt down in front of him.

	"We don't have long," he said, his jaw working hard and his cock stretching out his shorts.

	"We don't need long," she told him.

	He pussy throbbed so hard that goosebumps broke out all over her.

	"Beth would kill me if she knew," Erica said.

	"And Beth's never going to find out."

	Erica undid the knot holding his trunks up. Then she pulled them down. Devon's thick shaft stood at full attention, inches from her face.

	She wrapped one hand around his shaft, near the base. He was hard in her fingers. And so fucking hot.

	When she put her mouth on him she tasted the salt of the water they'd just been swimming in. When she started to suck on him, started to stroke his shaft, she tasted the saltiness of his precum.

	He gathered her hair and held it back. "That's it. Suck and stroke. Get me nice and wet with your spit."

	She liked being told what to do. Especially by a man she'd known her whole life. 

	She loved how he rewarded her efforts with little shivers and groans. How the more of his cock she choked down, the more of his precum she could milk from him.

	"That's it," he said, "Just under the head. Use the tip of your tongue."

	She tickled at the inverted V of flesh on the bottom of the head of his cock like he asked. She wrapped both hands around his shaft to hold it still while she did it.

	His breathing quickened. He swallowed hard. His hands squeezed into fists, pulling at her hair. "Fuck. Fuck. Stop. I don't want to come yet."

	Part of her wanted to keep going. To tickle that extra sensitive spot until he gave her every last drop of his load.

	But her body throbbed for him. Her pussy quivered. She needed him inside of her.

	Her jaw ached when he pulled her back to her feet, and her lips tingled. They tingled even more when he kissed her.

	And as he kissed her, he undid the knot holding her bikini bottom on. It slipped off. His strong fingers dug into her firm lower cheeks. Pulled them apart. For just a moment, he teased at the wet heat of her opening with one finger.

	"Yes..." she moaned.

	Then he spun her around and shoved her against the narrow bench that took up most of the space in the change room.

	"Your ass is incredible," he said.

	She looked back at him, smiling while she wiggled her magnificent behind at him. His cock flexed in response. "I'm so wet for you."

	He found out himself a moment later when he guided his cock between her thighs. He found her opening right away and pushed his stiff girth against it. They both moaned while she parted around him.

	Each thrust he pushed more of himself into her, feeding her inches. And her tight little pussy was hungry.

	"You're so big..." she moaned.

	"Does it hurt?" he said, slowing down a touch.

	"Just a little. But I like it. Fuck me harder," she said.

	He forced every inch into her and she hissed at the feeling of getting stretched out so quickly. But it also felt good. So good.

	Her glistening nectar covered every inch of his shaft. Let him slide in and out of her tight little pussy even though she held him tightly on every stroke.

	They slowed a little every time they heard someone come into the changing area. Women laughed and talked to themselves while Erica covered her mouth and Devon fed her his cock with aching slowness until they left again.

	Then he pulled out of her and brought her to her feet. In another instant, he lifted her off the flood and pinned her back against the wall of the change room, shoving her knees back so that he exposed her tight young twat for a moment before sinking into her.

	They kissed as they fucked, their mouths hungry for each other. It wasn't long before their breathing became ragged. Before a tight ball low in Erica's stomach threatened to burst.

	Her young body quivered in his grip. Her toes started to curl. A deep flush of heat appeared between her pert breasts.

	"I'm gonna come, I'm gonna come..." she moaned, "Don't stop. Don't stop!"

	He didn't. His cock felt better than ever before. Like it swelled up even harder inside of her. Each stroke brought her closer and closer.

	Soon Devon's mature face started to twist. "I can't... I can't hold back..." he groaned.

	"Give it to me," she moaned. She was so close. So fucking close.

	He buried himself to the hilt in her, his balls slapping against her ass. His face twisted in an expression that was almost pain.

	Then his shaft jerked inside of her and she felt the hot splash of his load.

	She couldn't hold back anymore. She came all over him while he came deep inside of her. She wrapped her arms around his shoulders and held on while he covered her throat and shoulder in kisses, his cock flexing all the while.

	He held her pinned against the wall a little longer, both of them catching their breath.

	"We better get back out there before Beth comes looking for us," Devon said.

	And with some reluctance he slipped out of her. He'd shot his load so deep inside of her that it didn't leak out of her right away.

	Before it could, she pulled her bikini bottoms back on and tied them in place. She could feel his seed inside of her. It seemed to pulse with warmth.

	The walls of her pussy ached already. And she couldn't quite walk straight.

	"I'll go first. Then you come out in a minute or so," Devon said.

	Again, she did as he asked. They got back out to the water and Beth asked what took so long. Erica replied that it had taken a while for the cramps to go away.

	Beth and the others didn't suspect a thing.

	Erica liked having a secret.
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