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Book Four


Chapter One

God damn, it was hot.

Harvey sat there in a light, white shirt with the sleeves rolled up and a pair of swimming trunks, sipping on an ice-cold juice from the beverage stand. Even under the giant umbrella blocking most of the sun, he was already sweating. Even the sand between his toes was hot, and he thanked himself that he had the good sense to bring a pair of sandals and leave his shoes in the car.

He looked out at the sea, beautiful blue and as clear as the sky, where there was not a cloud in sight. He watched as the waves rose and fell, lifting a group of young men up, their lean bodies poured into skin-tight wetsuits, as they rode across the water on surfboards.

Down the beach was a volleyball net where shirtless young men and women in skimpy bikinis mingled, their bodies glistening with sweat and lotion in the sun, picking mixed doubles for the game that was about to go down.

Harvey sipped at his drink and looked behind him. There was no sign of anyone approaching, just a row of beautiful women lying on their fronts, their bikini tops discarded as they caught the sun and avoided tan lines.

There were, he thought to himself, far worse places to waste time waiting for someone else to arrive. It was sunny and pleasant and fun. Yes, fun. Even sitting there by himself, he could feel the positive vibes of the place, of the energy and excitement, the fizzing possibilities of a sunny day at the beach, one of the few places people could flaunt what they had (or didn’t have) with impunity.

Yes, this was definitely the sort of place where you could just sit back and relax.

Screeeeeeech!!!

Harvey turned to the car park opposite the beach, where you could park up and look out over the sea, to see who the hell was making that noise. Right next to the grassy banking separating the beach and the car park, an old VW fan had come perilously close to overshooting, its bumper nestled in the tall grass. The engine chugged as if it were on its last legs, but the exterior was spotless, a light turquoise paintjob with a white front and roof, the side windows going all around the top. On the roof, a couple of surfboards were fastened securely.

As the driver’s side door opened, he half-expected smoke to start bellowing into the air as two potheads fell out of the van, like something from an old stoner movie, but he saw something completely different instead.

There was just one person, a woman. She was Japanese, tall and slim, and even from this short distance, he could see that her body was toned, like that of an athlete. She was wearing a pair of tight denim shorts, the edges frayed, either cut or designed to look so, with white pockets resting on her toned thighs, and a predominantly yellow bikini top which barely managed to contain her huge breasts, which jiggled as she shook her long, dark hair out.

Then suddenly, she looked at him and waved. Instinctively, he looked around to see who else was nearby, but then realised she was waving at him. He turned back and waved weakly, and the sight of her as she jogged towards him, firm body shining in the sun, large breasts bouncing with each step, hit him in the face like a freight train. For that moment, it was as if time moved in slow motion, as if she hung in the air with each step, as if she were something out of an old TV show about lifeguards. But all too suddenly, it was over.

“Hi,” she said, sticking her hand out, her breasts still bouncing softly as she caught her breath, “I’m Sumire.”

“Hi Sumire,” he said, taking her hand and shaking it, “I’m Harvey.” Her hand was soft, but her grip, like her body, was firm and confident.

“Nice to finally meet you,” she said. “Sorry, I’m late.”

“No problem,” he said, as her hand fell from his grip. “Nice van.”

“Isn’t it just?” she said, her smile so bright it could operate as a lighthouse. “She was in a bit of a state when I picked her up, but I’ve managed to put a bit of a perk in her step.”

“You’re a mechanic?”

She shrugged.

“I dabble. I had to get someone else to replace some panels, and give it a new paintjob, that’s way too precise for me. But I do a bit of work on the engine now and again. And I decorated the interior.”

“The most important part of vehicle maintenance,” he said.

“Exactly!” she said brightly. “Finally, someone who gets it.”

He wasn’t sure he got it entirely, but it made her happy, so that was good enough for him.

“You should see it sometime,” she said.

“Sounds good,” he said, “but I don’t imagine you wanted to meet at the beach to show me the back of your van?”

A coy smile moved across her lips, but just for a moment, then fell away just as quickly.

“This all you got?” she asked, looking under the table and looking him over. “In terms of clothes, I mean.”

“I’ve got some shoes in the car,” he said, “but pretty much.”

She stood there, appraising him for a moment, then asked the question he had been secretly dreading since she pulled up.

“You ever surfed?”


Chapter Two

No, he had never surfed.

That, he felt, was something that went without saying. He wasn’t one to generalise, but it always seemed that people who surfed had a particular vibe. It wasn’t necessarily chiselled bodies and sun-kissed skin (although that was often part of it), but more of an aura they carried with them.

There was something about surfing that made it appealing to a certain type of person, unappealing to many more, and had a relatively high barrier to entry that would forever limit its appeal to large parts of society. Even if people thought it was cool, actually doing it was too much like hard work.

For one thing, you needed a big ass board and some way to transport it to one of the very specific places you could use it. Then you had to spend hours practising, which involved falling repeatedly into the sea, which knocked you about constantly. Then, after all of that, you had to change, pack up your board, and drive to wherever else you needed to be, with said board in tow.

Surfing wasn’t a hobby you could dabble with for ten minutes here and there; it was a commitment. It was your day, your week, your life.

For the true believers, surfing was a calling.

“What size are you?” Sumire asked. “Trunk-wise?”

“I guess I’m a medium,” said Harvey.

“One pair of medium trunks, please, Dave,” she said to the sunbronzed blonde-dreadlocked guy in the beach surf shack.

“Coming right up,” he said, turning to rummage through a pile of clothing. “Gonna need a suit as well?”

“Most definitely,” she said.

*

Harvey winced as he looked at himself in the mirror. Skin-tight Lycra was most definitely not his style. Especially not skin-tight lycra shorts which clung to his body, detailing every, and he meant every inch of himself. But even so, part of him enjoyed the feeling of being a surfer, even if he hadn’t ever actually surfed just yet. The more he looked at himself in the mirror, in nothing but the tight shorts, the more he felt he looked the part. Sure, he could do with a bit more sun, but he was in sufficiently good shape to make the look work, even if his bulging junk in his shorts was less than aesthetically pleasing.

But at least he had the wetsuit to mask that, somewhat.

He grunted and groaned as he struggled to get the wetsuit on, the material clinging to him like a second skin. But finally, he got it up his legs, then slipped his arms in and did it up, his surfer cosplay complete.

Well, nearly.

*

“You can use my paddleboard,” said Sumire, as Harvey surveyed the selection of multi-coloured surfboards for hire next to the Surf Shack, “get you used to it.”

Harvey turned to argue his case, but was stunned into silence when he saw her. She was in her own wetsuit now, which was far more aesthetically pleasing than his own. For one thing, it didn’t have legs. Instead, it was more like a long-sleeved one-piece swimsuit that showed off her impressively toned thighs. The rest of the suit clung to her body, highlighting the curves of her hips, her slim waist, toned to perfection underneath, and, of course, her huge breasts, which struggled against the material, desperate to be freed. The zipper, which ran down the front, sat half-open, exposing the soft skin of her chest and the crest of her breasts.

“Unless you can handle something more powerful?” she asked, planting a hand on her hip and raising a questioning eyebrow. “Come on,” she said, walking past him, “come help me get the boards off the van.”

“Sure thing,” said Harvey, turning to follow her and making an effort not to stare at her tightly toned ass, thick with muscle from years of dedicated exercise. They walked up to the car park, and he watched as she reached to the roof of the van and unclipped the surfboards, pulling the full-sized one towards her.

“Help me with this,” she said, and he moved behind her, reaching up and planting his hands on the firm board. “Get a little closer.” He moved closer, his body pressing against hers as they manoeuvred the board to the floor and leaned it against the van.

“Nice board,” he said, admiring the expert finish, as if it were something he knew anything about.

“Thanks,” she said. “Did it myself.”

“You’re quite handy,” he said.

“You’ve not seen anything yet,” she said, as she moved around to the other side of the van. “Now come help me with the other one,” she said as she went. He followed her around, just in time to see her manage it by herself. “This is for you,” she said, handing the smaller, far less impressive board to him, then walked around and collected her own board.

He followed Sumire back down to the beach, her ass looking incredible in her wetsuit.

“Here,” she said, throwing her board into the sand. “Let’s get started.”

“I’m no surfing expert,” he said, “but I’m fairly certain you surf in the sea, not next to it.”

“Ten points,” she said, smiling. “But as you cannot currently surf, we’re going to practice simply existing with the board on dry land.”

“Fair enough,” he said, placing his board down next to hers. “Where do we begin?”

*

He had spent the last hour surfing on dry land, standing on the board, lying down on it, standing up from lying down, and he was fairly confident that he had the hang of it. He was so good, in fact, that he wondered if he might actually be a natural.

Suddenly, an entirely different life flashed before his eyes, one where he was a tanned and toned twenty-something, surfing on the weekends and looking damn good doing it. He saw the men watching with admiration as he rode the waves, saw the women as they approached him after, a touch here, a gentle whisper there, saw late-night bonfires on the beach, sitting on driftwood logs and telling stories as easy laughter drifted through the air as the night gave way to morning. He saw women leading him by the hand along the beach, just out of view, to talk privately, before pushing him back into the sand and fucking him, riding him until they both came, before walking casually back to the bonfire, to be met with humours cheers, which were both embarrassing and elevating. Perhaps he, he imagined, could even have gone pro or competed in the Olympics, at surfing, rather than fucking. But yes, as she stood there on the board, arms out to hold his balance on the imaginary waves, he was sure he could have had it all.

“Not bad,” said Sumire, watching with folded arms pressing her breasts up and together. “I think it’s time we got you wet.” He turned to her and watched her pressing her breasts together as she fully zipped up her wetsuit, and promptly ate sand.

The waves weren’t exactly any better, and any dreams he had about being a natural were swiftly washed out to sea.

“That’s it,” said Sumire encouragingly, balancing effortlessly on her board, as Harvey struggled onto his hands and knees, then hands and feet, then, finally, awkwardly, standing upright. “You got it!”

“I’ve got it,” he cried triumphantly. “I’ve got it! I’m the king of the wor–aaah!”

He tumbled backwards, hitting the water and going under, sinking below the surface as he flapped and struggled to right himself, trying to find a sense of direction with his eyes closed, flailing helplessly until, almost by accident, he broke through the surface and gasped for air.

“You alright?” asked Sumire.

Harvey breathed deeply and wiped his face with one hand, then brushed his wet hair back. He blinked his eyes open and saw her lying on her surfboard, floating majestically, like a siren calling him onto the rocks, ready to dash his vessel and send him to the bottom of the ocean. And if sirens were anything like her, he would have done it, no questions asked. As her wetsuit shimmered in the sun, and her wet, dark hair slicked back with seawater, her long legs stretched out across the board, she looked as alluring as any woman he had ever seen.

“I think I’m getting better,” he said, swimming to his board and holding onto it like a floatation device. “I nearly didn’t fall off that time.”

“That’s true,” she said brightly, smiling. “You want to go again?”


Chapter Three

He sat on his paddleboard cross-legged, which was once again firmly planted in the sand, and breathed deeply. He knew for certain that he had not missed out on the life of a professional surfer, and he was ok with that. For starters, it was hard bloody work. He had spent hardly any time up on his board and had only managed to catch, for a couple of seconds, a single wave, but he was exhausted.

But Sumire very much wasn’t.

He watched from the shore with amazement as she swam out further, chasing down the largest waves with the same intensity as he had fled from them. He watched with amazement as she stood up, her strong legs holding her steady as she controlled the board beneath her as she moved across the waves. And she looked amazing doing it. Her hair, tangled from the sea and blown back by the wind looked amazing, giving her a free-spirit vibe as her slim, toned body activated every muscle to keep her balance and body shape as she rode wave after wave, occasionally wiping out, before popping back up from the surface, undeterred, ready to climb back on and try it again.

After a little while, she rode the tide towards shore, then hopped off the board, lifted it up under her arm and jogged towards him as if it weighed nothing. God, she looked amazing with the sun shining on her wet body, her breasts with their restrained bounce in the tight wet suit, her long legs toned and tense as the waves lapped against her feet.

She threw the board onto the sand and collapsed next to him, panting but satisfied.

“You looked amazing out there,” said Harvey. “Surfing, I mean,” he added quickly.

“I hope you weren’t bored?” she asked.

“Not at all,” he said. “I could have watched you out there all day.”

Or anywhere else for that matter.

She smiled.

“You’re really good,” he said.

“Thanks,” she said, eyes closed, face tilted to the sun, “so are you.”

“I’m really not,” he said, smiling, trying not to stare as she ran a hand up the front of her wetsuit, found the zipper and pulled it down to the edge of her breasts.

“No,” she agreed, “but you’ve got spirit, so that’s half the battle.” He looked at her sceptically. “I know it isn’t for everyone,” she said, by way of explanation. “So to see you give it an enthusiastic effort was really nice. Most people fall off once or twice and give up, but you…”

“I fell off a lot more than that.”

“You did,” she said brightly, “and you kept going. That’s one of the things I love most about surfing. It teaches you to be resilient, to not be afraid to fall, and how to pick yourself back up.” She smiled softly at him, then turned and looked out towards the sea. “Honestly, it changed my life.”

He could sense there was a story there, perhaps something deeply painful from her past, but he didn’t press the issue. She would tell him if she wanted to, but not everyone wanted to keep reliving the past. He knew he sure as hell didn’t.

“Right, come on then,” she said, “I’ve got something else to show you.” She leapt up effortlessly, as if she had all the energy in the world, and he climbed to his feet as if he’d spent a couple of hours being knocked about by the heavyweight champion of the world. She scooped up the board and jogged across the beach, and he picked up his paddleboard and followed suit, trying to hide his laboured breathing as they made their way back to the Surf Shack.

*

He groaned as he peeled off his wetsuit, which clung to his skin as his muscles began to ache. He would feel that in the morning, he knew that for sure. He stood there in nothing but his skin-tight trunks, his cock pressing against the restrictive material. He tried not to think of Sumire in the cubicle just a few feet away, peeling off her own wetsuit and revealing what he was absolutely confident was her perfect body. He tried not to think of her large breasts as they popped from their confinement, her toned abs as she pulled the suit down around her waist, her tight ass as she dropped it to the floor, leaving her in nothing but a pair of skin-tight bottoms, which she would then peel off, leaving her completely naked.

He tried not to wonder if that was what she wanted to show him.

He pulled off his own trunks before his hardening cock made it any more difficult and stepped into the shower. He yelped as the unexpectedly cold water blasted his skinkissed skin, the shock nearly knocking him down like a wave taking him by surprise. But as he stood there, he got used to the temperature, and as his overheated skin cooled, he found himself gaining a modicum of control, even if thoughts of a naked, showering Sumire never left his mind.

*

Back in his shorts and shirt, he waited outside the Surf Shack, once again checking out the boards, and once again, imagining himself as a professional surfer. He knew it was nothing but a dream this time, but then again, he would have said that about his current life just a short time ago. It felt like just yesterday that he was unhappily married, firmly becoming middle-aged and destined to live out the rest of his miserable existence in quiet mediocrity. At no point in that man’s life did he ever think he would be standing on a beach, waiting for a beautiful and busty woman, who was nearly half his age, after spending the afternoon surfing with her. Well, watching her surf as he flopped around in the sea. But that was good enough for him.

But here he was.

He thought of his unexpected dinner with Chun Hua, his horizon-broadening trip to the art gallery with Arisa, his game night with Min Jee and Seo-Yeon, a night where everyone ended up winning. All of that would have been unthinkable just a short time ago. But now, anything was possible.

“Penny for your thoughts?”

Harvey turned and saw Sumire smiling at him, once again in her yellow bikini top and her denim shorts. Her skin shone from an afternoon in the sun, and her still-wet hair, bunched and messy, was perfect.

“I was just thinking how much fun I had today,” he said.

“Well,” she said, walking past and stroking his arm, “you ain’t seen nothing yet.”


Chapter Four

Harvey stared absent-mindedly through the window as the sea shone below them, the sun shining down upon the crystal blue waters. He considered its unfathomable depths and those who had given everything to try to tame her.

“We’re nearly there,” said Sumire, as she drove the VW van down the coastline. He turned and looked at her, her hair blowing in the breeze, flipped by the blast coming in through the open, wind-down window. She had a pair of sunglasses on now, and drove just a little faster and a little more carefree than he would usually have liked, but her calm demeanour settled his nerves in a way he hadn’t really expected.

They hadn’t said much on the short drive, but then neither of them felt the need to. Harvey certainly didn’t, and he didn’t get the sense that Sumire did either. Hell, he wasn’t sure she knew he was sitting next to her until she just spoke. It was as if she was somewhere else entirely, as if being behind the wheel of her surfing van transported her to another time and place, as if she wasn’t really here and he could only see her through the annals of time, as if she were an echo from a carefree past where peace and love were all you needed.

She slowed down as the hill sloped and curved in front of us, opening up the view across the water as they descended towards a small beach.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” she asked, as they pulled in.

“It really is,” he said, watching the shimmering water. Sumire manoeuvred the van slowly down a dirt track, the van’s old suspension not doing much to smooth the ride. But that was part of the charm. It felt real, authentic, as if you were one with the road, not isolated from it in a steel cocoon.

She pulled into a small clearing and pulled up to face the water, then reversed, turning the non-power steering wheel with all her might as she manoeuvred the vehicle 180 degrees, before finally reversing into place, the rear of the van facing out to sea.

“Come on,” she said, “this is my favourite part.” She bounced out of the driver’s seat towards the back of the van, her shorts tight against her ass, her toned legs flailing as she manoeuvred between the seats, her feet bare. “Oh yeah,” she said, as she fell into the back with a soft thud, before popping up behind him, like an unruly passenger in the back seat. “Take off your shoes.”

Harvey undid his seatbelt and did as he was instructed, before clambering between the seats with, he was sure, far less style and grace than Sumire had. He landed in the back with a grunt, expecting the landing to be much harder than it was. He hadn’t noticed the back of the van, other than it appeared to have a blanket across the floor, but now he was in it, he could feel it was cushioned, and there were pillows scattered around. It was soft, comfy. The interior was decorated with intricate, colourful patterns.

“This is nice,” he said, feeling the softness beneath him as Sumire crawled around on all fours, rearranging the pillows.

“Wait for it,” she said, as she crawled to the back of the van. She paused a moment, as if letting the excitement build, then threw open the back doors. They swung open, and suddenly the van was filled with sunlight and the scent and sounds of the sea. “Isn’t it incredible?” she asked, crawling up and settling down next to him, her bare leg touching his.

“Incredible,” he said, as he felt her hand rest gently on his bare thigh.

“Sometimes I like to just drive up here and sit alone with my thoughts, just… watching the water.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah,” she said, serenely. “I don’t know what it is about the sea that calms me down, you know? I just feel peaceful here.” Her hand moved slowly over his thigh, her fingertips stroking the sensitive inner skin. He looked at her out of the corner of his eye, but she was still looking at the sea, almost as if she had no idea what she was doing.

Then she turned to him, and he knew she knew exactly what she was doing.

“It makes me feel like I can do anything.”

Her hand slid up further, pushing his shorts up his leg, as she leaned in and kissed him. Her lips were soft, and she kissed him slowly, tenderly. He kissed her back, matching her gentle energy, letting her set the pace. He reached up and touched her face, cupping her cheek. Her lips parted and so did his, and a few moments later, he felt the first caress of her tongue in his mouth, brief, exploratory, before becoming bolder, searching for contact as he pressed his tongue against hers.

She moaned softly as they kissed, and then she lifted a powerful leg over him, straddling him in the back of the van, kissing him, his back pressed against the back of the seats. She cupped his face with both hands and kissed him intensely, rocking on top of him as his hands slid up her firm thighs and up onto her slim waist.

Her legs loosened and tightened around his, showing her the strength of her body as his hands explored the softness of her skin. Her hands slid from his face and down to his shirt, and she began unbuttoning. He responded in kind, sliding his hands up over her toned back, and began to undo her bikini top. It came loose with barely a touch and slid from her back, clinging onto her breasts as she continued to work down the row of buttons. Finally complete, she pushed her hands inside his shirt, her fingers exploring his chest hungrily, feeling every inch of his body, as his hands did the same to hers, sliding around to the front of her and up and under her bikini top. She moaned into his mouth, kissing him harder, her nails scraping across his skin as he cupped her massive breasts for the first time, rubbing her hardened nipples with his thumbs.

She pulled back and gasped, his hands still on her breasts, and watched him as he watched her taking off her top. She dropped it to the floor and smiled, letting out small pants of pleasure as he continued to caress her breasts.

“You like?” she asked, with a knowing grin.

“I like,” he said. “I like very much.”

“Of course you do,” she said, wrapping a hand around the back of his head. “So, enjoy.” She pulled his head forward and pressed his face between her breasts, moaning softly as he continued to stroke them as he kissed them.

“Mmm,” she moaned as he kissed across one breast and took one of her dark nipples into his mouth. “Oh fuck, just like that.” He sucked at her as his tongue moved in small circles over her nipple, her body rocking more forcefully against him.

“Don’t forget the other one,” she said, and he swapped his mouth to her other breast, repeating the same motion that made her moan with pleasure, his fingers rolling her other nipple, now wet from his mouth, between his thumb and forefinger. She slid her hands up to his shoulders, her fingernails digging in as he sucked harder, then pulled his shirt back and down to his elbows. He reluctantly removed his hands from her breasts just long enough for her to pull his shirt off, then they shot straight back to her magnificent orbs, as if drawn by some powerful force.

She pulled back, and her nipples fell from his mouth. She looked at him and smiled. He smiled at her then gazed down at her exposed chest for the first time, taking in the magnificence of her body, her large breasts and dark, hard, wet nipples, the faintest taste of the ocean still on them. He looked back up at her, a beach goddess backlit by the sun and the sea, soundtracked by the gentle crash of the waves on the coastline below.

She leaned in and kissed his neck, slow, gentle kisses, then down over his shoulder and his chest, working her way down as she crawled back on her knees, until she reached the rim of his shorts. She looked up at him and slid her fingers in, pulling them down. He shifted his ass to let her, his shorts and boxers coming off in one fluid motion. She pulled them off his legs and ran her hands up them, then back down, her nails scraping against his skin.

“The problem with surfing,” she said, her mouth nearly touching his hard cock, “is how worked up it gets me.” He shuddered as he felt her hot breath on his cock, his hands gripping the blankets. “It really gets my adrenaline up.” She took hold of his cock and worked it slowly. “And I need some way to work off the excess energy.” She stuck out her long, pink tongue and slowly circled the tip of his cock. He groaned as he felt the wet warmth of her tongue as she circled him, then groaned deeper as she took the tip into her mouth fully, running her plush lips over him as her tongue continued to work and her hand continued to stroke his length. Her long, dark hair fell down and she brushed it back over her shoulder, looking up at him, making sure he had the perfect view.

She let go of his cock and planted both hands on his thighs as she pressed her mouth down deeper and deeper, taking more of his cock into her mouth, until she had her lips wrapped around the back. He felt the contractions of her throat on the tip of his cock, as the warmth of her saliva coated him. She slid her lips up slowly, her hands gripping his thighs. Her eyes were watering slightly, and her cheeks were flushed. Her breasts rose and fell as she caught her breath, then bounced as she took his wet cock in her hand and worked him quickly.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned as she pumped his cock, her fingers sliding effortlessly over his slick shaft, her other hand on his balls now, cupping, stroking, teasing.

“Do you want to fuck my tits?” she asked, even though they both knew the answer to that.

“Abso-fucking-loutely,” he groaned, reaching out and stroking her face.

She smiled and leaned in, pressing her hands to the sides of her tits and pushing them together, engulfing his cock in between them, disappearing entirely for a moment, before she began sliding them up and down, and the wet tip of his cock appeared momentarily before being engulfed once again.

He watched as she held her breasts together and rubbed herself up and down his cock. He could already imagine cumming all over them, hearing her gasp as his thick, creamy load coated her chest, long ropes coating her elegant neck as further spurts landed on her breasts, worked into her soft skin as she kept jerking him off with her tits.

He took a long breath, composing himself, living in the moment, enjoying the caress of her body without getting too excited. He looked down at her and saw her purse her lips, letting a long, slow line of saliva dribble down over his cock and her tits, warming and wetting both of them as she tit-fucked him even faster.

“You like this?” she asked, breathlessly, excitement in her voice. “You been waiting for this all day?”

“From the moment I first saw you,” he said.

“I knew it,” she said, smiling. “What else have you been waiting for?”

“You,” he said, sharply. “All of you.” He reached down and ran a hand through her hair, causing her gasp with surprise as he lifted her from his cock, her chest shining and wet, and kissed her. She moaned as he pressed her onto her back and slid his hands down her slim body. She lay there, letting him unbutton her shorts, before reaching down to help him pull them down.

Her pussy was bare, perfectly smooth. She kicked off her shorts and lay in front of him, completely naked. He had never seen such a beautiful sight. Even the view from the back of the van couldn’t compare. He leaned into her and kissed her, feeling the warmth of her pussy against his cock, then rolled them across the van floor, so she was on top. She pushed herself up and slowly stroked his cock.

“You want me to ride you?” she asked. “You know I’m good at riding.”

“I do,” he said, “but not like that, not yet at least.” She looked at him, confused for a moment. “I want you to ride my face.” She grinned, and her grip on his cock tightened. She gave him a few quick pumps and then crawled up his body until her pussy was right above his face. He could smell her scent, and his cock throbbed for her. He ran his hands over her thighs and her tight ass, and she lowered herself down onto his mouth.

“Oh,” she moaned softly as he gently ran his tongue over her, lapping at her like waves on the shore, “that’s nice.” She rocked softly on top of him, riding his face with precision and control, her legs pressed into his sides, her hands moving slowly through her hair. He looked up over her toned body, her abs tightening as she moved, her breasts swaying gently, her lips parting slightly as she caught her breath. He could feel the strength of her thighs as he held her in place and began lapping faster, pressing his tongue harder against her, sliding between her wet lips, as her body reacted positively, matching his movements.

He slid his tongue down and circled her entrance, causing her to gasp as he pressed his tongue inside of her. He pressed in deeper and she cried out, falling forward onto her hands, rocking back and forth on his face as he tongued her entrance.

“That feels so good,” she said, as he felt her pussy tighten on his tongue, and could only wonder how good it would feel to be inside her. Then he pulled her back and ran his tongue up her slit until he found her clit. She cried out as he began tonguing it in small, quick circles. Oh fuck!”

She rocked faster, pressing herself against his mouth, and he responded in kind, moving his tongue faster and harder against her, taking her clit into his mouth and sucking at her at the same time. She let out a high-pitched whine as she rode his face, rocking so hard that the van began to move and he felt somewhat like he was on the surface of the water. He ran his hands up her thighs and gripped her firm asscheeks, pressing his fingers into the taut muscles as he worked her clit with his mouth. Her whine got louder and higher as he sucked at her harder.

“Oh yes,” she gasped, breathlessly, “just like that.”

He kept working her clit, her moans causing his cock to throb. He felt her legs clamping to his sides, pressing hard as she got closer and closer, her pussy pressed tight to his mouth now, clamping down on him as she rode him exactly how she needed.

“I’m so close,” she gasped, forehead to the floor as she rocked on her knees, “so fucking close.” He kept going, pushing her further and further, her body shaking and clenching until she cried out with pleasure.

Her cries echoed throughout the van as she came on his face, rocking sharply, her legs tightening like a vice around his body, her dripping-wet pussy hard on his face. He didn’t stop, just kept sucking and licking at her, holding her ass tight, as she rode out her orgasm on his face.

“Oh my god!” she cried and pulled herself off of him, and rolled onto her back. She curled up into a ball, shaking and shivering as her overstimulated body tried to deal with the aftershocks of pleasure washing over her. He gave a few moments, then curled up behind her, holding her gently as she shook and shivered, her tight body pressed against him as he held her.

After a few moments, she looked over her shoulder, eyes bleary, and kissed him, moaning softly as she tasted herself on his mouth, then moving harder, sliding her tongue inside, gasping as she found his tongue. She turned to face him and leaned in, pressing him onto his back and lying on top of him. She was warm and slick with sweat, her body shivering from each gentle touch of his hands.

She moved gently on top of him, rubbing her slick pussy over the underside of his cock.

“That was amazing,” she whispered, breaking off the kiss. “I– my god.” She kissed him hard and quick then broke off again. Her breasts rubbed against his chest as she moved on top of him, and for a moment, he felt like he could lie there forever. But then she reached down and grabbed his cock, guiding him to her entrance and a completely new sensation washed over him. He groaned as he felt her warmth envelop him, sliding with ease into her tight, post-orgasm pussy, her wetness running down his cock as she pressed herself down. She groaned as she sat on him completely, her ass on his thighs. She pressed her hands into his chest and pressed herself away from him, and he watched her breasts swaying above him as she rocked her hips on him, his cock still fully inside of her.

Her hands slid down his body, and she pushed herself up, resting on his abs as she sat upright, groaning as she ground herself on his cock, pulling him around inside of her tight pussy. She smiled and ran her hands up her body, cupping her breasts and playing with her nipples, which shone with sweat and the remnants of her saliva. It had felt so good to fuck her tits, but her pussy was something else entirely. He reached down and placed his hands on her hips, guiding her gently as she began to move up and down, moaning as he penetrated her fully, watching as his cock disappeared into her completely smooth pussy.

She gasped as she moved faster, moving higher, rising so just the tip was inside of her and then plunging all the way back down, her ass slapping on his thighs as she rode him hard.

Oh fuck,” she whined, gasping for breath, “you feel so thick inside me.” His grip tightened on her thighs as he guided her up and down faster, the urge to cum inside her perfect body rising. Then he pulled himself upright, and with Sumire riding his cock, began to kiss and suck at her tits. Oh yes,” she moaned as he took a nipple into her mouth, “suck on my big tits. They’re all for you.” He sucked and caressed them, one hand on her breast, the other on the small of her back, holding their bodies together as she continued to ride him.

He let her nipple fall from her mouth and pulled her back with him, kissing her hard as he rolled her onto her back. She spread her legs wide in the air as he began to fuck her on the floor of the van, his hands sliding up to grasp her ankles, holding her legs apart as he pounded her pussy, as she grabbed her tits, gasping and panting with each deep thrust into her, moaning louder than the entire sea.

The van rocked hard, squeaking and groaning as it shook with the ferocity of their fucking, as if trying to be louder than the two of them. Then, as he got close to finishing, he had an idea.

“Get up,” he said, pushing himself up and easing himself out of her. Sumire groaned as his thick cock slipped out of her bare, dripping-wet pussy, her pinkness throbbing between her legs. “On your knees.” She looked at him bleary-eyed for a moment, then obeyed, getting onto all fours, presenting herself to him.

He positioned himself behind her and pressed himself in deep. She groaned loudly as he sank into her until his hips were pressed against her firm ass. She gasped as he slid out and pushed all the way back in, moving faster as he built up momentum.

“That feels so deep,” she groaned as he pounded her from behind, hands firmly on her hips, guiding her movement as she rocked on her hands and knees, throwing herself back onto his length, with a wet slap. “So fucking deep. Don’t stop.”

He kept pounding her, feeling her body tightening around him as he got closer and closer to finishing, his balls tightening as he fought back release.

Sumire gasped, face down, grunting with each thrust. He ran a hand up her toned back and deep into her long, dark hair, taking a handful and lifting her head up, both of them looking to sea they fucked.

“Oh yes,” she gasped as he held her in place, fucking her hard from behind, “ride me like you need to.”

“I’m getting close,” he growled, his body tensing as she tensed around him.

“Me too,” she groaned. “It feels so good to be fucked like this. Hold on, just a little longer.”

He groaned, the need to cum building to near intolerable levels inside her athletic body, sculpted to perfection, every muscle toned and controlled.

“I’m nearly there – just – don’t stop – I’m gonna – oh fuck I’m cumming!”

She cried out, throwing herself back powerfully onto his cock as her pussy pulsated around his length.

“I’m cumming,” he growled as she tipped him over the edge.

“Oh yes,” she cried, “I want to feel you cum inside me.”

His cock twitched inside of her as he came, shooting thick ropes into her convulsing pussy, coating her pink walls with his creamy seed.

“Oh fuck – I can feel it!” she cried as he continued cumming inside of her, slamming his hips into her with short, sharp thrusts, holding himself deep as he filled her up. He groaned loudly as he fired load after load into her, the ocean view expanding outwards in front of them, an endless sea of possibilities.

With a final groan, he let go of her hair, and she dropped her face to the padded floor, gasping desperately. He held onto her hips for a moment, still inside her, feeling her pussy gripping his cock, then slid slowly out of her. She gasped as the tip of his cock moved out of her, long strands of desire connecting their bodies, and a thick stream of cum dribbled out of her and down to her clit.

“Oh fuck,” she groaned, rolling onto her back. “You came so much!”

“Can you blame me?” he asked, looking at her shimmering, shaking body, his seed coating her perfect pussy that he had claimed as his own.

“No,” she said, smiling, “not one bit.”


Chapter Five

Sumire wrapped her arm around him as they lay in the back of the van, propped up against the back of the seats, watching the shimmering sea roll on endlessly in front of them.

“It’s so beautiful, isn’t it?” she asked, pulling herself closer to him.

“So beautiful,” he said, looking down at her as she rested her head on his shoulder, her naked body resting against his. He softly kissed her head, and she snuggled in closer, her smooth leg wrapping around his, her soft breast rubbing against his chest.

She sighed contentedly, and he smiled to himself. He couldn’t remember when he had last felt this relaxed, if ever. Sure, he was exhausted and knew his muscles would ache for the next few days from the day’s exertions, but right there and then, he felt the kind of peace he had forgotten existed. He had a beautiful view in front of him, and a beautiful woman resting against him, and at that moment, there was nothing else in the world he wanted.

Well, nearly. Part of him wanted to get into the front of the van and just drive. He had nothing holding him here, and there were few things he could imagine which appealed to him more than driving around with Sumire, making their way down the coast, surfing by day and fucking each other’s brains out by night. No pressures, no responsibilities, nothing but them and the sea.

“What are you thinking?” she asked, softly, her fingers tracing gentle circles over his chest.

“About surfing,” he said, “and you.”

She looked up at him, eyes wide.

“Me too,” she said. Right there, he could tell she was thinking the same thing. “Unfortunately, there’s more to life than surfing.”

“Don’t I know it?” he said, smirking.

She gasped playfully and lightly tapped his chest.

“More than surfing and that,” she said. “I have to study. I can’t just ride around in a van doing this for the rest of my life.”

“Can’t you?”

“You know I can’t,” she said, “and neither can you.”

“A man can dream,” he said.

“He can, and should,” she said. “But he should also make those dreams a reality sometimes.”

“I’m pretty sure I just did.”

She sighed helplessly. “Me too. But what I mean is, it doesn’t have to be a choice between the dream or reality. There’s no reason we can’t do this again and again and again, if we want to.”

“Do you want to?”

“What do you think?” she asked, her hand sliding down his body and gently cupping his cock.

“I think,” he said, reaching over and caressing her soft breasts, “that you really want me to cum on your tits.”

She laughed.

“Is that so? Or is that what you want?”

“Why can’t it be both?”

“Why not indeed,” she said, straddling him once again and pressing her soft breasts against him. “Why not, indeed?”

And as she kissed him, the sun setting over the water, he let the feeling of her soft body wash over him, willing to let her take him wherever she wanted.


Thank You!

I hope you enjoyed reading this story!

To be kept up-to-date with new releases and receive a FREE EBOOK, please sign up for my Mailing List.

Thanks, O. L. Tyme.


Reading Suggestions

His Supermodel Harem: The Complete Collection

Life is anything but average when you're surrounded by supermodels...

The definition of "average", Joe's life is transformed when he wins a competition and is whisked away to participate in an "everyman" advertising campaign for a high-end fashion line.

Now, surrounded by a constant parade of stunning Japanese supermodels, he finally gets to experience a life that is anything but average.

From exclusive clubs and VIP rooms to penthouse suites and luxury yacht parties, Joe experiences everything that the glamorous world has to offer, and he doesn't do it alone.

With an ever-increasing entourage of supermodels to guide him through the lifestyles of the rich and famous, he can be sure his life will be changed forever.

His Sorority Harem: The Complete Collection

Get the full college experience, with His Soroity Harem.

When he ditches the laptop for the toolbox, corporate drone-turned-handyman, Noah soon finds his hands full as he deals with a set of very demanding customers; the ladies of Kappa Sigma Psi, an all-Asian Sorority House.

Read along as he gets better acquainted with Chinatsu, Mizuki, Ha-Yun, Soo-ah, and Ha-Yun, as well as Sorority President, Ms. Xi, who demands nothing less than his absolute dedication, which he is more than happy to demonstrate.

From the tentative first steps to the explosive finale, this experienced handyman will stop at nothing to show these stunning Asian women just how handy he can be.

Asian Women, White Men: Volume 5

Experience two new mind-blowing encounters in this short-story duology, where Asian women meet the white men of their dreams.

Consisting of two 3,000+ word stories, this collection brings the heat and immediacy of previous releases, but condensed into two unforgettable encounters:

Last Train Home

The Bath
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