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Book One:



The Welcome Party




The Welcome Party






Chapter One



Josh didn’t expect to spend his summer vacation at Spring Break.



Hell, he didn’t even expect to spend his vacation on the same continent as Spring Break!



He was a forty-year-old professional man. He had big plans and enough money in his pocket to make them a reality.



He wanted to travel the world, to bask in high culture, to dine in the finest restaurants in between trips to visit sites of historical importance. He wanted to feel the weight of history, to connect to the ingenuity and brilliance of the greatest minds that had ever lived, to feel just for a moment, the staggering achievements of the human race.


“CANNONBALL!”

Josh looked over just in time to see a young man with more abs than brain cells launch himself into the pool, his knees tucked up into his chiselled chest as he flew through the air and plummeted into the water, sending chaotic waves in all directions.

A group of young women in skimpy bikinis, with perfectly made-up hair and make-up, cursed at him, whilst a gang of young men, most likely his friends, laughed and cheered as he half-heartedly apologised to the women as he made his way over to them.

Josh smiled as the man swam over and apologised for his bawdy behaviour spoiling their #afternoondip. The women rolled their long-lashed eyes, checking first their phones for water damage and then themselves using the phone’s selfie camera to make sure they still looked insta-ready. Once satisfied no permanent damage was done, they began to warm to him and his effortless good looks.

It reminded him of his youth, when he came to Spring Break twenty years ago. Of course, it was nothing like it was now and he certainly hadn’t been as cut or confident as the young man who was now well integrated into the group, posing with them for a #poolpals post.

He felt a pang of jealousy. He was more confident and in better shape than he’d ever been. But he was also twice as old as everyone else here, even most of the wait staff. He’d missed his opportunity to have the sort of Spring Break people dreamed of.

But he’d also moved on. He’d lived too long to worry about such things anymore. He’d built a business and a family, moving on from fleeting physical encounters, preferring instead to focus on more emotionally-sound relationships.

Or at least, he had until his marriage had fallen apart.

Then he didn’t know what to do.

He’d thrown himself into work, building his business at a staggering pace as he drove himself into the ground.

“You need a fucking holiday,” Stepphy had said, standing in the doorway of his office. “It smells of ass in here.”

Stepphy was his twenty-five-year-old assistant. Her parents were Japanese, and had moved here before she was born. She had relocated here to go to university, taking this job to fund her post-grad. She had dark eyes and a sharp tongue and he had been instantly drawn to her no-nonsense personality, even when it was turned upon him.

“You know I’m your boss, right?” he said, as he pulled himself out from underneath the desk, unfurling from the sleeping bag he had kept for the occasional late night, which increasingly became every other night, until he was basically living there.

“It smells of ass in here, 
sir

 ,” she said, faux-bowing.

A smile of bemusement rose across his face. She was a snarky asshole, which is precisely why he hired her. She didn’t give a fuck what other people thought, and he admired that, even if it did sometimes make his life more difficult than he cared for. Sometimes a man just wants to self-destruct in peace.

“I mean it,” she continued, not venturing further into the office, “it’s on the verge of becoming a health hazard, and so are you.” She pinched her nose with two fingers. “Snirr.”

He wanted to argue, but as he stretched his tired and aching body, he could tell how badly he needed a shower, which meant he was 
far

 more pungent to other people.

“I’ll head off home, take a shower and get some fresh clothes,” he said, admitting defeat.

“Excellent,” she said, “then you can take the rest of the day to go get some new clothes while I book a holiday for you. You need a couple of weeks off.”

“I can’t just…” he began.

“
You

 can,” Stepphy interrupted, “because 
you’re

 the boss, and being the boss means 
you

 can do 
whatever the fuck you like.

 Besides, I don’t want to walk in one morning and find you slumped over at your desk. Dead at fifty.”

“I’m only forty,” he said, indignantly.

She eyed him up and down, studying every inch of him.

“Then you 
really

 need a holiday.”



Chapter Two


It had been a long time since he had been on holiday, at least, anywhere he had actually wanted to go.

He had either been too busy with work to actually book anything, or had been forced to compromise on a destination with his (now-ex) wife. He smiled bitterly as he considered how their holiday ‘compromise’ always ended with them going where 
she

 wanted, two weeks wasted, the whole time spent lying on a beach, surrounded by people just like them, looking for all the comforts of home, only with better weather.

He’d found holidays to be a limbo, a place where he could neither work nor relax. There was nothing for him to see or do in these “compromise” locations, except sit at the bar and drink, watching the world go by as he counted down the hours as his wife baked on the beach.

Sure, there were nice moments, like walks after dinners by the sea. But even these were fleeting incidents that simultaneously made the whole thing bearable and increasingly intolerable as it gave a glimpse of what things 
could be like

 . He wanted adventure, he wanted culture, he wanted 
to actually do something.



But most of all, he wanted to be free.

As he sat there at the poolside bar, watching the college students continue to frolic in the pool, the brilliant sun shining down from the almost cloudless sky, he absent-mindedly rubbed the bare spot on his finger where his wedding band had been for years. He had always hated the feeling of jewellery on his skin, but now that it was gone it felt as though there was something missing, a part 
of him

 missing.

“Another?”

He turned to see the barmaid behind him. She was Japanese, mid-twenties, stunningly beautiful with her perfect white teeth on display in an utterly disarming smile.

“Please,” he said.

“Sex on the beach?”

He thought of making the same joke a million other people had made, but decided to simply cringe inside and curse himself for having the thought at all.

“Please,” he said.

“You got it,” she said, turning away.

“Virgin,” he shouted after her.

“That’s an awfully intimate question,” she said, as she began preparing the drink, looking at him over her shoulder, “but what do you think?”

He felt a shock of panic rush through him, but as she laughed a wave of relief swept over him.

“I remember,” she added, “don’t get too many requests for non-alcoholic beverages around here.” She glanced at the revellers in the pool.

“I bet,” he said, turning his stool to face her properly. “I err… don’t….”

“No need to explain,” she said, pouring the mixture into an ornate-looking glass, “I’m here to serve.”

She popped a pink parasol into the glass, picked it up and carried it over to him.

“You serve very well,” he said, instantly worrying it would be taken the wrong way. The only thing more cringe-worthy than a guy hitting on a female bartender was a 
much older guy

 hitting on a 
much younger

 female bartender.

She said as she leaned in, whispering in his ear,

“You have no idea.”

She bounced back up quickly, her warm breath skin prickling his skin as she asked,

“Cash or card?”

“Err, card,” he said, trying not to think about his cock twitching in his shorts as he felt her hot breath on his ear and her sweet perfume swirling in the air around him.

“Perfect,” she said, “I’ll just go get the machine.”

He inhaled deeply as he watched her bounce across the bar, her juicy ass gripped firmly by a pair of tight shorts. And for a moment, he thought maybe this wasn’t so bad after all.



Chapter Three




It’s my own fault

 , he thought as he turned on his stool back to face the pool. The stunning woman who had served had moved on to another customer, giving them the same smile, the same playful attitude.

He wasn’t mad, how could he be? It was literally her job to be polite to the customers and make sure they were having a good time. And yet, for a moment, he felt 
it.



As he watched the hordes of college students lounging in the sun, splashing in the pool, and generally having a great time, he tried to put it out of his mind. He tried not to think about her smile and warmth, about her attention entirely focused on him, if even for a few moments, about the feeling in the pit of his stomach, the one he had forgotten even existed.

But as he sat there now, his insides churning with excitement and anticipation, he realised how lonely he had become, how much he missed connecting with other people, connecting with not just women, but 
women who were genuinely interested in him.

 And for a brief moment, he thought she 
was

 genuinely interested in him.

He let out a soft laugh at his own incredulity. She was half his age! Why would she 
possibly

 be interested in him? Sure, there were women who liked an older man, especially one who was mature and financially secure and looked after himself physically, but those kinds of guys didn’t hang out at Spring Break, did they?

And yet here he was.



I should have booked my own holiday

 , he thought, sipping his virgin Sex on The Beach.

Instead, he had left it to his Stepphy. Sure, she was smart and sassy and stunning, her mere presence turning all his visitors to mush (very handy when negotiating a deal or buttering up potential clients), but despite it all, she was not the most organised individual.

This he’d put down not to a lack of ability, but the fact that she didn’t really care about the job. But then again, who could blame her? Being his assistant was not particularly rewarding or glamorous, even when he wasn’t squatting in his office!

“Are you sure?” she’d asked when he told her to book him a flight and hotel to Cannes. He had always wanted to travel to France, but there had always been something getting in the way. When he had the time, he didn’t have the money, and when he had the money, he didn’t have the time. Now, finally, he had both.

“Positive,” he’d said.

“Do you want to stay any place in particular?” she had asked as she stepped to the side as he walked out of his office, intent on going home and freshening up.

“Surprise me,” he’d shouted back, “I want somewhere where you can feel the culture in the air.”

And that was his first mistake.

His second mistake was much more egregious: he hadn’t double-checked that she had booked the right place.

In fact, he hadn’t checked anything at all. Instead, he had returned to the office and all but barricaded himself inside, working day and night to finalise the biggest deal of his life before heading off on his much-needed break.

He’d subsisted on little more than takeaways but had eaten so little of that, that he had actually lost that last stubborn weight he had been trying to shift for months. He was sure he’d lost some muscle mass, but knew he could gain that back quite quickly when he returned to the gym. But abs were made in the kitchen and given his rapid weight loss, he was cooking.

So, completely focused on the main project, he had left everything to Stepphy. Sure, it wasn’t 
technically

 work-related business, but she was there to assist him and this is what he needed assistance with. Besides, he told himself, by leaving all of that to her, he actually did have more time to focus on work, so it kind of evened out.

Stepphy booked the flights and hotels and the taxi to the airport for him, as he remained locked away.

“Taxi leaves in five minutes!” she had shouted through the door, waking Josh from his slumber. He had passed out in his chair, the project finally finished and sent out, the wave of relief washing through him quickly turning to exhaustion, leading him to fall into a deep sleep.

He’d stirred, then shot up, suddenly awake, with no idea where he was.

“Oh my god,” she’d cried as she’d looked in at him, “where are your bags?”

“My bags?” he’d said, her tone completely disorientating him.

“
For the trip!

 ” she’d exclaimed.

Josh had bolted upright.

“That’s not until…”

“Until now,” she’d said, cutting him off. “Don’t tell me you left them at home?”

“I…” he’d began, the words drifting off. Truthfully, he hadn’t packed anything, hadn’t even given it so much as a thought. Not that he had much to pack anyway, having completely ignored Stepphy’s suggestion (or rather, her 
demand

 ) that he buy some new clothes for the trip.

“It doesn’t matter,” she’d said, exasperated, “just tidy yourself up and you can get some stuff once you’re there. Charge it to the company as a business expense or something.”

“That’s not really how that works.”

“Yeah,” she’d said, “I don’t really care. Four minutes.”

She’d closed the door and he stood up, uneasily. He’d stretched and stripped off, throwing his well-worn clothes in a pile in the corner, figuring he’d sort them out when he got back, cleaned himself up the best he could and threw on some new clothes.

“Two minutes,” she’d said as he rushed to the washrooms.

“One minute,” she’d said, as he’d splashed water on his face as he gargled mouthwash, terrified he’d get the bright purple substance on his clean, white shirt.

“Taxi’s here,” she’d shouted as he spat it carefully into the sink.

“Let me know if there are any problems,” he’d said, rushing from the washrooms to his office, packing his laptop into its bag and grabbing his coat.

“I won’t,” she’d said, “just go enjoy yourself.”

“I’ll try my best,” he’d said, “and thank you.”

“No problem,” she’d said as he’d rushed for the door. “Wait, wait, wait.”

He’d stopped and turned to see her holding an envelope with a plane ticket and passport sticking out of it.

“Thanks,” he’d said, taking the envelope.

“That’s why you pay me the big bucks,” she’d said, “well, the 
bucks

 .”

“Maybe we can talk about that when I get back,” he’d said, “the new project…”

“Go before you miss your flight,” she’d said, “you can think how to thank me later.”

With that, he’d rushed out the door, into the waiting taxi, and went on to the airport.



Chapter Four


Cancun.



Can-fucking-cun.



He had wanted culture, sophistication, perhaps the company of a like-minded (and preferably, sexually liberal) French woman to show him precisely how the Europeans do things.

Instead, he was watching college students prancing around in practically nothing, doing shots off one another as ridiculously loud music blared around the pool. Not that watching a woman in a thong bikini lapping up drinks from her friend’s equally scantily clad and tight body wasn’t appealing in its own way, it’s just he was only ever going to be an observer in a world like this.

He should have checked the tickets before he boarded the plane, or at all. He had a flight number and a departure gate and had rushed through the airport, spending most of the time there (and in the taxi) on the phone, discussing the finer details of the plans he had sent through the previous evening.

Perhaps then he might have been able to switch flights or get a refund or do 
something

 to get to his destination of choice. Perhaps then, he would have been dining with his imaginary French woman, her foot running up his leg, both of them desperate for the bill to arrive so they could return to his hotel room. Perhaps, things would have been different.

But of course, by the time he heard the captain announce the destination and duration of the flight, it was already too late.

He heard another splash from the pool and saw the guy from before emerge from beneath the surface. Only now, the group of women he had initially annoyed were cheering him on, capturing the whole thing on their phones to show the world how much fun they were having.

He smiled slightly as he watched the college students frolicking around the pool. For many, it was their first real holiday without their families and they were desperate to make it count. He saw a pair of women who must have been around twenty walk past in the smallest bikinis he had ever seen in his life, their perfect bodies nearly causing his jaw to hit the flaw.

Around their necks were numerous bead necklaces. As he watched them bouncing on top of their ample breasts, he was immediately transported to a simpler time. He remembered sitting down to watch TV when TV was something you had to plan to watch, and seeing some presenter with a microphone in his hand, dancing around in a place just like this as young men and women gyrated for the camera, laughing and showing off, loving their fifteen seconds of fame.

Then later, this was replaced by a popular pornographic film series, where young women on spring break would show their tits for beads and, as the video went on, would do more and more outrageous things until beads were all they were wearing. Even now, the sound of the rattling necklaces made his cock twitch.

But he was too old for that sort of thing now, too mature. He had grown up and had experienced real women, felt the warmth of their skin against his, and his tastes had evolved beyond such trite titillation.

“Fuck me,” he said as he stared at the biggest pair of tits he had ever seen in his life.

They were attached to a ridiculously cute Japanese woman who was holding her t-shirt up to her chin, letting them bounce softly in the air, as if defying gravity, an assortment of bead necklaces rattling between them.

“You owe me some beads,” she said as she pulled her t-shirt back down over her breasts, not that it did much to cover them as they strained against the fabric, her prominent and pointed nipples poking through the material.

“I –” he stammered, still shocked by their sudden appearance, “I don’t have any beads, sorry.”

She looked at him, for a moment as if she was working out why someone 
wouldn’t

 have beads at Spring Break.

“Ok,” she said, finger on her chin in an exaggerated display of intense thinking, “you can just show me your cock instead.”

He looked her up and down as she stood there expectantly, trying to see if there was a hidden camera upon her person. But given that she was wearing a skin-tight t-shirt with nothing underneath, a collection of beads and a pair of blue shorts that rode high up her firm thighs, he wasn’t sure there was any place to hide much of anything.

He looked around, up at the bar behind him and through the crowds of revellers to see if there was anything out of the ordinary, thinking back to those days watching those shows on TV and thinking he might be on some hidden-camera prank show, but there were none that he could see. Not that he knew what he was expecting to find? Some guy struggling under the weight of the giant camera perched on his shoulder as another guy held a boom mic just out of shot?

This was the 21st century, not 1994.

There were no cameras, no mics, no hidden camera shows. All there was, was an incredibly cute Asian college student with a pair of remarkably perky tits on her implausibly petite body standing in front of him demanding to see his cock.

“Go on then,” she said, waving her arm in his direction, “whip it out.” He stared at her for a moment, still unsure as to whether or not she was serious, trying to ignore the twitch in his shorts as his cock turned semi-hard. She looked down at the lump in his shorts. “It’s not like you’ve got anything to be embarrassed about.”

She planted her hands on her hips and looked him in the eye, biting her lip as she waited. His cock twitched again.

“I’m afraid I can’t do that,” he said, coughing as he cleared his throat.

“Why not? She asked, “I showed you mine.”

“Well,” he said trying to think how to put it as diplomatically as he could, “tits and cocks aren’t the same.”

“Of course they are!” she said, her breasts jiggling as she bounced in protest.

“If cocks and tits are the same,” he countered, “then where does that leave, you know…”

She ran her hand absentmindedly over her shorts, her slender fingers delicately tracing the seam between her legs.

“Hmm,” she said thoughtfully, “good point.”

“Thank you,” he said, sitting up on the stool, making himself a bit taller as he tried to take control of the situation. She was stunningly beautiful and eager to see his cock, and whilst part of him wanted to oblige, he also didn’t want to escalate the situation. She might have been a carefree twenty-something college student, but he wasn’t.

“Ok,” she said brightly, “show me your chest. That’s not the 
same

 same, but it’s a start.”

He sighed.

“
What?

 ” she asked, “you’re going to tell me men’s nipples aren’t the same as women’s nipples now?”

He thought for a moment, considering how society viewed male and female nipples 
very

 differently, but decided against it.

“Alright,” he said, realising he wasn’t going to win the battle. Maybe this would placate her and she’d continue her quest for beads elsewhere. Only, he instantly realised he didn’t want her to leave. He was, he hesitated to admit even to himself, enjoying the attention of having an attractive woman practically begging to see his body.

He was, 
shock horror

 , actually having fun!

He was wearing a loose, white linen shirt buttoned one higher than he would normally wear it. In Cannes, showing a bit of chest would make him look like a confident older man, here he would look like an old man trying desperately to fit in.

He thought about pulling his shirt up to his chin, having a bit of fun as he flashed her in the same manner she had flashed him, although he was sure the effect would be notably different. Instead, he sat up straight and began to slowly unbutton his shirt, eager to prolong the interaction, if just for a little bit.

He moved slowly, taking his time as he undid the first button and then the second, a hint of his chest showing, smiling as he teased the big reveal. But, he noticed, she wasn’t smiling. Instead, she was intently focused on his hands taking a teasingly long time. He looked and saw her biting her bottom lip, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed more heavily than before.

She squirmed slightly, moving from foot to foot, her legs head close together, rubbing against one another as he undid another button and then another, passing the halfway mark. Even though it had only been a few seconds, it felt like minutes had passed, her eagerness building as she undressed him with her eyes, tearing the shirt apart in her mind, sending buttons flying everywhere.

She absentmindedly ran her hands over the beads hanging from her neck, making them click together as her fingers slid down them, pressing them against her breasts as she continued to watch him.

Her hand moved down over her body and over her flat stomach, matching the position of the next button on his torso, until he reached the last one and her fingers stopped at the top of her shorts, making small circles over the top button.

“Ta-da!” he said, sitting up as he pushed his chest out, holding the edges of his shirt to give her a good look.

“Woo!” she cheered, clapping her hands gently as she bounced on the spot, her breasts bouncing long after she had stopped moving. “Such a showman.”

“I aim to please,” he said, letting his shirt drop from his fingers.

“I bet you do,” she said as she stepped closer, pressing herself between his knees as she eyed his bare torso, her fingers running down his chest and over his abs.

His cock began to get harder and he was worried his growing erection would become obvious in the loose shorts, so he pulled his shirt together and began doing up the buttons, but her fingers had travelled down to the waistband of his shorts and her fingertips had hooked just inside them.

“You’re in pretty good shape,” she said, pulling teasingly at the waistband, “for an older guy.”

“I’m not old,” he said, in a pretend-serious tone as he continued to do up the buttons.

“Old-
er

 ,” she repeated, leaning in and pressing her lips to his ear as her breasts pressed against his hands as he did up one of the buttons, and whispered “clearly old enough that your hearing is going.” She pulled her body back from him and laughed out loud. As he watched her, he couldn’t help himself and began to laugh too, although he never forgot her fingers were still tucked into the top of his shorts.

The truth was, he was proud of his physique. It had been one of the things he had decided to focus on when it was obvious his marriage was starting to fall apart. He had spent most of his time either at work or in the gym, avoiding home as much as possible, and as his marriage continued to deteriorate, he began seeing notable gains in these other areas of his life.

He occasionally wondered if he had thrown himself into his marriage instead, would it have worked out? But he knew that was just a fantasy. His marriage collapsing went beyond anything more time and effort could fix. They had grown up and apart and were different people now with different needs and desires. Moving on was not only the right thing to do, it was also inevitable.

“Oww!” he said, as she let go of his waistband, pulled back much further than he had realised, and let it snap back against his skin.

She looked at him, smiling as she bit her bottom lip.

“What was that?” he asked.

“Oh nothing,” she said, “I was just curious is all.”

“Curious about what?”

“About what the rest of you looks like.”

His cock was rock hard now and his entire body felt as if it was on fire. He was sure she could tell, but he had moved far beyond worrying about that now.

She stepped closer to him and ran her fingertips gently down the legs of his shorts, her fingers on one hand tracing along the outline of his hard cock.

“I’m afraid,” he said, looking her in the eye as he tried to keep his cool, “I’ll need some beads for that.” Her hand shot up to her chest, pressing the beads between her breasts as the other hand continued to trace lines along his cock.

“But these are mine,” she said, holding them firmly.

“Or,” he said, glancing down to her nipples poking through the t-shirt and between the beads, then back up to her face, “something of equal or greater value.”

She looked at him a moment, her lips tight as she considered her options, and then quickly broke into a smile.

“Ok,” she said, pressing in even closer, his legs spread wide as she pressed herself deeper between them. He felt her thighs pressed against his legs, how soft and warm her skin was.

She looked to the left and then the right to make sure no one was around, then looked to see where the barmaid was, then looked at him, a sly smile on her face. He wondered what she was up to, then as she glanced down, he glanced down.

“Fuck me,” he said, as he realised what she was doing. He stared hard, cock throbbing as he looked down into her shorts, now unbuttoned, as she pulled them from her body, revealing her perfectly smooth pussy.

He wanted to reach down, to touch her, feel her wetness on his fingertips, to part her sweet lips and run his tongue up her, letting the taste of her glorious sex flood his mouth.

“That’s the plan,” she whispered, giggling as she did her shorts back up. Or at least, he 
thought

 that’s what he heard.

He continued staring down as her hands fastened the buttons. He could have stared at her glorious slit forever, his senses alive with possibilities.

“Was that of equal or greater value?” she asked.

He looked up at her, lost for words, his mind only able to think about one thing.

“I’ll take that as a ‘yes’,” she said, giggling, her hands on her hips, her beads and breasts jiggling once again. Then her face went serious as she glanced from side to side. “Your turn.”



What the fuck was he doing?



The realisation hit him like a thunderbolt. This was insane, completely irresponsible. There were so many ways this could end badly. He had to put a stop to this immediately.

“Alright,” he said, pressing forward and standing up.

Even as his mind screamed at him to stop, he knew that wasn’t the part of his body driving him anymore, and he didn’t care. He had come for a holiday, to stop thinking so much. So he stopped thinking.

She didn’t move, only murmured softly as his body pressed against hers, his cock twitching as it rubbed against her thigh, and he was sure she felt it. He took a look around to make sure there was no one else watching, then looked up at the woman in front of him who checked out the barmaid once again and gave him a nod signalling the all-clear.

He slipped his thumbs into the waistband of his shorts and slid them from the sides to the front. He could feel his pubic hair brush against his thumbs as he held them there, waiting for her to look down. Then as she did, he pulled his thumbs forward, opening up the front of his shorts as wide as he could.

“Oh my,” she said, staring down into his shorts, “it’s so big.” She leaned in closer and he half expected her to reach in and take a hold of his cock, pulling it out to examine if it really was as big as she thought it was.

He had never considered himself particularly well-endowed, although he knew he 
definitely

 wasn’t on the small side. Still, to have a stunning woman say that to his face, to look at him like that with wonder and desire, made his cock throb like never before, and that she seemed so completely and utterly earnest nearly made his head explode.

He wanted nothing more than to let her touch it, but as he stood there the world came rushing back to him as a wave of panic washed over him. He pulled his thumbs out of his shorts and let them slap back onto his skin. He muttered as they did so and sat back down. He was breathing heavily, his heart racing as he looked around to see anyone who might have noticed their game, but no one seemed to have.

“So,” he said, trying to regain his composure, “are we even?”

“Do you want to be even?” she asked, tilting her head slightly.

He thought for a moment. Being even meant their transaction was done, the game was over. There would be nothing keeping her here, and the only thing he wanted in the world right now was to be close to her.

“No,” he said firmly.

“Good,” she said, smiling, “because we’re not.” She grabbed his hand and pulled him up from his barstool and away from the bar. “Not even close.”

“Where are we going?” he asked, making no effort to resist or escape her soft but firm grip on his arm.

“Where do you think?” she asked, continuing to march ahead of him. “Your room.”



Chapter Five


“Holy fuck,” she said, her head angled high, eyes wide as she took in every corner of the room, “talk about swanky.”

“Yeah, it’s not bad, is it?” said Josh, closing the door behind him, smiling to himself as he watched her gasp in amazement.



Not bad at all

 , he thought, staring at his new friend’s tight ass, her skin-tight shorts outlining her cheeks perfectly. Stepphy, he decided, certainly deserved a bonus for her fantastic work on booking his holiday.

The room itself was nice, but nothing special. But compared to some of the places he’d seen around here, it was practically majestic. It was clean, for one thing. And large. With a balcony with a perfect view of the sea. When he thought about some of the places he’d stayed when he was in his twenties, this may as well have been The Ritz.

“You should see where 
we’re

 sleeping,” she said as she walked out onto the balcony.

“We?” he asked, following her outside. The sun was hot, but the breeze this high up was refreshing, invigorating. A jolt of panic shot through him, did she have a boyfriend? Was she here to make him jealous? He looked her up and down, it wouldn’t take a man much to lose his mind over a woman like that. Hell, he’d lost his mind already.

“Me and my friends,” she said, turning to face him as she leaned back on the balcony railing, her breasts pushed forward as she did so.

He sighed, a sense of relief flooding his system even as the tension from the shot of adrenaline continued to course through his system, putting every single nerve in his body on high alert.

“Three of us cramped together in one bed, barely enough room to move.” The thought of her and her two friends together in bed, their scantily-clad bodies pressed together as they tried to get comfortable in the warm night air. A stray hand reaches out and innocently touches a bare thigh, releasing a moan, then repeated with intent, moving closer, soft bodies pressed one another as lips meet for the first time, soft and sweet, innocent at first, but knowing just precisely what to do.

“But that’s all part of the fun, right?” she asked.

“Sorry?” he asked, snapping back to reality.

“Slumming it,” she said, “with your besties. But you wouldn’t know anything about that, would you?”

“Wouldn’t I?” he asked, taking a step forward.

“You don’t seem the type of man to settle for anything less than perfection.” She stretched out her leg and ran her bare foot up his leg.

“I have to admit I’ve become accustomed to the finer things in life,” he said.

“How fine?”

“So fine,” he said, “but I’m not afraid to get my hands dirty.”

“
How

 dirty?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

“Maybe I would,” she said, sliding her leg up further, pressing the top of her foot into the crotch of his shorts. He followed as she brought her leg closer to herself, pulling him in until his body was pressed against hers. “Maybe I would.”

He leaned in and kissed her as her thigh rubbed against his hard cock, her hands on his back, pulling him closer. Her lips were softer than he could have ever imagined, with a sweetness that matched her personality. She moaned into his mouth as her lips parted, her tongue flicking into his mouth, teasing him, daring him to go further. He slid his hands over her hips and grabbed her ass, pulling her closer as she rubbed herself up against him. She moaned louder as his fingers slid down her shorts and his fingertips brushed against the exposed bottom of her asscheeks, her skin soft and warm, causing his cock to throb as his desire to touch her continued to rise, his need to feel more of her skin, to feel her naked body against his, to taste the sweetness of her desire.

She pulled her mouth from his, a small gasp escaping her shiny wet lips.

For a second he was worried she had changed her mind, that he had done something wrong, but all thoughts flew out of his mind as she grabbed him by the lapels and rolled him, turning him and pushing his back into the railing. He gasped at the sudden sensation, the feeling he was falling, his stomach churning, but she was there, her petite Asian body pinning him to the railing, her leg pressed firmly between his, his between hers.

She moaned as she kissed him, this time quick and hard as she rocked against him. It was as if she had been testing him, feeling him out, and now that she was satisfied he had what she needed, she let herself go completely.

He ran his hands down the back of her t-shirt, feeling her soft skin as her t-shirt rode up her back, his hands feeling more as he slid them up underneath, her body toned and firm.

He ran his hands down, slid back down to her shorts, and she moaned into his mouth, kissing him harder as he grabbed her ass, pulling her closer to him, her breasts pressed firmly into his chest, beads rattling as her body rubbed against his.

She reached down between their bodies, her hand sliding down the front of his shirt and beyond, her slender fingers desperately searching until they found what they were looking for.

“Fuck,” she said, as she caressed his hard cock through his shorts, “you’re so fucking big.”

She ran her other hand up under his shirt, her fingers tracing his abs as she continued to work him through his shorts, and he slid one hand up under the back of her t-shirt, his fingers tracing the curve of her spine, as the other hand moved down her ass and between her legs.

She moaned as his fingers began to move in circles over the bottom of her shorts, as she rocked her hips, both of them desperate for more, desperate for her denim shorts to be out of the way.

“Wait,” she said, pushing away from him.

“I’m sorry,” he said, “I didn’t –”

She put a finger to his lips to quieten him and then dropped to her knees. She ran her fingers over the outline of his hard cock as she looked up at him and then, without breaking eye contact, pulled his shorts and boxers down.

He sighed with relief as she yelped and jumped back slightly as his hard cock sprung free and nearly hit her in the face. Then she laughed, then she didn’t. She knelt there in front of him and his throbbing cock, examining him from all angles, as if trying to work out what she could possibly do with such a thing.

After a moment, she kissed the tip, the first drop of his precum covering her lips, and he watched as the tip of her tongue slid out and precisely licked it away, before she carefully took his cock in her hand and with loose fingers began to slowly pump him.

“Do you like that?” she asked, looking up at him.

“Very much so,” he said, smiling as he watched a smile spread across her face. “Oh fuck,” he said, leaning his head back against the railing as she tightened her grip and worked him faster.

He groaned, long and slow, as she lifted his cock and slowly ran her tongue up the underside of his shaft, her tongue flicking against the tip, licking up another drop of precum.

“How about that?”

“That’s magical,” he said, groaning as she licked him again, faster this time, then again, her tongue exploring his cock as she covered it in her saliva.

“If that’s magical,” she asked, holding him loosely in her hand, her thumb gently moving in small circles over the tip of his cock, spreading his precum over it, “what would you call this?”

She pulled her hand away from his cock and, in one smooth motion, took it in her mouth.

“
Holy fuck

 ,” he cried, leaning back on the railing, as her lips slid effortlessly down to the base of his cock, holding him deep, the tip pressed into the back of her throat, the muscles rubbing against it as they contracted.

He looked down at her as she knelt in front of him as they enjoyed his balcony, the sound of revellers in the pool rising up from far below as the sun shone from high above. Her eyes were wide and wet as she held him deep in her throat. He reached down and stroked her short, dark hair, letting out a low moan as she began bobbing up and down gently, rubbing the tip of his cock against the back of her throat as she sucked at him.

Then, eyes locked on his, she slid her lips up his shaft, and let his cock fall out of her mouth. She breathed deeply, smiling, her lips shiny and wet, his cock slick with her saliva.

She took a breath and smiled, and began quickly stroking his shaft, thoroughly lubricated from her throat.

He watched her working him, her eyes hungry, her tits and beads bouncing as her hand slid effortlessly back and forth over his wet cock. She was a vision of absolute perfection, and his hands tensed as he held onto the balcony railing, fighting back the urge to let go and cum all over her pretty face as she serviced him on her knees.

He sighed with relief as she finally let go of his cock and stood up, thankful for a moment of rest. She leaned into him, her body pressed against him, her warm breath on his ear as she pressed her lips against it and whispered,

“Come sit down.”

She turned and walked into the apartment, hips swaying with effortless confidence, as if she owned the place. He watched with amazement as she stopped in the balcony doorway, then gave a quick look over her shoulder to make sure she had his attention, delivering a cheeky wink, before disappearing around a corner.

Happy to play the obliging host, Josh stepped out of his shorts and boxers that sat around his ankles and followed her into his apartment.

Directly in front of him was an easy chair, positioned to give a perfect view of the ocean through the balcony doors. She sat there waiting, one leg draped over the other, her legs so smooth he wanted to drop to his knees and touch them, kiss them, to part them and feel them squeeze against his head as she draped them over his back, her perfect smooth slit pressed against his eager mouth.

Instead, she smiled, uncrossed her legs and stood, then gently patted the seat where she had been sitting. She stood there, waiting patiently as he walked over and sat down, his wet cock still throbbing.

“Good boy,” she said, smiling, “now, take off your shirt.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said playfully, his cock twitching as she giggled with delight, her tits bouncing as she bounced on her heels, watching as he undid the buttons of his shirt with far less hesitancy than at the side of the pool earlier.



Fuck

 , he thought to himself as the memory flashed back into his mind, 
was that just earlier?



It felt like a lifetime ago.

She stood there patiently, biting her bottom lip as she watched, her eyes devouring his body as his shirt parted, exposing first his chest and then his abs, his fingers working closer to his cock as he moved down the shirt.

“Mmm, very nice,” she said, examining him thoroughly, her arm rubbing against her nipple as she fingered the beads around her neck, “now off.”

She held her other hand out and as he took off the shirt, he handed it to her. She ran the material gently over her face, inhaling deeply the scent of his cologne and skin from it, then tossed it behind her back.

“I think we’re a bit unevenly dressed,” he said, now completely naked.

“Hmm,” she said, giving it some serious thought, “that’s true.” She stepped forward and took off the voluminous beads from around her neck and placed them over his head. “Now,” she said, holding back a laugh as he sat there, a forty-year-old man wearing nothing but a hearty collection of Spring Break beads, “we’re both wearing something.”

He stared at her a moment, putting on his best ‘thoroughly unimpressed’ face, the one he had perfected since he hired Stepphy, until she finally relented.

“Oh, ok,” she said, throwing her hands into the air, “if you insist.”

“I do,” he said, watching as she reached for the bottom of her t-shirt and pulled it off, freeing her breasts in one effortless movement.

He sat there, mesmerised by her perfection, her breasts seemingly even more magnificent than when she had first exposed them down by the pool.

“Happy now?” she asked, hands on hips, t-shirt hanging loosely from her fingers.

“Very.”

“Good,” she said, smiling as she playfully draped her t-shirt over his shoulder, leaning in close, her lips nearly touching his. He felt her breasts bounce gently against his chest, her firm nipples pressing against him as she dropped to her knees, placing her hands on his thighs. “We like that.”

She ran her hands up and down his bare legs as she leaned in and kissed the sides of his shaft, flicking her tongue over him as she moved from one side then the other, her soft lips sliding up and down each side as she slipped a hand between his legs and began to gently caress his balls.

He rested his arms on the armrests and felt like a king being serviced by a nubile concubine as he sat there, watching her servicing him, her hands moving carefully as she worshipped his cock, looking up at him with wide eyes as she slowly ran her warm, flat tongue up the underside of his shaft, raising herself on her knees as she licked up and over the wet tip, licking up his precum.

“Mmm,” she moaned with satisfaction, licking her lips as she slowly stroked his cock with her loose fingers, teasing out another drop of precum, before she leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth.

His hands gripped the armrests on the chair, his fingers digging in firmly as she moved her plump lips quickly up and down his shaft, sucking at his cock as her tongue lapped at the underside as it moved in and out of her mouth.

“Fuck,” he moaned, trying to think of anything other than her sweet mouth on his cock, her head bobbing faster as she moaned and sucked and slurped at him. He tensed himself, trying not to unload too quickly into her warm throat and he groaned as she did the exact opposite, her fingers fondling his balls more intensely, massaging them and making it all the harder for him not to cum.

He thought of work, the piles of paperwork that awaited him on his arrivals, dozens if not hundreds of emails about the most minor of things which would inevitably take up days of his life, of Stepphy lying naked on his desk, her slim legs spread as her fingers worked her tight, neat pussy, the perfect gift for returning to vacation.

He shook his head as he cleared the thought. He had never thought of Stepphy that way, so why was he thinking about that now? His answer came rushing to him as the young woman kneeling between his legs pressed his cock deep into her throat as she continued to massage his balls.



Fuck

 , he thought, she really 
did

 remind him of Stepphy. Bigger tits, of course. But they were both pretty Asian women who were half his age, both with strong personalities, both women he had an insatiable need to…

He groaned with pleasure as she looked up at him, their eyes meeting. He could feel her throat contracting as she swallowed, her head turning side-to-side as she massaged the tip of his cock with the back of her throat, and he was certain he was going to cum. But right before he did, she pulled herself up and his soaking-wet cock slipped out of her mouth, her warm saliva dribbling down his shaft and over her fingers as she continued to massage his balls.

She breathed deeply and licked her shiny wet lips.

“Now,” she said, between deep breaths, her breasts heaving as she did so, “I’ve never done this before, but…” she hesitated for a moment, almost shy, he thought, as if she hadn’t just had his cock deep down her throat, “would you like to fuck my tits?”

He looked down at her giant breasts, so warm and inviting and his cock twitched just at the thought of it.

“More than anything.”

She smiled brightly and leaned down and gave the tip of his cock a kiss, then let out a dribble of saliva onto the tip, lubricating him further as her warm fluids dribbled down his shaft.

“Ok,” she said, giggling nervously and he realised she probably 
hadn’t

 done this before.

She shuffled closer, her petite body pressed between his spread legs, her body warm against him. She was so perfect and soft that felt he had to have her. She adjusted her position once again. He breathed deeply, preparing himself for the next round, the sweet aroma of her perfume flooding his system.

She smiled and he softly stroked her hair as she leaned forward and wrapped her tits around his cock. They were warm and soft and heavy on his body. He smiled comfortingly as she smiled nervously then began to slowly move.

He took a deep breath, embracing the feeling of her tits on his cock, already so wet with her saliva and his precum that as she moved, her chest was perfectly lubricated, her tits moving up and down his cock with ease.

“Like this?” she asked, her hands on her breasts, fingertips disappearing into the soft flesh as she held them firmly, pressing them together as he watched her slide them up and down his cock, his wet tip appearing between them for a moment before being enveloped by her soft orbs once more.

“Just like that,” he said, exhaling slowly as he gripped the armrests once again.

She moaned with pleasure as she bounced, picking up speed, her breathing getting heavier as she worked him faster, her breasts making a satisfying 
slap

 as they bounced off his thighs before sliding back up his cock.

He watched as she pursed her lips, letting a long line of her warm saliva dribble down over his cock and her tits, warm and wet as it further lubricated her body as it spread over the both of them.

“I wish you’d used my pussy first,” she said, huffing, not missing a beat, “I’m so fucking wet right now.” Her face was turning red and he wasn’t sure if it was from the exertion of fucking his cock with her tits or from embarrassment, or pure fucking horniness. “It would be perfect to lube up your cock first.”

“Sweetheart,” he said, trying not to imagine sliding into her tight, wet pussy, feeling her walls gripping him as he fucked her, her wetness covering his shaft, trying not to imagine what it would feel like to cum deep inside her perfect body, to fill her fresh, fertile form with his seed, “if I ever used your pussy, I’d never be able to pull out.”

“Promise?”

“Promise,” he grunted, trying hard not to cum as she bounced her tits faster on his cock.

“
Oh fuck,”

 he moaned as he looked down to see her leaning forward and taking the tip of his cock in her mouth, sucking and licking it, her saliva flowing down his shaft as her big tits continued to work him.

He gripped the armrests tighter, but it was too late and he began to rock on his hips, knowing the end was near.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, “I’m going to cum.”

She kept working him, her mouth still on the tip of his cock, tongue still swirling, her wide eyes fixed on him, begging for him to cum. Then, as he released a final groan, she let the tip of his cock drop out of her mouth and began bouncing ever more furiously.

“That’s it,” she cried, “cum for me. I want to see you spill your thick creamy seed all over my milky white tits. Please, 
please

 , cum all over me.”

He thrust upwards as he came, his ass rising from the chair, the beads around his neck rattling, moaning loudly as she continued working him with her tits as thick ropes of cum shot out of his throbbing cock and landed on her bare skin.

“Oh yes, that’s it,” she cried, as his hot cum coated her chest and her tits, thick ropes dangling from her hard, dark nipples, shaking as she kept going, thick lines shooting up her slim neck, “give me more.”

He kept cumming as she kept working him, massaging his thick semen into her breasts as she kept rubbing his cock between them, demanding more and more, which he gladly provided, his body tensing as his cock continued to throb, sending waves of pleasure and release through his body in equal measure as he emptied his balls over her perfect body as she begged for more, until he was completely spent and he fell back in the chair.

“Oh my god,” he gasped, breathing heavily, his hands gripping the armrests, but not so tightly as before, the sense of relief palpable. He looked down at the smiling woman kneeling between his legs, her perfect breasts still slowly moving up and down his cock, coaxing the last drops out of him as his already-spilt semen spread all over her chest.

Finally satisfied, she let go and leaned back, also breathing heavily.

She gingerly ran two fingers over her breasts, playing with his hot cum as she looked down at the coating he had given her. He watched as her hand went to just under her neck, stroking where the first powerful ropes of his cum hand landed.

“You didn’t have any beads,” she said, “but at least you had the decency to give me a pearl necklace!”

She laughed and ran her fingers over his cum, rubbing it into her skin like a lotion, embracing being covered in his semen.

His cock twitched as he watched her run her fingers over one of her nipples, collecting a hanging rope of cum on her fingertip and, bringing it to her lips, sucking the tip clean, moaning with satisfaction as he swallowed down his tribute.

She smiled as she watched him watching her swallow his cum then, with a sparkle in her eye, lifted her other cum-covered breast and brought it to her mouth, moaning loudly as she took her own nipple in her mouth, sucking his seed from her body.

She let the cleaned tip fall from her mouth, laughing as she licked her lips, then continued to scoop up his cum with her fingers, then sucking it off them, swallowing it down as he watched her from his throne.



Chapter Six


“That was fun,” she said as she walked out of the bathroom, her chest washed clean, her marvellous tits glistening wet.

“You can say that again,” he said, as he lay on the bed, still shirtless but now wearing his shorts, her beads still hanging around his neck. He watched as she moved around the room, her hips swaying as she walked around in just her short shorts.

“So, what are you doing for the rest of the day?” he asked, as casually as he could, thinking about how wet her pussy was, how good she would feel, how good she would taste.

“I have to meet my friends in town,” she said, bending over excessively, giving him a perfect view of her tight ass in her shorts as she picked up her t-shirt, “about one.” She stood and turned to face him as she pulled it over her head, giving him one last look at her perfect body as she stretched the fabric tightly over her breasts. “What time is it?”

“About one,” he said.

“Oh shit,” she said, “I’ve got to go get ready.” She ran towards him and bounced onto the bed, her petite body landing on top of him. She felt like she weighed nothing at all and he thought about all the ways he could toss her about the room as they fucked repeatedly.

His hands automatically went to her ass and she moaned as she moved on top of him, her now-covered breasts pressing into his bare chest as her lips found his, and her tongue slid into his mouth.

“Or,” he said, his cock twitching in his shorts, more than ready to go again, “you could spend the afternoon here.”

“That sounds amazing,” she said, writhing on top of him, “but I’ve really got to go.” She kissed him hard one last time, then pulled the beads from around his neck, put them on, bounced off the bed and headed for the door. “It was lovely to meet you,” she hesitated for a moment.

“Josh,” he said.

“It was lovely to meet you, 
Josh

 ,” she said, waving as she left the bedroom, only to return a second later. “I’m Chiho.”

“Lovely to meet you, Chiho,” he said, realising for the first time that she had sucked his dick before she had asked his name, “maybe we can meet up again?”

“I’d really like that, but I’ve 
really

 got to go.”

With that, she rushed out of the bedroom.

He lay there, his head spinning, still unable to grasp what had happened, how this stunning college student had brought him back to his room and given him the tit wank of a lifetime, begging him to cum all over her perfect body.

It didn’t get much better than that.

But before he knew it, Chiho rushed into the bedroom and bounced back onto the bed. She kissed him again and his hands returned to her perfect body. But as she moaned on top of him, he felt her arm reaching down between them, but she wasn’t reaching into his shorts, she was reaching into hers.

She moaned into his mouth, her fingers moving between her legs, until she slid her arm out from between their bodies and broke away from their kiss.

“Just a little something to remember me by,” she said.

“I don’t think I’m likely to forge–,” he began, before being interrupted by two wet fingers sliding into his mouth.

She gasped as he sucked at her fingers, moaning as she slid them in and out of his lips, his tongue caressing them as he licked off every last drop of her wetness from them, his cock throbbing as the taste of her set his body on fire.

Finally clean, she slid them out of his mouth.

“How was that?” she asked.

“Perfect,” he breathed, licking his lips looking for more of her taste.

“There’s plenty more where that came from,” she said, leaning in to kiss him slowly, her tongue sliding into his mouth. She moaned as she tasted herself on his lips, her hands gently holding the sides of his face as she continued to search out the taste they both craved.

After what felt like a lifetime, she broke off the kiss, smiling as licked her soft lips, then climbed off the bed and casually walked towards the bedroom door, saying nothing as she left, just turned her head and gave him a wink before she left the room and then the apartment.

He lay there, stunned, watching the bedroom door.

He could still feel her, her soft hand on his face, her lips on his, her pussy-coated fingers sliding in and out of her mouth.

“Fuck me,” he said to himself, “Stepphy 
really

 needs a raise.”

He began to drift off, the heat and excitement of the midday encounter leaving him drained in every possible way. As he lay there, drifting off to sleep, the taste of her beautiful pussy in his mouth, he knew this would be the best Spring Break of his life.



Book Two:



Night On The Beach




Chapter One


It was late afternoon when he awoke.

He wasn’t much for napping, usually he had too many thoughts running through his head, too many ideas and plans and problems to deal with to even think about napping. But he was on holiday now, so he could finally take some time to relax.

But truth be told, being on holiday had very little to do with it. He’d had many holidays over the years, and he couldn’t recall the last time anything other than work or worries had filled his mind. But then, he had never had someone like Chiho to focus on.

Chiho and her perfect smile, her slim body, her amazing breasts.

He could still feel the heat of her on him, her warm touch and hungry gaze. He licked his lips, the taste of her lingering on his mouth, instantly craving more. She had given him just the slightest taste, but now he was hooked.

He got up and showered, body aching as memories of Chiho ran through his mind, of the woman half his age on her knees, begging for his release.

He still couldn’t believe it had happened at all, let alone a couple of hours ago!

It felt like something from a dream, a hallucinatory encounter with a perfect Asian Goddess, descended from the heavens to bestow all manner of earthly pleasures upon his mortal flesh.

But it was real. He could feel her body on his, her taste on his lips, her scent floating in the air.

It wasn’t a dream, it was a Spring Break miracle, the exact reason people came to places like this in the first place.

Fully refreshed, he stepped out of the shower and gently patted himself with a towel before wrapping it around his body.

As he walked out of the bathroom and through the bedroom, he felt the breeze from the open balcony doors and whipped the towel off, tossing it onto the bed, embracing the refreshing feeling on his naked body.

He walked out onto the balcony and looked out across the sea, beautiful and blue. But even this sight paled in comparison to the majesty that was Chiho as she had leaned against this exact railing, offering herself to him for the first time, drawing him in with an irresistible allure.

He breathed in deeply, experiencing the moment, feeling the moment wash over him again.

“Nice cock!”

He looked to the side and saw from another balcony, a trio of female college students in under-sized bikinis watching him, waving and laughing.

“Thanks,” he shouted, waving back, realising his cock was once again hard from thoughts of Chiho, and headed back inside as the trio of women called for him to come back.

Inside his room, he laughed. What was he thinking? Was her allure over him that powerful?

Yes, he realised, it was.

He had half a mind to go back out and call over to the women, to see if they fancied hanging out. But again, he realised, he was twice their age and they were likely just having a bit of fun. It’s one thing to compliment someone’s cock from afar, another thing completely to invite them over.

Besides, he wasn’t sure he had the energy to keep with three women for an evening that he could imagine only too well. He had been their age once, and now just the thought of doing some of the things he used to do was enough to leave him feeling exhausted.

Still, the night was young and even though he might not be able to party as hard as he had twenty years ago, there was still plenty of fun to be had out there. So, he threw on a fresh linen shirt and a pair of linen trousers to combat the evening heat, and headed out in search of adventure.



Chapter Two


It was cooler now the sun was no longer blazing in the afternoon sky, but there was still plenty of heat in the air and as he walked through the evening streets, he could feel it emanating from all directions, and even though it was not directed at him, the draw was irresistible.

He could feel it in his bones.

Everywhere he looked, hordes of college students were partying once again. Or, more precisely, partying still. And what’s more, they were only just beginning.

But as alluring as that life was, as much as it unearthed fond memories long forgotten, of days and nights wasted in the pursuit of nothing more than pleasure through hedonistic excess, he knew that wasn’t for him.

Just watching them running around was exhausting, and he couldn’t imagine trying to keep up with them.

Not that anyone was asking him to.

He was still very much by himself, which suited him fine. He was happy to stand on the sidelines, an observer to the frenzied partying that swirled around him frantically. He was watching from the eye of the storm, the centre of peace in a flurry of chaos.

And he was happy with that.

He had never intended to come here, never intended to spend his holidays partying. Quiet self-reflection had been the plan, with evenings spent dining in local restaurants and embracing the local culture.

As he walked past one place filled to the brim with revellers, he saw a line of women standing on the bar, bent over, their smooth, slim legs moving as asses, barely covered by the shortest of skirts, were shaken invitingly towards the hollering crowd, who cheered wildly as the women teased them, then stood upright and danced on the bar, moving their perfect bodies not with precision but with feeling. Their energy was one of fun and excitement and sexual liberation, an energy that said ‘anything could happen tonight, and probably will, if you play your cards right.”

His cock twitched in his linen trousers as he watched the scantily-clad women, their sexual teasing arousing an intense desire deep within him. He could imagine having sex with one of them, hell, with all of them, at the same time, an experienced older man teaching those women real pleasure as they utilised their endless energy and enthusiasm to show him just what they were capable of.

What had started as a holiday fantasy about hooking up with a sophisticated European woman had given way to dreams of lust-fuelled orgies with women half his age! But that was all it was, a dream, a fantasy.

Until that afternoon, at least.

Now it seemed like anything was possible. He felt that sense of excitement he hadn’t felt since he was in college, that sense of invincibility that comes with youth, the feeling that you can accomplish whatever you desire, just through sheer sense of will alone. It was as if he had travelled back in time and was getting to live his twenties all over again, only with the knowledge and resources he’d gained over the last twenty years.

But at the same time, he was well aware this wasn’t the case and that he was twice as old as almost everyone here. He knew it would be all too easy, high on endorphins and that renewed sense of self-confidence, to slip into the ‘creepy older guy perving on college students’ zone, far easier than he would like to admit, for no matter how youthful he felt, he was not one of them.

As he continued to walk, he felt a pang of uncertainty penetrate his emotional armour. Yes, his afternoon with Chiho had been amazing, but that was a one-off, wasn’t it? Beautiful Asian college students weren’t exactly lining up to throw themselves at strange men twice their age, were they?

They could have anyone they wanted, so why would they want him?

He turned down a side street and found himself in one of the quieter areas, away from the riotous activity in the main street. Even, so it was still more than lively here, with live music blaring as revellers moved from bar to bar.

Feeling the need to settle for a minute, he walked into the first bar that wasn’t rammed full of people. Still, the music was loud and in the back there were a bunch of young men and women surrounding the pool table, playing some sort of drinking game, but at least there were some seats by the bar.

“Hey there,” said the woman behind the bar as Josh hopped up onto a stool in front of her, “what can I get you?”

“Just a diet coke, please,” he said.

She cocked an eyebrow.

“We don’t allow alcohol from outside into the bar.”

Josh looked at her for a moment, then realised what she was saying.

“Not drinking tonight,” he said, “too hot.”

“Doesn’t stop anyone else,” she said, eyeing the group at the back, who let out a cheer as one of their party completed a line of shots.

“Do I look like everyone else?” he asked.

She shrugged. He was older than everyone else, but that didn’t mean she hadn’t seen his type before.

“Regular or large?”

“Regular, please,” he said, and she walked off. He sat and waited for his drink, his eyes scanning the rows of liquor behind the bar, many brands he’d heard of and many he definitely hadn’t.

He wondered how many of them contained the same alcohol, distilled from larger, cheaper bottles in the back, specifically intended for the tourists who wouldn’t know good alcohol if it slapped them in the face. Not that he was exactly an expert, but his palette had moved somewhat from his youthful tipple of choice, namely the cheapest thing on the menu!

“There you go,” said the bartender, placing his diet coke on the bar. The glass was cold, with drops of icy water running down the side. Josh watched as the woman dried her hand on her jeans. “Anything else?”

Just then, quick as a flash, a young woman jumped up onto the barstool next to him.

“I’ll have what he’s having,” she said, pointing her thumb at Josh.

Josh looked at her. She was, of course, a college student. She was Asian, her body slim, her features sharp but kind. Her low-cut sundress hung loosely on her body, exposing a tantalising area of smooth soft skin between her pert breasts, the cut low enough to reveal she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her dress was short, resting softly on her smooth thighs, her legs bare.

She could, he thought, have been a model, or a member of one of those all-girl pop ensembles that had taken the world by storm. He imagined her in a short skirt, dancing on stage in front of thousands of screaming fans, her body moving with precision as she carried out a never-ending row of choreographed dance moves.

The bartender coughed and he snapped back to reality. He quickly looked from the woman sitting by his side to the woman staring at him from the other side of the bar.

“Can I get another?” he asked, as if she might choose not to serve him.

“You got it,” she said, rolling her eyes as she turned away. He felt embarrassed for a moment, the dismissive attitude of the bartender at this obvious ruse, one she had likely seen far too many times before. A younger woman using an older guy to buy her drinks. She must have seen it a thousand times, men turned to fools, daydreaming about scoring with a younger woman, only too happy to oblige on the off-chance it might actually happen.

Not that he really cared too much about that or how it looked. He was only drinking diet coke, so it wasn’t particularly expensive and besides, he was glad of the company, especially when the company was so attractive.

“Hi there,” she said, sticking out her hand, “I’m Aiko.”

He took her small hand in his and she shook his vigorously. She didn’t seem particularly strong, but she certainly had gusto.

“I’m Josh,” he said.

As she continued to shake his hand, he could feel her soft skin in his and couldn’t help but wonder if the same thing was happening again. Still, he tried to put it out of his mind as quickly as possible. There was next to no chance of that being the case. Being approached by one knockout college student was one thing, but to be approached by two on the same day? That sort of thing just didn’t happen, not even on Spring Break.

And yet, here he was.

“Hi Josh,” she said, smiling, her teeth as perfectly white as they were straight, “so, what do you do?”

“Me?” He looked at her for a moment, her smile and touch and sweet scent overpowering his senses, making thinking a virtual impossibility. “I’m an architect.”

“Me too!” she said, bouncing on her stool. “Well, training to be. What are the odds?”



Yes,

 he thought, 
what are the odds.



He thought about asking her about how she found her training and who her influences were and what she actually wanted to design. But he had no interest in engaging in shop talk, even if it was with someone as beautiful as Aiko, and he sensed she felt the same way, if she was studying to be an architect at all.

“So what are you doing here?” she asked before he could think of another topic of conversation. “In Spring Break, I mean. I guess you’re not a student if you’re already an architect, besides you are 
way

 too old to be a student.”

He smiled slightly, surprised at her frankness.

“Oh my god,” she said, her face turning bright red as she realised what she said, “
I’m so sorry

 , I didn’t mean to say you were 
old

 . I mean, clearly you are 
old-er

 , but that doesn’t make you 
old

 old, or even 
old

 . Besides some women like an older man, they know how to take good care of a lady. I don’t mean 
take care

 , I mean 
I do

 , but I didn’t mean – I’m going to stop talking now.”

Josh smiled at Aiko as she sat there, her eyes wide, cheeks glowing a bright red, her breathing heavy, her soft lips parted as she panted, having talked herself into exhaustion.

“It’s alright,” he said, “I tried to pass myself off as a mature student, but there’s mature and there’s 
mature

 .” He smiled and laughed, and she laughed in response. “I’m just kidding, I didn’t actually plan to come here at all.”

“No?” she asked, head tilted, requesting an answer.

“No,” he said, picking up his drink, the glass cool under his fingers making him realise how hot he suddenly felt, “I was supposed to be heading to Cannes.”

“
France?!

 ” she exclaimed, clasping her hands together as she pressed them between her breasts, her fingers pressing into the exposed skin between them. They were small, at least compared to Chiho’s, but they were pert, the perfect handful. He noticed for the first time that he could make out her nipples underneath her bress, her firm buds pressing against the fabric. “
I love France!

 Well, I’ve never actually been, but I would love to go, one day.”

“Me too,” he said.

“But here’s nice too,” she said.

“Yes,” he said, looking at her adorable face, her flushed cheeks, “it is.”

“It’s 
so

 romantic.”

“Here?” he asked, looking around the dive bar. It had a certain charm, but ‘romantic’ wasn’t a word he’d use to describe it.

“Oh no, I meant France,” she said, suddenly serious, “but anywhere can be romantic, if you’re with the right person.” He felt her fingers brush against his knee and his cock twitched in his trousers.

“Are you with the right person?” he asked, his rising desire overruling his ability to think straight.

“Here’s your drink,” said the bartender, firmly placing the ice-cold glass on the bar in front of Aiko, the dark liquid splashing within, threatening to spill out over the rim but never quite doing so. She turned to Josh. “Anything else?”

Josh looked at Aiko who shook her head as her fingers stroked the cold, wet glass, wiping the condensation from it.

“No thanks,” said Josh as he returned his focus to the woman behind the bar. She held out the card reader and he tapped his credit card on it. It beeped in acceptance and the bartender walked off without so much as a word. Not that Josh had much time to think about it.

“Cheers,” said Aiko, holding up her glass, droplets of water hanging from her wet fingertips.

“Cheers,” said Josh as he picked up his glass. They clinked them together and each took a sip. As he drank, he could feel a few drops of cool water soaking through his trousers onto the top of his leg.

“Oh wow,” said Aiko, looking at her glass and then at Josh, “I thought this was going to be rum or whisky or vodka or something. But it’s just… cola?”

“
Diet

 cola,” he said, taking another sip. She took another drink. “I like to live dangerously.” She snorted, then covered her mouth with her hand as she tried to stop herself from spraying him with diet coke.

“Oh my god,” she mumbled, hand still over her mouth, swallowing the last of the dark liquid down.

“Here,” he said, handing her a napkin from the pile on the bar.

“Thank you,” she said, finally dabbing the white paper on her lips and chin. “You must think I’m such an idiot.”

“We’ve all been there,” he said, a seemingly endless stream of memories suddenly flooding his psyche, moments where he had been the one laughing, spilling, snorting, knocking, or otherwise accidentally emptying one drink or another over himself or someone else.

“Oh my,” she said, lowering the napkin from her face, her cheeks reddening once again as she breathed deeply.

“You’ve got a drop,” he began, pointing first at her exposed skin between her breasts where a droplet of cola was running down between them, then to the same place on his own chest, keeping eye contact with her, as he tried to respectfully not stare at her tits.

They were small, much smaller than Chiho’s breasts, obviously, but they were the perfect shape for her body, and right now a drop of diet cola was running slowly down between them.

“Quick,” she said, “get it before it’s too late.”

“What?” he asked, frozen in place, a napkin in hand, his drink in the other, both hesitant and desperate to reach out and touch her. But before he could decide which instinct to follow, she chose for him, grabbing the back of his head and pressing his face into her chest.

He smelt her sweet perfume and felt the heat of her body as she held him to her. He could taste the sweet liquid on her skin and, in the customary tradition of Spring Break, ran his tongue up between her breasts, licking up the cold liquid running down her body. His cock hardened as he tasted her skin, her hand holding onto his head more firmly as his tongue worked its way up her body, her soft moans music to his ears.

As his tongue reached the bottom of her neck, she let go of his head and he reluctantly sat back upright, her intoxicating scent still in his nostrils.

“Thank you,” she said, touching the area where his tongue had been, “I didn’t want it to ruin my dress.”

“My pleasure,” he said, the taste of her skin mixing with the cola on his tongue, “it’s a very lovely dress.”

“It 
is

 ,” she said, looking down at it, her fingers moving over her breast as she touched the soft fabric, and he imagined how lovely it would look in a pile at her feet, ever more lovely as she stepped out of it, her slim body completely bare.

“This is why I don’t drink,” she said, placing the glass of diet cola on the bar, before taking the napkin from his fingers and wiping her wet hands with it, “I’m clumsy enough when I’m sober!”

“I can relate to that,” he said. “But you seemed surprised I wasn’t drinking?”

“I was,” she said, but I’d just always wanted to say that, you know? ‘I’ll have what he’s having.’ Its corny, I know but…”

“I think it’s sweet,” he said.

“Really?”

“Really.”

“So, why don’t you drink?” she asked, her fingers once again moving slowly up and down the glass, the tips wiping off the condensation, “if that’s not a rude question?”

“Not at all,” he said, “but I wouldn’t say I 
don’t

 drink,” I just prefer not to drink alone.”

“But you’re not alone now.”

“True,” he said, “but you’re not drinking either, and no one sober likes hanging out with a drunk person!”

“Would you prefer it if I drank?” she asked.

“Not at all,” he said, truthfully, “it’s always better to get to know someone when they’re sober.”

“You want to get to know me?” she asked, perking up.

“I didn’t think I had much of a choice,” he said, smiling, “but, yes, I do.”

“That’s good,” she said, “I want to get to know you too.” She placed her hand on his, her fingertips cold from the glass as they stroked the back of his hand.

“You’re so hot,” she said, her hand still on his, “I’m sorry,” she pulled her hand away, “I meant warm, not that you’re hot, not that you’re not 
not

 hot.”

“Do you want to go for a walk?” he asked, giving her an out from her stream-of-consciousness rambling, “it’s getting warm in here with all the people.”

“Sure,” she said, hopping off the barstool, landing silently as her petite feet hit the floor, “I hate crowds.”

“Lead the way,” he said, hopping off his stool and holding his arm out to let her go first.

As she went, he watched her sundress swaying around her pert ass as she navigated through the crowd.

As he followed this stunning Asian college student out of the bar and into the streets of Cancun, he wondered just what the hell he had gotten himself into down here.



Chapter Three


The full moon hung high in the cloudless sky. He didn’t know why, but he took that to be a good omen.

It was much cooler outside than in the bar, which had become increasingly full and rowdy in the short time they had been there, but even outside the heat of the party was still in the air.

Even as they walked down the quiet side streets away from the main street where most revellers had congregated, the heat was still surrounding them.

“So,” she said, as they walked quietly through the streets, the sounds of the perpetual summer party echoing ever more distantly around them, “you never did tell me why you decided to come to Spring Break rather than Cannes.”

“I didn’t, did I?” he said, his fingers brushing up against hers as they walked. Had he moved closer to her, or had she moved closer to him?

Did it even matter?

His heart was racing like he was a stupid teenager again, as if he’d never been this close to a woman before. He thought back to the afternoon spent in his room with Chiho, how his heart had been pounding as she worked his cock with her lubricated tits, his body throbbing with desire and the need to unleash his thick load all over her perfect body.

But this was different.



Fuck it

 , he thought, throwing caution to the wind. He was a grown-ass man after all, and if he couldn’t be clear about what he wanted now, then when could he be?

Without looking, he reached towards her and took her hand, wrapping his fingers gently around hers. She didn’t say anything, but she didn’t pull away either, and they continued walking through the streets, her slender fingers locked in his.

“I didn’t plan on coming here,” he said, his heart racing faster than ever as her bare arm brushed against his, “it’s just where I ended up.”

As they turned a corner, Josh was surprised to find himself looking out over the ocean, the waves dark and blue as they broke upon the sands of the beach.

He looked at Aiko, wondering if they should turn back, even though he had no desire to do anything of the sort.

“It’s ok,” she said, holding onto his hand as she balanced on one foot as she took off her flat shoe from one foot and then from the other, “I like the feel of sand between my toes.” She let her shoes dangle from two fingers by her side and they continued walking across the beach.

“But how do you just end up in Spring Break?” she asked after a few moments. “It’s not like a bunch of frat boys threw you in the back of their truck and smuggled you across the border, right?”

“No,” said Josh, laughing, “they didn’t.”

“So,” she asked, casting a slight glance at him, “what happened?”

As they continued to walk across the sands, heading nowhere in particular, moving closer to an old shack further up the sands, Josh explained the whole situation to Aiko, the sounds of the waves a perfect backdrop to his story. He told her about Stepphy and how she had booked the wrong destination and how, even on his way to his vacation, he was too busy to properly check the flights.

She listened and laughed but at the end, seemed quite serious.

“You’re not going to fire her, are you?” she asked, once his story was complete, a strangely defensive tone in her voice.

“What for?” he asked.

“Well,” began Aiko, “she ruined your holiday, prevented you from living your lifelong dream in France, and instead got you stuck here with a bunch of wild partying college students.”

“That’s all true,” he said, turning to look at her, “but then I wouldn’t have met you.” She stopped in her tracks and so did he, her hand still holding onto his, then turned to face her. “So if anything, I owe her a bonus.”

She moved forward suddenly, her hand firmly gripping his as she pushed him back until his back hit the side of the shack, and kissed him hard.

She moaned into his mouth as she pressed her body into his, her shoes clattering in one hand as the other gripped his hand firmly. His cock hardened as she rubbed herself against him, this slight figure suddenly taking control of the situation.

He reached out with his free hand and wrapped it around her back, pulling her closer to him before sliding further down the material and then under her sundress. She moaned as he grabbed her firm ass, feeling the softness of her skin as she pressed herself up against his leg, rubbing herself on him as they continued to kiss.

She lifted her leg, pressing it against his side and he slid his hand from her ass to her thigh as they continued to kiss, her tongue sliding into his mouth, warm and hungry.

He ran his hand over her thigh and underneath her. She moaned as his fingers found her panties, the fabric warm and wet, and began teasing her entrance through the damp spot.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned quietly into the night air, as he fingered her, his lips moving down her long, elegant neck, gasping like the shores breaking on the beach as he kissed the spot next to her shoulder.

She reached down between their bodies and began rubbing him through his trousers, his hard cock easy to grab through the light material.

In the distance, over the roar of the ocean and her increasingly heavy breathing, he could just about hear the party music blaring, the sounds of life and excitement and new experiences, the mixing sounds a perfect backdrop to this intimate moment under the full moon.

He pushed forward and turned her, her petite feet sliding through the soft sands, and pressed her back into the wall, her shoes clattering against the wooden shack and falling to the floor. He continued to kiss down, his lips finding the strip of warm, soft skin on her chest where he had licked the drop of cola from earlier.

“Wait,” she said and he took a step back, sliding his hand from between her legs. He said nothing, waiting for her response as he felt the heat of her desire on the tips of his fingers.

He watched her standing there in the moonlight, looking as beautiful as anyone had ever looked. Then, as she watched him with eyes, both nervous and excited, she slid her dress off one shoulder and then the other, pulling the light material down beneath her breasts.

She stood there, not moving, as he stared at her perfect pale skin, her firm breasts, her dark nipples hardening in the gentle breeze.

“I know they’re not as big as some others,” she began, before he stepped forward and kissed her, his lips silencing her words as his hands moved to her breasts with purpose, caressing them, his fingers finding her nipples and tweaking them gently. They were the perfect fit for his hands, as if they had been designed just for him.

She moaned into his mouth as he continued to fondle her breasts, exploring every inch, getting her more and more worked up until she reached for his cock again, her fingers moving desperately as they slid down the front of his trousers, as the other worked to unbutton his shirt, moving expertly from one to the other.

He moaned as she wrapped her slender fingers around his cock, pumping him hard and fast, as he kissed down her neck and her exposed chest, tasting the sweetness of her skin before kissing over her breast, moving teasingly around her nipple, making her moan and beg before finally taking it in his mouth.

She cried out in Japanese as he sucked on her nipple, the sounds sharp and soft at the same time, as his tongue flicked over the hard bud. He felt her hand on the back of his head, her fingers moving through his hair, holding tightly as her other hand continued to pump inside his trousers, and he sucked harder, forcing another Japanese cry from her lips, as he pulled his shirt off and dropped onto the sands, then moved his mouth to her other breast, causing her to gasp as he repeated the motion, sucking and licking, as his hand moved back to her breast and began playing with her wet nipple, as the other slid underneath her dress, finding her wet panties once again.

He stood up straight and kissed her, her tongue pushing into his mouth, caressing his, her hand working quickly at his crotch.

“I want you,” she whispered as she rocked her body against the shack wall, riding his fingers as she pressed her breast deeper into his mouth, “now.”

He reached down from her breast and grabbed her by the wrist, stopping her hand moving on his cock. He wanted so badly to fuck her, to feel what it would be like to slide inside her, but there was something else he had to do first, even as she continued to hold him firmly.

“Not yet,” he said, and kissed her hard, then broke away and lowered himself down, her hand sliding out of his trousers as his hands slid down her body, until he was on his knees in the sand.

He ran his hands up her legs, up to her thigh, as his other hand stroked the calf of her other leg, his hand underneath the soft material.

They moved down over her soft dress and down her smooth legs. She moaned as he kissed her thighs as he caressed her legs, kissing further and further up under her dress. She groaned, wriggling at his touch as his hands slid up the backs of her thighs and up to her ass, grabbing hold of her firm cheeks and pulling her closer as he worked his way up. Her hands went to his head, now covered by the dress, her fingers unable to find purchase in his hair, stroking instead as she guided him deeper, moving further up, until he could see nothing but the darkness beneath.

He could feel her hand on his head, but resisted her desire for him to put his lips on her, instead holding himself steady, mere inches from her body, so close he could feel the heat rising from her. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, smelling her desire soaked into her panties, then kissed her inner thighs as she spread her legs to give him better access. She moaned and writhed as his lips teased her soft inner thigh, then up, kissing where her skin met her underwear. She moaned as ran his nose over her wet spot then kissed it and up, his lips moving up her panties until he reached her clit.

She moaned and let go of his head as she reached beneath her dress, and began pulling down her panties, moaning as the wet fabric peeled from her lips. He crouched there, still under her dress, the scent of her desire building, watching in the darkness as she pulled down her underwear and stepped out of her panties one leg at a time, her body brushing against his face as she moved, until they were completely off.

She smelt so good, she was so desperate for his touch that he thought he might cum from that alone. He took a moment in the darkness to admire her tight, smooth slit, a well-maintained tuft of dark hair in a landing strip above rubbing against the tip of his nose as she rocked her hips, looking for contact, her hand pressing on the back of his head once again.

She moaned loudly as he slowly ran his tongue up between her lips, the taste of her flooding his mouth, her fingers pressing hard against his scalp as he repeated the motion, lapping at her wetness.

He was worried for a moment that her moans would bring attention, but as she swung her leg over his shoulder and began rubbing her sweet pussy in his face, he lost his train of thought completely.

He continued licking her, the tip of his tongue flicking over her clit, teasing her, making her squirm, making her squeal with delight. He repeated the motion, his cock throbbing as she moaned louder, her leg tightening on his shoulder as she pressed herself closer to his face, then he licked up her slit one more time and buried his nose in her pubic hair as his tongue moved in small circles over her clit.

She moaned wildly, as if the sensation was completely new to her, as she rocked back and forth, rubbing herself all over his face, her hot wetness dripping down his chin as he licked her.

His hands tightened on her ass, holding her close to him as he took her clit in his mouth and began to gently suck on it as his tongue continued to lick.

She gasped at this, her hands sliding up under her dress, finally finding his hair and holding on tightly, desperate for more, her actions getting wilder, as his hands held her firmly.

As he continued to suck her clit, he slid one hand from her ass and around, his fingertips teasing her sensitive inner thigh as they made their way to her entrance, gliding over her dripping-wet hole, getting it nice and wet before pushing one fingertip in.

“I’m so tight,” she moaned, mirroring his thoughts, as he teased her with the promise of penetration, her hips bucking wildly, desperate for him to fill her in any way he wanted.

Slowly, he worked his finger into her. She was tighter than any woman he’d ever known, her walls gripping him as he slowly made his way inside her, her body carefully opening up for him, her wetness running down his hand as her body prepared itself for penetration, as he worked the digit deeper and deeper.

Once inside, he held his finger fully inside her, feeling her body tense on him as he continued to suck her clit, his finger curling gently inside her as he stroked her g-spot and she cried out again.

Slowly, he slid the finger almost completely out of her, leaving just the tip in her warm embrace and then pushed it back inside, then repeated the motion, picking up speed as she got used to him being inside of her, as she rocked on top of him, riding his finger as she held his head between her legs.

“Just like that,” she moaned, as he fingerfucked her, his finger curling inside her to stroke her, as he continued to suck on her clit, “but… 
more.

 ”

Eager to please, he slid a second finger inside her, Aiko crying out as he stretched out her tight pussy.

She began to rock faster on one leg, the other still wrapped tightly around his back, the heel of her foot digging into his spine, her hands still holding his hair firmly. She moaned loudly as she rode his face and fingers at the same time, spreading her wetness over both as he continued to work her.

As she kept moving, he kept going, driving her harder and harder, his fingers sliding quickly in and out of her tight, wet pussy, her walls massaging his fingers as they clung on to him, her clit throbbing as she pushed it further into his mouth, his mouth and tongue working in perfect unison to service her.

“
Oh god, yes,

 ” she moaned, “
just like that. Don’t stop, don’t stop, I’m so close –oh fuck I’m so close – I can’t believe I – oh fuck – with a strange man – oh yes – so much older – ohfuckohfuckohfuck – you’re so good at that – oh fuck I’m cumming, I’m so close, I’m gonna cum, so close I’m so, so – ahh!

 ”

She cried out loudly as she came, her body bucking wildly against his face, her pussy pushing deep into his mouth as he sucked on her clit, his fingers moving quickly in and out of her tight pussy as it contracted on his fingers, her body shaking and tensing as her orgasm powered through her, as he kept going, pushing her further and further, fingerfucking the tightest pussy of his life as her sweet juices ran down her face, her sundress brushing against his face as it blew in the wind as he sucked and licked and fingerfucked her until she was completely spent.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, the tension in her body easing, the weight of her on him suddenly lifting as if she weighed nothing at all, “
oh my god.

 ”

She gasped as he slowly slid his fingers out of her and gently released her clit from his mouth. He leaned back and slid his head out from under her dress. He looked up at Aiko, her eyes closed, her perfect body caked in a thin film of sweat, her breasts rising and falling as she breathed heavily, her pert nipples hard.

He stood and she looked at him tenderly. She gently stroked his face, her fingers moving through the wetness she had smeared on him, and as she leaned in slightly, he leaned in also, and kissed her. She moaned softly as she tasted herself on his lips, her tongue exploring his mouth for more of her desire.

“I’ve never…” she began, moving her lips from hers, eyes still closed.

“Never?” he asked, taken aback by her innocence.

“Not like that,” she said, smiling, “and certainly not like 
that.

 That’s why,” she took a moment to take a few breaths, “that’s why you need a man.” She leaned in and kissed him again, harder this time, one arm wrapped around his neck, her panties hanging from her fingers brushing against his bare shoulders, the other hand pulling at the front of his trousers.

He pressed his lips to her ear and whispered,

“
Wait.

 ”

“
I don’t think I can,

 ” she whispered back.

He broke away and she whined in protest as he took a step back. He looked at her, panties hanging from her fingers, her sundress pulled down around her waist, her perfect breasts exposed as the moonlight illuminated her pale skin. She ran her toes through the sand, which he took as a sign of nervousness, that somehow her perfect body wasn’t quite enough.

He moved in and kissed her, as much out of a desire to comfort her as desire to have her, but as her hand returned to his cock, he knew he had to take her there and then.

“Turn around,” he whispered into her ear.

Her eyes widened as she stared directly at him, digesting the words in her mind. Then she obeyed, turning around and placing both hands on the wall as she bent over.

The edge of her pert ass stuck out from under her sundress and he caressed it, wiping his wet fingers across the underside of her asscheek, then flipped her dress up and exposed her firm ass fully, her slick pussy dripping wet with desire, poking out from underneath.

He stood behind her and pulled his trousers down, letting them drop to his ankles.

His cock throbbed with desire and as he ran the tip of his cock over her wet lips, covering himself in her desire. Aiko moaned and the sound of her so desperate for his cock was nearly enough to send him over the edge.

“Don’t tease me, 
please

 ,” she begged as he rubbed the tip of his cock between her wet lips, as she pushed back, “I need it. Now.”

He moved closer and slid his cock in between her legs, feeling her wet lips run over the top of his shaft as she pushed her ass back, rubbing her wetness all over him. He placed a hand on the small of her back and she stood still, waiting patiently for him to take her.

With his other hand, he took hold of his cock and directed the tip to her entrance. He knew how tight she would be so he worked slowly, pressing the tip into her, then holding himself there, letting her get used to his size.

“You’re so big,” she said, as he slowly worked his way deeper into her inch by inch.

“I can stop if you want,” he said, his cock only half inside her, her pussy gripping him tightly, throbbing on him.

“No,” she said, looking over her shoulder, her eyes wide with desire, “I need it. All of it.”

She turned around and moaned with pleasure as he continued to work his way deeper, pushing deeper as he stretched out her tight hole as her body took more and more of his cock.

She let out a short squeak as he slid fully into her, her lips wrapped around the hilt of his shaft, her pussy throbbing as he held himself completely inside her body.

Then, a quieter, lower and prolonged moan escaped her lips, as he slowly slid his cock all the way out of her, her tight lips gripping him as he did so, and then slowly all the way back in. He moved his hands to her hips and moved with precision, fucking her carefully and deeply, making sure she was used to his cock before picking up the pace.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “just like that,” her body opening up to him as he took her.

She was so tight but so wet, and soon he was fucking her hard and fast, his thighs slapping against her ass, causing her to grunt with each thrust. He held her firmly by her hips as she begged for more, more cock, more speed, more power.

“That’s it,” she moaned as he pounded her from behind, “use my tight little pussy. Show me how a real man fucks.”

He kept going, pounding her hard.



Show me how a real man fucks.



He moved one hand from her hips and slid it up her back and up into her hair. She gasped as he took a hold of her and pulled her head back. She grunted with approval as he took control of her, then moaned with pleasure as he moved his other hand up her mouth, sliding the fingers that had been deep inside her pussy, now into her mouth.

She sucked firmly on them as he fucked her from behind, holding her head up as he gripped her hair. He felt her tongue swirl around his wet fingers as she sucked hard at them and imagined how good that would feel on his cock.

He kept going, breathing heavily, the taste of her pussy in his mouth, his cock throbbing deep inside her tight body, and he could feel himself getting close.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, as he continued to pound her tight pussy from behind, her wetness dripping down his balls, “I’m going to cum soon.”

“Oh yes,” she cried, as he slipped his fingers from her lips, “do it. I want to feel you cum. I want to feel you cum inside me as,” she let out a long moan, “as you fill me up, like your personal little fucktoy. 
Oh fuck, just the thought of it…

 ”

He kept going, his hand on the small of her back as he fucked her as hard as he could, her pale ass reddened from being slapped by his thighs, and felt them calling him. He rubbed his hand over her ass before raising his hand and spanking her. She cried out with surprise, her entire body tightening.

“More,” she cried, “
more

 .”

He spanked her again and again, her asscheek bright red as she cried out in a mixture of pleasure and pain.

“
More.

 ”

He tensed his body as she cried out, as he tried to hold off for as long as possible, savouring her tight grip on his cock as he fucked her in the middle of the beach, the possibility of being caught at any second simply adding to the thrill of it all.

“
Don’t stop,

 ” she moaned, “
I’m gonna – oh god, again? – oh fuck – how the – I – oh god I – I am!

 ”

She moaned as she came for the second time, this time on his cock, her body shaking harder than before, her pussy pulsating on his cock as he continued to fuck her.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, the feeling of her cumming on his cock pushing closer to the edge, his balls tightening as he tried to hold back the inevitable.

“
Cum in me

 ,” she begged, “
I want to feel you cum in me as I’m cumming!

 ”

That was it.

“I’m cumming!” he cried, pumping her orgasming body full of his cum, her pussy milking his cock as he shot load after load of hot semen into her fresh, fertile body.

“
I can feel you cumming inside me,

 ” she cried as he kept thrusting deep inside her, his cock twitching as he continued to fill her tight pussy with cum, her body demanding more and more even as he painted her walls with his seed. He kept cumming, holding himself deep, thrusting sharply, his thighs thumping against her ass as he gave her every last drop, until he was empty and she was full.

“
Fuck

 ,” he muttered, his hands slowly moving over Aiko’s soft skin, her body still fluttering with aftershocks from her orgasm, then slowly pulled his cock out of her well-fucked pussy, watching as her stretched-out hole turned creamy white as his semen began to dribble out of her.

“
Oh my god,

 ” she muttered, still bent at the waist, hands on the shack wall, before reaching down as she pulled on her panties, wiggling her perfect ass as she moved them up her legs, the wet spot on the material getting darker as they filled with his semen. She pulled them tight to her body, adjusting them as she pulled her dress down over her and ass straightened it out, turned around and leaned back against the wall. “
Oh my god.

 ”

He looked at her breathing heavily, her pert breasts still exposed, rising and falling as she did so, watching as she carefully pulled her dress back up, covering them once again.

“I can feel it pooling in my panties,” she said, her eyes closed as if she were dreaming, “your cum is so warm.”

He reached down for his trousers and pulled them up to his thighs before she grabbed his wrist and stopped him from pulling them any higher.

“Allow me.”

She lowered herself, her knees sinking into the sand as she crouched down in front of him. She looked up at him and, making sure he was paying close attention, carefully took his cock in her mouth, slowly moving her lips up and down it, licking and sucking every last drop of semen and pussy juice from his shaft as he watched.

Finally, satisfied it was clean, she let it slip from her wet lips, and ran the tip of her tongue along them, before pulling his trousers up.

“Good as new,” she said, giving his cock a gentle pat as she stood up.

“No,” he said, “better than ever,” then he leaned in and kissed her once again.



Chapter Four


They walked in silence along the beach, hand in hand. In the distance, he could still hear the party going on, as wild as ever, as if they didn’t realise what had just happened.

He didn’t look at her, he didn’t need to. Her perfect image was forever etched into his memory, the touch and taste and smell of her body lingering on his, as if she was still on him.

After they had finished, he had wondered for a moment if things were going to get uncomfortable, but they never did. They simply continued walking on the beach, content to bask in the glow of their mutual pleasure, their shared moment of release.

He thought about how good she felt, how badly she had wanted him and how badly he had wanted her, how badly he 
still

 wanted her. His cock twitched and he licked his lips as the thought of fucking her again, of being inside her body again, listening to her moans of pleasure as he came deep inside her again, of her slipping up her panties and once again letting his warm cum pool between her legs.

“This has been really nice,” she said, finally.

“Yes,” he said, “it has.”

“And I don’t just mean,” she looked at him, her cheeks red, “
you know

 .”

“I know,” he said. “Twice.”

She blushed hard and turned away and he laughed and she laughed, and then she gently slapped his arm and he stopped and turned to her.

“It’s been wonderful,” he said, gently brushing her hair behind her ear, taking a moment to appreciate her beauty in the moonlight.

“I know we’ve only just met,” she said, “but I have this funny feeling that this is, I don’t know, 
special

 somehow. Is that crazy?”

“Yes,” he said, staring into her beautiful dark eyes, “but I must be crazy too because I feel exactly the same thing. It feels almost like…”

“Like fate?” she said.

“Just like that,” he said, leaning in to kiss her.

Their kiss was slow and long, with a tenderness that can only come from two people who have known each other intimately, who have shared their deepest selves with one another.

“You shouldn’t be here,” she said, as they continued to walk along the beach, “and neither should I.”

“How come?” he asked, looking at her, suddenly concerned.

“Oh no, it’s nothing like that,” she said, squeezing his hand tightly, “it’s just, I was supposed to be out with my friends, but then I lost them and found you.”

“Oh,” he said, the image of Chiho running out of his apartment to meet her friends popped into his mind for some reason, “I guess you’ll be busy then. For the rest of the holiday, I mean.”

“Yes, some of the time,” she said, “but I still want to make sure I see you again.”

“You don’t have to,” he said, “if you don’t want to.”

“Of course I want to,” she said, “more than anything. And not just because of 
that

 , although 
that

 was really great. Twice!”

She laughed and he laughed and they stopped and kissed again. This time there was more passion and as she rubbed her body against his, he thought she might be ready for a third. But before he could lay her down in the sand there was a long, loud whistle from across the beach.

“Hey, Aiko!” shouted a female voice. “Put the boy down and get over here!”

“He’s not a boy,” she shouted back, “he’s a grown-ass man!” She turned to him. “Sorry,” she said, “I’d better go. They’ve probably been looking for me all night.”

“That’s ok,” he said, “I think it’s time for me to get to bed anyway.”

“I wish I could join you,” she said.

“Me too,” he said.

“Our room is so cramped, but it was all we could afford.” Suddenly, alarm bells started ringing in his head. “Not that 
that’s

 why I want to stay with you. There are plenty of other reasons.” She smiled, her hands holding his loosely.

“Come on, Aiko,” shouted another voice and Josh turned to see in the distance, two women waiting for Aiko. It was too far and dark for him to see, but he could distinctly make out one of them was a petite woman with the largest breasts he had ever seen in his life.

“Call me tomorrow, ok?” she said, “I can’t wait to see you again.”

“Of course,” he said, trying not to show his surprise.

She gave him a final soft kiss and began to walk away, leaving him on the edge of the beach.

But as he watched her walk away, she turned and faced him.

“Oh, by the way,” she said, walking backwards across the sands, “Chiho was right, you 
do

 have the best cock.”

With that, she turned and ran towards her friends, their laughter merging into one melodious sound, before the three of them moved on, disappearing into the crowd, their sounds absorbed into the nightlife of the town centre, still buzzing as it undoubtedly would until the early hours of the morning and beyond.

And yet, with all the life and excitement and fun in the air, all Josh could do was stand there, Aiko’s final words ringing in his head, swirling around and around as if they were a riddle, even though their meaning couldn’t have been clearer.



Chiho was right, you do have the best cock.



He didn’t know what this meant, any of it, not for him and Aiko, nor for him and Chiho.

Did it mean anything?

It must mean something, right?

This wasn’t just a coincidence, was it?

He looked out at the waters, the waves crashing calmly on the shoreline. He took a deep breath and put all of it out of his mind. Whatever was going on, it had led to two of the most incredible moments of his life, so why worry?

He smiled as he thought of the two women, so different yet so similar, besties who now had one more thing in common, him!

He turned and continued his way along the beach, ready to retire for the evening, knowing that whilst tonight had peaked, the rest of his time at Spring Break was suddenly full of possibilities he had never even dreamed of.



Book Three:



Pleasure Palace






Chapter One



The sun shone high in the bright blue sky as the clear waters sparkled and rolling waves broke on the clean sands, as Spring Break raged all around him. He smiled to himself, basking in the playful aura that filled the air, as he enjoyed that this was definitely 
not

 the type of beach his wife (now ex) had in mind when she’d planned their vacations.

Everywhere, groups of scantily-clad college students roamed around in nothing but skimpy bikinis or swimming trunks, their perfectly toned bodies shimmering as the heat rose from the sands upon which they walked, or shining in the sun as they emerged from the sea, their bodies dripping wet, their beachwear clinging to the slim, toned bodies.

Some women had thrown caution to the wind and gone completely topless, causing more than a few cricked necks and more than a couple of collisions; young men crashing into one another as they, caught by surprise, gawked at the women’s perfect bodies on display for all to see.

Yet these women paid no mind to the leering stares, the hungry glare of the eyes taking in their sublime bodies. They simply kept on walking, seemingly oblivious to the power their exposed figures had on those around them, although, Josh was sure, behind their dark sunglasses, they were taking in every moment of the carnage their beauty left in their wake.

And who can blame them?

If you’ve got it, flaunt it.

Josh didn’t quite have 
it

 , at least not compared to some of the other men here. But they were half his age and likely college athletes, so it wasn’t a fair comparison, so it didn’t bother him. He knew he had never looked better, had never been slimmer or had more muscle.



It’s amazing what a divorce can do for your health

 , he’d thought that morning, examining his naked body in the full-length mirror as he stepped out of the shower.

A year ago, he wouldn’t have even 
considered

 undressing at the beach, but here he was in nothing but his bathing trunks, spread out on a sun lounger, taking in the rays.

As he lay in the sun, a small parasol opened but not covering him by his side, his skin slick with sun lotion and sweat, he finally realised what it was his wife liked so much about sunning herself on the beach. It was invigorating. His body was burning, but it felt good, like he was recharging his batteries. Just being here in the sun, forcing himself to lay there and do nothing but quietly exist in the moment was revitalising.



Or perhaps it was Chiho and Aiko who were the ones revitalising me,

 he thought to himself, a grin spreading across his face.

Yes, he decided, having sex with two stunning Asian college students was definitely a wonder tonic. And on the same day no less!

True, he hadn’t had 
sex

 sex with Chiho, but she had been more than adept at using the rest of her body to pleasure him that he wasn’t sure if it could get any better. But that didn’t mean he didn’t want to find out!

He licked his lips, as if he could still taste her desire on them, her wet fingers gently wettening them as she gave just the most agonisingly teasing taster, before rushing out of his apartment.

He took a breath, trying to calm himself down as he felt his cock growing in his trunks, the thought of being with both women racing through his mind, as Aiko’s last words to him, the ones she had shouted as she ran off across the beach to meet her friends, his release pooling in her panties, provided the soundtrack.



Chiho was right, you do have the best cock.



He had had no idea Chiho and Aiko knew each other, but now that he did, a world of possibilities seemed to open up before him, none of which helped ease his growing erection.

He yelped and sat up suddenly as something ice cold landed between his legs, sending chills through his semi-hard cock.

Looking down, he saw it was a can of ice-cold diet cola. He picked it up and turned to see what joker had thrown it in his lap and why.

“Sorry,” she said, “I thought my favourite virgin could do with a bit of cooling off.” She smiled at him, her teeth a perfect white.

It was the woman from the poolside bar, the waitress, the one who had served him the alcohol-free (i.e. virgin) Sex on the Beach.

Josh tried to think of a response, but she was the last person he was expecting to suddenly show up and the cold chill on his cock was distracting to say the least.

“Don’t worry,” she said, “it’s on the house, especially now it’s touched your junk.”

“Err, thanks,” he said, cracking the can open, and taking a long swig.

“I thought you were looking pretty hot,” she said as he continued to drink from the can, “warm too.”

He spluttered, choking as the cold drink went down the wrong way, his hand covering his mouth as she tried not to spray the sweet liquid everywhere.

“Are you ok?”

“I’m fine,” he said, clearing his throat as he tried to regain some composure, “it just went down the wrong way.”

“Funny,” she said, “I’ve never had that trouble.” She stuck her hand out. “I’m Emi.”

“Hi Emi,” he said, breathing heavily, swapping the can of cola into his other hand and reaching out to shake, “I’m Josh.”

“Nice to meet you, Josh,” she said, shaking his hand vigorously. As she did so, her breasts began to bounce in her small bikini top, and he tried hard not to stare, a particularly difficult task given she was standing over him.

“I believe we’ve met,” he said, “ at the bar by the pool.”

“But that was business,” she said, letting go of his hand, “this is all pleasure. Well, mostly.” She signalled to her feet. His eyes moved downwards, taking in her breasts and her toned stomach, her short shorts with the tied straps of her bikini bottoms sticking out of the sides, and her long, smooth legs running down to her petite feet in a pair of sandals.

In front of her sat a cooler, inside of which were a large number of drinks cans, mixed in with blocks of ice.

“Plenty of thirsty customers on the beach,” she said by way of explanation, “and I don’t just mean for drinks.”

She glanced down the beach at a trio of women walking down across the sands, their shiny, toned bodies catching everyone’s attention.

“You mind?” she asked, holding out her hand.

Before he could reply, she reached forward and took the can of cola from his hand. He watched as she took a swig, tilting her head back and exposing her long, elegant neck as she took a long deep drink, then sighed, refreshed as she pressed the can between her breasts, the cold metal cooling her skin.

“Thanks,” she said, handing him the almost-empty can back.

“No problem,” he said, as he watched her reach into the ice box and pick up a chunk of ice.

“You mind if I leave this here?” she asked. “Better to keep it in the shade than lug it around with me all day.”

“Sure thing,” he said, forcing himself to maintain eye contact as she rubbed the ice cube against one breast and then the other.

“Increases sales by twenty-three per cent,” she said, dropping the piece of ice onto the hot sands, “ask me how I know.” He said nothing as his eyes glanced down at her chest, her iced nipples poking prominently against the material.

He felt her eyes on him and his eyes immediately rose to meet her gaze. She said nothing, but a slight smile grew across her face as she unbuttoned her short shorts and wriggled her hips as she slid them down her legs, letting them fall to her feet, leaving her standing there in nothing but a skimpy bikini.

“Wish me luck,” she said, winking before she headed off across the beach.

“Now there’s a pair of thirsty gentlemen if ever I saw one,” she said as she began her sales pitch to a pair of horny college students who were already eyeing her slim body hungrily.

“Good luck,” he said to himself, watching her firm ass moving as she strolled across the sands, no doubt in his mind that she didn’t need any luck at all.





Chapter Two



He woke with a start, gleeful laughter ringing out as he tried to figure out what was going on.

“Sorry,” said Emi as she stood over him once again, her fingers dripping with ice-cold water, “I couldn’t resist.”

He looked up at her and smiled.

“It’s alright,” he said, running his hand over his chest where the droplets of ice water had landed, “I needed to cool off a little.” He sat up on the sun lounger a little. “So, how did it go?”

He’d been watching her run around the beach all afternoon, propositioning people on the beach who looked like they might be good marks to be pitched an ice-cold beverage.

“Great,” she said, dropping down into a squat with remarkable ease, still in nothing but her bikini, the bottoms pulled up tight against her smooth body, her eyes locked on him as she dared him to look down at her breasts and further, “sold them all.”

He yelped as she quickly dipped her hand into the ice box and pulled it out, then flicked as much ice-cold water from her hand over him as she could manage, laughing hysterically as she did so.

“That’s not funny,” he said, wiping the icy water from his skin as he tried to conceal a laugh.

“Oh, on the contrary,” she said, shaking her cold hand, “it’s 
very

 funny.”

“Oh, is it now?” he asked.

“It is,” she said, flicking the last few drops of water at him and giggling, a sound which quickly turned to screams as 
he

 quickly dipped 
his

 hand into the bucket and flicked ice-cold water all over 
her

 body.

“You’re right,” he said, ice water running down his arm, “it 
is

 funny.”

“I can’t believe you did that!” she said, leaning back on the sand on her hands, her tight body stretched out, the cold water pooling on her hot skin.

She screamed and squirmed as he did it again, then she pounced forward and dropped her hand into the cooler and flicked water back at him, her on the sand, him on the lounger, both recoiling and laughing as they splashed each other with icy cold water.

“You win, you win,” she pleaded and Josh relented, dropping to his knees on the sand, victorious. “You win 
nothing!

 ” she shouted, leaning in, plunging both hands into the bucket, grabbing a handful of ice and pouncing at him, taking him by surprise and knocking him onto his back. He cried out as her wet hand pressed against his chest as she straddled him, her other hand full of ice sliding up and down his bare torso.

He cried out as she teased him and he grabbed one icy cold wrist, holding her hand away from his chest as he tried to grab the one full of ice. But she was too quick and her body wriggling on top of him was too distracting, dulling his reflexes as she had her fun with him.

“Holy fuck!” he cried out as her hand slid down his body and into his trunks, her cold fingers brushing against his hardening cock as she reached in deep and dropped the ice in his lap.

She pulled her hand out and laughed victorious, rocking on top of him, the warmth of her body and the coldness of the ice sending conflicting signals to his brain as she rode him, revelling in her victory.

She flicked the last drops of ice water from her free hand onto his face. He recoiled as he reached out and grabbed her other wrist, holding both now as she remained on top of him, laughing with delight as she struggled against him, her body rocking on top of his, getting wilder and wilder until, with a cry, she overbalanced and tumbled to the side. Josh, his grip still firmly on her wrists, was carried along by the motion and rolled with her, until she was laying on her back on the sand and he was on top of her, her hands pinned to the ground.

They lay there, perfectly still, their warm bodies pressed together, both panting in the summer heat. He could feel her soft skin against her body, her sweet scent rising from her skin. Neither of them were laughing now.

He wanted to lean in, to kiss her there and then, to take her on the beach, to pull her bikini bottoms to the side and fuck her slim body on the hot sands, the sun blaring down as he slid inside her as she wrapped herself around him, holding herself close, begging him to cum deep inside her.

“Can I ask a question?” she said.

“Of course,” he said, not moving.

“Have you got blocks of ice in your trunks,” she asked, “or are you just happy to see me?”

“I…” he began before they both burst out laughing.

“It’s alright if it’s both,” she said, smiling as he rolled off of her onto the sand, “but it might not put the company in a good light if we do it in front of all our wonderful customers.”

“I guess not,” he said, as he stood up and shook his trunks, half-melted cubes falling out onto the sand. “Guess it was blocks of ice.”

“Pity,” she said, as she stood up, “guess I need to work on my sales pitch.” He watched as she slapped her ass, knocking most of the sand off before picking up her shorts and sliding them up her toned legs and pulling them tight against her firm ass.



No

 , he thought to himself, 
your sales pitch is absolutely perfect.







Chapter Three



“Is there a reason we couldn’t just tip all of the ice out of here?” he asked as they walked along the beach, each holding a handle on either side of the ice box. He was wearing a light shirt as well as his trunks, open to let the breeze cool him down.

“Yes,” she said, “I wanted to see how strong you were.” She laughed. “No, they get real pissy if you pour it out onto the sand. Don’t ask me why, I didn’t care enough to question it.”

“Fair enough,” he said, “it’s not that heavy anyway.”

He glanced over at her, amazed she didn’t seem to be struggling in the least. Sure, it wasn’t 
that

 heavy, but it wasn’t 
that

 light either, and somehow her petite frame had managed to lug it all the way to the beach by herself, plus the weight of all the cans!

Oh, how he wished they’d saved a couple of cans for the way back to wherever they were going.

“So,” he said, “how did you end up working here?”

“You know,” she said, “Papa couldn’t afford the mortgage on the farm and our family home was on the verge of being repossessed. So I headed off to the big city with plans to make it big, convinced I could earn enough money as a Broadway star to save the family farm once and for all. And, if instead of that, I just so happened to meet a hunky older man who could whisk me off my feet, then that would be nice too. Well, one out of two ain’t bad.”

He looked at her, unsure what to say.

“I ended up working here the same way everyone else does. They want to experience Spring Break but don’t have a trust fund or student loans to fund it. So, I scraped a bit of cash together and travelled down with a couple of friends. We share a room, and when I’m not working, we hit the town. Fortunately, I mostly work days, so I get most nights off. Although, I don’t remember the last night I got off. Not with someone else, anyhow.”

His cock twitched at the thought of Emi getting off, lying in bed between her two friends. For some reason, he imagined Chiho on one side, Aiko on the other, as Emi’s fingers worked rapidly between her legs as her two friends slept, or pretended to sleep, listening to her soft moans and heavy breathing as she brought herself to climax.

“Here we are,” she said finally, dropping her side of the ice box, causing Josh to drop his. “Magnificent, isn’t she?”



Yes,

 thought Josh, looking at Emi’s hot body shining in the sun, her skin glistening with perspiration, 
magnificent.



Emi began to walk off and as Josh’s eyes followed her, he finally saw what she was talking about, a dilapidated old shack sitting in the middle of the beach.

He watched as she stopped at the shack door and slid her slender fingers into the tiny shorts pocket, her fingers struggling to fit into the tight space. He thought of her in bed again for some reason.

“Ah ha!” she proclaimed, holding aloft a small key.

She put the key in the lock and jiggled the handle as she tried to get the door to open, Josh watching, wondering whether the door would come off first or whether the shack would collapse entirely. But after a few attempts, the door swung open and clattered into the side of the shack.

Grab that, will you?” she asked, indicating to the ice box, “I’ll just go tidy up.”

He walked over and picked up the ice box, heaving as he did so, and carried it to the shack.

He got to the doorway and stopped in his tracks.

Emi was inside, sitting on a countertop, swinging her bare legs crossed at the ankle, in nothing but her bikini, her short shorts neatly folded next to her.

“Welcome,” she said, swooping one arm through the air, “to the Pleasure Palace.”





Chapter Four



“Come inside, won’t you?” she asked, smiling as she continued to sit there watching him.

“With pleasure,” he said, stepping into the shack, the floorboards creaking under the weight of him and the ice box. “Where do you want me to put it?”

“Anywhere you like,” she said, “but the ice box can go just over there.” She pointed and he turned. She was indicating to a rickety old table that could barely support its own weight, let alone that of the ice box. Still, her wish was his command so he walked over and placed the ice box down, saying a small prayer as he did so.

To his astonishment, the table held. But perhaps, he realised, he shouldn’t have been surprised. Of all the miraculous things he’d experienced so far on this holiday, this was at the bottom of the list.

“I have to say,” she said, “it’s refreshing to finally meet an older man here.”

He turned and saw she was still sitting on the countertop, still as stunning as ever.

“Yeah?” he asked, the way she said ‘older man’ sent a shiver through his cock.

“Yeah,” she said, slipping off the countertop with ease, her petite sand-covered feet landing silently on the floor. “That’s the problem with Spring Break,” she said, “not enough men.” She walked slowly towards him. “And no, college guys don’t count.”

“No?” he asked, “why not?”

“Because,” she said, pressing her hands against his bare chest as she pushed his shirt open, “college guys don’t know how to 
fuck.

 ”

He felt his cock hardening as she pressed her scantily clad body against him.

“Don’t they?” he asked, thinking back to when he was at that age, how confident he was in his sexual ability.

“Oh, they 
think

 they do,” she said, “they’ve watched enough pornos to know where everything goes, mostly. But they lack real 
hands-on experience

 .” She slid her hand down his body and took hold of his cock through his trunks. “And experience, like women, comes with time.”

She leaned in and kissed him softly, her lips soft on his as her hand moved slowly over his shaft. He moaned and she slipped her tongue into his mouth, searching out his as her hand moved faster.

He stepped back as she pushed into him until he slammed into the shack wall, the whole place shaking from the impact.

“I knew right away when I saw you,” she said, her hand pumping him through his trunks, “you’d know how to treat a lady right.”

“You’re a lady now, are you?” he asked teasingly.

“I can be all sorts of things,” she said, “if it’s worth my while.” She moaned softly as he ran his hands down her back, feeling her soft skin, getting louder as he slid down to her ass and cupped her asscheeks, holding her tightly to him. “And this is definitely worth my while.”

She slid her hand up from his cock and down into his trunks. This time there was no teasing, no fighting, just the warm soft touch of her hand on his hard cock. As she pumped him, he slid his hand down between her asscheeks, tracing the material of her bikini bottoms until he found the wet spot between her legs, making her moan as his finger moved in small circles. As he did this, his other hand slid up her back to her tied-up bikini strap and began fiddling with the knot.

“Nicely done,” she said, as the strap came undone, the two pieces of string hanging down her back as her bikini top hung loosely on her body, pinned between them as her shoulder straps slid down her arms, “I like a man who can get the job done with one hand.”

He pushed forward and she took a couple of steps back and he moved both his hands to her ass and lifted. She yelped as he effortlessly raised her body into the air, wrapping her arms and legs around him, holding herself close as she kissed him as he carried her through the pleasure palace.

She moaned as he lay her down on her back on the countertop, marvelling at her prone body, her bikini top barely hanging on, one stray nipple poking out over the top of the askew cup. He leaned in and took it in his mouth, sucking and licking at it as she wrapped her legs around him, squeezing him tightly. He sucked harder, his hands exploring her exposed body, her skin soft and warm to the touch.

She slid her arms out of the bikini straps and he reached with one hand and pulled her bikini top away, fully exposing her firm breasts, her hands running through his hair as he moved his mouth to her other nipple. Her back arched as he took her firm bud in his mouth, her one hand continuing to run through his hair, as the other moved up her body and caressed her breast as her fingers teased her wet nipple.

He sucked harder, stretching her nipple with his lips, then he released her from his mouth and began kissing down her flat stomach as he pulled off his shirt, his lips pressing against her navel, making her squirm, then continued working his way down, kissing over her bikini bottoms, feeling the heat and wetness of her desire soaking into them.

He lingered a moment, inhaling deeply, before moving lower and kissing her inner thighs, his hands stroking her smooth, toned legs. She moaned and squeezed her thighs together, her soft skin pressing firmly against the sides of his face, eager for him to stay in place.

He kissed back up to her bikini bottoms and gently slid two fingers underneath the wet material between her legs, gently peeling them from her wet lips. His cock throbbed as he smelt her, her swollen lips glistening with her arousal. She moaned and squirmed as he ran the tip of his tongue over the edge of her lips, tasting her ever so slightly, then licked her again, deeper this time, her moans echoing through the room as his tongue parted her lips, pressing deeply into her, the taste of her flooding his mouth as he moved upwards, his long flat tongue flicking over her clit before he repeated the motion.

She moaned, squeezing his head with her thighs as he continued to lick at her from every angle, her body writhing on the countertop as he explored her slit with his mouth and tongue. She tasted so good he could barely stand it. He knew he had to have her, but he had no intention of moving from between her legs until the lady was satisfied.

As he continued to lick at her, he let his fingers slip out of her bikini bottoms, allowing the fabric to rub against the side of his face as he licked up and took her clit in his mouth, burying his nose in her short tuft of dark pubic hair.

“Oh fuck,” she cried as he began to gently suck on her clit, his tongue moving in slow circles around it, her hand grabbing his hair once again, holding firmly as he worked between her legs.

She cried out as he slid his hand between her legs, two fingers teasing her slick entrance before sliding inside of her. Her thighs tightened on his head as he slowly began to work his fingers into her body, moving slowly in and out of her tight hole, his fingers getting slick with her wetness as they moved deeper each time, until finally, they were fully inside.

He began to curl them inside of her, stroking her walls, feeling her pussy contract as he touched her 
there

 , his fingers moving in and out at the same time, picking up speed until he was quickly finger fucking her.

She moaned as he used her hole and sucked her clit, her wetness running down the back of his hand, dripping off his knuckles as he continued to work her.

He looked up at her perfect body from between her legs and watched as she grasped her breasts, digging her fingers into the soft flesh, moving from one nipple to the other as her head rocked from side to side, small gasps escaping from her lips, her breathing deepening as she got closer and closer.

She let out a small squeak and he kept going, knowing she was close, his cock throbbing as he listened to her moan for him, crying out for more of the pleasure he was giving her.

Her breathing sharpened as her grip on his hair became firmer, her hips rocking on the countertop, riding his face as her need for release continued to build, getting closer and closer until finally, she let out an almighty cry.

He kept going as she came, her body shaking, her walls fluttering on his fingers as they penetrated her, her wetness covering his face, warm droplets running down his neck and onto his chest, her fingers pulling and twisting her nipple as she rubbed herself against him.

He kept going, pushing her further and further, letting her ride out her orgasm as long as possible, her cries of pleasure ringing in his ears, even as her thighs pressed tightly against him.

Finally, he felt her body loosen, her legs resting gently on his shoulders, her body twitching as he slowly slid his fingers out of her body and released her clit from his mouth. He stayed there a moment, admiring her wet pussy, then had one more taste as he gently ran his flat tongue over her one last time, causing her to cry out as her overloaded senses took another intense sensation.

He stood up and she pulled her legs together, shaking as she lay almost completely naked in front of him. He leaned in and gently stroked her hair, her sensitive body shivering at his touch, then brought his wet fingers to her mouth and gently traced them across her lips. She moaned, her tongue flicking out across her lips to taste herself, then opened wider, allowing him to slide his slick fingers inside, before she wrapped her lips around them and began to suck hard.

She moaned as he moved them in and out of her mouth, her tongue swirling around them as she sucked her desire from his wet digits, her lips wrapped tightly around them.

She kept going, bobbing her head, the taste of her arousal seeming to enliven her once again, pushing herself up and wrapping her arms around him.

He watched as she stared him dead in the eyes, her head moving back and forth as she sucked his still fingers, going deep one final time before pulling back and letting them slip out of her mouth.

He grabbed her ass and lifted her petite body up, her legs squeezing him as she wrapped her arms around his neck, kissing him firmly, her body writhing against his, her warm skin on his. She pulled her mouth from his and kissed his cheek, his neck, her tongue lapping wildly at him as tasted herself on his skin, her one arm wrapped around his neck as the other reached down between them and slid into his trunks, finding his rock-hard cock and working him quickly.

“You’re so fucking hard,” she said, her fingers tightening on his shaft as she pumped him.

“Can you blame me?” he asked, his fingers squeezing her firm ass.

“No,” she said, running her tongue in a long, slow lap up his neck, “I can’t. In fact, I’m surprised you haven’t fucked me yet.”

“Me too, but sometimes a lady needs to be prepared, before she is serviced.”

“That’s right,” she said, “and I, as a lady, am prepared to be thoroughly serviced.” She ran her tongue up his cheek and flicked it over his earlobe, before pressing her lips to his ear and whispered, “
Thoroughly.

 ”

She yelped as he lay her down on the countertop again, then wriggled her hips as she helped him pull down her bikini bottoms, pulling her legs up into herself as he slid them down her legs, her wet lips pressing out beneath her, then straightened her legs.

He eyed her greedily as she lay there completely naked, her hands covering her pussy, as if she were suddenly shy, as if the taste of her wasn’t still in his mouth – 
in their mouths

 . He smiled and ran his hands over her legs, spreading them gently, her hands still over her pussy, up her thighs and back down, before reaching for his trunks and pulling them down.

“Fuck,” she said, looking down over her naked body at his cock for the first time, the tip glistening with precum from her touch. He stepped closer, the tip rubbing gently across the backs of her fingers and he realised, for the first time, one hand was slowly moving, her fingers making small circles over her clit.

Slowly, she pulled away her hand and exposed herself to him, the other still working her clit, her wet slit looking more inviting than anything he’d ever seen in his life.

“Please,” she said, looking at him as he watched her lick the precum from the back of her fingers, “it’s all for you.”

“Yes,” he said, “it is.”

She moaned as he ran his hands up her legs once again, his hands sliding over her hips as his thumbs stroked the sensitive space on either side of her pussy, her body writhing, aching for him to penetrate her.

He slid one hand to her belly and slid down onto her hand working her clit. He slowly raised it away from her and took the tips of her fingers in his mouth, sucking at them as he let go and moved his hand down to her body, feeling her pubic hair under his palm as his thumb began slowly working her clit, causing her to moan louder, as his other hand reached for his cock, guiding himself closer to her. She groaned as he rubbed the tip of his cock along her tight slit, her warm wetness covering his tip as it slid up and down between her lips, before moving down to her entrance.

She gasped as he slowly pressed himself in, as he moaned at the sensation o. the tip of his cock pressing into her tight hole. They both moaned as he continued to work, getting deeper and deeper into her body before pulling almost all the way out and repeating the motion, his cock sliding further and further into her waiting body as his thumb continued to move in circles over her clit, until he was fully inside her.

“You’re so big,” she said, her fingers sliding out of his mouth and gripping her breasts, his cock fully inside her now, his thumb still massaging her clit. He held himself there, feeling the tightness of her on his cock, her heat and wetness coating him, then began to move. She cried out as he did so, his thick cock stretching her tight hole. “
So fucking big

 .”

He fucked her slowly at first, allowing her body to get used to the sensation, to accommodate him as he began to fuck her, as he enjoyed the sensation of her slick walls gripping his cock.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, gripping her tits tighter, “stretch me out with your big fucking cock.” She cried out as he happily obliged, fucking her faster, pounding her tight hole, pulling her closer to him and swinging her legs up, placing her ankles on his shoulders, her body tilting, her inner walls rubbing more intensely against his cock as he fucked her.

She rocked on the countertop, her body balanced on her shoulders as he thrust deep inside her from the tight angle, her hips raising as she pushed herself up further, desperate to feel his cock as deep inside her as possible.

She grunted as each powerful thrust knocked the air out of her lungs, one hand now reaching over her head, her body stretching out as she grabbed the end of the countertop, holding herself steady, as the other slid down her body and began rapidly circling her aching clit.

He kept going, feeling her pussy tightening on his cock as her body shook, her fingers moving faster and faster over her clit, her perfect breasts bouncing as he fucked her hard, giving her every inch of his cock as he filled up her tight cunt with his shaft.

She began to moan, low at first, then getting louder, her second orgasm building in her body, her wetness rising, her heat coating his shaft and running down his balls.

“
Oh fuck,

 ” she moaned, 
“that’s right, give it to me. I know you want it –oh fuck– since I saw you by the pool with that dirty little slut – aah! – I knew you’d destroy my tight Asian pussy.

 ”

Josh moaned as he tensed his body, holding back, the thought of Emi watching him with Chiho as she flashed her tits and pussy at him and begged to see his cock, almost too much to bear.

He imagined fucking Chiho, her big tits bouncing as she took his big cock in her tight little pussy, as Emi watched, fingering herself as she watched him fucking the other woman, begging him to destroy her slutty cunt.

A cry of pleasure brought Josh back to the moment, his cock throbbing, desperate for release, as he held back prolonging the moment as long as possible.

His eyes devoured Emi’s perfect body as she lay before him, her eyes closed tight, her mouth in a tight ‘o’ shape as she moaned with pleasure, her body shaking as her walls fluttered on him, bringing him closer to the edge as she got closer herself.

“
Did you like cumming over her?

 ” she asked, in panting breaths, her body shaking more and more, “
did you like cumming over her big milky tits? Fuck! Did it feel so good when you – oh god – when you unloaded all over her sliiiiim – ahh – her perky tits as she finished you off with them? Did it?

 ”

“So good,” he said, his balls tensing, desperately, “so fucking good.”

“
Tell me.

 ”

“It felt so good to fuck her big juicy tits, to cum all over her body, to her her moans of pleasure as I unloaded all over her chest.”

“
That’s right. So fucking good. But – ooooh yes– Did it feel better than this?

 ” she demanded. “
Did it feel better than fucking my tight Asian pussy?

 ”

He thought back to how good it had felt, how powerful his release over her pale body had been as she jerked him off with her big lubricated tits, his cock covered in her saliva from being deep in her throat, her begging him to cum all over her body, but as Emi’s pussy tightened on his cock, he knew there was only one answer.

“No,” he moaned, “not even close.”



I knew it

 ,” she moaned, “
I fucking knew it. I knew you’d love fucking my tight pussy.

 ”

“So fucking much,” he agreed, grunting as he fucked her harder, his release getting closer and closer.

“
Then don’t stop,

 ” she moaned, “
keep fucking me, keep using my tight little hole however you want, just promise me one thing.

 ”

“Anything,” he said, meaning it fully, willing to do anything to keep fucking her right now.

“
When you finish, I want you to cum inside me. I want you to – oh fuck – to cum so deep inside of me, I want to feel it. I want to feel your seed filling me up. Can you do that?

 ”

“Yes,” he said, fighting desperately to prevent that from happening immediately, even as he fucked her harder, pounding her body with everything he had, “I can do that.”

“
Yes,

 ” she said, her fingers still working her soaking-wet clit, “
I need to feel you fill me up. Just the thought of you – deep inside me – your cum in my – oh god – it makes me so – oh my fucking god – I’m so close – to have you cum – oh fuck – cum inside me – like a real man – flooding my body with your seed – making me your little fucktoy toy – like – doing whatever you want to me – it’s enough to make me – make me –ahh, ahh ahhhhh!

 ”

She cried out, her fingers working rapidly as she climaxed, her body shaking, her pussy contracting on his cock as he pounded her orgasming body, her reaction pushing him over the edge.

“I’m cumming,” he cried, the feel of her cumming on his cock too much to bear. He cried out, his cock twitching inside her tight body, rubbing against her upper walls as his cum spurted deep inside her, coating her insides until her walls were dripping with his seed.

“
That’s it

 ,” she cried, “
fill me up, give me every last drop!

 ”

He kept pounding her tight body as he continued to fill her with his semen, thick spurts shooting deep into her spasming body, ropes of cum propelled deep into her warm pussy as she cried out with pleasure, begging for more and more cum, to be filled with his seed, to be pumped full until it was dripping out of her.

He held on tightly to her legs watching her fingering herself as he came deep inside her, pounding away, giving her every last drop he had until, finally, his balls empty and her orgasm peaked, they slowed down.

He held himself deep inside her as he lowered her ass back to the countertop and gently removed her legs from his shoulders. She gasped as she lay there, legs spread, fingers moving slowly over her clit, eking out every last drop of pleasure.

She gasped as he slowly slid his cock out of her, thin strands of her desire running between the tip and her well-fucked hole.

The strands broke as her hand moved down, sliding over her wet pussy, feeling her entrance as his plentiful semen slowly leaked out of her tight hole.

He watched as she fingered her tight hole, her fingertips moving in slow circles, playing with his semen as it leaked out of her, feeling how much he had pumped inside of her, then scooped up a large blob and brought her fingers to her lips, eyes wide as she examined her slick fingers, then sucked them clean before returning for a second helping.

He watched as she moaned with satisfaction as she cleaned his cum out of her own pussy, sucking it from her fingers, until there was nothing left.



“Fuck

 ,” she cooed as she sat up, kicking her legs as they hung over the edge of the countertop, “
that was so fucking good.

 ”

“Tell me about it,” he said, standing there, still naked, her pussy juices still coating his cock.

“I don’t need to,” she said, hopping off the table and picking her bikini bottoms up from the floor. She took his slick cock in her hand and gave him a couple of strokes, “you know it all.” She took her hand from his cock and licked her wetness from her palm, then dropped to her knees, slowly taking his cock in her mouth and sucking the rest of him clean.



Not everything

 , he thought, as he replayed the events over in his mind, before he was distracted by the stunning woman cleaning his cock with her mouth, 
not by a longshot

 .





Chapter Five



As they walked across the sands hand in hand, he couldn’t help but think about what Emi had said earlier.

D
id you like cumming over her big milky tits?





Did it feel so good when you unloaded all over her slim, perky tits as she finished you off with them?





Did it?

 ”

His cock twitched as the words ran through his mind, both the memory of the actual event and Emi’s foul-mouthed description of it, turning him on.

But how did she know?

It was one thing for Emi to have seen Josh and Chiho flashing one another by the bar, even if they thought they were being subtle (except for when Chiho got her tits out for the first time, that is). But it was something else for Emi to describe the sex act Chiho had performed on him, working his cock with her tits until he came all over her, giving her a pearl necklace in lieu of the beads she had demanded but he didn’t have.

How would she know about that?

Unless…

“Thanks for all your help today,” she said, breaking his chain of thought, “it really made the day a whole lot easier.”

“My pleasure,” he said, thinking about how it felt to pump Emi’s slender body full of his cum, “always happy to help a lady.”

“I bet you are,” she said, stroking his arm. “That’s what I like about older men, always so considerate of a woman’s needs.”

“So,” he said, “what are your plans for the rest of the day?”

“Why do you ask?”

“Oh, just seeing if I could help you in some other way.”

“Mmm,” she sighed, leaning into him and pressing her head into the top of his arm, “I would love that, 
I really would

 ,” she straightened up, “but I have to go to work, and not the kind of work where you can sneak off and do that! What about you?”

“Oh you know,” he said, trying to hide his disappointment, “just heading back to my room to take a shower and have a nap. It’s exhausting being out in the sun all day.”

“There might be other reasons you’re exhausted too,” she said.

“Well obviously,” he said, “that cooler wasn’t light!”

She giggled, a surprisingly light sound coming from the sparky woman.

“But seriously,” she said, “a shower and a nap sounds wonderful, especially if I could snuggle up to you.”

He imagined Emi’s naked body pressed into his under the sheets, her leg draped over him as she gently stroked his chest, her hand running down further, finding his cock and casually stroking him as they lay in bed.

“I’d like that,” he said, “but maybe some other time.”

“Me too,” she said, “I’d really like that.” She stopped suddenly, grabbing his hands as she turned him to face her. “What about tonight?”

“Tonight?” he asked. “I thought you were working?”

“I am, but not late, well, not 
late

 late. I started early, so get an early finish. We could go out, if you want?”

There was excitement in her eyes, but as he stood there thinking, he saw it dim, replaced by a hint of concern.

“I mean, we don’t have to,” she said, her grip loosening on his hands, “if you don’t want to.”

“I want to,” he said, squeezing her hand, “very much, I was just a little surprised at all.”

“Yay,” she shouted, bouncing on her toes, her hands squeezing his, “it’ll be so much fine. I’ll wear something extra slutty for you.” She laughed. “I’m just joking, but not really.”

She leaned in and kissed him, pulling his hands behind her so they were on her ass. As her hands slipped from his, he held her ass, feeling the muscles tense as she stood on her toes to reach up and kiss him, as she wrapped her arms around his neck.

The kiss was slow and long and he felt his cock twitch as her tongue slid into his mouth, massaging his tongue as her stretched-out body pressed against him, her bikini-clad body so warm and soft against his bare chest.

She sighed with satisfaction as she loosened her arms from around his neck and lowered herself back down.

“I’ve 
really

 got to get back to work,” she said, still standing close to him, his hands still on her ass.

“Ok,” he said, neither of them moving.

He kissed her again, harder this time, more intense, his hands sliding over her bare skin as hers slid over his, underneath his shirt as her body rubbed against him, his cock hardening against her soft thigh.

For a moment, he thought they were going to fall in the sands, to roll around. pawing at one another until they were naked, until his cock was deep inside her waiting body, fucking her once again until they both came, leaving them a sweaty, exhausted mess on the beach.

“Mmm,” she said, breaking off the kiss, “I 
really

 have to go.”

He nodded his head as he let her go, her body moving slightly away from him.

“But,” she said, “I’ll be thinking of you.” She cupped his hardening cock in his trunks, giving him a little squeeze. “
All

 of you.”

With that, she gave him a peck on the cheek and ran off down the beach.

He watched her lithe figure move effortlessly across the sand, before she disappeared into the crowds of people, leaving him standing there, head still spinning.

He took a breath and turned, heading in the direction of his hotel, where he would shower and sleep and try to figure out what was happening as he waited for his date night with Emi.

His cock twitched at the prospect of what lay in store and although he had no idea what a date night with Emi would look like, he had a strong sense that his Spring Break adventures were just getting started!



Book Four:



Double Date






Chapter One



“So, did you get any action yet?”

“You know I’m still your boss, right? Even on vacation?”

“Yes, 
sir

 ,” she purred, “anything you say, 
sir

 .”

Stepphy had never called him ‘sir’ before, but the way she had sent shivers through him. It was overly submissive, comically so, but there was an undertone that made him think that maybe it wasn’t entirely meant as a joke.

Or perhaps he was just getting used to being desired by the women around him.

Chiho.

Aiko.

Emi.

All Japanese, all in their early twenties, and all eager to please him.

And he, naturally, was just as eager to please them.

And then there was Stepphy.

She laughed on the other end of the line, the sound tinny through the phone, but no less intoxicating for it. He’d heard her laugh many a time in the office, usually at some podcast or other she was listening to on her headphones, or at a joke she had made, usually at his expense.

More often than not, he’d found the sound irritating, but now, listening to her over the phone, the weight of his heavy workload and the pressures of his divorce all but forgotten for the last few days, there was something more there, something alluring.

He laughed too, unsure why he did so or what it meant.

Was her calling him ‘
sir

 ’ actually funny, or were they speaking in some sort of code? Both understanding the silliness in the comment was merely a cover for the unspoken undertones contained within?

“Wow,” she said as her laughter began to ebb away, “I don’t think I’ve ever heard you laugh before.”

“What do you mean?” he asked, taken aback by this comment, “I laugh.”

“Do you?”

“Yes.”

“
But do you?

 ”

“Of course I do.”

The phone went silent for a moment, as if she were contemplating the statement.

“I mean, 
technically

 , you do,” she said after a few moments, “but there’s laughing and then there’s 
laughing

 . This is the first time I’ve heard you 
laughing

 .”

“What’s the difference?” he asked, no clue what she was talking about.

“Laughing,” she began, “is a social cue, something we all do, it’s like waving when someone waves at you. Someone tells a joke and you laugh. It’s a learned behaviour. But 
laughing

 ,” she continued, emphasising the word again, “that’s a genuine reaction. You can’t fake that.”

“How can you tell the difference?”

“I don’t know,” she said.

He pictured her sitting at her desk, her bare legs stretched out on top of it, crossed at the ankle, as she leaned back in her chair. He saw her long, dark hair flowing down over her black band t-shirt, stretched snugly over her tight body, curling a stray strand of hair around her finger as she contemplated the answer.

“I guess,” she continued, “it’s like when someone pretends to smile and they only use their mouth.”

“As opposed to…?”

“As opposed,” she said, shuffling, the image of her in his mind watching her pulling her legs off the desk and sitting upright, now all business, “to using their entire face. A person smiles as much with their eyes as with their mouth. And it’s the same with laughing.”

“I don’t laugh with my eyes?”

“In a manner of speaking,” she said, “but that just then, I could feel it. Relaxed, genuine, putting your whole body to work, which I’m 
sure

 you’ve got plenty of experience of down there.”

“Still your boss,” he said, trying to ignore the twitching in his trousers.

“Sorry, 
sir

 ,” she cooed, “won’t happen again, 
sir

 .”

That was most definitely not helping matters.

“Speaking of which,” he said, trying to get things back on track, “didn’t you think it was a bit strange that I wanted to go to Cancun?”

“I hear it’s lovely this time of year.”

“This time of year being Spring Break.”

“Mine is not to question.”

“Seems like all you do is question the things I do.”

“Only when I think they’re giving you the wrong answer.”

“So you thought it was a good idea for me, a forty-year-old man, to come to Spring Break?”

“We all need a holiday.”

“And you thought 
I

 chose Spring Break for mine? You didn’t think that a bit strange?”

“Why would I?” she asked. “You’re an adult, a 
single

 adult I might add, with time and money. And, if you don’t mind me saying 
sir

 , you’re in pretty good shape for a man of your age, or most ages, to be honest. So, if you want to go on vacation and be surrounded by legions of young women, freed from the social restraints of polite society and keen to explore their sexual boundaries with an older man who can teach them a thing or two or three, who am I to judge?”

“And that sounds like something I would do, does it?” he asked, controlling his breathing as he tried not to think about the three women who had already explored their sexual boundaries with him.

“I think it’s something most men would do, 
sir

 , if given half a chance. And, as a college student myself, I can assure you, there are 
plenty

 of eager college students just looking for a guiding hand to teach them how to…”

“I was supposed to be going to 
Cannes

 ,” he said, trying not to think of his hand guiding Stepphy, teaching her how to… “so how did I end up here?”

“Whoops,” she said, “my mistake, 
sir

 . I guess I’ll just wait here for my punishment.” She laughed.

“You did it on purpose,” he said, not a question.

“You needed a break,” she said, exasperated, “and more than that, you needed to get fucking laid!”

“I don’t think that’s any of your…”

“All you do is work, and for 
what?!

 To spend god knows how many hours on a plane to look at some dead guy shit hanging on a wall? Fuck that. What you need is to unwind and let it all hang out.”

“I’m more than capable of looking after myself.”

“When’s the last time you got laid?”

“That’s not an appropriate workplace–”

“I mean before this holiday. How long had it been? You were a walking ball of tension, you needed to get your rocks off, for your mental health, to feel the touch of a good woman, or a few 
bad

 ones, and where better than 
Spring-fucking-Break?

 ”

He could hear the exasperation in her voice, the tension, as if she had been holding all of this in for a long time, as if his release was her release.

“So yes,” she continued, “I changed your dumbass travel plans to something better, something 
fun

 , something you will remember for the rest of your god-damn life.”

“I…”

“And you’re welcome, by the way, I 
know

 you’re practically drowning in pussy down there.”

“How would you know anything about my…”

“
I can hear it in your voice! I can hear the lack of tension, the sense of ease. Hell, I could practically hear the sound of your balls emptying into some eager college pussy from here!

 ”

“that’s…”

“
No, I don’t want to hear it. You’re on vacation, I’m holding the fort down here. I don’t want to hear another word about this or anything until you are back in the office, and that word better be ‘thank you’. Now hang up, get freshened up and go out and meet some cute college student majoring in Sucking Dick.

 ”

She paused, neither of them saying anything, then with a much brighter tone in her voice added, “have a great vacation,” and hung up the phone.





Chapter Two



Josh stood there, phone in hand, staring as the “call ended” display disappeared and the screen turned black.

“
What the fuck?!

 ”

He let out a long breath he didn’t know he had been holding and threw the phone onto the bed.

She had messed up his holiday on purpose.



On purpose!



Did she 
really

 expect him to go around fucking college students with daddy issues? Women half his age looking to get dicked down by a much older man, rather than the three-pump college guys they were used to?

Yes, she did.



And thank fuck for that!



He laughed at her brazen audacity, not only at purposefully rearranging his holiday, but then telling him to ‘
go out and meet some cute college student majoring in Sucking Dick.

 ’

He didn’t know if he should fire her or give her a promotion.

On the one hand, what she had done was 
deeply

 unprofessional and she had 
intentionally

 ignored his instructions and sent him to the completely wrong country!

But on the other hand, she wasn’t wrong.

She was right, he hadn’t fucked anyone since he’d gotten divorced and, truthfully, long before that. Their sex life had been the first thing to fizzle out, going from regular all-night sex sessions, to the occasional bout of missionary, to nothing at all, barely a pack on the cheek.

But these things happen, right? Everyone goes through a dry spell.

But, of course, he came to realise that this wasn’t a dry spell, it was the first sign they were drifting apart, that their marriage was ending. And soon enough, other parts of their lives started to separate.

He let out another breath and shook his head. Now was not the time for reminiscing about things that were over. He had to focus on the here and now, on Emi, the cute barmaid he’d fucked in the rickety old shack ironically known as the Pleasure Palace. And who he now had a date with this evening.

There were also Chiho and Aiko, the two college students he had been intimate with the day before. They were fantastic for sure, but he couldn’t focus on them right now.

Then he stopped in his tracks and laughed as he realised he had cum with three different women in the last two days, a personal record and something that had provided him with a sense of relief, in every possible way.

That he was still attractive to beautiful women, that he still had it in him to fuck them, to pleasure them, to make them cum hard enough to see stars as he pumped their slender bodies full of his cum.

It wasn’t that he was old, but his confidence had been severely knocked by the last few years of his marriage and the aftermath. So having the opportunity to demonstrate that he still knew how to fuck was a weight lifted off his shoulders.

And with three stunning college students, no less!

“
Jesus Christ

 ,” he said, laughing at the absurdity of his good fortune, and deciding that Stepphy 
definitely

 needed a pay raise.

Just then, his phone began to beep and he reached for it, thinking Stepphy might be calling him back. He felt his heart began to race, images of her sitting at her desk, her hand between her legs as she spoke to him, calling him 
sir

 , as she followed his instructions, touching herself 
exactly

 as he told her to, as he touched himself, at the sounds of her heavy breathing, her moans as her fingers slipped over her wet pussy, bringing herself closer and closer to orgasm.

But it wasn’t, it was just the alarm he had set to remind him to get ready for his date with Emi.

Emi.



Go out and meet some cute college student majoring in Sucking Dick.



She wasn’t a college student as far as he was aware (although to be fair, he hadn’t asked), but from her performance in the Pleasure Palace, he was sure she’d have no problem passing the class with honours.

He turned off the alarm on his phone, stripped off his clothes and, with his hard cock swinging free, strode to the showers to get ready for his date night.





Chapter Three



Josh stood on his balcony, admiring the view as he leaned on the railing. He was ready to go but had a little bit of time before he had to go and meet Emi and wanted to enjoy the view for the moment, something he hadn’t really done since he’d gotten here.

He heard a wolf whistle and turned to see a woman standing on the balcony opposite, from the room next door.

“Looking good,” she said, leaning against the balcony.

“Thanks,” he said. 
You too

 , he added in her mind, trying not to stare at the young woman’s breasts as they heaved in her bikini as she leaned against the balcony railing, her wet hair dangling down her wet face.

“Got a hot date?” she asked, her cleavage increasing as she pressed closer against the railing, as if willing her breasts to spill out of her bikini top.

“Something like that,” he said, adjusting his shirt collar.

“She’s a lucky lady,” she said, “or guy.”

“Lady,” he said, thinking about Emi in the Pleasure Palace, her hands squeezing her breasts as her legs rested on his shoulders, her pussy dripping wet as he pounded her with his entire length.

“Girlfriend?”

“Friend.”

She smiled at him, a twinkle in her eye.

“Mmm,” she sighed, “I wish I had a friend like you.” She bit her bottom lip as she looked him up and down. “I bet you’re a good friend.”

“I try to be.”

“I bet you do.” She pushed herself up from the railing, her breasts bouncing as she did so, her slim body shining in the fading sunlight, giving her a golden aura.

“Who are you talking to?” a voice said from inside the flat. Suddenly, another young woman appeared, wearing nothing but a pair of bikini bottoms, her small but pert breasts hanging free.

“Just a friend,” said the first woman.

The second woman eyed Josh, sceptically as Josh used all his focus to maintain eye contact.

“Hi,” he said, waving slightly.

The second woman rolled her eyes.

“We’re going to be late,” she said to the first woman.

“It’ll only take a minute to get ready,” she said, staring at Josh, “just a quick shower,” she ran her fingers between her breasts, “then I’m all ready for a night of fun.”

“Come on,” said the second woman, grabbing her friend’s hand and dragging her towards the apartment.

“Nice to meet you,” said Josh, waving.

“The pleasure was all mine, or at least, I hope so!” said the woman as she disappeared into the apartment.

“
You are such a slut!

 ” he heard the second woman saying from inside the apartment.

“Only for guys I want to fuck,” said the first, before the balcony doors closed, cutting off the rest of the conversation.

Josh sighed, his cock half-erect at the possibilities offered by his new friend, then turned and headed through the apartment and out, ready to meet his date for the evening.





Chapter Four





Can’t make it tonight sorry





Work pulled me in for another shift





I’ll make it up to you soon





Promise





x



Josh stood outside the tapas bar, the neon lights shining overhead.

It was hardly fine dining, but he had been looking forward to it. It was quieter than most places, either a well-kept secret or a place with a reputation to be avoided. He hoped it was the latter.

“Would you like a table, sir?” asked a waiter, menu in hand.

“I’m not sure,” he said, wondering if he should bother eating here alone, or wait until Emi was free.

“Well, well, well, fancy seeing you here.”

Josh turned towards the voice and saw that it was Chiho. She was smiling, her slim body poured into a tight-fitting red dress, shoulderless and cut low, from which her large breasts threatened to overflow. Before he could say anything, she moved forward and embraced him, pulling herself tight against his body, her breasts pressed against him as she kissed one cheek and then the other.

His head began to swim with the scent of her sweet perfume and as she released him from her hug, she continued to touch his arms, inspecting him from top to bottom.

“You look good,” she said, “
really good

 .”

“Thanks,” he said, “just something I picked up for the trip,” neglecting to mention he had picked up his brand new outfit just this afternoon and had almost forgotten to cut the tags off before he left. “You look really good too, great even.”

She smiled, tilting her head slightly to say both ‘
aren’t you sweet’

 and 
‘of course I do

 .”

“And, of course,” she said, stepping back and letting her hands slip from Josh’s arms, “you know Aiko.” She reached out and touched her friend’s bare arm.

“Hi,” she said, offering a small wave.

“Hi,” he said back, breathless, her beauty leaving him stunned. She was wearing a close-fitting black dress, accentuating the slimness of her body, but still accenting her smaller (especially compared to Chiho), but well-proportioned curves.

“So,” said Chiho, “what brings you here? You on a fancy date?”

“Oh, no,” he said, which was technically the truth now that Emi had cancelled on him, or rather rescheduled, “just wondering what I’m going to do for dinner.”

“Well, if you’re looking for something to eat,” she said, a sly smile arising on her red lips, her slender fingers still stroking Aiko’s bare arm, “then look no further. We’re the 
perfect

 dining companions, isn’t that right, sweetie?” she asked, turning to Aiko.

Aiko smiled shyly, a far more demure woman than the one he’d met the night before, the one he had fucked on the beach, taking her from behind as she begged him to cum inside her, until his semen was leaking out of her and pooling in her panties as she pulled them tight to her body.

“I wouldn’t want to intrude on your plans,” he said, worrying that Aiko might now be regretting that evening, that she might have been caught up in the thrill of the events and done things she never normally would have done, regretting them now as much as she had enjoyed them at the time.

“Not at all,” said Chiho, “the more the merrier.”

“Well, I…” he began, trying to think of an excuse to leave them be.

“We’d 
really

 like it if you’d eat with us,” said Aiko, her wide eyes flitting from his face to the ground, “it would be nice to have a bit of company.”

“Well…”

“That settles it,” said Chiho, wrapping her arm around Aiko’s and heading into the restaurant, “table for three please.”

The waiter stood aside and signalled for Josh to go first. After a moment, he went in after them, watching the two women walking before him, Chiho’s hips swaying from side to side, as Aiko’s elegant frame practically gilded next to her.

He watched as Chiho leaned in and whispered something in her friend’s ear, causing Aiko to gasp and let out a little titter, leaving Josh to wonder what he was getting himself into.





Chapter Five



“Mmmm,” cooed Chiho, “that was amazing.”

She sat back in her chair, eyes rolling back as she sucked on the tips of her fingers, sighing with each digit.

“Amazing,” confirmed Aiko, eyes closed, her tongue sliding across her lips.

On the table in front of them sat countless small bowls and plates, all but licked clean, every scrap of food gone.

Josh had eaten as much as Chiho and Aiko, more perhaps, but he was amazed at how much food they could put away. They couldn’t 
possibly

 eat like that all the time, he thought, their slim, toned bodies passing through his mind.

“I haven’t been stuffed like that for a long time,” moaned Chiho, “and I don’t just mean foodwise.”

“Is everything to your satisfaction?” asked the waiter as he stopped by the table.

“I’ll say,” said Chiho.

“It was lovely, thank you.”

“Would you like to see the dessert menu?”

Josh looked around the table, at the two practically-comatose women sitting with him, then turned back to the waiter.

“I think we’re good,” he said, “just the bill please.”

“Very good,” said the waiter, “I’ll be back shortly.” With that, he walked away.

“Good call,” said Chiho, her foot sliding up and down his inner leg, “you’ve got plenty of dessert to eat when we get home.”





Chapter Six



They were on one another before the elevator doors even closed.

“Finally,” moaned Chiho as she pressed herself against him, her hand on his crotch, her fingers brushing against Aiko’s as they both pawed at his cock as they pressed him into the corner of the elevator, “I thought we were going to have to fuck you in the taxi.”

Aiko moaned, apparently turned on by the thought of public sex. She squeaked as he grabbed her ass, pulling her slim frame towards him and kissing her as he did the same to Chiho’s ass and she began to kiss his exposed neck.

He could feel the heat of their bodies, their desire as they both stroked his hardening cock through his trousers, Aiko’s other hand deftly undoing the top buttons of his shirt.

He pulled his lips from Aiko, who looked at him breathlessly, then he turned to Chiho, kissing her as he felt Aiko’s warm lips kissing the nape of his neck and his exposed shoulder as she pulled his shirt down his arm, her fingers tracing along his chest as the elevator continued to ascend.

He didn’t know if he could wait. He wanted to slam his hand into the emergency stop button and fuck them both in the elevator, watching their pleasured faces in the full-length mirror as he took one from behind, then the other, his cock slick with their wetness as he shared it between the two women.

But he had an apartment and a bed big enough to fit all three of them with space to spare. And he still hadn’t fucked anybody in it. So, what better way to Christen it than with not one but two stunning Japanese college students?

He pulled away from Chiho and she licked her wet lips hungrily. He looked at her then at Aiko, then back to Chiho. She smiled and looked at her friend, who had the same hunger in her eyes. He watched as they moved towards one another, hesitantly at first, their lips meeting slowly, nervously, but then picking up speed, moaning with pleasure as their tongues flicked out, massaging one another, their hands still on Josh’s cock as they made out in front of him.

He could have watched the two beautiful women kiss forever, could have watched them explore one another’s bodies with hands and lips and tongues, finding new pleasures they had never experienced.

But then the elevator dinged as it reached Josh’s floor and it was time to take this date night to another location.





Chapter Seven



They rattled down the corridor, laughing and giggling as they bounced off the walls, a threesome inextricably bound together, hands and mouths and bodies brushing against one another.

“Hurry up,” moaned Chiho into his ear as he struggled with his key card as he tried to open the door, “or else I’ll have to fuck you right here. Or maybe you’d like that.”

He groaned, his ability to concentrate diminished as Aiko’s hand slid into the front of his trousers and began stroking his hard cock through his boxers. His shirt was hanging off his body and Chiho’s hand slid across his chest, teasing his sensitive nipple.

The card beeped angrily again, denying them access.

“You’re not making it any easier, you know,” he said playfully, one hand on the door holding himself up as he continued to try the lock.

“No,” said Chiho, “we like to make things 
as hard as possible

 .” She let out a pleasured moan into his ear and began to kiss his neck. His cock twitched in Aiko’s hand as the slim woman giggled in his ear, playful and naughty, and gave his cock a little squeeze.

“
So hard

 ,” she agreed, kissing the other side of his neck.

Finally, the door lock released and the door flew open under his body weight, sending the three of them tumbling into the room, barely keeping their footing.

“Shame,” said Chiho, kicking the door closed behind her, slamming it shut with a thud, “I was kinda hoping we’d have to do it in the corridor. There’s something exciting about doing it where someone might see.”

“Ooh,” cried Aiko as she rushed across the room, her tight dress forcing her to take small steps as it rode up the back of her thighs as she moved, “there’s a balcony!” Josh watched as she disappeared out onto it and the two of them followed behind her.

“What a view!” she exclaimed, leaning so far over the railing that her dress rose up over her ass, showing off the lacy black panties underneath, “you can see 
everything

 .”

“Not quite 
everything

 ,” said Chiho, “but it’s certainly breathtaking. Wouldn’t you agree, Josh?”

“Yes,” he said, admiring Aiko’s firm ass, imagining pulling her panties to the side and eating her out as she leaned over the balcony, “breathtaking.”

As he watched Aiko he felt Chiho brush past him and walk out onto the balcony, her steps slower and more assured, her hips swaying with every step. Aiko straightened up and Chiho stood behind her, pressing her body against her friend’s, her hands on top of Aiko’s as they both held the railing.

Then Aiko began to moan as Chiho kissed her neck.

Josh stood in the balcony doorway, watching the two women. Aiko continued to moan as Chiho held herself close to her friend, her lips moving up and down her neck slowly, her hips grinding as Aiko pushed her ass into Chiho’s crotch.

Then as Aiko let out another moan, Josh couldn’t wait any longer. He moved forward and pressed himself into Chiho, his hands moving up the sides of her dress as he kissed her neck, causing her to gasp.

Chiho’s ass began to move faster, rubbing against his crotch, pressing against his hard cock as his hands slid up her body and to her large breasts, caressing them through her dress.

“Take it off,” she whispered as he kissed her bare shoulders, her hands still pinning Aiko to the balcony.

He slid his hands up, caressing the top of her chest, his fingers tracing the plunge of her cleavage as they moved down and into the hem of the dress. Chiho gasped loudly with relief as he pulled the front of the dress down, freeing her breasts from their confinement, then moaned with pleasure as he took them in his hands, caressing them as he played with her nipples, as she pressed herself closer to Aiko, trapping his hands between the two women’s bodies.

She rocked her ass faster, rubbing against him harder, one hand sliding up Aiko’s bare arm then reaching back, grabbing the back of Josh’s head and holding his mouth to her neck, as the other hand slid up and turned Aiko’s face to hers. Josh watched as the two women kissed, Aiko’s eyes closed at first, then opened up, looking directly at Josh, making sure he was enjoying the show.

Aiko gasped suddenly, her lips breaking from Chiho’s for a moment, before meeting once again. Something had changed in her and he realised that Chiho’s free hand had slid down and was underneath Aiko’s short dress.

Aiko moaned, knees buckling as she rubbed herself against Chiho’s fingers and Josh needed to do the same. He slid one hand from Chiho’s breast, ignoring her cries of frustration, then listened to them turn to moans of pleasure as he slid his hand across her bare thigh and under her dress, tracing his fingers along her wet panties.

She moaned, dipping further, rubbing herself against his fingers, as Aiko was doing to her. He could feel her heat on his fingers, and as he felt her getting wetter, he could practically taste her on his lips, that faintest of tastes she had given him that first day, and he knew he needed more.

He stepped back and Chiho stepped back with him, desperate for his touch, and no sooner had she done so than Aiko turned around, facing Chiho and kissing her long and hard. She gasped as Chiho pushed her back against the railing, her bare breasts pressed against her friend.

Josh watched for a moment as the two beautiful women kissed, then dropped to his knees behind Chiho, his hands caressing her ass through her tight dress, then kissing the back of her thighs as his hands ran down her long, smooth legs.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Chiho as Josh ran his hands up her body and pulled her dress up over her juicy ass. As he kissed and caressed her bare cheeks, she pushed her ass out as he worshipped her ass.

He could smell her desire and within seconds he had reached up to her panties and hooked his fingers into the waistband, sliding them down her legs, listening to her moan as the damp fabric peeled from her wet lips.

She lifted one foot without instruction, and then the other, allowing him to hook her panties over her high heels one at a time. He held them there for a moment, close to his face, smelling her arousal, then returned his attention to her ass, kissing along one cheek as he made his way towards her puffy lips, her wet panties hanging from his pinkie finger.

She cried out as he ran his tongue over her slit, the taste he had been craving since the day he met her suddenly flooding his senses. He continued licking her, spreading her wetness across his face as he began to devour her, lapping her slit with long, slow licks, causing her to shudder each time.

He placed his hands firmly on her asscheeks and gently parted them, spreading her lips and exposing her glorious little asshole which twitched with anticipation, then buried his face back in her pussy.

She moaned as he sucked at her entrance, sliding his tongue deep inside her. He continued working her with his mouth as she rocked back and forth on his face, smearing her wetness over him as she reached back with one hand and held him in place.

“Don’t stop,” she moaned as he sucked at her dripping wet pussy, “either of you.”

He felt Chiho’s body shaking and as she looked up he saw Aiko’s fingers firmly entwined in Chiho’s hair, holding her head back firmly, her other hand working furiously between Chiho’s legs.

Her moans got louder as Aiko and Josh worked at her sweet pussy, her body shaking and spasming.

“Oh fuck,” muttered Chiho, her hand tightening in Josh’s hair, “
oh fuck!

 ”

He kept going, knowing that Aiko was doing the same, both of them working to pleasure the woman sandwiched between them, her magnificent breasts shaking in the moonlight as she got closer and closer to orgasm.

“
I

 ,” she cried, “
I’m – oh fuck – don’t stop – I’m so close – I think I’m gonna – oh fuck – I’m gonna – I’m gonna cum – oh fuck, I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m – aah!

 ”

She cried out as she came, pressing her ass against Josh’s face as she rode his mouth, his tongue deep inside her, her wetness building as she climaxed, her bestie’s fingers working her clit as she made her friend cum loudly on the balcony.

The two of them continued to work her, Chiho’s moans echoing through the night air as her climax continued to build and build, her body shaking with desire, her movements becoming sharper, until with a final groan, she finished.

“Oh fuck
,”

 she gasped quietly, her grip on Josh’s hair loosening, even as she continued to gently ride his face, “
oh fuck

 .”

After a few moments, she let go of Josh’s hair and moved her ass forward slightly. Josh fell back, sitting on the balcony, supported by his hands, watching her perfect ass as he felt her wetness trickle down his face and exposed chest.

He watched as Aiko watched him, pulling her fingers from between her friend’s legs and holding them out to Chiho, letting her clean her own wetness from Aiko’s fingers, before her friend slipped them out and replaced them with her mouth.

Aiko’s eyes never left Josh as he sat there, watching them share the taste of Chiho, the one he now knew all too well. He licked his lips and for a moment it felt as if they were all experiencing the same thing, as if all three of them were tasting Chiho at the same time, which he realised, they were.

“
Whoo!

 ”

Josh looked over and saw the three women from the balcony opposite, waving and cheering as Chiho and Aiko continued to make out, Aiko’s hands now on Chiho’s bare ass.

Shortly after, the kiss broke off and Chiho and Aiko laughed and seemed a little embarrassed. Chiho began to put her breasts back into her dress.

“No!” cried one of the women from the balcony.

“They need to be free,” cried another.

“They’re perfect,” cried the third, and Chiho laughed, holding one arm underneath, but not hiding them and no longer making any effort to tuck them back into her dress.

“You’re a lucky guy,” shouted the one he had been speaking to earlier.

“Luck has nothing to do with it,” said Aiko, walking over and reaching out a hand to him. Even though he didn’t need her help to get up, he took her hand anyway, feeling the heat and wetness from Chiho on her fingers, “he’s earned it.”

The women on the balcony cheered as Aiko leaned in and kissed Josh, her tongue sliding into his mouth and caressing his tongue which had just moments ago been deep inside her best friend.

“I think it’s time to take this party inside,” she whispered into his ear, “unless you like an audience.”

His cock twitched at the thought of continuing out on the balcony, giving the women watching a show, listening to them cheer as he pleasured both his dates at the same time. But, as thrilling as that sounded, he felt what was about to happen would be better shared between just the three of them, at least for now.

And where else to share the experience, than on his king-sized bed?





Chapter Eight



Aiko moaned as she peppered Josh with kisses as he carried her across the room, her arms wrapped tightly around his neck, her ankles crossed behind his ass. She clung on as if he wouldn’t be able to manage her diminutive frame, as if he couldn’t toss her around however he liked.

Behind them, the cries of disappointment from the women from the other apartment were cut short as Chiho closed the balcony door behind her. Suddenly, it was just the three of them.

Aiko cried out and then laughed as Josh effortlessly tossed her onto the bed, watching her bounce on the mattress before coming to a stop.

“Doesn’t she look good enough to eat?” whispered Chiho as she pressed her body into him from behind.

“She really does,” he said, licking his lips, as Chiho’s hands slid over his exposed chest, before moving down and slowly unbuttoning the rest of his shirt. She sighed with satisfaction, her hands exploring his toned body, her fingers tracing his hard-earned abs, then back up to his arms, feeling the muscles flex under her touch before pulling his shirt down them.

“Much better,” she said, stroking his exposed torso, her large, soft breasts pressed into his back, as her hands slid down to his trousers, slowly caressing his hard cock as Aiko watched, biting her lower lip as took in every detail.

“Go,” whispered Chiho, her hot breath on his ear, “see how good she tastes.”

Josh stepped forward, his cock throbbing, and fell to his knees at the foot of the bed. Aiko was still fully dressed, from her tight-fitting dress to her matching high heels. He ran his hands over her ankles and up over her calves, feeling her soft skin, moving closer to her as she parted her legs slightly.

He realised he still had Chiho’s panties hanging from his pinkie finger and held them just above her leg, letting the soft material draw patterns on her skin. Her legs parted further and he moved deeper, kissing her legs as he teased her with Chiho’s panties, brushing the soft lace against her inner thigh.

As he did so, he felt Chiho kneeling behind him and pressing her body into his again, one hand on his body, the other sliding into his trousers, slowly working his cock as she watched him opening Aiko up.

He moved in further, kissing Aiko’s inner thigh, her scent enveloping him as he knelt between her legs. He ran his hands up her outer thighs and began to push up her dress as he continued to kiss further up. He felt her wriggling as she reached down and began to tug at the tight dress, pulling it up over her ass and up to her waist.

He marvelled at her lacy black panties, at the deep dark wet spot on them.

He moved in closer and kissed the wet spot, causing Aiko to cry out and did it again, before moving away and kissing everywhere but her panties. She wriggled on the bed, moaning softly, desperate for more, her hand reaching down and running her fingers through his hair. Still, he resisted, teasing her, Chiho’s panties still in his hand as he stroked her legs, his lips kissing the exposed skin.

Eventually, he relented and kissed Aiko’s wet panties again, rubbing his nose against her clit as he did so, before sliding two fingers underneath the wet material and peeling them to the side.

She moaned as he exposed her wet lips, smooth and shiny with desire, then louder as he ran his tongue over her. He moaned as he tasted her, the flavour of both women mixing in his mouth, their joint arousal flooding his senses, then repeated the motion.

Aiko writhed on the bed, her grip on his hair tightening as he continued to lick at her pussy.

“Doesn’t she taste so good?” whispered Chiho as she continued to pump his cock from behind.

Josh moaned into Aiko’s pussy in approval and Aiko cried out, holding Josh’s face deep between her legs as he continued to suck and lick and kiss her sweet slit, her wetness rubbing onto his face as he devoured her.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “just like that.”

He kept going, his tongue deep inside as he sucked at her tight hole, his nose rubbing against her clit.

“I think she likes it,” she Chiho, laughing softly, her hand pumping him faster, her body rubbing against him as she rocked on her knees, “and so do I.”

She licked his ear and then took his lobe in her mouth, sucking on it as her hand continued to work in his trousers, the other hand sliding in and cradling his balls.

Aiko cried out as Josh slid his tongue out of her and up between her lips, finding her clit and moving in small circles, his wet nose now buried in the trimmed tuft of dark black pubic hair above her pussy.

“Don’t stop now,” whispered Chiho, as Aiko rocked on the bed, one hand gripping the covers as she moaned loudly, “I think she’s getting close.”

Josh kept going, his hands wrapped around her slim legs, her wet panties rubbing against his face as he took her clit in his mouth, sucking and licking as she rocked her hips, rubbing herself against his face, pushing her clit deeper into his mouth.

Her moans became shorter and high-pitched, each cry accented as she pushed her hips up, as Josh’s tongue swirled around her clit, her body shaking as she got closer and closer.

“You close, sweetie?” Chiho called.

Aiko let out a long, high-pitched moan, her head nodding vigorously, although Josh wasn’t entirely sure if that was a response to the question or just a reaction to his mouth working between her legs.

But he didn’t have much time to ponder it before she let out an almighty cry, her hand gripping his hair tight as she thrust her clit into his mouth, her wetness running down his neck as he continued to suck and lick at her, her thighs pressed tightly to either side of his head.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Chiho, her hand pumping his cock furiously, “she looks so fucking cute when she cums.”

Aiko let out another cry, her slender body contorting on the bed, her head turning from side to side as waves of pleasure shot through her tight body. Her back arched as she held her clit in his mouth, her body trembling as he continued to suck at her, before with a final cry, she collapsed on the bed.

She let out a final groan, panting heavily as she pulled her legs from Josh’s shoulders and curled up on the bed, her ass and wet pussy sticking out from behind as she pulled her legs up to her chest.

“Good job,” whispered Chiho approvingly, “I knew you could do it.” She kissed him on the cheek and pulled her hands out of his trousers. She stood and moved to the bed, before turning around and dropping to her knees. She knelt in front of him, smiling, then ran her tongue over his cheek, licking up Aiko’s wetness and moaning slightly. Then she leaned in and kissed Josh, tasting her friend on his lips. “So good.”

Chiho smiled and stood up, moving onto the bed and curling up behind Aiko, whispering in her ear as her hands held her close. She held her friend gently, letting the last of the post-orgasm shivers pass through her, then gently turned her head and kissed her. Aiko moaned as her friend’s tongue slid into her mouth, sharing the taste of her own pussy – from Aiko to Josh to Chiho to Aiko again.

Josh watched the two women making out on the bed – 
his

 bed – and waited for the inevitable.

“Well,” said Chiho, “what are you waiting for?”

Josh stepped towards the bed, but was stopped by the tip of Chiho’s high heel pressed gently against his crotch.

“No trousers on the bed,” she said, “you can see, 
we’re

 not wearing any.”

“Can’t argue with that,” said Josh and dropped his trousers, leaving him in just his boxers.

“No underwear either,” added Chiho. “You 
know

 I’m not wearing any.”

Josh glanced at Aiko and then back at Chiho.

“He’s right, sweetie,” said Chiho to Aiko, “fair’s fair.”

Aiko moaned softly in acknowledgement then reached down, wriggling as she pulled her panties down, Chiho reaching down to help slide them off her smooth thighs, until they hung from one high-heeled foot that dangled off the bed.

“Be a dear,” said Chiho.

“My pleasure,” said Josh as he slipped the panties from Aiko’s foot, feeling the heat and wetness of them.

“
Such

 a gentleman,” she said, “with 
quite

 the collection. Now, your turn.”

“Fair’s fair,” said Josh, as he held both pairs of panties in his hand. He reached for his boxers and pulled them down, sighing with relief as he freed his rock-hard cock.

“Oh my,” cooed Chiho, “it really 
was

 that big.”

Josh went to climb onto the bed.

“Now, if you could be a gentleman just once more and help a lady with her heels, that would be 
divine

 .”

“My pleasure, m’lady.”

Chiho laughed at this, but he also got the sense that she didn’t find it funny at all. Instead, she held out one leg, her toes pointed at him, allowing him to reach out and carefully slide the heel from her soft, petite foot.

“
Such a gentleman

 ,” she cooed, wiggling her immaculately manicured toes before holding out the other and allowing him to slide her heel from her other foot.

She stretched out her legs towards him, causing him to moan in surprise as she pressed her toes on both feet around his cock and began stroking him, her toes curling around his shaft. He watched her working him as she lay on the bed, her legs spreading and closing as she stroked him with her feet, her sweet slit nearly visible under her short dress, her breasts jiggling once again.

Then suddenly she bounced off of the bed and landed elegantly on her feet, her body nearly pressing into his.

“That’s 
quite

 enough of that,” she said, although Josh wasn’t sure he agreed. He’d never been much into feet, but feeling her beautiful toes wrapped so tightly around his cock made him reconsider that position.

She moaned softly as she looked at him, her index finger gently swirling over the tip of his cock, smearing the drop of precum over it.

Then she took a small step back and turned around, wiggling her bare shoulders as if in instruction. Getting the message, he reached out and ran his hands over her soft skin, tracing his fingers over her shoulder blades and down her back until he found the zipper of her dress. She sighed as he began to slowly undo it, her tight-fitting dress easing from her slim body, until it stood open.

He ran his hands over her bare back, feeling the softness of her skin as she began to peel the dress off, slipping it down, her side boob teasingly visible, then down her body, finally wriggling as she slipped it over her juicy ass and let it drop to the floor.

“Mmm,” she moaned as his hands slid down to her ass, caressing her cheeks, “that feels so so, but…” She turned to face him, her naked body in front of him for the first time, “I feel 
so much better

 on this side.”

Her body was perfect, her skin soft and smooth, her large breasts floating majestically as her wet pussy, a completely smooth slit, called out to him.

She stepped forward and kissed him, wrapping her arms around his neck as she pulled herself close to him, her breasts pressing into his chest as his cock slid between her legs.

They both moaned as his shaft slid between her lips, her wetness coating him as she slid on top of it. He kissed her hard, his hands exploring every inch of her body, then grabbed her thigh and hitched up her leg, holding it by his side as she rubbed herself on him.

He rocked his hips faster, his cock sliding between her legs until he couldn’t take it anymore and grabbed her other thigh, hoisting her from the ground, holding her petite frame effortlessly in the air as she continued to kiss and grind on him, the heat of her body seeping into his.

He took a few steps forward and threw her playfully onto the bed. She let out a yelp and then laughed, bouncing softly on the bed, her perfect naked body waiting for him.

He climbed onto the bed, his hands sliding up her smooth legs as he moved up her body, his lips kissing her naked skin, starting with a long, slow lick of her smooth slit, then up her flat stomach and to her breasts, sucking one nipple and then the other as she writhed underneath him, then up, kissing her as his cock rubbed against her once again.

He heard a moan and turned, seeing Aiko, now recovered from her orgasm, watching the both of them. He reached out and touched the back of her head. She crawled towards the two of them and he pulled her close, kissing her long and slowly, his cock twitching against Chiho as her best friend sighed with pleasure.

The kiss broke off and Aiko took a deep breath, then under the guiding hand of Josh, she moved and kissed Chiho, not that either of them needed any encouragement. The two women moaned as they kissed, Aiko’s hand on Chiho’s breast, her slender fingers pressing into the soft flesh, almost disappearing into them.

The kiss finished and Chiho’s hand replaced Josh’s on the back of Aiko’s head, guiding her down to her breast, Chiho moaning as Aiko took one of her nipples into her mouth, and began sucking gently at it.

Josh ran his hand over Aiko’s back and gently undid the zipper on the back of her dress, then leaned over her and kissed Chiho.

“I can’t wait anymore,” whispered Chiho, “I need you inside me.”

The feeling was more than mutual, with Josh’s cock throbbing with the urge to be inside her tight body. So as Aiko continued to caress and suck on Chiho’s breasts, Josh slid his hand down between him and Chiho and took hold of his cock, guiding himself towards her entrance.

She moaned as he ran the tip between her lips, feeling her wetness spread over him before moving down and pressing the tip inside her. She groaned as his thick cock pressed into her tight hole, moving slowly as he stretched her tight body out.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he pressed himself deeper into her, “I can feel you filling me up.” She gasped as he pressed in further, sliding all the way into her.

He held himself there for a moment, feeling how it felt to be full inside of her, then began to slowly thrust in and out.

Chiho moaned as he did so, rocking underneath him, one hand on Aiko’s head, the other on Josh’s back, guiding them both as they pleasured her, both picking up speed and intensity as she craved more.

Soon, Josh was fucking Chiho quickly, her tight pussy feeling better than he could possibly have imagined, the taste of her still on his lips as he thrust in and out of her, her legs wrapped around his body, pulling him deeper still.

Soon he was fucking her at full pelt, her moans shaking as was her body, the bed rocking as he gave his everything to fucking this beautiful woman.

She cried out as Josh raised himself onto his knees, pulling her hips up, her ass raising from the bed as he fucked her, the tight angle of penetration intensifying the sensation for both of them.

Chiho’s grunts turned into moans as Aiko kissed down her body, over her flat stomach towards her cock-filled pussy. Josh watched as Aiko kissed Chiho’s clit, her eyes flitting from his cock pumping into her best friend to his face. She took her clit deep in her mouth and Chiho cried out before she let it slip from her lips, a trickle of saliva coating it.

Josh reached down and gently guided Aiko up to him by her hair, her lips pressing against his as he kept fucking her friend, her fingers reaching down and circling Chiho’s wet clit. He slid his hand from her hair and down her back, his fingers tracing her spine, the back of her dress open. She moaned into his mouth as he slipped his hand into the dress and began to slip it off her shoulder, as she reached for the other shoulder, the material falling down her arms. She wriggled quickly, slipping her arms out of the dress and pulling it down over her small but pert breasts, causing Josh’s cock to twitch inside Chiho, stroking her g-spot and causing her to moan.

“Take it off,” growled Josh, desperate to see Aiko’s slim body in all its glory. She moved back and pulled the dress down to her waist, then stood up, watching Josh as she slid it down her body and let it fall to the floor.

“Good girl,” he said, reaching out to her. She yelped as he pulled her close, pressing her body into his, feeling the warmth of both women on him. He whispered in his ear and she looked at him and smiled, then climbed onto the bed.

“Oh yes,” moaned Chiho as Aiko crawled onto the bed and turned around, throwing her leg over Chiho as she straddled her face. Chiho moaned as Aiko gasped as she lowered her pussy onto her face, her hands on her friend’s large breasts as she began to ride her face.

Josh watched as Aiko’s face contorted with pleasure as Chiho’s tongue worked between her legs, licking at her pussy as Josh continued to fill hers. Then, opening her eyes, she looked directly at Josh and leaned forward, pressing her body against Chiho’s as she took Chiho’s clit in her mouth, sucking and licking at it as she watched Josh’s cock disappearing deep inside her.

Chiho moaned as the two of them worked at her pussy, fucking and sucking and licking her sweet cunt, her juices flowing and dripping onto the bed, forming a large damp spot beneath the three of them.

Josh watched as Aiko worked Chiho as she rode Chiho’s face, her slim ass rocking as Chiho held her cheeks apart, giving herself full access to her friend’s sweet slit, which Josh could still taste on his lips.

He could feel himself getting close, but held himself back, letting the two women enjoy themselves as much as he did.

As he kept going, he could feel Chiho’s pussy fluttering on his cock, her body shaking and tensing as the two of them worked at her, her getting closer and closer. He kept going, thrusting deep into her as Aiko kept sucking at her clit.

Aiko moaned too as Chiho moaned into her pussy, the vibrations sending her wild as she rubbed herself more vigorously against her friend’s mouth, both of them moaning louder and louder until he felt Chiho start to cum.

Her body began to shake as her pussy tightened on his cock, her hips rocking even as he held her close, her legs tightening around him, holding him deep inside of her as he continued to thrust, his cock brushing her upper walls at the tight angle, sending waves of pleasure through her, until with a final moan into Aiko’s pussy, she went limp.

Josh held himself deep in her for a moment, then slowly pulled himself out of her.

He looked at Aiko, who was on her hands and knees, rocking on top of Chiho, who was continuing to lick her pussy, then he placed his hand on the back of her head and guided her towards his cock. She opened her mouth and gladly accepted his pussy-soaked cock in her mouth, wrapping her lips tightly around it as he began to move in and out.

She moaned as he fucked her mouth, moving slowly at first, but quickly picking up speed as he pressed further into her throat, until her eyes watered but she made no attempt to make him stop. In fact, she leaned forward, pressing him further into his throat, sucking hard as he mouth fucked her.

He could feel himself getting closer as he kept going, feeling the back of her throat on the tip of his cock, her warm saliva on him, her moans sending shivers through his cock. She reached forward and grabbed his ass, her fingers digging into his cheeks as she pulled him closer, his cock filling her throat as he fucked her, her warm saliva dribbling down his balls as her makeup ran leaving dark streaks down her face as she looked up at him.

They kept going, working her as her breathing became more laboured, her body shaking as she rode Chiho’s face more rapidly, rocking back and forth, sliding her lips further up and down Josh’s shaft as she put her whole body into the act, letting herself be used from both ends, moaning loudly until she came.

She moaned into his cock, her hands tightening on his ass, pulling him deeper into her as she pressed back onto Chiho, pressing her ass into her face and rocking her hips wildly as she smeared her wetness all over her friend’s face, riding until she came.

As he felt her hands loosen on his ass, he moved back, pulling his cock from her throat, watching trails of saliva trickle from her lips as the tip of his cock slipped from between them.

She moaned as she rolled off of Chiho, both women now covered in sweat, and turned, crawling towards her. Josh admired Aiko’s slick pussy from behind as she crawled up and kissed Chiho, tasting her own pussy on her friend’s lips.

She sighed with satisfaction as she broke off the kiss, then looked over her shoulder at Josh, as she shook her petite ass.

“Don’t be shy,” she said, “you’ve earned it.”

Josh moved forward and ran his tongue up her wet slit, moaning with satisfaction, then stood up and guided his cock to her slit. He ran the tip of his cock between her lips then slid inside her tight body with ease, her wetness helping him glide deep into her body, instantly knowing he would struggle to last in her glorious pussy.

He fucked her quickly, hard and fast, giving her cock-ready body every inch as she rocked on her hands and knees, pushing back as he pounded her, his thighs slapping on her ass.

“That’s it,” she cried, “give it all to me. Show me who’s the boss.”

Thoughts of Stepphy flashed through his mind.



Yes, sir

 .

His cock twitched inside her and he reached forward, taking hold of her hair and guiding her head up.

“Oh yes,” she cried, “that’s it, show me.”

He kept fucking her from behind, his hand on the small of her back. Then he let go of her hair and reached forward, both hands sliding over her body and cupping her pert breasts. She moaned as he squeezed them and lifted her up onto her knees, pulling her flexible body back against his, twisting her nipples between his fingers as he thrust up into her. She cried out, reaching behind with one hand to grab the back of his head, holding herself close as he fucked her at the tight angle.

“Mmm,” sighed Chiho as she watched from the bed, “use that tight little pussy, you can tell she loves it.”

“Yes,” moaned Aiko in agreement, “use my tight little pussy, however you want. I 
love

 it.”

He grunted as his cock throbbed inside her, getting close to the point of no return, her pleas for him to fuck her sending him close to the edge. But he kept going, the desire to cum getting closer and closer until he couldn’t take it anymore.

“Oh fuck,” he cried, “I’m going to cum.”

“Cum for me, 
sir

 , fill my tight little pussy up. I want to feel you cum inside my tight body.”

He cried out as he came, holding her body close to his, feeling her warmth as he pumped her fertile body full of semen, her pussy gripping his cock as he flooded her body with his fluids, fucking the air out of her, causing her to gasp with each powerful thrust, with each thunderous release into her dripping-wet pussy.

“That’s it,” moaned Chiho, on her knees in front of Aiko, her hands exploring her friend’s body as Josh continued to cum deep inside her, “fill her up. I can’t wait to taste what your cum tastes like when it’s dripping out of her body.”

Josh cried out as he unloaded into her body for the final time, a thick spurt coating her walls as she lowered herself onto him, her lips locked against Chiho’s as Chiho eyefucked Josh as he finished inside Aiko.

“Fuck,” moaned Josh, breathing deeply as he finished. Aiko moaned, bobbing gently on his cock as she kissed Chiho, then slowly climbed off and collapsed onto the bed.

“Good job,” said Chiho, looking from Aiko’s exhausted body to Josh, “well 
fucking

 done.” She dropped to her hands and knees and took Josh’s cock into her mouth, sucking the pussy juices of the two women, and his semen, from him, sliding her lips slowly up and down his shaft until he was clean.

Eventually, she let his cock slip out of her mouth and licked her lips, then turned her attention to Aiko.

“Oh my,” she said, running a finger over Aiko’s well-fucked slit, wiping up a fingertip of semen that was dripping from inside of her, “look what a mass you’ve made.” Josh watched as Chiho licked her finger clean and then moved to Aiko’s pussy, running her tongue up her slit and licking up all of Josh’s cum as it dripped from her friend’s warm body.

Aiko moaned as her friend cleaned her and then rolled onto her back.

Chiho smiled and moved in to kiss Aiko, sharing the load from her pussy between them, Josh’s semen sliding from one mouth to the other, shared by lips and tongues, until he was in both their mouths.

Chiho smiled and rolled onto her back next to Aiko. Josh watched as both of them stuck out their tongues, showing him the thick loads in their mouths, then simultaneously closed their mouths and swallowed.

They giggled as they stuck out their now empty tongues then kissed one another, the laughter stopping, as they both held out a hand towards Josh. Never one to refuse an offer, Josh joined them on the bed, kissing one and then the other as the two women gently caressed his naked body as they pressed themselves up against him, the large bed finally proving to be worth it.





Chapter Nine



Josh lay there, completely content, sandwiched between the bodies of the two naked women, who were wrapped up tightly against him. Even though it was warm, he didn’t mind. It was a small price to pay to feel them both against him, their bodies very different but equally as desirable.

What had meant to be a date with Emi, had turned into an unforgettable night of passion with Chiho and Aiko.

What a stroke of luck!

Or was it luck at all?

Half-formed thoughts swam through Josh’s mind, of Chiho and Aiko and Mei, the trio coming together and parting, but nothing quite sticking. He was more tired than he realised, and as he fell asleep, whatever it was he was thinking of drifted from his mind, leaving nothing but the sensation of the two beautiful women wrapped around him.

As he fell asleep, he held the two women closer, feeling the softness of their bodies against him, completely at ease and completely content.



Book Five:



Paradise Found






Chapter One



“Morning, sleepy head.”

Josh stirred as he felt a pair of soft lips press against his.

He moaned softly as a warm tongue pressed into his mouth and he reached out to touch the warm body leaning over the bed. His body awakening, he pulled her closer to him and she giggled as she threw her leg over him, straddling him through the covers.

His hands ran down her body, over the loosely-buttoned shirt she was wearing – the same one he had been wearing last night – down to her ass, his fingers tracing over the silk panties she had been wearing, for a little while, at least.

She moved on top of him, her body pressing into him but feeling so light he could toss her around with ease. He quickly found himself wide awake, his body raring to go, but then the apartment door slammed and he jolted.

“Breakfast!” proclaimed Chiho, jumping off him at the same time, as if his sudden movement had tossed her petite body across the room.

Josh sat up in bed and watched as Chiho made her way to the bedroom door. His shirt, crumpled, creased, and way too big for her, looked absolutely perfect on her. She had rolled the sleeves up to her elbows, and as she walked away it looked as if it was the only thing she was wearing.

But when she reached the door, she turned and smiled at him, pressing the door open with her ass, giving him a view of the front of the poorly-buttoned shirt, large gaps of skin teasing through the holes and between her legs a pair of lacy black panties, the ones, he now realised, he had peeled off Aiko the night before.

She slipped out of the room and he pulled himself up, staring at the space where she had been, his body on fire as it ached for her return, for her to be on top of him once again.

But when the door opened, it wasn’t Chiho who entered, but Aiko.

“I didn’t know what you liked,” she said as she walked into the bedroom, a large brown paper bag in her hands, “so I got a bit of everything. What’s wrong?” she asked, stopping in her tracks, staring at Josh who was staring at her.

“Nothing,” he said, his heart feeling as if it was about to explode out of his chest. “Thank you.”

The truth was he was stunned by how good she looked. She was wearing one of his regular t-shirts (which looked like a dress on her petite frame) and a pair of shorts which came down to her knees and were undoubtedly tied tight around her svelte waist. He wondered if she was wearing Chiho’s red panties underneath his shorts, or nothing at all.

She smiled and made her way over to the bed as Chiho appeared in the doorway, watching the two of them as she leaned against the doorframe and munched on a bagel.

The two women looked so different from the previous night, when they had both been done up, their makeup pristine, their hair perfect, with bodies poured into elegant yet sexy dresses, their legs posed perfectly in high heels. Yet now, dressed casually in his ill-fitting clothing, hair tousled and make-up almost completely gone, they looked better than ever.

“You’re welcome,” said Aiko as she sat down on the side of the bed next to him. “Now, normally I wouldn’t approve of eating in bed…”

Chiho snorted

“But,” continued Aiko, ignoring her friend, “I think today we can make an exception.”

She opened the bag and he looked inside, almost overwhelmed by the variety on offer to him, although he was getting used to such options. He reached in and pulled out an item at random.

It was a doughnut, topped with a shiny white glaze that reminded him of last night for some reason.

“Maybe not for breakfast,” he said.

“But they’re 
so good

 ,” purred Aiko, bouncing softly on the side of the bed. “Not that I had one on the way back.”

“Ha, I knew it,” said Chiho through a mouthful of bagel, pointing the remaining bread accusingly, “I could see the sugar madness in your eyes.”

“That’s not a thing,” said Aiko authoritatively, rolling her eyes then looking once again at Josh, “besides, I can do whatever I want. I’m on holiday.”

Images of Aiko doing whatever she wanted flashed through his mind and his cock twitched beneath the covers.

“And if you don’t want it,” she said, quickly sinking her teeth into the doughnut. She moaned as she bit into it, the white glazing smearing across her lips as she moaned with delight, tugging a piece off as he held the sugary treat, in shock at her sudden actions.

“Hey!” said Chiho, “I wanted one of them.”

“We can share,” said Aiko, mischievously through her full mouth, her lips white and her cheeks faintly spattered with frosting powder.

“No sharing,” said Chiho as she marched over, her large breasts threatening to burst the buttons of the oversized shirt, “
you’ve

 had plenty.”

Chiho reached for what was left of the doughnut in Josh’s hand, but Aiko quickly snatched it away and took another large bite.

“Hey!” cried Chiho, “gimme!”

Chiho grabbed for the last of the doughnut but Aiko leaned back, arm outstretched back over the bed, as far away from Chiho as possible.

“I said, gimme!” cried Chiho as she threw herself over Aiko.

Josh watched in disbelief as the two women struggled on top of him, fighting over a half-eaten doughnut, their bodies arching and bucking as Chiho wriggled her way up her friend’s body, Aiko’s bare legs wrapped around her waist as she tried to hold her back.

“Aaah!” cried Aiko, half-scared, half-laughing as Chiho gained the upper hand and pinned her hands to the bed, Aiko’s legs still wrapped around her, squeezing her friend’s ass as they pushed Josh’s shirt up.

“Are you going to give it up?” asked Chiho, “or am I going to have to take it from you?”

“You can try,” said Aiko, defiantly.

“Yes,” said Chiho, “just watch me.”

Josh did just that, his eyes glued to the two panting women lying across his body, watching as Chiho leaned into Aiko and kissed her sugary-sweet lips, who moaned as Chiho’s tongue slid into her mouth.

Josh watched as the fight turned into something else, less playful but no less intense, the two women pressing themselves against one another now, Aiko’s back arching as Chiho continued to pin her to the bed, one hand sliding from her wrist up to her empty hand, their fingers entwining as they continued to make out.

Chiho slid her other hand up, both women moaning as they writhed against one another.

“You taste so good,” moaned Chiho.

“You too,” replied Aiko, breathless, eyes closed as she gave herself over to her friend’s mouth on hers.

“Victory!” cried Chiho, as she raised one arm in the air, holding the rest of the donut aloft.

“Hey!” cried Aiko, reaching up futilely with one arm as Chiho continued to pin her to the bed. “That’s mine!”

“
Was

 yours,” said Chiho, a mischievous smile on her lips, which now shimmered with sugar, “now it’s – hey!”

Both women turned to Josh, watching in horror as he took a big bite out of what was left of the doughnut, a thin cloud of icing sugar falling from his lips.

“Mmm,” he said, munching on the doughnut, “you’re right, these 
are

 good for breakfast.”

“Oh no you don’t,” cried Chiho diving at him as he went to pop the last of the donut into his mouth.

Josh laughed as Chiho grabbed his wrist, struggling with him for the last piece of doughnut, then laughing harder as Aiko joined in, grabbing his other wrist, the three of them struggling on the bed, grappling for the last bit of doughnut.

“No fair,” he said, struggling with both women at once, “I can’t handle both of you at the same time.”

“We all know that isn’t true,” said Chiho, wriggling on top of him as she struggled to reach the doughnut, still tantalisingly out of reach. Fine,” she said, her motions slowing to a near stop, “if we can’t have it, we’ll have you instead.”

“Oww!” cried Josh as Chiho bit him on the chest, then cried out again as Aiko followed suit. His cries turned to a soft moan as their biting turned to sucking, both women sucking hard at his skin, their warm tongues teasing him as they did so.

“Mmm, delicious,” said Aiko as both women broke away from his body, leaving pink wet circles indented with teeth marks on either side of his chest.

“Oh my god,” said Josh, his fingers tracing the sensitive marks on his body, “did you just 
brand me?

 ”

“So everyone will know you belong to us,” said Aiko, shrugging as if this was obvious.

“Like this last piece of doughnut,” said Chiho, snatching it from his fingers and popping it in her mouth.

“That’s my breakfast,” said Josh, leaning forward and tickling her sides, causing Chiho to scream and squirm, laughing and pleading.

“Aiko, help me!” cried Chiho through fits of laughter, then screamed even louder as Aiko leapt down the bed and began tickling Chiho’s petite feet.

And as the three of them rolled around on the bed, laughing and screaming and taking turns to torment one another, the paper bag fell off the bed and landed on the floor, sending a glazed doughnut rolling across the room.





Chapter Two



“Well, if it isn’t my favourite virgin customer.”

“Do you have to call me that?” he asked, glancing at the two bikini-clad women eyeing him quizzically as he sat by the pool bar.

“This is Spring Break,” said Emi, who stood behind the bar wearing a bikini top and baseball cap. She leaned over the bar, her breasts pressed together between her arms, and pressed her lips against his ear, “there are 
plenty

 of women who would be happy to pop your cherry.” She leaned back and laughed. Josh smiled politely, trying to ignore the activity in his trousers.

“Is that a promise?” he said, trying to get into the swing of things.

“It’s whatever you want it to be,” she said, sultrily. She turned and walked to the fridges behind her, bending over and giving him a perfect view of her ass in her high-cut denim shorts. Under any other circumstances, he would be reluctantly looking away, but after their encounter on the beach the previous day, he felt alright about taking a long look.

Still, he couldn’t help but avert his eyes when she looked over her shoulder, trying to catch him out.

“It’s hot out today,” she said as she straightened up.

“I hadn’t noticed,” he said, pretending he couldn’t feel the sweat on his face.

“
Very

 hot,” she said, holding a can of diet coke to her chest, sighing with relief as the ice-cold can moved over her bare skin and over the cups of her bikini top, her nipples hardening as if awoken by the cool metal.

She cracked the can open and took a long, slow swig, swallowing with purpose, before finishing it off with a refreshing “aaahhhh…”

She licked the last drops of cool liquid from her lips and handed him the can. The rim was coated in a thin layer of her lipstick and he couldn’t help but think how good that shade would look on the base of his cock.

He tipped the can back and took a long swig, images of Emi down on her knees, her juicy lips sliding down his shaft, her tongue swirling over the tip, then down deeper as she took him fully in her mouth, sucking firmly, desperate for him to fill her throat with –

“
Can I get a drink?

 ”

He nearly choked as one of the Spring Breakers broke him out of his daydream. There was a woman standing nearby. She wore a bright yellow string bikini, her tight body wet from the pool, shining in the sun. She looked at him looking at her.

He offered an apologetic smile, then turned on his stool slightly, aware of his raging erection, afraid she might misconstrue this as directed at her. Not that she wasn’t used to that, he was sure.

“What can I get you, sweetheart?” asked Emi, giving the woman by the bar her biggest smile.

“Can I get a Screaming Orgasm?”

“Chance would be a fine thing,” said Emi, causing the woman to laugh far harder than he expected, her cool demeanour suddenly collapsing.

“You’re 
so

 funny,” said the woman, then turned to Josh, “isn’t she 
so

 funny.”

“Hilarious,” said Josh, smiling at the woman and giving Emi a quick look of acknowledgement. Emi was being extra nice to this woman but for some reason, he took this as a sign of hostility. He wondered if Emi was marking her territory, lulling the woman into a false sense of security, ready to pounce, a thought that did nothing to reduce the swelling in his shorts.

“What about you?” asked the woman, leaning on the bar, “do you have any experience with Screaming Orgasms?”

“Afraid I can’t say that I do,” he lied, the loud moans of Chiho and Aiko from last night rushing back to him.

“That’s a shame,” she said, “but maybe we can do something about that?”

“Here’s your drink, sweetheart,” said Emi, as she banged the glass onto the bar.

“That was 
super

 quick,” said the woman.

“Not if you know what you’re doing,” Emi replied, holding out the card reader.

The woman tapped her phone on the reader and picked up the drink.

“Mmm,” she cooed, taking a sip, “this is the best thing I’ve had in my mouth this morning.” She turned to look at Josh. “So far, at least.”

“Hey Krystal!”

The woman turned and so did Josh, to see a young man hanging on the edge of the pool, “you coming or what?”

“Maybe later,” she said, giving Josh a wink, then headed off towards the guy in the pool.

“She seemed nice,” said Josh, smiling mischievously.

“Real 
fuckin’

 nice,” said Emi, wiping the bar where the cocktail had spilt as she banged the glass down.

“If I didn’t know any better,” he said, “I’d say you were a little bit jealous.”

“Jealous?” she said, looking at him with disdain, “
moi?!

 ”

“Of course not,” he said, “because I know better.”

“Thank you.”

“But others might not be so discerning…”

“Well others can just bite my–”

“Hi!”

“Hey!”

“Hey there,” he said, as Chiho and Aiko pressed up against him from either side.

“Sorry we took so long,” said Chiho, “
someone

 took ages in the shower.”

“Yeah,” said Aiko, “it was you!”

As they pressed themselves against Josh, he felt their warm bodies against his and felt a sense of peace wash through him, as if they were meant to be together. But he also felt a pang of regret that this was happening in front of Aiko, who he had been teasing just moments before for being jealous. If 
Krystal’s

 flirtations had annoyed her, then 
this

 would certainly make her pissed!

But instead of annoyance when he turned to her, he saw the warmest smile on her face, bigger than the one she had given Krystal, but genuine this time.

“Hey,” she said, leaning over the bar to kiss Aiko and then Chiho on the cheek, “you have fun last night?”

“
We really did

 ,” said Aiko, enthusiastically.

“This morning wasn’t too bad either!” added Chiho, with a wink.

Josh looked at all three women, his head spinning as he tried to comprehend just what he had gotten himself into.





Chapter Three



“Is there something I should know about?”

“
Why Josh, whatever do you mean?

 ”

Chiho gave him her devilish grin and he knew he was in trouble.

“You two weren’t at the tapas place last night by accident,” he said.

“Of course not,” said Aiko, “we went there on purpose.”

“A girl’s gotta eat,” said Chiho.

“You know what I mean,” he said.

“And you,” she said, pressing herself close to him, “know what 
I

 mean.”

“Alright,” said Emi, leaning on the bar, “maybe I did ask them to pop along and keep you company. After all, I did feel 
so terribly bad

 about leaving you all alone. Oh, one second, I think someone needs a drink.”

He watched as she bounced up and along behind the bar, to a guy waiting patiently with an empty glass.

“She’s certainly something, isn’t she?” asked Chiho.

“She certainly is,” agreed Josh.

“What I wouldn’t give to have a friend like that,” she added, “oh wait, I do!” She laughed.

Josh turned in his seat to face both Chiho and Aiko.

“So you three came together?”

“That’s a pretty personal question,” said Chiho, smirking.

“You know what I mean.”

“I do,” she agreed, “do you?”

“Yes, we’re all friends,” said Aiko, being the voice of reason, “and we all came to Spring Break together.”

“Yep,” said Chiho, “it’s me, Aiko and Emi, all stuck in that one little room, barely any room to move, nowhere private to change, three of us crammed together in one little bed.”

“She exaggerates,” said Aiko, “sort of. We make do. Besides, we didn’t have to deal with that last night.”

“As I recall, we were all pretty close together last night as well,” said Chiho.

“But that was by choice,” said Aiko, “that’s different.”

“Sorry about that,” said Emi from behind, “what did I miss?”

“We were just discussing how the three of us sleep together.”

“But not like–” began Josh.

“It’s a tight fit,” said Emi, clearly enjoying teasing Josh as much as Chiho did, “but it just feels right, you know?”

Josh said nothing, knowing all too well how right it felt.

“So,” she said, “what’s the plan for today?”

Josh looked behind him at Chiho and Aiko and saw them smirking at one another.





Chapter Four



“Yo, watch the bar.”

Josh watched as Emi effortlessly hopped over the bar, grabbed Aiko by the hand and the two of them rushed off.

“Can she do that?”

“Looks like she just did,” said Chiho, “now come on,” she grabbed his hand and began after them, “you don’t want to miss this.”

“He owes me,” said Emi as Josh and Chiho caught up, “he was wasted last night when he should have been at work, so 
I

 had to cover. So 
I’m

 going to make sure he pays in full.”

“Where are we going?” Josh asked.

“Out,” said Emi, simply, “but first, a lady’s got to get ready.”

“But what about you?” asked Chiho, causing Emi to turn around and slap her on the arm.

“Hey!” said Chiho, laughing, “I was just kidding, sort of.”





Chapter Five



For a moment, Josh thought they were going into his building, but then they took a sharp turn and ended in front of a distinctly less glamorous-looking block.

“How the other half live,” said Chiho, as Aiko entered the code to the front door. There was a click and a beep and the door opened, letting them inside.

Moments later, Aiko did the same outside one of the apartment doors and he finally got to see where the three women were staying.

“It’s nice,” he said, looking around the pokey apartment, no balcony and only a small window to give some light.

“That’s sweet of you to say,” said Aiko, “but it really isn’t.”

It really wasn’t.

It also wasn’t particularly tidy. Every surface seemed to be covered in make-up tubes and tubs and lotions, or else clothes and accessories. From the handle to the bathroom hung a lacy pink bra. Josh wondered which of the women it belonged to, which one had been walking through the room wearing nothing but it, before slipping it off as they headed into the next room.

“I’m just going to take a shower,” said Emi as she walked into the bathroom, whipping off her t-shirt as the door slowly closed behind her, “won’t be long.”

Chiho snorted.

“‘
Won’t be long’

 ,” she said in a teasing, high-pitched voice, “yeah right.”

“Now, now,” said Aiko calmly, “she knows we have company, so she’ll be quick. Maybe just two or three hours.” She laughed and Josh couldn’t help but smile.

“What could we 
possibly

 do whilst waiting for Emi to finish washing her 
tight, toned, naked body

 under all of that 
hot, hot water?

 ”

Thoughts of Emi in the shower, the hot water running down her naked body flooded his mind, her hands running across her skin as she lathered herself up.

“I think 
somebody

 might have an idea,” said Chiho as she pressed herself into Josh, her hand gently cupping his hardening cock.

“Mmm,” he moaned, as she began to kiss his neck, her hand gently caressing the bulge in his trousers, “I’d love to, but I’m not sure we have time.”

“Shh,” she whispered, pressing her lips to his ear, “we have all the time in the world.”





Chapter Six



Josh let out a huff as his back hit the bed.

It was a double, smaller than the bed in his apartment, and he had trouble imagining how the three women were all able to fit comfortably in the bed. But all thoughts of that disappeared as Chiho straddled him, kissing him as she cupped his face, moaning softly into his mouth as she moved on top of him.

“God,” said Chiho,” she’s so bad.”

“Mmm,” said Josh in agreement, no idea what she was talking about, his hands on her firm ass as she kissed him, taking all of his attention. But then, as she tried to hit a high note and missed spectacularly, he realised she was talking about Emi singing in the shower.

He laughed at how funny it was listening to her sing, but it also brought back other memories, of her moans and grunt and squeals of pleasure as he fucked her in the Pleasure Palace, the small ironically-named shack on the beach, her legs spread as she lay back on the countertop, opening herself up for him.

Chiho moaned with satisfaction as she felt his cock hardening beneath her.

“Mmm,” she said, “I didn’t realise singing out of key was a kink. Sounds like fun.”

She put her lips to his ear and began to sing, breathy, forced, as sexual as musical, and then got higher and louder.

“Ah,” he said, moving his head away, “I don’t think that’s a kink for me.”

“I don’t know,” she said, “I think I’m getting off on it.” She laughed. “But if you want me to stop, you’ll have to find a way to silence me.”

He rolled her over onto her back and kissed her hard, pressing his tongue into her mouth as she continued to sing.

Realising she wasn’t going to be silenced easily, he slid off the bed. Chiho laughed and adjusted her head so it was hanging over the side of the bed, her bare legs stretched across the bed, singing louder than ever.

“Oh this is good,” she said, “it really opens my airways.”

“We’ll see,” he said, undoing his trousers.

He pulled them down and stepped out of them, his cock hard. He stepped forward and as she continued to sing, slid his cock into her open mouth. She reached for his ass and pulled him closer, quickly pressing his cock into the back of her throat. She continued to hum, the vibrations running through his cock, changing in intensity as he moved slowly in and out, her soft lips sliding up and down his shaft.

As he slowly fucked her mouth, he felt Aiko press herself against his back, her hands running up under his t-shirt as she kissed his neck. She slowly pulled it up and over his head and threw it across the room towards a pile of discarded clothes.

Images of the three women together, in a frenzy to undress, throwing their clothes in every direction hit him.

He felt Aiko’s warm lips moving down his spine as her hands continued to explore his naked body, his cock thrusting faster into Chiho’s mouth as her fingernails dug into his bare ass.

As Aiko continued to caress him, he heard her begin to softly hum, just a little out of tune.

He pressed his cock deep into Chiho’s throat, feeling her moan loudly as he held it there, then slowly pulled it out, long strands of saliva running from her lips to his cock as she breathed deeply. He turned to face Aiko, who was now humming loudly, daring him to silence her.

He grabbed her softly but firmly by the hair and kissed her, before pressing down, lowering her to her knees. She knelt in front of his wet cock, her mouth opening as she sang a high harmony note as he guided his cock into it.

She hummed higher than Chiho, and as he pressed his cock deeper into her mouth, he felt the vibrations faster and he began to fuck her face.

“No fair,” moaned Chiho, as she rolled onto her front and watched Josh’s cock slide in and out of her friend’s mouth, “I was here first.”

Josh held out his hand and she took it, standing up off the bed and next to him. He wrapped his arm around her and pulled her close, kissing her hard, filling her mouth with his tongue as he filled Aiko’s mouth with his cock.

“Better?” he asked.

“A little,” she said, “but 
that’s

 more fun.”

“Maybe you can share,” he said, smiling.

“I like your style,” she said, dropping to her knees.

Josh let go of Aiko’s hair and pulled his cock out of her mouth. Her face was flush and she breathed deeply, smiling up at him and then at Chiho, before their wet lips met.

Josh watched the two friends make out in front of him, his cock wet from both of their mouths. Then they turned and looked at him, then at one another. They smiled as they turned their attention to his cock and began to kiss up the sides of his shaft, their tongues running up and down as they sucked from opposite sides.

He stroked their hair as they both worked him, sliding their lips up to the tip of his cock and kissing, their tongues moving over his head as their lips met.

“Hey!” said Emi, emerging from the shower in nothing but a towel, “what’s all this?”

“Nothing,” said Aiko, innocently, her hand on Josh’s balls.

“We were just having a little fun,” said Chiho, as she slowly stroked his wet cock.

“Without me,” she Emi, holding a hand to her breast, “the betrayal!”

“You can join us, if you want,” said Aiko.

“Yes,” said Chiho, “there’s 
plenty

 to go around.”

“I think it’s a little too late for sharing,” said Emi, “besides, I’m way ahead of both of you.”

She tugged at the top of her towel and it fell to her feet, exposing her perfect body. Josh groaned, a mixture of the sight of her, and of Chiho and Aiko’s fingers tightening slightly on his cock and balls as they too, gazed upon her naked form.

“Maybe you ladies can catch up later,” she said, moving forward and pushing Josh onto the bed.

Josh let out a gasp as he hit the bed again, marvelling as Emi climbed on top of him, her skin warm and soft from the shower, her still-damp hair sticking to her face, as if she’d already worked up a sweat.

She moaned as she rubbed her pussy against his wet cock, sliding her lips across it as she leaned in and kissed him.

“Nice to finally have you on your back,” she moaned, “I like being on top.” She moaned as she rubbed herself on him faster, her wetness spreading, mixing with her friend’s saliva. Josh couldn’t be sure, but from how ready she was, he was sure she had been touching herself in the shower.

“Sorry,” she said, as if reading his mind, “I couldn’t wait, and now, I don’t have to.”

She reached down between them and took hold of his cock, squeezing him teasingly before guiding him to her entrance.

“Mmm,” she moaned as she rubbed the wet tip around her entrance, then gasped as she pressed herself down onto him. He moaned as he slid into her slowly as she moved up and down, taking him deeper each time.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “that’s the stuff.”

She continued to ride him, getting deeper and deeper until he was fully inside of her. She moaned with pleasure, rocking her hips as she pulled his cock around inside her, before moving up and down in long, slow strokes, letting him feel how good every inch of her pussy felt.

“You like that?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“How much?”

“So much.”

“Show me.”

She moaned as his hands slid down her naked body and grabbed her ass, his fingers digging into her asscheeks as he began to guide her, his cock throbbing as she moaned as she moved faster on him.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “show me how you like it.”

He kept going, moving her faster, rocking his hips as he fucked her faster and faster, pounding her tight wet pussy as she lay on top of him, her body pressed against his, helpless as she took every inch of his cock.

She gasped as he rolled her onto her back, her legs spreading wide in the air as he took her hard and fast.

“Fuck,” he heard Chiho, whisper in his ear, as her hands caressed his back, “looks like she enjoys that.”

“It looks like so much fun,” whispered Aiko in his other ear, her hands also on his body, “I wish it were me.”

Aiko crawled onto the bed and Josh saw she was naked. She leaned down and kissed Emi, their lips meeting and parting, their tongues doing the same. Then Chiho crawled up onto the bed and touched Emi’s face, turning her face towards her and kissing her. Then, they leaned over and kissed one another, causing Emi to moan as she watched from below.

Josh watched as the two women kissed one another, their hands exploring their now-naked bodies, before Chiho pressed Aiko down onto her back and began to kiss down her friend’s body, sucking on her nipples and kissing her flat stomach as she made her way between her legs.

Aiko moaned softly as Chiho gently spread her slim legs, her pussy glistening wet, and began to lap at her. Aiko cried out with pleasure as the sensations rocked her body, her hand reaching down and running through her friend’s hair.

“Oh fuck,” moaned Emi, tilting her head back as far as she could, “it’s so hot to watch them do that.”

Josh, completely agreeing, pulled his cock out of Emi.

“Then watch,” he said.

She stood up and kissed him, his cock sliding between her legs as she did so, then she turned and watched, pressing her ass into his cock, rubbing her wet lips across his shaft as his hands explored her naked body, moving up to her breasts, feeling their softness, playing with her nipples, causing her to moan with pleasure. Then, kissing her neck, he slid one hand down between her legs, finding her clit and moving deeper, coating his fingers in her wetness before returning and moving in slow circles over it.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he fingered her as she watched Chiho licking Aiko’s pussy. She reached behind herself and took hold of his cock, working him quickly before guiding him to her entrance once again, pressing him into her at that tight angle.

She gasped as he penetrated her. She was so tight from this angle it felt like he was stretching her out for the first time all over again.

She rocked her hips, back and forth on his cock as he did the same, both of them fucking in perfect harmony as he continued to finger her clit.

“Oh god,” moaned Aiko, back arched, fingers gripping Chiho’s hair as she held her in place, “I think I’m gonna – I’m gonna…”

Aiko cried out in pleasure as she came, rubbing her pussy against Chiho’s face, as her friend continued licking at her dripping wet slit.

“Look at how much she loves pleasuring her friend,” said Emi, as she rode Josh’s cock, “we could all do with a friend like that.”

“I think I’ve got plenty of friends like that right here,” he said, his fingers speeding up on her clit.

“Fuck yeah, you do,” she said, reaching back and grabbing the back of his head, holding herself upright as she began to moan.

They continued to fuck as they both watched Aiko orgasming, her body shaking until she was finally spent. Then they watched as Chiho crawled up to her friend, turning her head and kissing her, sharing her taste.

Emi moaned as she watched them kiss.

“You like that?” he whispered in her ear.

“Yes,” she moaned.

“You want to taste them?”

“Yes.”

“Then show me.”

Emi gasped as Josh pulled his cock out of her and she crawled onto the bed, kissing Chiho and then Aiko, tasting her pussy on her lips. Then she gently tugged at Chiho, rolling her onto her back and spreading her friend’s legs with her own. She kissed her and worked her way down her body until she was between her legs. Chiho moaned as Emi began licking at her, tasting her wetness.

Josh crawled onto the bed behind Emi and lifted her hips, Emi adjusting until she was on her knees, as Chiho shoved a pillow under herself to raise her hips. Chiho moaned as Emi slid her tongue deep into her entrance, licking her friend deeply as Josh entered Emi again. He began slowly, then built up speed, fucking her faster as she held on to Chiho, whose big tits were bouncing as he fucked Emi harder, shaking both of them as he took her from behind.

Chiho moaned with pleasure, rubbing her pussy against Emi’s face, holding her hair firmly, her wetness dripping onto the bed as Emi lapped at her.

Josh watched as Aiko crawled over and kissed Chiho, then crawled towards Josh, her hands running over Emi’s body, kissing up her bare back to her ass, watching intently as Josh fucked her tight hole. Aiko looked up at him and licked her lips and Josh pulled out of Emi, allowing Aiko to take his place, watching her bending over the end of the bed, sticking her ass out as she began lapping at Emi’s entrance.

Chiho moaned as Emi moaned into her pussy as Aiko pressed her lips to her hole and began sucking, sliding her tongue inside her. Josh ran a hand over Aiko’s pussy, wet and pink and sucked on his finger, tasting her. His cock throbbed at her taste and he slowly guided himself into her causing all three women to moan again.

He watched her asshole twitching as he stretched her pussy out, then began fucking her faster and faster, her body shaking as he pounded her, the vibrations being sent down the line through all three women.

They were all so fucking beautiful. He wished he could fuck them all at the same time somehow, feel his cock penetrating all three of them at once. But he knew this, fucking one as they ate each other out was as close as he could get to perfection.

He felt certain the others felt the same way because Chiho was soon moaning, gasping as Emi continued to work her, driving her closer and closer to orgasm until she finally came, crying out and rubbing herself against her friend’s face, causing, in turn, Emi to start cumming as Aiko continued to suck at Emi’s pussy.

As he watched the two women cumming and felt Aiko’s pussy contracting on his cock, he felt he was getting close himself, but tensed his body to hold off finishing just yet.

Chiho cried and let go of Emi’s hair, laying exhausted on the bed as Emi moaned loudly, her body shaking as she climaxed, as Aiko continued relentlessly, until she too, collapsed onto the bed.

Josh watched Chiho and Emi curled up together, holding one another as they shivered with pleasure, kissing, sharing the taste of Aiko and Chiho between them. Watching that whilst getting fucked from behind was too much for Aiko to bare and she was soon cumming on Josh’s cock, rocking her body back and forth on her knees, desperate for more and more of his cock, so that her ass was slapping on his thighs as he pounded her until she collapsed forward.

He pulled his cock out of her, his heart racing as he watched her crawl up to her friends and kiss Emi and then Chiho, who crawled to the foot of the bed, licking her lips as she looked at Josh’s wet cock. He stepped forward and she took his cock in her mouth, sucking quickly, moaning as she tasted Emi and Aiko and his pre-cum.

Then she let it drop from her mouth and crawled around as she lay on her back, her fingers moving slowly over her clit as she spread her legs for him. She gasped as she slipped her fingers down between her lips and entered herself, her back arching as she pressed two fingers deeply inside.

Josh watched as she slid them in and out two more times before returning her pussy-slick fingers to her swollen clit.

“All yours,” she said breathlessly, her body reacting to her soft touch.

He stepped close and ran his hands over her legs, feeling their smoothness, then with one hand guided himself into her. Chiho cried out as he easily filled her wet hole, lubricated with desire and saliva, her lips gripping him as he began to move in and out of her body.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, eyes closed, fingers moving rapidly over her clit, “just like that.”

He kept going, moving faster, fucking her harder, feeling her body reacting to his cock, gripping him as he moved in and out of her.

She ran a hand over her massive breasts, squeezing one and then the other, trying fruitlessly to grab them both at the same time.

But as she did so, Aiko and Emi crawled to either side of her and buried their faces in her breasts, each one sucking at her nipples as she cried out, her fingers working ever faster between her legs.

Josh watched Emi and Aiko sucking at Chiho’s tits, their hands sliding across her body, teasing her exposed skin, causing her to moan and writhe and buck.

He could feel himself getting close, her tight pussy edging him ever closer to completion as the three of them worked at Chiho, his slick cock covered with all three of their juices, the taste of them in his mouth, his desire for more rising even as he fucked her harder.

“Oh god,” moaned Josh as he firmly held her by the hips, giving her every inch of his cock, pounding her tight hole as she gave herself to him, “I’m going to cum soon.”

“Oh yes,” she cried, her voice rising in pitch to almost a scream, “fuck me, oh cum in me, cum in me, 
cum in me.

 ”

Her words dissolved into moans, the sensations too much for her to bear and, as he felt her tightening on his cock, he gave another cry and started to cum.

“
Oh fuck

 ,” she cried as he pumped away inside of her, “I can feel you cumming in me.”

He kept fucking her, her moans increasing as his orgasm continued to rise, his cock throbbing as he shot his load deep into her convulsing body, her eager pussy swallowing every drop of semen he had.

“That’s it!” she cried, “fuck me like you own me!”

He pounded her tight pussy, releasing load after load, filling her up until he was completely spent.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, slowing then stopping. He slowly pulled his cock out of her. He watched as her fingers continued to move over her clit, until Aiko and Emi began to kiss down her body.

He watched as Aiko lay next to Chiho and took her clit in her mouth, sucking and licking as Emi positioned herself between Chiho’s legs, lapping up her wetness and the thick cum dribbling out of her hole.

Chiho moaned and writhed as the two women worked her pussy, stopping only for a moment to share a kiss, allowing Emi to share Josh’s thick load with Aiko, their tongues covered in his seed as they embraced. Then, with a mouthful of cum each, they continued to work Chiho, pushing her further and further to the edge.

As they did so, Josh climbed onto the bed.

Chiho looked up at him and opened her mouth, head tilted back. He slid his cock into her mouth and she wrapped her lips around his still-hard shaft, sucking her wetness and his cum from him as he mouthfucked her.

Even with a mouthful of cock, her moans became louder, more intense and soon, with the three of them fucking her mouth and pussy, she came.

Josh moaned as Chiho sucked him so hard he thought he might cum again and shoot another load down her open throat.

She bucked wildly, both hands on her tits, twisting her wet nipples as the two women worked her sweet pussy, driving her harder and harder, forcing out every drop of pleasure until she collapsed to the bed, spent.

Josh slid his clean cock out of her mouth and she breathed heavily, her breasts rising and falling as she did so.

Emi and Aiko moaned with pleasure as they brought their mouths from Chiho and met once again, kissing, before licking up and swallowing the last remaining drops of cum from her body.

“Mmm,” moaned Chiho softly as she wriggled on the bed, her body shaking with aftershocks from her orgasm.

Josh collapsed back onto the bed, exhausted, looking at the three naked women at the bottom of the bed.

“I really don’t know how you all fit in this one bed,” he said, watching as they crawled up to him.

“We said it’s a tight fit,” said Emi, curling in on one side.

“But we make it work,” said Chiho, curling in on the other.

“We can show you how,” said Aiko, crawling on top of him and resting her head on his chest. Emi reached down and pulled the covers over all four of them. “If you’d like?”

“I’d like that very much,” he said, as the three women wrapped their perfect naked bodies around his and they drifted off to sleep.





Chapter Seven



It had been an incredible night.

The four of them together, in that much too small bed.

His was much larger and much more comfortable. It would have taken only a few minutes for the four of them to get dressed and head on over there, to enjoy the comfort and space of his room.

But they never seemed to manage it.

Every time they tried to make a move, they got distracted.

Mostly, 
he

 got distracted.

He was in bed with three beautiful naked women, what else was he supposed to do?

All it took was a touch or a breath or a smile and he knew he had to have them and they had to have him.

They fucked all night until they were sore, then did it again.

The four of them, fucking and sucking and licking and kissing and fingering and cumming and cumming and cumming.

He had awoken in the morning more tired than before he had gone to sleep, but it had been worth it, to feel the heat of their bodies, to feel their desire for him and one another, the four of them pleasuring each other until they couldn’t take anymore and then going even further.

“Flight four two three is ready to board.”

He looked up, snapped out of his daydream.

He was in the airport now, ready to return home. It had been nearly two weeks since that evening. Two weeks spent with three of the most amazing, beautiful, sexy, loving women he had ever met.

He had never wanted it to end, but he knew it would eventually. It was inevitable.

All things must pass.

So, he had made the most of it, spending as much time with them as possible, sometimes together as a group, sometimes as one or two. Yet no matter how much time he spent with them, his desire for them never waivered, nor did theirs for him. And each time they fucked, every taste, every penetration, every ejaculation, his attraction to them only grew. He couldn’t get enough of them and wasn’t shy about letting them know it!

He walked towards his gate, alone.

He had left early, leaving them sleeping, like three angels in his bed. He couldn’t face saying goodbye, not like that. So he left them to rest, having given them a final night to remember, or at least a night he would always remember.

His cock throbbed as much as his heart ached as he boarded the plane, smiling politely as the hostess checked his ticket, then put his bag in the overhead compartment and took his seat, ready to leave them forever.





Chapter Eight



“Well, hey there, boss,” said Stepphy, as she leaned back in her chair, her long, smooth legs stretched across the top of her desk, crossed at the ankle. “Have a good trip?”

“It was,” he paused for a moment, trying to think of an appropriate workplace alternative to ‘fucking incredible’, “an experience.”

“I bet it was,” she said, a sly grin on her face. There was a look in her eye, one he couldn’t quite place. “I hear Spring Break is great for all sorts of 
experiences

 with all sorts of 
people

 .”

He felt his cock twitch and realised the look was the one he had seen from Chiho and Aiko and Emi. The one that said ‘
I want to fuck your brains out.

 ’

“I’m going to check my email,” he said, moving towards his office.

“Is there anything I can help you with, 
sir?

 ” she called after him.

“Not right now, thank you,” he said, moving promptly into his office and quickly closing the door behind him.

“Oh fuck,” he muttered to himself as he leaned against the door in the dark, his hard cock throbbing.

He turned on the office light and headed for his desk. On one side was a pile of letters, junk mostly, and he decided they could wait.

He sat down and switched on his computer. The screen glowed as the familiar loading tune played. As he entered his password and waited for the system to boot up, he felt a familiar wave wash over him, a mixture of comfort and regret.

He had spent a long time working here by himself and it had come to feel like a second, if not a first, home. But being back here, in the real world, triggered something else, a feeling of regret. He had spent a wonderful summer with three wonderful women and now he was back here, at work. Now he knew for sure, it was all over.

The dream was over.

But he still had the memories. He still knew what they felt like, how warm and soft their bodies were when they were pressed up against him, how it felt to slip deep inside them, to feel them orgasming on his cock as he filled their perfect bodies with his semen.

He knew how they tasted, their skin, their sweat, their desire for him as he knelt between their legs, sucking and licking as they writhed in pleasure, holding his hair as they begged him to keep going, to keep working his magic until their bodies were exhausted and their wetness was smeared across his smiling face.

He knew how they sounded, their laughs and cries and moans of pleasure, their grunts as he fucked them hard and their purrs as he teased them until they were begging for him to fuck them. He knew the sounds they made when they climaxed, how each sounded different and how their thighs muted the sound that made him want to make them cum even harder so he could hear their cries more clearly.

He knew how they looked, their perfect bodies, naked or dressed, their eyes and lips and noses, their perky breasts and toned stomachs, their neatly-trimmed pubic hair and their glistening wet pussies. He knew what they looked like when they slid their fingers between their legs and held themselves open for him, their pinkness shimmering with desire as he knelt in front of them.

But most of all, he knew how he felt about them, about all of them. He knew it was silly, nothing more than a holiday fantasy, a summer dalliance that could never last. He knew it was nothing more than an infatuation, a brief moment where he felt his life could be something more than what it had become, something more than work and sleep, work and sleep.

But now he realised, none of it was real.

No, it had been real, it 
was

 real. He loved them, all three of them. Yes, they were half his age and god damn, there were 
three of them for fuck’s sake!



But still, he knew it to be true.

Chiho.

Aiko.

Emi.

He loved all of them.



Knock. Knock.



He took a moment and composed himself, trying to put the three women out of his mind. That part of his life was over and he needed to move on.

“Come in,” he said.

“Sorry to bother you, sir,” she said, this time without any teasing innuendo, “I thought you might like a cup of coffee.”

“Oh,” he said, “thank you.”

She walked over and put it down on his desk.

“I don’t think you’ve ever brought me a cup of coffee before,” he said, “which is strange, being that you’re my assistant and all.”

“There’s a first time for everything,” she said, standing closer to him than he’d initially realised. He could smell her perfume and see just the faintest hint of navel as her t-shirt moved slightly as she did.

“Is there something else you wanted?” he asked, looking up at her.

“I just thought you might like some company,” she said, “to get over the post-holiday blues.”

“I don’t have,” he paused, “thank you, but I’m ok.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Ok,” she said, gently touching his shoulder before moving towards the door, “you know where to find me.” She turned and looked at him, giving him a smile he hadn’t seen before, then closed the door behind her.

“Fuck,” he whispered to himself, once again.





Chapter Nine



He sat at his computer, deleting email after email. There were hundreds to go through, most of which were spam he was sure he had never signed up for. The more he deleted, the more that seemed to appear, until finally he selected all of them and hit “delete all.”

“Fuck it,” he said to himself, “if it’s important, they’ll get back to me.”

He went to take a sip of coffee, but the cup was empty. Still, he still felt the need to look inside and double-check.

Yep, empty.

He looked at the rings on the white porcelain and wondered if anyone read them like they used to do for tea leaves. Did they still do that? He wasn’t sure, but was confident that someone, somewhere was giving it a go. Not that there was much you could tell from tea leaves.

Now, coffee stains, that was a different story entirely.

They were, he realised, intimately related to the individual and the speed with which the coffee was being drunk. The slower the drinker, the more numerous and darker the rings. The quicker, hardly any rings at all.

His cup had barely any indication there had ever been any coffee in there at all, except for a few drops here and there.

He tried not to think about what that said about him or what it meant for his future, and put down the cup.

He got up and began to pace. He had plenty of work to do, but he had other things on his mind.

Stepphy for one.

He tried not to think of her, of the way she had spoken to him on the phone when he had called her from Spring Break.



Yes, sir.



Or the way she had encouraged him to get laid, in fact, 
had sent him there specifically to get laid!



And he certainly wasn’t thinking about her long legs spread across the desk, or kissing up them, spreading them at the knee as he made his way up between them, kissing her soft skin as he made his way to taste her.

He picked up a pile of envelopes and began sorting through them rapidly. Anything he didn’t recognise, which was most of them, went straight into the bin, the others he began tearing open one at a time and either binning or throwing back on his desk to deal with at another time.

As with the emails, most of them were either junk or something he could put off until later.

He threw the pile down in frustration.

Why couldn’t he stop thinking about her?

She had been his assistant for ages, but it was only now that he had ever thought of her like 
that

 . Of course, he had realised she was beautiful, who wouldn’t, but now there was something else, something that had awoken in her that he could see for the first time. Or perhaps it had always been there and it was only now, after a much-needed vacation, one that had opened his mind to so many possibilities he had never before considered, that he could see it.

Or perhaps, he thought, there was nothing there to see at all.

That was it, he realised, it was all in his head.

He had had the most amazing Spring Break and now that it was over, he was having a hard time letting go. So, in a desperate attempt to keep that feeling alive, to keep the holiday feeling going forever, he was projecting his desires onto Stepphy.

He didn’t want to 
fuck

 Stepphy, he just wanted her to want to fuck him!

Of course, it was all so simple!

He sighed with relief, feeling a weight lifting from his shoulders. It was all so clear to him now and nothing he had to worry about. All he had to do was get on with his life, let the wonderful memories of Spring Break fade into the background and everything would become as it was once again.

Of course, there was still the case of his pounding heart and rock-hard cock, but those were symptoms of the post-holiday blues, not of anything greater. These, as all things eventually do, would pass.

Feeling a sense of peace, he returned to the pile of letters on his desk and began to dig through them once again. There, in the middle of the pile, was a large envelope, thick and heavy. He opened it and, as expected, found a pile of documents. Flipping through them, he realised these, unlike anything else he had so far seen, were 
actually

 important.

He dropped the rest of the letters on the desk and went hunting for a pen, but the only one he could find, a cheap plastic one chewed to bits at some unspecified point in the past, didn’t work.

He rummaged through his top drawer, sure there was an actual quality pen somewhere. He knew it, in fact, as he’d bought it as a present for himself. It was smooth and heavy and 
really

 expensive, but he had considered it an investment.

After all, even with the rise of Information Technology and Personal Computers, there was always going to be a need for a personal signature of ink on paper, right?

Frustrated, he gave up and, realising he still had the plastic pen in his hand, threw it across the room, giving himself a mini fist pump as it landed neatly in the bin.

He thought for a second, thinking about Stepphy. She was bound to have a pen, a whole box of them most likely. After all, it 
was

 her job to keep the stationary supply topped up. Not that 
that

 meant much of anything.

He walked to the office door, put his hand on the handle, and froze. He took a moment to breathe and to remind himself that his feelings towards Stepphy were simply misplaced longings for the women he had just left.



Transference

 , that’s what therapists in movies called it. The imprinting of emotions about one person onto another unrelated person. In this case, his desire for Chiho, Aiko and Emi onto Stepphy.

He opened the door, ready to see her as nothing more than his employee. But as soon as he stepped out of his office, his heart sank.

Stepphy wasn’t there.



That’s a good thing

 , he told himself as he walked towards her empty desk, 
avoid her for the rest of the day if you can, give yourself some time to let it all fade away

 .

He examined her desk, but there was no sign of any pen.

There was her phone, the screen cracked, a pair of wired headphones, some pieces of paper, and her laptop.

He sat in her seat and opened the top drawer. He could feel her body heat on the chair and immediately stood. The drawer was full of battered stationery that had entered the “it still works so we shouldn’t throw it out, but no one will ever want to use it until the day after it's gone” phase of its life. But in amongst the mess, were several pens.

He pulled one out and grabbed a piece of scrap paper, scribbling on it until he was sure the pen didn’t work, and then tried another.

As he continued, his scribbling got more and more frantic. Stepphy, wherever she was, surely wouldn’t be long and he wanted to get out of there before she arrived.

“Yes!” he proclaimed, finally finding a pen that worked.

He stood up straight and stretched his back, ready to return to his office. But as he went to move away heard a…



PING!



…and instinctively looked down.

Stepphy had received a message.

It was innocuous enough but still, he felt bad for accidently reading it. Or at least he would have, if he hadn’t seen something else on her phone.

Her background photograph.

“What are you doing?”

He looked up and saw Stepphy standing there, cup of coffee in hand.

“Is that my phone?”

He looked down and realised he had, without thinking, picked it up.

“I was looking for a pen…” he began, “you had a message.”

“I know I made you a coffee,” she said, walking over to the desk and putting her own drink down, “but that doesn’t mean we’re at the stage of our relationship where we get to read each other’s messages.”



Relationship.



She took the phone from his hand and checked her message, typing out a response rapidly. Once sent, she looked up at him, as if 
he

 was 
her

 employee.

“Anything else?”

“Err… no,” he stammered.

“Ok,” she said, then resumed texting.

He turned and walked towards his office.

“Oh,” said Stepphy, causing him to turn around, “you might want these.” She held out the documents he had put on her desk whilst looking for a pen.

“Thanks,” he said, not looking at her as he took them from her and headed back into his office, closing the door once and leaning against it once again.

This time, a completely different thought was running through his mind.





Chapter Ten



He stood there, mind racing.

He hadn’t meant to look at her phone, but the noise brought his attention and then it was right there.

Or at least, he thought it was.

He hadn’t looked at the image for that long. His head was spinning and he wasn’t sure if he was hallucinating, if he was just seeing what he wanted to see.

He needed to know.

But what if it wasn’t them?

“Fuck it,” he said, turning quickly and marching out of his office.

“Hey boss,” she said, as she sat typing at her computer, “come to take another peek at my private messages?” She picked up her mobile phone and held it out to him.

“You know them,” he said.

“Know who?” she asked, innocently, her phone still held out to him, daring him to take it.

“Your friends.”

Yes,” she said dryly, “I know my friends. That’s part of the whole ‘having friends’ thing. Are you feeling ok? Do you want to sit down?” She swivelled on her chair to face him, but didn’t get up. Instead, she just tapped her hand on her lap, as if offering him to sit on her.

He felt himself getting hot. She was toying with him, teasing him, making him say it.

“Your friends…” he repeated.

“What about them?”

“They were…” he paused, trying to let the words come. There was a wry smile on Stepphy’s face, barely concealed. “They were 
there

 .”

“Where?” she asked innocently.

She was definitely fucking with him.

It was enough to make him want to bend her over her desk and spank her pale ass until it shone bright red.

“At Spring Break.”

“Were they?” she asked innocently, as she began swiping through her phone. “Mmm, now that you mention it, they 
were

 just on holiday together, although I forgot to ask where. Hmm,” she said, tilting her head slightly as she examined her phone screen, “I 
particularly like

 this photo.” She held up her phone for him to see and he thought his heart was about to explode out of his chest. “Don’t they look 
so cute

 like that?”

It was them.

Chiho.

Aiko.

Emi.

The three women of his dreams taking a group selfie on the beach, the sky as clear and blue as the water behind them.

“Did you see them there?” she asked, an almost off-hand question that didn’t really require an answer.

“Yes,” he muttered, barely able to get the word out.

“Yeah,” she said as she resumed flicking through photos on her phone, “can’t say I’m surprised, they’re 
very

 easy on the eye, hard not to notice. Especially for men with certain predilections.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?”

“You tell me.” She smirked.

“I’ve no idea what you’re talking about.”

“Oh please,” she said, “we both know you have a thing for Asian women.”

“
I what?!

 ”

“There’s no shame in it, we all have our preferences and our 
kinks

 .”

I 
do not

 have a thing for Asian women.”

“Some women, for example,” she continued, ignoring his protestations, “have a thing for older guys, or big guys who could pick up their petite bodies and toss them around like toys, using them however they wanted with their big, thick–”

“This is not an appropriate workplace discussion,” he said, the words surprising even himself. He was right of course, this was completely inappropriate, even if his cock wanted more.

“Yes, 
sir,

 ” she said, sitting up primly, her hands resting on her knees as she straightened her back, “my apologies. Is there some work you would like me to discuss? Is there any work you would like me to do for you? Is there any way I could assist you?”

She sat there quietly, her face innocent, patiently awaiting instruction.

There were a million things he wanted her to do for him, none of which had anything to do with work.

“I…” he began, trailing off. “I want you to tell me about your friends.”

“Which ones, sir? I have 
lots

 of friends.”

“The ones in the photo.”

“I’m not sure how that relates to the workplace, sir.”

“Just… tell me,” he said, sighing, letting the pretence drop.

“Very well,” she said, leaning back in her chair. “They’re my besties, my girls. Emi is in my class, we’re studying the same course. There were only a handful of women in the class, so it was natural that we would become friends.”

“But she was working there?”

“Spring Break isn’t 
cheap

 ,” she said, firmly, “And a girl’s gotta find a way to earn a living. Unfortunately, what we’re studying doesn’t exactly bring in the big bucks, certainly not for a few years. Why else do you think I’m sitting here?”

She signalled around the office, then continued.

“
Anyway…

 Emi wanted to go and the only way she could afford a holiday 
and

 rent 
and

 college fees 
and

 all the other expenses that come with 
actually trying to have a life

 , was to get a job whilst she was there.”

“And the others?”

Stepphy shrugged.

“Chiho and Aiko are absolute sweethearts,” she said, smiling softly, “but they have yet to experience the real world. They’re both a couple of years younger than Emi and me. They’re roommates in college, even though both of their families could 
easily

 afford to get them single apartments. But it was decided that they should both be forced to share a room, to get,” she made quote marks in the air with her fingers, “‘the real college experience’”.

She laughed.

“But if their families knew 
just how much

 experience they had gotten sharing a room together, well… But we’re getting off-track. Chiho and Aiko didn’t work their way through Spring Break because they didn’t need to. Their entire trip, like their entire lives, was funded by their parents.”

“So they could lounge around all day whilst they waited for Emi to get off work?”

“Precisely,” she said, “that insightful nature of yours is why you’re the big boss man.”

He stood there, letting the silence between the two of them linger, both waiting for him to ask the inevitable.

“So you set me up?”

“Of course not,” she said, placing her hand on her breast in mock offence, “I would 
never

 do that. But perhaps, I 
might

 have set a few things in motion which made certain… outcomes inevitable.”

“What things?”

“Like sending you there for one, and booking you into the same resort for another.”

“But that doesn’t mean anything,” he said, “there were hundreds of people there, thousands, probably. The odds of running into them, let alone striking up a conversation with them, was pretty slim.”

“As I said earlier,” she said, “some people have certain predilections. Some women like older men, older 
white

 men. So, when you put them in an environment that is made up entirely of college-aged people, someone who doesn’t fit the bill would stand out like a sore thumb.

“Plus,” she said, “I 
might

 have sent them a few photos of you, just to keep them on their toes. Ooops.”

Josh stood there, staring at her, the slightest of smirks on her face.

“Did I displease you, 
sir?”





Fuck.



“Do I need to be 
punished?

 ”



Fuck. Fuck.



“Yes,” he said, “you do.”



Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.



“As you wish, 
sir

 ,” she said, standing up. “Where would you like to punish me? Here?” she ran her hands over her desk, as if she was reading his mind.

“There is fine.”



What in the loving fuck was he doing?



“Very good, 
sir

 ,” she said.

His mind began racing as he watched as she neatly and precisely cleared a space on her desk, neatly organising the papers as she moved them to the other side, as if carefully conducting a piece of work.

This was insanity.



He was her boss!





Her much older boss!



Once cleared, she turned to face him and looking him directly in the eye began to unbutton her shorts, her fingers working slowly as they undid one button after another, until her shorts fell to her feet. She stepped out of them and kicked them to the side, wearing nothing but a pair of plain white panties, then bent over the desk.

“Like this, 
sir?

 ” she asked, sticking her ass out behind her.

“Just like that,” he said, his eyes devouring her tight ass, her panties clinging to her cheeks.

“Please be gentle, sir,” she cooed, “I’m very delicate.”

He stood behind her, heart racing, cock throbbing, hand poised, barely able to believe this was happening. But before he did anything else, he needed to touch her. He reached out and gently stroked her ass, feeling her soft skin for the first time.

“Please sir,” she begged, “I need to be punished. 
I’ve been so bad.

 ”

“You’ll be punished when I decide it’s time,” he said, his voice far more gruff than he had intended.

“Yes, sir,” she said, wiggling her ass in front of him. She moaned as he grabbed her asscheek, digging his fingers into her firm muscle. Then she sighed as he let go. Then without warning, he raised his hand and brought it down with a 
SMACK

 .

“
Ahh!

 ” she cried out as his hand spanked her for the first time, her pale asscheek quickly reddening, 
“oh, fuck!

 ” she added as he brought it down for the second time.

“Is that enough?” he asked, suddenly overcome with concern that he might have hurt her.

“No sir,” she gasped through heavy breaths, “I still have a lot left to learn.”

She cried out as he spanked her ass again and again, her cheeks reddening under his large hand. She cried out again and again, each more breathless than the last, until finally he was done.

She lay there, breathing heavily, her hands gripping the desk tightly.

“Have you learnt your lesson, now?”

“Yes, sir,” she gasped, “I have.”

Her ass was bright red and she winced as he gently ran his fingers over it.

He dropped to his knees behind her and gently ran his hand over her hips, her thighs, as he gently kissed the sore skin, his lips soothing on it as he moved across her.

“What are you doing, sir?” she asked, weakly.

“You’ve taken your punishment,” he said softly, “now it’s time for your reward for booking a first-rate holiday. That is, if you want to be rewarded?”

“Please, 
sir

 , I’ve wanted to be rewarded for my efforts for the longest time.”

She moaned as he slipped a finger between her legs and ran it over her panties. They were soaked through already and he could smell her desire. She gasped as he gently peeled them off her body, strands of desire sticking to them as they were removed from her lips, then gently slid them down her smooth legs to the floor.

She stepped out of them and pushed them to the side with her foot as she spread her legs. He knelt there, marvelling at her tight pussy, her smooth, wet lips. He could practically taste her already, and then he did.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he ran his tongue over her wet slit, the taste of her flooding his mouth. He repeated the motion, licking again and again, sliding his tongue deeper into her as he tasted her fully, her wetness on his face as he buried his tongue deep inside her tight hole, sucking at her entrance as he watched her little asshole pucker with excitement.

She began to rock on the table, rubbing her ass against his face, grinding her wet pussy against his mouth.

She groaned as he slid his hands up to her red asscheeks, spreading them further apart as he pressed his face deeper in between them, giving her exactly what she needed, sucking at her wet hole as he tongued her.

She groaned as he slid his tongue out of her, strands of her desire running between his mouth and her. He licked his lips, breaking the strands then stood. He stepped from between her legs and took her by the ankles. She cried out with surprise as he rolled her across the desk onto her back, sending stacks of papers flying through the air and stationary clattering to the ground. She pressed herself up on her elbows, her legs spread, waiting for him.

“Please, 
sir

 ,” she whispered, “I need you inside me, like you were with them.”

She watched as he quickly undid his trousers, pulling them and his boxers down, sighing as his hard cock was freed.

“Mmmm,” she moaned to herself, biting her bottom lip as she gazed upon his heaving cock. He stepped closer and she spread her legs, inviting him closer to her. He ran his hands over her calves and the backs of her thighs, lifting her legs as he walked between them.

He moved closer and rubbed the tip of his cock against her slit. She moaned rocking on the desk and he teased her again.

“Please,” she begged, “
sir

 .”

He moved closer and pressed himself in, moaning as he slowly worked his way inside her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as his thick cock stretched out her tight pussy, her body gripping him as he moved in and out, first just the tip, then the top of the shaft, slowly working himself deeper and deeper into her body, feeling her heat and warmth and desire spreading across his cock. He licked his lips, her taste still on him, his desire to eat her out still growing, but right now, he knew he had to fuck her.

“Oh, 
sir

 ,” she moaned as he began to move in and out of her, thrusting slowly but deeply, picking up speed as her body adapted to taking his cock. “
Fuck

 .”

He fucked her faster and faster, lifting her ankles onto his shoulders, elevating her legs as he stepped closer, pushing deep inside her, fucking her hard as she reached behind her and held onto the desk for dear life.

She moaned as he fucked her hard and fast, her t-shirt rising, showing off her tight stomach, her large breasts bouncing underneath the tight material.

He had to see them.

He reached down with one hand and pulled her t-shirt up and she reached down to help him. He ran his hand over one breast and then the other, feeling their firmness, her nipples hardening under his touch. She moaned in pleasure as he squeezed her breast, her legs tightening against his head, her ass lifting off the desk, tugging at his cock as he continued to fuck her.

She continued to moan, squeezing her other breast as he kept the other in his hand, watching as she twisted her nipple and he did the same.

He kept going, feeling himself getting close already. His three lovers had spent the past two weeks milking him dry, but fucking Stepphy, listening to her moan as he fucked her on her desk, it felt as if he hadn’t cum for years.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, pounding away at her tight slit, “I’m getting close.”

“Oh fuck,” she echoed, “me too, I want to feel you cum inside me. 
They said it felt so good when you came inside them.

 ”

He could feel her tightening on him, squeezing his cock as he got closer and closer, the thought of him fucking her friends bringing them closer and closer to the edge, until there was no way back.

“I’m gonna cum,” he moaned.

“Yes,” she cried, “cum for me, sir.”

He let out a low moan as he came, squeezing her breast as he pumped away deep inside her, filling his petite assistant full of cum.

“I can feel you cumming inside me,” she moaned, “it’s gonna make me – I’m gonna- aaah!”

She cried out as she came on his cock, her body tensing as he continued to pump her full of his seed, her orgasming body shaking as he coated her walls.

He could feel her wetness dripping from him, as he continued to cum deep inside her, giving her every drop until he was finished.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, desperate for his cock as she continued to cum.

He kept fucking her, pushing his semen deeper into her body as she rode wave after wave of pleasure, her body shaking until she too, was finished.

Her body went limp, her ass dropping back to the desk, but he wasn’t done with her yet.

He gently lowered her legs from his shoulders and dropped to his knees once again. He could see his cum dribbling out of her well-fucked hole, down towards her ass. She moaned as he took her clit in his mouth, sucking on her as he slid two fingers inside her, pushing his cum back into her body.

“What are you doing?” she asked before her words became a groan, as she lay there, helpless as he finger fucked her and sucked her clit.

It seemed like no time at all before she was cumming again, her legs tightening on his face as she rocked against his face, her swollen clit throbbing in his mouth as he licked and sucked at her, his fingers moving quickly in and out of her cum-filled hole, until she climaxed for the second time.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, her face covered with perspiration, “I’ve never cum so close together or so 
fucking

 hard.”

He stood and leaned in and kissed her, sharing the taste of pussy with her. She slid her tongue into his mouth, eager for more, before he pulled away.

She looked at him as he held two fingers up, covered in her wetness and his cum and held them out for her. She opened her mouth and gladly accepted them, sucking them clean, sighing with satisfaction as she did so.

Once clean, he pulled them out and watched as she swallowed his cum. Then, showing how good of an assistant she was, stuck her tongue out to show her mouth was empty.

“Good girl,” he said, leaning in and kissing her again, feeling his cock pressing against her wet body, twitching at the prospect of round two, “you might be the best assistant I’ve ever had.”

“Always happy to be of service, 
sir

 ,” she cooed, “
always.

 ”





Chapter Eleven



“Hey boss.”

Josh turned to see Stepphy heading back from the bathroom. He was sitting in her chair, now fully dressed, and she was walking towards him, clothes back on also. He had been panicking, worrying about what they had just done. He had fucked his assistant, which aside from being rather cliche, was really going to make working together awkward.

Or was it?

She took long, easy strides towards him, her shorts back on her body, her face glowing from being thoroughly fucked, her dark hair tousled ever so slightly. Her smile was easy and he felt himself relax. Everything was going to be ok.

She giggled as she dropped into his lap, wrapping her arms around his neck and gave him a good, long look before leaning in for a long, slow kiss.

“Hey,” he said, softly.

“Well, that was fun.”

“It really was.”

She let out a sigh.

“What’s wrong?”

“Do you know how long I’ve waited for you to bend me over that desk?” she asked, her face completely serious. “How long I’ve been waiting for you to fuck me?”

“A long time?”

“A looong time,” she confirmed.

“Sorry for making you wait so long.”

“It was worth it,” she said, wriggling on his lap, getting settled. “
Really

 worth it.”

She leaned in and kissed him again, more passionately this time, moaning into his mouth as his hands slid up the back of her t-shirt, touching her in places he had yet to explore. But even as he did so, he knew there were things that needed to be discussed further.

“About your friends…” he said, “they’re…”

“Down the road?” she said, in between kisses, “they’re waiting for you.” She laughed softly.

“Why didn’t anyone say anything?”

“It was just a little holiday fun for the four of you,” she said, leaning back and looking him in the eye, “or at least, it was supposed to be.”

“What is it now?” he asked.

“You tell me.”

He looked at her as she waited patiently for a reply.

He thought about the three women and what they had over that time, of how the four of them had formed a close bond, friendship and feelings and really great fucking sex. How could that possibly carry over into the real world? How could he be in a relationship with three different women at the same time?

Four.

There were now four women.

Stepphy, the woman sitting on his lap, the woman he had just filled with his seed, was inextricably linked to all of this. She was the instigator, the puppetmaster, the prime mover. She had made all of this happen, for all of them. She knew him better than anyone and knew exactly what he needed.

“I don’t know,” he said, finally, “but I need to find out.”

“I’m sure they’ll be very happy to hear that.”

“And you?”

“Me?” she asked. “I’m just happy if you’re happy.” She smiled and kissed him again.

“I mean,” he stopped, searching for the words, “I don’t know if it can work. I mean, I don’t know if it can work at all, there are so many variables, so many new scenarios to consider and I’ve never done this sort of thing before, I’m not even sure if there’s a name for it. But I do know that I want it more than anything ever. All of them. I want to try and make it work, whatever happens.”

“I’m glad,” she said.

“But I know,” he continued, “that the only way it can work, the only way I want it to work, is if you’re there with us.”

She beamed.

“Really?”

“Really. I don’t know how much you know about…”

“All of it,” she said, “I know about 
all

 of it, and my only regret is that I couldn’t be part of it. Oh god,” she moaned, wriggling on his cock, “just the thought of it, it makes me want to…”

She ran her hand down to his cock, finding him hard, and smiled. She slipped off his lap and began unbuttoning her shorts, and he began taking off his trousers. Suddenly, she was on top of him, lowering herself onto his hard cock, moaning with pleasure as he stretched her tight pussy out once again, groaning with satisfaction as she sank deep onto his shaft, gasping with surprise as he whipped off her t-shirt and took her nipple into his mouth, sucking and licking at her breasts as she rode him, grunting as she bounced on him, taking every inch of his cock, letting him fill her up with every inch until, with a groan, he unloaded into her for the third time that day.

“
Oh god

 ,” she gasped as she collapsed onto him, her heart beating fast, her breathing heavy, “it gets better every time.” His cock, still deep inside her, twitched, and he had to agree.

He wrapped his arms around her and held her tightly to him, feeling the heat of her body on his, the softness of her skin, her desire to be next to him.

“What now?” he whispered softly into her ear.

“Now,” she whispered in return, “we tell the others the good news.”





Chapter Twelve



He felt nervous, as if he was going on his first-ever date.

That he had slept with all four women did nothing to ease the feeling. In fact, it seemed to make it even worse. There was a weight there, a history.

There was expectation.

What if they were different?

What if he was?

What happens on Spring Break stays in Spring Break. They were in the real world now, one where social mores and conventions had more weight, where the rules of interaction were more nuanced than “anything goes”.

He stood outside the restaurant, off to the side, watching the doors.

He was late, he knew that, but he still couldn’t bring himself to walk into the room, to turn the dream into a reality, with all the possible pitfalls that could bring. But he also knew that they wanted this, Stepphy had told him so. And he trusted her above all else. After all, it had been Stepphy who had put all of this into motion, and for that, he would be forever grateful.

“Fuck it,” he said and walked into the restaurant.

“Good evening,” said the maître d'.

“HI, “ said Josh, “I’m looking for…”

“Right this way, sir,” said the maître d', walking into the restaurant.

Josh followed him to the table and as soon as he laid eyes on them, all his doubts and worries faded away.

The maître d' said something but Josh didn’t hear him and he left the table.

Chiho.

Aiko.

Emi.

All three of them were at the table, dolled to the nines.

He had seen them dressed up to go out partying, in bikinis at the beach, seen every inch of them as he explored their bodies with every part of his.

But he had never seen them like this.

“Say hello then,” said Chiho, seriously, before bursting into a grin.

“Hello,” he said weakly, scarcely able to believe they were there in front of him. “You look… you all look… wow.”

“You’ve really got a way with words,” said Emi.

Aiko giggled.

“Sorry,” he said, “you took my breath away.”

“Come, sit,” said Aiko, patting a chair next to her.

He obliged and sat down next to her.

He still couldn’t believe how good they looked, how sophisticated. But still, he knew underneath the refinery and sophistication, there were the three women he had spent two amazing weeks with at Spring Break.

“Sorry I’m late,” said Stepphy as she approached the table.

“No problem,” said Chiho.

“Is something wrong, boss?” she asked.

“Not a damn thing,” he said, watching as she took her seat, her slim body poured into a tight black dress that was the complete opposite of how she usually dressed.

“I’m glad to hear it, now, shall we get the party started?”

As if on command, the table filled with laughter and conversation and jokes and merriment. All the while, Josh sat there in silence, breathing in the atmosphere. He didn’t know what the future held, all he knew was he was going to enjoy this moment with the four of them for as long as he possibly could.





Epilogue



This was crazy.

He knew it was crazy.

But then again, it had been a crazy few weeks, so why stop now?

“Need a hand?” asked Aiko, as she watched agonisingly from the front porch.

“Nope,” wheezed Josh, as he carried what must have been a box of bricks towards the house.

“It looks very heavy,” she said, looking even more concerned.

“No problem,” he gasped, focusing on making it into the house before he collapsed and died.

“Get a move on,” said Chiho from behind, “these things are heavy.”

Josh let out a puff of air, which would have been a laugh if had been capable of laughing right now.

He had seen what Chiho and Stepphy had picked up. Stepphy had a suitcase full of (presumably) clothes, with wheels, whilst Chiho had three large bags which were filled with bedding and other lightweight bits and bobs.

Josh grunted as he got into the house and dropped the box onto the floor.

“Careful!” cried Aiko, as she rushed over to the box.

“What’s in here, anyway?” he asked, bent over, sucking in lungfuls of air.

“My course books,” said Aiko, “they were expensive.”

Josh watched as Aiko opened the box and inspected the hardback tomes that filled the box. There was a lot of wisdom in those books, a great deal of intellectual thought and ideas too. If only one of them had mentioned the wisdom of weight distribution when it came to packing.

“I’ll have to teach you about packing properly,” he said.

“You planning on moving us out already?” asked Chiho, knocking him with one of the bags of bedding.

“We haven’t even moved in yet,” said Stepphy, “men can be so fickle.”

“I’m not,” he stuttered, taken by surprise as the three women closed at him from every side, “I just meant…”

“They know what you meant,” said Emi as she walked down the stairs, “they’re just teasing you.”

They all began to laugh and Josh joined in.

“We know it isn’t forever,” said Aiko, “it’s just a rental.”

“Exactly,” said Chiho, “you get the pleasure of moving us all once again when we find a permanent place.”

“Great,” said Josh, “I can’t wait to do all of this again.”

He smiled, knowing he couldn’t actually wait.

He didn’t want to tell them, but he already had his eye on a place. He had seen it a long time ago, but it was too big for just him, but now it seemed the perfect fit.

Five bedrooms, three bathrooms and a swimming pool.

It was a little out of town, but the privacy and space it afforded them more than made up for the extra travelling they would need to do. Besides, it wouldn’t be ready for a while even if his offer was accepted today, so he’d picked somewhere which made it easy for them to get to college. Then, by the time they graduated, the house would be ready for all of them to move in.

It was his graduation present to them all.

But for now, this place would have to do.

So he stood there, surrounded by the four women he had only just met but knew better than anyone in his entire life, and for the first time in as long as he could remember, he felt like he was home.

“Is that it?” asked Emi.

“I think so,” said Stepphy.

“Conveniently for you,” said Chiho, giving her a sceptical eye.

“So what now?” asked Aiko.

“Well,” said Chiho thoughtfully, “now that we’re all officially moved in, I believe the tradition is to consummate the house.”

“Sounds good to me,” said Stepphy, “what do you think, Josh?”

“I think,” he said, “it sounds perfect, but I might need to take a shower first!”

He laughed and they laughed and he stretched out his arms and they all closed in on him, the five of them pressing together, their bodies tightly packed as he held them and they held him, and although their vacation was now over, they would forever remain his Spring Break harem.
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First, he was struggling for inspiration, but now with five women demanding his attention, he's struggling to find time to write it all down!



Jack needs ideas for his next novel.

So, when an old college friend asks him to watch his lavish city apartment for a few weeks, he jumps at the chance.

But what he doesn't realise is that the luxury apartment comes with three stunning neighbours, and a very dedicated housemaid, all of whom are eager to welcome him to the building and provide him with all the inspiration he needs.
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All he wants for Christmas, is the three of them...

Christmas is ruined.

First, his fianceé cheated on him with his Best Man.

Now, he's trapped in the romantic cabin he rented for the holidays.

He's never felt more alone.

But all that is about to change when late on Christmas Eve, three stunning women knock on his door seeking shelter from the blizzard outside.

What starts as a simple act of kindness evolves into something more, as the three of them work together to show him that Christmas Miracles really do come true.

And in return, he's more than happy to spend the evening filling them all with Christmas cheer.

A contemporary snowed in at Christmas harem novella.
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From their surprise first meeting to the tantalising finale, each chapter is filled with explosive action as Tom and his new housemates dedicate themselves to making sure they have a summer they'll never forget!
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