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Book Two:

Lounging Around



Chapter One

This is the life.

“For you, sir?”

Scott opened his eyes and looked over the top of his sunglasses. A beautiful woman gazed down at him, her long blonde hair glowing in the sun as it hung over the shoulders of her white clothing. She smiled, her teeth perfect.

If it hadn’t been for the ship’s insignia on the chest of her uniform and the tray of drinks in her hand, Scott would have believed she was an angel. Well, even the drinks looked like they were from another world. Ice clinked softly, refracting the sunlight as it moved through the glasses, filled with swirling colours and leaves and fruits of all varieties.

Scott stretched his chest, his hands still behind his head, then reached out towards her with one hand as she picked up a tall glass and passed it to him.

“One faux-jito.”

“Perfect,” he said, unsure whether he was referring to the drink, to her, or both.

She somehow smiled more brightly as he took the glass, their fingers brushing as he took it from her, her touch refreshingly cool in the heat. He held it, smiling, just above his bare chest, wincing slightly as a drop of ice-cold water dripped from the bottom of the glass onto his hot skin.

She let out the slightest of giggles.

“Allow me,” she said, taking a napkin from the tray and leaning forward, gently wiping up the spot of cold water from his chest with keen precision. He could smell her heavenly fragrance as she remained close, lingering as she methodically wiped the bottom of the glass before standing upright.

“Is there anything else I can help you with, sir?”

Scott thought for a moment about pouring the ice-cold drink over his body, of the angel in front of him leaning in and cleaning him up, not with a napkin but with her tongue. He could feel her hot lips on his body, her soft sighs of pleasure as she lapped up the sweet drink, her tongue caressing his nipples before her lips moved down his body, chasing the droplets as they ran further down until she was between his legs.

“He’s fine, thank you, miss.”

The voice broke him out of his daydream.

“He can’t handle more than one, especially not at the same time!”

“I’m fine, thank you,” Scott said, smiling politely.

“Well, if you need anything else,” the angel said, turning away and looking coyly over her shoulder, “you know where to find me.”

She gave a final wink and headed off across the deck, her swaying hips pulling her short skirt tight to her plump ass, the tray of drinks balanced perfectly on one hand.

“I can handle my drink,” said Scott, leaning his head back to look at the figure standing behind him. “I’m not above double-dipping.”

“Who said anything about drinks?” said Ichika, the early-twenty-something Japanese woman he had been stranded ashore with when they both missed the ship’s departure times. She leaned over the back of the sun lounger, her large breasts barely contained by her pink bikini as they pressed into his shoulder and neck, and she wrapped her lips around the straw sticking out of his drink, taking a long, slow slurp.

“Urgh, that’s foul,” she said, recoiling. “What is it?”

“It’s a faux-jito,” he explained. “An alcohol-free mojito.”

“A fun-free mojito is more like it,” she said, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand.

“You don’t need alcohol to have fun,” he said.

“No,” she said, “but it helps.”

He took the straw in his mouth and took a sip of his faux-jito, the cool mintiness of the drink mixing with the hot sweetness from her lips. He felt something on his ear, her tongue, licking the edge of his lobe. It was cold and firm and her breath was hot.

As the straw fell from his lips, she leaned forward again and took another sip.

“I thought you didn’t like it?” he asked.

“I don’t,” she said, “but you do.”

She leaned in closer, pressing herself into him from behind as she bent over and kissed him. Her lips were cool, his drink on her lips, the taste of it and her mingling in his mouth. She moaned as she slipped her tongue into his mouth, her fingers ruffling his hair.

“Get a room.”

Smack.

Ichika yelped in surprise, her body jolting up, her arm flailing forward and knocking Scott’s ice-cold drink out of his hand and over his stomach and bathing trunks, causing him to yelp as the freezing liquid soaked through to his cock.

“Oh my gosh, I’m so sorry,” cried Ichika, looking helplessly as Scott pulled the front of his wet trunks from his crotch.

“Help him clean up, I’m sure he’d appreciate that.”

“You spanked me!”

Scott looked up at Ichika, then at the person she was addressing. It was another young Japanese woman in a bikini, this time black. Her body, sleek and slim and the black material, made her pale skin look even paler. As she walked passed, her thong showed off her perfect ass as her hips swayed with each step.

“How could I resist that sweet ass, just sticking out like that?” said Black Bikini, turning to give a look over her shoulder. “He knows what I’m talking about, right?”

Scott looked up and realised he had been caught staring at her perfect ass. Black Bikini gave him a wink.

“Not bad,” she said, turning back and walking backwards, her hands planted on her hips as she eyed him up and down, “have fun cleaning him off.” She laughed and turned back around, purposely swinging her hips to give him a show.

“What an asshole,” said Ichika as Black Bikini disappeared around the corner.

“Friend of yours?” Scott asked, continuing to hold the front of his shorts from his crotch as he tried to hide the semi-growth in his trunks.

Ichika rolled her eyes. “No,” she said, “that’s just Hitomi.”

“She seems nice.”

Ichika laughed. “That’s one word for whatever it is she is. Come on,” she said, taking Scott’s now-empty glass, placing it underneath the sunlounger, and taking his hand.

“I don’t need help getting up,” Scott insisted, “I’m not that much older than you!”

Ichika eyed him, both knowing that at forty, he was nearly twice her age.

“Alright,” he conceded, “maybe I am a bit older than you…”

“How about ‘definitely’ and ‘a lot’?”

“The point is,” he said, ignoring her accurate assessment of the situation, “I don’t need help getting up.” With that, he went to stand, but immediately stood on a piece of ice spilt from his drink and fell back onto the sunlounger, pulling Ichika with him. She cried out, the shock and the iciness of his skin taking her by surprise.

“There was ice on the floor,” he said, lying awkwardly there with his new friend on top of him, neither making any effort to move.

Her skin was hot on his, her body soft and supple. His hands instinctively went to her hips, feeling her curves underneath his fingers as they lay there.

“Sure there was, old man,” she said, still lying on top of him, a sceptical look in her eye.

“Now I see why you and Hitomi get on,” he said.

Her face turned to one of pure shock and he couldn’t help but smile at her overly-expressed outrage.

“How dare you?” she said sternly, resting her arms on his body and repeatedly thumping her fists on his chest in a playful manner. As she rocked on top of him, her body rubbing against his, he quickly realised this was doing nothing to ease the pressure in his trunks. He burst into laughter as she mock-hit him.

“It’s not funny,” she protested, her fist moving faster, but still barely registering in strength. Then she pushed herself up and got off of him.

“Where are you going?”

“To shower,” she said, running her hand over her flat, wet stomach, “you’ve got me all sticky.”

“Wouldn’t be the first time,” he smirked, the memory of their first night together rushing through his mind.

“I meant because of the disgusting drink you tipped all over yourself.”

“Well, technically, you tipped it over me, so it was you who got me sticky.”

“Don’t I know it?” she said, a brief smile breaking through before her scowl returned. She turned to leave, took one step and immediately tumbled backwards into Scott’s arms. He caught her with ease, her light frame making him feel like a strongman; the things the two of them could do together.

“Damn floor!” she shouted. “It’s all slippery and wet.”

“Sure thing, old lady,” said Scott, seeing how far he could push his luck, “it’s the floor that’s slippery and wet.”

Ichika gasped.

“I am not an ol–”

She couldn’t even bring herself to say the words.

“Of course you’re not,” said Scott, wrapping his arms around her slim waist and pulling her body into his, “you’re in the prime of your life.”

“So are you,” she said, reaching up and stroking his cheek, “old man.” She gently tapped his cheek and laughed.

“Oh my, Ichika!” cried a voice. “What are you doing?!”

Scott and Ichika looked up from the sunlounger and saw another young Asian woman in a bikini, yellow, with dark sunglasses and a large white hat that threatened to blow away at any moment. Flowing out from underneath the hat were locks of blonde hair. Her figure was slimmer than either Ichika's or Hitomi's, but it gave her, he felt, a sense of elegance. Scott immediately recognised her as Ichika’s other friend, the woman who had been wearing the yellow bikini the first time he had seen all three of them.

“I fell,” said Ichika as she began to get up, “the floor was slippery.”

“Funny,” said Yellow Bikini, “how you always seem to end up falling on old men.”

“I’m not that old!” Scott protested.

“Clearly,” said Yellow Bikini, eyeing him over the rim of her dark sunglasses, “you can still get it up!”

“Keiko!” cried Ichika.

Scott didn’t need to see Keiko’s eyes to know she was utterly embarrassed by what she’d said. Her eyebrows had raised halfway up her head, and he half-wondered if they would shoot off her face like a cartoon character. Her pale cheeks had gone a bright pink.

“I didn’t–,” she began, stammering as she looked anywhere but at Scott.

“Come on,” said Ichika, wrapping her arm around Keiko’s and pulling herself up, “you can help me get cleaned up, and we can leave Mr. not-that-old to deal with little Mr not-that-old.”

“Less of the little!” Scott said, perhaps a little too loudly. “We make a great team!”

“Nice to meet both of you,” said Keiko, gasping at her latest faux pas, “I meant–” The rest of her words were drowned out by Ichika’s laughter as she dragged her friend away before she could embarrass herself even more.

Scott watched both women leaving, Ichika’s slim but curvy frame holding firmly on to Keiko, who was just as slim but with less pronounced curves. Still, he couldn’t deny, as he watched Ichika’s curves and Keiko’s slim but toned ass heading away from him, that variety was the spice of life.



Chapter Two

Thwamp!

Scott’s trunks hit the floor of the shower with a wet slap. He stepped out of them and kicked them to the side. I’ll have to remember to get them cleaned, he thought to himself as he let the water wash over him.

He tried to think if he had another pair, ones that weren’t quite so sticky at the crotch, but wasn’t sure he had any. The trip had been somewhat impromptu and his planning had been minimal, at best.

Pick up bag. Stuff stuff in bag. Leave.

So, unless some international swimming trunk smugglers had slipped another pair into his case to get through customs, and then failed to retrieve them, he was fairly sure he didn’t have any more. So had to make do with what he had, which was very little.

He laughed to himself at the idea of walking about the ship’s pool completely naked, completely at ease, enjoying the cool sea breeze, as other passengers gasped in dismay.

He’d never do it, of course, and he’d probably be kicked off at the nearest port if he did, but it would be funny to see all these uptight moneybags drop their monocles into the big blue.

Then they popped into his mind: Ichika, Hitomi, and Keiko. He wondered how they would react. First, he thought of Ichika, her desire turning to jealousy, telling him to cover up, not out of shame, but because she didn’t want to share. Then he thought of Keiko, rolling her eyes dismissively at the sight of his naked body, but still taking a second, interested look at his cock. Finally, he imagined Keiko, her pink cheeks, hands covering her eyes with embarrassment, fingers spreading ever so slightly so she could have a cheeky peek at his body.

He let himself bathe in his cheeky little fantasy of being desired by three stunning younger women, all nearly half his forty years of age, and all ready to ride his cock until their brains exploded. He imagined the three of them in the shower with him, helping him clean up the mess they had made, washing him down with their hands and lips and tongues, their wet naked bodies sliding against one another, four bodies getting cleaner and cleaner as things got dirtier and dirtier.

*

“Ahoy there!”

The moment the words left his lips, he regretted it. Fortunately, nobody around the pool seemed to notice, or at least they pretended they didn’t. The only person who seemed to even acknowledge his existence was Hitomi, who was lying face down on a sunlounger next to the water, the strings of her black bikini hanging down her sides, swaying gently in the breeze just above the decking, her bare back exposed to the sun. Even then, all she did was open one eye, look him up and down briefly and close it again.

He felt a sense of something shoot through him. What was it? Shame? Guilt? But why? It wasn’t as if he had gone looking for them. He wasn’t some creepy old man lusting after three notably younger women who just so happened to be everywhere he went. No, he had just decided to relax by the pool, exactly what he had been doing before the events of this morning, when they had all approached him. That Hitomi just so happened to also be there now wasn’t his fault.

Still, he didn’t really know her, so why had he called out a greeting? They had never actually spoken. At least until just then.  Or had they? Did shouting ‘ahoy there!’ at someone count as a conversation? Did a dismissive glance count as a response?

“She’s not here,” said Hitomi, eyes firmly closed.

“I wasn’t looking for –,” he began, a defensive tone in his voice.

“Sure thing, old man,” said Hitomi. He opened his mouth to say something, but decided better of it. He wasn’t about to get into an argument with a woman he didn’t know over something that didn’t matter. There was no way he was winning that one. He continued walking, looking for a sunlounger a respectful distance away, but they all seemed to be full with old people sunning their wrinkled bodies. So the lack of loungers was somewhat of a relief. He had no interest in being “the young friend” to a group of geriatrics. Not that there was anything wrong with that, of course, but it wasn’t exactly the sort of thing he had in mind when booking this holiday.

The only two spaces were next to Hitomi, both of which had beach towels and airport paperbacks on them, their spines deeply creased. 

No problem, he thought, I’ll just take a bit of a stroll around the ship.

“Good thing, too,” added Hitomi, as he continued moving. He stopped and looked at her. She hadn’t moved an inch. Her pale skin was turning pink in the sun. He wondered how long she had been lying there. Perhaps the entire time since he last saw her. “Those shorts are hideous!”

He looked down at his shorts and didn’t see what was wrong with them. They were brightly coloured, with palm trees on them. Sure, they were a bit touristy, but that was part of the fun of being a tourist, right? Besides, they went well with his loose-fitting tropical shirt. It was the perfect outfit for lounging on the beach and drinking cocktails out of coconuts. So he couldn’t see why she would hate the one and not the–

“And don’t get me started on that shirt!”

There it is.

“What’s wrong with my clothes?” he asked.

“They’re the sort of outfit that makes a woman want to rip your clothes off,” she said, “but not in the good way!”

“Well, I had to change,” he said, “because someone spilt a drink all over my swimming trunks.”

“It’s not my fault if you can’t handle your drink.”

I was handling it fine until…”

“You’re just jealous you didn’t get to spank her ass. Or maybe you were jealous I didn’t spank yours!”

“I–” he began, before deciding, once again, not to get caught up in her goading.

“Look, if you’re going to stand there and gawp at my fabulous ass, you can at least make yourself useful and touch me up.” He stood there, stunned. “Not like that!” She sighed with exasperation. “Grab the sunscreen and get to it before I burn. You won’t like me when I’m burnt and grouchy.”

He wasn’t sure he liked her much now and couldn’t imagine what grouchy was like if this was her regular mood!

“Err, alright,” he said.

“Oh please,” she scoffed, “don’t pretend you’ve got any better offers.”

He rolled his eyes at her presumptuousness (that she was correct was besides the point!) and dropped his beach towel onto the floor between the sunloungers, on the side she wasn’t facing, then picked up the sunscreen and knelt down.

Her skin shimmered with sweat, her body baking hot. He squirted the thick cream into his palm and put the bottle down. He rubbed the cream between his hands until he had a good consistency, then reached out for Hitomi. His hands hovered above her body, almost as if he were afraid of what might happen if he were to touch her.

“Get on with it, then,” she barked, “otherwise I’ll be cooked to a crisp before you even start!”

He placed his hands on her hot body and began to rub the lotion into her skin. His hands slid effortlessly across her back, feeling the muscles tighten and loosen as he rubbed them.

“Don’t forget my shoulders,” she muttered.

He slid his hands up her back, leaning in before realising his baggy shirt was going to brush against her skin from this angle.

“What are you doing?” she asked as he took his hands off her.

“Taking off my shirt,” she said as he began carefully working the buttons. “Don’t want to get cream all over it.”

“I’ve heard that one before,” she snorted. “Just make it quick.”

He quickly worked the buttons and slipped it off, trying to touch it as little as possible with his hands, shaking it down one arm and then the other, watching as it fell onto the empty sunlounger behind him.

“There we go,” he said, picking up the lotion and applying another squirt into his palms. He rubbed his hands together once again and leaned into Hitomi’s shiny body, taking her by the shoulders and massaging the lotion into her skin. As he worked, he could have sworn he heard the slightest of moans escape from her lips. So he continued, working the muscles of her shoulders with his thumbs as his hands slid up the back of her neck, covering the skin exposed by her short, black bob. She moaned louder as his fingers caressed her long, slender neck, his thumbs moving up and in circles at the base of her neck. The soft sounds her body was making were sending shivers through him, so he worked his way back down and over the arm nearest him, applying a little more lotion as he moved further down, feeling the softness of her skin and the relaxed muscles underneath. She wasn’t muscular, but he could feel she was strong. She had the kind of muscles that indicated a very specific kind of fitness.

His hands slid down her arm, carefully coating every inch of skin, then down to her hand. He was going to stop at the wrist, but her hands were so smooth, her fingers so delicate that he was sure they needed protection. So he took her hand in his and began rubbing the lotion in, taking each finger in his palm and gripping it gently, rubbing one at a time until he was satisfied she was adequately covered.

Then he stood up and stretched, his back clicking from bending over so much, then applied more lotion to his hands and moved to her other side, squatting down as he repeated the process on her other arm. As he did so, he looked at her face, peaceful, serene. It was hard to believe this was the same person whose acid tongue had lashed out at him, testing the boundaries, challenging him every step of the way. So calm was she that he started to wonder if he had imagined it all, taking harmless comments out of context.

“You better not be getting off on this.”

There it was.

“Not in the slightest,” he said, trying to ignore the stirring in his shorts that came every time her tongue lashed at him.

“Good,” she said, “there’s only one kind of cream I want you covering me with. For now, at least.”

His hands froze, her finger held gently in his grip. He looked at her face, waiting for a smirk or any other indication that she was kidding, or had said anything worth responding to at all. But there was nothing.

“Are you getting on with it, or what?”

“I’m not part of the crew, you know,” he said, resuming applying the lotion to her hand. “I’m doing this as a favour.”

Hitomi snorted, a wry smirk on her face.

“Such a gentleman,” she said. “I can’t imagine there would be many other middle-aged men who would be willing to rub my young, firm body all over with lotion. You’re a true hero.”

He put her hand down and stood.

“What are you doing?” she asked, not moving as he walked around the sunlounger. “Where are you going?”

“I didn’t come on holiday just to be your servant,” he said, looking for something to wipe his hands on. “You can find another middle-aged man to rub you down.”

“Men are such a bore,” she said. “I thought we were supposed to be the vulnerable snowflakes who couldn’t stand getting our feelies hurt.”

“I guess not,” he said, scooping up his shirt over his arm and tossing it onto his shoulder.

“God, aren’t you lot all supposed to be emotionally toughened from being in wars and stuff?”

“Wars? How old do you think I am? Wait, don’t answer that.”

“Alright,” she said, sighing as if bored, “I’m sorry I hurt your feelings or whatever. Can you just finish putting on the lotion before I burn?” There was a pause, neither saying anything, before Hitomi finally added, through a weary sigh. “Please.”

“Alright,” said Scott, shrugging his shirt off his shoulder and back onto the lounger, “but only because you asked so nicely.” He kneeled back down and applied more lotion to his hands. “And maybe because I can't stand to see a woman helpless.”

“I am not help–oh my god…” her indignation melted as Scott began working on her thigh, massaging as much as coating, digging his fingers into her strong, smooth leg. His hands slid up to the cup of her ass, her firm cheek resting against his pinkie finger a moment, before moving back down and over the back of her knee.

“Don’t forget the edges,” she said, “that’s the most delicate part.”

“Right you are,” he said, moving his hands back up and sliding one down the outer side of her thigh, whilst the other slid in between her legs. She shivered as his fingers caressed her inner thigh, rubbing the lotion into the sensitive skin, her hips rocking slightly as his fingers slid up and brushed against the hem of her bikini bottoms, then back down her thigh.

“Give me your leg,” he said as he rubbed both sides of her knee, and she obeyed, bending her leg back so that her foot was in front of his face. “Good girl,” he said, semi-mockingly, but she didn’t rise to the bait, instead simply moaning softly as he began to caress first her calf and then her dainty foot. Her toes curled as he rubbed them, her toenails perfectly manicured and painted a deep red, almost black in colour.

He gently lowered her leg and reapplied lotion, leaning over her body as he caressed her other thigh.

“Oh my god!”

Scott turned around to see a horrified Ichika and a shocked Keiko standing behind him, both holding an ice-cold drink.

“It’s not–” Scott began.

“I can’t believe what I’m seeing.”

“I think I’m going to be sick,” said Keiko, grabbing Ichika’s arm for support.

“I can explain–” said Scott. “I–”

“No,” said Ichika, “it’s too late. No one could explain those shorts!”

“And that shirt!” exclaimed Keiko. “Yuk!”

Hitomi laughed.

“Told you.”

“Oh, hush,” he scoffed, panic giving way to relief, and gave her thigh a cheeky squeeze.

“Hey!” she cried. “It’s not my fault you’ve got no taste.”

“I think I’ve got great taste,” he said, smiling over his shoulder at Ichika.

“That’s part of the problem,” said Hitomi, “too much undeserved confidence. Like all men. Now, get to work.”

“You can’t boss me around, you know.”

“But I can,” said Ichika, “so get to it.”

“Wow,” said Scott, “so that’s how it is, is it?”

“I’m afraid so,” said Ichika, grimly, trying hard not to smirk.

“What about you, Keiko? Do you think that’s fair? The two of them ganging up on me?”

He craned his neck further to see Keiko. She was shocked to suddenly find herself in the middle of the argument, her cheeks filling with colour already.

“O, I umm…” she stammered, leaning into Ichika, who wrapped a gentle arm around her friend’s waist.

“Now, Keiko,” said Ichika softly, “do you want to side with your two bestest friends in the whole world, or one grumpy old man who we can use–”

“And abuse,” Hitomi chimed in.

“And abuse,” Ichika confirmed, “for the rest of our holiday?”

“Keiko,” said Scott, solemnly, “I know we haven’t known each other that long, but I think there’s something between us, you know? We’re kindred spirits. Our energies align. You can feel it, can’t you?” His eyes were locked on hers. Her bottom lip was quivering and she bit it softly as she processed his words.

“Alright,” she said finally, her voice shaky as the three of them waited for her final pronouncement. “I want to use him!”

“Yay!” shouted Ichika, hugging her friend, their bodies pressed together, Ichika jumping, her drink splashing from her glass as Keiko tried to save hers from spilling. “We’re going to have so much fun!”

“I see how it is,” said Scott, “I see everything clearly now.”

“Finally,” huffed Hitomi, turning her head to face him, her eyes open, “it’s been clear to everyone else this whole time.”

“But don’t worry,” said Ichika, placing a gentle hand on his shoulder, “we’ll take good care of you.”

“That’s right,” said Hitomi, “they’ll take good care of you. Now get to work!” She closed her eyes and made no effort to hide her smirk on her face.

“And don’t forget her ass!”

Keiko swooped forward, her arm swinging through the air, and slapped Hitomi hard on the ass.

“Oww! What the fuck?!”

Hitomi opened her eyes and pressed herself up onto her elbows, eyes scanning the three of them. Her untied bikini top remained on the sunlounger as Hitomi’s breasts rose into the air, the edge of her dark nipples becoming visible. Scott turned to look at the other two women, desperate not to stare at Hitomi’s tits. Keiko was once again next to Ichika, almost hiding behind her friend, her cheeks pinker than ever, clearly regretting getting so carried away.

“You’ll pay for that,” said Hitomi. Scott couldn’t help but smile.

“Oww!” said Scott, turning quickly back to Hitomi. His arm was stinging where she had slapped him, and she was glaring at him. “I didn’t do anything.”

“But you’ll still pay.”

“That doesn’t seem fair.”

“That’s what makes it fun. Now back to work.”



Chapter Three

As he was finishing applying to lotion to Hitomi, his hands moving carefully over her ass, as per Keiko’s instructions, his fingers sliding under the strap of her thong, and then down, between her legs, his fingers sliding slightly between her cheeks, making sure every inch of her was protected from the sun, he felt a pair of hands on his back.

“You don’t want to get sunburn,” said Ichika, her soft hands moving carefully over his back and shoulders, applying the sunscreen with a great deal of care. She leaned in and whispered into his ear. “I might want you on your back later.” Hitomi moaned as Scott’s grip on her ass tightened, massaging her cheeks as Ichika ran her hands over him.

“You don’t want to burn either,” said Keiko.

“Thank you, sweetie,” said Ichika as Keiko took the suncream and began rubbing it into Ichika’s back. Ichika leaned in and moaned into Scott’s ear. “And you might want me on mine.”

Scott’s hands moved from Hitomi’s ass, giving her back a final coating as Ichika sat on the sunlounger behind him and rubbed his back, and Keiko perched behind Ichika and did the same to her.

He could have stayed there forever, the four of them touching or being touched, but all too soon, they were finished. Well, nearly.

“Let me do you,” Ichika said to Keiko.

Scott got up and lay on his front on the empty sunlounger, as Keiko did the same on the other. He watched, smiling at Keiko as Ichika coated her hands in the creamy lotion and straddled her friend. As Ichika began to work, pressing her palms into Keiko’s back, massaging as much as coating, her friend moaned with pleasure/

“You’re so good at that,” said Keiko, eyes closed. “You should go pro.”

“I’m keeping my amateur sunscreening status so I can compete in the Olympics,” said Ichika, running her hands up Keiko’s spine, her arms pressed together, pushing her tits out as she moved.

“That’s good,” said Keiko, dreamily, the words washing over her as Ichika worked. “It’s good to follow your dreams.”

Scott watched as Ichika continued, stopping only for a moment to untie the back of Keiko’s bikini top, carefully undoing the string as if it were a present she was trying not to damage.

“What are you doing?” asked Keiko.

“You don’t want tan lines, silly.”

“Oh, I guess not,” said Keiko dreamily, satisfied by the answer. Scott wasn’t sure if Keiko had actually fallen asleep. It was only the soft moans as Ichika continued to run her fingers over her friend’s back and shoulders and up her neck that he knew she hadn’t. But he couldn’t say the same for himself, for in the boiling sun, he felt his own eyelids getting heavy, and before he knew it, he was asleep.

*

He didn’t know how long he had been asleep for, but when he awoke, Ichika and Keiko were no longer on the sunlounger next to him. Scott reached over for the sunscreen, squirted some into his palm and began to rub it on his chest. He had already applied some, but the sun was so hot, he decided it was better to have too much than too little.

As he placed the bottle back down, he looked at Hitomi. She was lying on her back now, one leg bent at the knee. Her black bikini top was lying undone across her chest, covering the least amount of skin possible. She was applying the lotion to the front of her body by herself. Scott stared as she ran her hands over her body, first over her neck and then down over her chest, her long fingers moving over the tops of her breasts before slipping underneath her bikini top, rubbing the lotion into the concealed skin with more vigour than Scott thought was necessary. Not that he was complaining, though.

Hitomi was clearly putting on a show for him, teasing him, even if her expression didn’t even register that he even existed.

“Scott!”

He turned and looked towards the sound of his name. “Hey!” he said, as water from the pool splashed all over him. “Watch it.” He squinted as he looked at the pool, the sun reflecting off the surface. He saw Ichika hanging onto the edge of the pool.

“Come join us,” she said, smiling.

“I would but…”

“Come on, Scott,” said Keiko, her slim figure floating on the surface, her blonde hair floating around her head like a halo, the reflecting sunlight giving her an angelic glow. “Please.”

“I’m afraid I don’t have any swimming trunks.”

“It’s alright,” said Ichika, “you can wear your shorts in. No one will mind.”

“And it’s not like you need to worry about ruining them,” added Hitomi, from beside him, eyes still closed.

“Maybe later,” said Scott.

“Alright then,” said Ichika, “I was thinking of getting out anyway.” She placed her hands on the side of the pool and pushed her body out of the water. Scott watched, mesmerised as her body rose up in slow motion, water falling from her large breasts, heaving as they threatened to burst from her pink bikini, her wet skin glistening in the sun. She was a vision of elegance and beauty, until her hands slipped from the edge and she went flying backwards into the water.

“Smooth,” said Hitomi as Ichika resurfaced, pushing her wet, long, black hair from her face and blinking the water from her eyes.

“It’s slippery,” said Ichika, treading water.

“It’s a pool,” replied Hitomi.

“You’re a pool.”

“What does that even mean?”

Ichika grabbed the side of the pool with one arm and held the other out.

“Help me out, please?”

“Alright,” said Scott, heaving himself up from the sunlounger. He walked to the edge of the pool, skipping as the heated tiles burnt his bare feet, and reached out a hand. Ichika reached out and grabbed his arm, and he took careful hold of hers. “I got you.”

As he heaved, Ichika shifted in the water, pressing her feet against the side of the pool and pushing back, pulling Scott through the air. He cried as his wet feet lost their grip on the wet tiles and he flew through the air, yelling until he hit the water and disappeared beneath the surface. He flapped and pushed, and as his head broke through from under the water, he took a deep breath of air.

“No, I got you,” said Ichika, laughing. She was leaning against the side of the pool, arms stretched out across the tiles, her large breasts bobbing in the water as she laughed.

“I can’t believe you did that,” said Scott, wiping the water from your face.

“We can,” said Hitomi from her sunlounger.

“Come on, Scott,” said Keiko, who he realised was suddenly behind him, “don’t be mad.” He felt her hands on his shoulders, her slim body gently rubbing up against him as they bobbed in the water.

“I was only playing,” said Ichika.

“I could have had a serious accident,” he said, sternly. “Pools are dangerous places. You never know when someone might slip or drown, or, his face became grim, “get splashed until they beg for mercy.”

A look of confusion arose on Ichika’s face, which turned to one of shock as Scott began splashing his hand over the surface of the water, sending waves of water over Ichika’s unsuspecting body. She cried out in surprise and let go of the side of the pool, covering herself as she tried to swim away, as Scott continued to splash at her.

“Oh god, stop, wait, please!” she cried, holding up one hand as he continued to splash, trying her best to fight back with the other. Still, he continued relentlessly, feeling Keiko’s arm wrap around his neck, her legs around his waist as he moved closer to Ichika, continuing to splash her.

“Get her!” shouted Keiko from his back, splashing her own arm in the water, sending more water over the two of them than over Ichika, but she had the right spirit. The three of them yelped and screamed and laughed as Scott and Keiko continued to chase Ichika through the pool, splashing back and forth, until a piercing screech shot through the air.

The three of them stopped and turned to look at the source of the piercing noise. There, at the edge of the pool, was a guy in his early twenties in a bright yellow t-shirt that read “LIFEGUARD” in bold led letters across the front.

“Enough of that, please,” he said, with all the authority bestowed by LIFETIME CRUISES INC.

“We were just having some fun,” said Keiko.

“It’s disrupting for other pool users,” said the lifeguard.

It was at this moment that Scott remembered there were actually other people in the pool. He looked around and saw a number of scowling faces from people floating easily in the water.

“Sorry,” said Scott, “we just got a little carried away.”

“Just keep it calm,” said the lifeguard and returned to the raised seat that counted as his watchtower.

The three of them swam back to the side of the pool, nearest Hitomi.

“Nice one,” she said, from the safety of her sunlounger.

“Oh, hush,” said Ichika, “we were just having a bit of fun.”

“Yeah,” said Keiko, who had now unwrapped herself from around Scott and was resting next to Ichika on the edge of the pool, “not all of us want to waste our time lying around all day.”

“Well, some of us have a little more dignity than to make fools of ourselves in public.”

“Oh, whatever,” said Ichika, “just get over here and help me out.”

Hitomi looked over her sunglasses and laughed.

“You must think I’m really stupid if you think I’m going to fall for that?”

“Oh come on,” huffed Ichika, “it’s actually really slippery.”

“Ugh, fine,” said Hitomi, easing herself up from her sunlounger and walking to the edge of the pool. “But you better not get any funny ideas.”

“No funny ideas,” said Ichika, reaching out and taking Hitomi by the arm, “I promise.”

“But I don’t!” shouted Keiko as she reached up and grabbed Hitomi’s other arm, taking her by surprise and sending her flying through the air and crashing into the water, sending waves in every direction as she disappeared under the surface.

“What the actual fuck?!”

Hitomi was fuming as Ichika and Keiko cackled wildly, scrambling away from the furious Hitomi as she propelled herself through the water. They knew this would happen, but they, like Scott, knew it was totally worth it.



Chapter Four

“I can’t believe you got us banned! From the pool!”

“It’ll be fine,” said Ichika, waving her hand dismissively, “they’ll get over it.”

“But will I?”

“You’re such a drama queen. It was just a bit of water.”

“Trust, ruined forever. Like my fucking hair!”

Scott watched as Hitomi marched off ahead, leaving a trail of wet footprints as she went.

“She’s got such a stick up her ass,” said Ichika.

“That’s why she walks so funny,” said Keiko, giggling, impersonating Hitomi’s grumpy march back and forth, causing her and Ichika to burst into laughter, forcing them to hold each other up to stop from collapsing onto the deck in a fit of giggles.

Scott was bemused by the relationship of the three women, but he was quickly overtaken by their infectious laughter and began howling as loudly as the two of them.

“Do you think they will?” asked Keiko as the laughter gradually subsided. “Get over it, I mean?”

Ichika shrugged.

“It’s not like we killed anyone,” she said, “although you’d never know it from her reaction. They’ll forget in a couple of days.”

“And if they don’t?”

“Well, we can use our feminine charms on the lifeguard.”

“We can!” said Keiko, clasping her hands together. “And he was kinda cute, too.”

“If you like that sort of thing,” muttered Scott, who had taken a sudden dislike to the guy.

“Hmm,” mused Ichika, “do we like handsome men with chiselled bodies and jobs where athleticism and physical prowess are vital requirements?” She looked from Scott to Keiko. “What do you think, sweetie?”

“I think yummy!”

The two women laughed, but Scott didn’t join in this time. He was feeling jealous. Far more jealous than he had any right to be. He hardly knew these women. He had no claim over their attention or their affection, or over them in any way whatsoever. But still, he couldn’t help feeling like they belonged with him. In total, he had spent one day with Ichika and one afternoon with Ichika, Hitomi, and Keiko. That was hardly any time for the way he was feeling about them. He wondered if that was why. Here he was, just a regular guy in his forties, who had, quite inexplicably, fallen into the orbit of these three stunning Japanese women, who were half his age. It was like a dream come true. But, he knew, the problem with dreams is that once you wake up, they’re gone.

That’s how it felt now, as if he was stirring from his slumbers, the handsome lifeguard the first cracks of sunlight through the curtains, shining in his eyes telling him it was time to wake up as he turned his head and buried it in the pillow, desperate to deny the morning keep the dream going for as long as possible.

Perhaps it was better to end it now. He had been a fun little toy for the three of them to play with for a bit. But now they had found something shinier to attract their attention, and they would soon be onto that. After all, who could blame them? They were a trio of young women on holiday, just looking to have a good time. And he, somehow, had managed to be part of that good time for a short while, which had already exceeded his wildest dreams for this holiday. So better to enjoy the memories and “what could have beens” than trying to drag it out longer and having it get messy as it falls apart.

“We’re going back to our cabin to shower and get sorted and stuff,” said Ichika.

“And to get shouted at by Hitomi,” said Keiko.

“And that,” agreed Ichika. “But maybe see you later for dinner?”

“Sure,” Scott lied, “that sounds great. See you later.”



Chapter Five

“God damn.”

Scott opened the door to his cabin and walked in. The door slammed behind him, and he kicked off his loafers.

He’d only been out of the water for a few minutes, but he was mostly dry. Except for the soaking wet shorts, of course.

Time for another shower, he thought to himself as he took off his shirt and dropped it on the floor and headed towards the bathroom. It was at that moment he heard it.

The shower was already running.

He stopped for a moment. Had he turned the shower off after last time? He was sure he had. It was automatic, wasn’t it? Who steps out of the shower whilst the water is still running? He looked around to make sure he was in the right room. The last thing he wanted was to get caught sneaking into someone else’s room whilst they were showering. Especially after the incident at the pool. If he was lucky, they’d leave him at the next port, or else they might just toss him over the side!

No, this was definitely his room. He recognised his phone charger and suitcase and the assorted holiday paraphernalia that was inevitably scattered across the room.

Maybe there’s something wrong with the plumbing, he thought as he opened the door to the bathroom. It was definitely the shower. He stopped, mesmerised by the silhouette in the shower, the slim, posed body through the frosted glass, hands moving across it as the water fell.

Surprised, he let go of the door, and it closed behind him.

“Took you long enough,” said the figure.

“Hitomi?” Scott asked.

“You were expecting someone else?” The silhouette moved, one hand on her hip as she faced him, head tilted to the side.

“I wasn’t expecting anyone,” he said. “How did you get into my room?”

The silhouette moved, slow, casual steps until he saw a long, toned leg appear from behind the glass, then the rest of her wet body. Hitomi smiled as she stood in front of him, still in her skimpy black bikini.

“I have my ways,” she said, standing up straight and taking a couple of steps towards him, water dripping down her body. “I can be very persuasive. Charming, even, when I want.”

“And how often is that?”

She shrugged. “Depends on how badly I want what I’m after.”

“And what are you after here?”

She slid her fingers into the side of his shorts. “Me?” she asked. “I’m just here to get clean.” She tugged at his shorts, and they fell to the ground with a wet slap. She cupped his cock through his soaking wet boxers as they clung to his body. “And maybe get a little bit dirtier, first.”

“Do you normally shower in a bikini?”

“No,” she said, “normally I get someone to take it off for me. Do you know anyone who might be able to help me with that?”

“I think I might know someone,” he said, reaching up and touching her face, caressing her cheek with his thumb. He ran his hand down her face and down her neck, over her shoulder, and brushed the strap down her arm.

“You think you’re the man for the job, do you?”

“I think I might be.”

“Are you sure,” she said, tightening her grip on his cock, “you’ll be able to handle me?”

“I think I’ll manage.”

“I’m very strong-willed,” she said, pressing herself close to him. “And I always get my own way.”

“Sounds like you need someone to put you in your place.”

“And what place is that?”

“Whatever place I say.”

He pressed her back into the shower, their feet splashing on the wet floor, until he pressed her against the wall. He kissed her hard, his tongue sliding into her mouth, meeting hers, duelling as she struggled against him for a moment, then succumbing just as quickly. He ran his hands up her sides, feeling her soft skin, the narrow curve of her waist, as she ran her hands down his back, her nails lightly scratching at him.

Her hand kept moving, down the back of his boxers, grabbing his ass as his lips moved from her mouth to her neck, eliciting gasps as he moved his way down and over her shoulder. He took the strap of her top between his teeth and dragged it along until it fell down her arm, then began to lower himself down, kissing across her chest, her wet bikini top sticking to her breasts, her hard, firm nipples poking through the material. Her hand slipped from his boxers as he lowered himself, her nails scraping up his back as her other hand ran through his hair. He ran his hand up her body and over her bikini top, kneading her breast underneath, listening to her moan softly as he caressed her, then carefully peeled the fabric back, exposing one perfect breast. He kissed at the soft flesh, his lips circling her dark nipple as his other hand caressed her still-covered breast. She let out a moan as he took her nipple into his mouth, sucking hard, his tongue moving in light but rapid circles. He felt her knees buckle slightly before she righted herself, but he didn’t give her an inch, instead, sucking harder, his hand peeling the bikini from her other breast and twisting the nipple between his thumb and forefinger. He felt her bikini top rubbing against his chest, the black material hanging now from both her elbows. She moaned with frustration as he moved his mouth from her breast, pushing herself forward, desperate for more. He pushed her back against the wall as he took her other breast in his mouth, his fingers moving up to the nipple wet from his mouth, sensitive from his tongue and sucking, and teased it gently.

She moaned and wrapped one of her long, smooth legs around his back, pulling him closer, rocking gently against the wall. He felt the heel of her foot pressing into his back as he sank lower, letting her nipple slip from between his lips, his hand taking the place of his mouth, playing with her nipple as he was the other, and moved underneath her hanging bikini top and kissed down her flat stomach until he was fully crouched in front of her, her leg wrapped around his shoulder. He removed one hand from her breast and ran it down her body, hooking an arm under her leg and caressing it as he lifted it to his shoulder. She slid her top down her arms and tossed it out of the shower, then cried out as he turned and kissed her sensitive inner thigh, the soft skin exposed and completely helpless. He kissed up and down, getting teasingly close to her sweet centre, his lips touching the edge of her bikini bottoms before moving back.

“Don’t tease me,” she moaned. He looked up at her, the brash woman with a big mouth, reduced to begging for his touch. Their eyes met. “Please.”

His face gave nothing away, but he knew the best way to get a woman like this off was to break her, to make her beg. She craved to be controlled. He kissed up her thigh and over the black material and she moaned, rocking her hips, pressing herself closer to his mouth. But as she did, he pulled away, keeping just the lightest of touches on her body until he decided she was ready. She squealed in frustration as he planted kisses on the edge of her other thigh, then up across the bottom of her belly, just above the bikini line. His hand slipped from her leg and moved between her legs, carefully hooking two fingers underneath the fabric, wet and warm. She gasped as he peeled it from her body and pulled in to the side, exposing her dark, wet, throbbing pussy. Her lips were swollen and wet, and he had never seen anything more glorious in all his life. They were waxed smooth, with only a neat tuft of hair poking out at the top.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, gripping his hair in her hands, rocking her hips harder as he tasted her for the first time. He felt her desire spread across his face as she rubbed herself against him, hot and sharp, her glorious taste coating his mouth as he sank his tongue deeper into her pink hole. He licked inside of her, sucking rhythmically at her pussy, her grip and leg tightening around him, her free hand on his, pressing his fingers harder into her breast, begging for more. He let his fingers slip from the material and felt it rubbing against his face as he licked at her sweet centre, felt it as he licked up and took her clit in his mouth, licking and sucking as his now-free fingers slid underneath and lightly stroked her wet entrance.

“Please,” she begged, rocking furiously, desperate for his fingers to penetrate her. “Please.”

He kept going, teasing her, making her moan and writhe and beg, feeling the heat of her body, feeling her wetness trickling down his fingers, so wet from just the lightest of touches. When he felt the heat of his wetness reach his knuckles, he slid two fingers into her. She cried out, her knee completely giving way, her entire light frame held up on Scott’s shoulders, his fingers sliding completely into her. She was so fucking tight he thought she might snap them off, her throbbing pussy claiming them for its own. After a second, she righted herself, taking her own weight again, gasping for air as he began to move his fingers in and out of her, curling them inside her body, stroking her G-spot as he continued to suck and lick at her swollen clit.

His free hand slid from her breast, around and down her arching back, over her perfect, tight ass, grabbing it, squeezing it. He could feel the power of her ass, after years of training, and then moved down further, sliding into the back of her bikini bottoms.

“What are you doing?” she moaned. “That’s my – Oh god, yes!”

His middle finger slipped between her asscheeks, squeezed tightly together as her body tensed as he worked her pussy. He slid in deeper, moving down until he found her asshole. She had cried out with pleasure before he had barely touched her, then growled as he began gently fingering her asshole, the tip of his finger moving in small circles over it, matching the rhythm of his tongue on her clit. She was panting and rocking on his hands and mouth, her body entwined with his, desperate to never let him go. She was his completely, and they both knew it. He continued pleasuring her holes, letting her pleasure build as he savoured the taste of her pussy, the heat of her body, her pleasure and passion, her desire and desperation, her sexuality and submission.

“I need you to fuck me,” she panted, her fingernails scraping over his shoulder as she pulled his hair, “I need you to fuck me right now. Please – oh god – I need to feel you inside me, need you to fill me up with your big cock.” She let out a high-pitched whine, her knee nearly buckling again. “It’s all I’ve been thinking about all day, that big, juicy cock of yours, in my tight, tight pussy. Don’t you want that? Don’t you think that would feel so good? To be inside of me? To feel what my pussy can do to your cock? To finally see how great it would be to be deep inside my – my – aahh!”

She cried out, her body shaking as her orgasm began, her body convulsing, his finger pressing deeper into her quivering asshole as his curling fingers thrust in and out of her dripping-wet pussy, his mouth clamped to her clit as his tongue continued to move in rapid circles.

Her grip on his hair tightened, holding him firmly between her legs, her fingernails digging into his shoulder, her heel digging into his back as her leg held him like a clamp, her hips thrusting, alternating between pushing her pussy into his face and pushing his finger deeper into her ass, unable to decide which one she wanted more, her actions getting wilder and wilder and she decided she wanted both.

Then, with a whimper, he felt she was done. Her body went loose on top of him, her grip on his hair loosened, the sharpness in his shoulder subsided, her vice-like grip on his body eased. Her hips still rocked, but gently, her body shivering at the lightened sensations, gasps and moans escaping her body as the post-orgasm waves rippled through her. His mouth was still on her clit, but gently, his tongue now still. He moved away slowly, sliding his fingers out of her wet slit, then out of her pulsating asshole, before carefully easing her leg from his shoulder, his hands sliding under her ass as he made sure her wrecked body didn’t fall to the ground. Once he was sure she was stable, he stood, slowly sliding his palms up the sides of her body.

“Your face –,” she said, running a fingertip over his cheek, “it’s so wet. Fuck.” She went to kiss his wet face, but he pulled back. “But I want.”

Instead, he raised two fingers, wet and slick from her pussy. Her eyes widened, and she licked her lips slightly. He rubbed his fingertips along her lips, and she ran her tongue over them again, moaning softly as she tasted herself. He held them in front of her, patiently. She opened her mouth obediently, and he slid them into her mouth. Her lips clamped on his fingers as she sucked hard at them, her tongue caressing them. She moaned with delight, her eyes rolling back in her head with pleasure as he slid them in and out of her mouth, letting her taste herself on his fingers as she licked and sucked at her own arousal.

She sighed as his cleaned fingers slipped from her mouth. “I taste so good.” Scott licked his lips in agreement. “I need more.” She wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him close, pressing her mouth to his, kissing him furiously as her tongue whirled in his mouth, the two of them sharing the taste of her body.

He ran his hands down her body and grabbed her ass as he pulled her close to him. His cock was rock hard and still in his soaking-wet boxers. She groaned into his mouth as she rubbed herself against him, one hand sliding down his back and around his thigh, gripping his constrained cock and tugging it slowly.

“I knew you’d be big,” she said as she stroked him, “maybe too big for my fresh, tight body.” Her grip tightened.

“There’s only one way to find out,” he said.

“Yes,” she said, letting go of his cock and sliding her hand up his body and then down into his boxers, “there is.” She wrapped her hand around his cock and started stroking him faster, the other hand reaching down and tugging at one side of his boxers and then the other. She kissed his neck and chest as she began to lower herself down. He stepped back slightly, giving her room to work, watching as she lowered herself to her knees, leaving a trail of warm kisses down his front.

She had managed to pull his boxers down over his ass, his hard cock holding them on in front. He watched as Hitomi pulled her hand out of his boxers and gently peeled them from his body. She gasped as his cock sprang free.

“Fuck.”

As she knelt there, staring at his cock, he shook his legs, and his boxers fell to his ankles. He stepped out with one foot and kicked them away with the other. He reached out and stroked her short, black hair, wet and sticking to her face. She looked up at him, her hands stroking the backs of his thighs, her eyes a mixture of excitement and nerves.

She talked a big game, he thought, but perhaps she didn’t realise just what she was taking on.

“Oh shit.”

He leaned forward and planted his hand on the wall as she sucked his cock. Her tongue moved deftly and with purpose around the tip of his cock as her lips moved gently but tightly up and down over the top quarter of his shaft. He looked down at her, her head bobbing slowly and methodically, her lips gradually working their way down his shaft, meeting her hand as she slowly stroked him, her wrist twisting as she moved up and down, meeting her juicy lips and sliding back down to the base, her other hand cradling his ball, gently massaging them as she prepped him for release.

Or maybe she knew exactly what she was taking on.

He watched her sliding further and further down, her hand sliding from his shaft and caressing the inside of his thighs, her lean fingers stroking him as her lips moved further and further down. He moaned as the tip of his cock brushed against the back of her throat, her muscles contracting as he pressed against it, her lips tightening around the base of his cock, sucking his entire length.

She pulled back, gasping for breath, his length slipping from her mouth, dripping with her saliva. She looked up at him, her cheeks flushed, and licked the underside of his tip, running her tongue over the wet tip, circling it as he watched, finishing by giving it a little kiss. Her eyes were serious, intense. He knew what she wanted now, what she needed, what she had begged for right before she had cum the first time.

The first time of many.

He reached down, and she took his hand, standing as he lifted her up. He kissed her slowly, pressing her back into the shower wall, his hands sliding up over her bare breasts, her nipples hard. She gasped as he touched her, her hands moving over his body, his cock sliding between her legs, rubbing her through her bikini bottoms.

“Take them off.”

“I thought you might like to…”

“Take them off,” he repeated. “I want to see you undress for me.”

“Ok,” she gasped.

He stepped back and admired her perfect body, shiny and wet. She slipped her fingers into the sides of her bikini bottoms and wiggled her hips as she slid them down. He watched carefully as her dark tuft of pubic hair appeared from underneath the costume. She seemed nervous, just as she had before she expertly sucked his cock, then turned around and slid the waistband down over her smooth asscheeks. He wanted to grab them, to rip them off and take her there and then, to feel his cock pressing into her tight hole, fucking her senseless and cumming so hard it was impossible not to have impregnated her.

But he continued to watch, his cock throbbing, as she bent over and showed the thin strip of material between her legs, the one that covered both her glorious holes, then slowly peeled it from her body, exposing first her tight asshole, then her glorious pussy, smooth and wet, trails of her desire sticking to the fabric. She peeled them down further, sliding them down her thighs until they were at her knees, then let go, letting them slip down her legs to the shower floor.

She’s so fucking beautiful, he thought, as she remained there, bent over, presenting herself to him, offering herself to his big white cock for his pleasure – and hers.

She quivered, a slight high-pitched whine escaping her lips as he ran a fingertip over her wet slit, then took it in his mouth, savouring her taste once again. He moaned with delight, and her whine increased, her body rocking as she pushed her ass closer towards him.

“Patience,” he said, “don’t bite off more than you can chew.”

She pushed her ass back further, and he spanked her. She cried out in surprise, then stuck her ass out again and cried out with pleasure as he brought his hand to her ass again. Her cheek began to redden, and she didn’t push back any further.

“Good girl,” he said, gently stroking her reddening asscheek and moving up, holding her steady with a hand on the small of her back. With the other, he gripped the base of his cock and guided himself towards her. She purred as he ran the tip over her slit, gently parting her lips as he moved up and down, coating himself in her wetness.

“Please,” she begged, reaching back with one hand and grabbing her non-spanked asscheek, pulling at it and exposing her tight, pink centre. He slid the tip of his cock back up her lips and rested it on her entrance. He felt the invitingness of her warmth, then pressed the tip into her. “Oh fuck,” she cried as he pressed into her tight body, her fingers digging into her asscheek as she held herself open for him. She cried out as he pressed in deeper, letting go of her ass and planting her hand back on the side of the shower wall, holding herself steady as he slowly worked his thick cock into her tight cunt. He could feel her tightness on his cock, her narrow entrance gripping him, unused to such thickness. He held himself there, the tip of his cock and the top of his shaft inside of her.

“Are you in?” she asked, her voice shaking.

“A little,” he said.

“A little?!”

She gasped as he pressed in further, her pussy spasming as he stretched her out. He held him there a second, then pulled back, so only the tip was inside her, then pushed forward again, going even deeper into her. She moaned with pleasure as the intensity of his cock and the intensity of her desire stimulated her body in different ways, causing her to shake and moan and beg for more as he slowly worked his cock deeper into her body.

He had wondered at what point her slim body would no longer be able to take his cock, thicker and longer than any she had previously experienced. But with a groan, he pressed the final inch of himself into her body, her ass pressed into his hips.

“I can’t –” she stammered, “I’ve never felt so…” She moaned as she slid his cock nearly all the way out once again, his shaft dripping with her arousal, until just the tip remained. She cried out as he thrust himself into her. “Oh fuck – so full!”

He held her by the hips as he moved, giving her long, steady strokes of his cock, filling her completely before pulling out and giving it to her again.

Her pussy felt so good on his cock, her warm, wet body squeezing his thick cock as he penetrated her, taking his full length from tip to base, coating him, lubing him as he took her, her neat lips gripping his shaft as he slid out before plunging back into her slim body. She whined as he picked up speed, her breathing getting heavier as fucked her harder, her tight little asshole twitching with delight.

“You alright?” he asked, slowing down for a moment. She nodded her head without ever looking up. “ You want more?”

“More?!” she gasped. “There’s more?!”

“There’s always more for a woman like you.”

“Fuck,” she moaned, her pussy tightening on his cock, “give me more. Give me everything, I need it.”

“Good girl.”

He gripped her hips more firmly and fucked her as hard as he could. She cried out as he slammed his cock into her tight pussy, her ass slapping against his body, fucking grunts out of her with every thrust.

“That’s it,” she cried, her voice wavering, “give it to me, I need it. Show me how good big white cock can be – oh god, more yes! – show me what it feels like to be really fucked – to be filled by – oh! – give my tight Japanese pussy the pounding she’s been craving. She needs to be fuck hard – needs to learn how to – oh fuck – how to take a big fucking cock like a good little slut! A big white cock, just like yours! Oh fuck – just like that – just like tha – just like, oooooh!”

She let out a high-pitched whine as she came on his cock, her tight cunt fluttering as she took him deep inside her. He could feel himself getting close as he felt her body shake, her pussy massaging his cock.

“I’m so close,” he groaned, his thick cock pounding her pussy as he held back for as long as he could.

“Oh god,” she moaned, her body shaking harder, “please, cum for me,” she begged, “I want to feel you cumming in me as I’m cumming. Let me be your little fucktoy, do whatever you want to me, just please, cum inside me!”

He cried out as he came, his cock throbbing inside her desperate cunt, his balls contracting as he unloaded in her fresh, fertile body, his cum coating her walls as her body swallowed it up.

So fucking breedable, he thought as he came inside her, his seed flowing into her eager pussy, his cock thrusting deep as he pushed his cum deeper and deeper inside.

“You’re cumming so deep in me,” she cried, “so fucking deep.”

He kept cumming inside her as she kept cumming on his cock, both of them panting with exertion, the pleasure of one fuelling the pleasure of another, an orgasmic feedback loop that raised their levels of pleasure higher and higher until finally, they both finished.

Hitomi cried out as she went limp, Scott’s cock buried deep inside her, nearly the only thing holding her up. Scott held her hips, panting, his cock twitching inside of her as her pussy continued to flutter every so slightly around him.

They stayed that way for a while, both breathing heavily, neither of them speaking. Until finally, Hitomi managed to ask breathlessly, “Was that ok?”

Scott couldn’t help but laugh at the question.

“What?” asked Hitomi, a mixture of defensiveness and hurt creeping into her voice.

“Nothing,” he said, as he gently slid his hands up her body and pulled her upright, until her back was pressed against his chest. “That,” he said, as he held her and gently kissed her neck, “was absolutely perfect.”

“Really?” she asked, her voice nervous, as she reached back and gently stroked his face as he buried it in the crook of her neck.

“Really,” he said, lifting his head, “you are absolutely perfect.”

She turned her head to face him and they kissed, slowly, intensely. She looked him in the eye, and he saw that old confidence return. “And I’m just getting started.” She didn’t smile, just kissed him harder, giving him a taste of what was to come.



Chapter Six

“I don’t think I’ve gotten into bed with a guy after we’ve fucked.”

“There’s a first time for everything.”

“That was certainly the first time I’ve been fucked like that!” She laughed, holding her naked body closer to him. They were fresh and clean and showered for real, water temperature turned down as they cooled off, then dried up and got into Scott’s bed.

“I’m surprised you got such a big room,” she said, “and such a big bed.” She looked at him and smiled. “Expecting company, were you?”

“Whilst I wish I could say I came on holiday expecting to need a bed big enough for several people at the same time, the truth is it was all they had left.”

“You could have booked onto another ship.”

“Sometimes you get your mind set on something and you want it, no matter the cost.”

“I know that feeling,” she said, her hand stroking his chest.

“There was a cost?” he said, looking at her.

“A serious cost,” she said, grimly, “I won’t be able to sit down properly for a week!” She laughed and rolled onto him, straddling his naked body, her soft pussy resting on his cock. “It was totally worth it, though.”

“It really was,” Scott said, his hands gently caressing her soft skin.

“Of course it was, for you!” she exclaimed. “You got to have the best pussy of your life!”

“It’s not a competition,” he said, thinking of how good it felt to fuck Ichika the night before.

“Of course not,” she said, “but if it was, I’d definitely win.” She leaned in and kissed him, her hips rocking as she rubbed herself against his cock. “But maybe you need another demonstration, just to make sure?”

“Maybe I do,” he said, “if you think you can handle it?”

“There’s only one way to find out,” she said, reaching back and pulling his hands down to her ass, letting him grip her tightly as she leaned in and kissed him, ready to show him the true meaning of a pleasure cruise.
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