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Book One:

Overboard


Chapter One

Scott leaned on the railings running along the port side of the ship and breathed in deeply, the salty ocean air unexpectedly bringing back a thousand faded memories from day trips to the beach, thought long forgotten.

It had been a long time since he had been to the beach, and had never been one for sailing or the water, which is precisely why he had chosen to book himself onto a long cruise.

The trip of a lifetime.

That was what had done it in the end. His life had become the Titanic, crashed and torn apart by the iceberg that had been sitting there all along, waiting patiently for its moment. Or at least, that’s how he felt.

Perhaps not the best metaphor, he mused as he gazed across the bright blue waters, even if they weren’t anywhere near such places. He was more likely to be struck by heatstroke, the sun blazing in the sky, yet another stark contrast to the life he had left behind.

He had made a bold choice to do something different, something that would take him out of his comfort zone and to try new things, whether he wanted to or not. Not that he had been feeling in the least bit comfortable recently and had had many new experiences, none of which he’d actually wanted to experience.

He closed his eyes and tried not to think about that, letting the breeze ruffle his hair as the sun shone down on him, heating his exposed arms and the back of his neck. Still, it wasn’t easy to forget your life falling apart in front of your very eyes. He had seen everything he had worked so hard to build crumble in an instant. But what had struck him the most was not the fact he lost everything, but how little losing everything had bothered him.

They had been drifting apart for some time, their marriage turning if not loveless, then certainly sexless. The intimacy they had once shared had slowly faded away, perhaps in part because whilst they shared a life together they also shared a business. That was a lot of time for two people to spend together. There was no alone time, no getting away from the stresses of work. Business problems became relationship problems and finally, she had had enough.

He had felt nothing when she had left, then nothing when he received the divorce papers. Or to be more precise, he did feel one thing, numb. Perhaps, he realised, he had been in shock, perhaps he still was. He had truly loved her, and still did, but he also realised that it simply wasn’t working out. People change and the way we love them can change also, it was simply a fact of life. So he decided not to fight it. They’d already tried to ignore it, to fight about it, to pretend everything was fine, they even tried therapy, both individually and as a couple, but none of these provided any sort of resolution, so what else was there?

But life is never that simple.

They still had assets, a life together, a business they had built from the ground up. Two people can never be truly separate when there are still things holding them together. That was the one thing he could never stand to think about, having her in his life without her being the key part of it.

So when he received her offer to buy him out of their shared business, he jumped at the chance. Sure, he could have gotten a little more if he’d negotiated harder (hell, a lot more probably), but a good chunk of that would have gone to lawyer’s fees. Besides, he had no desire to rinse a woman he had once loved so intently, especially when she was offering both of them an opportunity to be done with the whole thing. Her offer (by no means insubstantial) offered the both of them the opportunity of a clean break.

And the one thing he really needed was a break.

“It’s a lovely view, isn’t it?”

Scott started, surprised by the stranger standing next to him.

“Oh, err, yes,” he said, stammering as turned to look at the stranger standing next to him, half-wondering how long she had been standing there, watching him as he ruminated on his failed marriage. But all of that faded away as his eyes fell upon her.

She was leaning on the railing next to him, her blonde hair blowing in the wind as she stared out over the ocean.

She turned to look at him. She was Asian with big blue eyes and an even bigger smile, her teeth perfect white. She must have been in her early twenties, nearly half his forty years of age if he had to guess. He noticed the shoulder strap of her pink bikini top had slipped ever so slightly down her shoulder, showing just the faintest of tan lines. “Lovely,” he added, “the sun hitting the water really is majestic.”

As she pushed a strand of her long, blonde hair from her face and tucked it behind her ear, laughing slightly, as if he had told a joke that wasn’t funny but she appreciated the effort nonetheless.

“I wasn’t talking about the water,” she said, leaning in closer to him as she turned her body further, pressing her surprisingly large breasts tightly between her arms. She locked eyes on him, daring him to look down at her magnificent cleavage, squeezing her arms tighter together, her bikini top threatening to snap under the strain.

“I err…” he stammered, her brazen forwardness taking him by surprise.

“Stop teasing all the old men,” came a voice from behind him.

The woman in the pink bikini cried out as the passing person grabbed her arm and her away from him, without so much as pausing.

He watched in stunned silence as Pink Bikini was marched away from him two friends, both also Asian, both also early-twenties, both also wearing bikinis, one black and one yellow.

“What else is there to do for fun?” asked Pink Bikini, giving him a quick wink before she turned and the three of them walked away. “Besides, he’s cute.”

“He’s too old for you.”

“That’s part of the fun.”

He stood there and watched the three women moving out of earshot, their bodies perfect and slim, the kind their bikinis were made to show off. He watched until they turned a corner and disappeared out of view, then turned back to the sea, gazing at its unfathomable depths and infinite possibilities.


Chapter Two

It had quickly dawned upon him that he had made a terrible mistake. Cruises weren’t meant for single people. He had dreamed of a scene from a movie, one where he would wander the ship, mingling with all sorts of interesting strangers from around the world, sharing jokes and anecdotes, joining up for meals or drinks then separating, moving from one chance encounter to the next, a microcosm of the cruise itself, arriving at one port and then another. But the reality was far more mundane.

For starters, most of the people on board were in their sixties or beyond. They were nice enough, but they didn’t really have much in common and they didn’t exactly have the thirst for adventure he was hoping his new-found associates might have. They were also, almost invariably, in couples. This left him feeling very much like a third wheel in almost every situation. So, after a few days of polite conversation, he gave up on his romantic notions of adventure and resigned himself to enjoying the solitude, thinking it might be an opportunity to find himself, whatever that meant.

But then a woman in a pink bikini had changed everything. She had flashed through his life like a whirlwind, waking all sorts of feelings that had lain dormant for far too long. That smile she had given him, that wink, that ass, that perfect body that she had used against him to devastating effect, just because she could.

He had tried to put her out of his mind, but with nothing to do but sit and think, he found himself thinking a lot, mostly about her. No, not mostly, entirely. He knew it was silly, but what else could he do? His secret hope for a torrid romantic fling with another passenger, perhaps also dealing with a heartbreak all of her own, had been left in tatters. It had always been a pipe dream, but when he had seen the rest of the passengers, he knew it was over.

Then suddenly there was Pink Bikini, torturing him with something she knew he couldn’t resist, yet could never have.

It’s a lovely view, isn’t it?

He imagined himself saying something witty and charming, or even brashly confident, complimenting her body and gaining the upper hand, rather than stuttering and stammering. Sometimes he even imagined simply walking away, leaving her there, denying her the attention she had so obviously craved. In these scenarios, sometimes she would give chase, eager for his attention. At other times, they met again later, him vaguely recalling her as she tried to make more of an impression. Of course, every time ended the same way, with the two of them, their bodies pressed together, panting and grasping and gasping and sweating and thrusting writhing until they were both completely satisfied. Sometimes she was on her back, sometimes on her knees, sometimes she was on top of him, riding him, showing him exactly what that perfect body of hers could do. And he, naturally, would return the favour, parting her legs and putting his tongue to work with an expert touch.

He knew he needed to get laid, but it wasn’t until she had made her presence known that he realised just how badly he needed it. But, of course, it would never happen. She was nearly half his age, and absolutely stunning. She could have any man she wanted, so why would she want him?

He’s too old for you.

That’s part of the fun.

His heart raced at the possibility, but he knew it was just a joke, likely made at his expense. She had wanted him to hear, to plant the seed in his mind that such a thing might actually be possible. He wondered if she got off on it, if she went back to her cabin and touched herself at the thought of him touching himself as he thought of her, his desperate desire for her turning her on.

Or perhaps she just did it for fun and never gave it a second thought.

And as he spent his days alone, wondering about such things, he became acutely aware that despite all of them being stuck on the same vessel, he had only ever seen the three of them once.


Chapter Three

Shore leave was glorious.

If you could call being herded into a tourist trap bustling with other tourists as local stall owners tried to get you to buy their overpriced ‘souvenirs’, which probably all came from the same factory in China, ‘glorious’.

Scott certainly couldn’t, but at least he had his feet on solid ground for once. So he took the opportunity to walk around and see the sights, wandering off the beaten path, trying to relax and enjoy the new environment as he soaked in this unfamiliar culture that seemed both new and oddly familiar. But all the while he was acutely aware that he needed to be back to the ship before it disembarked, which meant he could never fully relax.

He walked for quite a while, admiring the old buildings, enjoying seeing the different faces, the familiarity niggling at him as he went. He saw the old men haggling and the old women working over large vats of ‘local cuisine’, the young men and women floating about aimlessly, enjoying the sun and laughing at the confused tourists as they tried to navigate a world that was completely foreign to them.

Finally, exhausted by the relentless heat, he settled down at a local cafe and ordered a coffee. Even in this climate, he needed his caffeine hit. He sighed with relief as he sat down, his legs beginning to ache, unused to this amount of walking. Sure, he was in good shape for his age, for most ages in fact, but the cumulative effect of the walking and the heat and the prolonged time at sea had taken it out of him.

“Coffee?”

His mind had drifted off and hadn’t realised the beautiful waitress returning with his coffee. She was so close to him he could smell her perfume, her loose top falling open as she leaned in and placed the coffee cup in front of him. She lingered there a moment as he tried not to look down her top, then she straightened up and he sighed with relief.

“Anything else for you?” she asked.

“Oh, no thank you,” he said, his eyes locked on her face.

“Ok,” she said, offering him a big smile, and turned to leave, her dress clinging to her tight ass as she swayed her hips as she walked. He watched her go and wondered how much money that smile had made her working here. More than a little, he would wager.

He sat inside, a fan moving the air around without really cooling anything. Still, it was better than the stifling heat out there. So he sat there and sipped his coffee, watching the world go by.

As the people passed, he wondered if he might meet someone at one of these stops, another tourist or a bored local, perhaps. They would chat and laugh and dance the night away in some secluded spot that only the locals knew about, then they would spend the evening making sweet love before he departed the next day.

The only problem was, these day trips were just that. There were no overnight stays, nor anytime to meet anyone and get to know them. So he sat there and enjoyed his daydream, letting the pretty waitress float in and out of his mind as she was intrigued by this fleeting stranger, until it was time to head back to the ship and once again sail the seven seas.


Chapter Four

“Souvenir?”

“Sure, why not?” he said. Sure it was tat, but after spending some time on land, he was feeling a bit lighter than he had before. “How much?”

“Five,” said the woman, holding up her hand, her fingers splayed as she showed him the price.

“Alright,” he said, searching for his wallet. Sure it was worth two, at the very most, but he was feeling generous. “One second, I can’t seem to…”

Fear shot through him as checked and rechecked his pockets, until he was forced to face the inevitable: he didn’t have his wallet.

Fuck.

“Sorry,” he said, stepping away, “I have to…”

He turned and ran back the way he came, the crowd seemingly larger and more densely packed than it had been when he had travelled through it just seconds ago. He pushed and moved and dodged, but the more he struggled to get through, the more people seemed to be in his way, as if they were deliberately blocking him.

He kept struggling against the tide of people, desperately needing to get his wallet back. It contained everything he needed for his trip. Cash, cards, ID, even his room pass for the ship.

The ship!

It was due to leave any minute. He’d given himself plenty of time to get to the ship, even at a leisurely stroll, which he had taken, but that didn’t leave any time to get to the cafe and back!

“Excuse me, pardon me, coming through,” he muttered, his politeness working on autopilot even as he internally cursed each and every body that got in his way.

He was going to miss the ship, he knew it. And worse, his wallet was already long gone. No, he couldn’t afford to think like that! He had to make it and his wallet had to be there, there was simply no other way. Getting out of his comfort zone by going on a cruise was one thing, getting out of his comfort zone by getting stranded in a foreign country with no money, no papers, and no knowledge of the language was something else entirely!

“Oh my god,” he gasped as he rushed through the cafe door, the circulating air causing him to shiver as the heavy sweat on his body quickly cooled. The few customers turned and looked at him, then finding nothing more interesting than a sweaty, out-of-breath tourist, returned to their previous conversations.

He moved into the cafe, trying to gather his composure, but already knew it was too late. The table where he had been sitting was cleared and cleaned. He looked underneath, out of desperation more than anything, but found nothing.

“This is yours?”

He looked up and saw the beautiful waitress. She was smiling at him, her arm extended as she held out his wallet.

“Oh my god, thank you,” he said, taking it from her and fighting back the urge to hug her, something he was sure she would not see as much of a reward.

“I call after you, but you,” she paused a moment trying to think of the correct word.

“Disappeared,” he offered, and she smiled, which he took to be a yes.

“Disappeared,” she repeated, nodding. “There’s many people.”

“Many,” he said, “too many people, like me. Too many tourists.”

“No, no,” she said, “you very nice.” She flashed her smile again and he couldn’t help but smile back. He felt a flash of something between them as their eyes met, and held onto that feeling for a moment, bathing in it, letting its revitalising energy wash over him. Then he accepted that it was probably sunstroke mixed with exhaustion from running here before the…

“I have to go,” he said, rushing to the door, then stopping abruptly and turning back, “thank you, it’s really…” She smiled and he rushed out, only to rush back in, pull out a few notes from his wallet and place them on the table. “For you.”

“Oh no, no,” she said, “I can’t.”

“You must,” he said, “you saved my life.”

Then, with that, he rushed out the door, leaving the bewildered, beautiful woman and the pile of notes in his wake.


Chapter Five

“Fuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuckfuck.”

His politeness had finally set sail, just like the ship was about to do. He moved through the crowd, ducking and weaving through the heaving throng with far less care than before.

“Where did all these people come from?!” he muttered to himself as forced his way through the crowd by sheer force of will, yet somehow seeming to never get closer to his destination. He heard the local church bells ringing and instantly had images of the ship setting sail as thousands of locals poured forth from every nook and cranny, waving and cheering as their beloved guests sadly departed. He saw the passengers, adorned with ‘authentic, local wares’, waving back thanking them for their hospitality, not realising the cheers were for their departure, for getting their town back as it should be, albeit notably richer.

“Oof, sorry,” he said as she barged past one man, nearly sending him flying, but not stopping as he continued ever forward, losing hope but never giving up.

Until he did.

He stopped on the edge of the crowd, which seemed to part just when it was too late, and looked out towards the horizon where the clear blue seas met the cloudless sky, towards which sailed the ship.

His stomach sank.

What sort of fucking idiot misses his departure time?

“Wait, wait!”

He heard some locals laughing and turned to look towards the crying voice, which was vaguely familiar. He saw a figure running towards the dock, her arms laden with shopping bags, a pair of black sunglasses taking up most of her face, a crop top hugging her breasts and showing her flat stomach, and a pair of very short denim shorts clinging to her ass, her pink block heel sandals slowing her pace to not much more than a light jog.

It was Pink Bikini.

“Shit!” She stopped halfway between the crowd and the docks, finally accepting that the gigantic cruise liner wasn’t going to do a quick spin around to pick her up. “Shit! Shit! Shit!”

She stamped her foot, her heel clicking on the cobblestone square. He watched her for a moment, unsure what to do. Her shoulders slumped, as if the weight of the bags were pulling her down. Then she straightened up and took a breath and exhaled before looking around her for anyone who might even vaguely look like they could be able to help. Until finally, her eyes fell on him.

“Hey,” she said, waving, her arm only half-raised under the weight of the bags. He offered a half-wave back and she began walking towards him, her footing unsteady on the paved streets, which were certainly designed for footwear more rugged than hers.

He watched, waiting for the inevitable trip and fall, but remarkably, it never came.

“The ship!”

“Yeah,” he said.

“It’s gone!”

“Mmm hmm.”

“Without us!”

“Looks that way.”

She looked at him for a moment, as if expecting him to magically make it turn around. He got the sense that her looking expectantly at men had a very high success rate of getting her what she wanted. But this was one of those rare times where it wouldn’t achieve the desired result.

“Where are your friends?” he asked.

“On board,” she said. Even with the sunglasses on, he could tell she was rolling her eyes.

“They didn’t get off?”

“No, they did,” she explained, “but then they left me!”

He stood there silently, waiting for her to go on.

“Alright,” she said, finally, “they didn’t leave me leave me, but they didn’t wait for me either! I can’t help it if there’s too many cute outfits to try on!”

He could picture the scene, Pink Bikini in a small changing room, trying on one outfit after the other, admiring herself in the mirror, then stripping back down and admiring her body, standing up straight, pressing her breasts out, running her hands over her flat stomach, looking for imperfections that didn’t exist, her friends outside calling her to leave, their pleas getting more desperate until finally they had enough and rushed back with just enough time to make it on board.

“So, what are we going to do?”

He snapped back to reality. Pink Bikini was standing closer to him than he remembered. She was looking up at him. She was shorter than him, even with her heels. He hadn’t realised before, when she was leaning on the handrail, nor when her bikini-clad friends dragged her away.

He could smell the mix of her sweet perfume and fruity shampoo rising from her perfectly maintained body, her blonde hair shining with life.

“We?”

“Of course,” she said, “you’re not going to leave me all alone to fend for myself, are you?” She took off her sunglasses and looked at him with her large, blue eyes. He felt them burrowing into him, needling an ancient instinct to protect, and perhaps something else.

“I guess not,” he said, “after all, we are both trying to get to the same place.”

“Yay,” she said, her smile beaming. She pushed herself into him, hugging him as much as she could with the bags around her arms, her hands only managing to reach high enough to hug his ass as she pressed herself into him.

“Hold these for a second?” she asked as she pulled back slightly, pressing the bags into his hands.

“Err, sure,” he said, bewildered by the sudden request.

She let out a relieved sigh and he felt a shiver run through him.

“They are so heavy,” she said, shaking her arms and turning and walking away.

Her shorts were tight on her body, outlining her firm ass perfectly and he noticed the pink strings hanging out of the sides, her bikini bottoms underneath them.

“You coming?” she asked, looking over her shoulder, her sunglasses back on her face.

“Err, yep,” he said, moving towards her as his eyes darted up her body to her face. He saw the faintest of smiles that showed she knew he was checking her out, and got the feeling she didn’t mind in the least.

“Good,” she said, turning and continuing to walk, “we’ve got a busy day ahead of us!”


Chapter Six

“Excuse me, sir?” she said as she approached a tired-looking man lounging in an old chair, his legs stretched out in front of him. He cast a half-glance at her, already sick of this tourist’s bullshit, then did a quick double-take, his eyes just about popping out of his head. “Hi,” she added, her voice rising in pitch, an added dash of friendliness that he suspected was a useful tool in her arsenal for getting what she wanted.

“Hello,” he said as he threw his arms out to the side, “welcome, welcome. You want boat?”

She nodded enthusiastically.

His eyes fell on Scott. They narrowed slightly as he appraised the man, as if he were a romantic competitor, then brightened again.

“Yes, very good. This boat all around island.” He made a large circle with his finger in the air. “Very romantic. Ladies like very much, yes,” he added, winking at Scott.

“Oh no,” began Scott, “we’re not…”

“Oh I see,” said the man, “you are…”

“Friends,” Scott interjected, knowing whatever the man said would not be good. “We’re just friends. We missed our ship. That one.” He pointed out to the ship that had shrunk considerably, already much further out to sea than he had anticipated.

The man sighed and shook his head, telling Scott what he already knew. There was no chance they were getting back on that ship. Even if they did manage to rent a boat and catch up, they couldn’t exactly hop on. It would be like scaling the side of a building. And he didn’t expect them to pull out emergency procedures to help a couple of tardy passengers on board.

“No, no,” said the man, holding his hands up, “too late. No, no.”

“But we need to!” Pink Bikini exclaimed, as if no one had ever told her no before. “We can’t live here!”

“I’m sure it’s a very nice place to live,” Scott added, “but we do need to get home.” He put the shopping bags down and reached into his back pocket and pulled out a folded piece of paper. He unfolded it and studied it for a moment.

“We’re here?” he asked, pointing at the piece of paper.

“Yes,” said the man, tapping the same point on the paper and pointing to the ground, “here.”

“We need to get here,” said Scott, running his finger across the paper to another point. “Quickly.”

The man studied the paper carefully, nodding his head slightly and thinking. Then without warning, he turned away, stuck two fingers from each hand in his mouth and let out the loudest whistle Scott had ever heard.

“Ahh!” cried Pink Bikini as she covered her ears with her hands.

Suddenly, a much younger man, closer to Pink Bikini’s age than Scott’s jogged up from behind a cabin. Immediately his eyes fell upon Pink Bikini’s body, his eyes lighting up.

The older man began talking quickly to the younger man, whose eyes were locked with Pink Bikini’s, who smiled back coyly. At this, Scott felt a surprisingly intense level of dislike for the young man rush through his body.

Was he jealous?

No, that was ridiculous. He didn’t know the young woman at all and certainly had no claim to her attention. And yet…

“This my son,” said the older man, “he take you. Has better boat.”

“Bigger, too,” said the young man, smiling at Pink Bikini whose cheeks flushed slightly.

“We need to get there before the ship leaves,” said Scott, “quickly.”

The young man looked at him and smiled, then returned his gaze to Pink Bikini and beamed.

“This way,” he said, “we’ll get there quickly, if the old man can keep up.”


Chapter Seven

“Wow, it’s sooo big!” she exclaimed.

“Size isn’t everything,” muttered Scott.

“It’s also very fast,” said the young man as he held out his hand from the deck and helped Pink Bikini on board.

“That’s common with young men,” Scott muttered, his jealousy not subsiding in the least as he clambered onto the boat by himself.

“Hold on,” said the young man as he started poking quickly at the control as Pink Bikini watched closely, far too closely for Scott’s liking. “Here we go!”

He pushed a lever forward and the boat roared into life, quickly picking up speed, causing Pink Bikini to squeal with delight, laughing loudly as Scott barely managed to not fall overboard.

He sat himself down on a bench at the back of the small boat, waiting to gain his sea legs once again as he watched Pink Bikini holding onto both her hat and their new captain’s arm.

He felt a rise of anger inside him, that somehow he should be the one steering, that she should be clinging onto him, her slender fingers wrapped around his bicep as he effortlessly controlled the powerful vessel, propelling them ever further towards their destination.

You’re not going to leave me all alone to fend for myself, are you?

She had asked him specifically and he had taken it as his duty to make sure she got back safely, to make sure they both did. But now here he was, superfluous, a passenger on someone else’s adventure. He began to wonder whether or not it was she who was helping him. After all, she had certainly lit a fire inside both the old man and his son. She had men clambering to help her in a way they never would for him.

She cried out with surprise as the boat hit a wave and bounced, then laughed again, holding herself closer to the young man, her long, slim leg pressed against his. Her feet were bare now, her shoes sitting on the deck, too unstable to stand on such a vessel, her toes moving gently in the puddles of water that sat on deck.

“Ahh!” she cried out, her hat flying off as she momentarily loosened her grip on it. Scott watched it flying through the air and suddenly shot up to catch it, which somehow he did. But his sense of achievement quickly faded as he felt his momentum continuing to propel him through the air and over the side of the boat. He cried out as he fell, letting go of the hat, his arms out in front of him as he fell into the water.

He sank down, surrounded by the clear blue water, arms flailing instinctively as he tried to right himself, until he finally pushed himself through the surface, gasping and spluttering as he sucked in lungfuls of air.

“Grab on,” shouted the man as he threw a life ring towards him.

“I got it,” he muttered as he swam towards the boat, ignoring the floatation device. He grabbed hold of the side of the boat and as he tried to pull himself up, the two of them rushed over and grabbed his arms, helping him back onto the boat, as much as he wished they hadn’t.

“Are you ok?”

“I’m fine,” said Scott, hand on his knee, the other moving through the air as he kept them at bay, “just a little waterlogged.”

“That happens to older men,” he heard the younger man say, but before he could reply, he added, “take a seat. The sun will dry you out.”

“I’m alright,” he said, standing, but rocking unsteadily as the boat rocked on the water.

“Come, sit,” said Pink Bikini, as she took him gently by the hand and guided him to the bench. He sat down feeling the water in his clothes. “I’ll make sure he’s ok,” she said to the young man who shrugged and went back to the boat.

The two of them lurched as the boat picked up speed once again. Pink Bikini quickly reached down and grabbed her hat from the floor, holding it on her lap as her other hand continued to gently hold his hand.

“Are you sure you’re alright?”

“Never better,” he said, running a hand through his soaking wet hair, the salty scent of the sea in his nostrils. She tucked her hat between her legs, holding it in place as she leaned in and began to unbutton his shirt.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“You can’t sit in these wet clothes the whole way,” she said as she undid another button. “You need to dry off.” He sat there, letting her unbutton his shirt, her sweet scent drifting around him as she leaned in, her hands working ever downwards, until every last button was undone.

She looked up at him and smiled, her fingers brushing against his exposed chest as her hands moved up and pushed the wet shirt from his shoulders. She leaned in closer as she pulled the shirt down his arms, her body achingly near yet so far. He felt her hot breath on his ear as she let out a sigh as she slid his shirt off, then leaned back and smiled at him.

“Much better,” she said, holding his dripping wet shirt in one hand as she leaned back and ran her eyes over his body. He couldn’t tell if there was an element of surprise or satisfaction in her tone. He wasn’t exactly shredded, but he had taken care of himself and was more than comfortable with how his body looked and, from the look of things, so was she.

Or was that just wishful thinking?

“And now your shorts.”

“Excuse me?” he spluttered, as if his lungs were still full of seawater.

“They’re soaked through also,” she explained, “and I thought you might prefer to take them off rather than have me do it?” She kept her expression neutral, but they both knew she was teasing him once again.

“They’re fine,” he said.

“There’s no reason to be shy,” she said, eyeing him. “Here, I’ll go first.” She stood up, handing him her hat and his wet shirt and with one smooth motion whipped off her t-shirt. She shook her long, blonde hair and it fell over her perfect body like a golden waterfall. “Be a dear?” she asked, holding out her t-shirt. He dropped his wet shirt, which fell to the deck with a damp, weighty thud, and took the t-shirt from her fingers, then watched as she unbuttoned her shorts and began to wiggle her hips as she slid them down. She turned away from him, as if she were shy, then bent over slightly and slid them over her perfect ass, her modesty protected only by her pink bikini bottoms. She slid her shorts down her legs and stepped out of them, straightening up and turning towards him, holding them triumphantly in the air.

“Ta-da!” she proclaimed, as if making her clothes disappear was some kind of magic trick, one he could thoroughly get behind. “Now you go.”

He was reluctant to remove his shorts, not least because watching her strip off her clothes, leaving her in nothing but her pink bikini, her blonde hair blowing in the breeze, was making him feel all sorts of ways. But as she stood there expectantly, hands on her hips, decided he had little choice.

He rose up from his seat and peeled the soaked shorts from himself, pulling them down his thighs and feeling them splat on the deck as they dropped down his legs to his feet.

“Much better!” she proclaimed, eyeing him slightly, her eyes lingering a moment on the bulge of his underwear as his wet boxers clung to him. She moved gracefully and sat right next to him, their bodies exposed to the sun and one another, their skin pressed together.

“Now what?” he asked, feeling as if he should be doing something else.

“Now,” she said, leaning back and closing her eyes, “we catch some sun.”


Chapter Eight

It was dark when he awoke. Or at least, darker than it had been. He looked up and found himself wrapped under a blanket, his clothes folded neatly next to him, albeit creased to hell.

“Good morning,” she said, “or should that be good evening?”

She was fully dressed once again and standing in front of him.

“We’re at the docks?” he asked, wearily pulling the blanket from himself and standing unsteadily.

“Not exactly,” she said.

“Where’s he gone?” Scott asked, shivering slightly in the cool breeze.

“To find us some accommodation,” she said.

Us?

“Is the ship not here yet?”

“Maybe,” she said, “but we’re not there yet.”

He looked at her as he stood, picking up his shorts and putting them on.

“Where are we?” he asked, a sense of foreboding building in his chest.

“Well,” she said, “we are on the right island. It’s just we’re…” she paused, for a moment, “on the wrong side.”

“The wrong side?” he asked, buttoning up his shirt, which was stiff and salty.

“It’s a big island,” said the young man as he jumped back onto the boat, “too big to travel around, especially in the dark. So tonight, we stay here?”

“We?”

“Yes, it’s too far to get to the ship and back home tonight,” she said, “so he’s kindly agreed to stay and take us in the morning.”

“You don’t have to do that,” he said.

“It’s no problem,” said the young man.

“No, really,” said Scott, “you don’t have to. The boat will be here for a few days, we can make our own way in the morning. But thank you so much for your help.” He reached into his pocket and pulled out his wallet, which thankfully hadn’t been swept to sea and pulled out a few notes, which were mostly dry, and shoved them in the man’s hand. “For saving my life.”

The young man smiled the biggest of smiles and gave Scott a hug, then kissed Pink Bikini on both cheeks, hugging her a little too tightly for Scott’s liking. He gave an overly convoluted set of instructions and they got off the boat and made their way to the hotel, Pink Bikini taking a moment to wave goodbye to the young man as he headed off back home.

“He was nice,” she said, watching his boat disappear towards the horizon.

“Really nice,” he said, thankful for both the lift and for never having to see the young man again.


Chapter Nine

“Oh my goodness,” she exclaimed, “you look so handsome.”

He tried to think of a compliment for her, but words failed him. She had ditched her t-shirt and shorts combo for a tight-fitting hot pink dress that clung to her body and ended at the tops of her thighs. Evidently, she felt her legs were her best feature and it was hard to disagree, the only objection being it was impossible to pick from any of her other best features.

She walked up to him, in matching pink high heels, and embraced him. Her scent was sweeter than ever, her body wash and perfume mixing perfectly as it rose from her freshly washed skin.

“You look amazing,” he said, finally.

“Aww, thank you,” she said, posing with her hands on her hips, “I got it in town. It made sense to wear something to dinner that was the reason for dinner!” She laughed.

Yes, he thought to himself, it was almost worth it missing the ship to see her in this.

“This is really nice,” she said, running her hands down the arms of his new linen jacket.

“Thank you,” he said, revelling in the attention, “I picked it up down the road.” He didn’t mention how much it had cost, which was high enough without “tourist inflation.” True, he had badly needed another set of clothes, but he also wanted to look good for dinner that evening. It was, after all, perhaps the only time he would be able to have such a meal in such a romantic spot with a woman this beautiful, so wanted to make every second of it perfect.

“Such a gentleman,” she proclaimed as he pulled out her chair for her before he took his seat and he sat opposite her. She smiled at him and he smiled back, both of them comfortable in the moment of silence.

He was, truth be told, feeling far more comfortable than he had earlier on. Having time to check into his room and have a nice long shower to get the sea salt from his body, to strip off the creased clothing from earlier and to slip into something more comfortable had really boosted his confidence. He wasn’t really one for suits, but this one seemed relaxed. It was a light sandal colour and with his new white shirt unbuttoned at the top, he felt it was the right mix of smart casual, of looking good without looking too good.

“You smell really good,” she said.

“Oh, thank you,” he said, taken aback, “it’s just something I picked up locally.”

“It’s really rather exotic,” she said, leaning forward, reaching out and fingering his lapel.

“You know,” he said, “I don’t even know your name, or you mine.”

She smiled coyly, as if he had finally realised the game they had been playing.

“Yes,” she said, still fingering the material, eyes focused on it, so exotic, like I’m on a date with a mysterious stranger who only has one night in town before he’s gone forever.”

“So we’d better make it count,” he said.

She raised an eyebrow, as surprised at his words as he was, then gave him her million-dollar smile.

“I like a man with confidence,” she said, “makes them seem powerful.”

Scott liked it too. He couldn’t remember the last time he felt confident, let alone confident to flirt with a beautiful woman half his age. That she liked it too only increased his sense of self-belief.

He was in a strange town having an exotic meal with an exotic woman, wearing an outfit he would normally never wear with a new scent that was more powerfully masculine than his normal choices. It was as if he was a new man, a different man, a better man. He felt like a method actor disappearing into the character he had created, one that was completely unlike himself, brash and confident, the kind of man who gets what he wants. He had become someone else and it was completely liberating, even if it was just for an evening.

“Are we ready to order?” asked the waiter.

“I believe we are,” said Scott, looking at Pink Bikini.

“Very ready,” she replied, her eyes still locked on him.


Chapter Ten

“It’s a shame our friend couldn’t make it tonight,” she said as she savoured her meal, “he would have gotten a kick out of this.”

Our friend.

There were many words Scott would have chosen to describe the young man who brought them to the island but “friend” was not one of them.

She’d said the words so innocently in passing, but he knew she was trying to wind him up. He felt a surge of passion in his chest, not jealousy this time, but something different, something new. So new in fact that he couldn’t even think of the word to describe it. Whereas before her words would have shaken his confidence, now they simply bolstered it. That they didn’t make him feel insecure only made him feel even more secure in himself. It was like a feedback loop where his confidence made him feel more secure and his sense of security made him feel even more confident.

Were there people who felt like this all the time?

Whereas before, he would have doubted it, thinking people who acted so confident were either faking it or too dumb to be capable of self-doubt, now he could believe it. There were certainly people who were used to getting what they wanted and when that becomes the norm, there comes with it a certain level of expectation that what they want to happen will happen. Now that he had experienced that feeling for the first time, it was as if he had become aware of a new way of being, a new way of existing in the world, a way where you can thrive rather than just survive.

“He seemed like so much fun.”

“That’s the thing about younger men,” he said, “they seem so appealing, but all too often their lack of experience shines through.”

“So you think I need an older man?” she asked. “Someone who knows what they’re doing? Someone who can guide me with a firm but gentle hand and show me things I didn’t even know I needed?”

He felt her foot gently moving up and down his leg under the table, stroking him as she looked intently at him, waiting for his reply.

“I think you already know what you need,” he said, “you always have.”


Chapter Eleven

“I guess this is goodnight,” she said, as she leaned back on her hotel room door, slightly ajar as she prepared to go inside.

“I guess it is,” he said, his eyes fixed on hers. He was desperate to kiss her, to push her back into the room and throw her onto the bed, to ravish her like they both needed him to, to explore her perfect body with his lips and tongue and hands and eyes, pouring himself into the act of pleasuring her, all of his senses fixated on that single act, letting her overwhelm all his senses as she washed over him.

But he didn’t.

“Sweet dreams,” he said, offering a smile as he walked away.

He went to his hotel room next door and opened the door, not looking back but feeling her eyes upon him as he went inside.

He closed the door and leaned against it. He felt a sense of panic rising up, threatening to pierce his newfound confidence. But he took a deep breath and let it settle. She had wanted him to kiss her, to go into her room with him, that much was obvious. But something had told him to not make the first move, to let her come to him.

It was a risky play, one he had never taken before, at least not on purpose. Being afraid to make the first move was not the same as patiently waiting for her to do so. He had never been confident enough to reject such an obvious opportunity, fearing that once the moment was gone, it would never come back. But this time, it felt different. He didn’t feel the need to chase, didn’t feel that desperation that was so powerful and oftentimes so off-putting. She knew the sort of power she had over men, so why not give her a new experience for once?

He was, after all, a new man, the sort of man that didn’t have to do the chasing.

But as he stood there, he began to wonder whether that was the case at all. He walked further into his hotel room and kicked off his shoes, even as he wondered if it was too late to knock on her door and see if she would invite him in. But then that would be giving her the upper hand, giving away his position of strength, the one that had made him so alluring to her in the first place.

But what if that had all been in his mind? What if that was just an illusion he had created and she had just been playing with him? What if–?

Knock. Knock.

He turned and looked at the door. It remained silent. Had he really heard something or was it just more wishful thinking?

He waited.

One.

Two.

Three.

Knock. Knock.

There it was again, two soft knocks on his hotel room door. He took a second to take a breath then walked slowly over the door, taking another second with his hand on the handle, ready to open his life up to a world of new possibilities.


Chapter Twelve

“Hi.”

He was genuinely surprised to see her standing there. Of course, there was no one else it could be, it was far too late for room service, but still, seeing her standing there, he could hardly believe it.

“Hi,” he said, as he held the door open blocking the entrance with his body, as if he didn’t know what she wanted. “Is everything alright?”

“You tell me,” she said, “I thought you might… Can I come in?”

“Of course,” he said, stepping aside, sweeping his arm through the air in a grand gesture, smiling as she walked into his room. “What’s up?” he said, as he closed the door behind her.

“I thought,” she said, hesitating for a moment, facing away from him, then turned around, “I thought you might want to kiss me.” She looked up at him. Her legs were held close together and her arms pressed into her body, her hands in front of her which had the unintentional effect of pressing her large breasts together.

“Oh,” he said, trying to play it cool, enjoying being chased for once.

“Didn’t you?”

“I thought you might want to be kissed by our friend,” he said, smiling. “You seemed very friendly on the boat.” He stepped close to her, his chest swelling with the confidence he was getting very used to.

“You know I was only doing that to make you jealous, don’t you?”

“Do I?”

He stepped closer to her again, their bodies nearly touching. She made no attempt to move away.

“Don’t you?” She looked up at him, her big eyes full of something. Uncertainty? Desire? Both?

“Why don’t you show me what you want,” he said, a statement, not a question. He pushed her blonde hair behind her ear, his fingers touching her soft skin. “And I can show you what you need.”

She gasped at his brazenness and then launched herself forward, pressing her body into him, standing on her toes as she leaned up to kiss him, her juicy lips moving against his, parting and closing quickly. She moaned into his mouth as her hands moved over the back of his jacket as his moved down the back of her dress. She gasped as she slid her tongue into his mouth and felt his pressing back, massaging hers, strong and powerful and eager to please.

He ran his hand down her back and cupped her ass through her dress, causing her to press her hips into him, rubbing against his leg as her hands slid around the front of his jacket, tugging it as she tried to get it off him. The jacket slid down to his elbows and he relented for a moment, letting go of her to let her pull the jacket off and throw it across the room.

“That’s my new jacket,” he said, his lips meeting hers once again, his hands returning to her ass and pulling her firmly towards him, “you can’t just toss it across the room.”

“Oops,” she said, taking his bottom lip between her teeth and tugging it as her hands untucked his shirt and slid underneath, her fingernails dragging down his sides. He let out a groan as she pulled at his lip, then let go, and looked up at him, licking her lips. “Maybe I can make up for it by letting you toss me around the room?”

She yelped with surprise as his hands tightened on her ass and lifted her into the air, throwing her up and catching her firmly, kissing her hard as she wrapped herself around him. She moaned as she kissed him, her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist, squeezing him tightly as he gripped the bottom of her bare thighs, his fingers digging into her soft flesh as she rocked in his hands.

He moved through the room with her body wrapped around him, her lips locked on his, her tongue firmly in his mouth.

“Oh yes,” she gasped in between kisses, “toss me around like your little fucktoy. Do whatever you want to me.” She pulled her lips from his and pressed them to his ear, her breath hot on his earlobe, and whispered, “use your experience and show me how a woman like me should be fucked.” She sucked hard on his lobe, her tongue licking it as she did so, her body rubbing against his.

He stopped and tossed her through the air, causing her to cry out with surprise, then laughter as she bounced on the soft double bed.

“Oh yes,” she said, pressing her high-heeled foot between his legs and pulling him closer, “just like that.”

He climbed onto the bed and she spread her legs, wrapping them around him as he kissed her once again, his lips moving from hers down her neck.

“Oh yes,” she moaned as she tugged at his shirt, trying to pull the still-buttoned item off him. He pressed himself up and began unbuttoning his shirt at the top as hers worked from the bottom, one hand sliding down and cupping his hardening cock through his trousers as she worked the button with the other. “Oh wow,” she moaned, feeling his size.

“Something wrong?” he asked.

“Not a thing,” she said, giving his cock a squeeze before her second hand moved to the buttons, working them quickly until they were all done. Together, they pulled off his shirt and he threw it across the room.

“So you’re allowed to toss your new clothes?” she asked, teasingly.

“This is my room,” he said as he ran his hands down her bare legs, “I can do whatever I want.”

“Fuck yes, you can,” she said, pushing herself to a sitting position and kissing him, moaning as his hands slid down her back and up, finding the zipper at the back of her dress and sliding it down. It stopped at the top of her ass and he slid his hand underneath, feeling her soft skin under his touch. He slid his other hand under the other side and caressed her back, noting the lack of bra as he felt every inch before sliding up to her shoulders and pushing the dress forward as she pulled her hands back and out of the dress. She looked at him as he looked at her, the dress barely hanging onto her body. She lay back and ran her hands through the long, blonde hair, watching him, waiting patiently.

She looked so beautiful lying there, waiting for him to undress her. He took a moment to take it all in, committing the scene to memory, one that would stay with him his entire life. Then, as if watching a movie, he saw his hands reach out and take the top of the dress, watching her biting her bottom lip with perfectly white teeth as he pulled the dress down to her stomach, freeing her perfect breasts. They were large and firm and her dark nipples were hard, a sharp contrast to her soft, creamy skin, with only the faintest of tan lines across them.

They were, in a word, perfect.

“Wow,” he breathed. She looked at him, a hint of concern in her eyes. “You’re so fucking beautiful.”

“Really?” she asked, her hands reaching for his.

“Really,” he said, taking her hands in his and holding them firmly, pinning them gently to the bed as he leaned in and kissed her. She moved underneath him, her breasts rubbing against his bare chest, her body rocking against him.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he kissed her neck, burying his face deep into the spot between her neck and shoulder, “I’ve been dreaming about this all day.” She bucked her hips underneath him and wrapped her legs around his.

He pulled her arms up, pinning them above her head, holding them there as he kissed down her body, over her chest and over the top of her breasts, moving from one to the other until he found one of her nipples. She gasped as he took it in his mouth and began sucking at it gently as his tongue moved in small circles around it. She pushed her chest up, pressing her breast into his face and he sucked harder, his tongue moving faster, causing her to let out a small whine of pleasure. Her hips began to rock faster underneath him and her face became flush, her cheeks reddening slightly as her breathing became more intense. She gasped as he suddenly let the nipple out of his mouth and then again as he quickly took her other nipple, starting softly at first but quickly matching the intensity with which he had sucked and licked before.

She gasped again as he let it fall from his lips then moved up and kissed her, feeling her warm wet nipples pressing against his chest. He began to kiss down again, his hands letting go of her wrists, which stayed above her head, his hands moving down her arms and over her perfect body as he kissed down her chest, between her breasts and over her flat stomach, to the edge of her dress. He moved down the bed, sliding off onto his knees as his fingers moved underneath the material and began to gently work it down over her hips and thighs, sliding it down her legs as she pulled them up and out of the dress.

She looked down at him as he knelt in front of her and gasped as he threw her dress across the room, then tilted her head back and let out a moan as he leaned in and kissed her soft legs as his hands ran up and down them.

He knew then she was his and she wanted nothing more than to let him do whatever he wanted to her, safe in the knowledge that he wanted nothing more than to blow her mind.

She wriggled on the bed, wearing nothing but a pair of skimpy pink panties, hidden mostly between her tightly closed legs. He raised himself higher, hands rising up her thighs as his lips kissed her knees and above, her legs gradually parting as he moved closer, his body sliding between them as he moved further up until his head was firmly between her thighs.

She purred as kissed her inner thighs, her body shaking with each touch, her back arching as he kissed even higher towards her panties, the bottom of the material dark and wet from her need for him. His cock throbbed in his trousers as he caught the scent of her arousal, his need for her growing.

She gasped as he kissed up the edge of her panties, half on the material, half on the curve of her thigh, teasing her as he got as close as possible without actually touching her where she needed it most. He moved from one side to the other, edging ever closer, the heat from her body sending his own senses into overdrive.

“Please,” she begged, almost in a whisper, “please. Aaah!”

She cried out as he blew softly over her panties, her sensitive body shaking to even this slight sensation. Then he stood up.

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“Nowhere,” he said, “it just doesn’t seem fair.” He began to unbuckle his trousers.

“Not fair at all,” she said, watching wide-eyed as he stripped down to his boxers, her eyes fixed on the bulge underneath.

“Better?” he asked.

“Much,” she said, “for now.”

He climbed on top of her and kissed her hard, her legs wrapping around him as their nearly-naked bodies entwined, her wet panties rubbing against his cock through his boxers. He was desperate to fuck her, to press himself into her perfect body, to feel her walls contracting on his cock, but he also knew it would be so much better if he waited, if he used his years of experience to bring this beautiful woman to the heights of pleasure she both needed and deserved.

He pulled back and kissed down her body, his hands lingering on her firm breasts, his forefingers circling her nipples as he kissed down until he was once again on his knees. This time she showed no shyness, her legs parting eagerly, her hips rocking hypnotically as they called for the sweet embrace of his mouth. He knew she was ready so wasted no time giving her what she craved. He moved quickly, kissing and stroking his way up her legs, his fingers slipping into the waistband of her panties, the material almost as soft as his skin. Then, as he began to pull them down over her hips, he leaned forward and pressed his mouth to her wet spot.

“Oh fuck!” she cried as he began to suck at her through the thin material, tasting her desire on it, feeling her heat in his mouth. She rocked wildly at the sudden burst of feeling as he continued pulling her panties down as his lips continued to pin them onto her. She gasped as he let go and slid them down her legs, sliding them off her feet, her toes curled, and dropped them on the bed.

He moved back up carefully, his hands on her legs, parting them gently as he approached her pussy, her lips shining with desire. She shuddered as he kissed her gently then she cried out as he ran his tongue slowly up between her lips, parting them and allowing her flavour to flood his mouth, then arched her back and cried out as the tip of his tongue flicked across her clit.

She looked down at him and saw him looking up at her, moaning with pleasure as she watched him lick her wetness from his lips. Then, eyes still locked on her, he lowered his head back down and ran his tongue over her again.

“Oh god,” she gasped, “that feels so good.”

She lay there, writhing as he licked at her smooth pussy, his nose rubbing against her trimmed bush as he lapped at her wetness, his hands gripping her thighs as her bare heels pressed into his back.

She groaned, pressing her feet harder into him as she raised her hips, holding him tighter as she pressed her pussy into his face, crying out as he pressed his tongue deep inside her, licking at her as his nose rubbed against her clit. He looked up and saw her hands were on her breasts, her fingers digging into them, digging deeper as he began to suck at her entrance as he tongue fucked her.

“What are you doing?” she cried as her hand shot down her body, grabbing a fistful of hair and holding his face tight between his legs. “What are you doing?”

She moved faster, rocking her hips as he sucked and licked at her sweet hole, her wetness spreading across his face and dripping down his chin. She tasted so fucking good he could stay there all night, sucking and licking as she bucked helplessly on the bed, her legs tightening and relaxing, squeezing him every time a new jolt of pleasure rocked her body.

He kept going, working her into a frenzy as she panted and groaned and thrust and twisted her body as she reached new levels of ecstasy. But he was only just getting started. He pushed her further and further until she could barely take anymore then slipped his tongue out of her and ran it over her dripping-wet slit, up to her clit.

She cried out as his warm, flat tongue found her swollen bud, moving ever so lightly but rapidly over the sensitive surface, her body bucking against him even as she held him between her legs, her body both overwhelmed and desperate for more.

He let her get adjusted, then pressed his tongue harder against her, moving in small circles as he covered her with his mouth, sucking and licking her clit at the same time.

“Oh fuck, I can’t, I can’t…” she cried, her body holding him more tightly than ever. “It’s too much… Oh fuck, don’t stop!”

He kept sucking at her clit, his cock throbbing as her thighs pressed against his face and her muffled cries of pleasure rang in his ears. It was like music, her moans and gasps and pleas, an orgasmic symphony of which he was the composer and conductor.

She kept going, getting louder and louder as she got closer and closer, only her head and shoulders on the bed, her back arched, her legs wrapped around him. He held her tightly, her petite frame the perfect weight for him, as he watched her head toss from side to side, her blonde hair splayed out across the bed as long shiny strands stuck to her glistening face, her body shining with sweat from the exertion of being pleasured to the absolute limits of her being.

His face was so wet he could feel her hot desire running down his neck, dripping into his chest hair. He sucked at her ever so slightly faster, matching the rhythm of her hips, his cock twitching as he listened to her gasping as she writhed helplessly under his touch.

“Oh god,” she gasped, her words barely more than a breathy whisper, “oh god, that’s soo… aah, I can’t… I’m gonna – it’s too much, I’m gonna – don’t stop – don’t fucking stop – please, please, please, please please ohfuckohyesohyesoyesfuck – ahh, ahh ahhh!”

She let out a high-pitched cry, broken and desperate as her body began convulsing wildly, her fingers tightening in his hair, her heels pressing into his back, her free hand gripping the sheets as her head tossed back and forth, as she rode the almost unbearable waves of pleasure that were sending her system into overdrive. He didn’t relent for a second, sucking and licking at her sweet clit as she rubbed violently against his face, her wetness smearing across him, her taste and heat and scent flooding his senses, driving his desire for her to even greater heights, pushing his need to make her cum as hard as possible even further.

He kept going, pushing her further and further until finally, with a tired yelp, her body loosened and she fell back onto the bed. She whimpered and curled into a ball, her hand and legs letting go of him as she pulled her knees into her chest, showing him her pussy and ass, dripping with her desire.

He watched for a moment as she lay there shaking, the aftershocks of her orgasm pulsating through her body, her breathing still uneven. Carefully, he crawled onto the bed, moving softly so as not to shake the mattress and therefore her, almost afraid as if any more stimulation might cause her to actually explode.

He lay behind her, moving closer slowly, gently wrapping an arm around her as he began to spoon her.

“I…” she stammered, “I never – not like… oh god, not like that.”

He held her gently but firmly and kissed the side of her head. She shivered in his arms, but he held her securely, safely. As her breathing calmed down and she came to her senses, he felt her shifting backwards, pressing her naked body against him, her ass rubbing against his still throbbing cock.

He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek and the side of her neck, eliciting another gasp as another tremor ran through her.

“I didn’t know I could… not like that.”

She turned her head, straining her neck to face him without moving from his protective grasp.

“Oh my god,” she whispered, “your face… it’s so… did I…?”

He smiled gently and she leaned in and kissed him, moaning softly into his mouth, her lips parting to allow their tongues to meet once again. She moaned again and kissed him harder.

“Is that me?” she asked in between kisses.

“Nothing but,” he replied, his grip around her waist tightening as she rubbed her ass against his crotch.

“I’ve… I’ve never tasted myself before,” she said, her voice, breathless, “I taste so good.”

“So good,” he confirmed, moaning with surprise as she pressed her lips forcefully against his, kissing him hard, her tongue pressed into his mouth, tasting herself on him. She pressed her hand firmly against his cheek, leaning into him as she continued to kiss him, her body rubbing against his, then turned to face him, kissing him passionately, their tongues pressed against one another.

She pressed into him and pushed him onto his back, straddling him as she placed both hands on his cheeks, peppering him with kisses, her tongue lapping at his face, licking up the pussy juices she had spread over him.

“No,” she said, rocking on top of him, “this isn’t fair.”

Before he could respond, she slid down his body onto the floor and grabbed his boxers, practically tearing them from his body as he rapidly shifted his ass to let her get them off. She held them in her hand, as if triumphant, then threw them across the room.

“Now, it’s my turn to show you what I can do,” she said, leaning in and quickly taking his cock in her mouth.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned as she slid her lips down his aching shaft, bobbing her head up and down rapidly, her tongue swirling over the tip of his cock, which was warmed up and raring to go after tasting her sweet slit.

He watched as she pushed her hair back, strands still tumbling down like a blonde waterfall as she sucked his cock. He groaned as she reached underneath and began to play with his balls. She looked up at him through her dangling hair, eyes wide with desire, then she closed them and focused all of her attention on his cock, pressing her lips further down, taking him into her throat as she wrapped her lips around the base of his shaft.

He groaned as she swallowed, the muscles in her neck massaging the tip of his cock, her hot saliva dribbling down him, coating him. She pulled herself back up and let his cock fall from her lips. She took a deep breath as she pushed her hair back once again, smiling as she licked her lips, her slim fingers wrapping around his cock and working his saliva-lubricated shaft rapidly. Her other hand returned to his balls, cradling them as she stroked him.

He looked down at her as she rapidly worked her cock. She stared at him and raised herself on her knees, giving him a perfect view of her bouncing breasts, then, as if reading his mind, pressed herself forward and squeezed his cock between them.

She pressed her breasts together, holding his cock firmly in place and let out a long, slow dribble of saliva that trickled from her lips over his cock and her tits, then began to bounce up and down as she rubbed his wet cock between them.

“You like that?” she asked, as she jerked him off with her tits, her warm soft orbs enveloping his hard shaft. “You like fucking my tits?”

“I love it,” he said, watching her moving her perfect body up and down, “your tits were made to be fucked.”

“Yeah they were,” she said, moving even faster.

He groaned and leaned back, controlling his breathing as the woman he had nearly broken with the orgasm he gave her showed him she had a few tricks up her sleeve too.

“Look at me,” she ordered, “look at me when you’re fucking my amazing tits.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said, looking up and watching her as she dribbled on his cock once again.

“Good boy,” she said, “I think you’re almost ready.”

“Ready for what?” he said, unsure of how much more he could take.

“Ready for me,” she said, pushing deep down, rubbing him slowly between her shiny wet tits, framed by long strands of blonde hair flowing down her sides.

“I’ve been ready since the first moment I saw you,” he said, thinking back to that moment on the ship, the one that now seemed like a lifetime ago.

“I know,” she said, “I’ve been prepping you for this all day.” She let his cock fall from between her tits and leaned forward to give the tip a gentle kiss. “All fucking day.” She ran her hands up his thighs and onto the bed as she leaned in and kissed his stomach, moving upwards, her tits rubbing over his cock and up his body as she continued to progress, reaching his chest and then his neck and then his lips. She moaned as she kissed him, her wet pussy rubbing against the underside of his cock as she straddled him.

He ran his hands over her naked body, feeling every inch of her perfection before reaching down and grabbing her ass. She submitted to him, rocking on top of him at the pace his hands demanded, yet he felt she was still firmly in control.

“You like that?” she asked, in between kisses. “You like the feel of my pussy on your cock?”

“So much,” he said.

“Just wait until you’re inside me.”

She kissed him hard and bit his lip, then kissed him again, her body lifting as she reached down between them and took hold of his cock. He moaned as her fingers wrapped around his shaft once again, stroking it a few times before guiding it to her entrance.

She gasped as she pressed the tip of his cock into her.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, feeling the warm and wetness of her body as she began to press down onto him.

“Oh fuck,” she echoed as she slowly worked herself on top of him, “you’re so fucking big.” She continued moving, working her way slowly up and down, taking a little more of him each time, until he was deep enough inside of her that she could let go of his cock. She placed both hands on his chest and looked him dead in the eye. She continued to rock on top of him moving further and further down, her wetness coating his shaft, her body stretching to accommodate his girth, until he was fully inside of her.

Then she sat there on his hips, savouring the throbbing cock that was fully inside of her.

“Mmm,” she said, as she swivelled her hips, pulling him around inside of her, “you really fill me up. It’s like your cock was made to be inside me.” She rocked her hips back and forth, riding him as she kept him fully inside, as if desperate to never let him out of her. As she did so, he ran his hands over her body, up to her chest and began to play with her hard, wet nipples, her tits shining with sweat, saliva, and a healthy dose of his pre-cum. He pressed them together as she had when his cock had been between them and she moaned with pleasure, letting him have fun with her body whilst she had fun with his.

After a few moments, she leaned forward and kissed him, pressing her body into hers. She moaned into his mouth and as she continued to rock on top of him, slid her body up, her wet lips sliding up to his shaft, almost to the tip. They both groaned with pleasure as she pressed herself back down, taking his big cock into her tight body once again.

She did it again and again, speeding up as she began to ride him, rocking on her knees as she threw her ass back onto his cock, her hands on his chest, her nails digging into his skin as she gave herself over to this new sensation.

“I’ve never had anything this big inside of me,” she said, her eyes screwed shut, her face contorted with pleasure, “I’m worried you might break me.” But even as she said those words, she sped up, throwing herself back on his cock with reckless abandon, pumping him with her tight pussy, gasping every time he filled her up.

He groaned, his fingers gripping her firm ass.

“Oh yeah,” she moaned, “you like when I fuck you like that? You like feeling my pussy taking your big cock?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She smiled at that and began to rock her hips as she rode him. He felt himself getting close. She was so fucking good at riding his cock with her tight fucking pussy, he was sure he was going to cum soon. And as much as he would love to explode in her as she rode him, he very much felt the need to finish differently.

She yelped as he grabbed her hands and pulled him towards her, kissing her hard and rolling her over onto her back.

“But I did promise to give you my experienced expertise.”

“Please,” she said, as she lay there, legs spread, hands resting on her tits, “give it to me.”

“Give it to me, what?”

Give it to me, sir.”

“Good girl.” He leaned in and kissed her, then began thrusting in and out of her, moving slowly at first and quickly picking up speed.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, “that feels so fucking good.” He kept going, giving every part of himself to fucking her as she deserved to be fucked, his cock pounding her tight body, their wet flesh slapping as their bodies worked towards a common goal. “Oh god, don’t stop.”

She cried out as he reached back and hooked his arms around her knees, pulling her legs towards her body and lifting her ass to a tighter angle.

“Oh my god!” she cried as he fucked her intensely, her hands gripping her shiny tits, her nipples twisted between her fingers. “Please keep fucking me, please sir, please! Please, please, fucking please!”

He kept going, his body tensed as he delayed cumming for as long as possible as his entire body cried out for release.

“I think I’m going to… oh god, again!”

“Touch yourself,” he growled. She looked at him, her eyes wide and wet and surprised. “I want to see you cum for me.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, reaching down with one hand and rapidly working her clit. She let out a prolonged, high-pitch moan as her fingers worked her clit, her body shaking as she got closer and closer. “Oh god, I’m so close.”

“How close?”

“So close, so fucking close.”

She kept working her clit as he pounded her pussy.

“Oh god, I’m going to cum.”

“Cum for me,” he growled again, pounding her harder than ever, “I want you to cum on my cock as I fuck you until I unload in you.”

“Please,” she begged, “please, fill me up, I want to feel you cumming inside me.”

“Then cum for me,” he demanded.

She kept working her clit, her fingers moving rapidly, her face contorted.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, “I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m –!”

“Cum for me.”

She cried out as she came, her walls fluttering on his cock as her second orgasm ripped through her body, her reaction causing him to finally lose control and unload into her perfect body.

“Oh fuck I can feel you cumming inside of me,” she cried as he pumped her full of his cum, load after load coating her fertile walls, flooding her aching body that longed to be used as a receptacle for his seed, a craving working at a biological level.

He kept going, pumping and pumping, short sharp thrusts as his cock twitched inside of her unloading every last drop as he filled her shuddering body, both of them panting with the exertion of their powerful orgasms, gasping and gripping and pumping and moaning, until finally, they both went limp.

“Oh my god,” she muttered, “oh my god.”

“Oh god,” he gasped, leaning into her, letting her legs go and resting his body on top of hers.

“That was so…” she breathed into his ear. “So…”

“So good,” he gasped, whispering breathlessly into her ear, “you have the best pussy in the fucking world.” She moaned as her body contracted once again, sending a shudder through him as her pussy contracted on his cock for one final time, just to make sure he was completely satisfied.


Chapter Thirteen

Gone for breakfast. Come meet me when u wake up, Ichika x

He’d woken alone, naked in her bed, her scent and a handwritten note on the pillow where she had laid.

Ichika.

Finally he knew her name, but she still didn’t know his.

He said it out loud, the name sounding right on his lips. Then he said it again.

He lay there a moment, wishing she was still there, eager to touch her soft body once again. Then he got up, threw on his trousers and hunted fruitlessly for his shirt, then picked up his jacket, and went to his hotel room to shower and freshen up.

*

“Hey there,” she said as he approached the table outside the small cafe where she was sitting. She had her large sunhat and sunglasses on, as well as the shirt he had been wearing last night. It was far too big for her but as she stood up, he saw she had curled the bottom up so it showed off her slim stomach, the neck flapped open, unbuttoned to her cleavage, the long arms rolled up to her elbows. He had to admit it looked a lot better on her than it did on him.

Below it, she wore a pink floral sarong skirt, the long slit up the side teasing her perfect legs. Clearly another item from her extensive shopping haul.

“Hi, Ichika,” he said.

She smiled brightly and moved forward quickly, wrapping her arms around his neck and kissing him passionately, then just as quickly broke away and sat back down.

“Hi, my exotic stranger.”

“Actually, my name’s–”

“Shhh,” she said softly, pressing a slim finger to his lips, “why don’t we keep that mystery going until after breakfast? That is, if you’d care to breakfast with me?”

“I’d love to have you for breakfast,” he said, memories of her taste still fresh in his mind.

“Coffee, madam,” said a waiter, putting a cup down in front of her.

“Thank you.”

“And the gentleman?”

“A coffee would be great, thanks.”

“Nice t-shirt,” she said, sipping her coffee.

“Thanks,” he said, “I just bought it. Couldn’t find my shirt anywhere this morning.”

“Life is such a mystery.”

“Such,” he said. “I figured it would be better to not go around half-naked in the tropical sun.”

“Funny,” she said, sipping her coffee, “I’ve always found the opposite to be true.”

“Here you go, sir.”

“Thank you,” said Scott, as the waiter placed his coffee on the table.

“Are we ready to order?”

Scott glanced at Ichika, knowing exactly what he wanted for breakfast this morning.

“Five minutes,” said Scott, picking up the menu.

“Of course,” said the waiter, and left once again.

“Better have something hearty,” she said, “we’ve got a long journey ahead of us. Not to mention all the energy you exerted last night!”

“I wasn’t the only one,” he said, looking over the top of his menu.

“But I am considerably younger than you,” she said, “or did you forget that you were so much older?”

He hadn’t forgotten that in the slightest, her perfect body a testament to her being in the prime of her life.

“I’m only forty,” he said, “I’m not dead.”

“So much older,” she said.

“I know how to pace myself.”

“That you do,” she said, her finger slowly circling the rim of her coffee cup, “still, make sure to keep your energy up, our adventure isn’t over yet. We’ve got a long way to go, and I don’t just mean the trip back to the ship.”

She sipped her coffee, leaving a pink lipstick mark on the white rim, the kind of shade that would look great on his cock. And as he felt her bare foot sliding up his leg once again, he knew that this once-in-a-lifetime cruise was really going to live up to expectations.
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His Apartment Harem: The Good Neighbour

His Apartment Harem continues to develop as the second of three housemates pays him a visit...

Fresh from his encounter with his new neighbour Seo-yun, Mark receives a visit from her roommate, Ha-yoon.

A blonde bombshell with a thing for pink, she is eager to introduce herself and to thank Mark for his help moving them into the building.

As a considerate neighbour, it's only the polite thing to do to invite her into his apartment and give her a tour, starting with the bedroom...




Rockstar Harem: Book 1: Fall & Rise

The music industry isn't the cash cow it once was.

As royalties dry up and debts mount, I have no choice but to emerge from my self-imposed exile, only to discover the entire landscape has changed.

Lucky for me, I'm now considered a "legacy" artist and have attracted the attention of current pop sensation, Clarissa Lovegood.

Desperate to shake off her "pop princess" image, she wants to work with me to write a classic rock album, but she is more enigmatic and elusive than a pop star has any right to be.

As I try to track her down, I continue offering my services at a local recording studio, which is where I meet The Ladies; a bluesy noise-rock duo who make a hell of a noise.

But our shared interests extend beyond the musical when I invite them to stay in my mansion as they finish their record, and we quickly find our rhythm as a three-piece.

Together, we try to navigate this brave new world, tracking down the hottest woman in pop, making one hell of a noise along the way!

His Summer Harem: The Complete Collection

Bringing together all ten stories for the first time, this revised and edited collection tells the complete story of one man's unbelievable summer spent in his beachside condo with his three Japanese college-aged guests.

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!

An explicit adult harem collection of the following stories:

	Unexpected Guests
	Beach Party
	Poolside Adventures
	Road Trip
	Setting Sail
	Pleasure Island
	Spa Day
	Rock Club
	Bonfire Night
	Endless Summer
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