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Setting Sail

They say the best days of owning a boat are the day you buy a boat and the day you sell it.

Fortunately for Tom, he didn’t own a boat and had no interest in doing so. He wasn’t one for spending his days down at the dock carrying out boat maintenance (or whatever the technical term was, if there even was one) nor did he really have all that much interest in sailing, not to mention the cost.

Boats were a money pit and if you didn’t have the time and know-how to maintain it, would be even worse.

But that didn’t mean Tom didn’t fantasise about owning a boat, nothing too ostentatious, just room enough for him and a few friends, sturdy enough to take out into the water, but never too far. But he had never acted upon it, firstly because he didn’t have the money to waste on such an extravagance, secondly because he never had the time to actually utilise if he did have one, and thirdly, he knew that the fantasy was always better than the reality.

“Land ahoy,” shouted Eshima from above deck.

“Maybe we should go see what she’s up to before we run around and get stranded!” said Izumi, seriously as she got up off the bed. Tom continued to lay there, watching her tight ass as she ascended the stairs from the below-deck cabin to the upper deck.

Well, almost always better.

◆◆◆

“Oh my god, look at this one,” Eshima gushed as she walked ahead, “oh my god, look at this one!”

Tom walked at a leisurely pace, taking in the salty air of the dock as they walked past boat after boat.

“We should get them all!”

“They’re boats,” said Izumi, “how are we supposed to take all of them?”

“We could round up some sailors and form a convoy!”

Izumi shook her head slowly and walked faster to catch up to Eshima, her flip-flops slapping on the wooden planks as she did so. He watched both of them, Izumi in a bikini top with a subtle sarong wrapped around her waist, whilst Eshima had opted for a bikini top and a pair of less subtle short denim cut-offs, showing the bottom of her asscheeks.

“Stunnin’, ain’t they?” came a voice from behind, causing Tom to turn and look, “and I ain’t just talkin’ about the boats.” He laughed, his eyes moving from Tom’s face to down the dock, where Izumi and Eshima were arguing over which boat to get, Eshima’s breasts bouncing powerfully as she argued her case with her BFF.

Tom smiled politely, but felt a sense of jealousy sweep over him. He wasn’t in a relationship with either of the girls, had no say about who they could or couldn’t date, but he still felt protective of what he had with them.

“If I were to guess,” said the man, still watching the two women, “I’d say you’re looking for a boat.”

“How did you guess that?” said Tom, sarcastically.

“Got a sixth sense.” Tom looked at him, unsure if he was joking or not. “I’m sensing you and your lov-e-ly companions are looking to go looking for some adventure in the big blue.” The man stretched his arm out indicating the water, although from where they were, it was mostly the back of boats.

“Something like that,” Tom said.

“You a boatin’ man?” he asked.

“Not particularly.”

“Truth be told, me either,” the man said, leaning in as if speaking to a co-conspirator, “but they ladies love ‘em. And if there’s one thing we know about the ladies,” he said, lowering his voice, “is they like ‘em big.” He jabbed Tom playfully in the ribs a few times with his elbow and then threw his head back and laughed loud enough to scare off a group of seagulls perching along atop the boats.

Tom was already regretting his decision, but it was too late to back out.

“But seriously,” said the man as he tried to adopt a more professional demeanour, “what kind you looking for?

◆◆◆

“A big one!” shouted Eshima, throwing her hands in the air.

“You couldn’t handle a big one,” said Homura, as she stretched out on the sun lounger in her skimpy bikini.

“I can!” shouted Eshima, “I’ve handled plenty of big ones.”

Homura snorted with laughter.

“What do you think Tom,” said Izumi, smirking, “do you think she could handle a big one?”

Eshima looked at Tom, hands on her hips, as he evaluated her diminutive frame.

“Hard to say,” he said, “she’s tougher than she looks, but we’d have to see her in action to know for sure.”

“I’ll show you right now,” she said, marching towards him, “come on.”

“We’re just kidding,” said Izumi.

“Are we?” asked Homura.

“We all believe you can drive a big boat.”

“We were talking about boats?” said Homura.

“Firstly,” said Eshima, marching towards Izumi, “you don’t drive a boat, you steer a boat. And secondly…”

“Yes?” asked Izumi.

“I really want to go on a boat!”

“Alright,” said Tom, “we’ll go rent a boat.”

“Yay!” shouted Eshima, throwing her hands in the air, her breasts bouncing wildly as he jumped in celebration. “I’m going to go get ready,” she said, as she ran towards the condo.

“I didn’t mean right…” he watched as she disappeared inside, “...now.”

“Too late,” said Izumi, “she’s already on board.”

“And you?”

“Yes, captain,” she said, smiling as she saluted him. “Won’t be long,” she said, following Eshima inside.

“Don’t even ask,” said Homru as Tom turned to look at her.

“Not a fan of the sea?” he asked.

“The sea, what’s in the sea, fish, crabs, snakes, sharks, stingrays, jellyfish, eels, boats, ships, yachts, canoes, kayaks, dinghies, or surfboards. Although surfers are ok. As long as they don’t talk.”

“So, I’ll put you down as a maybe.”

“Maybe when hell freezes over,” she said, arching her back as she stretched her arms above her head, her body shining in the bright summer sun, “which thankfully, doesn’t look to be happening anytime soon.”

◆◆◆

“Don’t you ever get tired of doing that?”

Never!” shouted Eshima, as she waved her hands in the air, her hair blowing in the wind as the convertible drove down the road. Tom never got tired of it either, the excited young woman next to him, ready for their next adventure.

“We’re nearly there,” he said as he turned the wheel, the road curving to the left. As he did so, the view in front of him cleared. It was like stepping into a new world. Gone were the cafes and shops lining the roads which blocked everything but the sky from view. Instead, there was nothing but sea. A vast expanse of dark blue stretching out to the horizon, where it finally met the bright blue of the sky.

As he got closer, the road curved down and the docks came into view, a seemingly endless parade of boats, yachts, and sailing vessels he didn’t know the name of, all lined up along the wooden walkways, framing the picture like a picket fence.

In the distance, he watched a small boat (or a big one far away, he couldn’t tell) sailing further and further out, sails up as they escaped the world for the independence of the sea.

“Look at them!” shouted Eshima as they came into view, “they’re wonderful!”

If there was one thing Eshima loved more than convertibles, it seemed, it was boats.

“My daddy had a boat,” she’d said as they sat by the pool, “we used to go sailing every weekend.”

“Of course you did,” said Homura, rolling her eyes.

“He taught me all about it,” continued Eshima, ignoring the barbed comment, “I’m practically a sailor.”

“Being all at sea doesn’t make you a sailor.”

“So can you sail by yourself?” asked Izumi, distracting from Homura’s increasingly incendiary comments.

“Of course,” she said, “I’m qualified and certified and anything. I can set sail today if I wanted.”

“Do you want to?” Tom asked. He had been watching the exchange from afar, enjoying listening to the three of them interact without him, as he drank his morning coffee.

The three women turned to look at him as he approached.

“Always,” said Eshima.

“Alright then,” he said.

“Are you serious?” asked Homura.

“Of course,” said Tom. “I’ve always wanted to go sailing.”

“And I’ve always wanted to go parachuting,” she said, “but I wouldn’t let Eshima fly the plane.”

“She says she’s qualified.”

“She says a lot of things.”

“I promise,” said Eshima, “I’m really really good. I even won sailing competitions.”

“How convenient.”

“It is actually,” said Izumi. She turned to Tom. “What kind of boat do you want to go on?”

“A big one!” shouted Eshima, throwing her hands in the air.

It had taken them a while to get ready and then drive down to the docks, but it was still morning when they arrived and there were still plenty of boats, as well as plenty of people milling around inspecting them.

“This is the one!” shouted Eshima, “this is the one!”

“I guess we’ll take that one,” said Tom to the man standing next to him.

“An excellent choice,” he said, smiling.

◆◆◆

Eshima.

“It’s a sign,” said Eshima as she boarded her namesake.

What does it mean?” asked Tom as he followed the two women onto the boat.

“It depends,” said Izumi, “depending on the kanji, the characters used.”

“It can mean ‘river’,” said Eshima, “or ‘island’, or ‘eternity’ or ‘splendour’ or ‘brilliance’ or ‘island’. So it’s perfect””

“What does this one mean?” asked Tom, pointing at the Japanese symbol next to the English.

“It means,” said Izumi, “that they don’t speak Japanese!”

The two women burst into laughter as Tom looked at the symbol and then back to them. He looked at the character which seemed to have an aesthetically pleasing style and wondered if the owner had intentionally picked something that looked nice or whether they were one of those people who ask for a tattoo that says “eternity” and come out with the word for “ass” printed on their arm. And he too, began laughing.

“Now get on board,” shouted Eshima, picking up a white boating hat that was sitting on one of the loungers on the deck, “the captain has spoken!”

◆◆◆

“Woo!” Shouted Captain Eshima as she held onto the steering wheel. It was more like the one you would find in a car than on a pirate ship, but Tom didn’t really mind all that much. Not least because he had other things on his mind.

“Are you alright?” asked Izumi as she looked over from the sun lounger on the back of the yacht. She had slid off her sarong almost as soon as they set off, exposing her long smooth legs as she settled into the sun lounger.

“Fine,” he said, nodding swiftly, his hands gripping the side railing as he tried his best to ride out his seasickness.

“We can go back, if you want?” she said as she sat up. “I’ll go ask the captain to turn around.”

“Really, it’s fine. Besides,” he said, looking to the front of the boat, Captain Eshima standing in the small control area, in nothing but her skimpy bikini and captain’s hat, her short shorts long since discarded, “I wouldn’t want to ruin her fun.”

She cheered again as the boat hit another wave, rocking the vessel, turning the smile Tom had been trying to make into more of a grimace, as he held on harder to the railings.

“Come on,” she said, wrapping her arms around his torso, “let’s get you below deck. Maybe a lie down will do you some good.”

“I really don’t need to –” he groaned as the boat lurched again, the captain’s laughter the only thing audible over the crashing waves. “Ok, maybe for a minute.”

◆◆◆

Being below deck didn’t help at all. If anything, it made him feel worse. All he could concentrate on now was the rocking of the boat as he lay in the narrow berth, eyes fixed on the ceiling.

“She said she’d head for more stable waters,” said Izumi as she descended the steps into the small cabin, “but she didn’t seem happy about it.”

“I bet,” said Tom, not feeling any better as the harsh rocking gave way to a more persistent sway.

“She called us, what was the word?” she said, taking a moment to think. “Ah yes, mutinous swine.” She smiled and lay down next to him, her body pressed close to him on the single bed.

“You don’t have to stay down here,” he said, “go up and enjoy the experience. I figure somebody should.”

“Eshima’s enjoying it enough for all of us,” she said, snuggling closer, wrapping her soft leg over Tom’s.

“And you?” he said, his hand wrapped around her shoulder, gently stroking her hair.

“I’m happy down here,” she said, “with my co-conspirator.” She looked up at him and smiled and he smiled back, then returned his gaze to the ceiling, trying to ignore the queasy feeling still running through him.

“Still feeling poorly?” she asked, whispering into his ear. He nodded gently in reply. “Oh, you poor thing,” she stroked his face gently with the backs of her fingers, “let’s see if we can’t make you feel a bit better.” He felt her hand slide down his face, moving gracefully over the front of his shirt and down to his shorts, rubbing the spot in between his legs.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Shh,” she whispered, “it’s an ancient maritime treatment for seasickness.” She continued to rub his cock, feeling it growing harder under her touch, then slid her hand up and down into his shorts, caressing him through his boxers.

He moaned softly as she rubbed his cock with the palm of her hand as her fingers tickled his balls, as she began to gently kiss the side of his face and neck.

“Any better?” she asked.

“A little,” he said.

“Ok,” she said, “how about this?”

He moaned as she slid her hand into his boxers, her slim fingers caressing his cock and balls, before she wrapped her hand around his shaft and gently began to stroke him.

“Getting closer,” he said, breathing slowly and focusing on her touch, her other hand sliding into the top of his loosely-buttoned shirt.

She began to work him faster, kissing his neck more passionately, licking at it as she began to rub her body slowly against him. She moaned as he slid his hand down over her bare shoulder and into the top of her bikini, caressing her breast, his fingers finding her hard nipple.

“Seems like it’s working,” she said, stroking him faster again.

“Better keep going,” he said, gently twisting her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, “just to be on the safe side.”

“But I prefer living dangerously,” she said, leaning in and kissing him on the lips. “Very dangerously.”

She pushed her body across and straddled him, his hand slipping out of her bikini top and pulling her breast out with it. She left it and kept working him as she looked down at him, then pulled her hands out of his shorts and grabbed the waistband, pulling them down around his thighs, so that his cock sprung free. She quickly took hold of his cock again and worked him slowly, her thumb sliding ever so gently over the tip, spreading his pre-cum all over it.

She moaned softly as she stroked him faster, rocking on him as she did so, as she ran her free hand through her hair. He stroked her thighs, soft but firm as she straddled him, his fingers sliding up to the strings holding her bikini bottoms on.

“You need to rest,” she said, then leaned in stroking him as their bodies pressed together, and put her lips to his ear, “let me do the work.” She kissed him softly on the lips then sat back up straight, a drop of pre-cum on her toned stomach. She wiped it off with her finger and sucked the tip clean, then climbed off him and pulled off his shorts with one hand, as she placed the other on the wall to keep herself steady.

“I’m starting to feel ill again,” he said, looking up at her from the bed, “better give me mouth to mouth.”

“I can do one better than that,” she said, reaching behind her and taking off her top. She threw it softly at him and it landed on his face. He pulled it off just in time to see her drop to her knees by the side of the bed. She began stroking him quickly and then removed her hand from his cock and pressed him deep into her mouth. He groaned as her lips slid down his cock, her warm wet hole covering him with saliva, then moaned again as she began bobbing up and down quickly, pressing down deep, her lips on the base of his shaft then up to the tip as she sucked him off.

She pulled him out of her mouth and gasped for air as she stroked his wet cock with her hand again. She looked at him and smiled as she licked her lips, then returned her attention to his cock. She took the tip in her mouth and swirled her tongue around it slowly, teasing him as her hand slowly worked his wet shaft, her saliva dripping down her hand onto his balls. He reached out and stroked her dark hair as she looked up at him, wide-eyed, then closed her eyes and took him deep in her throat, holding her there as he felt the muscles in her throat contracting, then began sucking him quickly again.

He bucked his hips slightly, pushing upwards and she took him deeper in her throat, as her wet hand played with his balls, her middle finger sliding down and playing with his taint.

Her free hand slid up his chest, gently circling one nipple then another, as he stroked her smooth arm with his free hand.

He moaned and pushed up harder as she continued to work him.

“I’m getting close,” he moaned, and she started moving even faster, desperate to make him feel as good as possible. He looked down at the topless young woman with his cock in her mouth, working him as if life both their lives depended on it, taking him so deep into her throat that he wasn’t sure she had even ever heard of the term “gag reflex.”

He moaned again as she pushed down deeper, then moved her lips up and began working the tip with her lips, her tongue moving rapidly around it as it sat in her mouth, one hand still on his balls, the other moving down his body to find his shaft once more and stroking him rapidly.

He pushed his hips up again and they both knew he was near the point of no return.

“You like that?” she asked, sitting upright and working him with her hand as fast as she could.

“So much.”

“Make you feel better?”

“So much better,” he said, as he looked at her, her breasts bouncing rapidly, her whole body shaking as she gave everything she had to stroking his cock.

“How much better?”

“So much,” he said, “the best I ever felt.”

“We’ll see about that,” she said, her face completely serious. She worked him faster, leaning down and sticking her tongue out, moving it around the head of his cock as he watched her bringing him closer and closer. She moved herself closer, pressing her hand between her breasts as she worked him, then slid her hand away and pushed her breasts together, enveloping his wet cock between them as she bounced up and down rubbing him between her tits.

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

As he came, he moaned and pressed his hard hard to the side of the boat, holding himself steady as he watched her working him between her bouncing breasts, her perfect nipples like buoys in a sea of pleasure, as his cum shot out of his cock like powerful waves out of the sea.

She gasped as he came, releasing load after load of cum over her heaving tits as she kept them pressed together, now glistening with sweat, saliva and cum, as she took more of his load, begging for more as he came over neck and chin, his creamy cum dribbling down her body as he continued to coat her as she worked him, until he was completely finished.

He lay on the bed, exhausted, as Izumi continued to gently work his cock between her breasts, before taking hold of the base of his cock and gently rubbing his cum across her firm nipples.

“Oh my,” she said, “I didn’t expect quite so much!”

“Sorry,” he said, fighting to stay awake.

“Not at all,” she said, “all part of the procedure.” She smiled and ran her index finger over her breast, rubbing his cum into her nipple, before scooping it up and sucking it off her finger and swallowing it down. “Oops,” she said, “forgot to treat the patient first.” She dropped her head and took his cock in her mouth once again, slowly sucking him clean, her perfect body still covered in his cum.

◆◆◆

After she had cleaned herself up, Izumi had snuggled back into Tom and the both of them had promptly fallen asleep. He didn’t know how long they had been like that, but when they woke up, the sea was calm, almost still.

He lay there for a moment and enjoyed the calmness which washed over him thanks, in no small part, to Izumi.

“Hey,” said Izumi, as she gently kissed his cheek, “thought you’d never wake up.”

“Was I asleep long?” he asked.

“Not too long,” she said, “but you did seem like you needed to rest.”

“I guess I did,” he said, “thank you.” He leaned in and kissed her.

“Land ahoy,” shouted Eshima from above deck.

“Maybe we should go see what she’s up to,” said Izumi, casting a glance up to the ceiling, “before we run around and get stranded!”

“I guess so,” he said, as he lay on the bed, watching Izumi’s tight ass as she ascended the stairs, her bikini top long since forgotten, onto the deck to assess the situation.

◆◆◆

“What’s going on?” he asked a couple of minutes later as he climbed up onto the deck.

“Land ahoy!” shouted Eshima, still wearing her captain’s hat, and pointed. He followed the tip of her finger out across the sea, to a speck in the distance.

“What is it?”

“Land!” said Eshima, as if that explained everything.

“Can we go there?” he asked.

“Is it safe?” asked Izumi.

“A life at sea is not for those who crave a life without adventure,” said Eshima.

“I’m starting to think Homura had a point,” said Izumi, “there’s a lot of adventure at sea.”

“Tell me about it,” he said, causing Izumi to blush slightly.

“We can get there,” said Eshima, “we just need to take the jet ski.”

“The jet ski?” asked Tom.

“Of course!” said Eshima, moving quickly to the edge of the boat.

Tom looked down and saw right there on the edge of the boat, a bright yellow jet ski.

“Why did you think it was so expensive?” she asked.

“I just thought that’s what boats cost,” said Tom truthfully.

The fact of the matter was, he hadn’t given the matter much thought at all. He was living his best life right now and he was not going to be burdened by such petty things as sensible financial planning. The cost was the cost was the cost and Tom was going to get it no matter what. This was a journey of revitalisation and rejuvenation, a spiritual and physical reinvention of himself as the kind of man he wanted to be, not the one circumstance had brow-beaten him into becoming.

The New Tom rented big fucking boats with fucking bright yellow jet skis and got his dick sucked below deck by beautiful Japanese women half his age, until he blew his big fat load all over her big tits whilst another scantily-clad Japanese woman who he’d recently fucked on the bonnet of his brand new convertible whilst parked in the middle of the woods, sailed the three of them towards their next adventure wearing nothing but a skimpy bikini and a captain’s hat. That was the New Tom and he fucking loved being the New Tom.

“Fuck it,” he said, “let’s go.”

◆◆◆

Although delighted by his enthusiasm, Captain Eshima explained that they were still too far out to jump on the jet ski and ride to the island. It would be, she said, trying not to laugh, another hour or so before they got close enough. Unless, of course, he wanted her to speed things up.

“But,” she warned, “it might get a little choppy.”

Tom felt a rolling in his stomach and agreed that slow and steady wins the race. Which is why, despite his initial enthusiasm, Tom lay on the sunlounger, now only in his shorts, the midday sun beating down on him and the boat. He was far too warm and considered whether a life at sea might not be the life for him after all.

He looked over at Izumi, her almost-naked body stretched out on the lounger beside him, sparkling in the light, looking completely at ease as she absorbed the rays.

Ok, he thought, maybe there were some perks.

He got up and walked to the end of the boat, leaning on the railing as he watched the water churn as the engines worked under the surface. He felt a lot better now he had finally gained his sea legs thanks, in no small part, to Izumi’s maritime remedy for what ails ya.

Still, he felt bad that the pair of them had neglected Eshima for most of the trip even though, by all accounts, she seemed to be having a great time by herself. Regardless, he decided he really should spend some time with the captain.

As he walked to the front of the boat, he could see the island was significantly larger than before. On one side he saw the rough rocks, ready to sink any intrepid explorers who got too close. But on the other side, the one they were thankfully heading towards, was nothing but sandy beaches and lush green foliage.

“It’s wonderful, isn’t it?” said Eshima, hands on the wheel, eyes on the sea ahead.

“How did you know I was here?” he asked.

“A captain always knows every inch of her vessel,” she said, turning and smiling at him, “and every inch of those on it.”

“Of course,” he said, walking into the small cabin where she had spent almost the entirety of the trip so far. It was small, so he had to stand close to her.

“You want to take control?” she asked, as he stood behind her, his shirtless body close to hers. She looked back at him. “Of the boat, I mean.”

“Oh,” he said, “sure.”

She smiled and stepped aside as she did the same and the two of them swapped positions.

“Right,” she said, standing close behind him, pressing herself close as she stood on her toes to look over her shoulder, “place your hands on the wheel.”

“Like this?” he asked, placing his hands on the wheel.

“Yes!” she said, in an overly enthusiastic manner. “Look at you, you’re practically a pirate!”

Tom laughed at the silliness of her statement, but couldn’t help but feel a small burst of joy inside at being called a pirate. After all, who hasn’t dreamt of being a swashbuckling pirate at one time or another?

“Hoist the mainsails!” he shouted, not knowing any other boating lingo and she laughed.

“I’m afraid, Captain,” she said, “there aren’t any mainsails to hoist.”

“I thought you were the captain?” he said.

“I think we both know who’s in charge here,” she said, whispering in his ear, sucking gently on the lobe, and taking the captain’s hat from her head and perching it on his.

She lowered herself from her toes and began running her hands over his bareback as he continued to steer, kissing his shoulder blades as her hands slid around his waist, her fingers tracing along his firm abs and up over his chest.

She held herself close to him and he felt her breasts press into his back, as her fingers gently circled his nipples, before one hand slid down his body and into his shorts. He moaned as she wrapped her hand around his hardening cock, stroking it slowly as she continued to kiss his back.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Serving my captain,” she said. “I wouldn’t be a good first mate otherwise, would I?”

“I guess not,” he said, his cock hard in her hand as she stroked him.

“Besides,” she added, “why should you two get to have all the fun?”

“You heard?” he asked.

“Every inch,” she said, “besides, it’s not that big of a boat.” She stroked him faster, her other hand sliding down at pulling at his shorts until they fell to his ankles. He could feel her thighs pressed against his ass as she worked him. “But I have to confess, I did nearly lose control.”

“You did?” he asked, hands gripping the wheel, eyes locked on the island.

“Turns out it’s really difficult to steer when you’re touching yourself.”

Tom moaned as she working him faster, as he imagined hee in her bikini and captain’s hat, listening to Tom and Izumi’s moans as she sucked his cock below deck, one hand on the steering wheel, the other buried in her bikini bottoms, her fingers sliding over her wet pussy, pressing deep into her tight hole, fingerfucking herself silly before sliding up to her clit and rubbing it wither her soaking-wet fingers, one foot on the control panel as she brought herself to orgasm.

“Which,” she said, “is why I’d better do all the touching.”

He moaned as she worked him faster, her other hand sliding down and cupping his balls, playing with them gently, the sea air cool on his naked body.

She kissed down and across his back as she crouched down and moved around him, kissing across his torso until she was in front of him, pressed between the bottom of the control panel and his body. She took his cock in her mouth and began to suck slowly, her hands gripping his ass for purchase.

He moaned as she took him deep in her throat, holding him there for a moment, before sliding her lips back up. She kissed the wet tip of his cock, gently lifted his cock up with two fingers, and slowly licked up the whole length of his shaft, until her tongue flicked over the head.

She let it fall and took the tip in her mouth, her tongue moving slowly around it, her hands back on his ass. Then, without warning, she took him deep into her throat again then straight back out as she began to suck him quickly. He looked down at her bobbing head, her dark hair moving quickly as she slid her lips up and down his cock.

He moaned as she grabbed his ass tighter, fingernails digging into the skin as she moved faster, pushing him deeper into her throat. He reached down with one hand, the other firmly on the wheel, and gently stroked her hair. She moaned softly as he did this, then slowed down, causing him instinctively to move his hips.

The faster he moved them, the slower she went until she was crouched in front of him, perfectly still, his hand firmly on her head as he quickly fucked her tight, wet mouth.

He was careful not to slide too deep, but as he felt her fingers digging into his ass, pulling him closer to her, he fucked her throat deeper, just as she wanted.

He fucked her mouth hard and fast and could easily picture himself cumming, shooting his load straight down her throat, his first mate following the captain’s orders and eagerly swallowing down the thick load.

His fingers slid into her hair, grabbing a handful and holding her in place as he fucked her mouth, faster and faster as she moaned with pleasure. Then he slowly stopped and gently guided her up by her hair, crying out as his cock slid out of her mouth.

He leaned in and kissed her wet lips and she pressed her body into his, his hard cock slipping between her thighs, and she moaned as it rubbed against the thin material of her bikini, the only thing separating his cock and her pussy.

His one hand slid down to her ass, grabbing her firm cheek as she rubbed herself over his cock, her hands now on his chest.

“First mate,” he muttered through kisses.

“Yes, Captain?” she moaned as his fingers slid further down her ass and between her legs.

“You have the conn.”

“Yes, Captain,” she said, turning around and taking control of the wheel. She moaned as he pressed his cock back between her thighs from behind, her tight ass pressed against his hips as she continued to rub against his cock, his hands sliding up over her body, caressing her breasts through her skimpy top, feeling her nipples hardening as he played with them.

She moaned again as he leaned over and kissed her neck, his hands sliding down and up under the bikini top and squeezing her firm breasts, feeling their softness as he caressed them.

He slid a hand out from one and up, tilting her head back and up, kissing her as the other slid down her body and into her bikini bottoms. She moaned, knees buckling slightly as his finger slid between her wet lips, sliding through her warmth and teasing her entrance.

He let go of her face and she looked back out to see, taking her duties seriously but moaning deeply, as he slid first one finger into her tight pussy, then a second, slowly finger fucking her as he curled them deep inside her.

He began to caress her breasts again with his free hand, moving from one to the other as he leaned down and kissed the soft skin on her neck, causing her to sigh with pleasure every time his lips touched her skin.

She pressed her ass harder towards Tom, his cock straining aginst the thin material covering he cheeks, ready to penetrate it and slide into her tight asshole,  and he moved his fingers in and out of her faster, her moans getting louder as he quickly finger fucked her as she steered.

“Oh fuck, Captain,” she gasped as his fingers stroked her g-spot, “I think I’m going to cum.”

“Permission denied,” he said, his fingers working deep inside.

“But Captain,” she began, before groaning as a wave of pleasure ran through her, “I– oh fuck.”

“That’s an order,” he said, refusing her relief as he kept finger fucking her tight hole, his cock pressing against her ass.

“Yes, Captain,” she moaned, her body pressed to the wheel as he kept going, her ass pushing back on his cock faster, desperate for release.

He kept going, his hand soaking wet with her juices, her body shaking as he edged her closer and closer, her pussy muscles contracting on his fingers as they begged for more. Still, he kept going, pushing her tight body further and further as she obeyed his orders, grinding and grunting, her body completely tense, until he was satisfied she could take no more.

“Captain…” she whispered, softly, her whole body trembling.

“Cum for me,” he whispered into her ear, “that’s an order.”

“Yes, Capt – aaaain!”

She cried out as she was finally allowed to cum, her delayed climax shocking her entire body, her muscles spasming as he kept finger fucking her, her pussy squeezing his fingers as he stroked deep inside of her, her wetness flowing down his wrist as she ground her hips on his hand. The boat began to turn sharply and he reached over with one hand, taking hold of the wheel and correcting course as she continued to cum, her hips bucking as she rode his fingers, releasing primitive, high-pitched squeals as her orgasm kept shaking her body.

“Captain,” she gasped, “I can’t…”

“Stay the course,” he said, still finger fucking her as her vaginal orgasm continued to rock her body, pushing her further to higher and higher levels of pleasure, her moans getting more and more high-pitched until she became silent, her face contorted into one of sexual bliss, even as she struggled to cope with such extreme sensations, until she peaked and her limp body finally collapsed against the wheel.

She lay there, breathing heavily, his hand on the wheel beneath her breast, her ass sitting on his hard cock.

He leaned in and softly kissed her neck, her cheek, listening to her shiver as the slightest touch sent shockwaves through her body, threatening to start the whole thing over again, and slid two wet fingers into her mouth, sliding them in and out as she sucked on them firmly.

Once clean, he slipped them out of her mouth, and she reached back with one hand and gently stroked his hair as he leaned in and kissed her, her body gently moving, his cock still between her legs. She reached back with the other hand and slipped it between their bodies as she took hold of his cock and began stroking him slowly as he continued to kiss her neck.

He began to move his hips, fucking her soft hand as she worked him, listening to her soft moans as his balls lightly slapped her pinkie finger.

“Captain,” she whispered, “I need you inside me.”

He pulled back and she let go, bending over and moaning softly as he slid two fingers underneath her pussy-soaked bikini bottoms and pulled them to her side, exposing her wet pussy to the cool ocean breeze. She gasped as he told hold of his cock and ran it down her swollen lips, her wetness coating the tip, brushing over her exposed clit before sliding it back up and working himself deep inside her.

She moaned as he slid in and out of her, stretching her tight pussy as he got deeper and deeper, crying out as he slid all the way in. He held himself deep inside her and she began to rock her tired body, moving his cock around inside her, rotating her hips before bouncing slowly on it. He watched her, bent over the wheel, rocking as she gently rode his throbbing cock, desperate to be filled, even in her exhausted state.

He stroked her hair gently and leaned over and kissed the top of her head, causing her to moan as his cock moved inside her, then he straightened up, held her firmly by the hips and took his first mate firmly from behind. She moaned as he fucked her, her body pressed against the wheel, listening to her gasps as he thrust deep into her, the sound getting faster and faster as he did, her breasts softly thumping against the wheel.

He listened to her moan as he looked out to sea, his mighty vessel cutting a path through the water, paradise on the horizon. She moaned as she stretched out a leg, pressing her foot firmly against the panel, holding herself wide so he could take her deeper.

“It’s all yours, Captain,” she moaned as he fucked her harder, his cock sliding deeper into her tight body. He reached around her body and pulled her upright, her pussy tightening as she leaned back against his warm body, both her hands firmly grasping the wheel. His arm pressed across her body, forearm pressed under her tits, he curled his wrist and took one in his hand, caressing it as he gently teased her nipple, and leaned down and kissed her neck.

As he continued to fuck her, his hard cock deep inside her warm wet pussy, his free hand slid down her body, sliding into her bikini bottoms and causing her to cry out as he began to gently circle her clit with a soft fingertip. As he moved his finger faster, she reached back with one arm and wrapped it around the back of her neck, holding herself steady as her knees buckled.

She breathed hard as he took her quickly, her body exposed to the sea air, her nipples firm, her warm skin carrying the slightest tang of sea salt. She rocked faster, pushing his cock deeper, riding him harder as he thrust into her, her wetness dripping down his cock, her body trembling from having him so deep inside of her.

He moaned, feeling himself getting close.

“I’m going to cum soon,” he moaned.

“Yes, Captain,” she moaned, “I’m ready to receive whatever you have for me.”

He kept fucking her, holding back as long as he could, staring out into the vast expanse of water, the island of adventure up ahead, anything to distract from how tight her pussy was on his cock, how good it would feel to cum deep inside her body.

She moaned and arched her back, tightening her pussy on his cock, bringing him closer to the edge.

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

“Yes, Captain,” she moaned, “cum for me. Cum deep inside me, everything here belongs to you. It’s yours to do whatever you want to, it’s all yours.” He felt his cock twitching, eagerly ready to explode, but he held off, holding it for just a few moments more until…

He moaned loudly as he came, his cock twitching inside her fertile body as thick streams of cum shot deep into her as he thrust again and again, short thrusts as he held him deep inside her.

“That’s it,” she moaned, “use me, Captain. My body is all for you. Take control.”

With that, she cried out, cumming on his cock as he continued to play with her clit, his finger moving in quick circles over her swollen bud, her leg giving way and her pussy sinking deeper onto his cock as he filled her tight body with semen, both of them moaning as they rode their orgasms for as long as possible, until they were both finished and she was completely filled.

Once done, he gasped and held himself inside her, her body twitching on his cock as she shivered, her orgasm stripping her entire body of energy. She held onto him loosely, as he held her up, his face buried in her neck, kissing her softly as he gasped for breath.

Slowly, he let her go and she leaned against the wheel, gasping as he slowly pulled his cock out of her cum-filled pussy. Gently, he pulled her bikini bottoms back into place, and watched as they darkened as his cum dripped out of her well-fucked hole and soaked into the thin fabric.

“Ahoy there,” said Izumi.

Tom turned quickly, panicked, but Izumi seemed to be taking it all in her stride.

“Having a pleasant voyage?” she asked, smiling as she glanced at the exhausted Eshima.

“Better than I’d ever imagined,” he said, his exposed cock covered in Eshima’s pussy juices.

“We’ll see about that,” she said, as she dropped to her knees.

Tom watched as she took his cock in her mouth, sucking his cum and her BFF’s wetness from him, licking him slowly as she savoured the taste of both of them on his cock.

“Don’t look so surprised,” she said, looking up at him, his cock in hand, “you didn’t think we hadn’t discussed sharing you, did you? We’re best friends and best friends share everything, isn’t that right, sweetie?”

Tom looked over his shoulder at Eshima, still slumped over the wheel, as she gave a silent thumbs up before her arm quickly dropped.

“See?” she said, as she stood up. “Everything.” She smiled and leaned in, kissing him slowly, her body pressed against his, her breasts pushed into his chest.

“Now, if you don’t mind, Captain,” she said as she pulled away slowly and licked her lips, “I need to make sure our First Mate is ship shape and Bristol Fashion before we drop anchor, if that’s ok with you.”

“Absolutely,” he said.

She looked at him seriously, straightening his hat which was rather eskew, then saluted him and walked towards the ruined First Mate. She stopped behind Eshima, gently kissing the girl’s neck and stroking her hair, before gently lowering herself to her knees and lightly pulling her bikini bottoms to the side.

“Oh my,” she said, inspecting her friend’s cum-filled pussy, “she’ll need a through going over.” With that, she kissed her friend’s swollen lips and slid her deep inside her pussy, carefully and methodically licking up the thick load.

Tom stood there, gobsmacked as he watched Izumi licking Eshima’s pussy clean of his cum, both of them moaning with pleasure as her tongue slid and out of her friend.

Everything.

He reached down and pulled up his shorts, and as he watched Izumi licking Eshima’s tight hole, he basked in the glow of how good it was to be the captain.
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