
        
            
                
            
        

    
His Summer Harem

Part Four: Road Trip

O. L. Tyme


Copyright © 2024 O. L. Tyme

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Author's note: All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.


Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Road Trip

Thank you!

About The Author

Books In This Series

Books By This Author


Road Trip

“Wooooo!”

Tom glanced at Eshima as she waved one hand in the air, the other planted firmly on the oversized hat on top of her head. He smiled to himself, her youthful enthusiasm was infectious, then smiled wider as he put his foot on the accelerator and she screamed even louder as the convertible picked up speed.

◆◆◆

“Can I get a ride?”

Tom had been sitting at the breakfast bar of his beachfront property – the one he had rented for the summer – drinking his morning coffee. He was feeling refreshed this morning, unlike the previous one, which had seen him and his three housemates – the stunning Japanese college students, Izumi, Eshima, and Homura – partying into the early hours of the morning, from which he only really began to recover after a refreshing poolside encounter with Homura, who needed a pick-me-up herself.

“Good morning,” he said as he looked up from his coffee.

“Morning,” Eshima said brightly, as she walked in through the glass doors from the private pool area, wiping her hair with a large towel.

“Little early for a swim, isn’t it?” he asked.

“It’s the perfect time,” she said, walking towards him, “it’s nice and cool, there’s no noise, and it’s really refreshing.”

“I bet,” he said. She was wearing a flimsy-looking pink two-piece bikini, the sort that looked like it would fall off the second she dived off the side and slid effortlessly under the water. He could see her nipples were hardened from the cool water, and the bottom half was clinging to her body, outlining everything.

If she saw him staring, she made no mention of it. It wasn’t like he hadn’t seen every inch of her before. Images of their time together on the beach sprang to mind and he felt a surge of energy through his body.

“What you got there?” she asked, pointing to the cup.

“Just a coffee,” he said.

“What type?” she asked, as she wrapped the towel around the lower half of her body and hopped up onto the breakfast bar stool opposite him, leaning forward with one hand on her chin, her skimpy bikini top looking like it would snap any second.

“Regular,” he said, half-smiling, half-apologetic. “I was going to make one of those fancy half-fat, double cream, almond milk, chocha mocha frappe espressos with three squirts of syrup and just the lightest dusting of powder on top, but I couldn’t find a big enough cup!”

“I love those!” she said laughing. “I used to drink those sorts of things all the time, but they went straight to my hips!”

Tom looked at her, her slim, toned body without the slightest imperfection and gave her a sceptical look.

“Also, maybe Izumi banned me from drinking them because they made me too bouncy!” As she spoke, Eshima bounced on the stool, her large breasts jiggling as the bikini top strained against the motion, looking to Tom like it was on the verge of snapping and pinging across the room.

Tom tried to think of what an ultra-caffeinated Eshima would be like, imagining her now but with more manic energy, and his head began to swim just thinking about it.

“So,” she said, casually, in a way that made Tom instantly suspect it was anything but, “what are you doing today?”

“Not much,” he said, “why?”

“Oh, no reason,” she said, “just wondering.”

There was a short pause.

“But, if you’re not doing anything… Can I get a ride?”

“Sure,” he said, hiding his smile behind his coffee, “where do you need to go?”

“Oh you know,” she said, waving her hand dismissively in the air, “here and there.”

“Sure thing,” he said, not at all surprised. “When do you want to go?”

“Just give me five minutes to get ready,” she said, hopping down from the stool, “and we’ll head off out!”

“Sounds great,” he said, watching as she ran towards the stairs, completely ignoring her towel as it slipped from around her body and fell to the floor, exposing her firm ass, her bikini bottoms still clinging to the cheeks, jiggling nicely as she disappeared up the stairs.

“I’ll just wait here,” he said, settling back down to enjoy his coffee, prepared for the longest five minutes of his life.

◆◆◆

“Ready!” she said, as she bounded down the stairs.

Tom closed his eyes and waited, fearing the inevitable crash as she fell down the floating staircase with no handrail, but thankfully, it never came.

“Was I too long?” she asked, as she approached Tom.

“Not at all,” he said, putting down his puzzle book.

That was the truth, sort of. He was used to the sorts of “five minutes” his new housemates needed to get ready. So, as Eshima had rushed up the stairs, Tom had taken some time to sit and enjoy his coffee, reflecting on the chaos of the last few days, a chaos which always seemed to come out of nowhere.

Just like today.

So, he sat and relaxed and waited. Then, after half an hour or so, he headed upstairs himself to get ready, taking a shower and throwing on some fresh clothes – a white linen shirt and a pair of shorts – from his new wardrobe, then headed back downstairs.

He made another cup of coffee and took a puzzle book from his bag, one he had picked up on a whim, just in case he needed to pass the time alone, which so far this trip had been never. The book was crisp and clean and he flipped to a random page somewhere in the middle, stimulating his mind and caffeinating his body, as he waited for Eshima to finally arrive.

And finally, there she was.

“Do I look ok?” she asked, as stood in front of him.

“You look amazing,” he said, looking her up and down. She had ditched the skimpy pink bikini, opting instead for a summer hat with an almost comically oversized brim, a pair of dark sunglasses, and a colourful sundress that clung to her slim waist with a deep v down the middle which accented her large breasts, whilst the skirt floated airily around her pale thighs, her bare legs leading down to a pair of flat open-toe sandals that showed off her perfectly manicured toes.

“Really?” she asked.

“Of course,” he said.

“Oh my gosh,” she said, looking over the top of her glasses at the nearly completed page of the puzzle book, “you’ve nearly finished!”

“I started it before,” he lied, closing the book. Ready to go?”

“Yes!” she said, throwing her arms into the air, before holding her arm out, expectantly. She was a good few inches shorter than the last time they had done this, the four of them heading out for the evening of dancing, with the three women in unfeasibly large heels.

He stood, slipped his arm through hers, and the pair of them walked towards the front door.

◆◆◆

“Take a right here,” said Eshima, sitting in the passenger seat of Tom’s convertible as they drove out of town.

“So, where are we going?” he had asked as they got into the car, ready to tap the details into the navigation system.

“I’ll tell you when we get there,” she said, opening the car door.

“And Izumi and Homura don’t need to come with?” he asked, noting the absence of the two women all morning.

“Oh, they’ve already gone out,” she said as she settled into the seat.

“Oh really?” he asked. “What are they up to?”

“Oh you know,” she said, checking her reflection in the side mirror, even though she still had her dark sunglasses on, “stuff.”

Tom wondered what sort of “stuff” Izumi and Homura were getting up to without Eshima, but shrugged it off as he started the engine and pulled out of the driveway.

“Now, this left,” she said.

They had left the beach a good while ago and Tom still had no idea where they were heading. All he knew was that they were far away from the populated areas, the roads now lined by trees on both sides, their extensive foliage above providing a welcome shelter from the blistering sun.

“Did you just want to ride in the car?” he asked, as he turned left onto another non-descript road.

“No,” she said, slowly.

“It’s ok,” he said, “I don’t mind going for a drive with you.”

“Really?” she asked, turning to look at him.

“Of course,” he said, “I like spending time with you, all of you.”

“I like spending time with you as well,” she said, “all of us do. But especially me.”

He glanced at her, pretending to check the rearview mirror, but she was looking away, out to the trees that lined the road.

“You’re very kind to do this,” she said, her hand resting on his thigh.

“Really,” he said, “it’s no problem at all.”

“I just want you to know how grateful I am for everything you’ve done.”

“I haven’t done much,” said Tom.

“You let us stay with you, let us dress you and take you out all night and drag you to the beach where all we do is sleep!”

“It’s been fun,” said Tom, truthfully, “if anything, I should be thanking the three of you.”

Tom meant it, every word. He had rented the condo and the car on a whim, packing a bag with just the essentials and heading off without a thought of what to do. All he knew was that he was forty years old, newly divorced and had enough money to quit his job and do nothing for a few months, at least.

Of course, he had hopes and dreams of what he hoped might happen, but the idea of living with three beautiful young Japanese women half his age, all of whom had expressed (and explored) a sexual interest in him, was beyond his wildest dreams.

Now, here he was, driving alone with Eshima, her hand moving up and down his bare thigh, her fingertips slipping under his shorts as she thanked him! If anything, he should be thanking her!

Her hand slid up further under his shorts, her fingers finding his cock, hardening in his boxers as her fingertips gently caressed the burgeoning outline.

She slipped her hand out from his shorts quickly and Tom panicked suddenly, wondering if it had been an accident, if her hand on his thigh had been a platonic gesture, that her fingertips stroking his cock was nothing more than a slip-up.

But then he heard the click of her seatbelt and looked across to see her bending across the car, her hat and sunglasses sitting securely in the footwell.

“What are you doing?” he asked as her fingers traced the waistband of his shorts.

“Showing you how grateful I am,” she said.

“There’s really no need,” he said.

“But I want to.”

She pulled down the front of his shorts and boxers with one hand, as the other dug deep inside, disappearing as she gently took hold of his cock and guided it to freedom. She looked at it and stroked it gently, as Tom continued to drive, both hands firmly on the wheel.

“Which way?” Tom asked as they came up to a fork in the road.

“You choose,” she said, eyes locked on his cock, “I like it when you take control.”

He turned right and continued to drive, moaning as Eshima slowly took his cock in her mouth.

“Oh God,” he moaned as she slowly sucked his cock, her hand at the base of his shaft as her head moved slowly up and down, pushing him deep into her throat before sliding back up.

“You like?” she asked, slowly stroking his shaft, now wet with her warm saliva, as she looked up from his lap.

“Very much so.”

“Do you want me to stop?”

“No.”

“Me either,” she said, smiling, before dipping her head back down and taking his cock in her mouth once again, her head moving faster as she slid her lips up and down his shaft with increasing speed.

He gripped the wheel harder as she quickly sucked his cock, his eyes focused on the empty roads as her wet hand gently cradled his balls. He moaned again and his foot pressed slightly harder on the accelerator and as the car sped up, so did Eshima.

She sucked him faster, her tongue swirling around, the edge of his waistband becoming damp with her warm saliva.

She pulled back, working his cock rapidly with her free hand as the other continued to cradle his balls, as she gasped in lungfuls of air. He could feel the wind on his wet cock as she stroked him, the car slowing down slightly as he refocused.

“Do you like car sex?” she asked, stroking him quickly.

“I’ve never done it,” Tom confessed, suddenly very keen on the idea.

“It’s great,” she said, “you should really try it sometime!” Then, before he could respond, she took his cock in her mouth once again, wrapping her lips tightly around his shaft as she resumed sucking him off.

He glanced down at his lap, watching her work, then up at the road. He took a hand off the steering wheel and gently stroked her dark hair, running his fingers down the back of her head and tracing the back of her neck before moving back up.

As she kept going, he thought of fucking her in his car, of pulling her up and having her straddling him as he drove, her wet panties pulled to the side, kissing her wet mouth as she slid down onto his hard cock, her sundress pulled off the shoulders and down to her waist, her big tits bouncing as she rode his cock, her bare legs pressed tightly into his sides.

He thought of pressing down the accelerator and speeding down the road, the wind whipping her hair as she held onto him, her arms wrapped around his neck as she slid up and down his shaft.

He imagined the faces of other drivers as they sped past on the other side of the road, necks craned as they looked back, wondering if they actually saw what they thought they saw.

He imagined the car going faster still as rode him, her cheek pressed into his, holding herself close to him, her lips next to his ear, her warm breath and soft pants letting him know she was getting close.

He heard her breathing get harsher, her body shaking, her pussy juices running down his shaft as she rode him faster and faster, moaning louder and louder, until she cried out loud, bouncing furiously as she came on his cock, her tight pussy contracting as she continued to ride him, desperate for him to cum deep inside her.

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

“Cum for me,” she moaned, working his wet cock with her hand as fast as she could. “Cum for me.”

He let out a loud moan, his cock twitching as he started to cum and she immediately took the tip of his cock in her mouth, her warm lips sliding up and down the head as her hand continued to work his shaft.

He groaned again as she continued to work him, milking every drop out of his cock and into her warm, waiting mouth. He felt himself cumming hard, his cum shooting deep into her mouth and dribbling down her throat as she continued to work him, face buried deep in his lap with one hand on his cock and the other on his balls, both his hands now gripping the steering wheels as his knuckles turned white.

He thrusts his hips in his seat, pressing his cock deeper into her mouth as she lowered herself down, taking him into the back of his throat, letting his cum shoot straight down, until he was finished.

Tom breathed deeply, his cock still in the young woman’s mouth, his hands still gripping the steering wheel. He eased his foot from the accelerator and the car moved along at a more leisurely pace as Eshima slid his cock out of her mouth and sat up straight. She looked at him sweetly and smiled as he looked at her. As he did so, she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, showing his thick load sitting on it, perfectly balanced. Then with one smooth move, she curled her tongue into her mouth, pressed her lips together, swallowed and stuck her tongue back out, now clean.

She closed her mouth and licked her lips, then smiled and leaned back down, sucking his cock clean before gently tucking it back in his shorts, and sitting back up.

“I love car rides,” she said simply, refastening her seat belt and watching the world outside speed by.

◆◆◆

“Pull over here.”

They had driven a little further down the road, both sitting in comfortable silence as they did so.

“What’s here?” asked Tom, as he pulled into the secluded car park, which was little more than a flat surface covered with gravel.

“Nature!” she said, hopping out of the car as soon as it stopped.

“I didn’t take you for much of a nature person,” Tom said, getting out of the car and watching adjusting her hat in the wing mirror.

“I love nature,” she said, sliding on her dark shades and standing upright, “as long as it didn’t get on me.”

Tom looked at her and smiled.

“What?” she asked.

“Nothing,” he said, looking at her outfit which was completely inappropriate for a walk in nature. But so, he realised, was his. Then again, he reasoned, he hadn’t expected to spend the day in any place like this, whereas, presumably, Eshima had. But who could tell? She was, at heart, completely unpredictable.

“Let’s go!” she said, heading for the parting in the tree line.

“If you’re sure?” he asked, following slowly behind her.

“Of course!” she said, “Why else do you think we came here?”

Tom could think of a few reasons, but said nothing as he caught up to Eshima and they walked into the trees.

◆◆◆

“I hate nature!” she huffed as she stomped back down the path to the car park.

Tom tried not to laugh as she marched ahead. They can’t have made it more than five minutes into the woods – ten at the absolute most – before the uneven path and the mysterious noises from creatures unknown as they rustled ominously in the undergrowth, not to mention the branches and brambles she screamed at any time they came close to her, had convinced her to turn back.

“They’re trying to tear my pretty dress!” she cried.

“I don’t think they’re trying to tear it,” he said, “they’re just brambles.”

“They’re jealous of how pretty it is!” she insisted, holding out the skirt, as if he hadn’t noticed her sundress before.

“It is very pretty,” he conceded.

“See!” she said, as if that proved it. “Well, they’re not getting the chance!” With that, she spun around and began to walk back to the car, immediately stumbling over a hidden branch on the path she had nearly tripped over just moments before, barely managing to keep herself on her feet.

“Well,” said Tom, as he emerged from the clearing, “that was fun.”

“Was it?” Eshima asked harshly, as she checked her pretty dress for rips and tears. Then she let out a frustrated sigh and let go of her dress, which Tom took as a sign she couldn’t find any damage and was thoroughly upset about it, even though she didn’t want her dress to be damaged. “Was it?”

“Maybe next time, we can come when we’re more appropriately dressed.”

“I am appropriately dressed,” she insisted, “ this is my summer dress and it is summer.”

“I can’t argue with that,” he said, getting closer to the car. “So, what do you want to do now?”

“Oh no!” she cried, “It got me!”

“What did?” he asked, moving in quickly.

“Nature,” she said, as if the answer was obvious.

“Where?”

“Right there,” she said, pulling up her dress and pointing at her thigh.

“Where?” he asked again, not seeing anything.

“There,” she insisted, pressing her finger into her thigh, “right there.”

Tom crouched down in front of her and looked closely. Then he saw it. Directly beneath her finger was the faintest red scratch he’d ever seen.

“I see it,” he said.

“Of course you do! Now do something!”

Tom stayed crouched as Eshima removed her finger from her thigh, the red indent of her fingertip notably larger and more visible than the scratch she had been pointing out.

He looked at the soft skin on her thigh for a moment, unsure what to do, then, with no other ideas, gently kissed the barely visible scratch.

“Better?” he asked.

“A little,” she said.

He kissed the same spot.

“How about now?”

“We’re getting closer,” she said, placing her hands on the car bonnet as she leaned back.

He kissed the spot again, then again, moving towards her inner thigh. She moaned as his soft lips kissed the sensitive skin and she parted her legs, her ass pressed against the car.

He moved in closer, his hands running up the outside of her thighs as he continued to kiss between her legs, moving from one side to the other, listening to her soft moans as his lips moved further and further up her widely spread legs.

He could smell her desire on her panties, the light-coloured material highlighting the dark damp spot underneath. He kissed the spot and she moaned, moaning again as he ran his tongue over her wetness as his hands ran up her legs and disappeared up under her sundress.

She moaned softly as his fingers slipped into the waistband of her panties and began to slowly slide them down. She pushed herself up on her hands, raising her ass from the car bonnet, allowing him to slide them over her firm cheeks.

He watched as he slowly slid them down her thighs, the damp material sticking to her wet lips and slowly peeling off as she gasped at the sensation. Reluctantly, she brought her legs closer together as he slid them down her legs, over her calves, holding them carefully as she stepped out one foot at a time.

He held her panties in his hand, feeling her warmth on them as he brought them to his face to smell her desire.

“Here,” she said, holding out her hand. He gave them to her and watched from between her legs and she brought them to her face and inhaled deeply, before balling them up in one hand and throwing them across the parking lot.

“Oh God,” she moaned as Tom moved quickly back between her legs, head under her dress as he kissed the exposed skin around her pussy, teasing her wet lips with his hot breath as her legs parted once again as he ran his hands over her thighs, feeling the smooth skin.

“Oh fuck,” she cried, as he ran his tongue up between her wet lips, tasting her wetness, his tongue brushing over her clit before repeating the motion. He felt her hand on the top of his head, pressing down through the dress, as he continued to lick at her, his hands holding her thighs firmly.

She began to move her hips, rubbing her pussy against Tom’s face, her wetness covering his mouth and chin.

He moved down and circled her entrance with his tongue, his lips sucking at her hole as his tongue slid deep inside.

She moaned and her knees buckled as he licked inside her as his lips sucked at her. As he tasted her deeply, his hands slid up her thighs and cupped the underside of her asscheeks, which we firmly planted against the car.

She continued to move, riding his tongue as he knelt between her legs.

Suddenly, he stood, head appearing from underneath her dress, his face warm with her desire.

“What are you –?” she began, before Tom stepped between her legs and kissed her hard, his tongue sliding into her mouth, causing her to moan with pleasure as she tasted herself on his lips, letting out a high-pitched squeak into his mouth as he grabbed the backs of her thighs and lifted her up fully onto the bonnet of the car.

He reached behind her and unzipped the back of her dress and both of them pulled at it, sliding it down her arms until it was bunched around her waist. He pulled back and admired her perfect breasts as she leaned back on the bonnet, breathing heavily. He leaned in and took one of her nipples in her mouth, sucking at it as she wrapped her bare legs around him, pulling him closer as she sucked first on one tit then the other, one hand in her hair as the other cupped her large, soft breast, now covered with the wetness from her pussy.

He pulled back and kissed her again, pushing her down fully onto the bonnet, the car suspension bouncing gently as he lay on top of her, her arms and legs wrapped around him, holding him close to her.

He reached behind his neck and took hold of her wrists, pulling her arms from behind him and pinning them to the car, holding her in position as he kissed her, then continuing to hold them as he kissed down her body, over her breasts and the top of her flat stomach sliding down beneath her legs once again, pulling up her dress as he retook his rightful position between her legs.

He took a moment to admire her pussy, her smooth wet lips shining in the summer sun, her neatly trimmed pubic hair just above, as if providing directions for where he needed to go. But he knew.

He kissed her pussy again, licking up with long, slow strokes of his tongue, before focusing on her clit, moving in small circles, his tongue barely touching her at all.

She moaned as he teased her, his hands stroking her legs, sliding down over her calves as he slipped her feet out of her shoes and lifted her legs up, placing them on his shoulders.

He leaned in closer between her legs, his tongue moving faster around her clit as he took it in his mouth, sucking at it as his tongue continued to work.

“Just like that,” she moaned, her hand running through his hair, taking a firm grip as she held his face in place, rocking on the bonnet of the car as she showed him exactly how she wanted it.

He obeyed, matching her speed and rhythm, licking and sucking at her as she moved on top of the car, her sundress bunched up around her waist. He looked up and over the bunched-up fabric, he saw her other hand on her breast, her wet nipple between her fingers as she gently played with it.

He continued sucking at her clit, her thighs tightening on his head, holding him in place. Hands around her thighs, he slid one off and between her legs, listening to her cry out as she felt the tip of his finger teasing her entrance, her thighs squeezing his head as he slowly slid it into her.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as he slid first one finger inside her, then another, her tight pussy gripping the pair as he slid them in and out of her, curling them deep inside as he caressed her g-spot.

He could feel her wetness dripping down his hand, his fingers moving faster, sliding in and out of her wet hole with ease as he moved them faster to match the rhythm of his tongue on her clit.

Quickly, they found the same rhythm and he felt her writhing on the bonnet, her bare ass lifting and falling as she rode his face, covering him with her wetness, getting wilder and wilder, her moans getting louder and louder, clearly audible even with her thighs clamped to his head.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “ just like that.” She bucked wildly, her whole body lifting off the shaking car, so she was balanced on just her shoulders on the car and her ankles on his shoulders, lifting and falling as he pleasured her pussy in every way he could think of. “Don’t stop.”

He kept going, bringing her closer and closer to orgasm as his cock throbbed in his shorts, the scent of her pussy all around him. He sucked and licked her clit as his fingers slid in and out of her, as he crouched between her legs, bouncing on his toes as he kept the perfect position between her legs as her movements got wilder and wilder.

“I’m so close,” she moaned, hips moving faster and faster, “so close. I just need a little–” she gasped as a pre-orgasmic ripple ran through her body.

He continued, not changing a single thing, knowing the one thing she needed was just a little more of the same, just letting the sensation build and build and build.

“...just a little… oh fuck, yes, oh, oh fuck, I’m cumming, oh god, yes, please, yes, fuck, don’t– ahh… AHH, YES!!!”

She cried out as she came, words spilling out incoherently as her tight body writhed on the car, every muscle in her body spasming, legs held firmly on each side of Tom’s head as he continued to taste her, to feel her, his fingers deep inside her as her pussy contracted on them, his lips sucking at her clit as it rocked her body with wave after wave of pleasure. He could feel her wetness on his face and fingers, could taste her, smell her as he watched her body shaking on the car bonnet, her hand gripping her breast firmly, twisting the hard nipple as she eked out every last drop of pleasure from her body, until with a final gasp her bare ass dropped back down to the car bonnet and she went limp.

Her grip loosened, both her hand in his hair and her thighs on his head, and he moved back softly, feeling her body shudder as he gave her sensitive clit a final soft kiss and then slowly slid his fingers out from deep inside her.

He stood up and admired her as she lay on the car, her body perfect, eyes closed, her sweat-covered face twitching as the last shocks of her orgasm ran through her body.

After a moment, he stepped between her legs and leaned in gently. He touched her chin and tilted her face towards him, and kissed her softly. She kissed him back, softly at first, but then more firmly, her tongue sliding into his mouth as she searched out his, the taste of her pussy on him seeming to awaken her.

“More,” she moaned softly between kisses, “more.”

He kissed her, feeling her weak legs wrapping around him once again, trying to pull him closer.

“More,” she muttered, running her soft, flat tongue over the sides of his mouth, lapping up her own wetness.

“Here,” he whispered, “lean back.” She leaned back on the car, and he slid his two wet fingers into her mouth. She moaned loudly as she sucked her fresh wetness from the two digits, lips sliding up and down them, taking them fully into her mouth, sucking at them until they were clean.

As she did so, she reached down, both hands rubbing his hardened cock through his shorts.

“Mmm,” she moaned softly, eyes still closed, “I want it.”

“You seem pretty–” he began.

“I need it,” she said, squeezing his cock, “for my injuries.”

He almost laughed, but as she rubbed his cock faster, all thoughts of humour left his mind. He leaned in to kiss, one of her hands working his cock, the other reaching up and tugging at the buttons on his shirt. He pushed back, and began to undo the top buttons, as she sat up on the car, fingers working on the bottom ones, her lips kissing his chest as his hands moved down the shirt. Finally done, he pulled the shirt off, sending a button flying off and pinging off the windscreen.

“Missed one,” she said simply, quickly kissing his bare chest, her hands on his back as her legs tightened around his waist. He ran his hands over her back, warm from the bonnet, then pressed her back and pinned her arms to the side, kissing her as he lay on top of her, her large breasts pressed against his bare chest as he felt her heavy breathing.

He moved back down, kissing both of her breasts until he stood in front of the young woman lying prone on the car bonnet. He ran his hands up her body, caressing her breasts, then slid them down over her torso. He took hold of his shorts and boxers and pulled them off. He felt the heat of the sun and a cool breeze on his bare ass, his cock throbbing at the thought of his first outdoor adventure.

Eshima gasped as Tom ran the head of his cock over her soaking wet pussy, moving it in slow circles over her clit, causing her to squirm on the bonnet, before moving down to her entrance. He rubbed his cock over her lips, getting it nice and wet, then slowly pressed the tip into her. She moaned as he worked his thick cock into her tight pussy as it throbbed with desire, taking his time, moving in and out and getting deeper every time until he was fully inside her.

He began to fuck her as she lay on the car, arms outstretched, eyes closed as the sun shone down on their naked bodies. He moved faster, feeling the car bounce softly as he sped up.

“More,” she whispered.

He moved faster, fucking her harder, sliding his cock deep inside her before sliding almost entirely out of her and then filling her up once again.

“Yes,” she moaned, “that’s right.”

He fucked her faster on top of the car, her tits bouncing as she rocked, listening to her growing pants as took her firmly. She squeezed her legs around him tighter, desperate for him to be all the way inside her. He ran his hands over her bare hips, feeling their curves as she rocked them, moving him around inside of her as he fucked her.

He slid his hands down her legs and pulled them from around his waist, and lifted them onto his shoulders. She moaned as he took her from this elevated position, her hips rising from the car bonnet, her ass in the air as he fucked her tight hole between her narrowed legs.

He watched as she squirmed on the bonnet, hands grasping her tits, squeezing them as he fucked her quickly, before pulling one of her feet over his head so both were on the same shoulder, her ankles held together in one hand as he pushed forward and bent her knees, watching his cock disappearing into her pussy.

“It feels so deep,” she cried, “how have I never done this before?”

He smiled, his cock twitching inside her at the thought of teaching her something new, just as she had introduced him to the wonderful world of car sex.

He felt her pussy contracting on his cock, her wetness lubricating his shaft, watching as it dripped down her ass onto the bonnet.

Fuck, he thought, she feels so tight from this angle.

He kept going, trying to control himself as her pussy gripped her cock and her hands gripped her tits and her colourful sundress, bunched around her waist, fluttered in the breeze.

“Oh,” she moaned, “I can’t wait for you to fill me up.”

“Me either,” he said.

“Then do it,” she said, “cum inside me, right here. Fill up my tight little pussy as you fuck me on top of your car, in the middle of the woods, where anyone could see.”

He took a breath, trying to delay the inevitable as the need to cum continued to build.

“I’m going to cum so deep inside you,” he moaned.

“Do it,” she said, “I want to feel you cum inside me, want to feel you pump my fresh body full of cum and then,” she gasped, “I want to feel it dripping out of me – oh fuck – all down my thighs as I wear my wonderful, innocent summer sundress, cum dripping out of me as it innocently flutters in the wind, where just the slightest breeze might show everyone what a dirty little cumslut I am – oh fuck!”

Her body began to shake as she came, his cock and her own words sending her over the edge again. She cried out loud, fingers digging into her breasts as she squeezed them, hips bucking as he fucked her, her pussy contracting on his cock, and it was all too much to take.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, “I’m cumming.”

“Fuuuck!” she cried as he fucked her hard and faster, holding his dick deep inside her as he came, cock twitching as he unloaded into her secret cumwhore pussy. “Fill me all the way up. Use my innocent pussy as your dirty cumrag, oh yes – fuck me like it’s yours, to do whatever you want to.”

He kept cumming, shooting load after load into her body, his hands firmly holding her legs together, holding her pussy closed and tight on his cock as he stretched her out, his semen flooding into her eager body, cumming deep inside her, until she had taken every last drop of cum.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, laying still on the car, hands resting gently on her tits, chest rising and falling quickly. He held her legs on his shoulder, stroking them gently, kissing her calves softly, before slowly pulling his cock out of her and gently lowering her feet to the floor.

He leaned in and kissed her gently, their exposed skin pressed against each other, each feeling the heat of their sweat-drenched bodies as they did so. He leaned in and kissed her softly, and she kissed him back.

“You came so hard,” she whispered.

“So did you.”

She laughed softly.

“I did.” She kissed him. “Oh my god, I can feel it dripping out of me.” She pressed forward and sat up on the car. She pulled up her bunched dress to get a clear look between her legs and watched as a thick load of his cum dripped out of her onto the bonnet of the car.

“Fuck,” she said softly, looking up at him, “I love car sex.”

“Me too,” he said, leaning in to kiss her, “me too.”

◆◆◆

After they got dressed and cleaned up, they got back in the car and began the drive home. It was slow, leisurely, the two of them enjoying the last of nature as they moved back to the populated parts of town.

“That was a lovely drive,” she said, watching the trees go by.

“It really was,” he said, looking at her beautiful face in profile, her delicate features, then down to the sundress, crumpled but still flattering, still showing off her ample cleavage, still riding high on her pale, soft thighs.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“The drive isn’t over yet,” he said, his fingers gently tracing the top of her thigh, “still plenty of time for things to happen.”

“What things?” she asked innocently.

“I’m sure we can think of something,” he said, his hand disappearing underneath her sundress and slipping in between her legs where her panties – now lost to nature – had once been.

She moaned softly as she squeezed her thighs together on his fingers, then relaxed, allowing him to move up and feel the heat of her pussy for the rest of the ride home.

◆◆◆

“You look awful,” said Homura, as she watched Eshima and Tom walk back into the condo.

“Where have you been?” asked Izumi, emptying some bags and putting the items in the cupboards.

“Just for a little drive,” said Eshima.

“That’s not fair,” said Izumi, “we were out all day shopping!”

“That’s not my fault,” said Eshima, as she moved to the stairs.

“Where did you go?” Homura asked, looking at Tom.

“Nowhere in particular,” he said, shrugging, “just for a walk in nature.”

“But Eshima hates nature,” said Izumi, looking up from one of the cabinets, confused.

“I fucking love nature,” Eshima shouted, her light sundress floating around her bare ass as she disappeared up the stairs.

“I bet you liked it, too,” said Homura, eyeing Tom and his shirt, dusty from being thrown on the floor.

“It was really great to get out for a bit,” he said, heading for the stairs, “experience new things.”

“Yeah,” said Homura, eyes on Tom as he went upstairs, “your shirt’s missing a button. Nature must have been a little rough.”

“Sometimes you’ve got to get a little rough,” he said, stepping onto the landing, “otherwise you’ll never know what you’re capable of.” He smiled as he heard Homura tutting downstairs.

Tom saw Eshima standing by her bedroom door. She smiled at him and he smiled at her, and she kept smiling at him as she went into her room. Tom stood there a moment, smiling at the spot she had just been standing, then opened his bedroom door and entered the room, ready to freshen up and get ready for his next big adventure.
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