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Unexpected Guests

He scanned the beach as he drove by in his convertible, top down, wind in his hair. He watched the revellers running and laughing, splashing in the cool sea or stretched out on the sun loungers, tanning themselves under the powerful summer sun.

He saw a trio of young women in bikinis and flip-flops, talking amongst themselves as they walked across the fine sands. They caught his attention, much as they caught the attention of the young men in bathing trunks, their lean muscular bodies on display as they played beach volleyball.

The girls looked over at the men, half of whom had stopped playing entirely as they passed, admiring their beauty, the sort that summer dreams were made of. For a moment, time seemed to stand still as the potential of youth, a life unlived stretching out for an eternity. It all seemed so clear to him now, so many missed experiences, so many wasted opportunities.

He snapped back to reality as one of the young men, so utterly mesmerised by the young women passing, didn’t notice the volleyball flying straight at him.

The trio of young women burst out laughing as the ball struck the young man in the back of the head, knocking him to the ground. Quickly, he picked himself back up, dusted the sand off of his toned body, and grabbed the ball, laughing it off with the invincibility of youth.

As he threw the ball in the air and jumped, ready to get his revenge, Tom pressed down on the accelerator of his convertible and sped down the road. He had been young once, what now seemed a lifetime ago, but still, he felt no more than twenty in his mind, even if his body was now forty.

Forty, he couldn’t believe it. Where had his life gone? It was a question he had asked himself many a time, even though he knew the answer. It had gone to her. They’d met and married far too young. That’s what everyone told them, but they knew better. They were in love and were going to spend the rest of their lives together, no matter what anyone else said.

Shortly after they both graduated university, they eloped, getting married in the town hall of a place they’d never been, witnessed only by a couple of strangers they’d struck up a conversation with in the bar down the road. Then it had been funny, sticking two fingers up at antiquated norms and the conspicuous consumption of needlessly extravagant wedding events. Besides, if it didn’t work out they could always get divorced, people did it all the time. It didn’t mean anything at all.

But it wasn’t that easy, not really. Once you're married, every moment after that feels like an investment and the idea of calling time and realising your losses is much easier said than done. So you keep going, pouring more and more time in, more and more effort, investing more of yourself into it even if you know it’s going in the wrong direction because, if it doesn’t work, all of it was for nothing.

Take the next right.

He turned the steering wheel and turned off the strip, moving into a residential area. It was cooler here, the tree-lined streets providing some level of shade from the burning heat. He was covered in suncream, at his age a must, but still, he didn’t care for being out in the sun too long. But as everyone who has ever dreamed of owning one knows, when you have a convertible, you drive with the roof down.

You have reached your destination.

He pulled into the driveway and turned off the engine. He sat there, looking up at the building, all steel and glass, a shining beacon of beachside opulence, every surface designed to amplify the summer sun.

It was an extravagance, he knew. But it wasn’t like he couldn’t afford it, for a couple of months at least. He got out of the car and looked around. This was the sort of life he should have been living, could have been living. And now, here was his chance.

He walked around to the other side of the car and grabbed his laptop case. The rest of his luggage could wait in the boot. It wasn’t like anyone was going to steal it, not in a place like this.

He walked up to the front door, but before he entered he took a look at his surroundings, basking in the sense of wealth. Both sides of the streets were lined with luxurious homes and ridiculously overpriced cars, people living the dream. And now, so was he, for a time at least. Even if the house and car were rented, he was going to enjoy his slice of paradise and not give a damn to what the future held.

He took the keys, the ones he had picked up from the offices of the company renting out his new home, out of the pocket of his linen shorts, and unlocked the door.

He took a deep breath as the air conditioning hit him, sending chills through his body as if he had just entered a walk-in freezer. He closed his eyes and let the sensation flow through him, feeling the warm sweat on his skin cooling, feeling the cold air in his lungs. He hadn’t known there was a house equivalent of new-car smell, but now he did. It smelt of high-end cleaning products and air freshener and, he was almost certain, just the faintest hint of perfume, the expensive kind. Perhaps, he thought, the woman who had spoken to him on the phone about renting the apartment, Louise, a leggy blonde with perfect teeth and an immaculate smile, had been here earlier, making sure everything was perfect for when he picked up the keys.

It had struck him how everyone around here seemed to look like they’d just stepped out of the pages of a magazine. Were magazines still a thing? He wasn’t sure. It had been a long time since he’d bought one, but he could still remember the feel of the slick, glossy pages as he turned from one page to the next, admiring images of up-and-coming Hollywood starlets in “classy” underwear shoots, in the time before the internet made access to such materials (and much, much more) easier to find than to avoid.

He closed the door behind him and walked into the large, open-plan ground floor. It was, as far as he was concerned, the height of luxury, the place he had always dreamed of living. He ran his hand over the smooth marble worktops and admired the abstract art on the walls. He didn’t know anything about art or interior design, but he knew this was precisely what he wanted.

He’d had some hesitation renting a place he’d never actually been to before, but he’d decided to throw caution to the wind. This was the New Tom and New Tom didn’t give a fuck.

To the side, was a floating staircase, steps attached to the walls with invisible brackets, making each step seem as if it was levitating of its own accord, along with no handrail. It was the sort of thing his ex-wife would have scoffed at, both extravagant and serving no practical purpose.

“They’re stairs,” she would have said, waving her hand in their general direction, as if they could be dismissed by a single gesture, “only worse.”

And he would have agreed with her, just for the sake of peace and quiet. Truth be told, it was these that sealed the deal. It was the sort of thing he loved and she hated, so of course, they were essential.

He walked to the foot of the stairs and looked up, the bright summer sun shining through the upstairs windows, floor-to-ceiling of course, and he felt a sense of peace as if he were finally home.

Then from behind, he heard a crash of some sort. He turned around quickly, but everything was perfectly still. Through the sliding doors at the rear of the building he saw, for the first time, the pool area.

He walked towards the glass doors, thinking perhaps something – or someone – had fallen into the pool. Suddenly, he froze, the thought of intruders in his ideal home. Perhaps they were squatters, perhaps thieves who thought whoever lived here had something worth stealing. He thought about fleeing, about calling the cops and letting them deal with it.

No, he thought, fuck it, and threw the door open and marched out ready to face whatever dangers were lurking. New Tom didn’t run and didn’t let anyone walk all over him.

As he walked across the tiled patio, he recoiled, eyes narrowed as the blistering heat once again blasted down from him as he left his air-conditioned paradise. He stood near the edge of the pool and looked in, seeing a figure of some sort moving under the water. The sunlight reflected off the bright blue water as the figure moved underneath, obscuring his view of who –or what– it was as they moved closer to the pool’s edge.

He clenched his fists ready to take on whoever emerged, but he was quickly taken aback as the figure broke through the surface of the water.

“Hi,” she said, pushing her wet hair back with one hand as she trod water, “can I help you?”

He looked at her, confused for so many reasons. He had been prepared for a fight, but instead found a beautiful young Asian woman, her wet long black hair slicked back, her breasts bobbing in the water in front of her as if they alone were keeping her afloat.

“Can I help you?” he asked, unsure what he meant by that.

“Maybe,” she said, “I’m always interested in what an older man can do for me.”

“Gross.”

Tom turned and saw another young Asian woman lying on a sun lounger. He realised that due to the position of the sunlounger, she had been completely obscured from view from inside the house. At least, he would have thought that, if he’d been able to think about anything other than the fact she was wearing nothing more than a pair of dark sunglasses and the lower half of a skimpy swimming outfit, the top half sitting limply on the floor.

“Tanlines,” said the young woman in the pool, “she hates them.”

“If I’m getting an all-over tan,” said the woman on the lounger, “I’m getting an all-over tan.”

Tom stared at the woman, completely indifferent to his presence, even with nearly her entire body on display. Not that he could blame her, what did she have to be ashamed of? Not a damn thing. She had a perfectly toned body, with long legs, and though her breasts were smaller than the woman in the pool, they perfectly fit the proportions of her body.

“Could you pass me a towel?” asked the woman in the pool, regaining Tom’s attention, “it’s on my sunlounger.” She nodded towards the lounger on the other side of him.

My sunlounger.

The words struck him as funny, the simplicity and confidence of them. Such was the surety of her tone that he began to wonder if he were the one trespassing. He moved to the lounger and picked up her towel, panicking as he wondered what they would do once they realised he wasn’t supposed to be there. He pictured the local police picking him up, in short-sleeved shirts and police-issued shorts, and taking him away to the local jail. He felt the heat in the cell, a veritable furnace with no A/C, cooking as he waited for his lawyer, with no one to bail him out. He could see the next day’s headlines,

Pervert Harasses SCANTILY-CLAD Women In OWN Home.

“Hardly a surprise,” he heard his ex-wife say as she read the article she would inevitably receive one way or another, “it was only a matter of time.”

“Yum,” said a voice from behind, “it’s about time we got a pool boy.”

He turned and saw a third young Asian woman, walking to the edge of the pool. She was also wearing a bikini, but had a transparent sarong wrapped around her waist, an almost comically-oversized hat, and a pair of large, dark sunglasses.

“Be-have,” said the woman in the pool, “he’s not the hired help.” She turned to look at him. “Right?”

“Right,” he said.

“See?” she said, to the girl with the large hat who was now seated in a sunlounger under a parasol which threw a shadow over the whole area. “My towel,” she said, “if you wouldn’t mind?”

“Sorry,” he said, picking it up. He watched in awe as she placed her hands on the side of the pool and pushed her body up, the cool water running down her body like a waterfall, her large breasts bouncing as they shot out of the water, her body twisting in the air as she effortlessly placed her ass on the side of the pool. She sat there a second, before elegantly swinging first one leg out of the pool, then the other. She sat there a moment, water dripping off her smooth body, before standing and taking the towel from him. He watched as she quickly dried her hair, her bikini thong showing off her small but pert ass, before she wrapped it around herself and lay on her sun lounger.

“So,” said the girl in the shade, “if he’s not the help, then who is he?” Even though he couldn’t see her eyes, he knew she was staring at him through her dark sunglasses, appraising him.

“I don’t know,” she said, “he must be one of Alex’s friends.”

“Alex doesn’t have friends like that,” the girl in the shade said.

“Maybe he’s Alex’s dad,” said the woman with No Tan Lines.

“That is not Alex’s dad,” said Shade Girl.

“How would you know?” said No Tan Lines.

“I may have kinda stalked his insta,” she said.

“What?”

“Just a little.”

“I can’t believe you!”

“What?” said Shade Girl, “it’s not like I hooked up with him or anything. Just… sent him a few photos.”

“Oh my god,” said Pool Girl.

“They were very tasteful.”

“Nudes,” said No Tan Lines.

“But tasteful ones.”

“Pussy or no?”

“No!”

The two women looked at one another then at Shade Girl.

“I was looking super cute!” Shade Girl blurted out.

“I knew it,” said No Tan Lines.

“So smooth from my wax…”

“Oh my god!”

“It would have been rude not to!”

“I can’t believe you want to fuck Alex’s dad!” said Pool Girl.

“I can,” said No Tan Lines.

“I don’t!” said Shade Girl, “but he does have a whole Fifty Shades kinda thing going on, which I find super hot.”

“Gross.”

“What can I say? I like a powerful man to put me in my place.”

“You like older men.”

“Is there a difference?”

“A big one.”

“Well, as long as they know what they’re doing, they can put me in whatever place they like.”

“So,” said No Tan Lines, “speaking of older men, if he isn’t the pool boy or Alex’s dad, who the fuck is he and why is he here?”

Tom stood there, the three women staring at him, expecting answers.

“I, err,” he said, stumbling over his words. Get it together, he thought, you’re the New Tom, for fuck’s sake. “I live here,” he said, with as much authority as he could muster.

The girls looked at him for a second and then laughed.

“Oh no,” said No Tan Lines, “grandpa’s got lost again.”

“I rented this place…” he began, but they were too busy laughing to hear him.

“We need to get him back to the care home before they know he’s missing,” said Shade Girl, causing the three of them to crack up again.

Tom pulled his phone out of his pocket and hit redial.

“Hello?” said Louise on the other end of the line.

“Hi, it’s Tom,” he said,  “we met earlier. I picked up the keys to–”

“Of course,” she said, he could feel her smile through the line, “how’s the place? Everything to your liking?”

He looked around the pool at the three young women who were still laughing.

“What’s the address, again?” he asked. Louise repeated the address, which was the one he had punched into the sat nav. “And you’re sure you gave me the right keys?”

“One hundred per cent,” she said, “they should have the address on them.” Tom took the keys out of his pocket and checked the address. Sure enough, it matched the one she had just given him.

“Ok great,” he said.

“Is something the matter with the property?” she asked, her vocal smile waning.

“No, no,” he assured her, “the property is fine. But it appears that I have a trio of trespassers on the property, making unauthorised use of the pool area.”

“I see,” said Louise. “Do you know these people?”

“Never met them before in my life,” he said, “so I’m a little concerned about why they’re here and how they managed to get access to my property. And I’d also like to know who Alex is, when he’s at home, my home.”

Tom turned once again to the three women, none of whom were now laughing. They all stared at him and one another, then began texting furiously.

“Right,” he said, listening to Louise on the other end of the line, “I see.”

Even though she was trying her best to keep her composure, he could tell she was rattled by the chain of events. As far as she was aware, no one else was supposed to be there and the last tenant, the aforementioned Alex, had cancelled his lease a week early and vacated the property.

“The police?” he said, and the girls looked at one another, panicked, all shaking their heads at him and waving their arms. “I don’t think that will be necessary, I’m sure it’s just a simple misunderstanding and that we can sort this all out amicably. But yes, I think it would be best to send a locksmith over to make sure this doesn’t happen again.”

Tom hung up the phone and put it back in his pocket.

“You said Alex was still here,” said No Tan Lines.

“Oh my god,” said Share Girl, “we’re so sorry.”

“He was supposed to be,” replied Pool Girl, “he didn’t say anything about going home early.”

“But you did tell him we were coming, right?” asked No Tan Lines.

“I thought it would be a surprise”, said Pool Girl. She looked at her phone, reading the message that had just binged. “He says he cancelled the rental.” She looked at her friends. “Family stuff, whatever that means.”

“That means,” said No Tan Lines, “that we’re utterly fucked.”

“No, we’re not,” said Pool Girl.

“Yeah,” said Shade Girl, “we can just sleep on the streets like a group of hobos.”

“No one’s sleeping on the streets.”

“Of course not,” said No Tan Lines, “we’ll be sleeping on the beach.”

Tom squeezed his temples as the three women began to argue.

“Ladies,” he said in his best New Tom voice, “please.”

They stopped instantly and looked at him.

He stood there a moment, surprised at the force of his own voice, feeling a sense of power filling him, the kind of authority he’d always dreamed of as the three women gave him their undivided attention.

“First things first,” he said, softening his tone but trying to keep the sense of authority, “how did you get in here?”

Two of them stared at Pool Girl.

“We – I – had a key,” she said, “I had it made in secret. I thought it would be fun to surprise Alex.”

“Right,” he said, “can you give me the key?”

“Don’t do it,” said No Tan Lines, “what if he locks us in.”

Tom sighed.

“Fair enough,” he said, “you can hold onto it until you leave, then you can give it to me once you’re outside. Not that it will do much good. The locks are going to be changed soon, you can imagine why. Now, who else is here?”

“No one,” said Pool Girl.

“Who else has been here?”

“It’s just us,” said Shade Girl.

“How long have you been here?”

“A day or so.”

“Or so?” asked Tom.

“We got here yesterday afternoon,” said Pool Girl.

“And you didn’t think it was strange that Alex hadn’t left any of his stuff here?”

“He’s a neat freak,” said No Tan Lines, “besides, we were too busy to go snooping.” At that, her phone binged and, like a turkey in the oven, she turned over to be evenly baked.

“We got here, got ready and went out,” said Shade Girl, “hence these.” She touched her dark sunglasses covering what Tom presumed were eyes bloodshot and puffy from a night of hard partying.

“Can you coat me?” asked No Tan Lines, “I don’t want to burn.”

Pool Girl looked at the sun cream and then at Tom.

“Go ahead,” he said, “you’re not my prisoners or anything. In fact, it’s probably better you leave sooner rather than later.”

“You have plans?” asked No Tan Lines.

“Not exactly,” said Tom, as he watched Pool Girl straddling her friend, legs pressed into her sides as she knelt on the sunlounger, squirting layers of thick creamy suntan lotion onto her back and expertly working it in with both hands as No Tan Lines moaned softly under her caress.

“Then maybe we can stay here,” said Shade Girl, “keep you company.”

“I’m not sure about that,” said Tom.

“I don’t think his wife would be too happy,” said Pool Girl.

“I’m not married.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, “girlfriend?”

“Not at the moment.”

“Well then,” said Shade Girl, “that settles that!”

“We can’t just…” began Pool Girl.

“What else is he going to do?” asked No Tan Lines, “mope around the pool all day by himself?”

“Exactly!” said Shade Girl, “We can stay here and in return, we can help find you a girlfriend!”

“Or girlfriends,” added No Tan Lines.

“I’m not sure um…” Pool Girl looked at him.

“Tom,” he said.

“Right, I’m not sure Tom wants or needs our help finding a girlfriend,” she said, “I’m sure he’s got loads of experience with that. Not that I’m saying you’re old,” she added hastily, “just that you’re older than us and therefore are likely to have more experience. I don’t mean experience, well I do it’s just–”

“Stop,” said No Tan Lines, and Pool Girl immediately went quiet.

“As much as I appreciate the offer,” began Tom, “I’m sure you three have much better things to do than hang out with an old man.”

“We don’t!” said Shade Girl, “our plans were to do nothing and see where life takes us. And it’s taken us right here!”

“Right,” said Tom, not entirely convinced, “it’s just…”

“Look,” said No Tan Lines, “you like pussy?”

“I err…” he stuttered.

“We can get you mad pussy, maaad pussy. Just let us stay, and we will turn this place into a pussy paradise for you. Deal?”

“That’s so crude!” said Pool Girl, still straddling her friend, even though she had stopped applying suntan lotion.

“Am I wrong?”

“No, but…”

“Well, there we go.”

No Tan Lines reached out a slender arm.

“Let’s shake on it,” she said, “unless you don’t think you can handle it.”

Tom thought for a moment, unsure if he actually could. He had only been with these three women for a short while and he was already exhausted. Besides, this whole situation was crazy. These women had broken into his house! Well, ok, they had had a key – that they illegally copied – but that was beside the point. It was stupid and reckless and an utterly irresponsible thing to do. It went against every instinct in his body, which was precisely why he had to do it.

“Ok,” said Tom, shaking the woman’s hand, “you’ve got yourself a deal.”

◆◆◆

“This is so cute,” she said, throwing the shirt behind her, into Tom’s waiting arms. He followed her around the store, his arms aching under the weight of the clothes Pool Girl had picked out for him.

Pool Girl.

“I’m Izumi,” she’d said when they’d still been by the pool. She stuck her hand out. “A pleasure to meet you.”

“The pleasure’s all his,” said No Tane Lines, still lying face-down on the sun lounger. She wasn’t wrong, Tom thought, as Izumi shook his hand enthusiastically. He felt the softness of her skin, still covered in suntan lotion, in his hand and hoped she would never let go.

“And that,” said Izumi, letting go of Tom’s hand and indicating to No Tan Lines, “is Homura.”

“Sup?” she replied, not moving.

“And this,” said Izumi, waving towards where Shade Girl had been sitting, “ is…”

“Eshima,” said Shade Girl, who had appeared behind Izumi as if from nowhere, as she threw her hands into the air.

“Pleased to meet you,” he said, holding out his hand, trying to be as gentlemanly as possible.

“And you!” she said, throwing herself forward and wrapping her arms around him in a big hug. He stood there, arms outstretched, unsure whether he should hug her back or not as she pressed her body tightly against his.

Suddenly, he felt the weight of her slim frame as she wrapped her arms around his neck and lifted both her feet off of the ground. She was as light as a feather, but the suddenness of it all, nearly threw him off balance, but he quickly corrected himself.

“You’re so strong,” she said, as she lowered herself to the ground, “I like that.”

Before he could reply, she skipped back over to her lounger in the shade and settled back into position.

“First things first,” said Izumi, gently tugging at Tom’s shirt, “we’ve got to get you out of these clothes.”

“Not like that,” said Homuri, without missing a beat.

“Where are the rest of your clothes?”

“In the car.”

“Let’s go take a look,” said Izumi, as she grabbed his hand and pulled him back towards the house.

◆◆◆

“A convertible?” said Eshima, sounding impressed.

“It’s just a rental,” said Tom.

“But still,” said Eshima, “I love the feeling of the wind in my hair.” She shook her hair, letting it swing through the air, laughing as it covered her face.

“And who said you were going to get to ride in it?” asked Homura.

“I did,” said Eshima, “I decided.”

“Stop fighting you two,” said Izumi, “this is serious business.” Tom watched as Izumi grabbed the case and heaved it out of the boot, even though it wasn’t particularly heavy, and carried it back into the house.

She kneeled in front of his suitcase, as the other two girls stood behind her. Slowly, she undid the zips of the suitcase, as if opening some ancient artefact, buried for thousands of years.

“Oh my god…” said Homura as Izumi lifted the case, “what is this?”

Tom panicked, suddenly afraid of what was in the suitcase. Had he somehow grabbed someone else’s suitcase by mistake? Was it filled with gimp masks and sex toys? Was he about to be outed as some sort of deranged deviant?

Homura reached down and picked up a colourful shirt.

“This,” she said, holding it at arm’s length between two fingers, “has got to go.”

Tom felt his heart sink as Homura threw the shirt – his favourite – over her shoulder onto the kitchen floor.

“And this,” she said, reaching back into the suitcase and pulling out another shirt, throwing it behind her, before grabbing another one, “and this,” before promptly disposing of it in the same way.

“Oh no,” said Tzumi, as she picked out a pair of shorts, “these will never do,” and threw them onto the rapidly growing pile of discarded items behind Homura.

“This is cute,” said Eshima, holding up a floral-patterned shirt.

“No,” said Homura, grabbing it and throwing it behind her, “it isn’t.”

Before long, the three of them had made their way through the bag, leaving nothing but his underwear.

“Well,” he said laughing, “at least something could be saved.”

“Oh no,” said Izumi, “these will have to go as well. It just seemed rude to throw them through the air.”

“So, just the suitcase?”

“Are you planning on taking it outside?” asked Homura.

“I wasn’t planning on it,” he said.

“Then it’s fine, for now.” With that, she flipped the suitcase lid closed. “But put it where no one can see it.

“What are you doing with those?” asked Tom, as Homura gathered up his clothes.

“I was thinking of burning them,” she said. He looked at her, waiting for a smile, but she looked at him completely seriously. “Can’t go wrong with fire.”

“Fire isn’t the solution to everything,” said Eshima, grabbing the floral-patterned shirt and holding it to her chest, “we can give them all to charity.”

“That’s a great idea,” said Izumi.

“Whatever,” said Homura, and dropped the clothes on the floor.

“So, now what?” asked Tom, the last vestiges of Old Tom apparently consigned to the bin.

“Now,” said Izumi.

“Shopping!” interrupted Eshima, bouncing on her toes with delight.

◆◆◆

“Wooo!” shouted Eshima, hands in the air as the wind blew her hair behind her, as the convertible sped down the strip.

“Sit down,” said Homua, sitting next to her, “you’re causing a scene.”

“You’re no fun,” said Eshima, crossing her arms.

They were on their way to the shopping centre, Eshima and Houma in the backseat, Izumi up front as Tom drove.

Despite the enthusiasm of Eshima to go shopping, Tom found himself waiting for a solid hour as the three of them got ready to go out. They were, the three women had declared, a state. But if you’d ask Tom, there wasn’t a damn thing wrong with any of them.

Still, he waited patiently as they took turns showering and getting ready to go out, the three of them running around upstairs as Tom relaxed downstairs, taking in his new home.

“Ready,” shouted Eshima finally, as the three girls made their way down the floating staircase. He looked up from the sofa where had made himself comfortable, and saw three pairs of bare feet moving silently down the steps, then three pairs of impossibly smooth legs, then hands holding shoes. As he watched, the three of them emerged and he had to pinch himself to make sure he wasn’t dreaming.

“Just need to put these on,” said Izumi, smiling at Tom as she slipped on her immaculate Converse. She wore a pair of cropped denim shorts and a tight t-shirt. Even from a distance, Tom was sure she wasn’t wearing a bra underneath.

Next to her, Homaru put on a pair of black Vans. She wore a short black skirt, which clung to her ass, and a matching black t-shirt, over which she wore a black jacket and dark sunglasses. Tom wondered how she could wear a jacket in this heat, but he couldn’t deny she looked cool as fuck.

Eshima, meanwhile, was staggering around as she tried to put on the second of her high heels as she balanced precariously on one foot, her colourful sundress fluttering as she wobbled. The dark, oversized sunglasses were gone and so was the oversized black hat, albeit replaced with an equally oversized white hat.

“Oi,” cried Homaru, as Eshima grabbed her shoulder for support, “how are you going to walk around the shops all day in those?”

All day? thought Tom, suddenly feeling less enthusiastic about the trip.

“I’m not going shopping in something that doesn’t shout ‘this is me!’” said Eshima.

“You say that all the time,” said Homaru, adjusting her foot in her shoe.

“But now I won’t need to,” said Eshima, “they’ll know exactly who I am and what I’m about.”

“Sweetie,” said Izumi, “we’re not going shopping for you. We’re going shopping for…” she hesitated a moment.

“Tom,” he said.

“I knew that,” she said, trying not to blush, “we’re going shopping for Tom.”

Of course,” said Eshima, “but that doesn’t mean we can’t pick up a little something for ourselves, does it? After all, if we’re going to help Tom through this difficult time…”

“It’s not a difficult time,” said Tom, although none of them were listening to him.

“...then we want to look the part, right?”

Homaru looked at Izumi.

“Alright,” said Izumi, “but Tom is our priority.”

“Of course,” said Eshima, beaming, “absolutely.”

◆◆◆

“Oh my god,” cried Eshima, “there’s a sale on!”

“Let go,” cried Homaru, as Eshima pulled at her arm.

“We’re here to help Tom, remember?” said Izumi.

“Of course,” said Eshima, “but you’re so good at picking out clothes for other people that we’d just get in the way.”

Homaru huffed and rolled her eyes.

“Ok,” said Izumi, “why don’t you two go and have a look whilst I – we,” at this, she touched Tom’s arm softly, “go find something for Tom.”

“Yay!” said Eshima, as she pulled Homaru towards the store.

“Don’t forget to get me something,” Izumi called after them, to which Eshima threw up an arm signalling she had heard.

“Sorry about that,” said Izumi, “but I thought it would be better for her to get it out of her system, otherwise she’d be going on about it the whole day.”

“No problem,” said Tom, who was happy for the moment of peace.

“Are you ready to find the new you?” she asked.

“Lead the way,” he said, gesturing towards the only shop he had heard of. Izumi smiled and walked in the opposite direction, and Tom couldn’t help but admire her ass in those tight shorts as he followed her to the new him.

◆◆◆

“Are you ready?”

“Yes,” said Tom as he did up the final button on the shirt.

“Very nice,” said Izumi, as she slipped in through the curtain of the dressing room cubicle, “very nice indeed.”

“You think so?” said Tom, trying to keep his voice even as she stood directly in front of him, her body inches from his, her hands lightly brushing the creases out of the shirt and tugging at the sleeves.

“I do,” she said, taking a small step back. She was shorter than him and he had to look down at her, which meant he also had to make sure not to look too low down. Even as he kept eye contact, he could see her nipples poking through her tight t-shirt as it hugged her breasts. It was almost, he thought, a more revealing outfit than the skimpy swimsuit he had first seen her in, neither of which left much to the imagination.

“What are you doing?” he asked as she gently stroked his face, a pensive look on her own.

“The stubble,” she said, “I’m wondering if it should stay or go.”

“Oh,” he said, “I was meaning to shave when I got… home.”

“I think it makes you look older,” she said, as if she hadn’t heard him, “more mature. I think you’d look younger without it.”

“I don’t want to look too young, right?” he asked, uncertain. “I mean, I don’t want to look like one of those old men trying to recapture their youth.”

“Oh no,” she said, “we wouldn’t want that. Especially when so many women are looking for an experienced man who knows how to treat a woman right.” She stroked the other side of his face with the back of her hand. “That’s the problem with stubble,” she said, “on the one hand a clean-shaven face is soft to the touch, smooth and frictionless,” she pressed her body into him and he felt her breasts rub up against his chest as she raised herself on her toes as she pressed her lips gently to his ear, “but sometimes friction is more fun.”

She quickly stepped back and admired him as if nothing had happened, taking him by the arms and turning him around, getting a three-hundred-and-sixty-degree view of his new outfit.

“Perfect,” she said, “we’ll take it.”

“Which one?” he asked, staring at the pile of clothes he’d already tried on.

“All of them.”

◆◆◆

“Oh my gosh, look at you!” Eshima shouted from across the shopping centre. Tom turned to see Eshima, her hands holding several paper shopping bags, and Homura, carrying just the one, walking towards them. “You look so good.”

“Thanks,” said Tom. He had to admit he felt good. Partly, it was the new clothes he was wearing, the ones Izumi insisted he wear, leaving his old clothes in the changing room. And partly it was because of what else happened in the changing room.

He knew it was ridiculous, but he would have sworn there was a moment between him and Izumi. The way she had gently touched him as she inspected his outfit, the way she had stroked his face, the way she had pressed her full body into his and whispered suggestively in his ear.

For a moment, he had almost expected her to kiss him, to begin to slowly caress his hardening cock through his new trousers and, dropping to her knees, sliding them down and taking him in her mouth. He could practically feel her tongue caressing his cock as she slid her lips down his shaft.

“Let’s get some boba,” said Eshima, “I’m so hot. Is everyone else hot?”

Tom nodded in agreement with the others, then let the three of them head for the bubble tea stand in the middle of the complex, whilst he lagged behind, trying to cool down.

He’d never had bubble tea before. He’d seen the colourful stands before but never been all that interested. By the time he got there, Eshima had already ordered for everyone.

“Here,” she said, shoving the cold drink into his hand, “this is the best one.”

“It’s not the best one,” said Homura, “it’s just your favourite.”

“Same thing,” said Eshima, and began sipping at her straw, before sighing with satisfaction.

Tom held up the container and looked at the rubber-looking balls floating in the colourful liquid.

“Try it,” said Eshima.

“It’s really good,” said Izumi.

“Do I,” he paused trying to think of the best way to phrase it, “suck the balls?”

The women began laughing hysterically.

“Depends if they pay for dinner,” said Homura, and the laughter intensified.

Tom waited for one of them to drop their drink, which they never did.

“Yes,” said Izumi, trying to regain some composure, “you suck the balls.”

“And then you swallow!”

“Eshima!” cried Izumi, before the three of them descended into laughter again.

Tom sat patiently, sipping on his first bubble tea, his mouth full of balls. It was an unusual sensation, an acquired taste he figured, but the drink itself was nice.

◆◆◆

“Finally,” said Izumi as the four of them walked back into the house, “it’s so hot outside.”

“My poor feet,” moaned Eshima, struggling to take off her heels.

“Maybe try putting the bags down first,” said Homura as she placed her bag on the worktop.

Izumi sighed heavily as she fell back onto one of the sofas, and Homura sat on the one opposite. Izumi kicked off her shoes and stretched her legs, curling and uncurling her toes before she curled up on the sofa, hands tucked under her head as she brought her knees up to her chest.

Eshima cried out, and Tom turned, just in time to reach out and steady her as she kicked first one heel off, then the other. She walked to the worktop and dumped the bags on the floor, eliciting a cry of agitation from Homura, before the girl in the colourful summer dress flopped onto the sofa next to the woman in black.

Eshima moaned as she placed one bare foot on her knee and began to massage it.

“I told you you shouldn’t have worn those,” said Homura, eyes closed, head tilted to the ceiling.

“But I looked so cute!” said Eshima, “didn’t I?” She looked to Tom for confirmation.

“Yes,” he said, “very.” He instantly regretted it, worrying he had shown too much interest in how she looked.

“See?” she beamed, “very.”

She placed her foot back on the floor and raised the other one, massaging in the same manner.

Tom hadn’t lied, Eshima did look cute, with or without her heels. He watched as she massaged her foot, her light summer dress floating up her thighs, giving just the slightest hint of underwear.

Very.

Suddenly, his mind was overrun with thoughts of Eshima, of him kneeling between her legs, pulling up her sundress, showing more and more of her thighs, before unveiling her soft panties, wet and warm.

“I’ve been waiting for this all day,” he heard her whisper, before moaning softly as his hands slid up her thighs, his lips moving across the soft skin, up to the warm material, softly kissing her wet lips through them, before she slid two fingers underneath and pulled them to the side, revealing her freshly-waxed pussy. He thought of running his tongue up between her wet lips, wondered what she tasted like, he could practically hear her soft moans as he kissed between her legs, his tongue running up and finding her clit.

“What’s for dinner?” asked Homura, snapping Tom out of his trance. He looked around and realised no one had caught him staring at Eshima, lost in his own desires.

“Ooh, pizza,” said Eshima.

“Good call,” said Izumi, “Homura?”

“I could go for pizza.”

“Tom?”

“Oh, yeah, that sounds great. Excuse me,” he said as he walked towards the stairs.

“What toppings?”

“Anything’s fine.”

“Olives and anchovies it is,” said Izumi.

“Almost anything,” said Tom, looking from the stairs to the smiling Izumi, before continuing up the stairs and into the bathroom, where he closed the door and locked it behind him. He leaned back on it and let out a large sigh.

The room was littered with their make-up paraphernalia, scents and perfumes. On the edge of the bath lay a discarded swimsuit top, which he recognised as the one Izumi had been wearing when she emerged from the pool for the first time, breaking the surface of the water as she broke his perception of events of what his time here could be.

On the floor in front of the shower sat a pair of black swimsuit bottoms, the one Homura had been wearing when she was sunbathing naked. He pictured her standing there, wearing nothing but the flimsy material, casually slipping them off and dropping them to the floor, then stepping out of them and into the shower as she washed her perfect, sun-baked body.

He slapped himself across the face.

“Get it together,” he said as he stared at his reflection in the mirror. He took a deep breath and tried to calm his beating heart, his hands gripping the sink.

He could hear them downstairs, laughing and joking, and wondered what the fuck he was doing. He’d known them for only a few hours, and only a few minutes before he had agreed to let them stay with him. And for what, the promise of pussy?

He was a forty-year-old man taking dating advice from women half his age. Did he really expect them to hook him up with a string of gorgeous twenty-somethings to bring home and fuck whilst they slept next door?

He smiled at himself in the mirror, laughing at the absurdity of it. Here he was, thinking with his dick, allowing himself to be guided around by it with no thought of where he would actually end up. Yes, he was supposed to be New Tom, but New Tom was supposed to be adventurous and exciting, not a fucking idiot.

He decided there, in that moment of clarity, that they would have to leave. He didn’t know them and in all likelihood, they were just using him for a place to live, ready to string him along for as long as they could, or for as long as he could foot the bill, at least.

Another burst of laughter from downstairs. He gripped the sink tighter as his cock twitched in his trousers.

“Fuck,” he mumbled to himself, the image of the three beautiful women pressing itself into his mind, their smooth legs and tight bodies, their firm breasts and perky nipples, their contagious enthusiasm and energy. He thought of the three of them pressed up together on the sofa, laughing and giggling, skin brushing against skin, leg against leg, arm against arm, a stray hand on an exposed thigh, feeling the softness, working up slowly as bodies lean in and lips meet lips, meet neck, slim fingers slide under dresses, into unbuttoned shorts, laughter turns into moans as fingers get wet, as tongues stroke tongues, free hands caressing firm breasts through thin tops, nipples gently twisted then sucked through soft fabric, legs spreading, wet fingers sliding in and out of holes, in and out of mouths, as mouths move down for more, sucking soft, wet panties before they’re pulled to the side, tongues caressing freshly-waxed lips, the scent of sex rising as mouths fill with desire and lips suck on delicate clits, swollen with arousal…

“TOM!” the three women shouted in unison, “IT’S PIZZA TIME!”

“Be right down,” he shouted.

Tomorrow. They would have to leave tomorrow. It was getting late now and they wouldn’t have any time to find someplace else to stay, not that that was his problem. Still, it would be ridiculous to expect them to leave now, especially after such a long day.

Should he tell them now?

No, they could enjoy the pizza and the evening, and he could sleep peacefully knowing he didn’t have three disgruntled young women staying overnight.

He laughed at himself once again at the absurdity of the situation he had gotten himself in and headed for the bathroom door, adjusting his semi-erect cock as he did so.

◆◆◆

I’m so fat,” groaned Eshima, rubbing what Tom considered to be her perfectly flat stomach.

“It’s because you’re so greedy,” said Homaru, “look how much you ate!”

“I didn’t want it to go to waste,” said Eshima, holding the pizza box – one of the pizza boxes – which was now empty.

Tom had laughed when the two giant pizzas had arrived. Even with four of them, he thought, there’s no way these are going to be finished. But he’d barely had time to put them down before the first pizza was nearly gone.

He watched in astonishment as the three young women devoured slice after slice, wondering where it was all going. Not onto their waistline, that was for sure. He slowly ate a couple of slices of each, savouring them, knowing much more than that would be less kind to his body than to theirs.

Not that he was in bad shape. He’d taken to eating more healthily and working out. He hadn’t been sure why at first and his ex-wife had been suspicious at this sudden interest in fitness and looking better. She had made several comments about why this might have been the case which, looking back at it, seemed as much a confession of her own indiscretions as outright accusations.

As he looked back now, he still didn’t know what had prompted him to get into shape, but he suspected that deep down he knew it was about to come to an end. Things hadn’t been right for a while and for a minute he had even wondered if he was trying to fix his marriage by trying to fix himself, but that never really rang true.

Then, as his marriage finally crumbled, he found solace, not in the bottom of the bottle, but in the gym, losing more weight and gaining more muscle than ever before. It became like church to him and he attended religiously, so now, sitting here eating pizza felt like an extravagance.

But as he took another bite and watched the three of them devouring slice after slice, he realised this was precisely what he had been training for. If he was going to be single, he was going to be in the shape of his life, ready to make the most of it.

Whilst they waited for the pizza to arrive, the three of them had rushed upstairs and changed into their pyjamas, and now they lounged around, in loose tops hanging flatteringly on their bodies and short bottoms, their legs still on display, the hint of lips beneath, bras and panties removed in the name of comfort.

He tried not to stare as they leaned forward, tops hanging open, as they stretched for another slice of pizza.

Izumi yawned, stretching her arms above her head, her top raising up to reveal her flat navel, the material outlining her breasts as it was pulled tightly over them.

“I’m so tired,” she said.

“It has been a long day,” said Eshima, through an involuntary yawn.

“I thought you were party animals,” he said, trying to hide his own fatigue as he stifled a yawn.

“Can’t party when you’re stuffed full of pizza,” said Homura.

“Don’t blame the pizza,” cried Eshima.

“Do you want another slice?” asked Homura, picking up a slice and offering it to Eshima.

“Oh god, no,” she said, burying her face in Izumi’s shoulder.

“Didn’t think so,” said Homura, as she leaned back in her seat. She held the slice in her hand, considering whether to take a bite, then dropped it back in the box.

◆◆◆

Tom lay in bed, trying not to think of the three women in the other rooms. He had rented a three-bedroom place, not because he expected to have many guests over, but because he could. He liked the idea of rooms he would never use, it felt extravagant, which is precisely how he wanted to feel.

Only now, all three rooms were in use. Homaru was in the single room, which still contained a double bed, whilst Izumi and Eshima shared the other room, which also had only a double bed.

He had been a gentleman and offered to sleep on one of the sofas, but they wouldn’t hear of it. It was his place, so he should have the master bedroom back. Besides, Izumi and Eshima didn’t mind sharing a bed, they said enthusiastically. Tom tried not to think too much about the implied undertones when Eshima said they’d shared a bed “loads of times,” because it was, he was sure, just the perverted thoughts of a dirty old man. They were just two female friends who happened to be in the same bed together, sleeping together, perhaps holding one another in the night, their bodies pressed together, a stray leg slipping between the other girl’s legs, a soft moan as…

“Fuck,” he whispered to himself.

He couldn’t sleep for thinking about them, all of them. One at a time or in various combinations, they occupied his every thought. His cock was rock hard, but he didn’t want to jerk off, it felt disrespectful to the young women who were staying with him. What if they heard? Would they know he was thinking of them? Undoubtedly. Still, his hard cock throbbed as images of their naked bodies floated through his mind.

“Am I disturbing you?”

Tom opened his eyes. The room was still dark, but he could see in the shadows, Izumi’s slim frame. He watched as her figure moved through the room and closer to the bed.

“Err, no,” he said, twisting onto his side as he hid his throbbing erection.

She stood at the edge of the bed, fingers faintly drifting over the top of the duvet.

“That’s good,” she said, as she pulled up the duvet and slipped underneath, “I just wanted to say thank you for letting us stay here.” He rolled onto his back once again as she pressed her body close to him.

“It’s really no trouble,” he said, feeling the heat of her skin and the coolness of her silk pyjamas on his bare skin, “there’s plenty of room.”

“Still,” she said, “not everyone would take in a group of strangers,” she ran her fingers over his bare chest as her soft leg rubbed against his, “certainly not without asking for something in return.”

“I don’t want anything,” he said, “you really don’t have to…”

“I know,” she whispered, pressing her lips to his ear, “that’s why I want to.”

He moaned softly as her hand slid down his chest and she wrapped her fingers around his cock.

“It’s really ok,” he stammered.

“Yes,” she said, slowly stroking him with a loose grip, “it really is.”

He moaned again as her hand moved faster under the covers, her body grinding lightly against his side, the heat of her breath in his ear as she panted softly.

“You looked so handsome today,” she whispered, “I really wanted to suck your cock.” Her hand moved faster. “I wanted to drop to my knees right there in the changing room and take you in my mouth,” she moaned, “it’s all I’ve been able to think about all day.” She worked him after as she rubbed herself upon him faster. As she did so, he could feel the warmth and wetness of her pussy spreading along her shorts.

“Fuck,” he whispered, as the scene he had already imagined ran through his mind again, of Izumi on her knees, looking up at him as she took his cock in her mouth, sucking enthusiastically as he watched her in the changing room mirrors.

“Would you have liked that?”

“So much.”

“Would you like that now?”

“Yes.”

“Me too.”

She ran her tongue slowly over his ear and then began to kiss down his body, down his neck, over his chest, and down his abs as she disappeared under the covers. He felt her kisses on the top of his thighs, then the inner thigh. He moaned as she took one of his balls in her mouth, sucking as she continued to work him with her hand.

He moaned again as she loosened her grip on his cock and slowly ran her tongue up the underside of his shaft. She repeated this and then again, before taking the head of his cock in her mouth. She held it there in her warm wet mouth, her tongue swirling around before she took him entirely in her mouth.

He lay there, breathing steadily, watching the figure under the duvet as she moved up and down, taking his cock deeper and deeper into her throat, the warmth and wet enveloping him.

Then, unable to take it anymore, he threw the covers back and watched her head bobbing up and down. She took his cock out of her mouth and stroked it quickly as she looked at him looking at her, taking in a deep breath of fresh air, before taking his cock in her mouth once again.

As she continued to suck him, she slid her hands up over his body, running them over his chest as she pushed his cock into the back of her throat with ease.

“Does that feel good?” she asked.

“So good,” he said.

“Then you should see what my pussy feels like.” She moved up his body and straddled him, rubbing herself against his hard cock, only the thin fabric between him and her pussy.

She moaned as she rubbed herself against his cock, then grabbed the bottom of her pyjama top and whipped it off over her head, tossing it across the room. Even in the darkness, he could see how perfect her breasts were, which seemed almost bigger than when he’d first seen her at the pool.

“You like?” she asked, pressing them together, twisting her nipples between her fingers.

“I like,” he said.

“Do you want to have a taste?”

“Fuck,” she moaned, laughing with surprise as he shot up and took one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking hard at her large tit as his tongue swirled around her erect nipple, “you really like my tits.”

“You have no idea,” he said, taking the other nipple in his mouth and sucking once again.

“I like it,” she said, continuing to rub herself on his cock as she ran her hand through his hair, holding him in place. He ran his hands up her bare back, feeling her soft skin properly for the first time. He held her close as he moved from breast to breast, licking, kissing, sucking.

“I thought of you as more of an ass man,” she said. He sucked her nipple harder as he slid his hands down her back, grabbing her firm ass through her pyjama bottoms, causing her to gasp, “just like that.”

He guided her as she rubbed herself faster and faster along his cock.

“Wait,” she said, and he looked up at her. She took his face in both hands and then kissed him softly, her warm lips on his, her soft tongue sliding into his mouth. She smiled and slid off him, and stood next to the bed.

He looked at her perfect body and watched with amazement as she slid her fingers into the side of her shorts and slid them off, letting them fall to the floor.

“There,” she said, as she climbed back onto the bed and crawled towards him, “that’s better.”

“So much better,” he agreed.

She kissed him and stroked his still-unshaven face.

“So much fun,” she whispered to herself. She crawled down the bed and took his cock in her mouth, sucking him slowly as she swung a leg over his body. He watched her firm ass moving as she sucked his cock, and reached out to stroke it. She moaned approvingly and pushed closer to his face. He could smell her arousal, her pussy wet with desire, her tight little asshole puckering as she sucked.

He moved his head up and ran his tongue slowly over her lips, causing her mouth to tighten on his cock. He licked again and she sucked harder as she pressed her ass back onto his face. He lay back down as she slid her pussy over his mouth. He slid his hands onto her hips and began to lick her sweet pussy, tasting her deeply.

She rocked and moaned as he slid his tongue into her, his bristly face lightly rubbing against her. She moaned, riding him faster as she pushed back further, allowing him to take her clit in his mouth. He sucked at her clit as his tongue circled her sensitive bud, his face wet with her desire.

She rocked her body on his, pressing her soft frame on top of his, taking him deep in her throat as she rode his face. He listened to her body, sucking her clit with the same rhythm she moved on top of him, taking any moan or shiver as an indication to keep doing what he was doing.

As he did so, she moved faster and moaned harder, and he could sense she was getting close to cumming. She moved with purpose as he sucked her clit, still watching her asshole quivering with excitement. As she got closer and closer, he slid his hand over her ass, his fingers sliding between her cheeks, teasing the delicate skin around her asshole. She moaned with pleasure and he slipped his middle finger gently over her asshole, teasing her tight hole as he circled it. As he did so, she pressed back, pushing the tip of her finger into her asshole, crying out with pleasure.

She rode his face and his finger, all her holes filled by him, moaning louder and louder, her body shaking, her mouth tightening on his cock, until with a single moan, she came. She continued to ride him, rough and ready, losing all sense of control as pleasure rocked her body.

As she moved on top of him, he felt himself getting close, the thought of cumming in her mouth as her perfect body climaxed on top of him, was almost too much to take. But he held back, letting her ride out her orgasm, until exhausted, she slid off him and onto her back.

“Fuck,” she murmured to herself, panting heavily as her body continued to shake, “so much friction.” She laughed softly and rolled onto her side, reaching out and gently stroking his cock.

After a moment, she crawled back on top of him, straddling him, her soaking-wet pussy pressed against the underside of his cock.

She rubbed herself along him, slowly at first, but getting faster, breathing heavily as she did so, her large breasts pressed together between her arms.

“I need more,” she said and leaned back, hands behind her on the bed. He watched as she moved her hips, sliding her pussy up and down his cock as she ran a hand through her hair, strands sticking to her forehead, pushing it back over her shoulders. “Do you need more?”

“Yes”, he said.

“Good.”

She sat upright and raised herself on her knees. He took in her beauty as she towered over him, watching as she reached down and took hold of his cock, aiming it directly underneath her tight body and slowly lowering herself down.

“You’re so big,” she said as she pressed the head of his cock into her tight entrance, “I’m not sure you’ll fit.”

“We can stop,” he said, his hands resting gently on her thighs.

“But I need it,” she said, moaning as she began to move her body up and down, working his hard cock into her tight pussy, pushing him deeper and deeper into her as he stretched her out.

He moaned as he felt the warmth of her pussy envelop his cock for the first time, her tightness gripping him as she pressed down further and further until he was fully inside her.

“Of fuck,” she moaned, rocking gently on top of him, his cock fully inside her, “I’ve never been so filled as this.”

She moved slowly, savouring the sensation of his cock filling her, stretching out her tight hole as it throbbed inside her. She began to rock faster, still holding him deep inside as she moved. And as she moved, his hands slid up her body to her breasts, feeling their softness and weight as she moved faster, his cock twitching inside her as she moaned as he rolled her nipples between his fingers.

As she moved faster, she began to raise herself up, first a little at a time, then more, sliding her pussy up his shaft, her tight lips gripping him as she built up speed as she moved higher and higher so that only the tip of his cock was inside her, before sliding back down and taking him inside fully.

She moaned as she rode him faster and faster, her hands on his, holding them on her tits as she rode him, moaning louder and louder as his cock filled her tight pussy.

“You feel so good inside me,” she moaned, “I could ride you all night. Would you like that?”

“I would,” he moaned, trying to hold back his building orgasm, her perfect pussy on his cock being almost more than he could handle.

“Me too,” she said, squeezing his hands tighter to her breasts, “but I also want you to fuck me. I want you to lay me down and spread my legs and fuck me until you cum deep inside me. I want you to cum inside me until I’m full. Do you want that?”

“More than anything,” he said.

“Then do it.”

She yelped as he pushed himself up and flipped her over onto her back.

“I like a man who’s not afraid to take control,” she said. He leaned in and kissed her hard, his cock still deep inside of her. She moaned as his tongue slipped into her mouth. As they kissed, he began to move, his cock sliding in and out of her.

He held himself up and began to fuck her faster and faster, her legs spread across the bed, giving him complete access to her body. She panted hard as he fucked her, her hands now gripping her tits and twisting her nipples as her tits bounced with each thrust.

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

“Yes,” she moaned, gasping as she spoke, her one hand sliding down her body and her fingers finding her clit, “cum in me. Cum deep in me.”

He kept fucking her, feeling his orgasm building as her tight pussy held onto him, the warmth of her body, her scent, her moans of pleasure, enveloping him as it continued to build.

“I’m going to cum,” he moaned.

“Cum in me, please,” she cried, her circling fingers picking up speed as they worked her clit.

He held back, fucking her and fucking her, making the sensation of having this beautiful young woman last as long as he could. He fucked her harder and she began to moan in a high-pitched voice, her own pleasure building along with his.

“Pleeeeeease,” she cried, her fingers working her clit rapidly, “Cum. In. Me.”

With her pleas ringing in his ears, he came, moaning loudly as he pumped her waiting body full of cum, listening to her gasp with each twitch of his cock as he unloaded wave after wave of semen deep into her fertile, waiting body.

“More,” she demanded, her body throbbing, “I want it all.”

He kept fucking her, holding himself deep inside her tight body as he emptied his load into her with short, sharp thrusts.

“Fuck,” he moaned as he continued to cum, his orgasm stretching out as she squeezed out every last drop of cum from his throbbing cock, until there was nothing left.

Finally spent, he held himself on top of her, panting heavily. She kissed him gently and stroked his face, and he slowly pulled his cock out of her tight hole and rolled onto his back next to her.

“There’s so much,” she said, her fingers moving between her legs, playing with the cum dripping out of her stretched pussy, “so much.” He watched as she slid two fingers deep inside herself, then pulled them out, covered now in his semen and her pussy juices. “What a mess,” she said, before taking both fingers into her mouth and sucking them clean, moaning softly as she did so, then swallowed and smiled, before kissing him softly.

She kissed down his body and took his still-hard cock in her mouth, sucking gently as she cleaned him, before moving back up and kissing him once again.

“How was that?” she asked softly, her body pressed into his.

“Perfect,” he replied, wrapping an arm around her shoulder and holding her close, “absolutely perfect.”

As he held her, he felt her body ease and within moments, she was fast asleep. He smiled at her and closed his own eyes, finally drifting off to sleep, his desire satiated, for the moment at least. As he lay there, he would, he realised, have to reconsider his plans for both the three women in his house, and the summer as a whole.

As he finally fell asleep, he smiled knowing this wasn’t the holiday he had envisioned even in his wildest dreams. This was better. And the best part?

Summer was only just beginning.


Thank you!

If you enjoyed this story and would like to be kept up-to-date with all future releases, you can sign up for the O. L. Tyme mailing list.




Please also consider leaving a rating/review on Amazon, as this helps guide future stories.


His Summer Harem

Part Two: Beach Party

His summer is about to get even hotter as he and his three stunning companions hit the beach...

Settling in nicely to his new life, newly-divorced Tom has everything he could ever dream of: a stunning beachfront property, a brand-new convertible, and of course, three stunning, college-age Japanese women to share it all with.

As part of the deal to let them spend the summer, they continue to helpTom completely reinvent himself and have the summer of his life.

Next on the list: a trip to the beach.

Full of beautiful bodies, beautiful weather, and beautiful women, it's the perfect place to find some excitement. But as Izumi, Horuma, and Eshima, prefer to tan their perfect bodies, Tom decides to go exploring.

But when they discover he's gone, these possessive young women are more than eager to show him what he's missing.

This time, it's the cute and bubbly Eshima who will show Tom exactly how exciting a beach party can get.


Books By This Author

His Asian College Harem: Part One: The Hostess

Part one of the complete thirteen-part story, His Asian College Harem.

---

One guy, six women, limitless possibilities...

John needs to find a place to live before college starts.

With time and options running out, he calls upon the last place left on his list, which, to his surprise and delight, is occupied by six Japanese college students.

All stunning in their own distinct ways, John needs to find a way to balance having somewhere to live with the complex interpersonal relations between his six female housemates, as they live, laugh, love and get far more intimate with one another than could ever have imagined.

In this first part of this steamy harem story, John gets to know Tsumugi, whose bubbly personality and sharp tongue.

As she pulls out all the stops to be a good hostess, the only question is, how far will she go to make John feel comfortable in his new home?

Each segment can be enjoyed separately or as part of an unfolding harem story.



Asian BFFs Crave BWC: Part One: Her First Taste

The first entry in a scintillating, brand-new AWWM ffm erotica.

When two Japanese college girls hit the town in search of a good time, they meet Sven, the white man of their dreams.

Whilst Sven is instantly attracted to the shy, inexperienced Yoko, it is up to the confident, more experienced Miyuki to show her friend how to let go and enjoy all their new friend has to offer. She may also have a few tricks of her own.

Will Yoko overcome her insecurities and land the man of her dreams, or will Sven and Miyuki have to take control and teach her how to truly appreciate BWC?

Asian Women, White Men: Volume 3

The third instalment of the Asian Women White Men series, brings four brand new red-hot short stories just for you.

Giving you exactly what you need, when you need it, this intense WMAF collection wastes no time diving right into the action.

Read separately or as a collection, these stories provide an intense and immediate release.

Ranging from 900 to 2,000 words, this red-hot collection contains the following:

The Outfit
The Only Thing
All For Her
Just Desserts


About The Author

O. L. Tyme

O. L. Tyme writes steamy erotica about white men and the Asian women who desire them. Whether exploring this relationship between individuals, as pairs, or even harems, the AWWM connection is at the heart of everything they write.

When not working on the next story, they like nothing more than hitting the gym and working up a sweat to clear the mind, experimenting with new recipes in the kitchen, or pursuing other creative endeavours to recharge the batteries.

Whatever the current interest, they know the next steamy AWWM story is never too far away...
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PART ONE:
UNXPECTED GUESTS

STORY BY O. L. TYME
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