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Poolside Fun

Tom squinted as the morning sun shone through the windows, casting long strips of light across the room, along his bed, and onto his face. From the height of the sun, he could tell it was late morning. Still, he felt like he hadn’t slept, which wasn’t too far from the truth. It had been a late night for him and his three houseguests – the lovely and energetic young women he had found there upon his arrival. He had tried his best to keep up as they partied late into the night, watching as they moved their bodies with impossible ease, but there was no doubt by the end he was flagging. Not that there was much surprise about that. They were, after all, half his age.

He sat up on the side of the bed, eyes still closed. He could feel the heat of the sun now on his naked body, which was simultaneously refreshing and exhausting. He stretched then stood and made his way across the room to the en-suite bathroom, groaning as he moved, taking careful steps over his clothes scattered across the floor, eyes still half-closed.

In the bathroom, he turned on the shower and waited for the water to hit the right temperature, then stepped inside. He sighed with relief as the cool water, neither too hot nor too cold, powerfully blasted his sleep-deprived body. He felt his skin burning, sizzling almost, under the unrelenting water. He had spent a sizable amount of time outside the previous day and even though he had worn copious amounts of sun cream – applied with enthusiasm and precision by Eshima – he still felt burnt to a crisp.

He looked down at his body and saw he was almost all glowing red, except for where his bathing trunks had been. He picked up the body wash and applied it to the shower scrubber, moaning as he moved it tentatively along his body, stretching up, down, over, and around, to freshen himself up. He cursed himself quietly as he tried to reach his back, every muscle in his body aching as he contorted his arms into unnatural positions.

It was his own fault. He could have spent the day lounging with Izumi, Eshima and Homura – the three beautiful, young Japanese women he had found in his condo when he arrived a few days ago – but instead had decided to go exploring whilst they slept silently and tanned their perfect bodies.

He had met a group of young men playing volleyball on the beach and, being a man down, they had invited him to join. So, he had spent the afternoon on the sandy volleyball court, running and jumping and throwing his body to the ground as he strived to show anyone who happened to see that he still had it – whatever it was.

Even though he ended up on the losing side, he still felt a sense of victory. He had managed to keep up with the group of men who were half his age, even besting a few of them on occasion, although though he was sure none of them were paying for it as much as he was this morning.

Shower over, he turned off the water and dried himself, dabbing his sensitive skin with a soft towel, before stepping out of the shower. The tiles were cool on his feet as he walked across the room and as he opened the bathroom door, he felt the coolness of the bedroom rushing in, despite the sun still shining through the windows. He said a small thanks for air conditioning and threw the towel on the bed, letting his body air dry as he cooled down.

◆◆◆

He winced as he made his way down the stairs – a set of floating steps with no handrail. What he had first thought of as cool and fashionable now seemed very clearly a death trap. His mind flashed an image of his ex-wife standing at the foot of the stairs, arms folded, the all-too-familiar “I told you so” look on her face. Once upon a time, he would have felt bad, guilty even, at having made such egregious faux-pas and disappointing her so. But now, it only reinforced his belief that he had made the right decision. Marriages were supposed to be support structures, not competitions.

He shook his head to clear the image and focused on the here and now as, with one hand on the wall, he took each step one at a time into the next day of his new life.

It wasn’t until he was nearly at the bottom of the stairs that he realised how quiet the place was. Aside from the almost inaudible sound of the air conditioning, there was nothing. No Izumi humming whilst she made breakfast, no Eshima dancing around and talking enthusiastically about anything and everything, and no Homura telling Eshima to be quiet as she lay on the sofa.

He got to the bottom of the stairs and took a breath, partly thankful there was no one around to see him in this condition. It wasn’t that he was unfit, far from it. In fact, he was fitter than he had been for most of his life. As his marriage had started to fall apart, he’d hit the gym and started eating right, which saw him lose a ton of weight and gain a not inconsiderable amount of muscle in a surprisingly short amount of time. He looked and felt better than he ever had. But he still wasn’t used to the sort of intense and consistent exertion he had been involved with the previous day. It was a completely different kind of fitness.

He walked over to the kitchen and got a glass out of one of the cupboards, wincing as he reached up to get it. He filled the glass with ice cold water from the kitchen sink and downed it in one, and followed that by downing a second glass. He filled it a third time, just something to sip on and walked back the way he came.

As much as he hated it, he had to admit he was still exhausted. Not only from the game and spending the day in the boiling hot sun, something he was most definitely not used to, but from what came after. Immediately after the game finished, he had been dragged away by Izumi, Eshima, and Homura, who had gone looking for him when they finally woke up and realised he was gone. He had then, at Eshima’s insistence, gone to shower before they all got in his convertible and drove the short distance home.

After throwing himself to the ground all afternoon, his body was covered with sand, so showering made sense. But it wasn’t the only reason Eshima had been so insistent. For almost as soon as he had taken off his trunks and washed the sand from his body, Eshima had appeared next to him, with something more than cleanliness in mind. In fact, what she was thinking of was downright filthy.

And he, of course, was more than happy to oblige.

He walked to the glass doors at the back of his condo and looked out at his private pool, the water sparkling in the morning sun. At least, he had assumed it was morning. The truth was, he had no idea what time it was. Usually, he was pretty consistent in his sleeping habits, but with the introduction of these three young women into his life, things had become a lot less predictable.

Which is how, after a day of intense physical exertion, he ended up dancing in a nightclub until some ungodly hour. Normally, he really would have preferred to stay at home and relax, but with the three women going out, he felt he had something to prove. He had demonstrated to the young men at the beach he could keep up with them, now it was time to prove the same to the women.

As the three of them were getting ready to go out, Tom took the opportunity to grab a quick nap. He knew they would need considerably more time to get ready than he would, even though they always looked perfect to him. So he set an alarm, grabbed a quick nap before getting up, having a lightning-quick shower, throwing on some of the more night-time appropriate clothing Izumi had picked out for him a couple of days ago, did his hair quickly, sprayed on some cologne (also picked out by Izumi), and was ready to go.

When he got downstairs, his jaw nearly hit the floor as he saw the three flawless women waiting for him. He had seen them in casual clothes and bikinis and a whole lot less, but there was something about how they looked that knocked him for six.

Clearly, they had spent a lot of time and effort getting ready, their hair and makeup was perfect, their clothing choices impeccable. And now there they were, all three of them waiting for him, in tight-fitting dresses teasing all the right parts, with bare legs accented by high heels. Yet despite the impractical-looking footwear somehow they seemed to move effortlessly. Even Eshima, whose carefree attitude made Tom feel she was always on the verge of toppling over.

“You look so smart,” said Eshima, as she rushed towards him with small, practised steps, her high heels clicking on the tiled floor.

“Thank you,” he said, even though he felt decidedly underdressed compared to the three of them.

“Ride’s here,” said Homura, and moved towards the door.

“This is going to be so much fun,” said Eshima, as she ran her hands over Tom’s shirt, smoothing it out before she hooked her arm through one of Tom’s. As they walked towards the door, Izumi stood and waited, before hooking her arm through his on the other side.

By the time the three of them had gotten outside, Homura was already standing next to the front passenger side door. She opened the door and got in, her short dress clinging to her ass as she moved into the vehicle.

Izumi opened the rear door and got in, sliding across as Eshima pushed Tom in after her before getting in herself.

“All in?” asked the driver.

“Yep,” said Homura without checking, and the vehicle began to move.

As they drove, Tom couldn’t help but notice the driver looking in the rear view mirror. They made eye contact and the driver raised his eyebrows, suggesting he approved of Tom’s evening plans.

Tom tried to play it cool, giving a slight nod to the driver, before turning his gaze to outside the windscreen. Still, it was difficult to play it cool, particularly as he was sandwiched between Izumi and Eshima, their bare legs pressed against his trousers, their short dresses riding higher as they’d gotten into the car, their pale thighs on display, with only the slightest amount of material concealing their underwear, if they were wearing any at all.

He felt Izumi and Eshima push their legs against his, brushing their thighs against his hands which were firmly gripping the tops of his thighs. He couldn’t help but think of it as a coordinated effort, both women teasing him at the same time, tempting him into doing something reckless.

He felt their skin on the backs of his fingers, soft and smooth, and couldn’t help but picture sliding his hands off his thighs and onto theirs, letting his fingers silently explore as they continued their journey.

He imagined the feel of their legs as he ran his hands up and down, caressing the exposed skin before sliding his hands down between their legs, his fingertips caressing their sensitive inner thighs. He could practically feel the warmth of their bodies emanating from between their legs, the heat of their pussies so dangerously close.

His hands slid further, his fingers disappearing underneath their short dresses. He heard Eshima take a short inhale of breath as she stifled a moan, his fingers tracing the edges of her panties, whilst Izumi sat quietly as Tom’s fingers ran up the delicate skin on the edge of her pussy, finding no underwear underneath her dress to restrict access.

His hand moved over Eshima’s panties, feeling the wet warmth which had soaked into the fabric. She bucked her hips slightly as he ran his fingers down the fine material, tracing the outline of her lips with a fingertip, then moving down between her legs, moving in circles over the damp patch that had formed.

As he teased Eshima through the fabric, his other hand slid up and across over Izumi’s trimmed bush. His finger moved up one side of her pussy and then down the other, getting as close to touching her without actually doing so. He could feel her body moving, almost imperceptibly as her desire built, her breathing steady but highly controlled. He wondered how far he could take her, how worked up he could get her without actually touching her there.

As he wondered, he felt Eshima’s thighs pressing together, squeezing his hand between them. He looked at her, but her eyes were closed, all concentration on not crying out with pleasure. He slid his hand out from between her warm thighs and slid it further up, finding the top of her panties and sliding his fingers in underneath. She bit her bottom lip hard as she tried not to cry out, his fingers now sliding between her wet lips. As his hand moved further, her clamped thighs parted slightly, legs spreading as she allowed him full access to her body. He could smell her desire. His fingers moved up and down, feeling every inch of her pussy, before sliding down and pressing two of them into her tight hole.

She began to rock in her seat, her hand clamped onto his thigh, her fingers digging into the flesh as his fingers slowly moved in and out of her. He felt Izumi’s hand grabbing his other thigh, squeezing, desperate for his attention. Obligingly, he slid his finger down between her wet lips and began teasing her wet entrance. He circled her a few times before sliding back up and finding her clit, moving his wet fingertip in slow circles over her swollen bud, Izumi squeezing her legs together as Tom’s finger moved faster.

He could feel Eshima’s pussy contracting on his fingers, desperate for him to be deeper inside her, and he responded by doing just that, sliding his fingers in further and stroking her g-spot as he curled his fingers.

He felt Izumi’s hand on his arm, pushing down, her legs parting slightly as she directed his fingers to her entrance, biting her lip as he slid two fingers inside of her. He began stroking her g-spot at the same pace as he stroked Eshima’s, his fingers moving in and out as he did so,  fingerfucking both of them with the same rhythm.

He could smell both women now, his fingers deep inside them, his knuckles wet as their desire trickled down his hands. Both women began moving faster, forgetting where they were as his fingers worked inside them. He kept going as both women squeezed his thighs, as if holding onto him for support, causing his cock to throb in his trousers. He wanted them to reach over and unbuckle his trousers, to pull it out and begin working it, taking turns stimulating his cock and his balls. He could already feel their soft hands on him, working him rapidly as they rode his fingers, their free hands pulling up the front of their dresses, exposing themselves and sliding their fingers underneath his hands, finding their clits, their fingers quickly circling them as he watched.

He could feel them rocking faster and faster, their desire building, his fingers deep inside them as they fingered themselves and stroked his cock. He could hear the soft moans of Eshima building, the feeling too much for her to hold back any longer. She began breathing more heavily, her body shaking more forcefully, her grip on his cock tightening as she stroked him faster, her fingers covered in his pre-cum. As she got louder, so did Izumi, which in turn caused Eshima to get louder still, both women caught in a sensual feedback loop, becoming increasingly turned on by the aroused moans of one another.

He felt Izumi’s body beginning to shake, just as Eshima’s, her hand still cupping his balls, her middle finger stroking his taint as she did so. He felt himself getting closer, the moans and scents of both women, the feeling as their bodies reacted to his touch, their expertise in handling his exposed cock and balls in the back of the vehicle.

“Oh my god,” cried Eshima, eyes closed, body shaking, “I’m cumming.” She cried out as she came, body shaking forcefully, pussy contracting on his fingers, wetness dripping down onto the seat, as he continued to stroke deep inside her

“Fuck,” cried Izumi, as she started to cum as well, her body rocked by her orgasm. As both women came with his fingers deep inside them, he couldn’t help himself and despite trying to hold on, their soft hands rapidly working his cock were too much to take. With a moan, he began to cum, thick loads shooting out of his cock as the women pleasured him, the scent of their pussies filling the air, their fingers coated in his cum as their hands continued to work him, draining every last drop out of his balls.

Finally, the three of them spent, he watched as both women, hands covered in his cum, gently removed their hands from him and licked their palms clean, then slipped their fingers into each other’s mouths, and sucking off the cum, before swallowing it down.

He slid his fingers out of both women and, once their fingers were out of their mouths, slipped his two fingers into each of their mouths, feeling them sucking his fingers greedily as they tasted each one on his hands. Once clean, he slipped his fingers out of their mouths and did up his trousers, as the taxi pulled up outside the nightclub.

“Have a great night,” said the driver with a knowing smile, as Tom and the three women got out of the car.

“Woo!” shouted Eshima, as she and the other two women moved towards the door. Tom stood back for a moment, admiring their view as he adjusted his throbbing cock in his trousers.

◆◆◆

“You’re up early.”

Tom turned to his right and saw Homura stretched out on one of the sun loungers, her bikini-clad body soaking up the morning rays.

“Am I?” he asked, moving to the sun lounger on his left. He sat down and tried not to show how much his body was aching.

“Didn’t expect to see you until the afternoon, at the earliest,” she said, eyes closed, not even turning her head in his direction. “Thought you’d still be recovering after such a late night. People of your age tend to need more time to recover.”

“Guess I’m full of surprises,” he said, as he lowered himself down onto the lounger, trying not to let out a groan. Even though she wasn’t looking at him, he still felt as if he was being watched.

“We’ll see about that,” she said.

Tom turned his head and looked at her, but her expression gave no clue as to the meaning of that comment. He took a moment to admire her sleek body, one leg bent at the knee, the other stretched out flat, her arms raised over her head, hands hanging over the top of the lounger, her small but firm breasts pulled upwards as her body stretched out.

He had seen her breasts on the first day he had arrived. She had been laying in the same spot, tanning her body with only a pair of flimsy bikini bottoms on. But still, he couldn’t help but stare.

“You’ve seen my tits before,” she said, eyes still closed.

Tom quickly turned his head away and closed his eyes.

“If you want to see them again,” she said, “maybe you should consider asking.”

Tom turned his head slightly and opened one eye. Homura was still in the same position, her expression giving nothing away.

◆◆◆

The club had been loud and hot. The dance floor was sticky and the air smelled of aroused bodies and alluring perfumes and musky colognes. Eshima had hold of his hand, dragging him behind her as the three women made their way through the crowd, finding spaces seemingly with ease as he tried not to bounce off every body in his path.

Finally, having worked their way deeper into the heaving throng, the four of them somehow found themselves a sliver of space. Tom noticed Eshima was looking at him and her lips were moving, but the music was so loud he couldn’t hear a single word.

“WHAT?” shouted Tom.

“I SAID,” shouted Eshima, her face pressed next to his, “ISN’T THIS FUN?” She lingered there a moment, her body pressed up against his, her large breasts pressed against his chest as she had stretched herself up to bring her lips to his ear.

She lowered herself back down and continued to look at him, waiting for a reply. He nodded his head enthusiastically. Everything about this place reminded him why he had always hated nightclubs. They were too loud and too hot, there were too many people crammed into such a small space. He’d always been one for a pub or a bar, someplace where you could chat with friends without having your personal space invaded, to shock horror, even have some place to sit. Not to mention he hated the type of music they played and had no sense of rhythm at the best of times.

But as he stood there, the bass rumbling through the floor and up his body, he couldn’t help but feel the allure of the place. The deep vibrations shook him to his very core, and as the crowd moved as one, a living, breathing sea of bodies, the scent of skin and desire, of rich perfumes, as scantily clad bodies pressed up against one another, the finest of fabrics the only thing separating skin-on-skin, a barrier so flimsy it felt like it could be overcome by sheer sense of will. There was a freedom here, a liberation, physical, sexual, a place to express throbbing desires, an orgiastic display of foreplay, a building tension, one desperately searching for an outlet as the freedom of sexuality unchained built to an inevitable crescendo, to be expressed as pure lust. The music throbbed, pounding rhythmically, directing the movement of a thousand bodies, rubbing, grinding, thrusting, hands running over exposed skin, slipping surreptitiously under short skirts, finding handfuls of ass simultaneously firm and soft, or slipping under further, finding pantiless pussies, wet and warm as fingers dance to their own tune, sliding into tight holes as thighs rub against hardened cocks imprisoned in trousers, throbbing desperately, longing to be set free.

He watched the three women moving, energetic and free, bodies swaying in time to the music, skin glistening with a thin covering of sweat, of physical desire made manifest. He watched as Izumi and Homura pressed their bodies together, breasts pressed between them, threatening to escape the flimsy material now barely hanging on. They wrapped their arms around one another’s necks and slipped their legs in between the others. Foreheads pressed together, eyes closed, they moved as one, swaying to the beat, losing themselves in the moment.

He imagined them there, riding one another’s thighs, their pussies rubbing against the leg of the other girl, the pleasure building as they continued to rock, bodies moving in tandem, in sync as they felt the heat of one another. He pictured them losing themselves in the moment, soft lips coming together as loose tongues slipped out of mouths, finding one another in sweet bliss in the space in between. He imagined lips finding necks, kissing soft napes, inhaling the sweet scents of delicately applied perfumes designed to attract, to stimulate physical reactions, as hands moved down sliding slowly over exposed arms, and sliding under dresses, grabbing asscheeks, holding firmly as they continued to ride one another, fingers slipping down further, finding holes pulsating with desire, dripping wet, ready to be filled. He saw the two girls fingering one another in the middle of the dancefloor, bodies moving faster, the music building to a crescendo, the two of them lost to the world, existing only in relation to each other’s bodies, communicating through pure sexuality. He saw them moving faster, faces tightening as pleasure got closer, eyes closed, mouths opened, gasping lungfuls of hot air as they moved as one, the scent of their desire overpowering, enveloping all as they moved faster and faster, bodies shaking as they approached climax, as lust, desire, desperation for release rose up between them, pleasure prolonged, pushed as far as either girl could take it until finally, with soundless moans drowned out by the crowd, they came, bodies shaking, knees buckling as they straddled one another, each held up by the other, soaked fingers deep inside, stroking and fucking with reckless abandon, driving each other to levels of pleasure they had never before known as the eager crowd swelled around them as if in collective release, with hands under dresses stroking the most sensitive of spots, stimulation of body and soul, a spiritual release of sexual desires, legs dampening from their own juices as they came.

◆◆◆

“I knew it.”

Tom opened a bleary eye and saw Homura standing over him.

“What is it?” he asked, confused.

“I knew you couldn’t stay awake. You’re far too old to be partying like us.”

“I’m just having a relaxing morning,” he said, trying to ignore the thudding in his head and the ringing in your ears.

“Doesn’t seem to be that relaxing,” she said, “more overly stimulating.”

He looked at her, confused and saw as she glanced down before looking back up at him. He didn’t need to look down, but he did, an automatic reaction as much as anything. He felt his face heating up as he saw the obvious erection in his shorts.

He must have drifted off and began to dream of the previous night. How much of that was real, he couldn’t tell at this moment. He was still half-asleep and nothing felt quite real.

“You’re in luck,” she said,“still hovering over him, hands placed on her hips, as if in judgement, “because I, contrary to appearances, could do with a little morning pick-me-up. And you, just happen to be in the right place at the right time.”

◆◆◆

“Let’s dance.”

Eshima grabbed Tom by the hand and pulled him towards her. She moved effortlessly, eyes closed as her body was overtaken by the music. He watched her body moving, bare skin flashing in the darkness as coloured lights flashed across the crowd, framing each moment in his mind before replacing it with another, like stop-motion animation.

He looked at her and saw her look at him, her eyes open, her beautiful face etched into his memory for all time, a mixture of expectation and longing. She wanted him to dance, wanted him to dance with her, wanted him to be close to her, their bodies pressed together, to feel the heat rising up from one another as they moved in tandem, giving themselves over completely to feeling, letting the world melt away as their bodies became entwined.

He stepped forward into the world she had created for herself – created for them. He began to move his body awkwardly. He had never been one for dancing, never managed to move as effortlessly or as carefree as his peers. He had often wondered if they practised at home alone, preparing their moves in secret to give the illusion of spontaneity on the dancefloor. Or maybe, he thought, they just didn’t give a fuck.

He looked around but could see no one else in the darkness. All there was was a swirling mass, thrusting and grinding and moving like an orgy of anonymous bodies which, sensing their longing, had carved out a niche for just the two of them.

He moved more freely, her hands on his hips, guiding him.

“It’s all about the hips,” she whispered into his ear, running her tongue over his lobe. She leaned back to look at him and he saw her face, her beautiful smile caught in a flash of light, frozen in time for a moment.

She took her hands from his hips and he kept the momentum as she turned her body and pressed her ass into his crotch, rubbing against his throbbing cock as she matched his rhythm.

He placed his hands on her hips, holding her ass firmly to his body. He watched as she leaned forward, ass still in his crotch, as if he were taking her from behind. She quickly snapped back up, pressing the back of her head into his shoulder as her hands reached up and behind, taking hold behind his neck. She continued to move, her back pressed into his chest, the scent of her perfume rising, as his hands rose up her body. They slid up to her waist and she said nothing, holding herself in place, still moving to the music. He slid them up and forward so they were directly under her breasts, then up, cupping and caressing them through her dress as she grinded on his cock more and more.

He felt her large, firm breasts under the dress, her nipples hard as his fingers teased them through the material. He could no longer tell whether it was the beat of the music or his heart in his chest that was pounding, shaking his body, running down into the floor and sending waves of seismic activity through the building. She pulled on his neck, tightening her grip, until his lips met her exposed neck. He kissed the exposed flesh, his lips and tongue exploring the soft skin as she held him in place. She rubbed her ass faster, her body desperate for his cock, for him to take her there and then, for him to be deep inside her, dress hitched up as he fucked her from behind in the heaving throng of people, her soaking wet panties pulled to the side.

“Fuck me,” he thought he heard her whisper, “I need you to fuck me.”

It was impossible, it was too loud to hear her soft voice like that, but still he heard it above everything else.

“Fuck me here, please,” she said, “in front of all these people. Fuck me and fill me with your cum, so they can watch it drip out of my tight, freshly fucked pussy as I dance with you.”

It was impossible she had said that, so he kept dancing, his rock-hard cock throbbing with desire as she worked him with her ass, his hands caressing her breasts in the semi-darkness.

◆◆◆

“Oh please,” said Homura, looking down at him, “don’t pretend you haven’t thought about it.”

Tom looked up at her as she stood in front of him in her skimpy bikini, one hand on her hip. He lay there silently, cock still throbbing, no use trying to pretend otherwise. He had most definitely thought about it and as she stood in front of him, her tight body outlined by the flimsy material clinging to her, he thought about it again.

“Don’t overthink this,” she said, as she dropped to her knees, “it’s purely medicinal.”

“Ok,” he said, as he looked down his body and saw her kneeling at the end of his sun lounger. She looked up over his body and they locked eyes for a moment. Her gaze was cool, almost indifferent. Yet there was something concealed, a hunger, a desire burning deep within.

She ran her hands up his bare legs until her hands disappeared under his shorts. They moved softly up and down his thighs as she stretched upwards, her forearms lightly touching his legs as her arms pressed her small but pert breasts together. He gazed down at her cleavage and then back at her face, to see she was once again staring at him.

Her hands slid up further as she leaned onto his legs, her hands sliding down to the inside of his thighs, her fingertips lightly brushing the sensitive skin on either side of his balls. He felt his cock flinch at her touch, desperate for more.

She slid her hands slowly down his thighs, out of his shorts and down his legs. She smiled ever so slightly, satisfied with his reaction, then reached up once more and took hold of the waistband of his shorts and boxers. As she began to tug them down, Tom pressed himself up, allowing her to slide them over his ass, then sat back down as she slid them down his legs and off, dropping them to the floor next to her.

He looked at her looking at him, his hard cock exposed to the morning sun, twitching with anticipation as it sat between them. She ran her hands up his legs once again, this time moving up between them, planting her knees on the sun lounger as she crawled closer to him, his legs spreading and sliding off the sides of the lounger as she made her way up to him.

The tiled floor was hot and he felt the heat as the tops of his toes brushed the sun-heated surface. He curled them, holding them just a fraction above the floor as he watched Homura get settled.

She was kneeling on the sun lounger between his legs, her hands resting on his thighs. She licked her lips slightly as she surveyed his cock. Slowly, she lowered her head, taking the tip into her mouth, running her lips in little half-circles as she moved her head, her tongue tentatively exploring what was now in her mouth.

Tom took a slow breath as he watched her, the tip of his cock in her mouth, her tongue circling it as she looked down his cock, as if inspecting it. He felt her hands gently squeezing his thighs and she looked up at him. As their eyes met, she began to slowly slide her lips down his cock, then back up, taking a little more of his shaft into her mouth every time. He watched as it disappeared into her mouth like a magic trick as she pressed further and further down, until the head of his cock was pressed into the back of her throat. She held it there and continued to look at him, before she slowly slid his wet cock out of her mouth and began to stroke it with her hand.

She inhaled heavily through her mouth and laughed.

“Don’t look so surprised,” she said, still stroking his cock, “we’ve got a long way to go yet.” He lay there, watching her hand leisurely slide up and down his wet shaft. “This is just the warm up.”

She stroked him faster as she took the tip of his cock in her mouth once again, her tongue swirling quickly around it as her hand worked his shaft. He lay back in the lounger and closed his eyes. The sun was warm on his exposed skin, on his bare legs. He turned his head slightly from the glare of the sun which was turning the darkness of his eyelids into a bright red.

He took a deep breath to calm himself as Homura continued to work his cock, her saliva dribbling down his shaft and between her fingers, lubricating her firm grip.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, as her felt her lips sliding down his cock as her wet hand began to massage his balls, her fingers expertly teasing him. She moved up and down quickly, taking the whole of his shaft in her throat as she tickled his balls, her free hand sliding up and under his shirt, her soft fingers exploring his chest. He reached back over his head and gripped the back of the lounger, steadying himself as she began to twist her head as she sucked his cock.

He could, he felt, unload in her mouth right now, but he knew she had more in mind for the both of them.

She kept working him with her mouth, until his cock was twitching, on the verge of cumming straight down her throat. Then she stopped. He opened his eyes and looked down at her. She was still knelt there in front of him, her lips wet from her efforts, and she ran her tongue slowly over them.

“Take your shirt off,” she said, and he began to unbutton his shirt. As he did so, he watched her reach behind her back, unfastening her bikini top and sliding it off her arms. She held it up between two fingers, next to her naked torso, waiting for him to finish taking his shirt off.

He undid the last button and slipped his arms out of it and held it next to his completely naked body.

“There we go,” she said, “much more comfortable.” She dropped her top and he did the same, then she crawled up his naked body, kissing his torso and his chest, her body pressed against his, her bikini bottoms pressed against the underside of his cock. She kissed him slowly, her lips wet, and began to grind on top of him.

“Now we’re done with the warm-up,” she whispered into his ear, “the real fun can begin.” She kissed down his jaw until her lips found his once again, then she wriggled up his body and pressed one of her nipples into his mouth. He began to suck greedily, his tongue swirling around her hard nipple. She gasped and pressed her breast deeper into his mouth, a hand sliding through his hair and taking a firm hold.

As he sucked, his hands slid up her bare back, feeling her soft skin, the tensing muscles underneath, before sliding down and finding her ass, cupping her firm cheeks as she continued to grind upon him.

“Good boy,” she said as she pulled herself away from his face, then pressed her other nipple into his mouth. He sucked just as hard, his tongue working just as furiously, as his fingers gripped her ass harder. “Just like that,” she cooed.

He kept sucking on her breast as she continued to move on top of him, then pulled herself back. She continued to hold his hair firmly and pulled his head back slightly so he was looking up at her.

“Not bad,” she said, “but now, you’ll have to be more delicate and precise. Some things I like sucked hard, and some,” she wriggled on his cock, “need a bit more finesse.” She kissed him softly, her tongue sliding into his mouth, gently caressing his tongue, as if giving him a hint of what she wanted next.

She slid back down the lounger and stood in front of him, her wet nipples shining in the sun. He watched as she slid her fingers into the sides of her bikini bottoms and slowly worked them down, peeling them off her wet lips, before letting them drop to the floor.

His cock twitched as he took in her perfect naked body, her smooth skin, her neatly trimmed bush above her smooth lips, her hand on her exposed hip as she too, took him in fully.

“Not bad,” she said, “for an old man.”

She crawled back onto the lounger, her legs now pressed into the outside of his thighs as his legs sat closed on the lounger. She straddled him, her wet pussy rubbing up and down the underside of his cock as she moved.

She placed her hands on either side of his face and kissed him passionately, rocking harder on top of him as the sun shone down on their naked bodies. She pulled her face away from him, her hands still on his cheeks.

She slowly got off the lounger and Tom watched, confused. Then, before he could say anything, she turned, planted one knee on one side of the lounger and swung her leg over his body, so that she was straddling him once again, only this time it wasn’t her face that was inches from his face, but her pussy.

He moaned as she leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth once again, sucking vigorously. Her spread ass bobbed in front of his face as she rocked on top of him, her wet lip glistening, her tight asshole puckered. He watched for a moment, mesmerised, his mouth watering at the prospect of tasting her, the scent of her hot pussy in his nostrils.

She pushed her ass back further as she took him deep in her throat, her hands gripping his legs tightly as she slid him into the back of her throat. He ran his hands over her firm ass, squeezing her tight cheeks, feeling her under his fingers before he ran his tongue slowly up her wet lips. She moaned with pleasure and pushed back further. He licked again, savouring the taste of her as his tongue slowly lapped up her wetness, her little asshole quivering with excitement as he did so.

He licked her again, harder this time, slowly sliding his flat tongue deep between her lips and moving towards her entrance. He ran his tongue over her wet hole, then began to move it in slow circles over it. She moaned as he licked her tight hole, rubbing back against him, her wetness running down his face as her hands gripped his legs tighter.

He gently spread her asscheek wider and pressed his face deeper between them, sliding his tongue deep inside her, feeling her pussy contracting on his tongue. He ran his hands down the backs of her thighs as she rode his face, her lips sliding up and down his shaft as her saliva ran down his cock and over his balls.

He ran his hands around and over the tops of her thighs, one hand staying steady as the other slid further up, sliding between her legs as the tip of his middle finger found her clit. She cried out with pleasure as his finger barely brushed her sensitive spot. He stroked gently the skin around it, teasing her, preparing her for what came next. After a moment, he slid his finger between her wet lips and the back up as he began gently circling her clit with his now wet fingertip. Her mouth tightened on his cock, sucking him harder as he began to finger her clit more rapidly.

She moaned, riding his face faster, his tongue working at her entrance, his lips sucking at her wet hole, his other hand moving back up her thigh and over her ass. He slid his finger between her asscheeks, to the edge of her asshole and then at the last second ran it over the inside of her asscheek. She moaned as he fingered the area around her hole, teasing and preparing her as he had prepared her before he began fingering her clit.

When he was sure she was ready, he slowly slid his finger down to her asshole, feeling it quivering with excitement at his touch, and began to move his finger in slow small circles over it.

As he did so, he slid his tongue out her pussy and began to lap at her wet lips, her desire running down his chin and neck, as he fingered her clit and asshole.

She sucked his cock faster, rocking on him as she put her toned body to work. As she pushed back, he fingered her asshole a little harder and she pushed back even more, crying out as the tip of his finger slid into her tight hole.

“You dirty fucking slut,” she cried as she held herself up on one hand, rapidly working his cock with the other, “don’t you dare stop.”

He kept going, pushing his finger in even deeper, his cock throbbing as she moaned with pleasure as he fingered her asshole and clit as he lapped at her pussy. She took the tip of his cock in her mouth again and ran her tongue around it as her hand worked his shaft.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned in between teasing the tip of his cock, “yeah, just like that.”

He kept going, working her pussy and ass exactly as before, tongue and fingers working together to pleasure the young woman currently sitting on his face, his cock in her mouth.

He felt a wet hand on his leg as she grabbed it again, taking his cock deep in her mouth. She sucked him hard and fast, matching the rhythm he was setting. He felt her lips tightening on his cock as she moaned deeply into it, her breathing speeding up as her previously steady movements became wilder. She pushed back more, his finger sliding deeper into her asshole, her pussy rubbing more against his face, her wetness building as her body began to shake.

He kept going, working harder to keep the same rhythm that had driven her into a frenzy. He kept going, licking her pussy and fingering her clit as he fingerfucked her eager asshole. He listened to her muffled moans of pleasure, her mouth stuffed full of his throbbing cock, itself ready to fill her mouth with cum.

He kept going as she kept going, her desire building and building until finally, with a long, high-pitched moan, she came. Her body shook as the orgasm rushed through her, her asshole contracting on his finger deep inside of her, her lips clamping on the cock pressed deep into her throat, her legs shaking as they struggled to hold her up.

He felt her fingers gripping his legs, her fingernails digging into the soft skin as she struggled to stay upright as her entire body shook. He kept going, letting her orgasm run for as long as possible, prolonging it as much as he could, his hips thrusting as he fucked mouth, filling all her holes until her body couldn’t take it any more.

She cried out, an incoherent howl of pleasure, before her body went limp on top of him. Sha lay there for a few moments, gasping for air. He didn’t move, letting her recover before he slid his hand out from between her legs, and slowly worked his finger out from deep inside her asshole. She sat there moaning softly, breathing raggedly and he watched her quivering asshole slowly contracting.

She leaned forward and gently lay her head on his leg, his hard, wet cock pressed between her small but firm breasts. He sucked her pussy juices from his finger, as if he couldn’t get enough, and then ran his hand softly over her ass, feeling her body tensing at his touch as post-orgasm shocks ran through her body.

After a few moments, she placed one foot on the ground and lifted the other over his body, placing it next to the other as she squatted beside him. Face to face, she looked at him, then leaned in and kissed him slowly. She purred softly as her lips met his, stroking his face as her tongue slid into his mouth.

“Fuck,” she moaned in between gentle kisses, “I taste so good.” As she leaned in to kiss him again, her hand reached down and found his hard cock. She worked him slowly as she tasted her pussy on his lips, the wetness of his face spreading across hers.

She worked him faster as she kissed him more passionately, her tongue deep in his mouth. He reached out with one hand and ran it over her bare back, down to her ass, grabbing a cheek firmly as she worked him faster.

“Wait,” she said, pulling her mouth from his and letting go of his cock. He watched as she stood, her body shining in the sun, before she climbed on top of him once again. This time, they were face to face. She placed her hands on his torso as she rocked herself back and forth, rubbing her wet lips across the underside of his cock, the warmth of her pussy running down his shaft. He watched as she rubbed herself against him, her pussy feeling so good on his throbbing cock, so inviting.

He watched as she raised herself on her knees, thin strings of wetness running between his cock and her pussy and then she reached underneath and took hold of his cock, raising it upright and rubbing the head over her wet lips, looking at him as she did so. She rocked her hips, teasing him as he had teased her earlier, making him wait. Then, satisfied he could take it no more, she pressed the tip of his cock against her entrance and moaned as she lowered herself down.

He moaned as he felt the warmth of her pussy envelop the tip of his cock, and then again as she began to work herself up and down, sliding him deeper and deeper into herself as she went. Then, with him fully inside her, she sat there a moment before beginning to rock her hips, pulling his cock around as it sat deep inside her.

“You’ve got a really nice cock,” she said, as she worked it inside of her, “nice and thick. I could get used to this.”

She ran her hands up his chest as she leaned forward to kiss him, her pussy sliding up his shaft as she did so. She moaned softly as their lips met briefly, then she slid back down, pushing his cock back deep into her tight hole. Then, her hands still on his chest, she began to ride him, sliding fully up his cock before sliding all the way back down, getting faster and faster as she did so.

He moaned as she rode him quickly, her petite body bouncing on his hard cock, stretching out her tight pussy as she took every inch of him inside her. He reached up with one hand and caressed her breasts, feeling her firm nipple between his fingers.

She kept riding him, her breathing getting harder and harder and she rode him faster and faster.

He slid his hands down her back and with both hands gripped her ass, holding her cheeks firmly as he helped lift her body up and down as she bounced on his cock.

“How considerate,” she panted, “a real fucking gentleman.”

“Nothing but,” he said, gripping her ass firmly, watching her small breasts bouncing. She sat upright and continued to ride him, her hands finding her breasts and playing with them as he watched. She pinched her nipples and twisted them gently, before letting them go and squeezing the flesh of her breasts.

“You like to watch me play with myself?” she asked, seriously.

“Yes.”

“Of course you do”.

She slid a hand down her body, her fingers finding her clit and began fingering herself, leaning back as she continued to ride his cock, letting him watch as he penetrated her as her fingers worked her clit.

He breathed deeply, trying to calm himself as he watched her playing with herself, his cock deep inside her perfect pussy. He watched as she moaned and licked her lips, still tasting her pussy on them as he could still taste her on his.

She leaned back further, one hand behind her for support as he pumped her on his cock as if he were his personal fucktoy to be used as he pleased.

“So fucking thick,” she moaned, fingers still working between her legs. “So fucking thick.”

His hands moved faster, lifting her more rapidly as his hips began to buck, fucking her as she rode him.

“Oh, that’s it,” she said, “just like that.” He kept fucking her, hard and fast, watching her lips gripping his cock. “Oh fuck, you’re going to make me cum again.” She closed her eyes with concentration, her fingers moving quickly over her clit, her hips rocking as she took the full length of his cock.

He felt himself getting close and as he watched the beautiful young woman on top of him pleasuring herself, and he knew he was going to cum soon. He tensed his body as he held it off, savouring the sensation for as long as he could.

“I want to cum,” she said, eyes still closed, “as you fill me with cum.” She opened her eyes and looked at him. “Can you do that for me?”

“Yes.”

“Can you cum deep inside me whilst I cum on your thick cock?”

“Yes.”

“Can you fill up my fertile young body with semen as I ride you to ecstasy?”

“Yes.”

“Good,” she said, “because I’m So. Fucking. Close.”

She kept riding him, her breathing speeding up, her fingers continuing to work. She pushed herself forward and held herself steady with one hand on his chest, the other still between her legs.

“I’ve never had a cock this big before,” she said, “I can’t believe how full I am. But there’s still room for you to fill me up.”

She pressed harder on his chest as she leaned forward, her fingernails digging into his skin as her breathing got heavier.

She cried out, chest heaving as she panted heavily, and he felt her body tensing.

“So. Fucking. Close.”

“I’m going to cum,” he moaned as she continued to pump his cock.

“Wait,” she said.

“I’m so close,” he said, his cock twitching inside her as he desperately held off the desire to cum deep inside her.

“Hold it. It’ll feel so good in a min– oh fuck. Oh fuck, oh fuck. Wait… Wait… Just… Oh fuck, I’m cumming. I’m fucking cumming. Do it now, cum in me. Now, please.”

She cried out as she rode him, her body shaking as her second orgasm took hold.

“I’m cumming,” he moaned as her pussy tightened on his cock, sending him over the edge. “Fuck.”

He gripped her ass firmly as he pounded her tight pussy, pumping her full of his cum, ejaculating deep inside her as she continued to finger her clit. He kept thrusting, holding himself deep in her body, holding himself inside her as he unloaded load after load into her waiting, desperate, fertile body.

“That’s it,” she cried as he pumped her full of cum, “give it all to me.”

He continued to fuck her, both their bodies shaking as they came together under the summer sun, panting as they held firmly onto one another. He felt her wetness dripping down his balls and felt his cock tense harder than he ever had before, his cum filling her deep inside, giving her every last drop, until she had taken it all.

“Fuck,” he moaned, as he lowered his ass back to the sun lounger, her weak body still on top of him, his cock still deep inside her. She lay her head on his chest and he was sure she could feel his pounding heartbeat.

As she lay there silently, she slid a hand up his body and slipped two fingers into his mouth. He said nothing as he parted his lips and let them slide in. He could taste her pussy on them, the fingers that had just brought her to climax on his cock.

After a few moments, she pressed herself up and softly kissed him, moaning as she pressed forward and slid his cock out of her.

“There,” she said, softly, “do you feel refreshed now?”

“Very,” he said, as he felt his warm cum dripping out of her freshly-fucked hole and onto his stomach.

“Me too,” she said, kissing him softly, before standing up.

“Fuck,” she said, “you came so fucking hard, and so much.”

“You asked me to,” he said, watching her as she ran two fingers down her inner thigh, wiping up the cum that was running out of her.

She shrugged in acknowledgement and then sucked the cum off her two fingers.

“Right,” she said, “I’m going to go get cleaned up before the others get back.”

“Get back from where?” said Tom, realising he hadn’t thought about where they were for the longest time.

Homura shrugged and bent down to pick up her bikini bottoms.

“Looks like you could do with a little clean up, too,” she said, as she leaned over and ran her flat tongue over his torso, licking up his cum and swallowing it down. “I seem to have made a bit of a mess.” With that, she took his cock in her mouth, and sucked the last of his cum and her wetness from his cock.

◆◆◆

Eshima smiled at him as she crouched before him, giving his cock one last kiss before she stood back up.

“How was that?” she whispered into his ear.

“So good,” he said, lifting her chin and gently kissing her wet lips.

“I’ll go first,” she said, “so no one suspects anything.”

Eshima slipped out of the nightclub toilet cubicle, and he stood there, waiting, counting to ten as he did up his trousers.

…eight, nine, ten.

He took a breath and stepped out of the cubicle, stepping aside to let a young woman enter, then sidestepped another, as he walked out of the women’s toilets, eyes pinned to the floor as he moved passed the impossibly long crowd.

He moved through the crowd, uncertain he’d ever find them again, until a hand grabbed his arm and pulled him into the crowd.

“WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?” shouted Homura, above the music.

“THE BATHROOM,” Tom shouted back. “WHAT?” he shouted as she mumbled something that sounded like “I bet you have,” but got no reply.

He followed her through the crowd, barely keeping track of where she was and no idea where they were going, until he found himself outside.

“There you are,” said Izumi, “Eshima was looking for you for ages.”

“Sorry about that,” said Tom, as he took in the refreshingly cool air, “what’s happening.”

“We’re about to hit this new place,” said Homura, “it’s open really late.”

This isn’t late? thought Tom, not even daring to check the time.

“Just kidding, old man,” she said, punching his arm with surprising force. “It’s your bedtime.” As she finished speaking, the car that had dropped them off earlier pulled up in the same spot and the four of them bundled in and he sped off.

“Fun night?” he asked, once again looking at Tom in the rearview mirror.

“Yeah,” he said, “I think so.”

“It’s the company he keeps,” said Homura, staring cooly out of the window.

You’re not wrong, Tom thought. You’re not wrong.

◆◆◆

“We’ve got breakfast!”

It took a second for Tom to realise where he was. He opened his eyes and realised he was still laying on one of the sun loungers, where he must have fallen asleep. He looked up but instead of the sun in the clear blue sky, he could see only the giant parasol which had been opened above him, protecting his naked body from the worst of the midday rays. He panicked for a second and was about to jump up when he realised he was wearing his shorts. He lay back down and laughed softly, remembering he had pulled them on right before he had fallen asleep.

“What’s so funny?” asked Eshima, as she stood over him with a paper bag in her hands.

“Oh, nothing,” he said. “What’s that?” he asked, nodding to the bag.

“Breakfast,” she said brightly, opening the bag and pointing it to him.

He reached in and pulled out a bagel.

“They’re fresh,” she said.

“They feel it,” he said, gently pressing the dough under his fingers.

“We’ve got some with toppings, and we’ve got some toppings in the kitchen if you’d like something with them?”

“This will do me fine, for a moment, thanks,” he said, biting into the warm, soft bagel. “Mmm, they’re so good.”

“Aren’t they?” she said, bouncing on her toes.

Tom ran his tongue over his lips and as he ate the warm soft bread, he could still taste Homura and her warm, wet pussy in his mouth.

“Hey!” cried Eshima, as Homura grabbed the bag from her grasp. Tom watched as Homura, now in both bikini parts, pulled out a bagel and took a bite.

“I’m hungry,” said Homura, “I’ve worked up an appetite.”

“Oi,” cried Eshima, “all you’ve done all morning is lie by the pool. What’s tiring about that?” She marched over and grabbed the bag from Homura and marched back into the condo.

“They’re good,” he said, as he watched her take a bite.

“I’ve had better things in my mouth this morning,” she said, inspecting the bagel and taking another bite. “But then, so have you.”

“Can’t say I disagree,” he said, taking another bite.

“You’d better not,” she said, popping the last of the bagel into her mouth and settling back down on her lounger, “otherwise it’ll be the last taste you ever get.”

He looked over at her, as she lay there with her eyes closed. He popped the last of the bagel into his mouth and closed his eyes, finishing the last of his breakfast as he wondered what was next on the menu.
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