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Beach Party

When Tom awoke he was alone. As he ran his hand over the empty side of the bed, it was cool to the touch. He began to wonder if it was all a dream, but her scent on the pillow reassured him it was not.

He pulled back the bed covers and sat on the side of the bed. He looked around the room through tired eyes, his hand moving over his face as he took in the unfamiliar room. His room.

He stood and yawned as his body stretched out in every direction, then walked slowly towards the en-suite bathroom.

He opened the door, half-expecting to find her there, showering, ready to make room for another. But there was no one. He walked into the room, the tiles cool on his bare feet and he switched on the unoccupied shower. The water fell like rain and it made him think of home, a place that couldn’t be further from here if it tried.

He stepped into the shower and let the cool water refresh his naked body.

◆◆◆

After the shower, he dried and dressed, putting on a set of new clothes he had bought yesterday. Or, more precisely, a set of new clothes Izumi had picked out for him and he had paid for.

They were light and loose and the fabric felt expensive against his skin. It had been a long time since he had been concerned about the feel or style of his clothes. He had, like many other married men as they moved through their thirties, simply lost interest in fashion. He had no reason to keep up with the latest trends and when his previously fashionable clothes became worn out, he found himself replacing them with less expensive versions, being content to accept form and function over fashion.

Now, looking at himself in the mirror, he realised how far he had fallen without even realising it. But that was Old Tom. Now he was New Tom, and New Tom took care of his appearance, wore fashionable clothes, and looked good. Really good.

He felt the vibrancy of youth, something he hadn’t experienced in years. The feeling you get when you put on a new outfit and get a surge of confidence. He had a sense that his new style opened up a world of possibilities, ones he could have barely dreamt of before. Not only that, he felt they were almost inevitable, waiting for him as they floated in a pool of possibilities.

He left his bedroom and walked down the stairs. They were floating steps with no handrail and he felt the recklessness of the design filling him with a desire for danger. New Tom wanted to take risks.

“Good morning,” said Izumi.

“Good morning,” he replied.

He watched from the bottom of the stairs as Izumi cooked breakfast, dancing and humming to herself as she did so, shaking her ass in the short pyjama shorts he had watched her peel off her body the previous night.

“I thought you might fancy some breakfast,” she said, picking up a pan, “you must have worked up quite an appetite last night.”

“So must you,” he said, smiling to himself, thinking of the evening he had spent with the young woman.

“That’s why I’m having some too,” she said, emptying the contents of the pan onto two plates. The toaster popped and he put the pan down, buttered the toast, put it on the side of the plates, and carried them to the breakfast bar.

“Come, eat,” she said, as she put the plates down next to two already poured glasses of orange juice, and hopped up onto one of the stools.

Tom walked over and sat opposite her. She smiled at him.

“It looks delicious,” he said, “thank you.”

“Try some,” she said, eagerly.

He picked up a fork and picked up some of the scrambled eggs and tried some.

“Oh my god,” he said, one hand covering his mouth, “this is amazing.”

Izumi beamed at him.

“Thank you,” she said, trying some for herself. She moaned with satisfaction, eyes closed as she savoured the taste. As he watched her, Tom felt a twitch in his new shorts.

“So,” he said, “what are you doing today?”

“The beach!” proclaimed Eshima.

Tom turned and saw the young woman standing beside him, arms stretched out wide, breasts bobbing up and down in her bikini top.

“Way too early for that sort of energy,” said Homura, walking in from the pool area. Tom craned his head further and saw her walking towards them, wearing a black bikini and dark sunglasses.

“It’s never too early for fun,” said Eshima, “it’s summer!”

“Ugh,” said Homura, and picked up a piece of toast from the side of Tom’s breakfast.

“Hey!” said Izumi, “that’s not for you.”

Homura shrugged and took a bite. “It is now.”

“It’s ok,” said Tom, “I don’t normally eat a big breakfast anyway.”

“See?” said Homura, casually picking up Tom’s orange juice and sipping on it as she walked away.

“That’s not the point!” said Izumi. “If I wanted to make breakfast for you, I would have made breakfast for you! But I didn’t.”

“Looks like you did,” said Homura, taking a long drink of orange juice, “and it was great.”

She put the glass down on the worktop and threw herself onto one of the sofas, stretching her slim, toned body along it, hands above her head hanging over one armrest, as her bare feet hung over to the other. It seemed to Tom as if she were still sunbathing, which was clearly the level of activity she preferred.

“So,” said Eshima, a smile still on her face, “the beach!”

◆◆◆

“Woo!” yelled Eshima, as the convertible cruised down the road next to the beach.

There had been really no need to drive when it was only a stone’s throw away, but Eshima had insisted, adamant she would not miss an opportunity to be in the car.

As they drove, Tom saw the beach as he had the previous day when he arrived. Again, it was full of people, many young and alive, enjoying their youth.

“There’s the sea!” shouted Eshima.

“Oi!” cried Homura, “you’ve seen the sea before!”

“But I’m seeing it now, as well!” replied Eshima. Tom glanced in the rearview mirror and saw Eshima, face still beaming, as Homura sat with her arms folded across her breast, a scowl on her face.

It was a busy day, and by the time they found a parking space, they were just as far from the beach as they would have been if they’d simply walked. Not that would have changed Eshima’s mind in the least.

“Do you need any help with your bags?” asked Tom, as the four of them got out of the car.

“No, thank you,” said Izumi, “we can manage.”

“Catch,” shouted Homura, and Tom turned just in time to see Homura’s beach bag flying towards his face. He instinctively reached out and caught it.

“Good catch,” said Eshima.

“Hey,” said Izumi, “what are you doing? Take that back.”

“He offered,” said Homura, innocently.

“He was just being polite,” said Izumi. She grabbed the bag from Tom’s grip, marched over to Homura and pressed it into her torso.

“Come on,” she said to Tom, offering her arm, and he wrapped his around it.

“Can’t have any fun,” muttered Homura, as she followed behind them.

◆◆◆

Tom watched as the three young women now marched ahead over the sands. Even though he was wearing flip-flops (requisite beach footwear, he had been told), the sands that had been baking under the red hot sun all morning still singed the edges of his feet. He tried to walk calmly but adopted almost a slight hop as he tried to minimise the amount of contact he made with the ground. If he could have chosen one impossible thing right now, he would have chosen levitation. Well, that would be second on the list. A distant second.

He watched as his first impossible thing laughed and joked in front of him. Three beautiful Japanese women with whom he was sharing a beach house for the summer. All half his age, they had no hesitation adopting him as their companion, in more ways than one.

Tom walked slowly, letting the sand burn his feet as he tried to distract himself from the thoughts that were building in his mind when he thought of them. Still, he couldn’t help but think of Izumi rising out of the pool like a goddess, her large breasts barely contained in her bikini. Nor of Homaru and her comfort with her body, sunbathing topless, almost completely naked, in the presence of a stranger. Nor could he not think of Eshima, her infectious enthusiasm for everything, bouncing around.

And during all of this, he tried especially hard not to think of the previous night, when Izumi crept into his room and slipped into bed with him. He pressed his feet deeper into the burning sands as he tried not to think of her naked body on his, her mouth kissing down him as she slipped under the covers, taking him in her mouth, before climbing on top of him and riding until he unloaded deep inside her body.

“Over here!” cried Eshima.

Tom looked up, his beach bag pressed into his crotch to hide his throbbing erection, and saw the three women standing next to a row of sun loungers. The three women put down their beach bags and began to strip off their loose clothing. He watched with amazement as the three of them discarded t-shirts and short shorts, outfits that left tantalisingly little to the imagination in the first place, until all three were in tiny bikinis that barely covered anything at all.

Tom stood there, trying not to stare at their perfect bodies.

“Well,” said Izumi, “where’s your beachwear?”

“In the bag,” said Tom, pointing to it but not moving it from in front of him.

“Ha!” said Homura, “he didn’t put his trunks on before he got to the beach.”

“It’s fine,” he said, “I’m sure there are changing rooms nearby.”

“It’s fine,” said Izumi, “you can change right here.”

“Yes,” said Eshima, “we’ll watch!” The three of them stared at her. “I mean, to make sure no one sees.”

“Really,” he said, “it’s fine. I can change later.”

“Come on,” said Homura, “get them off. You don’t see us getting embarrassed.”

“Well, that’s different,” he began, before thinking better of it.

“How?” she said, crossing her arms.

“Well, err,” he said, trying to think of a way out of it, “you look like you were made for the beach. All three of you.”

“Just get on with it,” said Homura. Even as she scowled at him, he thought he sensed her almost smiling. Almost.

Tom stood there as the three women stared at him, expectantly.

“Whoo!” shouted Eshima as Tom took off his shirt. He looked at her and she smiled innocently.

He took his towel out of his bag and wrapped it around his waist. He looked at the three women and they all turned reluctantly, Homura tutting as she did so. Tom slid off his shorts and boxers and struggled to keep his footing as he pulled on his new trunks.

“Hurry up,” said Horuma, startling Tom and nearly causing him to fall to the floor, “we haven’t got all day.”

“Nearly done,” said Tom, as he adjusted his trunks.

“There can’t be that much to see,” she huffed. Tom adjusted himself in his shorts, trying to ignore the fact her sharp attitude caused his cock to twitch.

“All done,” he said as he bent over and picked up his clothes, shaking out the sand and folding them before putting them in his bag.

“Finally,” said Homura, turning around and looking him up and down, “can’t see what all the fuss was about.”

“Enough,” said Izumi, “we’re here to have some fun.”

“Exactly!” added Eshima.

“So,” said Tom, “what sort of fun did you have in mind?”

He imagined them running along the beach, laughing as their perfect bodies moved effortlessly across the sand, their breasts bouncing as limber legs propelled them with infinite grace. He saw them fall into the sea, disappearing under the surface for a moment before emerging, splashing and playing, bodies pressed against one another, limbs under the surface touching as they floated in the clear waters. He saw them returning, their lean bodies emerging from the waters, bikinis clinging firmly to their bodies, the outlines of their breasts and nipples clearly visible through their tops, their bikini bottoms showing their smooth lips. He saw them shaking their hair as the hot summer sun beat down on their exposed bodies, warming them as they moved closer and closer to him.

“This,” said Eshima, as she lay down on one of the empty sun loungers under the giant umbrella.

Tom looked at Eshima as she stretched her body out and closed her eyes. He looked at the other two women for confirmation that she was joking, but they simply lay down next to her.

Tom watched, bemused as the three women who had made such a fuss to spend the day at the beach were going to do exactly what they could have done at the pool in his condo, only with half the effort and none of the blistering sand burning his feet.

“Ok,” he said, and walked over to the empty lounger on the other side of Eshima. He sat on the side of it and looked at the three young women who had laid their bodies out in front of him, all settling in for what presumed would be some considerable time.

He admired them for a moment, then lay back himself. He took a breath and took a moment to settle himself. He listened to the soft roar of the sea, the waves breaking on the shore, heard the laughter and shouts of others across the beach, groups ready for their own adventures. He felt the heat of the sun on his body and started to drift off as the heat made him sleepy.

“Sun cream!” shouted Eshima, startling Tom back to a state of alertness.

Tom opened his eyes and looked over as the three women sat up on their loungers, squirting thick dollops of creamy white suntan lotion into their palms. He tried not to stare as the three of them expertly ran their hands over their bodies, working the cream into their smooth legs, across their firm stomachs, and over their pert breasts. He watched as Eshima’s hands moved over the top of her chest and around her neck, before sliding down underneath her bikini, massaging the lotion first into one breast and then the other.

He watched as she ran her hands down her body, fingers sliding under the thin string of her bikini bottoms and then back up and down over her legs, her fingers sliding down her legs and back up, massaging lotion into her inner thighs. He felt his cock twitch and tried to focus on the beach, bringing himself back to the moment, but watching the girl’s hands slide over her body with such ease made it impossible.

“Do you mind?” asked Eshima.

Tom looked at her, panicked, realising he had been staring at her. Instead, she held the bottle out to him.

“I can’t reach everywhere.”

“Umm, sure,” he said, and took the bottle.

“Thanks,” she replied, and flipped over onto her front.

Tom stood, bottle in hand, and looked down at her body, her smooth back, her firm ass barely contained within the bikini.

“Make sure you get it everywhere,” said Homura. Tom looked up and saw Homura was also lying on her front, as Izumi straddled her, working the suntan lotion into the other girl’s shoulders.

“What do you think I’m doing?” asked Izumi as she pressed her palms into the girl’s back.

Tom looked down at the waiting Eshima. He took his towel and laid it on the sand next to her lounger, and knelt on it.

“You can do it like that,” she said, tilting her head slightly towards her friends.

“It’s ok,” he said, “this is fine.”

Ok,” said Eshima, shrugging. She closed her eyes. Tom shook the bottle and squirted the thick lotion into the palm of one hand. He put the bottle down and rubbed his hands together. He looked at her body and wondered how much she would like him to cover.

He moved his hands closer to her body.

“Wait!” she shouted, “I nearly forgot.” She reached back with one arm and with expert fingers undid her bikini strap. Her top went slack across her back, and Tom watched as she wriggled first one arm out of the top, then the other, until it was nothing more than a piece of material underneath her breasts, something that could be removed with a quick swipe. Instead, she left it there, her large breasts being pressed out from underneath her as she lay on her front.

“Ready,” she said, getting comfortable again.

His hands hovered above her bare back, his heart racing as he was about to touch her for the first time. He took a deep breath and calmed himself. There was nothing sexual about this, just helping his friend.

He lowered his hands onto her back and she moaned softly as he began to massage the lotion into her soft skin.

“Mmmm,” she purred, “just like that.”

His hands continued to move over her soft skin, sliding across her body and over her sides, before moving back up and continuing to touch every available inch of her. His hands moved higher up her back, over the skin exposed by the undone strap and up to her shoulders. She moaned with approval once again as his hands worked her shoulders, massaging the muscles underneath as he went.

“That feels so good,” she said, so he kept on going, working his fingers into her shoulder muscles, listening to her gentle moans. He moved up and stroked her slender neck, his fingers disappearing under her hair, before moving down and sliding down her arms.

“I already did that,” she said.

“Sorry,” he replied, moving his hands over her back one last time before removing them from her body. “There we go.”

“Thank you,” she said, “but I think you missed a bit.”

He put her hands back on her and began to touch her again.

“Lower,” she said.

His hands slid down to her lower back, moving just above her bikini.

“Lower.”

His hands moved lower, moving right along the bikini strap, the soft material brushing against his fingers.

“Lower. And don’t forget the lotion.”

He looked at her body, there was only one spot lower that she hadn’t covered. He had seen her applying lotion to her chest and to her legs, her hands sliding around her thighs and calves, moving down to her feet, making sure each toe was individually covered.

He squirted more lotion into his hands and rubbed them together. He took a moment and braced himself, ready to remove them from her at the slightest hint of discomfort.

He placed his hands on her asscheeks and held them there a moment, waiting for her to scream. When she didn’t, he began to move his hands across her ass, massaging the lotion into her exposed cheeks. She once again purred softly as his hands moved across her firm ass, sliding around her hips and back up, down the backs of her thighs and back up.

As he applied the lotion, he tried to keep calm, trying not to focus on the thoughts that were running through his mind. But he couldn’t help it. As his hands moved over her tight ass, he couldn’t help but think of what he would do if he had the chance. He imagined her lying as she was as he kissed his way up her legs, his hands caressing them as he moved, until he was face-to-face with her ass. He could hear the sounds of her moaning softly as he caressed her ass, fingers sliding down between the cheeks, as the waves crashed upon the shore. He thought of sliding his fingers under the slight material and pulling it to the side, exposing her tight asshole. He imagined leaning in and kissing it, listening to her moan with pleasure, her pushing her ass back slightly, inviting him to go further. He could feel her warm skin under his fingers as he gently parted her asscheeks, her tight hole quivering with excitement. He moved in, kissing one cheek and then the other, before gently rubbing his tongue over her asshole. She moaned as his tongue began to circle her, his face buried deep in between her cheeks as he ate her ass right there on the beach. She moaned louder, pushing back further as his tongue continued to work, moving faster around her excited hole, the scent of her pussy rising as her arousal built, until she was on all fours, her ass spread fully, his tongue pressing into her. She moaned and cried with pleasure as she rocked on the sun lounger, moving faster and faster as he ate her spasming asshole, listening to her moans getting louder and louder until she cried out with pleasure as she came. Still, he continued to eat her ass, prolonging her anal orgasm as long as he could, not caring who was watching as he knelt behind her on the crowded beach, giving her the first orgasm of many.

“I think you covered that area enough,” said Homura.

Tom looked up suddenly, remembering where he was and saw both Izumi and Homura looking at him, smiling.

“Oh right,” said Tom, moving his hands away rapidly.

“Hey!” said Eshima, turning to face her two friends, “I was enjoying that.”

“A little too much,” said Homura.

“There’s no such thing as too much enjoyment!” she said, and turned to face Tom.

“That was perfect,” she said, “thank you.”

“No problem,” he said, now lying on his front on his own sun lounger, his rock-hard cock throbbing underneath him.

◆◆◆

He awoke with a jolt, unsure where he was. Within seconds, he remembered he was still on the beach, still on the sun lounger. What he was less sure of was what was happening.

“Sorry,” said Eshima, “I didn’t mean to wake you.”

He looked over his shoulder, and saw the young woman behind him, sitting on him, her legs pressed gently into his sides.

“That’s ok,” he said, “what are you doing?”

“I didn’t want you to get burnt,” she said, “so I was returning the favour.”

“Thank you,” he said, “but I’ll be ok.”

“Not if you get burnt,” she said, sharply. He heard the sound of her squirting lotion into her palm, and the soft, wet sound of her rubbing her between her hands. Then, he felt her soft, small hands begin to work their way across his back.

“You like that?” she asked, as she worked the lotion into his skin.

“Yes,” he said, trying to keep his voice level, “that’s very nice.”

She continued to move her hands across his back, working in the lotion as she rocked gently on top of him, her ass rubbing against his through his trunks. He began to think of nuru massages, of Eshima, her perfect naked body oiled, rubbing herself over his naked body. He could practically feel her neatly trimmed bush brushing against his ass as her breasts pressed into his back. He could feel her hot breath on his ear as she slid over his body, her smooth legs rubbing against his.

You like that?

He saw her sliding off and turning him over, his cock hard as he looked up at her body glistening in the sun. She smiled and lowered herself onto him, sliding her perfect body over him, rubbing herself against him, her wet pussy sliding over the underside of his shaft, his cock pinned between his body and hers. He felt her breasts sliding up his chest and looked into her eyes as she looked into his, smiling as her body worked every muscle in his. She smiled and without a word reached underneath her, wrapping her slick hand around his cock and working him, feeling his hardness, before pushing herself up onto her knees and rocking along his thighs as she rapidly worked his cock. He watched her, the sun shining behind her, casting a halo around her, her breasts bouncing as she continued to work his cock until, happy he was ready, she raised herself up and positioned herself over him, before slowly guiding him into her. He could hear her moaning as he stretched her out, his oiled cock sliding into her wet pussy, filling her completely. Without a word, she began to ride him, faster and faster, her shiny body glistening in the summer sun. He watched her perfect form rocking on top of him, her breasts bouncing, moaning softly as she bit her bottom lip, sliding up and down his cock as her hands caressed his chest. She rode him faster and faster, moaning louder and louder and he could feel himself getting closer and closer, his hips rocking as she rode him, bringing him closer and closer until he came, moaning with desire as he filled her body with cum, milking every drop out of him, until he was completely spent.

“Was that nice?” whispered Eshima, her hands placed gently on his shoulders, her lips next to his ear.

“Very,” he whispered, as he felt her bare breasts pressing gently into his back.

“I liked it too,” she said, “maybe we can do some more later.”

With that, she slipped off him and returned to her sun lounger.

◆◆◆

As he walked along the sands, Tom stared out into the sea. The number of people on the beach had increased dramatically since they had arrived, but he couldn’t hear them. All he could hear was his heart thumping.

He had gotten himself completely worked up as Eshima straddled him and rubbed lotion onto him. Now he was trying his best to clear his mind. He couldn’t spend the entire day fantasising about having sex with Eshima, right?

He had left the three of them basking on their sun loungers, their slim bodies shining with lotion and a hint of sweat. They had looked like the perfection of beauty as they stretched out in front of him, their pale Asian bodies barely covered by their slight bikinis.

“Heads up.”

Tom looked in the general direction of the call, but only in time to see a volleyball whizz past him and land a couple of feet away in the sand. Tom looked at the ball and then in the direction from which it came.

It was the same group of young men he had seen on the first day as he drove to his new place for the first time.

“Sorry,” shouted one of them.

Tom looked a second and nodded in acknowledgement. He was going to walk on, but decided to turn and pick up the ball. As the group of young men watched, he threw the ball into the air and thumped it back to them.

One of the guys caught the ball and there was a general call of appreciation, and Tom continued walking to no place in particular.

“Hey,” shouted one of the young guys, “you fancy a game?”

Tom looked over at them, half his age and twice as fit. Not that he was out of shape, but there’s a difference between being fit at twenty and being fit at forty.

“Thanks,” said Tom, “but I’m not sure I could keep up with you guys.”

“We’re one down,” shouted another.

Tom looked at them and shrugged to himself.

“What the hell,” he said and walked towards the net.

◆◆◆

“Get it!”

Tom dived across the sand, body in full stretch. He grunted as he got a hand to it, knocking it into the air but not enough to keep it from hitting the ground shortly after he did. He lay in the hot sand, breathing heavily.

“Good effort,” said one of the guys, as he reached out and helped Tom up.

“Thanks,” he said, wheezing, hands on his knees, the hot sand burning his skin as it stuck to his sweat-covered body.

He watched as the guys on the other side of the net celebrated their victory. Even though they had lost, Tom couldn’t help but raise a smile. He couldn’t remember the last time he’d played a team sport like that.

Probably, he thought, before most of these guys were even born.

Still, it had been a close one and he had managed to get a couple of good blocks in and even scored a couple of points. So all in all, it felt like a personal victory. There was still life in him yet.

“Good game,” said one after the other as he shook everyone’s hand.

“We’re going to get a drink in a minute,” said the guy who helped him up, “you fancy coming along?”

“He’s already got plans,” came a voice from behind. Tom recognised it instantly and turned to see the three women standing there, looking at him. He didn’t know how long they’d been standing there but it evidently hadn’t been too long. He had no doubt they would have captured the attention of everyone on both teams had they been there during the game, just as they did now.

“With us,” said Eshima, marching up to him. He grabbed him by the arm and pulled him towards Izumi and Homura.

“Maybe another time,” said Tom looking back, as if he had no say in the matter. The entire group of guys watched on, dumbstruck as Tom was dragged away by a beautiful young Asian woman, and left with another two.

As he walked away, he was sure he heard one of them proclaim,

“Lucky fucker.”

◆◆◆

“I can’t believe you abandoned us!” cried Eshima, throwing her hands in the air. “Anything could have happened.”

“Yeah, Tom,” said Homura, “bored of us already?”

“No,” said Tom more defensively than he would have liked. Even though he was sure Homura was simply trying to antagonise him, he couldn’t help but be a little hurt at the accusation. “I just went for a walk.”

“Seems like more than walking,” said Izumi as she marched in front of them.

“Well,” he began, feeling the need to defend himself, “the three of you were sleeping, so I decided to stretch my legs.”

“Is that all you were stretching?” asked Homura, her eyes hidden behind her dark sunglasses.

“What do you mean?” he asked, not wanting to know the answer.

“There are plenty of beautiful young women around here,” she said, still not looking at him, “maybe you were looking to trade us in.”

“I was just going for a walk,” he insisted, “then this ball nearly hit me in the face and these guys asked if I wanted to play some volleyball.”

“So,” said Homura, “you’d rather hang out with a bunch of guys knocking your balls about than be with us?”

“It was just a quick game,” he said.

“And you were wonderful!” said Eshima, before adding, “but we’re still mad at you.”

Tom suddenly felt hotter than even running about under the sun had managed to make him.

“You were watching?” he asked.

“We saw enough,” said Homura.

“How come I didn’t see you?”

“You were too busy knocking your balls about,” said Homura.

“I’m sure someone on the team would have noticed you,” he said.

“A woman knows how to stay out of sight, if she wants to,” said Izumi, still walking ahead of everyone.

“I don’t doubt it,” he said.

“You were so good!” said Eshima.

“Thank you,” Tom said, “but I’m not sure. I think I did alright.”

“You did,” said Homura, “for an old man.”

“Hey,” he said, “I’m not that much older…”

“But you’re so dirty,” said Eshima, cutting him off. “You can’t possibly get in the car like that!”

“It’s just a bit of sand,” he said, thankful for the interruption to the comment that Homura no doubt had a response to.

“A bit!” she cried. “You’ll get it all over the convertible! It’ll get everywhere!”

“I can just brush it off,” he said.

“Everywhere!”

He looked down at his body and saw just quite how much sand was on him. As he’d been playing volleyball, sweating under the hot sun, throwing himself to the ground time and again, the sand had stuck to the sweat and lotion mix, making him look like he was covered in pieces of sandpaper.

“Maybe I could use a brushdown,” he said.

“More like a hose down,” said Homura.

“A shower!” declared Eshima. “Over there!”

Tom looked in the direction Eshima was pointing and saw on the edge of the beach was an old stone building, with an old woman sitting outside, fanning herself with a magazine.

“Let’s go!” she cried, grabbing his arm, nearly yanking his arm out of the socket as she pulled him in the direction of the building.

◆◆◆

When they’d got to the building, Eshima handed the old woman some money and the two of them went into the building. Inside, the walls were tiled and there were two sections, one for men and one for women.

“See you in a bit!” said Eshima, as she handed Tom’s beach bag to him and she headed into the women’s section. Tom watched her barely-concealed ass as she went, and then walked into the men’s section, still picturing it.

He found a corridor with a series of cubicles, each with its own door. He walked down until he found an empty one and went inside. There was a small bench for his clothes and a separate section to shower.

He put his beach bag on the bench and walked into the shower area. He pressed a button and yelped as the cold water shot out over his sun-baked body. He jumped back and watched the icey-cold water raining down in front of him. Gradually, it came to a halt and he pressed the button again, rapidly removing his arm from the area.

Then, he put one hand in and then one arm, slowly working his way into the stream until he was stood in it fully. Once acclimated, he found the cool water completely refreshing and ran his hands through his hair, then down his body, washing off the sand that had stuck to him.

He took hold of his swimming trunks and slowly peeled them off his body, and they dropped to the shower floor with a damp thud. He ran his hand over his cock which, even in the cold water, was semi-hard, with thoughts of Eshima’s tight body running through his mind.

“Room for another?”

Tom jumped and turned to see Eshima standing at the edge of the shower, still in her bikini. Tom looked at her and wondered how she had gotten in, and figured he must have forgotten to lock the cubicle door, perhaps subconsciously hoping this precise situation would unfold.

“What are you doing here?” he asked, hands clasped over his semi-hard cock as cold water pelted his back.

“I thought you might need a hand getting all that sand off,” she said, not moving. “After all, I can’t help but feel a little responsible.”

“How?” he asked, trying not to think she was talking about the inevitable erection he was just about keeping at bay.

“Well,” she said, taking a single step into the shower, the cold water lapping at her toes, “I did spend an awful long time on top of you. Covering you in lotion.”

“Oh, right,” he said, watching as she stepped closer, completely indifferent to the cold water on her feet.

“But, of course,” she said, standing right in front of him, her body practically touching his, “there were a couple of spots I missed.”

As she spoke, she placed her hand on his chest and gently slid it downwards, down his torso, and slipped her fingers underneath his, his grip on his cock loosening to allow her access.

He moaned softly as she took his hardening cock in her hand and began to work him slowly. She stepped forward again and pressed herself into him, causing him to instinctively step back, pressing his body into the button for the shower.

She gasped as the cold water shot out onto her chest and ran down her body, but her hand didn’t falter. He watched as her nipples hardened under the blast of cold water, her bikini top sticking ever closer to her breasts.

She breathed as her hand moved faster, his cock now fully hard, the cold water running down her body, down her arm, over her hand and onto his shaft.

“I love a cold shower,” she cooed, “it’s so refreshing.” She looked up at him, her eyes wide. “Don’t you feel refreshed?”

“Very,” he said.

“It must feel so good,” she said, “after such a strenuous workout.”

“So good,” he said.

“So good,” she whispered back. “But it can feel better.” She smiled and pressed him back again, starting the flow of cold water again. She leaned forward and let the ice-cold water fill her mouth, then slowly dropped to her knees.

He watched as she admired his cock for a moment, then slid her lips deep down his shaft. He moaned loudly, hand on the wall as his cock slid into her icy-cold mouth. It felt so different to every blowjob he’d ever had, her cold mouth sending shocks of sensation through him, refreshing his cock as her lips slid up and down his shaft.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned, as she worked him quickly with her mouth, her cold tongue swirling around him as she did so. He ran his hand over her dark hair and his fingers slid in between, taking a grip and slowly guiding her speed.

As he did so, she slid her hands up the backs of his thighs and grabbed his ass, holding him tight as he began to thrust slowly, fucking her mouth.

As he did so, the shocking sensation of cold gave way to a familiar warmth as her mouth heated up, her warm saliva covering his cock as her tight lips slid up and down his shaft.

He fucked her mouth faster and faster as she gripped his ass tighter and tighter, her fingers digging into his cheeks as she kept him tight in her throat. He kept going and going, looking down at her down on her knees, her bikini barely containing her bouncing breasts, as she looked up at him for guidance.

He kept going, feeling he was getting close and could already imagine cumming in her mouth, his thick load shooting into the back of her throat as she effortlessly and happily swallowed it down.

Fuck, he thought, it would feel so good to fill her mouth right now.

But he took a breath and slowed down, slowly pulling his cock out of her mouth, and cooling down as he watched her gasping for breath, a smile on her wet lips.

“Finished showering?” she asked, sadly.

“Not even close,” he said. He held out a hand and she wrapped both her hands around his arm as he helped her up. He leaned in and kissed her and turned, pressing her body into the shower wall. She moaned and her body began to writhe, his cock pressed between her legs, rubbing her pussy through the flimsy bikini material as her tongue slid into his mouth.

She ran her hands over his exposed back and he slid his over the backs of her thighs, up to her ass and firmly grabbed her tight cheeks. She moaned as he caressed her ass and then as he held her firmly, she jumped and wrapped her legs around his waist as her arms wrapped around his neck. He held her against the wall, kissing her, feeling her weight, the kind of weight he could throw around the bedroom all night long.

She loosened her grip on his neck and her body sank slightly, her ass pressing into his hard cock. She moaned as she rocked slightly, moving herself across the top of his shaft, teasing him.

Unable to take anymore, he lowered her to the ground. She cried out in frustration and he covered her mouth with his hand.

“Shh,” he said, “you don’t want to be caught, do you?” He looked her in the eye and saw something that suggested she did. But after a moment, she shook her head slightly. “Good girl,” he said as he ran his free hand down her body and slipped his fingers into her bikini. She moaned into his palm as his fingers slid over the tuft of trimmed hair between her legs, and down between her lips. He felt the warmth of her wetness and knew it wasn’t from the shower. He teased her, gently moving his finger up and down her, then circling her entrance. He slipped the tip of his finger in. She moaned and he knew how tight she was going to be.

Still covering her mouth, he kissed down her neck and over her exposed chest to her bikini top. She moaned into his palm again, her tongue lashing out as he took her hard nipple in his mouth and sucked it through the thin material. She began to move, rocking her hips, desperate for more of his finger, one hand in his hair, gripping tightly as she held him to her breast. With the other, she pulled at the edge of the material, unsure if she wanted his mouth on her breast or wanted him to keep sucking on her as he was.

Finally, she couldn’t take it and pulled his hair and he backed off for a moment as she pulled the material down exposing her large breast, her firm nipple prominent. But no sooner was it exposed than she pushed his head back down, pressing his face against her soft flesh, her nipple sliding into his mouth. She moaned into his palm and her knees nearly buckled as he began to suck on her tit, his tongue circling her firm nipple as he did so.

He could feel the wetness on his finger growing as her desire built. He lifted his mouth and without any instruction, she reached across and pulled the other side of her bikini down, the material disappearing under both breasts, and he took the other in his mouth, pressing his finger deeper inside her as he did so.

She rocked on his finger, not even half inside her tight pussy as he sucked on her. She moved faster and faster and he knew she was nearly ready. He raised himself up and looked her in the eye, his hand still between her legs.

“I’m going to remove my hand now,” he said gently, “are you going to be a good girl?”

She looked at him and then shook her head.

No.

“Can you be quiet when you’re being bad?”

She looked at him and thought, then nodded her head.

“Good girl,” he said, removing his hand from her mouth and replacing it with his mouth. She kissed him hard and pressed her body into his, pushing her exposed breasts against his bare chest.

He pulled his face away from hers and slid his finger out of her pussy, raising it in front of her. Without a word, she took the finger in her mouth and sucked greedily at the wet tip. Once clean, she kissed him, gently this time, her tongue moving slowly against his, leaving it linger as she let him taste her pussy in her mouth, her hand reaching down and slowly stroking his throbbing cock.

He moved his mouth from hers and put his lips to her ear, and whispered, “turn around.”

He took a step back, and his cock slipped from her grasp. She stood there a moment and he took in the beauty of her body, her skin wet, her nipples hard, her pussy wet beneath the flimsiest of material. Slowly, she turned around and he watched as she put her hands against the wall and bent over, sticking her perfect ass out into the air.

He stepped forwards and ran his hands over her cheeks, feeling their firmness. She moaned as he teased a finger over the material, then dropped down to his knees and kissed her asscheeks. He slipped two fingers underneath the fabric of her bikini bottoms, and peeled them from her wet pussy, sliding them to the side. He licked his lips as he saw her smooth, glistening lips for the first time. He took a moment to take in the beauty of her tight pussy and then ran his tongue up between her lips, tasting her fully, and she moaned softly.

She tasted so good he could no longer worry if they would get caught. All he could think about was her pussy, tasting her, being inside her, filling her up. He licked up her and then circled her entrance with his tongue, pressing the tip inside as he buried his face in between her cheeks. She rocked back and forth, rubbing her pussy against his face and as she did so, he watched her tight little asshole throbbing with desire.

“More, please,” she begged as she slid his tongue deeper into her pussy, the sweet taste of her flooding his mouth. He pressed his lips around her tight hole as his tongue began to slide in and out of her, her wetness spreading across his face as she reached behind and grabbed his hair holding his face against her pussy.

“More,” she begged, “I need you inside me.”

He pushed his tongue in further and sucked at her.

Finally, he slid his tongue out of her and stood up. As she continued to face the wall, he took hold of her hair and guided her hair back. She looked at him with wide eyes, mouth open ready for him. He pressed his body into hers, his cock pressing between her legs, her wet pussy rubbing the top of his shaft, and he pressed his mouth, wet from her pussy, onto hers, and she purred as he slid his tongue in.

He pulled back and with one last look, she turned back around, and began to move her ass, longing for his cock. He ran his hands over her cheeks again and then, one hand on his cock, the other on the small of her back, slowly guided the head of his cock into her.

She moaned louder as he pressed into her tight hole, warm and wet on the tip of his cock.

“More,” she said, even as he continued to slowly work his way into her. “More,” she demanded, pressing back and then crying out as his big cock stretched out her tight pussy. Still, he continued to work slowly, moving in and out slightly as he worked his way deeper and deeper into her.

“I want you all the way inside,” she said, “so fucking deep.”

He knew she wasn’t lying. He could feel the heat of her pussy, warm with desire, the wetness coating his cock with each slow thrust, until he was finally fully inside her.

“How’s that?” he asked.

“So deep.”

“Too deep?”

“Just right.”

She leaned back and he kissed her again before she bent back over and he began to move in and out of her, taking long deep strokes as he got her tight pussy used to his throbbing cock.

Once he was sure, her tight hole could take it, he moved faster, fucking her hard, his hands on her hips, watching her asscheeks bouncing as she took the full length of his cock, her lips gripping his shaft as he moved quickly in and out of her.

“That’s it,” she moaned, “don’t stop.”

He kept fucking her, just as hard and fast, listening to her moans building, echoing in the tiled chamber. He was sure they would get caught, but he didn’t care, he just wanted to keep fucking her for as long as possible.

But she was so tight, her pussy so inviting, and as he kept fucking her, she began to push her ass back harder, fucking him back, pushing herself deeper and deeper onto his cock, the scent of her desire rising from her body.

He moaned as she suddenly pushed herself upright as he was deep inside her, her pussy gripping his cock as her arm wrapped around the back of his head, holding herself in position. His hands sliding up her body to her tits, holding her securely as he fucked her from behind. He felt the weight of them for the first time as he caressed the firm flesh, his fingers finding her nipples, causing her to moan as he began to play with them.

“I’m trying to be good,” she said, between gasps, her free hand sliding over his hands and down her body, between her legs, “but you make me want to be so bad.” He could feel her body begin to shake as she began to finger her clit as he filled her tight hole.

Her body began to shudder and she began to moan under her breath as her fingers worked faster and faster, her throbbing pussy tightening on his cock. He could feel himself getting closer as she got closer, his desire to cum deep inside her youthful body becoming overwhelming.

She moaned in a high pitch, and began breathing heavily

“Oh. Fuck.” she said between breaths, “I. Think. I’m. Gonna. Cuuuuumm!”

She let out a cry as her orgasm shook her body, causing every muscle to convulse. He kept fucking her, driving her orgasm to greater heights as he held off his own as long as possible, savouring being inside her as he took in her sounds, her scent, her pussy on his cock.

“Oh fuck, please,” she moaned, “cum inside me. I want you to fill me up.”

He fucked her harder, trying to hold back, enjoying the warmth of her pussy, the scent of her desire, but as she begged him to cum inside her he couldn’t hold back any longer and with a long moan, he started to cum.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, “just like that.”

He kept fucking her tight pussy, moaning as he came, his cum flooding her tight body as she continued to ride his cock, stretching out her orgasm, as his hands caressed her breasts and her fingers furiously worked her clit.

“Give it all to me,” she moaned, as his cock twitched deep inside her as he came, “fill me up.”

He came and came, shooting his load deep into her fertile body as she begged for more, her body shaking with desire. As he came harder, she came harder, her pussy tightening on his cock, draining every drop from him, her body greedy for his seed.

Finally, completely spent, he slowed down, holding himself deep inside her, as she leaned back on him, their bodies covered in sweat, both breathing heavily.

“Just like that,” she whispered through heavy breaths. “Just like that.”

Slowly, she bent forward and he slowly pulled himself out of her, a thin string of cum and pussy juice running between their bodies. She held herself against the wall for a moment, hands pressed against the cool tiles, legs spread, her stretched-out pussy pulsating as his thick load of cum slowly began to drip out of her.

“Fuck,” she whispered to herself, her fingers sliding over her pussy and finding her cum-filled pussy.

She turned to face him and with an innocent smile, slowly dropped to her knees once again and took his cock in her mouth, gently sucking the last of his cum and her juices from his shaft.

“I think,” she said, kneeling in front of his now clean cock, “that we might need a shower.”

He smiled and she smiled back, her face holding a look of perfect innocence as her hand gently held his cock.

◆◆◆

“Finally!” huffed Homura, as Tom walked out of the building, “we’ve been waiting ages.”

He could see from their wet hair that she and Izumi had also showered.

“Sorry,” he said.

“What took you so long?” she huffed.

“Sand gets everywhere, you know,” said Eshima, as she bounced out of the women’s block and next to Tom. “Or, so they say.”

Homura looked at Tom and then at Eshima and back at Tom. He did his best not to make any sort of reaction, but she simply rolled her eyes and walked away.

“What’s she so upset about?” asked Eshima as she, Tom, and Izumi walked behind her towards the convertible.

“She wants to make sure she’s got enough time to get ready.”

“Ready for what?” asked Tom, feeling the exertions of the day catching up with him already.

“We’re going out tonight!” said Eshima, “didn’t they tell you?”

“We?”

“Yes!” she said, “all four of us!”

Tom took a deep breath. With the blistering sun and the volleyball and the intense shower sex with Eshima, he wasn’t sure if he had it in him to go clubbing all night.

“It’s ok if you don’t want to go,” said Izumi, “it’s not everyone’s cup of tea.”

“Especially not for old men,” said Homura to no one in particular. “You can just stay home and drink actual tea, if you want.”

To old Tom, that idea didn’t sound too bad. But he was New Tom and New Tom tried new things.

“I think I’ll manage to get through one evening of frivolity,” he said, “just as long as I’m in bed by a reasonable hour.”

“Oh don’t worry,” said Eshima, clinging onto his arm, “we’ll make sure that happens.”

Tom smiled at the girl next to him and then looked out across the beach stretched out in front of him, sure they would definitely make sure that happened.
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