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Part 1: Night Train to a Summer Villa

Chapter 1

I’m in my mid-thirties now and nothing has changed. I still can’t resist wanting to see to the needs of any man around me. The sexual needs that is. Oh I‘ve learnt a lot about relationships and there’s no way I’d go there again. I’m thinking I’ll just remain single and independent from here on but that just means I have my own apartment and bank account. I’m still a pushover for any man wanting to have sex with me.

They can be young and inexperienced, and I’ll want to offer to be a female for them to practice with and learn from. They can be my age and only need to know what they want and have the confidence to hit on me and I won’t be able to resist. Or they can be older mature men and I’ll feel that they’re an authority figure and naturally want to do as I’m told.

Any male at all who’s a good guy at heart can get into my panties. It happens all the time.

Looking back nearly twenty years ago to when this all started with guys trying to get with me, I had no idea what I was doing or that I shouldn’t just let them. It just seemed to come so naturally when a guy looked at me in that way or touched me at all. I had come of age and they knew it. I was intrigued by their desire for sex with me and couldn’t help wanting to let them.

The moment it really started was so far back in the progression of my sexual awakening but I remember it clearly. I had just started my first job at a shopping mall and the boys who worked there picked up on the way I was. It was after work one night when one of the boys gave me a lift home because his friends had told him I was easy.

"Don't, Raymond!" I uttered as I tried to push at the hand forcing its way beneath my new uniform. "I said no!" I cried under my breath, and I searched back over my shoulder where I could see the silhouette of my stepdad at the front window.

"Come on, you let Reece and Des have a feel," Raymond argued as he reached as far as my panties and touched me through them.

Reece and Des were two of Raymond’s friends from the supermarket. They had both kissed me and felt me up. It really was easy for guys to get me to let them go that far with me, I really liked the attention and was curious about their enthusiasm.

"But I didn't let them touch me down there." I cried and clamped my thighs together and managed to wriggle across against the passenger door, free of Raymond’s hand for the moment. "Plus my stepdad's right there watching!"

"He can't see anything." Raymond laughed. It was dark, and his car windows were tinted. My stepdad Bruce was there trying to spy through the blinds, but there's no way he could see inside the car.

Raymond pulled me close and kissed me again. I didn't try to fight against that, and he pushed his tongue into my mouth while feeling me through my dress. He squeezed one boob and felt for the nipple, causing me to moan and thrust my chest forward.

There was a streetlight above the car that was offering some visibility, and while Raymond continued kissing me, he was working at the buttons on my uniform. He got two of them undone before I grabbed his wrist.

"Just let me have a little look," he said to me. "Just lift up your bra and show me."

He was pulling my dress off my shoulder. I looked back at the front window again. My stepdad was still there but had turned around and it looked like he was talking on the phone. I turned back to the guy who had taken me to the mall after work for a thick shake and driven me home. He had my dress stretched down and was tugging underneath my bra. I lifted forward a bit to make it easier for him, and he hiked my bra up over my small breasts, baring them completely. Then he pulled my dress down further and opened it more, and he just sat there staring at my boobs.

"Fucking awesome!" Raymond said under his breath, then he squeezed one of my quivering globes and made me tense up and kind of shudder.

But I couldn’t help it. I got so excited when boys touched me like this. It made it tingle between my legs and I didn’t know if I should say something and ask them to stop doing it to me. I was for the taking and guys seemed to take one look at me and know that.

Raymond smiled and looked at my face but I was glaring down at his hand with my eyes wide as I gripped both edges of the passenger seat. He looked back at my boobs and squeezed the other one, making my body shudder again as I sucked in a breath. "Do you want to touch my dick?" he asked me.

I shook my head. "No thanks."

"Why not? You touched Des’s."

"Did he say that?" I started tugging at my bra, trying to fix it back into place. "Are you going to tell about this too?" I asked indignantly.

"I won't tell," Raymond said, still grinning, and while I was busy fixing the top of my uniform, he felt up under it again, that time catching my thighs slightly apart and getting his fingers right into the crotch of my panties before I clamped my legs together and started squirming to get away.

"Don't!" I cried under my breath, but he had his hand wedged in there and was rubbing into me, feeling me through the crotch of my panties and poking into my wet pussy.

I can’t help getting wet.

"Stop that!" I said more forcefully, embarrassed now, and I somehow wriggled my legs up and forced my knee against Raymond's chest. I got the passenger door open and jumped out of the car. "God, my stepdad's right there!" I scolded, and I brushed my uniform down and slammed the car door shut in Raymond's face.


Chapter 2

I raked at my hair and tried to compose myself. The car sped off as the guy from next door appeared beside me.

“You okay, Catherine?”

“Hi Jared! Yes, I’m fine.”

Jared was a heavily built man of 26. His parents had lived next door since I was a baby. I had grown up annoying the hell out of him. He was my big brother in every way except blood and I adored him.

“Well, if you ever need me to sort out one of these little runts,” he said to me. Then he waved to my stepdad. “Hello, Bruce.”

"How are you, Jared?” my stepdad called back. “Is that you, Catherine?”

"Yes, it's me. But what are you doing spying at the window like that? How embarrassing!"

"I'll spy out the window anytime I damn well please, young lady! Who was that in the car?"

"Just a guy from work." I brushed by and went into the house.

"And where’ve you been?" my stepdad called after me. "Your shift finished two hours ago!"

"God. I went to the mall. I'm 18 now, so I don't have to tell you everything I do. I'm not a child anymore!"

"Well, it wouldn't hurt you to call if you're going to be late!"

He had cornered me in the kitchen. He was such a pain with his overbearing, authoritarian attitude. He was a policeman and was still in uniform as he stood there looking like smoke was about to start puffing out of his ears.

I snapped to attention and gave him a salute. "Yes sir!" I said defiantly, knowing full well that was the fastest way to piss him off. Then I squeezed past and ran to my room. I flopped on the bed and lay staring at the ceiling. My stepdad made me angry, but that minor distraction faded away as I remembered the feel of Raymond's hand on my boob. I felt my breasts and giggled to myself. What was the fascination? It seemed every boy I met would glance down at them or stand there staring at my chest half the time.

Everyone said I was a pretty girl. I was tall and slender with long blonde hair and apparently a nice smile. And it wasn’t that I was always thinking about boys, it's just that I was curious about everything they did, and I liked to see their reactions to the way I looked. I also noticed that sometimes older men would be staring at me, and I was curious about that too. I thought of this one married guy from across the street who always checked me out, Mr Dale. I imagined being felt up by him in his car as I closed my eyes and slipped my hand down the front of my panties.

It wasn't as if I had never been touched between the legs either. I had been fingered by a boy right there on my bed one afternoon. Plus, there was the time I was visiting Aunt Charlene for summer vacation and there had been a Water Bunny vibrator accidentally left in the shower.

Well, after giving that a scrub there was only one thing to do with it, and although it would have been a good six inches long, I had managed to get it in all the way to the bunny ears.

Unfortunately, it only gave a little buzz before the batteries fizzed out, but the feel of it sliding in and out was interesting, although not really exciting. It was kind of like when the boy was sticking his finger in, just pushing it up inside and feeling around, more invasive and uncomfortable than anything that was going to lead to one of the little orgasms I could quite easily bring on with my own fingers.

My mind switched back to the married man from across the street and the wonderful things he would surely know how to do to me. I imagined him forcing my legs open and using his tongue instead of his finger. I was getting into that thought when there was a soft knock at my bedroom door and my mother called, "Are you there, Catherine?"

I scooted up the bed, closing my legs and wiping my wet fingers. "Yes Mum."

My mother poked her head around the door. "Anne called earlier. Apparently her brother is going to pick you up from work on Friday. Do you need some money?"

"No, I'm fine, Mum. Thanks!"

I was to spend the holiday weekend with my new girlfriend, Anne. What I hadn't mentioned to my parents was that Anne was spending the holiday weekend at her uncle's villa, about 12 hours down the coast. Anne's brother was picking me up to give me a lift to the train station, not to their house across town.

I regretted misleading my mother, but there was not a hope in hell of Bruce agreeing to me taking an overnight train trip alone. That argument just wasn't worth having.

Getting picked up from work complicated things a little, however. It meant I would have to pack and take my bag to work with me. Although, as I sorted through my wardrobe, I decided there wasn't much to it really. There would be days at the beach, and Anne had said the parties would either be there or at a neighbour’s pool. So, all I really needed was my two bikinis and a couple of skirts and tops to go with them.

I packed all but my favourite bikini. They were having a barbeque next door the following afternoon, and I would need it. Jared’s parents had a great pool and deck with an outdoor entertainment area. There were often pool parties. The one they had planned was just the three neighbouring families. My parents were part of a trio of couples which included Jared’s parents, Alex and Jolene O’Grady, and Milton and Betty Dale from across the road. There were two O’Grady sisters who had married and moved away. I didn’t know whether either of them would be there. The Dale’s had a son, Robbie, who was my age and fun to tease. I kept out my favourite white bikini for that reason.


Chapter 3

Alex O’Grady and Milton Dale were at the barbeque cooking and having a beer while their wives were inside fixing the salads. The two men turned to watch my stepdad and me approach. I was giggling and my stepdad was laughing with me. He had an arm around me. I was cuddling to his shoulders, the skirt of my dress hiked up and the crotch of my panties visible.

This was pretty typical with how short I wore my skirts and dresses. They barely covered me and I was relaxed about my panties showing. I liked the reaction I got from men and boys. I’d been enjoying that since puberty and could feel the eyes of the men at the barbeque.

Mr O’Grady greeted us while Mr Dale sat down and continued examining my crotch. He could just make out the texture of my thin strip of bush through the white lace. I remained standing beside my stepdad, who was busy chatting with Mr O’Grady. I lifted my arms and reached back to my hair, the skirt of my dress rising further and exposing the front of my panties more fully. It lifted almost to the waist band and remained hiked up like that while I fiddled with my ponytail.

I knew how much I was showing and when Mr Dale glanced and caught my eyes I quickly looked away. I was blushing and biting my grin. Mr Dale looked back down at my barely concealed little pussy, noting the shape of the puffy part and furrowed slit.

“What do you think, Milton?” my stepdad asked.

Mr Dale quickly looked up from perving on me. He’d missed what was being spoken about completely. My stepdad’s eyes narrowed. He knew what Mr Dale had been doing, since his fiends always tried to perv on me.

“What do you think if we all chip in and hire a trailer next weekend, to get rid of this rubbish?” my stepdad asked.

“We could team up and help each other tidy up,” Mr O’Grady added.

“Yeah good, I’m in,” Mr Dale agreed. He couldn’t help averting his gaze to watch me walk over to where the boys were cleaning the pool. He just shrugged helplessly when he turned back to meet my stepdad’s glare.

Mr Dale kept one eye on me and was caught out by my stepdad a few more times over the next hour while we ate. Mr Dale noticed I was braless. He managed to get a seat on the same side of the table with only Jared between us. There was a good side view of my little boob, which Jared was noticing too. Mr Dale’s son Robbie and another boy, Foley, were getting an eyeful from the other end of the table. My stepdad was watching them but could do nothing about it. Mr O’Grady was directly across from me, so I was actually surrounded by all the males present, and the boys had me giggling and playing up to the attention.

After the meal, Mr Dale stripped off and claimed a floating chair in the pool. He was pleased that my stepdad and Mr O’Grady went inside to play some eight-ball. The women were talking together and drinking wine. It was just the three boys and me to join him for a swim.

“But I need to get changed first,” I announced.

Jared was inside getting his swimmers. Foley and Robbie had dived in. Mr Dale floated to the edge near the dressing room and rested his arms back. I held his gaze as I approached. He looked at my legs and up my dress at my panties again as I walked by. The two boys were duck diving, distracted. “That’s a pretty dress, love,” he said.

“Is it?” I stopped and brushed the skirt down.

Mr Dale tilted his head to look directly up it. I waited and let him of course. He could see between my legs, the thin strip of soft white cotton covering my opening, my landing strip through the lace. I stretched the front of my dress down, and he saw the underside of my tits as well

“I’d better get changed,” I said through my blush.

When I returned, I quickly got in the water and was claimed by the boys. They had me squealing and giggling as they played with me, having a game of volley with a beach ball while Mr Dale held the leaf scoop across as a net and enjoyed the show.

The boys had turns partnering me, lifting me to jump for the ball and touching me. The cool water was good for Mr Dale’s constantly threatening erection as he watched.

My stepdad came to take me home and left Mr Dale and the three boys floating there in the pool watching me leave, wrapped in a towel and giving a little wave and smile over my shoulder. Foley and Robbie went inside to play darts. Jared drifted over beside Mr Dale. He was a bit older than the other boys.

Mr Dale shook his head. “Fuck she’s hot, Jared. That’s one scorching hot little piece of arse.”

“I’m trying not to notice,” Jared replied. “She’s always been like the kid next door to me.”

Mr Dale chuckled. “Good luck with that, son.” 


Chapter 4

Throughout my shift the next afternoon, the guys were looking over at me and laughing amongst themselves. I knew they were talking about me and probably comparing notes on how far each of them had gotten. It affected me. I blushed with embarrassment every time one of them would walk past my checkout.

It made no difference at the end of my shift when Des cornered me in the staff room, though. He had closed the door and had me backed against it. He started kissing me, and my legs went all tingly like usual. He forced his tongue in my mouth, and I melted into him. Then he started feeling my boobs and I couldn't move. I just let him do it while he teased me about Raymond having a look at them the night before and how he and Reece should be allowed to have a look as well.

I just stood there while he pulled at the front of my uniform and gawked down it. He stretched out my bra as well and could see my nipples, which were hard. "Yeah, nice," he said, grinning.

I just blushed, and he kissed me again. That time he smoothed his hand down over my belly and grabbed me between the legs, and I moaned into his mouth and relaxed, allowing my thighs to part. I clung to his shoulders because I couldn't stand up without holding onto him, and I opened my legs more, allowing him to do what he wanted.

We were blocking the door and couldn't be seen through the window. If he wanted to finger me I was going to let him, but suddenly his name was called out over the loud speaker to assist in the car park.

"Fuck!" Des cried, and I just smiled at him, biting my lip.

I was his to do with as he pleased right then.

He worked around the edge of my panties and forced his middle finger up into me. But the manager announced his name again, and I just closed my eyes and relaxed my legs a bit wider. The guy had his finger all the way in, and he was jiggling it around with the palm of his hand inadvertently rubbing against my glans.

"Fuck. I have to go!" Des groaned, and he jiggled a bit more then pulled his finger out and wiped it on my inner thigh. Then he shifted me aside and pulled the door open to hurry out to the car park and collect trolleys.

I was in a bit of a trance as I picked up my bag and walked out the back to wait for my ride. It was only a few minutes until Anne's brother turned up in his old Dodge pickup, and I was squashed in between him and his best buddy. I could still feel my wetness on my thigh, and I hadn't thought to fix my uniform from it having hiked up a bit when I slid into the middle of the seat.

My panties weren't quite on display, but they nearly were, and my leg was being touched every time Anne's brother changed gears. I had my legs together on one side of the gear stick, but it was one of those big long ones that stem up from the floor, and I didn't have much room between it and the other guy's big, hairy thigh.

The other guy was Brett, and Anne's brother was Adrian. Brett was fat but Adrian was built. His huge bicep was stretching the sleeve of his tee-shirt. He worked at a lumber yard, probably chopping down trees and lugging them around on his shoulder, I imagined as I sat there dreamily taking in the scent of them both.

"How about we make Nev ride in back and you come on down with us instead of catching the train?" Adrian suggested at one point. Nev was Anne's boyfriend. He was yet to be picked up.

"No thanks. I'm looking forward to my train adventure," I answered as sweetly as I could. "It will be nice to see you down there, though."

That half hour ride passed in a daze for me. We were suddenly at the train station, and the guys left me there with my bag and sped off whistling back at me and whooping it up.

Still in a bit of a daze, I boarded the train that was there waiting and got my seat beside an older woman who smiled a friendly greeting. The carriage was pretty full. There were rows of two seats either side of the narrow aisle, all facing forward. By the time the train departed half an hour later, it was getting dark.


Chapter 5

I slept for a few hours then woke to find some of the passengers had gone. There had been several stops, and not everyone was going all the way down the coast. I decided to get changed out of my work uniform and wandered off in search of a bathroom.

The next carriage along was sleeping berths. They were small rooms with the aisle along one side lined with big windows that were all open, and men were sitting on the ledges smoking. I edged my way along the aisle being thrown side to side as the carriage lurched and swayed. It was a very old train with the full range of clanks, clunks and unexpected jolts. At the end of the sleeping car was a bathroom that was big enough to get changed in, and it even had a mirror.

I had brought a pair of track pants and a light sweater. That morning I had chosen a frumpy old bra my mother had once picked out for me. It was ugly and huge but it was really comfortable to sleep in. I suddenly blushed at the thought of Des looking down my front earlier, the fact he would have seen it!

After getting changed into my travel clothes, I explored further and found the dining car, where I used my ID to buy a can of rum and coke. But just one! To add to the adventure and all. I also bought a meal and sat there in the dining car to eat.

The walk back to my seat was even more fun with the rather strong rum drink having gone directly to my brain and adding considerably to the swaying and lurching of the train. I had my work uniform in a plastic bag with the soap and deodorant I had used, and I was carrying a can of soda in my other hand and kind of bumping my way from side to side along the narrow aisles. Then when I got to the sleeper car with a few men smoking, I had to apologise for bumping into each one of them, or rather, giggle and apologise.

Two of the men were cheerful and polite about it. The last one was smiling too, but he caught me and held onto me with his hands upon my waist and his fingers pressing firmly enough to tickle a little bit. And that made me jump and spill my soda on the guy's shirt, which led to me having to apologise again, and to him keeping hold of me for even longer.

I was being thrust about by the lurching of the train and being forced against him. His hands were moving upon my body. His thumb was pressing right up under my right boob, and his other hand was squeezing my hip, with his long bony fingers kneading my bottom a little bit.

"You okay?" he asked, grinning down at me.

"I'm fine, thanks," I uttered in reply. "I'm so sorry about your shirt, though."

"So, you're travelling alone, yeah?"

"Uh huh. It's fun so far."

"Yeah good. Do you smoke?"

"Um, no thanks," I returned politely as the guy offered me a cigarette.

He had also released me, so I moved along, but as I did his hand lowered and he gave me a little pat on the bottom. I glanced back and smiled out of confusion, and he grinned again and winked.

Falling back over the legs of the woman into my window seat, I giggled to myself. I just had my bum squeezed by a man who must have been at least 35. He looked like a business man too. He wasn't some scumbag lowlife. He was dressed in a suit, and I could see him back in his seat with his phone and laptop, obviously doing something important.

I suddenly saw myself as the wife of a man like that. Not just a supermarket checkout chick, but a serious, attractive woman throwing dinner parties and stuff. It was a fantasy I indulged for a little while as the train clanked along and the guy kept looking back at me. He was two rows ahead with an aisle seat. The one beside him was vacant, as were many of the seats in the carriage after about a third of the journey.

I kept blushing and smiling every time the guy caught me looking. Then after a while longer he went for a walk again and I assumed he was smoking, but he was gone for longer than that.

Eventually curiosity got the better of me and I decided I needed some chips and another soda. I edged my way to the end of the carriage and looked around into the next one, and there he was sitting on the same window ledge with a hot dog and a beer.

I steeled myself to walk by casually, but the train was still lurching, and I was being tossed from side to side. Then when I tried to squeeze past him, he swayed against me and touched my sweater with his ketchup dripping hotdog.

"Oops!" he said with a grin.

The mark was on my breast, and he pulled out a handkerchief like he had it planned. "Sorry about that," he said, and he started dabbing at the ketchup.

I stood still and watched his hand move. My nipple had firmed and was even prominent through my big bra. The guy was holding my sweater with one hand and wiping with the other. The stationary hand was sort of cupping my breast, and his bony fingers were pressing in, feeling me a little bit.

"Do you have another sweater? You might have to take this one off and rinse it."

"I have another top in my bag," I answered, as if I would do as I was told.

The train then lurched severely and I was pinned against the wall with the guy's hand covering my breast, and he massaged it and pinched my nipple quite deliberately.

"Don't!" I said, wriggling away from him but meeting his grin. "You can't just do that,” I challenged playfully.

"Sorry," he said, though he was obviously not sorry at all. "Why don't you go and change, and I'll give you some money to buy a new sweater to replace that ruined one."

"But I ruined your shirt, so we're even, aren't we?" My confidence was up. I was feeling flattered to have captured the interest of a mature man. "I'll go and get another top," I said, and I went back to my seat.

The lights had been turned down for people to sleep, so I had to go by feel. I pulled a tank top from the bundle of clothes in my bag. I took it back and squeezed past the guy quickly before he could grab and tickle me. There was one other man there smoking who was from the seat behind mine. I met his look and blushed as I sneaked past and into the bathroom.

The train stopped while I was in there, making it easier to get changed. I pulled off my sweater and rinsed the stain, which would be fine. I slipped on the tank top and looked in the mirror, horrified. It was a top I usually wore with a bikini, and the cut under my arms revealed the big thick bra strap as well as the side of the cup. There was no way I could go out there dressed like that.

I checked my sweater, but it was half wet and the stain was still prominent. I looked in the mirror again and turned this way and that, trying to convince myself it wasn't that bad.

"Oh my god, no," I whined as the train jolted into motion again. I took a breath and pulled off the top and bra. Then I put the top back on braless and checked in the mirror to find that apart from being quite revealing, it didn't look too bad at all. From the side my breast was visible – the full side of it and very obviously, but my nipple was covered.

I wrapped my bra in the sweater and took another breath. I opened the door and stepped out to find the guy from the seat behind still there smoking. He glanced at my chest, and I froze for a second and just blushed. He met my eyes then looked back down, and I kind of waited while he had a good look. Then I squeezed past and approached the other man.

He smiled as his gaze lifted from my breasts. I smiled back at him and tried to quickly duck past, but he caught me around the waist. "What's the password?" he said to me, his long, bony fingers pressing into my side and making me squirm and giggle.

"There's no password." I laughed, but he held me there. Then his hand lifted and closed over my breast, so I clutched at his arm, but I didn't say anything. A warm rush of excitement coursed through me. His big, strong hand covered my little boob completely.

"Sure there's a password. There's always a password when you need to get by," he teased, and he wrapped his other arm around me from behind and closed that hand over my other breast. He was feeling them both and playing with my nipples. Mostly it was just through my top, but his fingers were reaching beneath my arms, and he was feeling me in through there as well.

I was holding his arms, sort of pulling at them but not really trying. I was watching the other man who was standing there staring, and when his eyes lifted and met mine, I couldn't look away. All I could do was blush deeper at the fact that one complete stranger was watching another stranger feel me up.

I’d been in this trance so many times before. Every time a boy or man looked at me in that way, I couldn’t help myself. I was like a deer in headlights. All the boys knew it. They knew they could touch me and do almost anything they wanted while I was like that. And I think it was even worse with grown men. This was the first time one had actually done anything, but any of my stepdad’s friends could easily have me if they wanted.

Suddenly I snapped out of my trance and wriggled to get away. "Stop it!" I said to the guy feeling me up, and I squirmed from his bear hug and pushed him to arm’s length. His expression had changed from playful to quite serious, and he still had hold of my wrists. "Don't," I implored of him. "Let me go, please?"

He nodded and gave another of those little winks as he released one of my arms, with his eyes lowering to my breasts again and his smile returning before releasing the other.


Chapter 6

I returned to my seat to find the woman gone and only four other people still there seated toward the back of the carriage. I tucked my legs up and closed my eyes to sleep. Then some time later I woke to the feel of a hand on my breast again.

I didn't move or turn to see who it was. I could tell by how bony the hand was. I remained facing the window and pretended to be sleeping while the man felt up under my top and softly massaged my bare breasts that time. He was feeling both and playing with my nipples, making my belly tingle and my heart thump.

I maintained the pretence of sleep for a while, but then he started feeling for the top of my pants and found his way underneath the waistband. He felt his way down to my panties and slipped his bony fingers underneath.

At that point I couldn't help squirming a bit. I turned my body slightly, allowing him better access to me. His fingers reached my clit, where he began rubbing. He was opening my pussy lips and pressing in right on my little glans, so I parted my legs further for him. He reached underneath and pushed a long, bony finger up inside of me, and as he did that he took my hand and placed it on his penis, which was also long and bony, although it was actually hard and soft at the same time, and really hot.

The man was alternating between rubbing my clit and fucking me with the length of his finger, and he was humping while I held his dick, moving my hand back and forth, like I knew boys liked. I was hoping I was doing it right, and that was distracting me from what he was doing, which felt nice and all, but before I reached one of my orgasms, I felt his dick swell and begin to throb.

He had arched his body up, and I could feel the pulses of hot fluid slurping onto my belly. The man was holding still with his finger all the way inside of me, and I suddenly felt young and inexperienced, and I didn't know why, but I decided to pretend to have an orgasm. It was as if I had failed if I didn't have one, as if I was too young and not woman enough to get off like that.

In any event, I moaned a little and squirmed down on his hand like it was really happening the way it did when I was alone in my bedroom. I could feel his semen running between my breasts and dripping from my neck and side. The train was stopping, though, and my lover quickly gathered his laptop and bag and departed the train, leaving me lying in his cum and feeling completely confused.

The train only stopped for a moment then jolted into motion again. I was wiping at my chest as best I could with my hand. I was thinking of going to the bathroom and cleaning up, but suddenly the man from the seat behind sat down beside me and immediately groped my breasts. He was rough and forceful, and I was petrified as he took my hand and shoved it inside the fly of his pants. He lifted my top and leaned right over to suck on my breast, but suddenly there was a huge thumping sound and he was gone.

Behind him was another man who punched him again and sent him flying backwards into the aisle. When he got up and turned to run, the guy booted him and sent him sprawling face first that time, telling him to fuck off.

"Are you all right, miss?" he asked me.

"Uh huh," I swooned. He was a huge, powerful man, and I was tingling all over, just about having that orgasm after all.

A woman appeared beside him. "Are you sure you're okay?" she asked. "Do you want to come to the bathroom and clean up?"

It seemed they were husband and wife, and I was just dumbstruck. The wimpy scumbag who had just groped me was forgotten about, and the other guy wasn't much better, I decided.

"Come on let's get some tissues and see if we can clean that off you," the woman said, taking me by the hand.

The man led off toward the bathroom in case scumbag was still hanging around. I followed along with his wife, in a daze again and completely star struck.


Chapter 7

After cleaning up, I slept for the rest of the journey, with my hero and his wife taking the two seats across the aisle and both of them smiling over every time I stirred to see where the train had stopped.

In the morning when the train finally reached my destination, I thanked them and bade them goodbye. There I was greeted by my girlfriend Anne who led me to a rusty old car where her uncle was waiting. We got in the back seat together and left him alone up front.

"This is Uncle Lester," Anne said, almost apologetically.

Lester grinned back at me and quickly looked me over.

Men always look me over.

Lester was fat and sweaty, with thick glasses and a bald head except for a frizzy grey patch over each ear.

"Hi," I said, offering a smile.

"You can put your eyes back in their sockets now, Uncle," Anne said.

"See, I told you." She giggled at me. On the walk to the car Anne had warned that her uncle would like the fact that I was braless under my top.

I had thought about putting on a bikini top after the lady on the train had helped me clean up, but I decided I liked the reaction from the two scumbags, or at least I liked the way they looked at me, and the way the first one had touched me. Though, mostly I just liked the way they had gone crazy over me, and I was enjoying the reaction of Uncle Lester too.

I was sitting across on the passenger side, and he was constantly glancing back at me as he was driving, which was keeping my nipples hard and distracting me from what Anne was raving on about. Apparently there was a party to go to, and Anne’s brother, Adrian, was going to be there. He had been asking about me and trying to find out if I had a boyfriend.

"What did you say?" I asked, my interest sparking at the mention of Adrian.

Anne shrugged. "I told him to ask you himself if he wanted to know."

"Well, I haven't," I pointed out.

"What about that guy from work, Des?"

"He's not my boyfriend. He's just –" Uncle Lester was looking around, and I met his grin with a little blush. "He's just a friend," I said to Anne.

"Well, if you're going to hook up with my brother you can spare me the details. Yuk!"

I would have liked to ask if Anne thought Adrian wanted to hook up, but not with Uncle Lester listening. He smiled back at us and chuckled. "You can give me the details if you like. I won't mind.”

"Eww. Don't be an old sleaze!" Anne complained, but I met the older man’s smile with another little blush.

"I need to get changed if it's going to be a whole hour before we get there," I said to Anne. "It's too hot in these pants."

"I won't look if you want to get changed back there," Lester offered quickly.

"Yeah, you wish!" Anne shot back at him. "Can we stop at a gas station soon?"

"We'd have to get off the expressway. That'd be another half hour round trip to get back on it."

"I can do it without anyone seeing," I said to Anne. "I can put my skirt on over the top and then take these off underneath."

"There, you see," Lester declared. "Nothing to it."

"Well, go on then," Anne said, as if she had to give her permission or something.

My bag was on the front seat. I reached over and got a skirt out of it, making sure Lester didn't see my bra or any other intimates. Then I pulled the skirt on and undid my track pants underneath. I tugged them down with Lester watching back over his shoulder, and I had to lift my bum to do it. I wriggled the pants down past my knees and pulled them off my feet, all the while keeping my skirt in place and my knees together.

Lester had gotten a glimpse of my little white panties at one point, but he was more pleased with the view of my tits. He had been checking them out the whole time and enjoying the way they were pressing against the thin fabric of my tank top. Then as I had reached over to put my pants in my bag, he saw one of my little nipples through my arm hole. My top was being stretched and distorted against the seat I was leaning over and the arm hole had gaped and exposed my tit completely.

Then when I sat back down chatting with his niece I had my legs swayed towards him letting him have a view up my skirt. He had to look quite distinctly to take advantage, but he noticed I didn't seem to mind, which I didn’t of course. My blush just deepened a bit each time he looked down at my legs.

This was going to be an interesting weekend, Lester decided over the course of the hour drive back to his villa. He was 10 years divorced and not getting much action. He liked living near the beach because of the hot bikini girls, but this was the first time his niece had actually brought one home to stay.

"Come on, I'll show you our room." Anne took my hand and led me inside. "It's just you and me. My brother's renting a house with his friends right on the beach. We can go next door and use the pool anytime we want, though."

It was a small villa, just the two bedrooms and a basic layout for kitchen, bathroom and living area. It was tucked away behind a huge waterfront mansion where the pool was that we could use. That was owned by a very friendly novelist who was there cleaning the pool when I was dragged over to the back fence.

He was a man of about 35 named Michael. He was married but his wife was overseas. He had broad shoulders, a firm body and a nice smile, I noticed. I was smiling back at him as he and Anne chatted.

Another yummy man, I was thinking to myself. My god they're everywhere!

Or perhaps I was just noticing them everywhere at the moment.

There was something in that, Michael thought, some sort of a glow I was giving off that he was picking up on as he tried to concentrate on what Anne was talking about.

He had just gotten off the phone with his wife. She had been overseas for a month and wouldn't be back for another three. He had been married for only five years and usually maintained an appropriate, if a little forced, disinterest in the girls who used his pool. I would be a challenge, he decided, just by the playfully sexy look in my eyes and a smile that he found dangerously enticing.

All of which was just me being myself of course, and being available to any man who wanted me and decided to do anything about it. That’s what he was noticing, as had old Lester.


Chapter 8

The party that afternoon was at the house Anne's brother was staying in. It was right on the beach and open to anyone walking by as long as they brought their own drinks and food. Anne was all over her boyfriend, and I ended up meeting lots of new friends and dancing and chatting all day. I also had a few drinks and had a constant buzz without actually getting drunk.

Adrian had been around a fair bit, chatting with me and getting more and more familiar as the day went on. He had progressed from the occasional touch of my back or arm when he spoke to me, to holding onto me with his hand resting upon my hip and his arm sort of around me. He was definitely signalling to the other guys that I was his. It seemed the hook-up was on.

I went with it willingly, excitedly in fact. Adrian was the hottest guy there by far, and I liked how polite and courteous he was. When one of the other guys were involved he would carry on like a usual boy, but when no one was around he became more mature.

The first time he kissed me I was squashed on the end of the lounge with about four other people sitting on it as well. I was against the arm rest, and Adrian was sitting next to me. Then there was another girl and boy cuddling, and Adrian's friend Brett was sitting on the end. He was watching, and I actually maintained eye contact with him while Adrian was kissing me. He looked like the fat geeky boy who never got a girl, and I felt sorry for him.

"I've got to go soon," Adrian said, coming up for a breath. "We've got monster truck rally tickets and it starts in about half an hour."

"That sounds like fun," I said as he kissed me again.

"I'd ask you to come but it's sold out."

"Oh no, that's okay. I'm really tired anyway."

I was tired, but I would have liked to go with him. Instead, I ended up leaving Anne there and going back to Uncle Lester's villa alone. Which was fine because I kind of liked Lester. Sure he was a pervert, but he wasn't sleazy about it. He was actually totally up front and made it fun.

"So, any details for me about getting it on with young Adrian?" he asked grinning as soon as I walked in the front door. He was kicked back on his couch with his feet up, watching television. His googly eyes looked so funny through his thick round glasses, and his smile was disarming. He was only joking but was probably hoping for some details just the same.

"Well, he kissed me but he wouldn't take me to the truck rally," I explained.

"He wouldn't!? What's the matter with him?"

"I don't know. I would have gone!"

"Hmm. Maybe he's gay after all. I always suspected, being such a pretty boy."

I giggled. "No, I don't think he's gay."

"Well, he's stupid then! And anyway, come sit down and we'll see if there's something to watch."

"Oh, thank you, but I'm really sleepy and I might just have a bath and go to bed if that's okay?"

"Sure, love. There's clean towels in the linen cupboard in the bathroom. I'll keep the volume down."

I soaked in the bath for an hour, with the effect of the alcohol wearing off. I had brought a satin chemise to wear to bed, and I put that on but didn't worry about the robe I had brought. Instead, I went out to say goodnight to Uncle Lester feeling naughty and with my nipples firming against the satin as I walked.

Lester noticed my nipples as soon as I appeared in the doorway, little points in the shiny fabric. I was standing there wringing my hands in front, in thought over what to do or say. He looked down at my legs and wondered whether I had on panties under my sleepwear. He contemplated that for a moment then lifted his gaze to my little titties again and finally to meet my eyes and embarrassed smile.

I approached and bent to kiss his cheek, and as I did he got a quick flash down my front and saw my tits and all the way down to my pink and blue panties; they were soft cotton ones, nice and comfy for sleeping.

"Goodnight," I said sweetly, turning and walking from the room with a glance back over my shoulder and a little blush of excitement at the way he was checking me out.

I hopped into bed squirming and pressing my hand down between my thighs. I knew I had just flashed old Lester, and I was tingling all over. I ended up rubbing myself to a warm little orgasm as I thought of that and remembered the guys on the train. Then I drifted off and didn't wake until late the next morning.

Anne was at breakfast in the kitchen, and after eating we took towels and suntan lotion to the beach. We spent the rest of the morning there and didn't see any of the guys until after lunch, when the party was at the big mansion next to the villa. There were quite a few people from the beach party the day before, and Michael, the owner of the house, was sort of in the background chatting every now and then, but he never got undressed and went for a swim.

I ended up with another buzz from a few drinks, and I was being kissed in the corner of a room with a pool table where there were four other boys who had stopped playing to watch. Adrian was a bit drunk too, and he was getting carried away. He was biting my neck, and he started feeling my boobs. I maintained eye contact with the fat geeky boy again, and the other three started cheering Adrian on. I was only wearing a skirt and bikini, and he was rubbing my breasts so much that he stretched my bikini top up over them.

I was then on display, but I didn't say anything yet. My mind flashed back to the time, a couple of years ago, when I saw the woman from across the street being taken in front of her husband. I let Adrian keep kissing and feeling me while the other boys watched.

He rubbed his hand down over my belly and groped up under my skirt. "Yeah go for it," one of them said, and I felt myself blushing, but my head was woozy from the drinks and I just held onto Adrian's shoulder while he forced his finger up inside of me.

I just watched their faces as Adrian fingered me. He was banging me hard and fast, and a warm tingly feeling was building inside. What he was doing felt nice, but it was even more exciting with the other boys watching. They wouldn't have been able to see under my skirt, but they could certainly hear his hand slapping against me, and my top was still stretched up over my boobs.

I found myself making eye contact with Brett again. He would look down at my breasts for a bit then look up again. And staring into his eyes made my orgasm build and build. It was almost there when suddenly Adrian lifted me up and kicked open another door. It was an office with a small couch, and he dumped me there and pulled down his shorts as he pushed the door closed.

My orgasm was ebbing away unrealised. The guy knelt over me and forced his penis into my mouth. I didn't know what to do other than to roll my lips over my teeth, and fortunately he started thrusting and it was just a matter of holding him away enough that he didn't force it into my throat, and to try and breathe when his belly wasn't squashing my nose.

"Oh fuck yes," the guy groaned and started thrusting faster.

His penis was getting bigger and harder, and I had to close my hand all the way around it so it wouldn't go too far into my mouth. I also started licking it a bit and sucking on the big, spongy dome, which just made him go even more crazy, thrusting and jiggling. Then he was suddenly still and his penis got even bigger and harder. Then I was shocked as the first pulse of his semen hit the roof of my mouth and squirted down into my throat. It made me gag a bit, but Adrian held me in place, and his penis continued to throb as more of his warm, gooey fluid flooded into my mouth.

I let it happen because I know girls are supposed to. I pulled back a bit and waited until he had finished. Then I closed my eyes and swallowed deliberately, and I sort of sucked him a bit more and felt his balls, not really knowing what I was doing, but he seemed to be liking it.

It was a really strange taste, kind of salty and yucky, but very distinct, and in that way it was interesting. It was exciting to finally taste a boy's cum. And even though my own orgasm had fizzed out completely, it was so nice to see him standing there pulling his pants back up with a stupid grin on his face, obviously satisfied. I knew I had been sexy for him.

"Fuck, I'm thirsty," he said, and he opened the door and walked out, leaving me to quickly cover my breasts.

I stood and went to the door and saw a couple of the other boys giving Adrian a high five. Adrian went to the fridge in the corner and cracked open a beer. I looked around at the others, feeling myself blush as I wiped my mouth on the back of my hand, knowing they knew I had just swallowed Adrian’s cum. I ended up meeting Brett's eyes again, but Adrian came back and claimed me with his arm around my shoulder.

I didn't drink anymore that afternoon. I swam and danced with some of the other girls while the guys cheered us on. They wanted to see a wet tee-shirt contest, so I had to put my tank top back on and take off my bikini top. Some of the other girls had bigger boobs than mine, but I got plenty of cheers when they started spraying me with the water guns.

I didn't put my bikini top back on after that, and I played some pool with a few of the boys while Adrian was gone getting more beer. I knew they could see my boobs every time I bent over the table to have my shot, but it was fun teasing them. And while Adrian wasn't around, Brett became more relaxed and friendly. He was helping me aim the cue and choose which balls to try to sink.

When he would press his body against me from behind, I would let him do that. He reminded me of a short, tubby Uncle Lester. He seemed like a really nice guy too.

When Adrian came back with the beer, the other boys seemed to gather around him and cheer on everything he did or said. He was like the star and they were his side-kicks. They cheered him on again when he took me by the hand and led me into the small office. He closed the door and guided me to a seat on the couch. Then he stood in front of me and started undoing his shorts.

"Do you want to suck me off again?" he said.

I blushed. Even though he was an arsehole I did want to suck him off again.

“Okay, but I don’t really know what to do,” I uttered.

He smiled and touched my lips with his penis. “It’s easy! Just suck it and swallow the load,” he said, and he pressed forward and pushed some of his dick into my mouth.

This time he was less forceful, and I had the chance to experiment a bit. I used my hand more, stroking back and forth and seeing how he reacted to being touched in different ways. I played with his balls, massaging and stroking them, noticing he got harder when I just held them and squeezed softly. I also noticed his body thrusting when I used my hand more and stroked over the spongy dome, like that must have been super sensitive. Then as he got more excited I stroked him faster, until just before he was ready he grabbed my hair and pulled me closer, obviously wanting to put it back in my mouth, which I allowed, and just in time for the first squirt of cum.

He held my head still, and I relaxed and closed my eyes as he again flooded my mouth with his semen. He was convulsing a little, but he had turned away. "Hey, Michael, just getting a shot off here, buddy."

My heart sank as my eyes shot open to find the man, Michael, with his head poking through another door watching. I swallowed the cum in my mouth and pushed away from Adrian, who was laughing and pulling up his pants.

"Just keep out of here, all right?" Michael said to him. Then he looked to me and nodded apologetically. "Excuse me,” he said, which made me feel even more deeply embarrassed.

All I could think to do after that was get the hell out of there as quickly as possible. I didn't even try to find Anne. I just pushed past everyone and ran back to the villa, where Uncle Lester was again kicked back on his couch watching television.

"Everything okay?" he asked with concern.

"No. I'm just going to die of embarrassment," I said, and I ran to the bedroom and threw myself on the bed.

If only it wasn't him! If any of the other boys had walked in I wouldn't have cared, it would have been even more exciting to do that with some of them watching. But not the older man! What would he be thinking of me now? And he said excuse me!

"Oh my god!" I screamed into the pillow.

"Are you okay in there, Catherine?" It was Uncle Lester at the bedroom door. "Can I get you anything? Do you need to call anyone?"

"No, I'm fine thanks."

He poked his head in the door. "Are you sure?"

"Yes. I just did something stupid. That's all. I'll live!"

"Okay then. But don't let it get you down. We all stuff up from time to time."

He offered a big smile and left. I was already getting over the embarrassment and thinking about going back to face the guy, Michael. Maybe I was overreacting and he didn't think anything of it. Although, I wasn't interested in seeing Adrian again. The way he spoke, saying he was getting a shot off or whatever. That made it even worse, and he obviously didn't care.

I regretted giving him blow jobs now. Especially since he was always going to be the first guy I did that for. Plus I still had the taste of his cum in my mouth.

I gave Uncle Lester a smile as I went back out the door, and I snuck into the party unnoticed. Adrian was in the pool room, so I avoided that and got a drink to wash away the taste of his semen. Michael was cleaning up at his barbeque. I approached and sat nearby dangling my feet in the pool. I kept looking over until he saw me, and when he did I blushed. He came right over, though, and sat down beside me.

"I'm really sorry about busting in on you and your boyfriend," he said straight off. "That must have been embarrassing for you. I hope you can accept my apology?"

"Thanks,” I said softly. "He's not my boyfriend, though."

"No? Well, he's a lucky fellow then," Michael went on with a smile, making me smile too and relieving any remaining tension.

"Well, he was sort of my boyfriend for a little while but he's not anymore," I declared.

One of the other girls who had started cleaning up tossed me my bikini top, the one I had taken off for the wet tee-shirt contest. I caught it and scrunched it up quickly, but it had already drawn Michael's attention to my breasts, causing my nipples to firm up.

I glanced, and he was looking right at them, so I kind of leaned back on my hands and pushed my chest out while I gazed around pretending not to notice.

"Well, I guess I'd better get back to cleaning up," Michael said, although he was still looking at my breasts when I turned back to him.

"Do you want some help?"

"Sure! Could you start collecting glasses, please?"

I did that, and Michael hurried everyone along declaring the party over. Adrian took off without saying goodbye, but that didn't bother me at all. Then when the cleaning up was done I was one of only a few people left, and I was wondering what was going to happen next with Michael. I hoped he would invite me to stay longer.

As it turned out he received a phone call from his wife, and I was dismissed with the others, which dampened my spirits a bit but not entirely. I had one more day, and the party was on there at Michael's house again tomorrow.


Chapter 9

Anne had disappeared somewhere with her boyfriend, and that left me back at the villa with Uncle Lester cooking the evening meal. He had such a funny face with his big, googly eyes magnified by the thick glasses. He was also joking all the time and really easy going, which was something I enjoyed so much since my home life under my policeman stepfather was so strict. I had gotten well used to Lester looking at my body too and I was having fun with that.

After my shower I came back out in my satin chemise. I made coffee and served him on his couch. I had been thinking about it, and I deliberately leaned over right in front, letting him have another look at my breasts. He made a funny face at that with his eyes popping and this silly big grin. Then after coffee I brought a cloth and wiped the small table, that time staying bent over for longer and feeling his eyes upon me. I avoided meeting his gaze for a while, pretending not to notice but knowing full well he could see my breasts again. I eventually glanced and blushed at his grin.

"Whew. You could give an old guy a heart attack doing that."

"Well, you don't have to look," I shot back at him, pressing my hand to my chest to stop my chemise from gaping, and I continued rubbing at some insignificant little marks on the wooden table.

"Oh yes, I do have to look!" he said flatly.

I blushed at that and shook my head. Then I took the cup tray and left him, glancing back and smiling as I did, and I noticed the bulge in his shorts.

I came back and gave him one last look as I bent to kiss his cheek and say goodnight. Then I went to bed but left the door open slightly, and I went to sleep almost hoping he would come in and do something to me, but he never did.


Chapter 10

At the party the next day there was no sign of Michael, and I was kind of miffed. I had felt a special connection by the pool the day before, and my imagination had run along with that.

I decided to make the most of my last day anyway. I was accepting the drinks the boys were giving me. Plus, Adrian wasn't there, so that was even better.

I ended up in the pool room again, and I was partnered with Brett while two other guys made up the opposing team. I had a bikini on this time, so they weren't getting as much to look at, but with the drinks getting stronger and my mind really cloudy, I didn't protest when Brett decided to kiss me.

I just watched the other two boys and let him do it. They were encouraging him. "Yeah, go for it. Get onto her, Fats."

Fats was Brett’s nick name. They had been calling him that all the time.

Another boy came in and stood there watching too. It was Anne's boyfriend, Nev. He closed the door. Then they were all just cheering and my head was spinning. I allowed Brett to kiss me again, but I was giddy and ready to fall over. The alcohol was really soaking into my brain, and I couldn't think to stop Brett when he started feeling my boobs. I let him lift up my top, and he pulled my bikini up as well. I was just looking down at his fat fingers squeezing me and poking my nipples, when suddenly the door opened and Adrian was standing there.

"What the fuck?" he yelled, looking from me to his friend. "No fucking way!" he said and he barged in and threw a punch, but Brett blocked it and punched him back. He hit him hard too, and Adrian picked himself up off the floor with blood streaming from his nose. Brett was waiting with his fists up and ready. He had been a boxing champ as a kid and apparently still knew how to fight.

I had slumped to the floor. I sat there in a daze as they fought. It seemed like it was a dream or something. Then there was another boy and more hands feeling at my breasts, and I pushed at him and turned my head so he couldn't kiss me.

It was Nev. Anne was then in the room screaming at him and at me, calling me a slut. Then Brett and Nev were fighting, then Michael was there dragging someone out. Then everyone else followed and I was left in the pool room alone, but my legs wouldn't work, and I just sat there against the wall with my head spinning.

Sometime later I was being picked up and carried. I was told to drink water and swallow aspirin. Then I woke up on a couch covered by a blanket. It was dark and everything was quiet. I got up unsteadily and wandered toward a light in another room. It was a kitchen, where Michael was cooking.

"Hello, sleepy, how do you feel?"

"Horrible," I said. My head was clearing, though. "What happened? Where is everyone?"

"All gone home. Party's over!" Michael was all smiles and dressed in a white bath robe. "Are you hungry?"

"My stomach feels horrible."

"Well, you threw up, so I'm not surprised. I think they were spiking your drinks."

I looked at myself. There was dry vomit on my top and in my hair.

"The shower is through there," Michael said. "When you get undressed toss your clothes out the door and I'll put them in the wash. There's a robe in there for you and a new tooth brush…. Off you go!"

He was still smiling, and I tried to smile back, but I didn't really know what to think. I decided to do as I was told. I kept my bikini bottoms and put the rest of my clothes outside the door. Then I showered and brushed my teeth, happy to clean the horrible taste from my mouth. The robe was the same kind as the one Michael was wearing, really soft and comfortable. He was serving dinner outside on a balcony overlooking the beach when I came out.

"Are you hungry?" he asked, pulling my chair.

"I am actually. I haven't eaten much today."

"This will make you feel better," he said, and he served a lovely pasta and salad.

He was so attentive and nice. He just wanted to chat about what we could see up and down the coast, the landmarks and buildings. There was nothing of what had happened that day with the stupid boys fighting or with me getting so drunk and passing out.

Michael was polite and very responsive to anything I had to say, which made me feel his equal in maturity. I thought of his wife quite a few times throughout dinner but decided not to mention her, as he hadn't.

After helping him clear the meal away and tidy the kitchen, we strolled back out to the balcony, and he stood just behind me as I looked out at the moonlit waves rolling ashore. His body was lightly touching mine, and his deep mellow voice was right there at my ear as he spoke.

"You know, I should confess there's a security camera in my office downstairs. I was actually watching the whole time you were in there with that young guy."

I blushed as I looked up at the older man. "Were you?"

"Yes, but to be totally honest, I've been watching you all weekend. There are cameras everywhere, and whenever I was down there I was always looking for you." He had placed his hand on my hip and leaned closer. "You're very beautiful."

My heart was thumping. "But there were lots of girls at the party," I said.

“Really? I didn't notice," Michael went on smoothly. And that time he touched my hair, moving it back from my neck and leaning in to press his lips to my skin. "So, do you mind that I was watching you and Adrian in my office? What you were doing for him was rather exciting. I could almost feel it."

"It was the first time I've done that," I uttered. The soft kisses were giving me the nicest kind of goose bumps.

"Did you enjoy it?" Michael’s hand had moved from my hip to my belly, and he was pressing against me from behind.

I could feel his erection. "Yes, I enjoyed it. It felt nice. It tasted a bit yucky when he was finishing, but I didn’t mind that."

I was suddenly lifted and carried back inside. I placed my arms around the older man’s neck and closed my eyes as he kissed my lips. I was carried past the open door of the master bedroom and along a hallway to what must have been a guest room.

"You know, oral sex goes both ways," he said as he stood by a double bed still holding me in his arms.

"I know,” I replied, blushing. "Well, I sort of know."

He placed me down with my head resting on the pillows and lay beside me. "Has a guy ever done it for you before?"

I shook my head. Michael was kissing me again, and I wasn't sure what to do with my hands, so I sort of clung to the bedspread as he undid the tie around my waist. He opened my robe, and I caught a breath as my breasts were bared.

"You should make it a rule with these boys," he said, smiling. "They're gonna want it all the time, but you've got to learn to say, me first!"

He sucked on one of my nipples and I squirmed up against him, pressing my boob into his mouth. His hands were inside the robe, raking down my back and holding me up while he softly kissed and suckled on me. He did that with one nipple until I was just about panting, then he moved to the other and sucked it.

That made me moan and grab hold of his head. He rolled over on top of me and kissed his way down my belly. He was at the top of my bikini pants and kissing and sucking my skin while he pulled at the edges of them. He tugged them down and pulled them from my ankles, and he forced my legs open. He had a hand pressed against each of my inner thighs, and I was clinging to the bedspread again when he opened his mouth over my pussy and licked it.

“HUH… oh my god!" I uttered as a wave of tingly little thrills swarmed all over my body, and I lay there with my eyes wide and fixed on the ceiling as the older man nuzzled and licked inside of me.

Michael used his thumbs to hold my pussy lips open and he sucked on my pink flesh and worked his tongue up over my glans. He could taste my sweet young juices. He lapped them up then sucked on my little button while I squirmed and ground against his mouth.

He smiled to himself as he looked up and saw how I was then clinging to the bed head and arching my body up off the bed. He could see my tits shuddering, and I was moaning and panting away. He kept sucking on my clit and massaging it with his tongue while he untied his robe and opened it. He was fully erect of course.

I was so easy for those boys at the party, and I was going to be so easy for him too, he knew it.

He was going to fuck me. He wanted to be inside me when I came right then.

I fell onto the bed when Michael kissed up over my belly. I was on the edge of one of my orgasms, and I was in the middle of panting, "Ooh keep going like that," when suddenly I felt his penis slide right on in. Then I just clung to him as he started thrusting.

I was wide eyed and staring at the ceiling. My chin was resting on the older man’s shoulder, and his body was rolling and humping between my legs. The shock of being penetrated had doused my orgasm, but the feel of the man’s cock withdrawing then spearing me and the way he was grinding against me when he was all the way in soon ignited things again. And this time it wasn't just my pussy that was tingling. The warmth was centred deeper where I could feel the excitement building in my belly.

I started grinding back against the guy. When I was being split wide open and I could feel him pressing against my clit, I arched up and rubbed myself over the base of the thick shaft. It felt so nice like that, and it made him go sort of crazy humping into me even harder.

I spread my legs as wide as I could and clung to him, grinding and rubbing myself onto his penis. My belly was getting warmer and the tingling was getting stronger. He started pounding me hard and fast, and the feeling inside was building. I couldn't get my legs any wider and I wanted it deeper. His dick was so hard. I ground myself on it. I dug my feet into the bed and held myself up while he pounded it into me. The warmth and the tingles were building more and more, and I braced up there and held myself spread.

He was hammering against me and surging inside of me. He fucked me hard and was deep and grinding wildly when suddenly the warmth in my belly contracted into a ball of pure ecstasy and exploded, ripping through my entire body like nothing I had ever experienced. It clenched and convulsed as my tight little pussy contracted around the thing poking inside of it, and I moaned and clung to the guy on top of me.

His body was still, and he held firm with his penis fully inside of me. I ground myself over it while my orgasm thumped through my belly. I felt so wet and open, and I squirmed against the hard masculine body pressed down onto me. When the convulsions started to diminish, I felt him begin to move again.

He was supporting himself above me with the muscles in his arms and shoulders pumped up and rippling. He was moving his lower body, rolling his pelvis and sticking his hard dick into me. "Just hold still for me now," he breathed into my hair, and I understood I was about to be cummed in.

He was in full control, and I just relaxed into the movement of his body. His action was different now. He was all the way up me and fucking me with short thrusts. He was just rolling his pelvis and grinding his dick inside of me – really deep inside. He started puffing and groaning, and his body was so tense and virtually quivering. He jammed his dick in hard and held it there, and it throbbed on its own.

A man was actually cumming inside of me, and I kept my legs spread wide open to accept his load. I clung to his convulsing body and stared at the ceiling while his penis throbbed and throbbed, his semen spurting.

I waited, still staring up at the ceiling while Michael started moving inside me again. I wasn't sure what was going to happen next or what I should do, so I just kept my legs spread for him and offered myself in case he needed to cum some more. His penis was still quite firm, and it started getting harder again, but he suddenly lifted his upper body and kissed me. "Are you thirsty?"

"Yes, a bit."

"Ice water okay?"

"That would be nice," I said.

Michael lifted from me with his dick slipping out, and I closed my legs and sat up.

"Come back out to the balcony," he said as he left the room.

I searched for my bikini pants and pulled them on. My legs were a bit rubbery and my inner thighs were wet. I felt my pussy and found it sopping and slippery. I blushed at the thought that it was from his semen as I tied the robe into place and walked back down the hall.

I could see the older man wasn't looking, so I stopped and poked my head into the master bedroom. It was huge and absolutely gorgeous, and the thought of being the guy's wife flashed through my mind for a second before I hurried on out to the balcony.

Michael handed me a glass of water then sat down. I sipped it and remained standing by the rail. "Beautiful night, isn't it?" he said, resting back and relaxing in the cool ocean breeze.

I felt unsure. I needed to be cuddled or something.

Michael looked at his watch but didn't say anything. It was after one in the morning. "Do you want to sit down?" he said.

I shook my head. "No, thanks. I'm fine."

He stood and approached, moving behind me and smoothing hair from my neck. "Are you okay?"

"Yes, I'm okay. I probably should be going soon. They must be wondering where I am."

"Yeah, I guess. Although you could stay here tonight," he said, kissing me softly.

His hand had moved to my belly, and he held me close while I could feel his penis firming against me.

"I probably should go. I have to be at the train station in the morning," I said to him.

"Well okay, but you really are beautiful," he whispered, and he lifted my chin and kissed my lips. "You were really beautiful just now," he added, making me blush again.

"Thanks," I said. "I didn't know we were going to do that."

He chuckled. "Yeah, but it was nice, right?"

"Uh huh."

He kissed me more deeply, and I relaxed into him. His erection was prominent against my belly, and I thought he was going to want me again but he stepped back and visibly denied that idea. "Yeah it is getting late," he said. Then he grinned. "I really should make a call before I get into trouble too."

I understood the man was talking about calling his wife, and that was my signal to get out of there. I found my clothes in the laundry downstairs, clean and dry. I dressed and handed Michael the bathrobe. He kissed me again but didn't say anything, and I left at that.

It was only a short walk around the corner to the front of the villa where I found my bag and clothes on the lawn outside the bedroom window. Anne had obviously thrown them out there. I was stunned. I gathered my clothing and put it in the bag. My train ticket was in the side pocket, and my toothbrush and everything was stuffed in my toiletries bag.

I stood there on the footpath wondering what to do. I was sure Uncle Lester would let me in, but I couldn't go knocking on the door with Anne in there. I tried to recall what had happened at the party earlier and sort of remembered Anne screaming and her boyfriend trying to kiss me – which wasn't my fault!

I thought about sneaking back into Michael's yard and sleeping on one of the chairs by the pool. But then what? I still had to get to the train station, and that was an hour drive, and I didn't know if there were buses or anything. Although, I had seen a bus station near the beach, so maybe I could go there and wait.

I had walked back around to the front of Michael's house. I looked down the beach, where the street was dark and deserted. I was too scared to go walking along there, so I turned back around and stood looking at the light upstairs in Michael's house. He was probably there talking to his wife, though, and I just stood there getting ready to cry.

"Are you okay, Catherine?" Michael called out. He was downstairs and had opened the front door.

"They kicked me out," I sobbed. "I don't know what to do."

Michael took my bag and led me inside. He was kind and attentive, and he took me up to the room where we had made love. "Is this okay?" he asked. "You know where the kitchen is if you need anything. And we'll sort everything out in the morning."

He left me with a soft kiss goodnight and closed the door in the master bedroom. I changed into pyjamas and got into bed. I could hear him talking on the phone but I drifted off to sleep pretty quickly.

Sometime later I woke to the feel of the older man getting into bed with me. He cuddled up behind with his erection pressing against my back. He was kissing my neck and feeling my breasts. He reached down my front and pressed his hand between my legs, rubbing me and grinding his erection against my bum.

I sort of cuddled the pillow as he pulled my pyjama pants down. He was poking between my legs with his penis, and he got the head of it into my pussy and started forcing it. He worked it in and out, forcing it deeper each time until he was all the way inside of me. "Yeah, fuck that's tight," he breathed into my ear, and I pressed myself back against him as he started fucking me.

I arched my hips and presented myself so he could do it. He had his hand down the front and he was rubbing my clit then sort of holding my pussy open so his dick could slide between his fingers. I could feel how wet I was again, probably still from him cumming in me before, I thought, as my orgasm started to build again.

My peak wasn't as powerful as the first time because it was more from his fingers rubbing my clit, but it came on fast and still thumped through my belly really nicely. And it was still going when I felt him drive up hard behind my bottom and start bucking.

I couldn't feel his penis throbbing that time, and I didn't feel his cum, but after he rolled over I felt a dribble of fluid. He was panting. I rolled onto my back, wondering if I should cuddle up to him. He put his arm around me and guided me to his chest, making me smile. I could feel his cum leaking from between my legs, but I was being cuddled this time and everything was perfect.

Sometime later I woke again. I was facing away, and Michael was behind me working his penis into my pussy. I just arched my bottom back against him that time and let him do it. He got it all the way in and started thrusting, but he ended up working me onto my belly, and he was on top still humping me.

He had straddled my legs, and I lifted my bum so he could get his dick all the way in. It didn't feel as amazing, but it was exciting to be taken that way, and when he finally humped up against me hard and held firmly, I could feel his penis expand and throb. I held myself up against it while more semen was deposited in my belly. I smiled to myself and wriggled back against him feeling how wonderful and how natural it was to have a man ejaculating inside of me.


Chapter 11

It was 5am, and I dozed off again before the sun came up. When I woke it was almost eight. I was alone in bed, lying in a wet spot with my pyjama pants down around my knees, and I was very sticky between the legs.

I quickly cleaned up in the bathroom. I used a warm washcloth to wipe my legs and dab at my red, swollen pussy. I was so happy it had been used properly by a man now. It was like I’d been taking care of it all this time, waiting for a man to use it for his pleasure, and now one man finally had.

A boy had used my mouth for his pleasure and made me swallow his cum, and now a man had used my pussy for his pleasure and pumped his semen into my belly. And now I just need to find some other boys and men who wanted to do it too. I’m going to let almost any man or boy who looks at me in that way have sex with me from now on.

I was grinning to myself about that but at the same time I had to get to my train somehow.

I pulled on panties and a bikini top, track pants and a sweater. Then I snuck along to the master bedroom where my lover was sleeping noisily. He was on his belly with his white bum sticking out, snoring like a damn pig, and I giggled under my breath but I had to wake him! Oh my god, I thought as I tried to summon up the courage to call out to him. It was different to last night in the dark. This was the cool light of day, and I felt like the total stranger that I, in fact, was.

"Oh no,” I whimpered as I took a step into the room.

"You there, Catherine?" called a familiar voice from downstairs.

I turned and hurried from the master bedroom, grabbed my bag and ran down to the front door. "Uncle Lester!"

"Come on love, what are you doing? You're going to miss your train!"

I gave Lester a hug. "But Anne kicked me out!"

He took my bag and ushered me toward his rusty old car. "Don't take any notice of that little bitch." He chuckled. "Next time don't even bring her with you!"

I laughed. What a hero this funny little man was. Like there was nothing to it, he drove off merrily whistling and smiling. "And what the hell is that you're wearing?" he pointed out after a few blocks. "You can't go travelling across the country looking like that."

"It's ketchup," I explained. The mark was still there on my sweater.

Lester pulled into a small shopping centre. "Just in the door on the right there's a clothes shop," he said, fumbling in his pocket.

I accepted money without trying to argue. I went in and found a sweater on the first stand. There was also a pretty little lace bra on sale, so I grabbed that too.

"So, you had a nice weekend then, love? It was very nice having you."

I smiled back at Lester. "You're a really lovely man, aren't you?"

"Aw, now don't let that get around."

"Yes, I had a nice weekend, thank you. It was lots of fun."

"And young Adrian? Did he treat you right?"

"He was okay. He's a typical boy, that's all."

"And what about Michael? Do I need to have a word with him – run him over with my car or something?"

I laughed. "No. He's okay too."

Before long we had reached the expressway where the road divided and the oncoming traffic was the other side of a nature strip. I opened my shopping bag and blushed as I thought of what I was going to do. I smiled across at Lester. "Can you drive fast so no one overtakes us for a minute, please?" I asked sweetly.

He looked across at me. "Why's that, love?"

My blush deepened. "So I can get changed."

"Oh," Lester grunted as his eyes went googly behind his glasses.

I lifted off my sweater and looked back to make sure no cars were coming. Then I pulled the strings on my bikini top and took it off too.

"Holy shit!" Lester exclaimed, his eyes lighting up and a big smile splitting his chubby, round face.

I took the new sweater and bra out of the bag, but I just waited a minute while Lester looked at my breasts. He had gone quiet. He was checking the road but mostly just staring at them. I didn't really know what to do next, so I just waited a bit longer, pushing my chest forward, showing them to him.

This was a part of it though, helping a man get excited for sex. If a man wants to look at me, he can.

Lester looked up from my boobs and smiled. "Thanks, love. This is the best weekend I've had since I can't remember when."

"Really?" I said shyly as I fixed the clasp and swivelled my bra around into place.

"Holy fucking shit!" Lester smiled again as he had his last look.

I waited until he turned back to the road, then I pulled the straps up and smoothed my bra into place properly. My nipples were firm and visible through the white lace, and I fiddled with the sweater for a few minutes while the older man looked at me like that. I could see the bulge in his shorts, and I liked having caused that again. That had obviously worked to make him excited for sex.

When I was dressed I sort of dozed off for a while because I was so sleepy from being awake most of the night. When I woke we were almost there and just leaving the expressway.

"Uncle Lester, did you really mean it when you said I could come and stay without Anne sometime?"

"Hell yes!" Lester declared. "Anytime you want, just give me a call and I'll come pick you up at the station."

I found a pen in my bag. "Can you tell me your phone number, please?"

Lester called out his number and I wrote it on my ticket cover. The train station was right there, and we were 20 minutes early. Lester pulled into the car park and turned off the car. "Should I come see you off?"

I looked around. There was a big old van parked beside us, and from the other direction there was no one close by. It was very quiet with only a few people all the way over by the train.

I smiled through my blush. "Can I do something for you?"

Lester grinned but looked confused. "Like what, love?"

"You know, something!" I uttered, glancing down at his lap and blushing some more.

"Holy shit! Love, you don't have to do that," he said, but he had a quick look around too.

"But I'd like to," I went on. "Just with my hand."

Lester swallowed hard and had another look around. He lifted the catch and pushed his seat back. "You really want to?"

"Uh huh," I uttered, and I watched the older man undo his pants and pull his underwear down a bit. His penis was short and thick, and I closed my hand around it and squeezed softly as it lengthened slightly and firmed up. "It feels nice," I said to him, but he was checking around again.

He shifted in his seat and gave me more room. I felt over the big, spongy head with my thumb. It was much thicker than the head of Adrian's penis. It was also darker in colour, getting to be almost purple as I continued rubbing over it with my thumb. There was some clear fluid coming from the tip, and I used that to make it more slippery.

"Does that feel nice?" I asked.

"Aw yeah, love. Just like that," Lester said, thrusting a bit and forcing the head through my fist.

I started pulling him off, making a fist around it and stroking up and down. I made sure to go all the way up and over the purple head because he squirmed every time I did that. And there was more of the clear fluid leaking out of the tip, so I used that to wet the shaft, but it was still too dry, so I bent down and dribbled a little bit of saliva.

Lester groaned excitedly when I was doing that, so I stayed down there and rested my head on his fat belly. His penis was slippery now, and my hand was sliding up and down it and swishing over the big purple dome. The shaft was getting harder. I leaned down close again and dribbled some more saliva. Then I was stroking faster, and I noticed Lester really squirming when I rubbed over the head, so I concentrated on that even more.

"Oh, love,” he groaned. He was wriggling and thrusting. "Oh shit!" he cried under his breath, and suddenly he was still and his penis swelled up even more.

I knew he was about to cum, and I stroked fast until he bucked, then I quickly took the swollen purple head in. I sucked softly and felt his big old balls pulse. Then thick jets of semen were gushing up against the roof of my mouth. I swallowed one big gulp for the man, but he was still squirting, and I swallowed again. Then I softly sucked on the big, spongy head and some more gooey stuff pulsed from it, and I moaned a little as I swallowed that too.

I sat up and wiped my mouth on the back of my hand. Lester was smiling with such contentment. "That was a lot," I said, swallowing again at the strong taste of his semen.

He just kept on smiling, seemingly lost for words.

I kissed his cheek. "I’ll try to come back for another visit soon. I'll call you, okay?"

I took my bag and hurried to the train. I got my seat and rested back enjoying the lingering taste. Lester’s cum had been thicker than Adrian's, and it was sort of coating my teeth. He was such a nice man, though, and I was happy to have his taste in my mouth. Plus, it was the only thing I had eaten so far that morning, and I giggled at the thought of eating a man's cum for breakfast.

After another short nap I found the dining car and ordered some real food. There was no smoking men this time, and it was a day trip, so it was just a matter of enjoying the scenery. I dozed on and off throughout the journey, and it was getting on nine at night when the train was approaching my station.

I had checked the bus timetable and found there would be one at nine-thirty that would get me home not much past ten. The plan was to tell my parents that Anne and I had a fight and I decided to catch the bus home. Which was half true, I figured.

I closed my eyes one last time and thought of my adventure; of the scumbags on the train and that arsehole Adrian and of spending the night with Michael and having sex with him three times! I held my belly and smiled at the thought of that. Then I thought of Uncle Lester and that I was going to stay with him again really soon!

I felt the train grinding to a stop at the station, but I was reluctant to open my eyes and officially put an end to my adventure.

The train came to rest, and I waited one more moment, then I did open my eyes. I opened them and looked out the window to see my stepdad standing there in his police uniform searching up and down the platform.

"Oh shit…!"


Chapter 12

Riding home that night, the police car was kind of appropriate. My stepdad didn’t know much, only that I had snuck away down the coast with my girlfriend.

“Were there any boys staying at the villa? What about that rascal brother?”

“No, we just had fun at the beach. I didn’t ask because I knew you’d say no.”

It took my stepfather a week to settle down and about three months to stop glaring at me and shaking his head over the incident. I kept a low profile, coming straight home after work and not going out much otherwise. I began seeing Robbie from across the road – hanging out with him but denying him anything more than a bit of kissing. At least Bruce approved of Robbie, so there was less stress to deal with in that regard.

Robbie and I were hanging out at his house one Sunday when I found myself sitting alone in the lounge room, smoothing my hands over the lounge cushions either side of me and drifting off into the memory of Mrs Dale being taken right there by that stranger, the one who often came to me in my dreams and ravished me.

Robbie came in from out the front yard with his friend Foley. Foley was a couple of years older, almost 21. His hazel eyes travelled from my legs up to my bikini top before meeting my blush. He always looked me over slowly, which I liked.

“Hey, Cath,” he said, grinning.

I raked back my hair and fixed the tie for my ponytail while he looked back down at my breasts.

“Come on, let’s go,” Robbie said. He had a couple of towels clutched in his hand. They were going to Jared’s place for a swim.

I went with them but found there were two other girls already in the pool, both older and with bigger boobs, and Foley was more interested in them than me. Jared wasn’t. He always paid me attention. It was too bad he was different, though. It wasn’t like that with Jared. He was even older, at 26, and had always been like family to me.

I left and went home early. That weekend was the annual summer vacation. My stepdad and Mr Dale hired a minibus and our two families drove across state together.

It started with Robbie on the first day.


Part 2: My First Time Going Topless

Chapter 1

“Stop it!” I cried. “God, you’re such a pain sometimes.”

“Aw, but you said we would when we were on vacation,” Robbie complained. “You promised we could do stuff.”

“I did not! I said maybe, if it felt right.”

He tried rubbing up my thigh again, cautiously, but with the if it felt right bit giving him another idea. “But you know how much I love you, Catherine,” he whispered as he kissed my neck. “You know I’ve never even kissed another girl in my whole life!”

“Oh, that’s just silly,” I scoffed, though I allowed his hand to edge a little way beneath my skirt that time.

“No it’s not,” he whispered to me. “You know you’re the only girl for me ever since we were kids.”

As we had grown up as neighbours and playmates, Robbie had always expected to get promoted to boyfriend status. He had just turned 19 and had been hoping that with me turning 18 he would finally get past first base. He had felt me up a few times lately and even rubbed me through my panties, but his constant erection had yet to be called upon.

Which was because of exactly what he seemed to not understand, that we had grown up together and it was like we were brother and sister or something. It just felt weird to me.

“You know you’re the only girl I’m ever gonna love,” he went on, kissing my ear and searching up under my skirt a little further again.

“Robbie! I said no! What if our parents come back? It’s not exactly the best place to be doing it when they could walk through the door any minute.”

“Aw, they’re not gonna be back for ages. They said they’re gonna check out the resort, and that means shopping for hours, and stopping at a bar somewhere for sure.”

“Well, anyway, this just isn’t going to happen right now,” I declared as I pushed him away and got up off the couch. “I want to go check out the beach. Are you coming?”

We were in the apartment me and my parents were staying in. Robbie was staying with his dad and stepmum next door. Our two families vacationed together at least once a year, usually camping, but this summer the olds had decided on an up-market island resort, which was another thing Robbie had figured would help his chances of finally getting his dick wet in me. What with the romance and all, surely he’d be getting lucky before the end of the week, he hoped.

He watched through the tiny opening in the door I deliberately hadn’t quite closed behind me. I stepped out of my panties and pulled on bikini bottoms. He caught a flash of my neatly trimmed pubes as I turned past a mirror, then I tossed my bra and let him see my tits before I tied my bikini top in place.

“Come on then,” I said as I brushed past and out the door, and Robbie grabbed his towel and hurried after me.

The elevator opened into the foyer of the resort and that led to the pools, bars and gardens. Beyond that was the beach. Robbie caught my hand before I stepped down onto the sand, and he pulled me close for a kiss. “I didn’t mean to get pushy again,” he said apologetically.

I responded with another kiss. “I know. It’s okay. I just want to wait until it’s perfect before our first time.”

We remained there cuddling and talking at the top of the stairs leading down to the beach for a while, and I noticed the resort’s old maintenance man leaning back on a broken, down jet ski watching us.


Chapter 2

Old George the resort maintenance man was a pot-bellied, grey-haired ex-surfer in my mid-50s. He’d been working at the resort since vacationing here 10 years ago and scoring a job. He never bothered going home. He just called his old boss and told him to shove it, then moved out of his suite and into the bungalow behind the maintenance workshop. He had spent every day since living a life of relaxation in the sun, and ogling every hard-bodied bikini girl that sauntered past. Including me.

Right then he was puffing on a cigarette and looking me over, thinking I had a very pretty face and beautiful green eyes, and liking my long blond hair and golden-brown skin. My legs were slender and my hips were slight though feminine, he decided. He imagined he could nearly squeeze his big old hands around my waist it was so tiny, and he liked my perky little tits with upturned nipples just noticeable through my white bikini top.

He watched me stroll by and concentrated on the sway of my hips and the way the little wrap around skirt I had on was swishing across the back of my thighs. He imagined with a nice womanly hip action like that I would be a good fuck. He imagined how good I could grind over his old cock if I was riding him cowgirl style. Or maybe reverse cowgirl so he could reach around and feel my little titties while I was at it.

These were typical thoughts for old George whilst ogling one of us young bikini girls, but he struggled to remember the day he could actually get any action like that. He would occasionally score with one of the many single mature women who frequented the resort, but there was no harm in checking out us young ones, he reasoned as he flicked his smoke and went back to work on the jet ski.

“Mornin’, George! How they hangin’?” a man called to him.

“Andy! Yeah good, son. How’d you get on at the airport?”

“Easy! Got there just before time and no delays.”

Andy was a mid-30s man who had been at the resort for a week hiring out one of the jet skis every day. He had been vacationing with his wife and two children but had delivered them to the airport that morning.

“Fuck, I’ve been looking forward to this,” he said, stretching and looking around at the beach. “A whole week without the wife and kids! Thank God for business!”

Andy had a few business meetings to attend and one dinner function at the end of the week, but his days were free. His wife had to return to work, so she couldn’t stay with him. It was his first chance to be completely alone in years, and he was feeling good.

“I’m just going for a quick surf then I’ll be back for a ski, okay George?”

George waved him off, and he jogged down to the water and out into the waves. He was a keen bodysurfer, and although the surf was a bit rough he did pretty well. He caught a few good waves and dodged the kids on body boards.

After half an hour he was about to call it quits and head back to shore when I got absolutely dumped by a particularly savage wave right in front of him. I went arse over head with legs everywhere, and when the wave spewed me out, I didn’t know which way was up.

Andy caught my arm and lifted me, holding me until I found my feet. My hair was matted over my face and I was coughing and spluttering sea water. My bikini top had come undone or perhaps broken a string, and it was hanging backwards from my neck. My little white tits were bare.

“Are you all right?” Andy asked kindly.

I stopped coughing. “Yes, I’m… Oh my god!” I cried as I searched for my bikini top.

I found it and desperately tried to untangle it. Andy remained beside me, shielding me from a few other men and boys close by. “It’s okay, no one’s watching,” he reassured me, though he was looking down at my tits himself. They were perfect, he thought; small but nicely rounded beneath dark highset nipples. “Here, let me help,” he went on easily, and I allowed him to take hold of the tangled string that was causing the problem while I held my arm across my breasts.

“This is so embarrassing,” I said, nervously looking around.

“No, it’s actually funny when you think about it. I’m sure you’ll have a laugh later.” Andy smiled, which caused me to smile in response. He had undone the knot in the string. “There you go,” he said, again checking out my tits while I fixed my top into place.

“Thank you,” I said, even more nervous as I peered up biting my lip, and Andy left me with another smile and dived into the wave that was passing by.

I watched him surf into shore and walk up toward the resort without looking back. My heart was pounding and my legs were numb. I went to my towel and was drying off when my pretend boyfriend arrived from the shop with chips and sodas.

“Are you all right, Catherine?” Robbie asked. “You look a bit red in the face.”

“I’m fine. Better than fine actually,” I said dreamily. I could see the man had stopped to chat with an older man working on a jet ski. I guessed the one who had helped me would be nearly my parents’ age, but that didn’t matter. He could have me anytime he wanted.

“I want to go back to the resort now, Robbie. Are you coming?”

I tied my skirt around my waist and led off with Robbie following. I wanted to hurry before the man walked away, but I slowed as I approached, pulling my shoulders back and thrusting my boobs forward. I wished I had bigger breasts.

The guy had man sized muscles. His shoulders were broad and his face had little lines that accentuated his strong features. He glanced, and I smiled, which caused him to smile in response as his eyes flashed lower to check out my body, and that made my legs go tingly again.

I wished I had a reason to stop, but I didn’t, and I kept walking past and up the stairs. When I reached the top of the stairs, I dared to glance back, though, and both men were looking at me.

Mmm, if only they knew I was available to them, my pussy or my mouth. I’d even let the big fat one have me if the other one wanted me too.

I couldn’t just stand there though, and I kept walking with Robbie while blushing back at them.


Chapter 3

That afternoon Robbie and I spent a few hours at one of the resort pools with some other kids our age. Robbie ended up parasailing with a group of boys and I went shopping with some new girlfriends.

That evening we were left alone by our parents and stayed in Robbie’s suite listening to music and cuddling and kissing. I parted my legs a little when Robbie started feeling my thigh. He felt his way up to my panties and was rubbing me through them.

He liked how warm I felt and how he could force his fingers inside me a little way. He had never felt underneath my panties though, and after I had rejected him earlier in the day, he decided not to try and push things again just yet, so he soon left off rubbing me there and felt up under my top and bra.

I actually liked the feel of Robbie touching me between the legs, but he never brought me even close to orgasm, and I wondered if he even knew what that was. I wondered, but as close as we were as friends I didn’t quite know how to bring up the matter. I was worried it might embarrass him, and was kind of hoping one of his male friends might educate him one day and save me from having to go there.

Robbie searched around behind my back and released my bra clasp. I wriggled out of it and pulled it off completely to allow him better access. I tossed it aside and straddled his lap, which made his eyes pop open and his body stiffen beneath me.

What was already quite stiff was his dick, and I straddled that and used it to rub where I liked to rub myself. I was splitting myself over the underside of his shaft, which was sticking straight up against his stomach.

“Only like this, though,” I whispered to him. “Not inside me, okay?”

“Okay,” Robbie groaned as he started thrusting. He only had on thin cotton shorts, and it felt like his cock had worked its way through the opening in his boxers. There was just that one layer of fabric and my panties. He was thrusting and spearing his cock through my slit, and I was grinding down hard.

I quickly reached one of my usual orgasms, and I clung to my make-believe boyfriend’s head while it pulsed through my belly. I could also feel Robbie’s dick throbbing, and I understood he had ejaculated. He was suddenly relaxed and wasn’t trying to thrust anymore. He was just holding me and panting against my chest.

“Did you cum?” I asked him softly.

“Yeah…. I think I need to go and get changed,” he said, his face flushed red.

I rolled off him and sat with my legs tucked up to the side without bothering to tug my skirt down. It was a tiny little thing that barely covered my panties anyway, and it had bunched up like a belt around my waist. I was sitting there cooling down after my orgasm while Robbie was in the bathroom cleaning himself up, when suddenly the door opened and Robbie’s dad walked in and stopped with his eyes popping open. I instinctively tugged at my skirt, but my bra was lying there on the floor at Mr Dale’s feet.

“Hi, Mr Dale,” I uttered nervously, hugging my knees to my chest.

Mr Dale picked up my bra and stepped close but didn’t hand it to me. He grinned. “Where’s Robbie?”

I pointed to the bathroom. I could see Mr Dale was looking at my legs, and I knew my panties would be exposed because my skirt was still bunched up my back. I lowered my legs, sitting up and smoothing my hands down to my knees, but my panties were still exposed between my bare thighs.

I watched Mr Dale’s face as he stared at them. It was like time had stopped, but my heart was pounding. I moved my hands from my knees but kept my legs together. I felt for the hem of my skirt, thinking about stretching it down. I waited until his eyes lifted before I did that.

He grinned again as he handed me the bra. “I just came back for my wallet. I’ll leave you kids to it then.”

Mr Dale collected his wallet off the table and returned to the door. He glanced back and took another look at me. I was biting down on an embarrassed smile. “Don’t worry, I won’t tell your parents,” he said with a wink, and he deliberately looked back down at my legs.

I felt my knees parting like I had no control over them. I was excited by the fact that Mr Dale was looking at me and obviously thinking about me in that way. “Promise you won’t tell?” I asked him as sweetly as I could.

“Sure, but it might cost you,” he replied with a chuckle.

I could hear the shower running, so I knew Robbie would be a while yet. “Well, what can I do to make sure you don’t tell?” I teased as I walked over to the door. “Bruce will kill me if he finds out.”

I had stopped right in front of Mr Dale, and I was swaying against the door. He checked the hallway over his shoulder then turned back to me. He touched my hair, gathering a few strands from my cheek and smoothing down to my shoulder. I looked at his hand, and he trailed his fingers lower and touched me through my tank top, making my nipple harden and my pussy tingle.

“I guess if you don’t tell, then I won’t,” Mr Dale said to me, and with that he felt my tit more firmly. He squeezed it and made me gasp and moan slightly as I pressed forward against his hand. I had my hands behind my back, clinging to the door frame while he continued to feel me up. I peered up at him, and he bent to me and kissed my lips. He was instantly erect and I was completely submissive as he pressed his body against me, but he was conscious of the fact that his son might open the bathroom door any second. “This is our little secret, then?” he said to me as he kissed me hard once more.

He lifted from me and pulled up my top to have a quick look. The shower had stopped in the bathroom, so he led me out into the hallway. He kissed me hard again and felt my tits bare while he was at it. I was responding with open mouth and just moaning and thrusting my chest forward as he groped me and pinched my nipples.

Mr Dale pulled himself away and walked across to the elevator. I remained leaning back against the door with my top still up over my tits. I was just smiling at my friend’s father with my eyes glazed and dreamy.

“Our little secret!” he said to me again as the elevator door opened.

“Okay, Mr Dale,” I uttered through my smile.

When the elevator doors closed, I tugged my top down into place and went in to find Robbie coming from the bathroom. I told him I had to go and left immediately. Back in my hotel room, I went straight to bed and rubbed myself to another orgasm thinking about Mr Dale and the other man who had saved me from the wave. I decided I was going to find him again tomorrow.

The resort isn’t that big, so how hard could it be, right?


Chapter 4

That next morning I spent hours by the pool watching for the man from the beach. I had no luck with that, but I did meet the other girls from yesterday. Robbie went off with some boys and I went shopping with the girls again.

Mid-afternoon we were all back at the pool swimming and playing around, with the boys doing their best to get onto us girls. Finally I caught sight of the beach guy walking through the pool area with a towel over his shoulder. He went right by without looking at me and continued out through the gardens and along a walking track that led to the parkland and toward the far end of the beach.

I grabbed my towel and dragged Robbie along. “Where are we going?” he complained as he got hold of his towel and ran after me.

“Let’s go for a walk,” I said excitedly. “Let’s see where this track goes.”

I could see the guy up ahead, and I followed along keeping a distance. When the guy stopped at a bench beside the track to talk on his phone, Robbie and I were soon walking past him. I looked quite deliberately and the guy smiled, so I smiled back and half turned as I slowly and reluctantly walked by.

“How are you?” he asked. He had finished his call and pocketed his phone. “No injuries, I hope.”

“Only my pride,” I responded shyly. I turned back and stepped closer. Robbie was instantly by my side. “He saved me from a wave yesterday,” I said to Robbie, although I continued looking at the older man as I spoke. His eyes were moving up and down my body, and I was arching my boobs forward.

“So, you two are heading up to the north end, are you? I guess you’re old enough.”

“Old enough?” I queried.

“Yeah, I guess you’re going up for a look at the ladies are you, son?”

“What ladies?” Robbie asked blankly.

The guy had started off walking again. Robbie and I kept up with him. “You know it’s topless up the north end of the beach, don’t you?” he asked. “Well, it’s optional of course, but most of the ladies indulge us men and show what they’ve got.”

“The ones with something to show, that is,” I responded cautiously.

“Well, don’t underestimate how attractive small breasted women are,” the man shot back. “Isn’t that right?” he asked Robbie.

Robbie pulled me close to his side. “I like small ones!”

There was a walking trail leading off through the sand dunes and the guy took that. I followed him and Robbie followed me.

“Well, you shouldn’t feel pressured to take your top off – er…?”

“Catherine! My name’s Catherine!”

“Catherine, and…?”

“Robbie!”

“I’m Andy. Nice to meet you both.” The man offered a smile. “Yeah, if you kids just want to have a look, that’s fine. There’s going to be a lot of older guys like me that’ll be watching for it, but you don’t have to go topless if you feel uncomfortable.”

“But we could sit with you, couldn’t we?” I asked excitedly.

Andy grinned. “Yes, of course you can.”

The sand dunes ended and the trail opened onto a small, secluded section of the beach. There were plenty of sunbathers, mostly men and mostly Andy’s age and older. There were a scattering of women but none under about 30, and they were all sun browned and kind of leathery. There were lots of men looking up at me. I retreated behind Robbie’s arm.

“I don’t like this,” Robbie said.

“Well, the surf looks good.” Andy tossed his towel over by a rock and jogged off toward the water.

“It’s okay,” I said to Robbie. “Let’s just sit over here for a while. “

“But everyone’s looking at us,” Robbie complained.

We spread our towels and sat down. I hugged my knees while Robbie gazed around at the few topless women close by. Andy returned after a little while dripping wet and with his muscles rippling and defined. I watched him drying off. I squirmed as his eyes moved over my legs and settled on my bikini bottoms for a moment. He grinned. “Still here?”

“Yes, we’re still here!” I defended playfully.

“Look at those ones, Robbie!” Andy said.

There was a woman up on her knees fixing her towel into position. Her breasts were huge and swaying beneath her slender body.

“See, I told you they have to be big!” I complained indignantly.

“No, yours are nice too. Perfect for your age and build,” Andy assured. “Over there too,” he said to Robbie.

There was another big breasted woman moving around, though she was quite large all over.

“Big old granny ones,” Robbie scoffed, seemingly relaxing into the situation as he settled on his stomach, watching all around.

I settled too, though still hugging my knees to my chest a bit. We were sitting back against a long, low rock ledge poking out of the sand, and a few middle aged men had taken positions sitting up on the ledge looking down. There were also two men now setting up towels quite close in front.

“You’re becoming very popular,” Andy said under his breath, just loud enough for me and Robbie to hear.

Both men setting up in front lay down on their stomachs facing us. Another one, who would have been in his 60s, was claiming a spot between them.

Andy grinned and whispered again. “So, are you going to give them a look or not?”

“She doesn’t have to,” Robbie whispered back. “It’s not even sunny enough to get a tan or anything.”

He was right. The sun had disappeared behind a bank of clouds, and although it was still hot and steamy there wouldn’t be much more sun that afternoon, if at all.

Andy lifted to his side and edged closer. “You could still do it, though. If you wanted to enjoy some attention and give these guys a thrill.”

There were more men lined up on the ledge, and another two had set up in front facing us. I was looking around at them although avoiding any eye contact. I had lowered my knees.

“Go on. I dare you!” Andy teased.

I smiled then checked with Robbie. “Should I?”

“You don’t have to!” he said again. “They’re all old farts anyway!”

It was noticeable that any men leaving the beach were all walking around close to the rock ledge for a look on their way to the trail through the dunes. Another few had stopped and taken a position on the ledge. There were a dozen or so where there had been none prior to our arrival.

“They’re all hoping you take it off,” Andy went on encouragingly. “You’re not going to disappoint them, are you?”

I could feel all eyes upon me, and particularly Andy’s. I turned to Robbie again. “I’m actually the only woman here with a top on. I think I should do it.”

“Why? You’re not old like them!”

“What, are you saying I’m not a woman?” I challenged. It was an old argument to do with me being a real woman in Robbie’s eyes when I agreed to have sex with him.

“No, I’m not saying that,” Robbie said a little sheepishly.

“Well, why shouldn’t I do the same as the other women here?”

“What, and have all these old guys looking at you?” Robbie groaned under his breath, getting desperate it seemed.

I had my back up. “So, now you’re saying it’s okay for you to ogle these other women but it’s not okay for me to enjoy being looked at by other men? That’s not even fair!”

Of the now quite noticeable crowd of men gathered as close as they reasonably could, some were subtle about it, others were quite blatantly staring at me.

I wanted to show them my boobs. I wanted to make them all excited about the idea of having sex with me. They all looked like such strong virile men, and it was my place to sexually entertain them at least. It’s what girls are supposed to do, isn’t it? Men are in charge after all, and if they try to look at our bodies, we should show them what they want.

Andy certainly wanted another look at me. He was a strong virile man, so he was entitled to tell me what to do. Any grown man can tell me what to do and I’ll obey him. I blushed to myself as I thought about that again. Any adult man can have full sex with me if he wants. Any one of the men staring at me right then could fuck me if they wanted to. I wouldn’t be able to resist them.

“Will you stay here if I take my top off?” I asked Andy.

“Of course,” he returned warmly. “Robbie and I will make sure they keep their distance at least, won’t we, Robbie?”

Robbie’s face was blank. He looked sick. I was working up the courage. I turned to Andy with a nervous smile. “Okay, here goes!” I said, and I reached for the knot behind my back.

The men who were subtly watching were suddenly glaring intently. I loosened that knot then undid the one behind my neck. My little bikini top slipped, and I gathered it and lowered it from my breasts. They were pure white against my otherwise golden tanned skin.

“Yeah, that’s nice. Now lean back so the guys behind can see them,” Andy instructed.

There was an ooh yeah and a low whistle or two from the men back there. My nipples were instantly erect. I lay back, resting upon my elbows, giving all the men a full-on view.

Andy was close enough to see my goose bumps. The milky white skin of my tits were covered in them, as was my belly and the smooth young lines of my inner thighs. Andy could also see a little camel toe where the soft fabric of my bikini bottoms were cutting into my pussy. He examined his way back up my body and had another look at my tits. He glanced up from them to meet my smile.

Andy grinned over at Robbie. “Definitely the best set of boobs on the beach, huh Robbie?”

Robbie was looking around at the gathering of men. They were all staring blatantly. “I think we should go and get some drinks soon,” he said to me.

“That’s a good idea, I’m really thirsty,” I agreed. “Could you go?”

“What, me?” Robbie complained.

“Please?” I implored sweetly. “I’ll make it up to you tonight.”

“Really? How?” Robbie shot back, his eyes suddenly wide with interest.

“You know how… maybe!” I teased, leaning close for a kiss.

“You better be serious this time,” he said as he got up to go. Then he jogged off.

Andy waited until he was gone. “Do you have any lotion in your bag, Catherine? You know you can still burn when it’s overcast here. You really should put some on your breasts at least.”

I blushed but didn’t answer. I took a tube of sunscreen from my bag and rubbed some into my hands. I started with my arms and shoulders then squeezed some more and smoothed it over my belly.

“Play with your nipples a bit when you do them,” Andy whispered. “The guys will love that.”

I bit down on my smile as I smoothed the sunscreen over my boobs. I looked around at the men watching. I felt myself up for them and squeezed my nipples while they all stared at me doing it.

Andy got to his knees behind me. He squirted a glob of the sunscreen and massaged my shoulders for a moment then worked the oily lotion into my back. I was leaning forward with my hands stretched down to my shins. My tits were there and available, and Andy smoothed up my sides and felt them without touching my nipples as yet. He leaned to my ear and whispered, “They all want me to feel you up.”

“Do they?” I uttered.

“I’m pretty sure they’re all hoping for it,” the guy whispered into my other ear that time.

I didn’t respond right away but after a moment I whispered back, “You can if you want to.”

Andy started at my waist and smoothed up my sides again, that time reaching around further and allowing his fingers to flay over my nipples. There were more ooh yeahs and low groans from the men watching, and he swept upward again and felt my tits more fully.

I looked back over my shoulder, arching and pressing myself forward against his hands, so he kissed my lips.

“Come on man, fuck her,” someone called out, and I moaned as he kissed me again.

I was feeling completely submissive. This man could have fucked me right there and then if he wanted to, but he wasn’t about to go that far. Instead, he just took another little kiss and feel of my tits then he released me to lie back on his towel.

“Better not let things get out of hand with all these guys watching,” he whispered when I lay back beside him. “Tempting though!”

“Am I really tempting?” I asked sweetly.

“Hell yes! Although I can think of some better options than the beach in front of a bunch of guys. Maybe a nice hotel room and satin sheets.”

I smiled. “That sounds nice.” I also smiled up at a man walking past looking directly at my breasts. And as some of the other men were leaving, they were all taking the opportunity to walk close by on their way.

I stayed on my back so they could have a good look at me, and I looked right at each of them, meeting their stares openly. “This is fun,” I said to Andy.

“Well, I guess we’ll have to go to the full nude beach tomorrow if you like this so much,” he replied with a chuckle.

“Really? Is there one?”

“Sure! It’s just around the other side of the headland. It’s a bit of a hike or we could take a jet ski.”

“Okay,” I uttered softly.

I so wanted to show him my pussy. He was looking at my legs sometimes and I was keeping them open for him. I was definitely available for him to have sex with. I could see the nice big bulge in his swimmers, and I was ready to accept his cum in my mouth or in my pussy if he wanted.

The beach was clearing quickly though, with the clouds darkening and threatening rain. Everyone was walking close by me for a look, so I didn’t put my top back on until after Robbie returned and we were getting up to leave. I stood facing Andy and smiling at him as he had a last look at my breasts. I covered them once, then I lifted my top again, basically flashing him while following his gaze down then back up.

“Yes very, very tempting!” He grinned, and I bit down on my smile and covered myself properly.

We hurried back to the resort before the rain started. That night our parents insisted that me and Robbie come out to dinner and a show with them, and by the time that was done it was past midnight, which meant there was no opportunity for Robbie to get what he was promised, and there was no need for me to find an excuse to deny him.

I would have had to find an excuse too because I didn’t want to have sex with Robbie. I didn’t understand that myself, but the thought of being taken by a mature man was completely filling my mind, and throughout the evening I had been constantly looking across at Mr Dale.


Chapter 5

The next morning, Robbie was the one leading the way around to the dock where the jet skis were. We were to meet Andy at 11am, and we were there early. As far as Robbie knew it was to be a bit of fun riding around jumping waves and stuff. He hadn’t been told about the nude beach yet.

I ended up sitting on the dock talking with old George the maintenance man while Andy gave Robbie a lesson in handling a jet ski. Then the two guys were zooming around racing and carrying on for ages while I leaned back on my hands thrusting my boobs forward for the old man. I had my white bikini top on again, and my nipples were constantly hard and poking at it. George was sitting beside me on the dock looking down at them.

“Andy tells me you’re heading around to the cove today.”

“I don’t know. Where’s the cove?” I asked, although I guessed it was the nude beach.

George grinned. “That’s where the clothing is optional and you’re gonna look good!”

“Oh. Thank you,” I uttered shyly.

“Andy said you went topless yesterday. Lots of men watching too.”

I just smiled.

“Wish I’d been there to see that. They look nice through your little top there.”

I just smiled more. This guy was really old, but there were some at the beach yesterday at least as ancient as him.

“Can I have a look now?” The man grinned cheekily. “No one’s watching.”

I looked around. There was no one in sight, and Robbie and Andy were way in the distance. “Are you really Andy’s friend?” I asked.

“Yeah sure! You can trust me.”

I bit down on my smile. “Do you promise not to touch?”

The old guy had a look around that time. “Yeah, I promise,” he said, gulping.

“Okay then,” I uttered, and I lifted my top.

My little white boobs popped out the bottom and jiggled as I caught my breath. I stretched my top up with one hand and leaned back on the other. The old man immediately groped me, feeling my left boob before I had a chance to wriggle away.

I giggled and pulled my top down into place. “Hey, you said you wouldn’t!”

He was chuckling and smiling broadly. “Well, I never could be trusted.” His brows flickered. “But are you going to take your bottoms off today as well, or what?”

“Yes. I think so. Are you coming with us?”

“I wouldn’t mind, for an hour or so over my lunch break at least. It’s gonna be worth my while, though?”

“Maybe,” I said, smiling coyly.

The jet skis were coming quick.

“You’re a hot little tease, aren’t you?” The old guy laughed, and I just kept smiling in response.

Andy and Robbie stayed on their skis. George got on another. “I’ll just come along for an hour,” he called over to Andy.

“It would be safer if Catherine rides with me until you’ve got a bit more experience,” Andy said to Robbie, and he extended a hand to me. I stepped onto the side of his ski and he guided me to sit in front. “Here, you drive,” he told me, and he gave me a quick lesson as we made our way out beyond the surf.

The water was glassy calm half a mile from shore. We cruised along with Robbie still playing around doing donuts and speeding off ahead.

Andy was holding my waist and I was pressing back against him. Andy waited for Robbie to zoom off again, and he caressed up my front and felt my tits. I lifted my arms a little, offering him full access, and he massaged them and tweaked my hard little nipples. I was wearing a shoulder bag. He took that and put it on his own shoulder. He then undid my bikini top and pulled it from me, putting it into the bag.

I held my breath as the guy’s hands closed over my breasts again. I could feel his erection pressing against my back, and my legs were tingling because of that. I looked across at the old maintenance man grinning and watching me being felt up. The hands covering my breasts then lowered back to my waist as Robbie swept around and slowed alongside again.

Robbie looked across at me. I met his eyes and shrugged and smiled innocently. Andy took over control of the jet ski and headed off toward a small boat that was not far away. Robbie followed, and we pulled up alongside.

It was a fishing boat with half a dozen guys hanging over the rail looking at me topless. I was giggly, and they were whooping it up. Andy stayed there for a long while with me completely exposed to the other men, then he led off again, and Robbie was left behind for a minute.

Andy placed my hands back on the hand grips and spoke into my ear. “Keep going straight,” he said, and he started feeling me up again and playing with my nipples.

“Did you like that?” he yelled into my ear. “Do you want to do it again?”

“Okay,” I called back to him.

There was another small boat up ahead with two old guys fishing quietly. Andy pulled alongside and said hello. They both smiled as their eyes levelled on my boobs. I smiled back and sat with my arms down by my sides while they looked at me. Robbie pulled up, and I met his eyes again, following them down to my bare breasts then back up as I bit down on my smile.

Andy was chatting with the men, and I just sat there watching them stare. “Nice of you to give the girl a ride like that,” one of them said with a chuckle at one point, and that made me blush.

Andy laughed. He touched my waist and squeezed a little. George had pulled up, and he and the two fishermen watched Andy’s hands. I went all goose-bumpy and held his wrists.

“Cute little nipples, eh?” Andy said to the other men, and I watched their faces and kind of pushed down as his hands lifted and felt me.

I checked back over my shoulder to be sure Robbie wasn’t watching. He was right there, though, and I blushed back at him, but he zoomed off.

I had pushed Andy’s hands lower, and he sat there fiddling with the edge of my bikini bottoms. He was just chatting and laughing with George and the two other old men. The three of them were staring at my hard nipples and looking down at my legs. Andy had fiddled the edge of my pants down off my hips a bit. He was tugging at the elastic and making the front of them roll down and reveal the top of my little landing strip.

My legs were straddling the jet ski, so my thighs were apart and he couldn’t actually pull my pants down any further. “We’re heading over to the cove,” he announced, and I pressed right back against his body as he hooked his two index fingers in the front of my pants and stretched them down past my landing strip.

He held the front down and let the old men have a look at my pussy. “Fuck yeah!” one of them groaned, but Andy just laughed then zoomed off to leave them with their mouths gaping.

He cruised around the headland to an inlet where the water calmed completely and there was a small sandy beach surrounded by cliffs of rock. There were about a dozen people, a couple of women and the rest middle aged men. The women were fully undressed, and a few of the men were too.

Robbie ran after me. “Hey, they’re buck fuckin’ naked!” he exclaimed nervously.

“Yeah, this is the next level. Completely optional,” Andy explained. “Have a look! She’s all right, isn’t she?” The woman we were passing was probably only 30 or so. She looked firm and quite slim, with nice full boobs and a shaved pussy, although her legs were folded to the side modestly.

Andy led to a spot where a few men were set up, and they all turned to watch. I was still topless. I just smiled back at them as they looked me over. Andy stepped out of his swimmers. His cock swung free, and I tried not to squeal.

He grinned. “Your turn.”

Old George was sitting on the sand watching. Robbie seemed dumb struck.

I untied my skirt and let it go. I took a breath and hooked my thumbs in my bikini bottoms and pushed them down.

A few other men had turned to watch. There were about six all up, plus Andy and George.

I stood there naked in front of them for a moment without moving. I had shaved the night before, so my slit was bald, and they were all staring at it. My legs were tingling so much they were numb, but finally I was able to move again, and I got down on my knees and took my towel from my bag. I laid it out on the sand and bent over to fix it properly.

Andy had a view of me from behind, and George shifted and leaned around for a look as well. I had checked in the mirror so I knew my slit was perfectly smooth, bare and pink. Robbie was also just staring at it, and I looked back over my shoulder at the three of them. Then I looked beyond to the other men still watching.

Andy stayed on his front concealing an obvious erection. Robbie sat down without saying anything. He appeared to be shocked beyond arguing.

I was glowing. I sat down and started with the suntan lotion, rubbing it on my arms and shoulders. I smiled to myself when I started on my belly and smoothed it up over my breasts, where I rubbed in a bit more than I needed to. I did my legs, mindful of keeping them together. I suddenly loved being naked in front of strangers, especially older men. It was something I had never dreamed of before, but it was very exciting.

Robbie was watching the other women walking around, and Andy and George were looking too. I met the eyes of a man lying facing me. He was up on his elbows looking directly at my legs. I parted them slightly for him, bending my knees up and allowing them to stray a bit. He didn’t look up, but his eyes widened and focused, which made my heart thump. I swayed my knees together then allowed them to stray a little wider apart.

That time I caught George looking, and I met his smile shyly. I wriggled my feet in the sand and kept my knees apart like that, letting him have a look too. Then I met Robbie’s eyes, and he looked down at my pussy then back up. I just held his gaze steadily, feeling my cheeks redden and heat with guilt-edged excitement.

I stayed resting back on my elbows with my knees apart so the men could enjoy looking at my pussy. I also enjoyed looking at them, at their cocks. Andy rolled over after a while, and I had a chance to sit there watching his rather thick looking penis swell and recede and sort of roll around like it had a mind of its own.

Most of the men at the beach came by at one point or another, some more than once. And each time one would approach, I would open my legs a little further to let him have a look at my opening while I would return the compliment and examine his penis and balls. Some had such huge balls, which I particularly liked, imagining they would have a lot of semen in them.

I wanted semen inside me so badly. I wanted them all to empty their big old balls in my mouth or in my pussy.

Old George left after an hour or so. He had overstayed and was late back from lunch.

“I’m going for another ride,” Robbie said after George had gone, and he took his jet ski out but not too far.

Andy shifted nearer to me. The guys close by had moved on and no one was watching. He grinned, looking down between my thighs. “Now that definitely looks tempting!”

“Really?” I said, parting my knees a little more to show him.

“Fuck yeah!” Andy groaned, glancing out to check where Robbie was then leaning in to kiss me.

He felt me up again, squeezing a breast while kissing me some more. I saw a man looking over. “Someone’s watching,” I uttered, and the guy craned his neck, so I opened my legs wider for him. Andy then rubbed up my inner thigh, and I spread my legs even more, but his fingers only glanced over my pussy and he didn’t try to finger me.

“Robbie’s coming back now,” I whispered.

Andy got up off me and sat back on his towel. There were three men standing there watching. He smiled up at them. “Hey guys, what’s up?”

They all grinned. One answered, “Thought there was gonna be a show.”

“No, sorry to disappoint but that’s it for now.” He followed their gaze down to my legs, which were still spread fairly wide. “She does look good, though, doesn’t she?”

The three of them were staring at my little pussy. There was a dribble of my lubricant glistening between the smooth pink lips. I took a breath and opened my legs wider for them. They all groaned while Andy just stared at my opening. I wanted one of them inside me so bad, but Robbie walked past them and sat down. He looked at what I was doing then met Andy’s eyes. Andy just sort of nodded to him then looked back at my pussy. I waited while he examined it, tilting his head and leaning down a bit. I looked up at the three men and took another big breath while I opened my legs wider.

I looked to Robbie again and watched his face while the four older men examined my sex. I definitely didn’t want him inside me – only one of them. I would have let any one of the men have sex with me right there on the beach. I would have let all four of them fuck me if they wanted to.

Andy cleared his throat. “We have to head back and return the skis soon. How about we have another little ride around on the way back?”

He got up and pulled on his swimmers. I closed my legs and the three men moved on. I pulled on my bikini bottoms and found my top in the bag.

“Do you want to put that on later?” Andy asked me. “We can stop just before we get back and fix it up then.”

“Okay,” I said. “Are we going to meet some more fishermen?”

Andy laughed. “Probably will.” He took my bag and slung it on his shoulder. We approached the jet skis. “You lead the way, Robbie. Just follow the inlet there. I’d better ride with Catherine again.”

I held Robbie’s gaze as I got settled on the seat with the older man straddling behind me. The guy had to adjust the position of his penis, which quickly firmed against my back. It seemed he had released it from his pants.

Robbie’s eyes rolled and he took off. Andy followed along a fair way behind. He allowed me to take over, and he started playing with my tits, just pinching my nipples and pulling on them. “Do you want to come up to my room tonight?” he shouted over the sound of the ski.

“Okay,” I called back. “I’ll try to sneak out after dinner.”

“If you do I’m going to fuck you.” Andy reached down and rubbed me through my bikini pants. “I’m going to fuck you hard!”

“If you want to.” I called back to him, thrilling at the thought of his thick cock inside of me. It was so hard against my back and I just wanted to sit on it right there on the jet ski.


Chapter 6

The inlet became a small river that wound between the houses and farms of a local village and past another few hotels before it led into the back of the resort. I was still topless when we entered the maintenance building and pulled up at the small indoor boat ramp. George was there with a young worker about Robbie’s age who was having a good look while I searched in my bag for my bikini top.

I stood facing the men while I put on my top, and I smiled at them before finally covering my breasts. I was already trying to think of how I could ditch Robbie after dinner and sneak off to Andy’s room.

As soon as we left the boat house Robbie was at me. “I can’t believe you wanted to strip for those old guys. You showed them everything!”

“Well, it was exciting!” I cuddled close. “Don’t you want this vacation to be exciting?”

Robbie kept his arm around me as we walked. “Yes, I want it to be exciting, but I didn’t know we were going to some nudist beach.”

“But I feel like I’m learning about sex finally. Don’t you?”

“Learning about it? What do you mean?”

I cuddled up in the elevator. “Well, so far it’s just been kid’s stuff, and this is a chance to see what adults do. I think if we hang out with a guy like Andy it’s going to be more exciting for us together. I think I might want to go further than we have before.”

“Further?” Robbie echoed. “You mean?”

“I mean, I think so,” I said with a kiss. “So far I’ve been saying no because I wasn’t sure we would know what to do, but these older men have a way of looking at me that feels different. I think we should do more of what they say and see what happens.”

“See what happens between us?” Robbie asked, stopping me in the hallway at my door. He kissed me and I responded. “So, you’re saying the more we hang around with these old dudes the more chance we might go further?”

“Yeah, I think so,” I uttered. “Let’s make this vacation like a time out from the boring stuff at home, okay?”

Our mothers and fathers were in my hotel room drinking and planning to have a dinner party there on the balcony. Robbie and I were to at least stay until we had eaten. Our parents had hardly seen us in the few days since arriving, and they insisted on an hour of family time. Both mothers were half drunk and laughing at everything, and both fathers were obviously half cut as well – at least half cut.

I felt Mr Dale’s eyes following me everywhere. He always did that but was doing it a lot more than usual. I sat on a deck chair directly across from where he was leaning against the balcony rail having a smoke, and I bent my knees up a bit while allowing them to part slightly.

He looked at my bikini pants, and I smiled to myself and parted my knees a bit more. As I sat there with everyone chatting and laughing, I wondered how I could flash better. Whenever he leered down at my legs, I opened them to show him my crotch, but it was only in my swimmers and that wasn’t enough. He’s a strong and virile man and I could tell he wanted to look at my pussy and boobs, so I needed to find a way of showing him properly.

When Mr Dale went to the toilet I decided it was time to get changed. My room was next to the bathroom, and I waited by my open door, but my mother came along before Mr Dale came out. She was waiting for the toilet, and I had to close my door and miss the opportunity completely.

I changed anyway, picking out lacy white panties and a short denim skirt. I also decided to go braless beneath a half-length tee, shirt my girlfriend had given me as a joke one time. It was very thin white fabric that was virtually see-through, and it only just covered my boobs while being open underneath and loose fitting enough to flash them easily. If I put my hands on my head, my nipples would pop out the bottom.

My mother’s eyebrows raised when I walked out in it, but she just shook her head and didn’t say anything. My stepdad was crashed out inside on a lounge chair, so that was good. Mr Dale was in the same spot leaning against the rail. Mum and Mrs Dale were sitting back closer to the open balcony doors. Robbie was inside on his computer.

I sat down in my chair and rested back with my knees bent up again. I felt much sexier with the lace panties I had chosen, and my skirt was straight enough that they were exposed to Mr Dale’s view whenever he looked down.

His eyes lowered, so I looked away. I checked and saw that he noticed, but I looked away again and pretended not to ignore him.

I sat there like that for a long while before my mother and Robbie’s stepmum went to answer the door and start getting the food from room service ready for dinner. Mr Dale was then kind of looking out over the ocean while I played on my phone, but he would look down at me quite regularly.

I wanted to show him more of my body, so I stretched my arms back above my head and yawned as I settled like that. Mr Dale looked, and I felt the breeze on the underside of my breasts. I did another big exaggerated stretch and the fabric of my t-shirt lifted above my nipples. I felt him staring now, so I yawned and stretched even longer, then I relaxed and my shirt slipped lower to cover me, but my nipples were hard and poking at it. And I sat up with my legs crossed and my little straight skirt stretched taut and hiked up to reveal my panties while I brushed my hair.

I wouldn’t have dared do anything like this if Bruce wasn’t crashed out drunk. I could see in through the balcony doors that he was still asleep. Mum and Mrs Dale were all the way inside in the kitchen.

My feet were crossed Indian style, and my heel was pressing against the crotch of my panties, which were completely on display with my skirt having hiked right up around my hips. I was watching Mr Dale’s face as he stared at what I was showing, then he suddenly glanced up at me, and I met his eyes briefly before they rolled back down to my crotch again.

I then instinctively tugged at the front of my skirt to cover myself, and I blushed as the man from next door looked up to meet my gaze. He shook his head and looked back out to sea. I smiled and lifted both arms to hold my hair and brush it again, and to deliberately hike my little t-shirt up. With the thin fabric stretching up over my nipples again, I thrust my chest a little and lifted my shoulders, baring my breasts completely.

Mr Dale’s head then turned slowly back towards me, but I just bit down on my smile and continued brushing my hair. His eyes narrowed and he looked back and forth from my boobs to my face. “Oops!” I said with a giggle, looking down at myself. “I think this shirt must have shrunk in the wash or something.”

Mr Dale chuckled, but he also checked inside as he approached beside me. “You’re old enough now, aren’t you, love? You just turned eighteen, right?”

“Uh huh, I’m eighteen now.”

“Yeah these are nice,” he went on low and deep and he felt my tits.

I just held my breath and thrust my chest forward as he felt one then the other. Mr Dale reached down and pinched the hem of my skirt, lifting it.

“Uhh..hhh…” I moaned as I braced against the feel of his fingers rubbing into my crotch.

“Yeah, that’s it love, let’s have a little look eh?” He checked inside again. His eyes were wide as he looked back at what he was doing, feeling my crotch and rubbing into me.

I kept my top stretched up with one arm and gripped the edge of the chair as I lifted my bottom. Mr Dale took hold of the waist band of my panties and pulled them down. I kept my legs pressed together. He left my panties around my knees and pushed the front of my skirt up to my belly while he examined my pussy.

“Aw fuck yeah,” Mr Dale groaned and he pulled against my inner thigh.

I parted my legs. My panties slipped to my ankles and I spread my knees wide and my skirt and top lifted. Mr Dale removed my panties from my feet. He held them to his face and drew a deep breath. I hooked my legs over the armrests of my chair and rested back with my top pulled up to my neck again.

“That’s good, love, nice and wide,” Mr Dale said, and he rubbed down my leg and peeled open one lip of my pussy. “Yeah look at that,” he groaned. “You’re so wet, sweetheart. You’re all lubed up ready for it.”

“Uhh..hhh…” I moaned as Mr Dale’s middle finger entered my pussy. He forced it deep inside of me just as my mother called out that dinner was ready.

The finger was pulled out and was suddenly gone. I squeezed my thighs together and stretched my little tee, shirt down to cover my breasts, tingling all the way up into my belly at the lingering feel of being penetrated. Mr Dale hurried off inside glaring back at me like some kind of wild thing.


Chapter 7

After dinner I couldn’t give Robbie the slip, and we ended up down by the pools with me having to convince him that I should go and meet Andy alone.

“But I don’t get it. How come you have to go up there? Why doesn’t he come down here?”

“Because we’re all adults, aren’t we?” I explained. “Friends can meet in a hotel room, can’t they?”

“But you look really hot,” Robbie complained.

I kissed him. “Don’t you like me to look hot?”

“Yeah, but not for him!”

“Well, I need to – I don’t know – break out or something. I feel like I need to experience this before we can go all the way ourselves.”

Robbie sulked in response. “So, are you saying you want to experience something with him?”

“I don’t know. Maybe,” I answered softly. “I just feel like we have a lot to learn, and he seems so confident when he looks at me. Like he knows what he wants.”

“I know what I want too!” Robbie shot back.

“No, it’s like with an older man, he knows he can have what he wants. It’s like I can’t even move when a man looks at me like that.”

“Looks at you like what?” Robbie whimpered that time. “I don’t get it.”

“I know you don’t understand, Robbie. That’s why we need to open up to these older men. Or even to an older woman! You should get a milf,” I said with a giggle.

“What, you want me to bone some old woman now?”

“Well yeah, why not? Imagine what a real older woman could teach you about how to give an orgasm.”

Robbie blushed at that. “I don’t need lessons from some wrinkly old hag.”

I kissed him again, not wanting to argue further. “Well, I should go,” I said as I stood up. “Are you going to wait for me here?”

“How long are you gonna be up there?” Robbie sulked again. “I can’t believe you’re gonna see him in his room!”

“We’ll probably just have some champagne and talk,” I said warmly. “I won’t be long.”

With that I left Robbie staring after me and went back into the resort foyer, walking on tingling legs over to the elevators, amazed Robbie even let me go! The room was only on the first level, so I was there and standing at the door a moment later. My whole body was tingling and numb as I knocked.

The door opened and Andy stood there smiling in a pair of jeans and a t-shirt that was stretched over his man muscles. He looked me up and down then took my hand and guided me into the room, handing me a champagne glass as I walked by.

“So, you managed to sneak away?” he asked.

“Sort of. Robbie’s down at the pool.”

Andy took a seat on the couch beside me. “And he knows you’re up here?”

“Yes.”

There was a gap between us. I edged around to face the older man. His eyes lowered to my legs and I bit down on my smile.

He grinned. “It was fun today, wasn’t it?”

“It was exciting. I’ve never done anything like that before.”

“You certainly gave some men a thrill with your pussy shaved bare like that. And the way you let your knees part to give them a good look.” He stroked my thigh, edging my skirt up a bit.

“I liked looking at you men too.” I blushed. “Plus it’s easier to see everything with a man, so I thought it would be unfair if I kept my legs together.”

“Hmm, that’s a good way to look at it. I agree completely,” Andy said, kissing me. “We probably should do it again tomorrow, what do you think?”

“Okay,” I uttered in reply.

I sipped the champagne and raised my arm out of the way while Andy felt up under my top and played with my nipples. I lifted myself while he pulled my panties down and took them from my ankles. There seemed to be nothing to say. He was going to do whatever he wanted.

“We might keep your little top on. It will be fun watching your tits bounce out of it while we’re fucking,” he said, and he bent to me and kissed my mouth gently, with his tongue rigid, poking at my lips.

I responded while still clutching my drink and trying not to spill it. Andy lifted my top and sucked on one of my breasts, covering it with his mouth and working my nipple with his tongue. I caught my breath and braced as the rush of hot tingles scampered all over my body, focusing especially between my legs.  I arched up and offered myself as he moved across and attacked my other breast.

“You’re sure you’re okay with this?” he asked warmly as he came up for a breath.

“Mmm, I’m sure, aah..” I moaned, and he sucked my right breast into his mouth again. I parted my thighs as I felt his hand move towards my pussy, the anticipation was making my head spin.

Andy continued rubbing back and forth, but he was also squeezing my inner thighs and kind of forcing my legs wider apart. When his fingers finally touched my slit I braced and waited, but he didn’t penetrate me with them. Instead he opened my pussy lips and slipped down to slice his tongue between them.

I moaned again, in shock and rapture.

“Fuck, you’re wet,” the older man said, breathing into my pussy, grinning as he looked up from down there. He had my leg over his shoulder and was still holding the lips of my pussy open with his fingers. “Your body is definitely ready for some cock.” He looked back down then licked and went back to sucking my clit. “It’s amazing how wet you are already.”

“Is that okay?” I uttered, and I bucked and squirmed against the feel of the guy’s mouth and his tongue licking me. My legs were being forced further open. I was completely exposed. I still held the glass in my hand and had spilt the champagne.

With my other hand I held onto the man’s head. It was moving back and forth and around and around as his tongue swirled. My usual orgasm built quickly and exploded through my belly, and as it did, Andy held still and kept his tongue pressed against my clit.

When that climax passed he started licking me again, but he was thankfully avoiding my throbbing little button just then. He was licking my juices and kissing my inner thighs, then he worked his way back up my body and spent some more time on my breasts. He still had my legs spread, and I could feel his erection pressing through his jeans.

He eventually lifted me and carried me into the bedroom, where he placed me on the bed. He was grinning and looking down at me, and I kept my legs open for him. He pulled off his t-shirt and pushed down his jeans and underwear. His cock was standing upright and bulging with veins. I swallowed nervously, thinking how the hell it was going to fit inside of me. It was very thick.

I also had a sudden flash of doubt. I thought of Robbie and imagined him sitting down there looking up at the window. I sort of closed my legs, wanting to say something. Andy was getting on the end of the bed with his penis flexing in readiness to stab into me. But just then his cell phone rang, and he reached for his jeans and took it from the pocket.

He stood up and turned away, and I hugged my knees to my chest waiting, and really wanting to find my panties and run. From what Andy was saying it sounded like a business colleague needed to meet with him urgently. My hopes of getting out of there grew.

“Fuck, I’ve got to go!” Andy said as he tossed his phone aside. “We’re going to have to do this later.”

“That’s okay,” I agreed quickly. “I don’t mind.”

Andy knelt on the bed beside me and stroked hair from my face. “Do you want to suck me off, though? Just a quick blowjob so I don’t end up with blue balls.”

“Um – I don’t – um…. I don’t really know how,” I lied nervously. Actually it wasn’t a lie. I didn’t feel confident that I could give a good blowjob yet.

Andy was holding his cock in his fist and still stroking my head. He moved closer, pulling me forward. “It’s easy,” he said, grinning.

I opened and allowed him to force the head of his penis into my mouth. I thought of the few times I had done it before and used my lips while keeping my teeth from scratching the shaft as it was moving in and out. I used my tongue to lick around the head and could taste the fluid seeping from the slit in the end.

“Yeah, that’s good, now let’s make this quick. The best way to get a guy off fast is with your mouth and your hand.”

I listened intently to this. It was like a lesson, and I really needed lessons if I was going to be able to pleasure men properly, like girls are supposed to.

The guy went on. “Okay, just a bit of sucking to wet the head and then nice and fast with your hand… Yeah, like that,” he groaned as I did it. “That’s good, now back in your mouth,” he went on, thrusting when I opened my lips over the head again. “Okay, now back with your hand again, and keep your fingers rubbing right up over the head.”

I did exactly as I was told.

“Oh fuck yeah!” Andy gasped as his head shot back.

I liked the control I suddenly had over this older man. I stroked him fast and used my fingers over the head for a little bit, then I took the head back in my mouth and let him thrust a few times. He was going crazy for more, and I stroked with my hand then took him back in my mouth, over and over, but not long enough either way to let him finish off.

His penis was like steel with a spongy coating, and it was so hot. This was a lot easier and much more fun than I thought it would be.

I kept going back and forth, from a few seconds stroking really fast to closing my eyes and sucking the head into my mouth and rolling my tongue around it while it was being thrust in and out. Each time I went back to using my hand, the guy would buck and squirm and sort of screw up his face like he was in agony. Then when I took it back in my mouth he would groan, and I could feel his shaft throb, with his huge balls clenched up tight within my hand.

I kept it up for long enough that my arm started to ache from stroking, but the guy’s excitement drove me on, then one time when I took the head of his penis back into my mouth, it was different. Andy didn’t try to thrust. He just held my head still and his penis expanded, then a spurt of semen gushed up against the roof of my mouth and leaked into my throat, so I swallowed it. Then that was followed by another spurt and another one. It was hot and salty and tasted like his scent.

I looked up to meet the older man’s eyes with his penis still pulsing.

He grinned. “That’s right, swallow it all for me.”

I gulped some more down, my eyes watering. The taste was yucky, but I liked the way he was obviously enjoying himself. I was still high on the thrill of making him go crazy like that, and the fact I was feeling a little vulnerable, being held in place with a penis in my mouth, was actually exciting too. It was still leaking fluid, and I swallowed again with the taste of semen absolutely filling my senses.

“So, that was really your first blowjob?” Andy asked as he released me and withdrew his cock from my mouth.

“No, not exactly.” I swallowed at the strong masculine taste. “I’ve done it before, but I’m not sure how to make it feel nice for a guy yet.”

“Well, that was perfect!”

“Was it really?” I cuddled my knees to my chest again. “It would be good if I could do that really well so guys would enjoy it. Or men, rather, not just guys my age.”

Andy grinned. “Yeah? So, you want to be good at sucking men’s cocks?” He was hurriedly getting dressed. “I’ll give you some more practice tomorrow if you like.”

“Okay,” I replied, blushing. “I want to learn how you like it.”

Andy was ready to run. He kissed me. “See you at the boathouse in the morning. About 10?”

“Okay,” I called after him.

I was left alone in the hotel room and I found my panties and pulled them on. Then I had a look around the place, touching Andy’s things and looking in his wardrobe and that. I was relieved he hadn’t actually had intercourse with me, but the idea of getting lessons in how to give blowjobs was exciting. I was certainly willing to put up with the taste of semen if it meant being able to control a man’s body and make him go crazy like that.

I found Robbie where I had left him. He looked sad, but his eyes lit up when he saw me. He was full of questions about what happened, but I just took his hand and led him into the gardens. I dragged him into a secluded corner that was quite dark and we would be able to see anyone approaching.

I dropped to my knees in front of him and looked up with a smile. “You keep a look out,” I said.

I started tugging at his shorts, and he froze in place with his eyes bulging. I let his shorts drop, and I pulled his underpants down. His penis sprung free and instantly expanded. I hadn’t even touched it yet and it was fully erect and sticking straight up.

I held it down and took it in my mouth. It was smaller than Andy’s and not as thick, so I could take most of it in. I sucked it and swirled my tongue around the head while Robbie clung to the back of a garden bench and buckled at the knees.

“Oh fuck!” he cried. “Oh shit!”

I used the technique I had just learned. I stroked fast over the head for like 10 seconds then sunk half of Robbie’s penis into my mouth. Robbie would then thrust like Andy did, but he was more urgent and erratic. And it was only the third time I took it in my mouth that he bucked and started ejaculating.

He came hard, and I swallowed it all down. The taste wasn’t as powerful as Andy’s. It was still distinctly masculine, though, and I enjoyed sucking the last few spurts.

“Did you like that?” I asked sweetly, looking up at Robbie.

“Oh fuck! Oh, Catherine, that was amazing!”

“You see! That’s what I was talking about,” I went on. “He just taught me exactly how to do that and make it feel nice.”

“So, you did that for him too?” Robbie asked, putting himself away rather defensively.

I nodded. “Uh huh, my eyes are still watering from the taste of his, but it’s probably stronger with older men, I suppose.”


Chapter 8

Robbie and I arrived at the boathouse at 10am the next morning to find Andy there waiting with old George, who had taken the day off work to spend with us. There was only the three jet skis, and Robbie still wasn’t experienced enough to double me.

“No, we couldn’t allow that for safety reasons,” George explained. “You can ride with me for a while, though,” he said to me, and he took my hand and offered me a place in front. “Better let Andy and your young fellow have a race around for a bit first, and we’ll just cruise along behind nice and quiet.”

Andy just smiled and took off. Robbie looked concerned, but Andy was calling for him to race. I straddled the jet ski in front of the old man, and he gave me the controls while his big rough hands held my waist.

I wasn’t very confident handling the ski, so I just rode along slowly and tried to avoid any uneven water as best I could. The water was actually calm, but Robbie and Andy were zooming back and forth making little waves that I had to negotiate.

We were halfway between the resort and the beach we had gone to the day before. Robbie and Andy had gone closer to shore to catch a bit of surf, but I stayed away from that. I was happy just poking along quietly, although I could feel what I thought was the old man’s erection pressing against my back. He was still holding my waist, but as we cruised along he started feeling me a little bit. I had on a tank top and shorts over my bikini.

Old George slipped a hand under the bottom of my tank top and squeezed my side. Then he felt his way upward to the bottom of my bikini top. I held my breath as his thick fingers lifted the fabric and worked their way beneath. He started feeling my bare breast, just squeezing softly and thumbing my nipple. I kept my arm up a little and out of his way, giving him room. He still had a hand resting at my waist and only felt me up with that one, but he had a feel of both breasts. He fondled one for a while then moved to the other, all the while keeping his hand underneath my bikini top.

His hand was still under my top when Andy and Robbie came back. Robbie rode alongside and I met his eyes after they had lifted from where I was being felt up. He stayed alongside watching for a while and I didn’t look across at him again. Then we reached the headland and George took over control of the ski to ride in through the surf.

There were only half a dozen people at the beach, all men. “Let’s go up near those guys,” Andy said, and he led off toward where three of the men were quite close together.

We walked past one old guy fully clothed, and he got up and followed after us sort of casually. Andy nodded a hello to the three men sunbathing and stopped just in front of them. They all looked at me, and the old guy following sat down on the sand facing the ocean, but he was watching out of the corner of his eye too.

Andy stripped off and lay down. George took off his shorts and shirt but kept his swimmers on. Robbie sat down off to one side while I was the centre of attention as I fixed my towel out ready to lie down. I looked around at the four strangers then bit my smile as I checked with Andy.

“You’re going to strip for us again, aren’t you?” He took out his phone from the shoulder bag he had brought and started filming with it. “Don’t worry, I won’t put this online or anything. It’s just for me to remember you by, okay?”

“Okay,” I uttered shyly. I slowly removed my top and shorts while Andy filmed from the same angle the three strangers had for a view. I remained facing the men watching and undid my bikini top. I looked directly at them and lowered it to show them my breasts. They all smiled, and I glanced away nervously. I took hold of my bikini pants and met the eyes of the clothed man who had walked around behind the others where he could see me full frontal. I watched his face as I lowered my pants enough that they could see my pussy. I kind of paused with them just pulled down a little like that.

“Turn around and bend over when you take them off,” Andy said. “Let’s have a look at you from behind.”

I was in a daze. I would have done anything Andy suggested right then. I turned around and looked over my shoulder. George was back there too, so there were six men watching intently, and I bent over keeping my legs straight as I lowered my bikini pants to my ankles and stepped out of them. Then I got down on my hands and knees and looked back at them again.

I knew they could all see my slit, pink and exposed behind my legs. Andy zoomed in and I waited while he did that. Then he crawled around close. “Do you want to lie down and spread your legs? We’re only staying for a little while.”

I lay back and closed my eyes as I opened my legs. I could feel their gaze upon me and I loved it. I loved being the centre of attention for these older men and I loved how they were all so interested in me. After a while Robbie approached to get a drink from our bag. I opened my eyes, and he met my gaze and blush. He looked over my body, and I bit down on my smile when our eyes connected again. “Do you like me like this?” I whispered.

He glanced around at the men. “I just don’t know why you want to with them,” he whispered back.

I sat up and gave Robbie a kiss. “Maybe we could do what we did in the garden again tonight.”

Robbie sat down close. “Okay,” he said, grinning. “What about we do it this afternoon and tonight as well?”

“Maybe,” I teased. “Doing this makes me feel like doing that!”

“Does it?” Robbie asked with interest, and I nodded and smiled.

George woke from having dozed off. He stretched and yawned, and he looked from my tits slowly down my body to my shaved little pussy. I parted my knees a little more and glanced from him to Robbie, who was watching the old man. I was resting back on my hands with my knees bent up, and I relaxed them even more and allowed them to part further. I met the gaze of one particular old man looking over at me. He was on his fat belly, but he lifted and rolled onto his side facing where I was lying. He was naked and his penis was erect. It was quite short but very thick and roped in engorged veins. It was sticking straight out from his body, and his massive balls were hanging down.

I looked up from his penis and met his eyes and smile. I blushed and looked back down at it. It flexed, and I watched with interest as it seemed to expand and flex again. I glanced up at the man’s face, but his gaze was focused on my legs.

I kept watching his face as I opened my thighs wider for him. I wiggled my feet apart in the sand and spread my legs, and I lay there sort of entranced, gazing at the old man’s cock and balls until I noticed Robbie also staring at my pussy and trying to hide his erection with his towel.

A few of the other men were looking over again too, and I watched their faces as they stared at my pussy. I loved the way their eyes widened whenever I moved, and I deliberately kept swaying my legs about to get their attention.

When Andy got back from his surf he said it was time to go. He and George had planned a bit of a party at George’s bungalow, so we got back on the jet skis and headed for the resort.

I rode with Andy that time, and he kept my top pulled up over my tits so he could play with them. He did it in front of Robbie as well, with Robbie riding alongside watching.

When we got back to George’s bungalow, George offered beers and poured wine for me. We played music and chatted and laughed. We were sitting around a small living room that opened onto a deck with the calm water lapping at it. It was very private, being the only living quarters on that side of the resort.

After a few drinks and with things very relaxed, Andy said to me, “So, how about going topless for us?”

“What, tomorrow?” I asked.

“Well, yeah. How about now as well?”

“Here?” I uttered. “Do you want me to?”

“Yeah. Keep your little shorts on and show us your tits, eh? Don’t you want to?”

I was just coming back from the bathroom and still standing. I looked from Andy to old George, who was grinning. I met Robbie’s eyes as I lifted my tank top up over my bikini. I slipped it off and put it down, then I held Robbie’s gaze while I undid my bikini top and lowered it.

There was no question in my mind about it. I was going to undress for any man who asked me to from now on. Or if any men, even total strangers, were trying to get a look up my skirt or down my top or something – well, I was going to dress for that now, and I was going to make it easy for them.

I couldn’t wait to suck Andy off again, and I wanted to do that for old George as well.

I stayed topless for the men for the next few hours. During that time both Andy and old George cornered me once or twice and felt me up. Both men also kissed me, which was strange with George, since he was even older than my parents. I let him do it, though. Robbie was a bit drunk and paying more attention to his phone.  And whenever I went to the kitchen or bathroom, one of the older men would follow me. I would submit and allow them to tongue kiss me while feeling my tits and rubbing up against me.

By mid-afternoon the beer was gone, and Andy and Robbie went to get more. They didn’t want to ride the jet skis after drinking, so they had to walk and would be gone for about half an hour. I was feeling light headed from the wine, but I didn’t think I was drunk.

George took the opportunity alone with me and started kissing me. He was forcing his tongue into my mouth and feeling my breasts hard. He took my hand and pressed it against his crotch. I could feel his erection. It was enormous.

“Do you want to suck me off?” he said as he kissed me hard again.

“Okay,” I whimpered. I was tingling all over, and the thought of having the old man’s penis in my mouth was very exciting.

He lifted me and carried me to his bed. “Let me taste you first,” he said, and he pulled off my shorts and bikini pants.

I was powerless to say anything. My legs were spread wide and there was an old man’s head buried between them with a tongue licking away at my pussy. I clung to the bed that smelled of the guy, and I ground myself against his whiskery face. He was sucking on me and working my clit with his tongue, and my usual orgasm built quickly and thumped through my tingling belly.

I was still in the grip of that when George kissed and sucked his way up to my boobs. I could feel him rubbing me, and I tried to grind against his fingers but suddenly I felt my pussy being forced open, then there was a sharp pain that shot through my entire body. I started to scream but ended up biting down on the old man’s hairy shoulder as I felt him thrust forward and fill me up with his huge penis.

He was inside of me. His heavy body was forcing my legs wide apart, and his big gut was squashing me. His hips were moving back and forth and his old dick was sliding in and out of my tight little slit.

I was being fucked, and I lay there staring at the ceiling while the pain gradually subsided, and something like my usual orgasm started to build. It was like the usual one but it seemed to be happening deeper inside, and I found myself lifting and grinding over the thick base of the cock that was penetrating me. I was squirming against it, trying to keep it in deeper for longer, trying to stir that orgasm and make it come.

Old George hadn’t had a pussy this tight in 20 years. He could feel it stretched around his cock, and he could feel himself bumping against my cervix when he was in balls deep. he wondered whether I would be on birth control, or perhaps he should pull out. I was starting to really go off though, so he thought – fuck it, why not just fill me up with a nice big load.

He held his upper body up off me and humped me hard and deep. My little titties were bouncing and quivering with each thrust, and I was moaning and wriggling around underneath him. He could see I was close, and when I convulsed into orgasm, he held his cock firmly up me and let me ride it.

He did that and I bucked and squirmed and moaned like crazy. Then he humped me hard and fast for a bit more and he erupted forcefully, pumping his cum into me. It was a massive load too, and he jammed his cock in as deep as he could and emptied his balls completely.

I waited until the old man stopped thrusting. I knew he had ejaculated inside of me, but I was still trying to get my mind around the depth and force of the orgasm that had just exploded through my body.

I lay there after George rolled off and got up. I watched him pull his pants back up, and when he left the room, I stood shakily and went to the dresser. I felt my poor little pussy. It was open and dripping. There was a thick dribble of the old man’s cum running down my leg.

Andy appeared in the doorway. “Are you okay?” he asked warmly.

“Where’s Robbie?” I asked in reply.

“He didn’t come back. He met up with some other boys and said he’d be back soon.”

I sat on the edge of the bed with Andy sitting beside me and placing his arm around my shoulder. “So, old George fucked you, did he? I hope he didn’t force you.”

“No, he didn’t exactly force me. I just didn’t know he was going to, and before I knew it he was already inside me.”

“Did he hurt you?” Andy asked, stroking my hair.

“Well, it hurt at first but then it was okay,” I uttered.

Andy smoothed my forehead and kissed it softly. “Well, what if we continue on from where old George left off, and we try to make this into something nice?” he breathed into my neck as he kissed me there and started feeling my nipple.

I squirmed a little, but he kissed my mouth again before I could say anything. His kisses were overpowering, and his hand slipped down over my belly, his fingers pressing against my pussy. “Okay then,” I uttered as he kissed my neck again. “But I think he came inside me, is that all right?”

Andy chuckled low into my ear, “Yeah. I don’t mind sloppy seconds.”

His fingers were inside of me. His muscles were rippling and the feel of his chest pressed against me was exciting. He wasn’t fat and flabby like the older man. He was actually quite handsome, and he was also getting very excited, which had the effect of making me feel attractive and more like a woman.

He rolled on top of me and used his powerful thighs to open mine. I felt his fingers spreading my pussy lips, then his penis stretching them. He entered me slowly, just poking it in a few inches then pulling back before forcing it in a little further.

I clung to the man’s body while I was being penetrated again. He was the second man to be on top of me in the same night, and my legs were spread wide, and I relaxed them and allowed it to happen. I liked the way men had been looking at me these past few days, and the thought settled in my mind that now I was just letting them put their dicks in, giving them a place to relieve their excitement by letting them cum inside of me, which seemed only fair, I reasoned to myself.

Andy was forcing in deep and humping with his hips, sort of rolling them and stirring his penis around inside. Then he was withdrawing almost all the way out then spearing it back in. My belly soon started to tingle with the onset of another orgasm. I could feel it building deep again, and I started mashing my clit against the base of the guy’s penis. It was like the last orgasm was still there and it was surging again. It built much quicker than the first time, though, and soon it was exploding through my body.

It went on and on then the man on top of me started losing control. His body was like iron with his muscles quivering as he surged up into me one last time and held firm. I felt his penis throbbing as he ejaculated. I felt it pulsing, and I thought I could feel the spurts of semen gushing. I just closed my eyes and smiled shyly to myself at the thought of what was inside of a second grown man’s balls being deposited into my belly. And I imagined all the men at the beach emptying their big old balls inside of me as well, and the thought of that made me tingle all over some more.

When that man had finished, he stayed on top and kept his dick inside of me, and I lay there with my legs spread for him. He lifted to his elbows and was kissing me passionately, and I responded with my head spinning and my entire body still tingling.

He was still inside of me and still thrusting slowly. I felt him firming up again, and I bit down on my smile as he hugged me tight and started humping and grinding harder and faster. My orgasm hit again, thumping through my body even more forcefully than the other two times, and just as it did, his body tensed up. And with a final powerful surge he held firmly up me and ejaculated once more.

I met Robbie’s eyes. He was standing in the bedroom doorway, swaying drunkenly and staring blankly at me being fucked.

I waited until the older man had finished emptying himself into me again, then I squirmed out from beneath him and left him lying there exhausted. I grabbed my clothes and pulled them on, and I took Robbie’s hand and dragged him out of the bungalow and back toward the resort.

There was no one in Robbie’s hotel room, so I pushed him back on his bed and straddled him, pulling down his pants. I was still soaked between the legs, and I lowered onto his erection and started grinding down on it. Robbie’s eyes were wide and he just held my hips and let it happen. He lasted only a few minutes and ejaculated into my sopping wet heat.

“Was that nice?” I asked softly as I lay beside him, cuddling up to his chest.

“It was fucking awesome!” he declared. Though he was yawning, and within another few minutes he was asleep.

I snuck from the room and brushed by Mr Dale on my way out the door. I smiled back at him as he said something to me, but I kept going and closed the door of my apartment. Then I stripped off and got in the shower.

I smoothed my hands down over my belly and felt my hot little pussy, smiling to myself and even giggling with glee at the thought of what might happen again tomorrow.

** The end **
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